
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
	 

	YOU CAN’T CATCH ME

	Mama Said I’m the Gingerbread Man

	 

	 

	Sherry Moss Walraven

	[image: Image]



	




	 

	© Copyright 2024 by Sherry Moss Walraven 

	 

	ISBN: 978-1-963735-25-3 (Paperback)

	978-1-963735-26-0 (E-book)

	 

	All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the copyright owner.

	 

	The views expressed in this work are solely those of the author and do not necessarily reflect the views of the publisher, and the publisher disclaims any responsibility for them. 

	 

	To order additional copies of this book, contact: 

	 

	Proisle Publishing Services LLC

	39-67 58th Street, 1st floor

	Woodside, NY 11377, USA

	Phone: (+1 646-480-0129)

	info@proislepublishing.com

	 

	[image: Image]



	




	 

	 

	“Run, run, as fast as you can.

	You can’t catch me,

	 I’m the Gingerbread Man.

	 

	The American version first appeared in the May 1875 issue of St Nicholas Magazine.

	 

	The fast-paced tale was in 1890 

	by Joseph Jacobs

	 


Prologue

	 

	 

	The easygoing cousins are off to their annual vacation for fun, rest, and entertainment. Most of the time they entertain each other, but they still like to go places they had never been before. They couldn’t wait for a good adventure and making new friends. They have had several good adventures and are sure to have more. They do love their vacations together. If they get in trouble, they always know what to do to get themselves out of the incident. It was sometimes good and sometimes bad, but either way, they girls always came through to help.

	Bags were packed and put in the trunk of the rental car. Some of the ladies had to make a pit stop in the next county. They all met at Olive’s house and stopped at a convenience store for a restroom break and a snack. Alaska was the only one who didn’t meet at Olive’s. She had been visiting a friend, so Alaska would be picked up before leaving the small convenience store. While in the store, they noticed a man walked in and had a gun under his shirt. Jas squatted down toward the floor and put her finger to her lips. She didn’t want the others to be harmed. She didn’t know what was going on here in the store, but she didn’t think it was something good. The other ladies began finding a place to hide. Some were behind shelves, and some hit the floor. They were being as quiet as a mouse in church, so the man wouldn’t get them too.

	The man with the gun walked up to the teenage girl at the cash register and said in a gruff voice, “Ok, little girl, open the drawer and give me all the money.” The cousins stood still as they watched to see what would happen next. All the lady cousins had their guns loaded and pointed but were afraid someone might be harmed if they interfered. That could have been a horrible thing and more people might have been harmed.

	“I can’t do that. I need this job,” The nervous girl began to cry. The countenance on the girl’s face captured her fear and made the others know she didn’t have a clue of what to do. The others thought they must have a button under the counter to push in case of an emergency. Then they realized that fear sometimes does away with reason. The girl was so scared, she couldn’t get out but two words at a time.

	The man looked at the girl, “No one talks to me like I don’t exist.” The eyes of everyone in the store grew bigger than normal. The man was beginning to wonder if he should kill her or not. He had noticed other people in the store, so should he shoot, or should he not hurt the girl at the cash register while others in the store were watching?

	That is when the man pulled his gun and aimed it toward the terrified girl. The man who had red hair, thick glasses, and was wearing a ragged Bob Dylan T-shirt, pulled the trigger. He shot the girl in the heart as he stood watching as she fell on the dirty floor of the convenience store. The cousins didn’t know exactly what they needed to do. They were all afraid to even move. They chose to stand as still as they could. They sure didn’t want to be next. Olivia, who is the nurse of this bunch of crazies, went to tend to the girl. She told the others the girl already passed. The girls couldn’t talk to each other without seeing the eyes of the dead girl in their heads.

	It wasn’t a good start for a vacation that is supposed to be full of fun and frolic. They thought they would need a good dose of fun to get their minds off the face of the young girl, who was laying on the nasty floor of the store. The ladies, who had the guns, were putting them in their pockets or in their handbags. They didn’t want anyone to see they had a gun, but he noticed.

	These ladies need to forget my face and forget they ever saw me. He didn’t want to kill that many ladies, but he would if he had to. He knew the FBI would use these ladies as a witness to this murder.

	 

	
Chapter One 
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	The man walked away with a smile on his rugged face after he sent the girl to Heaven. He didn’t always kill people. It would hurt his mama if she found out that he did something like that. That’s why he needs to be careful. His mama can never know. He always hides the newspaper in case his mama sees something about the serial killer. He thought she would know it was him. He sure didn’t want to hurt his mama. He had a sweet mama, but she could have a hefty temper at times. 

	My Mama wouldn’t make me gingerbread anymore if she found out what he does when he is not at home with her. He accidentally killed someone one time, and he kind of liked it. So, he continued to do these insane acts. He knew it wasn’t a good thing to do, but he just couldn’t help himself. It was already in his blood now. The girls thought he needed to talk to a head doctor, but they were not going to say anything to the man with a gun in his hand. He is somewhat a nervous man.

	Before walking out the door, he stared at the cousins and scanned the girl cousins one-by-one until he saw the faces of all the girls, giving the girls a ghastly emotion that made them shiver. They watched as the man, who shot the teenage girl, jumped in an older model of a green 1977 Plymouth Fury. 

	While the ladies were still in shock over seeing a man murder a young girl, Alaska had called 911. The law officers came within ten minutes. The officers recognized the car. One of the officers called the FBI because this man has done some nasty things to people, and they had been searching for him, so they could throw him behind bars where he belonged. His name is Gordon Stevens. The girls would love to know what kind of nasty things this Mr. Stevens had done. 

	They sure will be looking around every time they go outside. They wouldn’t go outside without their gun, for sure, now. They are going to put that awful man out of their mind that stared at them and go on with their fun vacation. They could have fun anywhere, so they would not let the horrible man ruin their fun.

	It wasn’t their place to do anything in this situation, anyway. They knew the FBI was on their way, so they sat in some chairs and waited for it all to be over. They were ready to move on toward their vacation, but they knew the FBI may have some questions for them. They had seen enough TV to know they liked to ask questions. They would make the best of it, and they would be happy to talk to the FBI. The FBI didn’t scare the ladies, who just saw a man shoot an innocent young girl in a convenience store. They didn’t like the experience of seeing a man kill an innocent girl, but they would do their part and be interviewed by the FBI. At least, it was something they had never done before, and it was something they never wanted to witness again.

	
Chapter Two
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	The FBI rolled up in their black SUVs. They got out of their shiny black SUV and talked to the cousins, who were in the store when the murder happened. The ladies told the agents everything they had seen and heard. The agents told the ladies he was a horrendous man and let them know if they see him, to run away as fast as they can. 

	Alaska thought she needed to wear shoes so she can run in instead of the red high heels she loved so much. She sure did love her red high heels, but they are not always useful when running away from someone of something. She knew she needed more sensible shoes and one day she will buy herself some sneakers.

	The girls watched as the FBI men seemed to be talking over what should be done now. They were leaning on the black SUV like they were protecting it from the crowd that was gathering in front of the store. They heard an ambulance making a loud noise, coming to pick up the poor girl on the floor of the store. It was scary for the girls because it could have been one of the cousins that was shot. They knew they shouldn’t do anything about what had happened because they didn’t want anyone else to be hurt, or maybe killed. The cousins took care of each other.

	“Ladies, we have come to a decision for you. Some of the FBI men will be taking you to a safe place in the Witness Protection Program.” The girls’ faces went in scrunchy mode. They didn’t like the sound of that. The girls thought that knocked out the ladies’ fun vacation. They had no idea where they might be going. This was beginning to make some of the ladies a bit nervous. “Surely, they won’t make us stay somewhere by ourselves without the protection of the FBI.” Pia said with concern.

	“Can we go back in the store to pick up some supplies?” Alaska asked as she took a Kleenex to remove the dust off her new red shoes. Houston thought it might be a good idea to hide those shoes before she hurt herself.

	“Yes, you may, but there will be food at the place where you will be going. Don’t even breathe. No one needs to know where you will be, especially your families because that would endanger your families. That is something we know you wouldn’t want. Okay, go buy whatever you want. You have fifteen minutes, and then we will be on our merry way.” The girls were having bad vibes about this whole situation.

	The girls told the FBI they really didn’t want to do this. “We have our pistols and can use them if we need to.” They took the girls, and the FBI went in the cabin first and looked around to make sure it was secure. The girls needed to know how important this was for them to be in a safe place. This man has been hunting down everyone he thought had seen him. He is armed and dangerous. They figured it could be worse. At least they were in a large cabin in their own state of the Georgia Mountains. Most of the cousins didn’t want to go, but the FBI wouldn’t let them go back to their homes. The girls understood the FBI was only doing their job. The FBI was right because they sure wouldn’t want someone going to the houses of their parents and having them do something bad to them.

	So, they would make the best of things. “Maybe it might be fun,” Houston said with a sneaky smile. Houston always had something up her sleeve. She didn’t seem as nervous as some of the others. She and Peppy had nerves of steel. Sometimes the other girls wondered how they stay so calm in a crisis.

	“At least, we will be close to most of our homes. The cabin is huge. It must have ten bedrooms. I hope it has ten bathrooms too. I guess we could make do with five bathrooms. We will make it work. Sometimes you must make decisions and sometimes you don’t.” All the girls worked together to make things easy for each other.

	 The FBI agents told them they will be in their RV not too far from them. “You can see it from here. We will explain how things are going tomorrow. You should be safe here. We are not going to let anyone harm you.” 

	The tired ladies decided to let the FBI do their job while they cooperated. Well, they would take charge if they needed to, but they didn’t want to have to do anything. The FBI knows what is best for them, so the girls will try their best to let them do their job.

	“Trust us, ladies. We will try to make this as painless as we can.” Connor said as he smiled at the ladies with a pretty smile. He had every appearance of being a flirt, which didn’t bother the ladies any. Most of them were married and loved going with the girls to have fun. This has not been fun so far, but who knows, it may be okay. 

	“Before we leave you for our RV, which is just a hop and a jump away. We have chosen your new names. Don’t let this upset you. You can get rid of the name we gave you after this ordeal is over, which is us taking care of the serial killer. The FBI will try their best to not let this awful man hurt anyone else,” This was coming from Dave, one of the FBI agents.

	“Thank you, Dave. It’s reassuring to know you and the other three agents are close to our cabin.” Callie said to the FBI agent. She doesn’t know how things will work out, but she will try her best to do what the FBI tells them to do. 

	“They are the professionals, but if we need to, we will jump in and help them if needed.”

	Another one of the agents that will be staying in the big RV, sauntered into the cabin. They noticed he had a sheet of paper in his hand. “Hello, ladies and gentlemen. I have your new identities that you will need to use. Use these names I am about to give you while you are here. Do not tell anyone at all. It is vital to use these names.”

	“Okay, the eight ladies are now the Patterson Sisters:

	Jas – Poppy Patterson

	Phoenix – Patty Patterson

	Callie – Peppy Patterson

	Grandee – Pity Pat Patterson

	Alaska – Puddin’ Patterson

	Olivia – Piper Patterson

	Olive – Pia Patterson

	Houston – Penny Patterson”

	“When this all over, you can go back to the names your mamas’ gave you. See you later, Patterson Family. It wouldn’t hurt for all of you to remember all the names that have been given and use them while you are here. You may not like the names we chose, but we figured there are not many people with names like that, and it just might help you ladies to be safer.

	The laughing FBI agents walked out the door with a happy demeanor. They told the ladies they would see them in the morning. “Have sweet dreams, little ladies.” The girls could hear the men chuckling at the names they had given the ladies.

	“I guess we don’t have a choice in what they call us,” Pia Patterson gave a smile that played continually about her face.

	“I think we will like these four agents. They appear to have a good sense of humor. They could be our Four Incredibles,” Poppy Patterson said with her signature sweet smile. She could always think of good things. The others thought she probably never had anything bad in her mind. None of the ladies are mean to anyone. They were all raised with the same family making them all similar. No one has ever been in jail or even in the courthouse.
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