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     Hannah Crabtree was bound and determined. Third time’s the charm, she told herself as she 

removed the chocolate from its foil wrapper and broke it into pieces, arranging them artfully on one of 

her best china plates – the set with the hand-painted pansies and the matching tea pot.   

     Presentation was important. If she was going to endure this indignity one more time, then she was 

going to do it with style.   

     She moved into the kitchen and put the kettle on for tea. The countertop was cracked and dusty, but 

it didn’t matter; she’d be out of this house in a week or two. Most of the furniture was gone and her 

possessions packed up in boxes. Hannah still had her sofa for sitting on and a coffee table to hold her 

cup and crossword puzzle. That was all a body needed. And the T.V. of course. She’d be leaving the 

old Sony Trinitron here when she moved out, using a chunk of the house money to buy a big new flat 

screen model. She was looking forward to watching “The Price is Right” in HD. 

       Hannah really ought to be out of the house by now. All the neighboring homes were either empty 

or already torn down, making room for the road widening that was to begin in the summer. She had 

hoped that her son, Eddie, would take the opportunity to move into his own place, but he’d shown no 

signs of heading in that direction. At age 33, he still showed up on her doorstep every time he got 

thrown out by his latest girlfriend or rousted out of where he was camping by the creek. Or, as with this 

latest episode, when he got out of prison. He’d needed to live with her to make parole. Now it seemed 

she was stuck with him, at least until the sheriff came and threw them out on the street. Well, probably 

not the street. Once she got through this colonoscopy, Hannah planned to look for a nice condo to buy.  

       The kettle whistled and Hannah turned her attention to the task at hand.  She'd bought a box of 



Smooth Move laxative tea in order to prime the pump, as it were. The last two times she'd gone through 

the legal torture known as a colonoscopy prep, she’d still not been completely cleaned out and they’d 

had to delay the test. Boy had Eddie laughed at that, saying he now had certifiable proof that his mother 

was full of shit. Ha ha.   

     So, this time she was going whole hog. She’d mixed up the Golytely which her doctor had given her 

–  industrial strength Drano for the bowels, he’d called it – but was planning to supplement that with 

her own regimen of Smooth Move tea, milk of magnesia, Fleets Phospho-soda and chocolated ExLax. 

On top of that, she’d eaten nothing but prune danish and bran muffins for the past week.  

     Today she was allowed only liquids and Jello. She’d actually mixed some of that gallon of Golytely 

into lime gelatin. It now jiggled as she reached into the fridge for the carton of half and half. But on 

second thought, decided against it and instead poured the whole bottle of milk of mag into the delicate 

china creamer that belonged with her tea service. Presentation. 

     She was just carrying the tea tray into the living room when a loud knock on the door sounded with 

such force Hannah feared the whole house might come down around her ears. She placed the tray 

carefully on the coffee table before answering it. She opened the door and clapped eyes on a pair of 

dodgy-looking men. Both had leather jackets over logo T-shirts. At least she knew they weren’t 

Mormons or Jehovah’s Witnesses. 

     “We’re looking for Eddie,” one of them said.  

     “He’s not here.” 

     “He told us he’d be home,” said the other.   

     “Well, he isn’t.” Hannah couldn’t help but wonder about these two. Eddie was not supposed to be 

associating with any criminal types or he risked losing parole and going back to the Q. The last thing 

her son needed was to be sent back to prison. She’d have to get rid of them. 

     “Sorry, guys, but he won’t be back for some time. I’ll tell him you were here.” She tried to slam the  

door, but a big Doc Marten-clad foot pushed forward and prevented her. 



     “Hey, wait a minute,” the bigger of the two said. “You don’t even know our names.” He smiled, 

revealing nicotine-stained teeth and pushed through the door. “This here’s Paul and I’m Dwayne. 

We’re friends of Eddie’s.” 

     “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Crabtree,” Paul said, clearly out of habit. 

     “I don't mean to be rude, but I’d rather you not wait for Eddie. He won’t be back for a couple of 

hours.” 

     Dwayne ignored her and moved into the living room. “That’s okay, Mrs. C. Eddie knows we’re 

coming over. He’ll be home soon.”  He sat down on the sofa, her sofa. After a moment’s hesitation, 

Paul sat down next to him. Hannah then noticed that they were pretty much the opposite of each other – 

Dwayne, tall, with a clean-shaven head and scraggly beard, Paul, short with scruffy brown hair and a 

clean-shaven face. Mutt and Jeff.   

     “I’d rather you wait outside.” Hannah tried not to let any pleading come into her voice. God, she had 

a colonoscopy scheduled for tomorrow morning and she still had her prep to contend with. This was 

turning into a really bad day. 

     “We’ll wait here,” Dwayne said, decisively.   

     “No, you’ll leave, right now.” 

     “And who’s going to make us?” Dwayne removed his right hand from his jacket pocket to reveal a 

black metal gun. He rested it on his thigh and continued talking. “You see, Eddie owes us some money 

and we’re gonna wait here until he comes home and pays us back.” 

     Holy shit. What was Eddie up to this time? How dare he involve her in this kind of nonsense at a 

time like this. 

     “Fine, but my husband may be home at any minute,” Hannah said. 

     “Nice try, Eddie’s mom, only he told us all about his old man leaving the family when he was 7.   

Just disappeared one day, never to return.” 

     “Yeah,” Paul added. “It’s a sad story. His dad was gonna let him work the backhoe that was in the 



backyard and then he just hauled off. That’s a lousy way to treat a kid.” 

     Hannah was taken aback by their talk. She didn’t know Eddie went around telling his history to his 

friends. She didn’t even know he remembered the backhoe. It was such a long time ago.   

     “Um,”  Paul intoned. “It looks like you’re all set up for afternoon tea, here. Don’t let us interrupt.” 

     Right, Hannah thought. I’ll just continue on with my bowel evacuation with you two here, running 

into the bathroom every five minutes once the Golytely takes effect. 

     “Yeah, looky here.” Dwayne reached over and took a couple of pieces of the chocolated ExLax. He 

popped them into his mouth and chewed. “This stuff tastes funny.” 

     Just then, Hannah had a brilliant idea. Invite them to eat all her “goodies.” Then let them duke it out 

for the ONE bathroom in this house. 

     “Actually, Dwayne, it’s diabetic.  You know, sugar-free.  But go ahead and eat. You too, Paul. And 

have some tea, as well.” She moved over to the tray and began to pour. She’d set out four cups and 

saucers, only because it looked more formal and she really had wanted it to be a tea party. 

     They both sipped the tea. “This is herbal, isn’t it?”  Dwayne asked. He’d  placed the gun in his lap 

to take up the cup. 

     “That’s right,” Hannah replied. It wasn’t a lie. The tea was made from senna, a natural laxative. 

     “Well, I like it,” he declared, though Paul still looked a little apprehensive.  

     “Oh wait,” she added, “I’ve got some lovely pastries and even some Jello. Would you boys like 

some?” 

     She ran into the kitchen before they could refuse and set out the food on her china plates. As she 

was fussing, she heard a sharp clatter from the living room, then “Smooth move!” 

     Oh god, had she been found out? But when she looked over Hannah saw that Paul had missed  

putting his cup and saucer back onto the coffee table and they’d fallen onto the carpet. That had just 

about scared the shit out of her, maybe no need for this prep after all. 

     Hannah rushed back in with her treats and put them in front of Dwayne and Paul. They devoured the 



food with gusto, seeming to enjoy being waited on. After the tea was finished, she brought in large 

glasses of Golytely, calling it Gatorade (diabetic) and a few bottles of Fleets Phospho-soda, saying it 

was the sort of stuff people drank overseas. Between trips Hannah managed to hunt down the key to the 

bathroom, sneak over there and lock it. Her useless husband, Carl, had installed an outdoor deadbolt 

lock by mistake, the kind with a turn-handle on one side and a key lock on the other. She now 

possessed the only key to that bathroom door. 

     As the minutes ticked away, Hannah felt like a tourist waiting for Old Faithful to erupt. It had to 

happen soon. And then she heard it, a loud rumble from Paul’s gut. His eyes grew big as saucers and he 

stood up looking around anxiously. In another instant, Dwayne was standing beside him with a look of 

panic on his face. 

     “Oh boys, are you looking for the bathroom? It’s down the hall first door on the left.”  

     They scrambled for it, trying to beat each other out. When they discovered the door was locked they 

both began banging on it, uselessly. With one quick movement, Hannah grabbed the gun which 

Dwayne had abandoned in his haste. She pointed it at them. 

     “What you doing, Eddie’s mom?” Dwayne pleaded. “Can’t you see we’re dying here?” 

     “Not yet, you’re not,” Hannah snarled. “I’ll give you the key to that bathroom if you promise to 

leave Eddie alone.” 

     “What?” 

     Hannah fired off a warning shot. The plaster on the ceiling showered Dwayne and Paul with a fine 

white powder. 

     “Yeah, yeah,” they both cried,  clutching their abdomens in agony. 

     “I mean it. You have to forgive him that debt. Promise me he doesn’t owe you any money.” 

     “All right,” Dwayne said. “Eddie’s clean. Just give me the damn key.” 

     “You too, Paul. Swear it,” Hannah insisted. 

     “I swear it, Eddie doesn’t owe us a cent.” 



     Satisfied, Hannah fished the key from her pocket and threw it in their direction. They made for it 

like a couple of starving dogs for a piece of meat. Hannah was glad to see that Paul retrieved the key 

and made it into the bathroom first. He really was the more polite of the two. Dwayne looked about to 

cry until Paul finally came out and let him in. 

     They took turns like that for over an hour. At one point, Hannah wrote up a contract saying Eddie’s 

debts were clear and both men signed it. Finally, they were able to leave, though they still looked pale 

and uncomfortable.  

     Dwayne left without his gun. Hannah decided that you never knew when a gun might come in 

handy. She’d gotten rid of her other one 26 years ago. Buried it in the same hole she’d dug out in the 

backyard with that backhoe Carl had rented. She realized now that she should have shown little Eddie 

how to use it. Not in the middle of the night, of course, which is when she’d done the digging, but 

maybe in the next day or two. Carl had paid the rental up for a full week.   

      

      


