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Busted in Alaska 

By JOHN W. TERRELL

Jill and I have been best friends since grade school. After planning a trip by car from New York to Alaska since high school, we finally are doing it at thirty years old. We locked up our detective agency and started loading our stuff in the car for our much-needed vacation. 

“I still think it’s a bad idea taking your Corvette on that Alaskan Highway.” 

“Oh Corina, will you chill out for once in you’re life? I checked it out. The road is paved all the way to Fairbanks now.” 

“But it’s so low to the ground.” 

“Read my lips. It’s paved.” 

“Did you lock the door?” 

“No, I left it open and put a sign on it saying ‘take what you want.’” 

“Did you bring the cash?” 

“Yes, do you want your half now?” 

“I was just checking. Twenty-thousand is a lot of money to carry around.” 

“That’s mob money we got paid with that can’t go in the bank or be reported. We talked this over a hundred times. Now get in the car, Corina. Please.” 

“We stole that money from that crooked sheriff up in North Carolina with ties to the mob.” I said. 

“Whatever, get in the damn car before our vacation is over.” 

The money was part of over eighty thousand we found in a safe that a sheriff who killed our boyfriends and tried to kill us twice had in his home. He had blown his head off out in the woods with a shotgun because he thought the mob was going to kill him and the Feds were on to him. It was Jill and I that put out the word that they were after him. 

“Where did you put the money?” 

“It’s in a locked fireproof box under your seat.” 

“Oh great, if they steal the car they get the money too.” 

“Where did you want me to put it? Did you want me to mail it ahead to Alaska?” 

“We could get carjacked or they could steal the car while we’re in someplace eating. They love to steal Corvettes you know.” 

“Right, and maybe hell will freeze over,” she said, as she took off smoking the tires for a half a block. 

The red 2003 Anniversary Addition Corvette with a 427 engine was a present from her father for starting college. Notice I didn’t say graduating college. Jill stayed in college for one semester. Her dad owns one of the largest road construction and development companies on the East Coast. He has her on a two thousand-dollar a month salary for doing nothing. She bought half of my detective agency two years ago because she liked the idea of carrying a gun. At five-nine with blonde hair, a body that screamed model, and a very high IQ, she could have done just about anything she wanted. 

I, on the other hand, am five-eight with red hair and a decent figure, but nothing compared to Jill. I was a professional pool player before I got divorced and opened up the agency. I used to average around thirty thousand a year on tour after expenses, if I was lucky. Between winning five grand from some guy that tried to hustle me in a poolroom in Queens and the divorce settlement, I opened up the agency three years ago in Oceanside, Long Island. 

“I’m just worried about being broke. After I paid all the bills, we have less than fifty-dollars in the business account. Plus all are credit cards are maxed out,” I said, when the g-force that pinned me back in the seat leveled off. 

“We still have more than fifty-thousand in cash hidden away, Corina. I wouldn’t call that broke.” 

“That can’t be used for legit things.” 

“The next thing negative you say, I’m turning around and vacation is over.” 

“You’re right, I’m sorry. Let’s have blast.” 

“I can’t wait to rub noses and everything else with some fine looking Eskimo men,” Jill said. 

“Is everything always about sex with you?” 

“You should try it once in awhile, Corina.” 

“I do all right in the sex department. I just don’t believe in talking about it.” 

“I don’t know how. You act and dress like a virgin.” 

“I can get pretty wild during sex.” 

“I can just see you with a guy, telling him to insert A into B carefully.” 

“Enough trash mouth and stop somewhere to eat soon, please.” 

The trip took us six days. We stopped to party and sleep in Indiana, Wisconsin, North Dakota, and Canada. Jill was on good behavior for the most part; she only hooked up once in Canada with a nice looking guy that was in the Canadian Airborne. I was a good girl and didn’t go home with anyone. Call me crazy, but I like to know a guy a little better than having two dances with him before I hook-up with him. 

The nine hundred-mile trip from Canada up the Alcan Highway was breathtaking. We saw bison, wild horses, moose and caribou along the way. Jill had been right about it being paved all the way. 

By nine in the evening of the sixth day, we were both too exhausted to drive the last two hundred or so miles to Fairbanks. I pulled into a small motel in a town called Harts Crossing. The sign said Pop. 716. 

“This doesn’t look like much of a place to stay, Corina. Why don’t we drive a little further and see if we can find something better?” 

“You’re not going to find a Holiday Inn around here, Princess.” 

“This is fine then. I can rough it with the best of them. I went camping in an RV once.” 

“Wow, you’re a regular pioneer.” 

“Hey, it didn’t even have a tub in it.” 

I just rolled my eyes and got out of the car. 

“Do you want me to put the box of money in my suitcase and bring it in?” 

“Yes.” 

The motel was an old cement-block single level shaped in an L. The old man at the counter looked like the old Indian you see crying on TV commercials because of litterbugs and pollution. 

“We’d like a room for the night,” I said. 

“Take number thirty.” He said, shoving the key across the worn wooden counter. “It’s the last room down on you’re right.” 

“Thank you.” I said, picking up the key. 

“You can really pick ‘em, Corina.” Jill said, looking around the room. 

“It’s only for one night. Besides it’s better than an RV.” 

“Can we vote on that?” 

“This place is clean and it has a shower and a bed. We’re only going to shower and get some sleep here, then go on to Fairbanks.” 

After we both took turns taking much-needed showers we sat up for an hour or so finishing the last half of a bottle of Jack that I had in my bag. Between being exhausted and the booze, we fell asleep on the queen-size bed a little before midnight. 

At two in the morning we both sat up in bed as the light in the room flashed on. Standing over us were two men in ski masks pointing guns at us. They were both around six feet and on the fat side of stocky. I could tell they were white but couldn’t make out their age. Each had identical Colt Diamondback Police Specials with four-inch barrels. I noticed the hammer was cocked on one of them. 

“What the fuck do you want?” I yelled. 

“A lot of things, starting with your money,” the one closest to me said, while grabbing the bed covers and yanking them on the floor. 

Of course ,we both were in T-shirts and thongs. 

“Well looky what we have here, Slick. We hit the jackpot here.” 

“First the money, stupid, and watch what you’re saying.” 

I had caught it when he called the other one Slick, which probably was not good for Jill and me. There wasn’t much I could do at the moment with his gun pointed and cocked at me. 

“Go through those clothes on the floor and then the suitcases,” Slick growled at his partner. 

“We only have about four hundred dollars. It’s in those jeans on the floor. There’s nothing but clothes in the suitcases,” Jill said. 

But the No Name guy took a hunting knife out of its sheath on his belt and sliced Jill’s suitcase. The box was right on top. 

“Well, well, what do we have here?” No Name said. 

“That’s just our important papers. Birth certificates and insurance papers,” I said quickly. 

“We shall see in a minute.” No Name said, while prying it opened with the blade of his knife. “Holy shit, Slick, there must be five thousand dollars in here.” 

With that, Slick slapped No Name hard across the face. 

“I told you to watch what you say, moron.” 

I started to leap out of the bed at him, but Slick turned around fast with the gun pointed back at me. 

“Easy there, Red. You don’t want an extra hole in that nice body of yours.” 

“You have the money, why don’t you just leave?” Jill almost cried. 

“Because we’re gonna have some fun before that,” Slick said. 

“I’m getting the blonde.” No Name hollered. 

“You can have her. I want this feisty red-head.” 

“Get out of bed and take the rest of your clothes off.” No Name said, with a wicked sneer. 

We had no choice but to do as he said. We got out of bed and removed our clothes. 

“I’ll go first with Red here. You keep the gun on Blondie until I’m finished,” Slick said. 

“All right, but hurry up. I’ve got a hard-on a cat could scratch.” 

No Name pulled Jill by the hair over to the other side of the bed and shoved her in the only chair. 

“Lay on your belly across the bed, Red. I like my women doggie style.” 

I did as he said. I saw him in the mirror unbuckling his pants and letting them drop around his ankles. I figured this would be our last chance. If I didn’t try something now, it would be too late. 

“Ooowee, she got some body. You might have got the best of this deal, Slick.” 

When I saw Slick turn to holler at No Name again for using his name I jumped up grabbing the empty bottle of Jack off the nightstand and swung it across the bridge of his nose. Blood splattered all over him and me. 

“You bitch, I’ll kill you.” 

With that I brought my knee up between his legs hard. He went to his knees like I had chopped his legs off. 

Jill jumped up and shoved No Name into the wall just as he was firing at me. The bullet shattered the mirror. I quickly grabbed Slick’s gun off the floor, but I was a fraction too late. No Name already had Jill by the throat and his gun to the side of her neck. 

“Drop the gun, Red, or I’ll blow her away,” No Name yelled. 

Slick rolled quickly over to where No Name was holding Jill before I thought to grab him. His pants were still around his ankles. It would have been funny under different circumstances. 

“I’ll kill your friend here if you don’t get the fuck out of here,” I yelled, aiming the gun at Slick with the hammer back. 

Slick grabbed the moneybox with one hand and yanked his pants up with the other. 

“Let’s get out of here. Back out the door with her,” Slick said. 

If I’d had my 9 mm. Berretta instead of this 38. Colt, I might have tried to shoot No Name in the head. But with an unfamiliar gun, I didn’t want to take the chance and hit Jill. 

Slick limped out the door holding the box and his pants up. No Name backed out the door pulling Jill with him in a chokehold. The gun still pointed at her head. 

I was at the door as soon as No Name was out of sight. When I peeked outside No Name fired at me, splintering some of the wooden doorjamb into my thigh. When I dropped to my knee and peeked around the door, Slick was behind the wheel of an old beat-up Mustang and No Name had shoved Jill on the ground and was getting in the car. I emptied the six rounds at the car as it burned rubber out of the motel lot and onto the highway. I thought I hit the car several times but wasn’t sure. I couldn’t have done much damage because the car was just about out of sight. 

“Are you all right Jill?” 

“I think so.” 

“Let’s get in you’re car and catch them before they get away,” I yelled. 

“Drop the gun or I’ll blow you into next week! The law is on the way,” said the Indian motel clerk with a big-ass long-barrel shotgun pointing at me. 

I couldn’t shoot him if I wanted to. My gun was empty, so I dropped it. 

Before we had a chance to explain what happened, two sheriff’s cars came sliding to a stop in the parking lot. One sheriff fell getting out of the car before it came to a stop. They watched way too many cop shows up here, I figured. 

All of a sudden, I remembered we were nude. Jill was just standing there nonchalantly like she was in a nudist colony. 

“You’re shot in the thigh, Corina.” 

“I’m not shot, some wood splinters from the bullet that hit the doorjamb went into my leg.” 

“Keep your hands where I can see them,” Hollered a sheriff that looked about sixteen. 

“Do you mind if we get dressed first? We’re the victims here, not the bad guys. What do think, we run around robbing motels in the nude?” Jill screamed at him. 

There were two of them in the room now staring and drooling over us. 

“Turn your asses around while we get dressed, you perverts,” I yelled 

“Go ahead and make it fast,” an older one said. 

“Do you need medical attention for that leg?” the teenybopper one asked. 

“No, I don’t. Now turn the fuck around, Sonny,” I yelled. 

Finally, we finished getting dressed. When I turned around I embarrassed both of them. 

“I see you were both peeking. How do I know that? By the little bulges in your pants. The key word there is little.” 

“We need to ask you some questions about what happened here,” the older one said, with his face still fire engine red. 

“Sure, why not, the guys that robbed us are long gone anyhow now,” I said. 

By the time we explained that the gun I had belonged to the robbers and we were just trying to protect ourselves, it was five in the morning. 

“I can tell you right now that they are going to be of absolutely no help finding these creeps,” I said. 

“What the hell are we going to do for money, Corina?” 

“I don’t know. I have a little over five hundred they didn’t get that was in my boot.” 

“I’m sorry, Corina, I never should have taken that kind of cash with us.” 

“We both decided to take it and I was the one that wanted it in the motel with us. If we left it in the car like you wanted it would still be there. Let’s forget about whose fault it is and try and figure out how to get home from here.” 

“You said you have five hundred.” 

“That’s not enough for gas and food even if we slept in the car at rest stops. We need more than a thousand to get home. That frigging hot rod you drive cost us over eight hundred dollars in gas so far. It passes everything but a gas station.” 

“Maybe I can pawn my car in Fairbanks for enough to take a plane home.” 

“You’re not pawning your car. You’d have to come all the way back up here to get it out of pawn and they probably wouldn’t want it anyhow.” 

“What the hell are we going to do, Corina? I can’t ask my dad for money. He told me when he paid off that upstate New York police chief to get us out of jail, that was the last time he was helping me.” 

“Let’s get some sleep and then go into Fairbanks to look for bar tending jobs or something.” 

“You got to be kidding, right?” 

“Not unless you have a better idea, Jill.” 

“No way. What about you’re ex-husband?” 

“I wouldn’t ask him for a lifesaver if I was going down for the third time.” 

“I don’t see why not.” 

“Let’s get some sleep; I’m beat. Maybe when we wake up we’ll find it was just a bad dream.” 

“More like a nightmare,” I said. 

Before we left the motel at eleven, Jill went in and got our hundred twenty dollars back for the room. 

“How the hell did you manage that?” 

I told him my husband was a lawyer and he would sue him for us getting robbed and raped at his motel.” 

“You told him we were raped?” 

“Well, we almost were.” 

“You’re unbelievable sometimes.” 

“Yes I am.” 

After stopping for breakfast thirty miles down the road from the motel, we got into Fairbanks at three. We both had on nice designer jeans and western shirts for our job hunt. 

“Let’s start hitting the bars. I can tend bar pretty good and you can wait tables.” 

“Some frigging vacation.” 

“If you have a better idea?” 

“Maybe I can get a job dancing at one of the clubs here. Remember I went undercover as a dancer on that protection racket case?” 

“Maybe.” 

“I could make enough in two nights to get us home.” 

“You really have a high opinion of yourself,” I said. 

“The three nights I danced on that case we had in Tampa, Florida I made over thirteen hundred dollars.” 

“I hate to see you do that kind of thing.” 

“Why, I love to strut my stuff.” 

“Let’s try this Klondike Club. It’s the biggest in Fairbanks.” 

“Good I can use a drink,” Jill said. 

“We’re not going in to party, we’re going in to find a job. We have to watch our money too.” 

“I’ll go across the street and pawn my ring then.” 

“Don’t pawn anything. But do me a favor and just drink beer slowly.” 

The Klondike was huge inside. There was a big wooden dance floor with about fifty tables all around it. I also saw that the three dancers up on the little stages wore only G-strings. 

“The dancers are just about nude. You can’t do that.” 

“Like someone is going to know me up here, Corina.” 

“What can I get you ladies?” said a well-built strawberry blonde of about forty. 

“We’ll have a couple of bottles of Alaskan Amber please,” I said. 

“I’m Ruth, you guys new here or just on vacation?” 

“Hi Ruth. I’m Corina and this is Jill. We’re up here from New York looking for work.” 

“What kind of work?” 

I tend bar or wait tables. Jill can wait tables.” 

“I’m looking for a dancing gig,” Jill said. 

“It’s going to be hard finding a job as a dancer here in Fairbanks. Almost all the places have waiting lists and the ones that don’t you don’t want to dance at. All these young girls come up from Washington, California and Oregon to dance for a few months then go back home with a pocket full of money. Girls average between three and five hundred a night in here. As far as bar tending, it’s the same thing. You don’t make what the dancers make but there is a waiting list for the jobs.” 

“You don’t think there’s anything available in all these bars in town?” 

“I doubt it, but let me make a couple of quick calls around.” 

“Thank you. That’s real nice of you,” Jill said. 

“This doesn’t sound good.” I said, when Ruth went down the other end of the bar to make the calls. 

“I’m getting a little worried now, Corina.” 

“We’ll figure something out. Don’t worry.” 

I knew I could call my ex up and have him send money as a last resort. He would love to hold that over my head. But it looked like that’s what I had to do. 

“Nobody I talked to knew of any jobs for dancers, barmaids, or waitresses. I hope you brought enough money to hold you over until something comes up for you. Too bad you weren’t oil drillers. They can always use them around here.” 

“I am more the drillee type,” Jill laughed. 

“I hear that.” 

“Hey Ruth, are you working or what? I’ve needed another drink here for five minutes.” 

“I’ll be right there, Ray. Keep you’re pants on.” 

“If I took my pants off you’d get all hot and bothered.” 

“I know. I’d probably have three orgasms just looking at you.” 

“You know it, baby.” 

“Sorry about that, but I put up with his shit because he gives me a buck-fifty every time he gets a drink, and he has about twenty or so a day. It really adds up in a week.” 

“Do you know why men are so dumb?” Jill asked Ruth. 

“No why?” 

“Because all the blood that’s supposed to be in their brain is in their dick to keep a constant hard-on.” 

Ruth burst out laughing. Her large breasts bouncing up and down. 

“You’re right Jill, until you want to use it. Then you’re lucky if it stays up for five minutes on most of them,” Ruth said, laughing again at her own joke. 

“Yeah, I’ve had a bad run on those types myself lately,” Jill said. 

After we were there for a couple of hours Jill and I had really hit it off with Ruth. She was a riot and seemed like a nice person. When Jill and I told her about us getting robbed at gunpoint she asked where it happened. 

“A motel in a town called Harts Crossing. When the sheriff’s deputies came you would have thought we were the criminals,” I said. 

“That’s Sheriff Koop’s town. He’s a crooked son of a bitch. He owns the two bars and runs all the illegal gambling in the town. He has four deputies that steal with both hands and two no good sons that will shoot you for nothing in a New York minute as soon as look at you. They’ve been linked to robberies, rape, and even murder over the years. The father protects them.” 

“Sounds like we have no chance of getting our money back with him,” I said. 

“If he got it back he would keep it. I wouldn’t be surprised if it weren’t the sons that robbed you.” 

“What do the sons look like?” Jill asked. 

“They’re in their early thirties, about six foot and on the heavy side.” 

“Where does this sheriff live?” I asked. 

Jill gave me a worried look. 

“He lives about five miles out of Harts Crossing, off of Gold Dredge Road.” 

“Do the sons live with him?” I asked. 

“As far as I know they still do.” 

“Corina, I don’t like that look I see on you’re face,” Jill said. 

“If you’re looking for the sheriff, you don’t need to go all the way back there. He comes in here every Friday night to play pool. He plays pretty good too. I can’t ever remember him getting beat for money in here.” 

“That’s tomorrow night,” Jill chimed in. 

“What kind of money does he play for?” I asked. 

“I’ve seen him play sets of eight-ball for five hundred and win.” 

“OK, thanks Ruth. We’re going to go out and get some supper and maybe be back here later,” I said, shoving a five across the bar to her. 

“All right see you later, thanks.” 

“What in hell are you up to, Corina? We’re just about broke and can’t find work and you’re asking about some sheriff.” 

“Not just some sheriff. I believe his sons are the ones that held us up.” 

“What the hell can we do about it? He’s the sheriff.” 

“I’m not sure. I just want to go out there and look around.” 

“Oh shit, here we go with the trouble.” 

“Stay here then. Just let me have you’re car for a few hours.” 

“What am I supposed to do while you’re gone, play with myself?” 

“Whatever floats your boat.” 

“It’s my car and I’m coming.” 

“You’re coming already, my that was fast.” 

“You’re a real riot, Corina.” 

“I just want to go out there and see where they live. Maybe we can steal the money back some way.” 

“Corina, we don’t even have guns.” 

“Just come with me. If we can’t figure out how to get our money back I’ll bite the bullet and call my ex to send me up a grand to get home.” 

“Now you’re talking.” 

After picking up two burgers at a drive-through we made the three-hour drive back to Harts Crossing. 

“Here’s Gold Dredge Road. Look for a sheriff’s car. Ruth said there would be at least one in the driveway all the time.” 

“There it is.” Jill shouted, when we were a few miles down the road. 

“Let’s go see what we can find.” 

“I know what we’re going to find. Trouble.” Jill said. 

“Wait in the car then.” 

“I’m coming.” Jill snapped. 

“Again? My, my.” 

“We don’t even have guns, Corina.” 

“I just want to look around.” 

We snuck around to the side of the house and peeked in the window. All I saw was a pool table and a card table in the room. 

“Let’s go around back and have a look in the window.” I said. 

“You’re going to get us shot, Corina,” Jill whispered. 

When I looked in the back window I saw the sheriff sleeping on a leather couch in what looked like a den. A big wide-screen TV was on. He was in a T-shirt and boxers and his little shriveled up organ was hanging out of the fly. It wasn’t a pretty sight. 

“Corina, look here on top of the garbage.” 

There was Jill’s empty moneybox sitting on top of a big can of trash, right out in the open. 

“If we had guns I’d be in there in a flash,” I said. 

“We don’t have guns and it don’t look like the sons are home. Let’s get out of here and go think this over,” Jill said. 

“You’re right, let’s go.” 

Driving back to Fairbanks we came up with two plans. One was try and buy a gun or rifle to rob our money back and the other was for me to play pool against the sheriff Friday night for some big bucks. I knew I wouldn’t beat him for all of it, but maybe a few thousand to get us home. 

“What about the sons? Ruth said that they come with him almost all the time. They know what we look like.” 

“I’m going to have a disguise.” 

“Oh God help us. You’re going to get us killed yet.” 

“All you need is you’re hair up, a baseball cap, and some baggy clothes.” I said. 

“And you’re going to get money to do all this how?” 

“Will you hock you’re ring?” 

“Oh sure hock my ring to gamble on a pool game, but not to get money to get home with.” 

“I promise you we will get you’re ring back and get home one way or another.” 

We got a room in a cheap motel a few miles out of Fairbanks. The next morning Jill hocked her ring for three hundred fifty dollars and we started shopping. 

At the Army Navy store we bought Army fatigues and Army wool shirts a few sizes too big for us. Next I bought a sports bra and a roll of adhesive tape. Then finally I went to the barber to get a man’s crew cut. 

“Corina, you’re crazy. Don’t cut you’re hair that way. It will take months to grow back,” Jill said, before the barber started shaving my head. 

The barber asked me if I just became a lesbian. I told him I woke up this morning and felt like one. He did the rest of the haircut at arm’s length like I had the plague. Before we went back to the motel we stopped and got Jill a cheap brown wig, two baseball caps and some brown eyeliner. At the counter I spotted some weak nerdy looking glasses for her. Then we stopped at the Klondike to let Ruth in on the plan. 

I’m going to take a nap for a few hours. What time did Ruth say old Koops comes in?” I asked. 

“Around eight she said.” 

“I want to be there by seven then. You need to help me tape my boobs down. I figure between the tape, the sports bra, and the baggy shirt I’ll be all right.” 

“Don’t flatter yourself. You don’t have that much to hide.” 

“I’m a thirty-five B.” 

“In you’re dreams girl. If you’re B, I’m a double D.” 

“Are you going to help me or not?” 

“Just put a band-aid on each and you’ll be good to go.” 

“Look at my bra size.” 

“It’s probably padded.” 

“Go to hell, Jill. I’m going to get a little sleep.” 

At five, Jill woke me. She did a good job on taping my boobs down. I figured with the baseball cap and I have a deep voice anyhow, I could pull it off. 

“Hey you look almost good enough for me to try and hook up with.” Jill laughed. 

“I hope you’re right.” 

“Why, you want women to try and pick you up?” 

“Can’t you ever be serious?” 

“I was.” 

“Let’s go get something to eat and then I want you to play pool with me at the Klondike until Koops comes in.” 

“Do you have a plan to get him to play you?” 

“I’ve been hustling pool since I was fourteen. I’ll have no problem getting him to play for twenty dollars or less. The problem is getting him to play for big money without scaring him away with my game.” 

“I hope he’s not that good.” 

“He’ll be pretty good according to Ruth. He won’t be easy if he plays people for five hundred dollar sets.” 

After a bowl of Alaskan Hot Chili at a local diner in Fairbanks we headed for the bar. 

“Hi, you two. I’m officially off, but I want to hang around to see this. You could fool me, Corina, or whatever you’re male name is.” Ruth whispered from her barstool at the end of the bar. 

“My name is Conrad.” 

“Well, Conrad, if I didn’t know better I’d try and pick you up and take you home.” She said, in a low voice. 

“That’s what I said.” 

With that the two of them did the high-five thing and laughed. 

“Come on, Jill, get two beers and meet me on the pool table.” 

“All right, Conrad honey,” She said, while winking at Ruth. 

We were only playing for about a half-hour before Ruth gave us the high sign that Koops had just walked in. I noticed there were two big guys with him. One had a large band-aid across his nose. I had to hold myself back from going over and breaking the rest of his face with a pool cue. 

“You’d better get away from me and blend into the crowd. I don’t want them to see us together and put two and two together.” 

“All right, good luck and be careful,” She said, walking away to the bar. 

I banged the balls around for a few more minutes before I went up to the bar next to Koops and ordered a beer. 

“Don’t anyone play for money in here?” I asked the young bartender loud enough for Koops to hear. 

I talked with a deeper voice than normal. I still sounded like me to me. 

“How much are you looking to play for, son?” Koops asked. 

Bingo, I got one on the line, I said to myself. 

“I don’t know. Maybe ten a game.” 

“Make it twenty and you got yourself a game,” he said. 

“I’ll try you for twenty and a beer. My name is Conrad,” I said, sticking out my hand. 

“Fuck the beer, let’s play for twenty,” He growled ignoring my hand. 

“Should we put up our money?” I asked. 

“Everybody in here knows me, and you ain’t gonna win anyhow. I’m not worried about a little wannabe hustler like you not paying.” 

I was really going to enjoy this. 

He won the coin flip for the break. He had a powerful break, making three balls. He took solid balls and ran to the eight, but left himself a long hard paper-thin cut shot on the eight that he barely missed. 

“Nice try,” I said, trying to get into his head. 

“Wait ‘til I get warmed up. You ain’t seen anything yet.” 

I was glad to hear him say not warmed up yet. It meant he was planning to play for a while. Hustling pool is just as much mental as it is playing good. Learning to pick up on things like that can give you an edge. 

I ran the rest of my balls out and slammed the eight in the side pocket way harder than I needed to for effect. 

“You think you’re hot shit now, don’t ya son? Anybody could have run that table with all my balls out of the way,” he said, throwing a twenty in the corner pocket. 

“I can see you’re good,” I said. 

“You ain’t seen me shoot yet, son.” 

“Twenty again?” I said, acting bored. 

“How about a race to three for fifty?” He said. 

“Race?” 

“Don’t come off with that I don’t understand the pool lingo shit with me, son. It means first one to win three games wins the fifty, as if you didn’t know.” 

“Oh OK, I get it now.” 

“Oh, you’re going to get it all right. You’re going to get more than you bargained for here. Where are you from, boy?” 

“I’m from New York, but I go to UAF. University of Alaska at Fairbanks.” 

“I know what UAF stands for.” 

“What are you studying?” 

“Theater.” 

“Figures. Break the balls.” 

I’m going to break your balls one way or another, I thought. 

I won the set three games to two. He was getting really pissed now. 

“You’re a lucky ass. That last rack you almost missed two balls. You were lucky they dropped.” 

“I agree.” 

“What are you going to do now, take the money and run?” 

“I’ll stay with you as long as I got money left. I’m no quitter.” 

“Do you have enough money to play for something decent?” 

“Depends on what you call decent,” I said. 

“How about a long race to five for two hundred. That should make you choke the big one.” 

“That’s a lot of money to play for.” 

“Yes or no, son.” 

“Well hell, I’m ahead seventy. I’ll give it a try.” 

“Bring me a double Jim Bean, Slick.” He hollered over to the bar to one of the fat men that he came in with. 

Now I knew for sure. 

“I’ll be right back. I got to go get a beer and use the bathroom.” I said. 

“I’ll be right here waiting like your worst nightmare,” he snapped. 

I almost walked into the women’s bathroom without thinking. I sure didn’t think about where I was going to the bathroom when I thought this scheme up. 

As I walked into the men’s room, two men were standing in front of the urinals doing their thing. I went in the one stall and locked the door. When I came out the two men were gone. I washed my hands quickly and headed for the bar. 

“Let me have a double Jack and a bottle of Alaskan Amber please.” 

I slammed the Jack down in one gulp, threw a ten on the bar and walked to the pool table with my beer. 

“Are you finished stalling now, son?” 

By now there were about twenty people at the tables around the pool table. It never fails in a bar or in a poolroom—play for more than a hundred and you get a crowd watching. 

“You know what, Koopsie? Why don’t we play for five hundred dollars?” 

He didn’t know what to say for a change. He looked around at the crowd, then stared at me. I stared right back. 

“All right, sucker. You won’t be so lucky in a longer game. Put your fucking money up.” 

Koops counted out five hundred from a large roll he had on him and put it on a near-bye table. I put my five on top of it. 

When he had me down three games to one, he started trash talking. 

“He’s done, stick a fork in him,” he said to the crowd. 

Later when I pulled ahead of him four to three, I shouted to the crowd, 

“Oops, better pull that fork out, I think I’m still a little rare.” 

Everyone laughed. 

“Just shoot pool, asshole.” 

“I’m shooting pool, Koopsie, and when I miss, you can shoot.” 

“You call me Koopsie one more time and I’ll hit you up the side of the head with my stick.” 

I didn’t say a word and broke the balls sinking two solids. 

“You better not miss, boy.” 

“I’m shaking so bad I can hardly hold the cue.” 

They all laughed at that. 

I did like he asked me. I didn’t miss. Koops just stood there red in the face. If looks could kill I’d be dead on the floor. 

“You had enough?” I said, taunting him in front of the crowd. 

“You’re too lucky on these little bar tables. If you want to go across the street to the pool room, I’ll play you a thousand a game of straight pool.” 

“Make it fifteen hundred a game. Race to a hundred,” I growled back at him. 

Everyone was whistling and shouting for him to play. 

“You’re on; lets go,” he said. 

The poolroom was just a few storefronts down on the other side of the street. The room had ten tables in it. All were regulation nine-footers. 

“Which table is open that has the tightest pockets?” I asked the guy behind the counter. 

“That table right there in front has four-and-a-quarter-inch pockets.’ 

“That will do. Give it to me for two hours. After two hours I’m out of here, winning or losing,” I said, to put a time limit on him and more added pressure. 

I was raised on tight-pocket nine-foot tables in my dad’s poolroom. When you’re playing on the small bar tables, the best player doesn’t always win. The pockets are like buckets and the table is so much smaller that average players can make long shots that they would miss badly on a nine-footer. Luck is a huge factor on a bar table, too. One of the best things you can do before you go out to the bars on the weekend to play pool is go and play an hour on a nine-footer first. After that, it’s like shooting ducks in a barrel on the bar table. 

In straight pool you keep shooting until you miss. Each ball you make counts as a point. 

“Are you going to break? It only seems fair being that you’re ahead,” he asked. 

“Are we crying already? Sure I’ll break, baby.” 

The break in straight pool is a disadvantage. You have to call your shots and it’s hard to know what ball you’re going to make on the break. 

I called a safe, just barely hitting the back corner ball, driving it and another ball to the rail and back in the rack. The cue ball rolled all the way back and rested on the rail eight feet away from a shot. The crowd cheered and whistled. 

The right shot for him to call was a safe. But he went for a long, thin cut on the five ball and missed badly. The cue ball slammed into the pack, spreading the balls all over the table for me. 

“Fuck.” He shouted. 

“Yes, you are fucked,” I said. 

The crowd laughed at him. 

I spotted Jill sitting in a high chair a dozen feet away giving me the evil eye. Translation: cool it with the mouth. 

I ran sixty-two balls before I got out of position. I called a safe leaving him no shot at all. The crowd went wild. I could see I wasn’t the only one that hated him. 

Koops tried to play a safe and fouled because he didn’t hit a rail, giving me cue ball in hand. I ran out from there to a hundred. 

“That’s game,” I said to him.” 

“I can count. Why are you putting your stick away?” 

“Surely you’ve had enough. You haven’t won a game.” 

“You’re better than I thought you were. Why don’t you give me a spot playing nine ball for two thousand a race to seven?” 

Nine ball was what I had played on tour and what I gambled on most of my life. From what I had seen of his ability of not knowing where the cue ball was going to end up after he shot, I knew I could beat him. 

“All right I’ll give you the wild seven, eight and nine. If you make the seven or eight on the break they get spotted back up. I want four-to-one odds on two thousand in a race to eleven. Take it or leave it, I don’t care.” 

“Four-to-one odds? You mean if I win, I get two thousand and if you win you get eight?” 

“That’s the bet. All you have to do is make the seven, eight, or nine and you win the game. Do that eleven times and you win two grand.” 

“Slick, go get me the money.” 

Slick and his brother started to argue with him. 

“This guy’s too good for you, Pop,” Slick whined. 

“I said go out and get the money!” Koops yelled. 

“Now who’s stalling?” I said. 

“He’ll be back in a minute.” 

“OK, I’ll be here at the bar. You got fifteen minutes. Then I’m out of here.” 

Ruth and Jill were sitting at the bar. I whispered to Ruth. 

“Am I going to be able to get out of here with the money?” 

“You’ll get out of here, but you better get out of the state fast. They will come after you to get their money back.” 

“Thanks for all you’ve done for us, Ruth,” I said, sliding a hundred-dollar bill across the bar to her. 

“Thank you, Conrad. Please get the hell out of Dodge as soon as you leave here.” 

“We will.” 

“I’m ready to play. Put your two grand up,” Koops said. 

I put it on top of his eight and slid it away from in front of Slick to some stranger sitting opposite him. 

“Let’s get it on,” I said. 

The set was close. I gave him too much of a handicap. I would have lost if he hadn’t choked on the big money a few times at crucial points in the games. The color of his skin looked pale and chalky. I thought he was going to pass out or have a heart attack. 

“I have nine thousand left. How about playing me the same game with even odds?” 

I thought it over for a few seconds. I couldn’t believe he was such an easy mark. 

“Let me take a few minutes break at the bar first. Then I’ll play you even odds, but I’m just giving you the eight. No seven for even.” 

He thought about it for a few seconds, but he was so well hooked he would have played me without the spot. 

“You’re on,” he said. 

“I’ll be back at the table in ten minutes.” 

I went over to Jill at the bar. 

“A little bit before the game is over, or if you see Slick and his brother go outside, go out and pull the car around back and leave it running.” 

“Gotcha.” 

I slammed down two quick doubles of Jack and waited another few minutes for my eyes to stop watering from it. 

“All right let’s get it over with, Koops.” 

I could see by the look in his eyes that all the heart was drained out of him. My dad was an ex-boxer. He always told me to look in their eyes. They will always tell you the story. 

This would be easy. 

He did put up a good fight. I beat him eleven games to nine. I noticed just before I sank the last three balls that his two sons left. I figured he let go of the money way too easily. They were going to ambush me outside. 

Koops was shaking like a leaf. Losing twenty grand gambling will do that to you, even if you stole it. He walked out the front door without shaking hands or kissing my ass. Imagine that. 

Jill had gone out five minutes before Slick and No Name, so I knew she was already in the back. 

I threw a hundred on the bar and told the bartender to give everyone a drink. Then while everyone was busy I made like I was going to the bathroom and slipped out the back door to a waiting Jill. 

“Get out of here fast! They’re waiting for me in front.” I yelled, sliding in the passenger seat. 

“We need to get our stuff at the motel,” Jill said, calmly. 

“Jill, what part of ‘they’re going to kill us if they catch us’ don’t you understand?” 

“I have some nice clothes in my suitcase.” 

“I’ll buy you more.” 

“Promise?” 

“No. I’m not paying the price you pay for clothes.” 

“Bitch.” 

“Just get the hell out of Fairbanks fast.” 

“How much did you get back?” 

“All of the money, I think.” 

“You’re amazing, Corina. You have some set of balls.” 

“Wait a minute.” I said, opening my shirt to take the sports bra off and ripping the tape off. 

“Look, ma, no more balls and no more Conrad.” 

Jill laughed so hard she almost put the car in a ditch. 

“Easy there, Jeff Gordon.” 

“When you get about twenty miles or so past Harts Crossing, pull into Gold Dredge Road.” 

“What the hell for?” 

“I want to see if we can catch the two sons coming home without the sheriff.” 

“Oh give it a rest, Corina. We got our money back.” 

“I’m not letting them get away with what they were going to do to us if I can help it.” 

“Corina, please lets just go home.” 

“You can find a car rental place if you want and I’ll rent a car and go back myself.’ 

“You know damn well I won’t do that.” 

“Your choice.” 

“You’re such a bitch when you don’t get your way.” 

“And you’re not?” 

“I try and negotiate.” 

“You better slow down; you’ll get a ticket.” 

“Go fast, slow down, stop. You’re a sick bitch.” 

“If they’re not at the sheriff’s house one hour after we’re there, we head home. Deal?” 

“What fucking ever.” 

“I’m trying to negotiate with you.’ 

“You’re not funny, Corina.” 

When we were about ten miles from the sheriff’s road we took a chance and stopped for gas and the bathroom. It felt good using the ladies room again. Just as we were getting back in the car, the sheriff’s SUV, Koops and the sons in it, came skidding into the gas station driveway. 

“Get out of here Jill, they have guns!” I screamed. 

“Ohhhhhhhh shit,” Jill said, just missing the gas pumps and almost getting creamed by a semi heading in the opposite direction as she slid over the centerline. 

They were only a few feet in back of us by the time she got the Corvette under control. 

“They’re right behind us.” 

“I see them in the mirror. They can’t keep up with this.” Jill said, with a crazy look on her face. 

She had the Vett up to a hundred and twenty in no time flat. 

“Be careful, Jill.’ 

Jill was an excellent driver. She even ran in the sports car division on Long Island for one season. She won her share of races too, but her dad wouldn’t sponsor her anymore. He said it was too dangerous. 

“Do you see them, Corina?” 

“No, I don’t. Now please slow down. You’re going to kill us. Holy shit, you’re doing a hundred and thirty.” 

Jill coasted until we were only doing seventy. It felt more like forty after going that fast. Then all of a sudden their SUV came flying out of a side road and just missed hitting us. Jill was back to one-twenty before I could say anything. We were now on a part of the highway that had a series of sharp turns on it. The right side of the road was all a steep drop-off. Jill slowed down to fifty. They were catching us fast. 

“What are you doing?” I yelled. 

“They can’t catch me in that SUV.” 

“Well they’re doing a damn good job of it! They’re right on our ass.” 

Jill hit the gas and we shot back up to eighty. Much too fast for these turns, I thought. My knuckles were white from holding onto the dashboard. 

About a mile before the next sharp turn she let off the gas, then just as they were almost up to us, she hit the gas again, and then let off the gas and let them get right behind us again. 

“What are you crazy Jill? Get the hell out of here.” 

Slowly she gave the car gas until we were doing eighty again. They were right on our bumper. Just before the turn she hit the brake and then floored it. Whoever was driving the SUV wasn’t ready when she hit the brake and swerved to the left and then the right, almost flipping over. Jill made a perfect sliding turn around the sharp curve. The SUV did not. Over the side of the mountain it went. 

“Should we go back and see if they really went over?” I said. 

Then we heard a loud boom that echoed through the mountains. When we pulled over we could see black smoke rising up from back where they went over. 

“Never mind, let’s head for home.” 

“Do you want to drive, Corina?” 

“I don’t think I could right now. But if you could pull in the next rest stop, I’d like to check my underwear.” 

“I told you I’m a driving fool.” 

“Yes, you are.” 

“I can’t wait to get home and start planning our next vacation.” 

We both laughed for miles, the happy little morons that we were. 
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