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THE LAST STAGE 
 

BRUCE SCIVALLY  

 

Copyright É 2022 Bruce Scivally Å All rights reserved.  

No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission. 

 

Genre: Western, Historical Fiction, Romance 

A genre-busting Western about the final days of Wyatt Earp and his Jewish wife, Sadie, as the 

legendary lawman faces his impending death and dreams of the way heôd prefer to make his final 

journey. A tearjerker with drama, heart, and uplift. 

 

 

Chapter 1 

 

SUPPOSE 

January 12, 1929  

Rain fell.  

The night was dark as pitch. Far in the distance, a hazy light approached. It appeared at 

first as one white circle, then, as it came closer, it separated into two. They were the 

headlights of a 1928 Ford Model T, chugging forward through the pounding rain, engine 

thrumming.  

The car rolled past dark streetlights standing like silent sentinels and stopped at the 

sidewalk outside a courtyard complex. The driver, Stuart Lake, a 39-year-old war veteran 



×ÈÏȭÄ ÇÙÐÓÉÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ÖÁÒÉÅÔÙ ÏÆ ÊÏÂÓ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ ÎÅ×ÓÐÁÐÅÒÍÁÎȟ ×ÒÅÓÔÌÉÎÇ ÐÒÏÍÏÔÅÒȟ ÐÒÅÓÓ 

aide, and finally writer for magazines and movies, stepped out, wearing a rain slicker.  

5Ð Á ÆÅ× ÓÔÅÐÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅ×ÁÌË ×ÅÒÅ Á ÂÁËÅÒȭÓ ÄÏÚÅÎ ÏÆ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ-story bungalows 

arranged like a horseshoe, with six on each side facing each other across a central courtyard, 

and a larger two-story one at the end. Like dandelions, thought Lakeɂever since Hollywood 

ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ-making capital, these low-cost housing developments were 

springing up all over.  

With a slight limp, he trotted up a walkway into the courtyard. There were no lights on in 

any of the homes, other than the glow of candlelight and lanterns. Lake stepped onto the 

porch of one of the bungalows, shook off the rain, and knocked gently on the door.  

After a moment, he heard footsteps approaching from inside. The door was opened by 

*ÏÓÅÐÈÉÎÅ Ȱ3ÁÄÉÅȱ %ÁÒÐȟ Á ÓÈÏÒÔȟ ÓÔÏÕÔ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÏÆ φχȟ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÉÒ ÄÙÅÄ ÊÅÔ ÂÌÁÃËȢ /Î ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ 

previous interactions with her, Sadie had come across as tough and severe, but tonight, for 

the first time, Lake saw her vulnerability; she was distressed, a hard woman made soft from 

the prospect of losing her lifelong companion.  

Ȱ-ÒȢ ,ÁËÅȦ 4ÈÁÎË 'ÏÄȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÄÁÂÂÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÒÅÄ-rimmed eyes with a handkerchief. She 

ÈÅÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÏÐÅÎ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢ !Ó ÈÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄȟ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÐÒÉÏÒ 

visitsɂa third of the way down from the top of the door, on the right side, was a mezuzah, a 

narrow decorative box. Lake knew the box contained a rolled-up parchment, upon which 

×ÁÓ ×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÆÆÉÒÍÉÎÇ ÂÅÌÉÅÆ ÉÎ ÏÎÅ 'ÏÄȡ 3ÈȭÍÁ 9ÉÓÒÁÅÌȟ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ Ȱ(ÅÁÒȟ / )ÓÒÁÅÌȟȱ ÆÒÏÍ 

Á ÐÒÁÙÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ȰÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄ ÉÓ ÏÕÒ 'ÏÄȟ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄ ÉÓ ÏÎÅȢȱ Lake had enough friends in the 

motion picture business to be aware of Jewish customs, so before stepping across the 

threshold, he touched the mezuzah with his fingers, then touched his fingers to his lips. He 

saw the slight flicker of a grateful smile on SÁÄÉÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ  

Once inside, Lake wiped his shoes on a doormat and shucked off his rain slicker. 

Underneath, he wore a casual suit and necktie, dressed for paying respects. Sadie took his 

slicker and hat and hung them on a peg behind the door.  

Ȱ0Ï×ÅÒȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÕÔ ÁÌÌ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÎÏÒÍÁÌÉÚÅ ÁÎ 

abnormal situation.  

,ÁËÅ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÆÆ ÅÖÅÒÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÅÁÓÔ ÏÆ &ÁÉÒÆÁØȢȱ  



The dingy room was small and crampedɂa kitchen sink and stove in one corner, partially 

hidden behind a pull curtain, and a tiny bathroom in the opposite corner with a 

shower/bathtub combo, a wash basin, and a toilet all tightly packed together; the bathroom 

was the only separate room with a door. Near one wall was a dining table, on top of which 

was an unfinished puzzle and a Menorah. The Menorah had only a couple of partially-melted 

candles in it, casting a warm, faint glow.  

As he quickly scanned the dim room, Lake saw some mismatched chairs, a small half-

ÂÏÏËÃÁÓÅ ÏÖÅÒÆÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÏÏËÓ ÂÅÎÅÁÔÈ Á ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓȭ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ ÎÅ×ÓÐÁÐÅÒÓ ÓÔÁÃËÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÏÐȟ 

and a short cabinet supporting a gramophone. On the walls were a handful of family 

portraits, and a mirror covered by a black cloth.  

Against the opposite wall from the dining area was a bed, a few chairs arranged around it. 

On the small table next to it, a single candle burned, illuminating the frail figure of a tall man 

supine beneath the covers. A black-coated doctor hovered over him, administering an 

ÉÎÊÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÁÉÌ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÉÎÎÅÒ ÅÌÂÏ×Ȣ  

As Lake approached them, he was immediately struck by the slight, distasteful odor of 

ammonia noticeable around the bed, emanating from the slender man upon it. Even in the 

dim candlelight, the man appeared pale, with receding white hair and chevron mustache, lips 

slightly parted, eyes closed. It was Wyatt Earp, once one of the most feared lawmen of the 

West, now largely forgotten in an era when pulp magazines and motion pictures made 

heroes of outlaws like Billy the Kid and Jesse James.  

3ÁÄÉÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ$ÒȢ 3ÈÕÒÔÌÅÆÆȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ -ÒȢ ,ÁËÅȢ (ÅȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ 

×ÒÉÔÅÒ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ $ÒȢ &ÒÅÄ 3ÈÕÒÔÌÅÆÆȟ Á ÃÌÅÁÎ-shaven, bespectacled man in his fifties, 

acknowledged Lake with a polite nod as he taped a piece of cotton over the injection site in 

7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÁÒÍȢ  

Ȱ(Ï× ÉÓ ÈÅȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ ,ÁËÅȢ 

Ȱ(ÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÏÎȟȱ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ $ÒȢ 3ÈÕÒÔÌÅÆÆȢ Ȱȭ"ÏÕÔ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ ÍÏÁÎÉÎÇ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÁÇÏȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÄÉÅȢ Ȱ%ØÐÅÃÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ 

ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÁÂÌÅ ÐÁÉÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ 3ÈÕÒÔÌÅÆÆȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÏÒÐÈÉÎÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÌÐȢȱ (Å ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÙÐÏÄÅÒÍÉÃ 

ÎÅÅÄÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÏÔÔÌÅ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÂÁÇȢ  



A little brown -and-white Border Collie mix, Earpie, crawled out from under the bed and 

ÓÎÉÆÆÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ,ÁËÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÅÓȢ ,ÁËÅ ÈÁÄ ÍÅÔ %ÁÒÐÉÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÇ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÄ ,ÁËÅȭÓ ÓÃÅÎÔ 

ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÂÁÒËȢ ,ÁËÅ ÂÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÆÁÂÌÅ ÐÅÔȟ ÒÕbbing his head.  

3ÁÄÉÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÓÅÁÔ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄȟ ÒÅÓÕÍÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÖÉÇÉÌȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȟ -ÒȢ ,ÁËÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(Å 

ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÍÉÎÄȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÈÉÍ ÊÁÂÂÅÒÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙȟ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ $ÏÃ (ÏÌÌÉÄÁÙȟ 

ÏÒ 6ÉÒÇÉÌȟ ÏÒ -ÏÒÇÁÎȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ  

$ÒȢ 3ÈÕÒÔÌÅÆÆ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÙ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÓÈÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÃÔÉÖÅȢ (ÁÌÌÕÃÉÎÁÔÉÎÇȢ /Ò ÍÁÙÂÅȢȢȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 

know. I sometimes wonder if it has something to do with what people say about your life 

ÐÁÓÓÉÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÈÅÎȢȢȢȱ  

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÉÔȦȱ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ 3ÁÄÉÅȢ 4ÈÅÎȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȟ Ȱ(ÅȭÌÌ ÐÕÌÌ 

ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÉÓȢ (Å ÈÁÓ ÔÏȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȟ ÆÏÌÄÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÁÐȢ Ȱ(Å ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÓ ÔÏȢȱ  

Dr. Shurtleff cast a concerned glance at Lake, who moved to the other side of the bed and 

ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ÉÎÔÏ 7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÅÁÒȟ Ȱ7ÙÁÔÔɂ ÉÔȭÓ 3ÔÕÁÒÔ ,ÁËÅȢȱ 4Ï ,ÁËÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ 7ÙÁÔÔ 

appeared to be comatose. More to soothe Sadie than anything else, Lake added, Ȱ"ÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ 

ÕÐ ÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÒÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÆÒÏÍ 7ÙÁÔÔȟ ÎÏ 

indication  that  he  could  hear  Lake,  or  that  he  was  even  aware  of  anything  happening  

around him.  

Lake and Dr. Shurtleff took seats on either side of the bed, joining Sadie in her vigil. In 

ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÅÁÒÔÓȟ ÂÏÔÈ ÍÅÎ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔȟ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÁÌÌ 3ÁÄÉÅȭÓ ÈÏÐÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÁÙÅÒÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÓ ×ÅÒÅ 

ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ 7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÁÌÓÏ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÕÔÔÅÒÌÙ ÌÏÓÔ ×ithout him. 

They were there to honor Wyatt in his final moments, but more importantly, to give support 

and comfort to Sadieɂas much as she would allow them toɂand guide her through this 

depressingly bleak ordeal.  

%ÁÒÐÉÅ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÕÐ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄȟ ×ÁÄÄÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ 7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÎÅ ÂÏÄÙȟ ÁÎÄ 

cuddled against his chest. After a moment, there was a slight twitching of the fingers of 

7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÎÄȢ (Å ÅØÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÔÏÕÃÈ %ÁÒÐÉÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÒÕÂ ÔÈe top of the 

ÄÏÇȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÕÍÂȢ %ÁÒÐÉÅ ÌÉÃËÅÄ 7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓȢ  

Seeing this, Sadie let out a little gasp, tears in her eyes. She reached out and wrapped her 

hand around his. His fingers slowly closed over hers.  



Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÁÓÔÏÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÅÌÁÔÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ 7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÅÁÒȟ ÁÎÄ 

ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ4ÁÌË ÔÏ ÍÅȟ 3ÈÕÇȢ 3ÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ 3ÁÄÉÅ-"ÅÌÌÅȢȱ  

Wyatt remained still for a moment, then his eyes fluttered, half-opened. With a hopeful 

ÎÏÔÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ 3ÁÄÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÙÁÔÔȩ (ÏÎȩȱ  

7ÙÁÔÔȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÈÅÌÄ Á ÄÒÅÁÍÙȟ ÕÎÆÏÃÕÓÅÄȟ ÆÁÒÁ×ÁÙ ÌÏÏËȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ spoke, it was in a faint 

but clear voice:  

Ȱ3ÕÐÐÏÓÅȢȢȢ  

ȢȢȢÓÕÐÐÏÓÅȢȢȢȱ 

His fingers relaxed. His eyes slowly closed. 

And his still-active mind descended into a twilight realm...  
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A haunting and seductive tale involving a mysterious woman, a dangerous vampire, and a dark 

past unraveling through history 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

Mercurial News 

 

Newport, Rhode Island, 1922  

 

It was a glorious late summer morning and Lorelei Alba was in excellent spirits as she 

wandered down the beachside lost in thoughts of adventure and mystery. Newport always 



had that effect on her, ever since she was a little girl. The summers were short but they were 

magnificent and the grandeur around her only seemed to grow as she aged. When most 

young women were thinking about decadent parties and a rich young dandy to sweep them 

ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÅÅÔȟ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȭÓ ÍÉÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÕÓÅ ÏÎ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÎÄÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÕÃÈ 

wealth and power must hold, and how she could expose them; their corrupt, greedy and 

hypocritical ways. Her cousin Nina constantly scolded her for sticking her nose in other 

ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÌÕÎÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÌÁÄÙȢ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÓÎÏÒÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓȠ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙ 

ÈÁÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÎÁÔÕÒÅȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÐÈÏÎÙ ÌÉËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ 

summered here.  

Cousin Nina had taken Lorelei in when her parents died within months of each other 

from tuberculosis; she was nine years old at the time. Nina worked in Newport year-round 

for a moderately wealthy family, Mr. & Mrs. Laudernumɂtending to their every need, 

managing their finances and keeping the property habitable. The Laudernums only came to 

the island for the summer months so Nina and Lorelei had the mansion to themselves for the 

remainder of the year. Jacob and Tiffany Laudernum were social climbers, constantly trying 

to overstep their means to rub elbows with the Astors & Vanderbilts, but they were very 

generous to Nina and in return she was able to send Lorelei to school. Lorelei only just 

returned from Providence after completing her education and as happy as she was to be 

home, she did miss the vast amounts of knowledge she was able to acquire on a daily basis.  

Lorelei loved school, she loved learning, and more than anything she enjoyed really good 

stories. She wanted to be a reporter since the day she learned the word. And now, after years 

of having to just imagine it, she was going to be living it. Before going away to school, she 

ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÈÏ× ÓÈÅÌÔÅÒÅÄ ÓÈÅ ÔÒÕÌÙ ×ÁÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ 

anything more exciting than uncovering a story. But now...what did she care if rich people 

where cheating at card games? Not when real problems existed in the worldɂa world where 

children starved and people were judged by the color of their skin. A world where women 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÒÉÇÈÔÓ ÁÓ ÍÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÏÍÅÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÏÎ Á ×ÅÅËÌÙ ÂÁÓÉÓȢ 

Outside of her cocooned life in a small port town, important things were happening. Lorelei 

realized she had to do something about it. More importantly, she wanted to. Desperately. 

As soon as she returned home from school and Nina began nagging her about what was 

next, Lorelei started her research. She read the newspapers every day, and she went into 



town compulsively to find news where she could, whether that was at a cafÅǲ, a dress shop, 

the docks, or even the police stationɂLorelei steamrolled right on in, looking for answers. 

The first story she settled on was one that had been digging into her mind with constant 

fervor. And it was no surprise why. She was shocked by the amount of people, especially 

women, who went missing from Newport. Lorelei snorted to herself with distasteɂ

apparently no one bothered to keep official records of the missing women until about 18 

years ago but even so, the numbers since then were staggering. So she sought names, tracked 

down families and tried to piece together the strangeness of her collective findings. Some 

slammed their doors in her face. Others looked scared and refused to answer her rapid-fire 

questions. Some were downright defiant, shouting off crazy superstitious nonsense that she 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÊÏÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ  

)Ô ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÅÓ ÔÏÏË ÐÌÁÃÅ ÎÅÁÒ ×ÁÔÅÒȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÂÉÔ ÈÅÌÐÆÕÌ 

seeing as Newport was an island. Lorelei realized it would be impossible for her to crack the 

older cases with stale information and lost time, so she waited with bated breath for the next 

time a person went missing. Then she would finally have a fresh trail and hopefully a little 

more information to go on.  

Lorelei forced herself to turn away from the magnificent sea and head back into reality. 

She only had a little over an hour and needed to make a quick stop at the police station before 

her interview.  

ͯ ʋͯ 

Lorelei skidded into town just as her watch struck noon, decked out in a very clever 

pantsuit she convinced Nina to let her buy. She felt the usual stares of women and men who 

were both shocked and appreciative of her forward thinking. She hurried into the station, 

putting on her most clueless face.  

The place smelled of cheap liquor and sweat. Lorelei wrinkled her nose as she looked 

around for someone to accost. The chief, as she learned on her very first visit, was never 

ÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ Êust fine with 

herɂÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÈÁÒÄÅÎÅÄ ÇÒÕÍÐÙ ÏÌÄ ÆÅÌÌÏ× ÔÏ ÃÏÎÔÅÎÄ ×ÉÔÈȢ 4ÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒÓ 

were more than willing to indulge her with information as she went doe-eyed and blinded 

ÔÈÅÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÃÈÁÒÍÉÎÇ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȭÓ ÄÉÓÔÁÓÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÉon evaporated the moment 

she saw a new recruit heading her way. She noticed his shirt was inside out.  



Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÔÒÉÌÌÅÄȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ Á ÓÕÐÅÒÎÏÖÁȢ  

The man stopped in his tracks, momentarily blindsided by her beauty. Lorelei jumped 

on the advantage of his stunned expression like a wild cat.  

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ÌÁÄÙȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÏÅÄȟ ÂÁÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ 

eyelashes rather suggestively.  

Ȱ/Æɂof  course  ÍÁȭÁÍȟȱ  he  agreed  eagerly,  tripping   over  his  own  feet  in  an  attempt  

to reach her.  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÎÅ×ÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅ ÉÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢȢȢȱ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á 

×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÎÏÃÅÎÔ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ×ÁÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÆ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ 

ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÉÔȩȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÆÒÏ×ÎȢ  

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ Á ÌÁÄÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÏÆÔ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ 

bright red, though he smiled, clearly pleased with himself.  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏȢȱ  

Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÇÕÓÈÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄȟ ÓÏ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȢȢȢȱ ÓÈÅ ÌÅÔ Á ÆÅ× 

ÔÅÁÒÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ) ÁÍ ÉÎÄÅÂÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ 3ÉÒȦȱ  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÎÏ×ȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏ ÂÉÇ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ -ÉÓÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÄÕÔÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÇÉÒÌÓ ÉÎ ÄÉÓÔÒÅÓÓȢȱ 

She smiled at him adoringly as she dabbed her eyes and sighed. She watched as he went 

around the counter and began shuffling through papers.  

Ȱ-ÉÓÓÉÎÇȢȢȢÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢȢȢÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒÅȢȢȢȢȱ 

Lorelei waited with vast anticipation. All she needed was one missing person, and if she 

found out about them right before her interviewɂ even better.  

Ȱ!È ÈÁȦȱ  

Lorelei hurried forward, her eyes alight with triumph. But she pulled up short as his look 

of clarity disappeared.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ Ó×ÅÅÔÅÓÔ ÔÏÎÅȢ  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÅÃÈÎÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÉÎÓÐÅÃÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ 

distracted by her tanned chest to notice her snooping eyes.  

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢȢȢȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄȢ 



Ȱ-ÁÒÙ "ÒÁÄÓÈÁ×Ȣ 4ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȩȱ 

Lorelei blanked for a second.  

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 9ÅÓ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÓÈÅȩȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÁÓÙÌÕÍȟȱ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȢ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÓÙÌÕÍȩȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ×ÁÓ ÏÏÚÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙȢ !Î ÁÓÙÌÕÍȩ 3ÕÒÅÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ 

-ÒÓȢ ,ÁÕÄÅÒÎÕÍȭÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏÓÓÉÐ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÔÅÁȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÉÓ 

Mary Bradshaw was missing, but Lorelei would take what she could get.  

The policeman hesitated, his fingers curling around the paper. Lorelei looked downɂ

her fingertips were inches from ripping the document out of his hands. Instead of acting on 

her impulse, she leaned even further over to place her fingers against his chest. She looked 

ÕÐ ÁÔ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÉÇ ÐÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ /ÆÆÉÃÅÒȟ )ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÐÅÁÃÅ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ) 

ËÎÏ×Ȣ 9ÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÉÓÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎ ÐÏÏÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÅȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕȩȱ  

The officer swallowed hard and shook his head slowly as he glanced down at her lips 

before looking over his shoulder to make sure they were alone. Lorelei closed the space 

between them, giving him a light peck on the cheek. When she pulled back, the information 

×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ Ȱ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȟ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÈÕÓËÉÌÙȢ  

ͯ ʋͯ 

Lorelei marched into the Newport Mercury ten minutes later with her shoulders pulled 

back, her head held high and a slight smirk playing about her lips. The place was absolute 

chaos.  

Lorelei managed to capture attention here just as she had at the police stationɂseveral 

reporters pounced on her like she was a breaking murder story. When she kindly informed 

them she was here for a job interview, they laughed in her face before turning back to their 

various tasks. That did not sit well with Lorelei. With a tight smile, she jerked her hand out 

of the grasp of a greasy-looking man who was regaling her with his long and illustrious career 

and turned on her heel to  approach  the  receptionist,  a  rather  haggard  and  impatient   

fellow  with   thick  wire-rimmed glasses.  

She was shown to the office of Shep Sanders, owner, editor, and head reporter of the 

Newport Mercury. Lorelei read several of his articles and was distressed to find that he was 

particularly conservative, occasionally biased, and extremely committed to writing about 



subjects that would gain him money and exposure, regardless of whether they were 

completely true or not.  

He did not disappoint. Mr. Sanders was exactly what Lorelei was hoping he would not 

be. His sandy blonde hair, overwhelmingly white fake teeth, and leering green eyes did 

ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÌ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÁÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÍÅÔ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ 

before; his energy was aggressive and held the air of masculine privilege. Shep Sanders also 

happened to adore the sound of his own grating voice. He droned on and on about the history 

of the paper, its greatness, his own achievements, and the -ÅÒÃÕÒÙȭÓ connection to Benjamin 

Franklin. 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ -ÉÓÓ !ÌÂÁȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÕÒ ÐÕÂÌÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÄÁÔÅÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ρχυψȩȱ  

&ÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÅÒ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÎ 

interview as it was an opportunity for Sanders to stroke himself.  

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÁÌÓÏ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ -ÒȢ &ÒÁÎËÌÉÎȟ 3ÉÒȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ 

×ÉÆÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÅÄÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×ÓÐÁÐÅÒ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÉÓÔ 

bringing the man down a peg or two while also showing him that she was not some ninny 

who needed explaining to; she was competent and more than qualified to work here. 

Clearly Lorelei was exactly what Shep feared she might be. Educated. Intelligent. A 

threat. He cleared his throat, the charming, patronizing smile slipping quickly from his sun-

chapped lips.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ) ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ -ÉÓÓ !ÌÂÁȩȱ  

Though it was clear he was trying to remain in control of his temper, Lorelei could see 

the sneer begging to touch his lips.  

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÐÅÒȟ ÊÏÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÁÍȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÓÁÍÐÌÅÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÏÆ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÐÉÅÃÅÓ )ȭÖÅ 

been working on, as well as my portfolio from schoolɂȱ  

He pushed the papers she offered him away with a dismissive hand, his eyes now 

roaming over her figure with careless interest. He shook his head, clearly amused.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÁÂÏÕÔȩ 4ÈÅ ÏÐÅÒÁȩ $ÁÎÃÅÓȩ 7ÏÍÁÎÌÙ ÁÄÖÉÃÅȩȱ  

,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȭÓ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó ÒÏÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÎÄÉÇÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÍÐÅÒ ÉÎ 

check.  



Ȱ(ÁÒÄÌÙȟ 3ÉÒȢ )ȭÍ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÅØÐÌÏÒÉÎÇ ÔÏÐÉÃÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÁÃÔÕÁÌ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ 

ÓÏÃÉÅÔÙȟ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔÓ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ -ÏÌÌÙ 0ÉÔÃÈÅÒ #ÌÕÂȟ ÔÈÅ +++ȟ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÚÅÄ ÃÒÉÍÅȭÓ ÉÎÆÌÕÅÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ 

ÇÏÖÅÒÎÍÅÎÔȟ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ  

He looked at her with suspicion and surprise. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Lorelei gripped her portfolio as she sat up straighter, leaning towards his desk and 

putting the papers down on it before pushing them forward. He finally looked at them and 

smiled again.  

Ȱ) ÍÕÓÔ ÓÁÙȟ  you  have  very  pretty   ÈÁÎÄ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇȢȱ  He  flipped  a  page  over,  while  

keeping eye contact with her. 

Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÁÓÓÉÏÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4Ï ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ 4Ï ÈÅÌÐ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÔÏ ÃÒÅÁÔÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ 

ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ Ȭ×ÈÏ ×ÏÒÅ ×ÈÁÔȭ ÏÒ ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÔÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÇÁÌÁȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ 

Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÇÕÓÔÏȟ ÆÏÒÃÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ Ôo see that she was 

to be taken seriously.  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ -ÉÓÓ !ÌÂÁȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

He picked up her portfolio, weighing it in his hand before dumping it into her lap.  

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȩ )Î ÏÕÒ ÔÏ×Îɂthe missing people, surely someone 

has to look  into  it!   I  mean,  just  this  morning  a  woman  named  Maryɂȱ  she  started,  an  

edge  rising in her tone.  

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȩȱ (ÉÓ ÇÁÚÅ ÓÈÁÒÐÅÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÎÄÅÒÌÙÉÎÇ ÍÅÎÁÃÅȢ  

Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÍÙ ÓÏÕÒÃÅÓȢȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÁÎ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ× ÁÎÄ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÉÎ ÄÅÆÉÁÎÃÅȢ  

He watched her for a few moments before shaking his head.  

Ȱ-Ù  ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÅÓȟȱ  he  insisted,  looking  anything  but  sorry  as  he  rose  from  his  desk  

to dismiss her.  

,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÓÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÄÒÅÁÍÓ ÄÁÓÈÅÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ 

what she wasɂa smart, driven person. To him, she was an object, something to play with 

but not to take seriously. She collected her portfolio numbly before rising out of the chair 

and turning to face him.  

(Å ÏÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÆÅÌÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÉÎÁÐÐÒÏÐÒÉÁÔÅÌÙȢ Ȱ4ÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ 

ÆÒÅÅ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȟ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ Á ÆÅ× ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȟ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȢȢȢȱ  



He trailed off, watching her with hunger as he stepped into her personal space, lowering 

ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȭÓ ÂÁÃËÓÉÄÅȢ 7ÈÁÔ 3ÁÎÄÅÒÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÂÌÏ× 

she dealt him across his face with the back of her hand. He stumbled away in shock, staring 

at her as he held his bronzed face; her ring cut him just under the eye and blood was 

beginning to run.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ Á ÄÅÓÐÉÃÁÂÌÅ ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÎ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÒÅÁÄÆÕÌ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÒȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÐÁÐÅÒ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ 

Revolutionary War, so I look forward to the day it will outlive you. And not a second sooner 

×ÏÕÌÄ ) ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÊÏÂȢȱ 

She slammed the door in his shocked face and stormed across the building, back down 

a flight of rickety stairs and into the main offices. Lorelei could feel her hands shaking with 

ÒÁÇÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÅÎ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÎ ÔÈe workforce; it 

was as maddening as it was disappointing.  

Lorelei reemerged in the busy front and watched as the reporters moved quickly in and 

out of frosted-glass offices at the back of the room. Doors slammed and voices shouted over 

the blaring telephones and clicking typewriters, snippets of conversation mingling with stale 

coffee and cigarette smoke. Lorelei sighed with disappointment. This was where she 

belonged. She leaned against the wall, pulled the report on Mary Bradshaw out of her pocket 

and examined the informationɂÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈȢ 3ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÒÅÁd the name of the 

asylum when a nervous, mousey-looking reporter came peeling out of his office and skittered 

into a small break room to her left. Lorelei moved closer to the door and peeked in, watching 

as the man filled up his coffee.  

Ȱ%ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟ 3ÉÒȩ #ÏÕÌÄ ) ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÄÕÌÃÅÔ ÔÏÎÅÓȢ  

If the man thought he was in luck to be happened upon by such a glorious creature, he 

was almost immediately mistaken as she began to question him about the asylum where Miss 

"ÒÁÄÓÈÁ× ÈÁÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȭÓ ÎÏÒÍÁÌ ÃÈÁÒÍ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ this 

reporter, whose name was Smith. She saw very clearly that his fear definitely outweighed his 

interest in her. That was when she dropped her act.  

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȩȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÁÇÅÄȟ ÉÎÃÅÎÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÎ 

was in a position to create change but shirking his responsibility.  

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÄÏȟ -ÉÓÓȢ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇ &ÁÌÌÓ !ÓÙÌÕÍ ÉÓ ÕÎÔÏÕÃÈÁÂÌÅȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÅÄ 

ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÏÏË Á ÊÏÂ ÈÅÒÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÔ ÄÏÎÅȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ 3ÍÉÔÈ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÓÏÌÅÍÎÌÙ ×ÉÔÈ 



a nervous glimmer in his eyes. She watched as his gaze darted about making sure no one was 

eavesdropping.  

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÁÎȩȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÃÒÉÅÄ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅÌÙȢ Ȱ(ÅÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÉÓ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ 

ÄÉÓÔÒÅÓÓÅÄȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÁÙ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔȟ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )Æ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÏÒ ×ÈÏÍÅÖÅÒ 

ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ #ÏÒÎÅÌÉÕÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÉÍȢȱ  

Smith shrugged, grabbed his coffee and darted back to his office as fast as possible before 

she could ask one more question. Did everyone know everything about everyone except her? 

She glanced down at the report in frustration, but at least now she had a name.  

Cornelius Bradshaw. 

She would start with him.  

ͯ ʋͯ 

Lorelei spent the remainder of the week finding out as much as she could about the 

"ÒÁÄÓÈÁ×ÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÒÄ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÉÎÆÌÕÅÎÔÉÁÌ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÅÓ ÉÎ 

Newport. Cornelius had made his money in steel out of Pennsylvania and in turn was able to 

raise his family to great heights of wealth. He was married and had one daughter. He also 

spent virtually no time at his mansion on the east side of the island. He preferred to saunter 

ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ×Î ÔÏ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÇÅÎÔÌÅÍÁÎȭÓ ÃÌÕÂ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÎÄȟ ÐÌÁÙ ÃÁÒÄÓȟ and gamble. So Lorelei 

waited, hoping for the moment she would run into him and pounce. She was getting antsy to 

hear the story from his mouth. The report was vague, as if the officer who took it down 

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ÁÎÙ ÁÄÄÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉon once this Morning Falls Asylum 

was mentioned. Lorelei found that suspicious. The Bradshaws were a significant familyɂit 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÃÁÓÅ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ  

)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÕÎÎÅÌȢ 

She watched Bradshaw, accompanied by several unsavory characters, enter a speakeasy a 

little after midnight. She waited until eight in the morning for him to finally emerge, alone 

and bleary-eyed. Before Cornelius could even put on his hat and step off the curb, Lorelei 

was off the bench and striding toward him with intent and purpose.  

Ȱ-ÒȢ "ÒÁÄÓÈÁ×Ȧȱ ÓÈÅ ÃÒÉÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÁÇÅÒÎÅÓÓȟ ÅÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ 

agitated glances from two elderly ladies riding past in their carriage. Bradshaw turned 

suddenly at the sound of his name and his eyebrows rose with surprise as he saw a young 



woman in pants running towards him. He frowned as she got closer; she was very pretty 

indeed with refined, petite features and a stubborn look about her. Her thick dark hair was 

coming undone in waves as she jogged in his direction. She was huffing and out of breath, 

her olive cheeks flushed by her exertion. Mr. Bradshaw was perplexed; what could this lovely 

lady possibly want with him?  

Ȱ-ÒȢ "ÒÁÄÓÈÁ×ȟȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÐÏÓÅ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄ 

ÈÅÒ ÓÔÁÔÕÒÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÆÕÌÌ ÈÅÉÇÈÔȢ Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅȭÓ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ !ÌÂÁ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

Ȱ(ÅÌÐ ÍÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÅÄȟ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ Á ÏÎÃÅ-over with a pompous glare.  

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÅÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÒÅÐÒÏÁÃÈÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÇÒÉÍÁÃÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÒÕÓÉÖÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÄÁÙȢ 

Ȱ!Î ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÉÖÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÁÇ 3ÁÎÄÅÒÓ ÒÕÎÓȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÈÅ ÉÎÑÕÉÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÃÏÎÃÅÁÌÅÄ 

ÃÏÎÔÅÍÐÔȢ Ȱ"ÌÏÏÄÙ ÕÓÅÌÅÓÓ ÆÅÌÌÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏË ÏÆ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ) ×ÏÒËȢȢȢÉÎÄÅÐÅÎÄÅÎÔÌÙȢȱ (Å ÅÙÅÄ 

her with a slight frown. She improvised madly, hoping there was a slight chance this man 

ÍÉÇÈÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÁËÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÃÏÒÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÎÔÓ Èere in Newport, 

some at the Mercuryȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÈÏ ÒÅÌÙ ÏÎ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å 

seemed desperate enough. She looked around suspiciously before pulling him close and 

ÌÏ×ÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÄÒÁÍÁÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ Ȱ3ÉÒȟ )ȭÍ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 

ÓÈÏÕÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÃÈÉÄÅÄȟ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ Á ÓÔÅÒÎ ÇÌÁÎÃÅȢ (Å ×ÉÔÈÅÒÅÄ Á ÂÉÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ 

furious insistence. 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÈÅ ÂÉÔ ÏÕÔȢ  

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÍÅ ÇÏÏÄȢ .Ï ÏÎÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÕÓÐÅÃÔÓ ÍÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ 

gleam in her determined gaze caused Bradshaw to take a step back. She refused to break eye 

ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÉÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÒÔÆÏÌÉÏ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÄ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈan happy 

ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÉÆÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÍÙ ÃÒÅÄÅÎÔÉÁÌÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÒÇÕÅÄ ÁÒÒÏÇÁÎÔÌÙȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ 'ÏÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÙ 

ÓÈÅ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÁÒÔ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÅÒÍ ×ÁÓ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÏÆÆȢ Ȱ"ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 

ÌÏÓÅȩȱ  

Bradshaw eyed her intently for several moments before conceding with a slight snarl 

ÁÎÄ Á ÄÒÕÎËÅÎ ÈÉÃÃÕÐȢ Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȟ -ÉÓÓ !ÌÂÁȢ 3ÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÁÒÅ ÕÓÅÌÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ Mercury has 



ÒÅÆÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅÄȢȢȢ)ȭÖÅ ÅØÈÁÕÓÔÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÏÐÔÉÏÎÓȢ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ 

ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÉÃÅȩȱ  

,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÌÉÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÒÉÕÍÐÈȢ 

Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎ ÉÒÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÁÉÌÓ ÏÕÔ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ Á ÐÉÃË-me-ÕÐȢȱ 

She offered him her arm and he took it wearily as he followed her back across the street 

and into a small cafÅǲ. She giddily ordered them two coffees and then joined him in the back 

of the cozy shop. Her first story! She felt mystery brewing as she pulled out a pad and pencil 

before looking up at Mr. Bradshaw. The lines in his face told a tale of exhaustion and worry. 

Clearly the man had trouble sleeping. Maybe he was fighting some overwhelming guilt.  

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇȟȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÍÁÎȢ  

Ȱ! ÆÅ× ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÁÇÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÉÎ Á ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒȟ Ȱ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÏ×Î ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÁÓÏÎȟ 

Mary started acting up, disobeying her mother and I, sneaking out and eventually getting 

ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÐÒÅÇÎÁÎÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÏÕÒ ÈÏÒÒÏÒȢȱ  

Lorelei worried more about the horror that had come to Mary after she was found out.  

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÉØÔÅÅÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÒÅÔÃÈÅÄ ÂÁÓÔÁÒÄ ÓÍÕÇÇÌÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÒÅÆÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÕÓ 

ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȢȢÓÏ ) ÈÁÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÄȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ 

come back. Two massive men came and took her. A few weeks later I got a letter saying Mary 

lost the baby. I wrote back to them, requesting they send her home immediately, but I was 

ÄÅÎÉÅÄȢ $ÏÃÔÏÒ $ÒÅÕÇÕÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÍÅ 

when she was to be discharged. And oddly enough, they would require no additional 

ÐÁÙÍÅÎÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔȢȢȢÉÎÃÏÎÖÅÎÉÅÎÃÅ ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÁÌÌ ÉÔȢȱ  

Lorelei kept her mouth shut at his callous words. If anyone had been inconvenienced 

surely it was his daughter.  

Ȱ-ÒȢ "ÒÁÄÓÈÁ×ɂȰ ÓÈÅ ÂÅÇÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÒÅÐÉÄÁÔÉÏÎȢ 

Ȱ#ÏÒÎÅÌÉÕÓȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÍÅÎÄÅÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȢ 

She nodded her head graciously. 

Ȱ#ÏÒÎÅÌÉÕÓȟ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÁÇÏ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ $ÏÃÔÏÒ $ÒÅÕÇÕÅȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ 

name slide ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÔÏÎÇÕÅ ÉÎ ×ÏÎÄÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÕÒÎÁÍÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȠ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÓ 

foreign to her ears as it was her lips. 

Ȱ!ÂÏÕÔ Ô×Ï ×ÅÅËÓ ÁÇÏȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÕÇ ÏÆ 

coffee closer to him as if for protection.  



Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÅÅËȭÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÆÒÏÍ 

the station still glued to the inside of her pocket.  

His face crumpled with thinly veiled scorn.  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÎÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÐÒÉÃËȟ -Ã'ÒÁÖÅȟ ÓÏÍÅ #ÈÉÅÆȢ (ÅȭÓ ÁÓ ÃÏÒÒÕÐÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÍÅȢ 3ÁÙÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 

their jurisdiction. I even tried to go out there myself. No one would take me, not even a 

private charter. Said the weather was too wicked, but I saw fear in every one ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÁÉÌÏÒȭÓ 

ÅÙÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇ &ÁÌÌÓ !ÓÙÌÕÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎÓÔÉÔÕÔÉÏÎȩȱ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅÄȟ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÉÎÅØÐÌÉÃÁÂÌÅ ÃÈÉÌÌ ÒÕÎ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ 

spine. She heard the name muttered over the years, but never really gave it much thought. It 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÐÏÌÉÔÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÏÐÅÎÌÙ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÓÕÃÈ ÔÏÐÉÃÓȢ !ÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ 

asked about the place, especially to guests, Nina scolded her viciously.  

Ȱ!ÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÉÌÅÓ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÁÓÔȟ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÔÈȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÍÁÓÓÉÖÅ ÒÏÃËȟ ÊÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÃÅÁÎȟ 

ÃÌÉÆÆÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÄ ÆÏÒÅÓÔÓ ÓÕÒÒÏÕÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȟ ÓÏ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏÌÄȢ /ÎÌÙ ÅÓÔÁÂÌÉÓÈÍÅÎÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 

×ÈÏÌÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ËÅÅÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÉÓÏÌÁÔÉÏÎȢ #ÁÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎÙ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ 

ÈÅÌÌ ÉÔÓÅÌÆȟȱ ÈÅ  muttered  darkly,  taking  a  cigarette  from  his  jacket  pocket  while  patting  

himself  down  for a match.  

Ȱ9ÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÎÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÎÌÙ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ,ÏÒÅÌÅÉȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ 

ÓÈÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÓÐÏËÅÎ ÔÈÅÍȢ  

#ÏÒÎÅÌÉÕÓȭ ÆÁÃÅ ÄÁÒËÅÎÅÄȢ (Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇȢ  

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÒÃÕÍÓÔÁÎÃÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÉÒÅȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ Á ÓÃÁÎÄÁÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ 

ÔÏ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÒÁÇÉÌÅ ÈÅÁÒÔȩȱ ÈÅ ÈÉÓÓÅÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÐÒÙÉÎÇ ÅÁÒÓȢ  

3ÈÅ ÂÉÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏÎÇÕÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ Á ÓÈÁÒÐ ÒÅÔÏÒÔȠ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÎȭÓ ×ÉÆÅ ×ÁÓ Á 

scandalous hussy who spread her legs for anyone at least twenty-five years younger than 

ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢ 4ÁÂÁÔÈÁ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÎÁÍÅȢ .ÉÎÁȭÓ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÒ ÄÉÖÕÌÇÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ 

ÔÈÉÒÄ ÇÉÎ ÍÁÒÔÉÎÉ ÁÔ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÔÅÁ ÊÕÓÔ Ô×Ï ÄÁÙÓ ÁÇÏ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÉÎÑÕÉÒÅÄȢ  

Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÌÕÎÔ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ 

town by the end of the week, but I fear we must stay behind until this is sorted out...the 

season is coming to a close and I hate to think what effect the lack of social activity will have 

ÏÎ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȢȱ  

He closed his eyes, massaging his temples with trembling fingers. Lorelei felt an 

instinctual calling sweep through her. She would get to the bottom of this. She would expose 



Morning Falls Asylum and this Doctor Dreugue for what they were: another corrupt 

institution taking away the freedom and choice of women. And Mr. Bradshaw was an 

accomplice whether he knew it or not. But her focus was to be on Mary, who was innocent 

in all of this.  

Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ 

ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÄÏȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÎÖÉÃÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÔÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ #ÏÒÎÅÌÉÕÓ "ÒÁÄÓÈÁ× ÔÈÁÔ 

whoever this woman, this Lorelei Alba, was, she certainly left quite the impression.  
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A slow-burn thriller in the Hitchcock traditionðon the eve of a high-stakes corporate merger, an 

employee is kidnapped and held for ransom. But are the kidnappers company insiders? And who 

is the mysterious kidnap victim at the center of the conflict? 

__________________________________________________________ 

 

MARTIN NEWMANôS DIARY 

Iôve turned a corner. My wifeôs death isnôt hanging over me like it did for the last year. Iôm still 

sad about what happened to her and of course I miss her, but not as much as before. I decided that 

soon Iôm going to move out of the place I rented after she died and move back into our apartment. 

And Iôm going to spend more time at Boundary, too. They were kind to let me work from home 

after what happened to Sophia.  

Last week I bought a bunch of new clothes, joined a gym and decided to cut back on fast foods. 

Iôm going to try out for the Boundary softball team, too. I did pretty good playing second base for 

them a couple of seasons ago. I picked up my guitar again and I even signed up to go rock climbing 

in Canada next month. Who knows? Maybe Iôll meet someone new there, like I did when I met 

Sophia.  

 

 

 



MONDAY  

 

 

 

2ÏÎÎÉÅ (Å×ÉÔÔ ÓÁÔ ÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÄÏÏÒ ÔÁÂÌÅÓ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÓÈÏÐ ÉÎ ÌÏ×ÅÒ -ÁÎÈÁÔÔÁÎȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÎÃÉÁÌ 

district. She sat there every morning drinking a plain black coffee, watching the same people 

walking quickly in and out of the shop, holding their drinks in cardboard cups, all eager to 

get somewhere important. The building that housed Boundary, the hedge fund where Ronnie 

×ÏÒËÅÄ ÁÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ #%/ȟ ÃÁÓÔ ÉÔÓ ÓÈÁÄÏ× ÏÎ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ ÔÁÂÌÅȢ !Ô "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙȭÓ 

entrance across the street was a demonstration, a small, well-behaved one comprised 

entirely of women. A couple of the demonstrators held signs. Others pushed strollers. This 

was not unusual for Boundary or any investment firm like it. They all pissed somebody off.  

/Î 2ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÓÁÔ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÂÏØ ÏÆ 0ÁÕÌ 3ÍÉÔÈ ÓÏÃËÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÏÓÓ ÈÁÄ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ "ÕÔ 

neither her boss nor his socks were on her mind now. Ronnie was waiting for a call from 

Miriam Dennis, director of Jerrold House, the public nursing facility in Queens from which 

her mother had escaped earlier that morning. Carlotta Hewitt had been spotted on the street 

ÂÁÒÅÆÏÏÔ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÂÅ ÂÙ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÙȭÓ ÊÁÎÉÔÏÒÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÈÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔ 

shift.  

2ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÕÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÅÆÆÅÃÔÓ ÏÆ Á ÓÔÒÏËÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÍÉÌÄ ÓÙÍÐÔÏÍÓ ÏÆ 

ÄÅÍÅÎÔÉÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÌË ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÙ Ô×ÉÃÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÍÏÎÔÈȢ 

And who could blame her? Jerrold House was a shit hole.  

Ronnie went to the facility early that morning to calm her mother. Mornings there were 

especially bad. Orderlies ended and began shifts. Waking patients clamored for food and 

attention. The halls were mopped with an antiseptic that, as awful as it stank, was preferable 

to what it hid. A TV hung from the ceiling of every room like huge IVs that the patients stared 

at mesmerized. Ronnie spoon-fed her mother breakfast, a cereal made of brightly colored 

pieces of something from a box covered with manic cartoon characters. The cereal had 

turned the milk in the bowl a shade of light blue.  



The last thing her father had asked Ronnie to do was to take care of her mother if 

anything happened to him. Something did happen to him. He died when Ronnie was fifteen. 

Carlotta had no work experience so she took a sales job at the glove counter on the first floor 

of Bonwit Teller. Sometimes after school Ronnie would secretly watch her mother working 

there, hating how the customers treated her. But her mother never complained. In twenty-

three years she never missed a day of work. And Jerrold House is what she got for that.  

)Æ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÒÓÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÔÅÎÄ ×ÉÔÈȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÙȭÓ 

ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒ -ÉÒÉÁÍ $ÅÎÎÉÓ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ #ÁÒÌÏÔÔÁ ×ÁÓ 

%ÎÇÌÉÓÈ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÉÎ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÆÏÒÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ ÈÅÒ ÁÃcent 

ÌÉÎÇÅÒÅÄȟ ÐÒÏÍÐÔÉÎÇ -ÓȢ $ÅÎÎÉÓ ÔÏ ÁÓË 2ÏÎÎÉÅȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅ 

ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩȱ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÕÓÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÌÉËÅ ÍÁÎÙ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎÓȟ -ÓȢ 

$ÅÎÎÉÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ #ÁÒÌÏÔÔÁȭÓ ÁÃÃÅÎÔ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÉÖÅÄ Á ÌÉÆÅ ÏÆ ÔÅÁ ÁÎÄ ÃÒumpets served by 

ÓÕÉÔÅÄ ÂÕÔÌÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÏÒÎÁÔÅ ""# ÓÅÔÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁ ÔÈÁÔ #ÁÒÌÏÔÔÁ (Å×ÉÔÔȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ 

ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÏÁÌ ÍÉÎÅÒÓ ÉÎ 7ÅÓÔ 9ÏÒËÓÈÉÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÉÌÄÈÏÏÄ ÍÁÄÅ -ÓȢ $ÅÎÎÉÓȭÓ 

youth in working class Harrisburg, Pennsylvania look like Sesame Street.  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÓÁÙ ×ÈÅÎɂand ifɂMs. Dennis finally called. And if her 

ÂÏÓÓ ÁÓËÅÄ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ×ÈÙ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÁÔÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

ÂÏÕÔÉÑÕÅ ÏÎ "ÌÅÅËÅÒ 3ÔÒÅÅÔ ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÃËÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÈÅÍ &ÒÉÄÁÙ 

ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÎÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢ  

Still, she had to be careful because in the last few weeks her normally predictable boss, 

Barry Kestrel, had become more difficult to read. That was because word on the street was 

ÔÈÁÔ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȭÓ ÂÉÇÇÅÓÔ ÈÅÄÇÅ ÆÕÎÄÓȟ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÅÒ ÆÏÒ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ 

company Boundary whose smaller size made it perfect for a mega-player like Salient to 

snatch up.  

No one knew how Kestrel would respond if and when the Salient offer was officially 

made. Would he take the money and relinquish Boundary? Or would he hold onto the 

ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÕÉÌÔȟ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÈÉÌÄ ÈÏÌÄÓ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÏÙÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÂÏÒÅÄ 

playing with them?  

!Ó 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÃÁÍÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ $ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒ $ÅÎÎÉÓȢȱ 

Ronnie put a broad smile on her face so that her voice would sound more pleasant, a trick 



ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÃÏÌÄ ÓÁÌÅÓ ÊÏÂÓ ÉÎ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅȢ Ȱ-ÓȢ $ÅÎÎÉÓȟ ÈÉȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ (Å×ÉÔÔȢ 

) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ  

Ȱ-Ù ÓÔÁÆÆ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȠ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÓÔÁÆÆȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÈÅÁÒÄ 

ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÏÔ ÏÕÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ) ×ÁÓ ÔÏÌÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕÒ ÊÏÂ ÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔɂȱ  

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ  

ȰɂÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÉËÅ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÎ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ×ÁÌË ËÅÅÐÓ 

ÅÓÃÁÐÉÎÇȢȱ  

Ȱ!Ó ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȟ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ×ÁÒÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄȢȱ  

The week before Ms. Dennis had given Ronnie a tour of the security ward, where Jerrold 

(ÏÕÓÅȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ ËÅÐÔȢ -ÁÎÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÔȠ ÁÌÌ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÅÄÁÔÅÄȢ ,ÉÆÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ 

ÆÏÒ #ÁÒÌÏÔÔÁ (Å×ÉÔÔȟ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȰÓÈÉÔȱ ÏÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ, would be like, 

ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÏÆ ÏÎÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÌÙȟ ȰÂÅÉÎÇ ÅÁÔÅÎ ÂÙ Á ×ÏÌÆ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÉÔ ÏÆÆ Á ÃÌÉÆÆȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÌÉÓÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÔÏ *ÅÒÒÏÌÄ (ÏÕÓÅȟ -ÓȢ (Å×ÉÔÔȢȱ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ -ÓȢ $ÅÎÎÉÓȭÓ 

favorite threat.  

Ȱ) ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÈÏ× ÈÁÒÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÊÏÂ ÉÓȟ -ÁÄÁÍÅ $ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÌÁÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

bitch, but before Ronnie could say anything else she heard what sounded like a door 

slamming. Or was it a gunshot?  

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÎ ÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔȟȱ -ÓȢ $ÅÎÎÉÓ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÕÎÇ ÕÐȢ  

Ronnie put her phone away, more determined than ever to get her mother out of Jerrold 

House and into Ledgewood Gardens, a private facility in the Connecticut countryside, a 

million miles from Union Turnpike in Queens. But Ledgewood was expensive and what 

RÏÎÎÉÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÁÓ Á ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÔ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÌÉËÅ 

that.  

7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÅÒÒÁÎÄÓ ÏÒ ÆÉÅÌÄÉÎÇ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÆÏÒ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȟ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ *ÕÂÉÌÅÅȟ 

ÁÎ ÉÍÐÒÏÖÉÓÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÔÈÅÁÔÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÃÏÆÏÕÎÄÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒ !ÌÅØ ÁÎÄ Á ÄÏÚÅÎ 

other performers. Jubilee was notorious for its political material. It had no favorites, left, 

right or center, which meant that their material managed to piss everyone off at one time or 

ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÐÒÉÄÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔȢ ,ÉËÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÁÔÒÅÓȟ *ÕÂÉÌÅÅȭÓ ÓÈÏ×Ó ÂÁÒÅÌÙ 

made enough to pay for rent and publicity. Their day jobsɂhers working for Barry Kestrel 



ÁÔ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙ ÁÎÄ !ÌÅØȭÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ .ÅÒÄ .ÁÔÉÏÎɂpaid for food, rent 

and other essentials, leaving nothing to move her mother to private care.  

Ronnie considered calling the agents who saw her work at Jubilee and were eager to 

submit her for the writing staffs on the late night talk shows. Women comedy writers, they 

told her, were in big demand now. But Ronnie preferred the freedom that Jubilee gave her. 

The networks, even the cable stations with characters that swore endlessly and had color, 

ÄÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÎÕÄÉÔÙ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÓÓÅÓȟ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÅÈÏÌÄÅÎ ÔÏ ÂÉÇ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÂÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȢ 

They were big money.  

3ÈÅȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙȢ  

Ronnie could feel the tension as soon as she walked into the Boundary lobby. It was like 

a fog that had rolled in two weeks earlier with rumors of the Salient offer and it grew thicker 

ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȢ 3ÉÎÃÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ #%/ȭÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÒked there stared at 

her like a barometer, as if there might be something about her walk, her expression, her 

clothes, her make-up, anything that would give them a hint whether the deal with Salient 

×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÊÏÂ ÉÆ ÉÔ Äid.  

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ -ÓȢ (Å×ÉÔÔȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄȟ 0ÅÔÅȟ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÆÔÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÌÄ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ 

called her by her first name. She hoped that Pete would keep his job if the Salient deal came 

through.  

Ronnie headed to the farthest elevator in front of which stood a younger guard in an 

expensive black suit. This elevator was private and it took you to the south wing of the fifth 

ÆÌÏÏÒ ×ÈÅÒÅ "ÁÒÒÙ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÏÁÒÄ ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓȭ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÓ ×ÅÒÅȢ  

Ȱ-ÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ (ÅÃÔÏÒȢȱ 

Hector, who had a small tattoo of a key on his neck, mimed holding the elevator door 

ÏÐÅÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȩȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÅÁÌȩȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÇÒÉÎÎÉÎÇȢ 

Hector let the door close and the car began its rise. 

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÇÏÔ ÏÆÆ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÆÔÈ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÄÅÓË ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ 

office. 

Across from her sat Heidi Schulman who Ronnie met at NYU when they were both 

theater majors. Heidi had plans to become a Broadway stage manager, but like most of her 



classmates she quit the theater when she realized that what she wanted even more than a 

Tony Award was a steady salary, health care and an apartment with a bedroom. Heidi was 

"ÁÒÒÙ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÖÅ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÅÖÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ  

3ÈÅÌÂÙ -ÁÓÏÎȟ (ÅÉÄÉȭÓ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔȟ ÓÁÔ ÁÔ Á ÄÅÓË ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ (ÅÉÄÉȭÓȢ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ×ÁÓ ÐÅÔÉÔÅȟ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ 

ÁÎÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÐÒÅÇÎÁÎÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ȰÄÅÅÐ ÓÏÕÔÈȱ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÏ ÍÏÓÔ .Å× 9ÏÒËÅÒÓ ÍÅÁÎÔ 

anywhere below Newark on I-ωυȢ 'ÉÖÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÄ ÌÏÏËÓ ÁÎÄ ȰÁ× ÓÈÕÃËÓȱ ÄÅÍÅÁÎÏÒȟ 

Shelby could be surprisingly effective at her job.  

3ÈÅÌÂÙ ×ÁÓ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄÓÅÔ ×ÈÅÎ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÔ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ Ï×Î ÄÅÓËȢ Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȟ ÓÉÒȟ 

)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÍÅÄ ÓÈÏÏÔÉÎÇ 

herself in the head with her finger.  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅÄ ÔÏ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȩȱ  

Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÈÏÌÄ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟȱ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÏÎ ÈÏÌÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÇÕÙȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ô×ÉÃÅ 

ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÈÅȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÕÎÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 

ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȟȱ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ 

ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÅ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ $ÁÒÔÈ 6ÁÄÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ! ÖÏÉÃÅ ÍÏÄÕÌÁÔÏÒȩȱ 

Shelby ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÇÕÙȢȱ 

3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÉÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅØÉÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÅȩȱ (ÅÉÄÉ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÔ 

3ÈÅÌÂÙȭÓ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÔȭÓ *ÅÒÅÍÙ 0ÏÓÎÅÒȢ (ÅȭÓ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÍÅȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÔÒÁÎÓÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ×ÈÏ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ 

ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÒ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÄÅÓËȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ 6ÅÒÏÎÉÃÁ (Å×ÉÔÔȟ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔȢ (Ï× ÃÁÎ ) 

help you, Mr.ɂȩȱ  



Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÉÒÌ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȟ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÉÅÓȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ 

was speaking through a modulator like Shelby had told her. What they said and the way they 

said it led Ronnie to think the caller was a man. 

Ȱ&ÉÒÓÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÔÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÉÓ Á ×ÏÍÁÎȟ ÎÏÔ Á ÇÉÒÌȟ ÁÎÄ 

)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙȟ ÓÉÒȢ )ȭÍ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔȢȱ  

Ȱ7Ï×Ȣȱ 4ÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÍÏÄÕÌÁÔÏÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒȭÓ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÍȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÅÄȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ-ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó 

×ÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÅÇÁÒÄÉÎÇȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÍÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÉÔÓ ÍÏÄÕÌÁÔÏÒȢ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÏÓÓ 

ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÅÓȢȱ  

Ronnie paused. What did the caller mean? Was this call real or a joke?  

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÍÅȩȱ  

Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÆÙ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÔÁÔÅ ÍÙ ÄÅÍÁÎÄ ÏÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ 

ÌÏÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÅ ÏÆ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙȭÓ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÐÏÓÓÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ 

ÃÁÌÌ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÔ ρπȡτυ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÍÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÁÆÅ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅȢȱ  

!Ó ÕÐÓÅÔ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓȟ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ×ÉÔÈÁÌ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ5ÓÅ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÌÉÎÅȢȱ 

She gave the caller that number and he hung up. Ronnie stood in place. Shelby saw the 

ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÄÉÒÔÙȩȱ 

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÔÏ Á ÈÅÁÖÙȟ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÄÏÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÐÁÒÁÔÅÄ 

ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÒÄȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÄ Á ÃÏÄÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

ÄÏÏÒȭÓ ÌÏÃËȟ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÉÔ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȢ  

ɂɆ ɂ 

Barry Kestrel looked down from his fifth floor office window at the demonstrators 

ÃÉÒÃÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇȭÓ ÅÎÔÒÁÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ ×ÏÍÅÎȟ Á ÆÅ× ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÉÎ ÓÔÒÏÌÌÅÒÓ 

that probably cost as much as a used car.  

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄ *ÏÓÈÕÁ 2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇȟ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙȭÓ ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÔÅ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒȟ ×ÈÏ 

stood next to him also watching the demonstrators.  

Ȱ!ÎÇÒÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒÓȟ "ÁÒÒÙȟȱ 2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÒÉÇÈÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÏÔÈÅÒÓȡ ÍÏÔÈÅÒÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒÓȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ  



)Î ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÅÒÅ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ *ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÁÎÄ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ 3ÈÁ×ȟ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ Ô×Ï ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒÓ ÏÎ 

the Boundary board. Ten years earlier Boundary was sued by an employee claiming that she 

was passed over for a promotion because she was a woman. The case was settled out of court 

ÂÕÔȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÕÉÔÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÔȟ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÍÁÄÅ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ *ÅÎËÉÎÓ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙȭÓ #&/ ÁÎÄ 

his de-facto partner. She was excellent at the job.  

Natalie looked at the protestors below, too, all of them dressed in casual but expensive 

clothes. She wondered if any of them were single mothers like her and, if so, how they 

managed? Were they as overwhelmed as she was? As depressed? Did they have husbands? 

/Òȟ ÌÉËÅ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅȟ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ Á ÈÉÇÈ-priced sperm 

bank?  

7ÁÌÔÅÒ 3ÈÁ× ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÏÒÓȢ (Å ×ÁÓ Á ÎÕÍÂÅÒÓ ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ 

ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ ÈÉÍȢ .Ï ÏÎÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÈÏ× ÏÌÄ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ×ÁÓȢ (ÉÓ ÔÁÓÔÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÎÎÅÒ 

suggested he was far older than anyone else in the room, from another generation really. But 

his chubbiness smoothed any wrinkles on his face and he had thick white hair that was, in 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȟ ×ÁÓÔÅÄ ÏÎ Á ÍÁÎ ÌÉËÅ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȢ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ *ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÁÎÄ 3ÈÁ× ÒÕÎ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙȭÓ ÄÁÙ-to-day operations. Only 

the most crucial decisions were made by Kestrel, decisions like whether to sell the company 

ÔÏ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒ 2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇȢ Ȱ7Èat do these 

×ÏÍÅÎ ×ÁÎÔȩȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÐÕÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇÕÅȢȱ  

Boundary had purchased a German conglomerate six months earlier. Included in the 

sale was the venerable New York store that had once sold fishing tackle and hunting gear to 

the upper class sportsmen of Mad Menôs world. It now sold clothes to porno-drenched teens 

and middle-aged men and women desperately hoping to be mistaken for one. The protesters 

ÄÏ×ÎÓÔÁÉÒÓ ÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅÓÔ ÅÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅȭÓ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇÕÅȟ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÅÍÉ-nude 

teenagers in provocative poses, was child pornography.  

Ȱ(Ï× ÂÁÄ ÃÁÎ ÉÔ ÂÅȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

Rosenberg handed the catalogue to Kestrel. He opened it to a page on which a nearly 

topless teenaged girl sucked Lolita-ÌÉËÅ ÎÏÔ ÏÎ Á ÌÏÌÌÉÐÏÐ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÐ ÏÆ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ 

shoe.  

Ȱ-Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÔÒÏÕÔ ÆÌÉÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÏÒÅȟȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ 3ÈÁ× ÓÁÉÄȢ  



Ȱ4ÈÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÅÒÓ ÃÌÁÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÐÏÒÎÏÇÒÁÐÈÙȟȱ 2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇȢ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÉÓ ÐÏÒÎÏÇÒÁÐÈÙ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÐÁÒÁÐÈÒÁÓÅ *ÕÓÔÉÃÅ 0ÏÔÔÅÒ 3ÔÅ×ÁÒÔȭÓ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÒÅÍÁÒËȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÕÐÒÅÍÅ #ÏÕÒÔ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÅÆÉÎÅ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ) ÆÅÅÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÖÁÇÉÎÁȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÆÉÎÅ ÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÆÅ ÏÆ ÍÅȟ 

ÂÕÔ ) ËÎÏ× ÏÎÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÅÅ ÉÔȢȱ  

Ȱ&ÏÒ 'ÏÄȭÓ ÓÁËÅȟ "ÁÒÒÙȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÆÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÍÏÒÅ ÐÁÇÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ !ÎÙ ÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ÔÅÌÌÓ 

ÙÏÕ ÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÈÏ× Á ÖÁÇÉÎÁ ×ÏÒËÓ ÉÓ ÌÙÉÎÇȢ !ÌÌ ×Å ËÎÏ× ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÕÂÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÅÇÇÓ ÁÎÄ 

ÓÔÕÆÆȢ ,ÉËÅ Á ÍÁÇÉÃ ÒÅÆÒÉÇÅÒÁÔÏÒȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȟ "ÁÒÒÙȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ.Ï× )ȭÍ ÁÎ ÁÐÐÌÉÁÎÃÅȢȱ  

Ȱ"ÕÔ Á ÍÁÊÏÒ ÏÎÅȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÌÕÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÖÙ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇÕÅ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÓÔÅÅÌ ×ÁÓÔÅÂÁÓËÅÔȟ 

ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÃÁÕÓÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÏÐÐÌÅ ÏÖÅÒȢ Ȱ0ÕÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇȟ ÃÏÕÎÓÅÌÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÎÄ ÏÕÔ Á ÐÒÅÓÓ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅ 

ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÚÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÍÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈÏÕÔ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȢ %ØÃÅÐÔ ÍÉÎÅȢȱ  

Ȱ#ÁÐÉÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÕÎÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȟ "ÁÒÒÙȟȱ 2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ 

ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÁËÅÏÖÅÒ ÒÕÍÏÒÓ ÆÌÏÏÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȩȱ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ$Ï ÉÔȢȱ  

Ȱ!Ó ÙÏÕ ×ÉÓÈȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÂÏ×ÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÃË ÒÅÖÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÏÒÓ ÂÅÌÏ×Ȣ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× ÉÓ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ 

of pissed-ÏÆÆ ÍÏÍÍÉÅÓ ÍÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÅÁÌȢȱ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÈÁÄ Á ÍÏÌÅ ÁÔ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÂÏÁÒÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÐÌÉÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÃÑÕÉÒÉÎÇ 

Boundary. Some were eager to make the purchase; others were against it. Normally, Kestrel 

×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÆÕÃË ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÂÏÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ "oundary. And 

when his connection told him how much Salient was thinking of paying for Boundary any 

qualms he had about selling the company disappeared.  

He told Jenkins and Shaw about the likely price in case they wanted to put a group 

together and buy Boundary themselves, but neither did. Natalie would be happy to take her 

millions and raise her daughter with other overprivileged children. Walter would take his 

money and spend his days immersed in his hobby: building miniature replicas of medieval 

cities, full of cathedrals and forts and knights on horseback. All three of them wanted very 

much for the deal to happen.  



Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÅÒȩȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ 3ÈÁ× ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÐÁÒÅÎÔ ÁÎÎÏÙÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÃÈÉÌÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȭÓ 

backseat.  

"ÕÔ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȭÓ ÄÅÆÁÕÌÔ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȢ Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔ 

ÂÏÁÒÄ ×ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ ÕÓȢȱ  

Ȱ#ÈÒÉÓÔȭÓ ÓÁËÅȟ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÒÉÃÈ ÍÁÎ ÓÏÏÎȢ 'ÒÁÎÔÅÄȟ Á 

ÒÉÃÈ ÂÏÒÉÎÇ ÍÁÎȢ "ÕÔ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕȩȱ  

ɂɆ ɂ 

,ÏÕÉÓ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÔ ÉÎ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙȭÓ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÏÆ Á 

paperback copy of The Picture of Dorian GrayȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȭÓ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÓÔÁÆÆ ×ÁÓ 

ÄÏ×ÎÓÔÁÉÒÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇȭÓ ÅÎÔÒÁÎÃÅ ÄÅÁÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÅÒÓȢ  

0ÉËÅ ×ÁÓ "ÁÒÒÙ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒÔÙ-eight years old, Black, and, as an ex-NYPD 

ÄÅÔÅÃÔÉÖÅȟ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÒÒÙ Á ÇÕÎȢ 3Ï ÈÅ ÄÏÕÂÌÅÄ ÁÓ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÂÏÄÙÇÕÁÒÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÏÖÅÒ 

ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ 0ÉËÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÒÅÁÔÅÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÓÓȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ×ÁÓÎȭt flashy enough 

for most people to notice, forget recognize. So Pike drove him to and from work every day 

and sometimes to meetings, meals, his country home in Dutchess County upstate and the 

rare party.  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ×ÁÓ ÐÏÌÉÔÅ ÔÏ 0ÉËÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÒÁÒÅÌÙ ÓÐÏËÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ 0ÉËÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÆÆÅÎÄÅÄȢ (Å ÐÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÉÔ 

that way.  

4ÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÎ 0ÉËÅȭÓ ÂÉÒÔÈ ÃÅÒÔÉÆÉÃÁÔÅ ×ÁÓ 2ÏÍÕÌÕÓ ,ÏÕÉÓ 0ÉËÅȢ /ÎÌÙ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÅÖÅÒ 

called him Romulus. Only a mother would. In his four years in the army Romulus became 

Ȱ-ÕÌÅȱ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÓ Á .Å× 9ÏÒË #ÉÔÙ ÃÏÐ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÌÌÅÁÇÕÅÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ Ȱ2ÏÍÙȱ 

until he married his surprisingly attractive wife, Claire, after which they called him Romeo. 

Claire, a dancer with Alvin Ailey, died from brain cancer three years after their marriage. 

Detective Second Class Pike retired after his twenty-first year on the force. At Boundary 

everyone called him Pike.  

#ÕÒÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔ %ÎÇÌÉÓÈ .ÏÖÅÌÓȱ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ .Å× 3ÃÈÏÏÌȢ (Å ÌÏÖÅÄ 

ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÉÃÔÉÏÎȢ .ÏÎÆÉÃÔÉÏÎ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÓÔȢ (ÉÓ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÓ Á ÃÏÐ ÔÁÕÇÈÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ 

everybody lies and, worse, most believe their lies. Talk to a witness long enough ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ 

convince themselvesɂand maybe even youɂof anything. Given the chance, Pike would 

happily spend the rest of his life doing nothing but reading. His current job was perfect for 



that and, as proof, he sat in the small kitchen at ten-twenty on a Monday morning reading 

the Oscar Wilde classic when he looked up and saw Ronnie Hewitt enter the security offices.  

Because his wife Claire had introduced her detective husband to a new world of 

independent movies, art galleries and Off-Off-"ÒÏÁÄ×ÁÙ ÔÈÅÁÔÅÒÓȟ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ 

ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ *ÕÂÉÌÅÅȟ 0ÉËÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÎ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ ×ÏÒË ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÏÆÆÉÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÍÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÔ 

Boundary. (Å ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÌÉËÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ 

her life between the two of them and not tell anyone else at Boundary about it. Pike did as 

ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ (Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ *ÕÂÉÌÅÅȭÓ ÓÈÏ×Ó ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ #ÌÁÉÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÎÅȢ 2ÏÎnie and Pike 

had become friendly over the last two years.  

7ÈÅÎ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁ× ÈÉÍ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÐȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

Ronnie looked around to make sure there was no one else who could hear what she said. 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÅÓȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ȬÈÁÖÅȭ ÈÉÍȩ ȱ  

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ÉÎ Á ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÕÎÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÉÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÒÁÔÔÌÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢȱ  

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ×ÁÉÔȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ -ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢȱ  

0ÉËÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÕÐ Á ÃÈÁÉÒ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÁÔȢ Ȱ4ÁËÅ Á ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ 

ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÍÁÎ ÏÒ Á ×ÏÍÁÎȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÙÏÕ 

ÈÅÁÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢȱ  

Ȱ! ÖÏÉÃÅ ÍÏÄÕÌÁÔÏÒȩȱ 0ÉËÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÎÄ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÌÅÔȭÓ ÁÓÓÕÍÅ ÆÏÒ 

ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÍÁÎȢȱ &ÒÏÍ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ωωϷ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ 

ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ×ÁÓ Á ÇÕÙȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ Á ÊÏËÅȢȱ  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÇÅÔÓ ÐÒÁÎË ÃÁÌÌÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ÈÁÔÅÒÓȟ 

ÔÏÏȢ "ÕÔ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏÔ ÏÎÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢȱ  

Ȱ(Ï×ȩȱ Ȱ)Ô ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÙȩȱ 0ÉËÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÃÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÁÓ Á ÍÁÎȢ Ȱ(Å ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË 

ÔÏ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ÓÁÉÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÃÁÌÌ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÂÁÃË ÁÔɂȱ ÓÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌ ÃÌÏÃË ÏÖÅÒ 0ÉËÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ɀ 

ȰρπȡτυȢȱ 



She bit her bottom lip reminding Pike that, like Claire, Ronnie was slightly gap-toothed. 

Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4×ÅÎÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏ ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔȭÖÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ȰÓ×ÅÅÔÈÅÁÒÔȱ 

ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÓÓÕÒÅ ÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÓÅÅ -ÒȢ +Ȣȱ  

Ronnie smiled weakly as Pike led her out of the kitchen and through the security office. 

In case this abduction turned out to be real, he was already making a list in his head of people 

he knew to call in both the NYPD and the Manhattan FBI office. When Pike and  

Ronnie got to the security door Ronnie punched in the code. But she made a mistake and 

swore.  

Ȱ2ÅÌÁØȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ  

3ÈÅ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÕÎÌÏÃËÅÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ 

office door Ronnie asked Heidi who was in there with him.  

Ȱ*ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÁÎÄ 3ÈÁ×ȟȱ (ÅÉÄÉ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 

3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÁ× 0ÉËÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Ȱ)Ó ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢȱ 

ɂɆ ɂ 

Kestrel was surprised when Pike entered his office with Ronnie. He went quickly to the 

×ÉÎÄÏ× ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÂÅÌÏ×Ȣ Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÅÒÓȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅÍȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÃÁÎ ×ÁÉÔȢȱ 

7ÈÅÎ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȟ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȟ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȢȱ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 0ÉËÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȟ Ȱ3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÍÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ Ȱ3Ïȩȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÅÒÅȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ)Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÅÁÔȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ'ÏÏÄ 'ÏÄȢȱ 

Natalie was surprised, too, but her reaction suggested annoyance more than concern. 

Ȱ3ÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȩȱ 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÈÅÌÄ ÕÐ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ Ȱ2ÅÌÁØȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙȢ 3ÉÔ ÄÏ×Îȟ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÊÏËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÃÒÁÎË ÃÁÌÌÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ 

something about this one thatɂȱ  



Ȱ4ÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȟ -ÓȢ (Å×ÉÔÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ Á ÍÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ (Ï× ÃÁÎ I talk 

ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙȩȱ 

0ÉËÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȢ Ȱ(Å ÓÁÉÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÃÁÌÌ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ρπȡτυȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ  

Ronnie nodded. Pike looked at the six identical industrial clocks on the wall that showed 

ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÎÃÉÁÌ ÃÁÐÉÔÁÌÓȢ )Ô ÒÅÁÄ ρπȡτς ÁÂÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÉÄ .Å× 9ÏÒËȢ  

Ȱ) ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÙÏÕÒ ψυω ÎÕÍÂÅÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÊÏËÅȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÏÖÅÒÒÅÁÃÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÉÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ (Å ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

.Å× 9ÏÒË ÃÌÏÃËȢ Ȱ)Î ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ )ȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

They waited.  

ɂɆ ɂ 

)Ô ×ÁÓ (ÅÉÄÉ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÔÏÌÄ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ "ÁÒÒÙ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȟ #%/ ÏÆ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙȟ 

was looking for a personal assistant, essentially an errand girl. Ronnie got an interview.  

She expected not to like him. She wanted not to like him. He was, after all, the kind of 

person Jubilee mocked in their sketches, the one percent of the one percent, the face of a 

system that produced nothing useful for anyone. All it made was profit, icing for the icing, 

with no cake underneath. It was the same system that had used her father and humiliated 

her mother.  

But Kestrel surprised Ronnie. He was an enigma, neither the old school, Tom Wolfe-like, 

seersucker-wearing patrician nor the shaved-headed, workout-obsessed millennial clad in 

black.  

He was staring out the window when she entered his office for her interview, his back 

ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ×Ȣ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ) ÐÕÔ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÆÔÈ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 

ÐÅÎÔÈÏÕÓÅ ÌÉËÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ #%/ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÏȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÒÏund.  

Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ) ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÂÕÉÌÄ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÏÒ ÂÕÙ Á ÈÏÍÅ ÉÎ .Å× 9ÏÒË ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ 

New York. I want to see the people on the street, real people, walking, eating, smoking, 

pissing, flirting, begging, spitting, arguing. Only rich Chinese and Russians are stupid enough 

to buy a place in Manhattan so high that all you can see from it is New Jersey. If I want to look 

ÁÔ .Å× *ÅÒÓÅÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÕÙ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÎ (ÏÂÏËÅÎȢȱ  

Ronnie laughed and Kestrel turned quickly to her. Was laughing at him a mistake? She 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÊÏÂÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÍÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÒÅ ÁÎÄ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ (Å ÓÁÔ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓË 



ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÈÅÒ ÒÅÓÕÍÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÁÔÅÒ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ $ÏÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄ 

ÉÎ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ  

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÍ ) ÄÏÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÆÁÒȩȱ  

This was a big gamble, but she bet that Kestrel would get it. She was right. He did. He 

ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÒÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ (ÅÒ ÓÁÌÁÒÙ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÁÓÙ 

and, like every personal assistant, she fudged her hours. While on an errand she could read 

or write or even oversee a rehearsal at the theater. Who would know?  

She got to know Barry Kestrel well over the last two and a half years. He was fifty-three 

ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȟ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÌÅÓÓȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÐÅÔÓȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȢ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ 

made the mistake of trying to hug him only once. He could be funny, but he almost never 

laughed. He was unfailingly polite and unlike his younger colleagues who used the word 

ȰÆÕÃËȱ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÏÍÍÁȟ ÈÅ Ó×ÏÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÇÒÙȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÒÁÒÅÌÙȢ (Å 

never made a pass at Ronnie or said anything inappropriate to her. !ÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ 

ȰÍÅ ÔÏÏȱȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÈÏ× ÈÅ ×ÁÓȢ  

/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ×ÏÒË ×ÉÔÈ *ÕÂÉÌÅÅȢ 3Ï ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ 

writing under the pseudonym Mr. Gladstone for the last few years. It was the name Dustin 

Hoffman used in The Graduate to book the hotel rooms in which he let Mrs. Robinson seduce 

him.  

Ronnie looked at the New York clock. It read 10:44.  

Pike absentmindedly flicked the pages of the Oscar Wilde paperback he held while he 

watched the others in the room. Kestrel leafed through papers on his desk. The others stared 

ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÃËȢ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÁÎØÉÏÕÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏȭÄ spoken to the 

caller.  

Pike remembered the first time he saw her, his first day at Boundary two years before. 

Ronnie wore her hair very short like his wife Claire. Both women looked smarter when they 

ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ ! ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÓÍÉÌÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ #ÌÁÉÒÅ ÁÎÄ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ×Èen they got 

it. And when Ronnie smiled she put her front teeth over her lower lip the same way Claire 

did.  

It was 10:44 and Pike figured no one would call. It was a prank and whoever was behind 

it had made their point or chickened out. In a few minutes they could all go back to doing 

×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÄÁÙ ×ÈÉÃÈȟ ÉÎ 0ÉËÅȭÓ ÃÁÓÅȟ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ  



Finally, the clock read 10:45.  

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÊÅÒËÏÆÆȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å ÈÁÔÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÌÁÔÅȢ &ÏÒ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 

minute no one said anything. And at 10:46 they relaxed.  

Ȱ4ÈÁÎË 'ÏÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÊÏËÅȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÏÎ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÄÅÓË ÒÁÎÇȢ %ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ 

tensed.  

Ȱ#ÈÅÃË ÔÈÉÓ ÏÕÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÄ Á ÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÁÕÄÉÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ 

ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ"ÁÒÒÙ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ) ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȩȱ  

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÉÒÌȟ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÅÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÍÏÄÕÌÁÔÏÒȢ 0ÉËÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÁÒÎÅÄ ÈÉÍ 

ÔÈÁÔ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÙÅÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 

disturbing.  

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ #ÈÅÆ "ÏÙÁÒÄÅÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÐÂÏÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ -ÒÓȢ "ÕÔÔÅÒ×ÏÒÔÈ 

ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÆÒÉÇÅÒÁÔÏÒȢ )Æ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÙÏÕȟ *ÅÒÅÍÙȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇȢȱ  

4ÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÃÁÌÍȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ *ÅÒÅÍÙ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ  

The mood in the room changed, but Kestrel tried to keep it playful. It might still be a joke 

and the last thing Kestrel wanted to do was to fall for it in front of the others.  

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÓÉÒȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) 

ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅȟ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅȢȱ 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÔÅÎÓÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÌÌ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÁÓȟ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÅÒÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÒÅÌÁØȢȱ  

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÄÅÓË ÁÎÄ ÓÐÏËÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ Ȱ7Å ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÕÌÌ ÔÈÅ 

ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇÕÅȢȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÁÓÉÄÅȢ  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ Á ÓÈÉÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇÕÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ,ÉËÅ 

ÙÏÕȟ -ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȟ )ȭÍ Á ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÄÅÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÎÏ×Ȣ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ -ÁÒÔÉÎ .Å×ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÙ Ô×Ï ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÄÏÌÌÁÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅ ×Å 

×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢȱ  



0ÉËÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÈÁÄÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȟ 

unsure how to react. Ronnie quickly walked to a small desk on the other side of the office 

and booted up the computer on it.  

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÍÅȩȱ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ4×Ï ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÄÏÌÌÁÒÓ ÉÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÍÏÎÅÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ) ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÏȢȱ 

Kestrel spoke cautiously, trying to gauge the person he was speaking with like he did 

×ÈÅÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á ÄÅÁÌȢ 0ÉËÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÉÍ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÃÏÕÎÔÌÅÓÓ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ 

×ÏÕÌÄ ) ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȩȱ  

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÍÅÎ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÒÌÏÉÎ ÁÔ 3ÍÉÔÈ ÁÎÄ 7ÏÌÌÅÎÓËÙȭÓ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Kestrel swore under his breath. The caller had followed him to the restaurant where Pike 

had driven him to eat. 

Ȱ4ÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÒÅÄ ÍÅÁÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÁÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÃÁÒÅ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÈÉÔȢȱ 

4ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ (ÅȭÄ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÏ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÉÔȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ 

knew it and that angered him even more.  

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÙÍÅÎÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ 

ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ/ÎÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ -Ù ÃÏÌÌÅÁÇÕÅÓ ÁÎÄ ) ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȭÓ )ÎÔÅÒÎÅÔ ÓÙÓÔÅÍȢ 

Your personal accounts, too. We know everything you do. In fact I know ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ 

ÁÔ -ÒȢ .Å×ÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÉÌÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ3ÈÉÔȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÂÁÃËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒȢ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÅÎ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ2ÅÁÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ 

ÆÉÌÅ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÆ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÅÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÅÅÐÌÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÍ ×ÅȭÌÌ ËÎÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ -ÒȢ 

.Å×ÍÁÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÕÆÆÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÓÅÑÕÅÎÃÅÓȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÍÏÒÒow morning, 

-ÒȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȟ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÓÁÍÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȢȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ (Å ËÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ 

×ÁÓÔÅÂÁÓËÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÃÁÒÄÅÄ ÃÁÔÁÌÏÇÕÅȢ Ȱ3ÏÎÏÆÁÂÉÔÃÈȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ/Æ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÏ 

ËÉÄÎÁÐ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÉÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ËÉÄÎÁÐ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȟ "ÁÒÒÙȩȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  



Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÏÒ ÄÁÍÎ ÓÕÒÅȢȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÔ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓËȢ Ȱ#ÁÎ ×Å ÔÒÁÃÅ ÈÉÓ ÐÈÏÎÅȩȱ ÈÅ 

asked Pike.  

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÕÓÉÎÇ Á ÂÕÒÎÅÒȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ)Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ÓÈÅȟ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÕÓÉÎÇ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ 

ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ ÓÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÓÃÁÒÉÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ×ÏÍÁÎȢȱ  

0ÉËÅ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÃÌÅÖÅÒ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÐÁÒÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 0ÉËÅȢ Ȱ7ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȟ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ 0ÉËÅȟ ÏÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ×Åȩȱ  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ -ÒȢ 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌȢȱ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ȬÎÏȭȩȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ.Ï ÍÅÁÎÓ ÎÏȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ#ÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȩ  

7ÅȭÒÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ Á ÒÏÃË ÁÎÄ Á ÈÁÒÄ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ )Æ ×Å ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÐÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÉÎ Ô×Ï ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ 4ÈÅ )ÎÔÅÒÎÅÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÅÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÔ ÕÐȢȱ  

Ȱ3Ïȩȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ3Ï ÉÔȭÄ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔ ÄÅÁÌȢȱ 

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÌÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ5ÎÔÉÌ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔȭÓ ÂÏÁÒÄ ÉÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÐÌÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅȢ 

!ÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÕÂÔÅÒÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌȭÓ ÄÅÁÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒȢȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ×ÁÓ 

right. Everyone in the room knew it.  

Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏȩȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

0ÉËÅ ×ÁÓ ÅÁÇÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȭÓ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ×ÅÒÅȢ 

Ȱ7Å ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÎÓÏÍȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

.ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÕÔ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÐÏÃËÅÔÓȩȱ 

Ȱ/ÕÔ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÐÏÃËÅÔÓȢ "Ù ×ÅÅËȭÓ ÅÎÄ ÉÆ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÅÓ ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÇÏÎÎÁ 

ÂÅ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ 3Ï ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÏ ÄÁÍÎ ÃÈÅÁÐȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌȩȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÉÓ ÒÅÁÌȟȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ)Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÃÉÁÌ ÍÅÄÉÁ 

×ÏÒÌÄ ÏÆ ÏÕÒÓȢ )Æ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÓÁÙÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÒÅÁÌȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌȢȱ  

Pike silently agreed with this. They all did. How could they not?  



Ȱ4ÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÃÁÎ ÄÉÇ ÕÐ Á ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÃÁÓÈ ÎÏ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȢ  

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÁÓËÅÄ ÆÏÒ Ô×Ï ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎȟȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÇÏÔÉÁÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÅÒÓȟȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁȢ ) ÃÁÎ ÎÅÇÏÔÉÁÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ) ×ÁÎÔȢȱ 

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÏÒÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÏÒÁÌȢȱ 0ÉËÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÎ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÎÇÒÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ Ó×ÅÁÒ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÃÅ ÏÒ Ô×ÉÃÅ 

before. 

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÉÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÐÈÏÔÏ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ (Å ×ÁÓ 

Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÉÒÔÉÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔÅ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ 

ÉÓ -ÁÒÔÉÎ .Å×ÍÁÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 0ÉËÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ÔÏÌÄ ÕÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÅȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅȩȱ  

"ÅÆÏÒÅ 0ÉËÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȟ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ(Å ÓÁÉÄ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÈÉÓ "ÏÕÎÄÁÒÙ ÆÉÌÅȢȱ (Å 

ÐÕÓÈÅÄ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÐÈÏÔÏȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ  

Ȱ-ÁÒÔÉÎ .Å×ÍÁÎȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

4ÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÃÉÒÃÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓË ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÉÔȢ 

Pike stood behind the other four, as interested in them as they were in the man on the 

computer screen.  

From the look on his face, Pike saw that Kestrel had no recollection of the man, but he 

ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÁÌÆ Á ÄÏÚÅÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÅÓȢ  

Ȱ.ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÁÎÄ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÕÙÓȩȱ 4ÈÅÙ 

ÓÈÏÏË ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÅÁÄÓȢ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȩȱ  

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÒÅÃÁÌÌȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÎÏȢȱ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 0ÉËÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÈÉÍȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÉÌÅȢ Ȱ-ÁÒÔÉÎ 2ÅÇÉÎÁÌÄ .Å×ÍÁÎȢ 4ÈÉÒÔÙ-three years old. 

(ÅȭÓ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÓÅÖÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÉÃÈ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ2ÅÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÔÒÁÄÅÒȢȱ 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅÓȢȱ Ȱ)Ó ÈÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȩȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÅÒȟ Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ Ȱ)Ô ÓÁÙÓ ÈÅȭÓ Á ×ÉÄÏ×ÅÒȢȱ 



0ÉËÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÉÓȢ Ȱ)Ô ÄÏÅÓȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ 

and ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÅȢ Ȱ)Ô ÓÁÙÓ ÉÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ 3ÅÅȩȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ 

2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁ× ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÓÁÙÓ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÎÏ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÏÄȩȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÈÅ ÌÉÖÅȩȱ 

Ȱςυω %ÁÓÔ φφÔÈ 3ÔÒÅÅÔȟȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÏÏȢ 

Ȱ)Ó ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ 0ÉËÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÓÏ ÕÐÓÅÔÔÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ -ÁØÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÖÅ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔÓȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÒÅÎÔÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 

4ÏËÙÏ ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÖÅÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÙÅÁÒȢȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ Ȱ(Å 

ÇÒÁÄÕÁÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ 0ÒÉÎÃÅÔÏÎȢȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÌÙ ÁÔ .Å×ÍÁÎȭÓ ÐÈÏÔÏȢ Ȱ0ÒÉÎÃÅÔÏÎȩ 

7ÁÉÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ (ÙÐÅÒÉÏÎ ÍÅÒÇÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ (ÅȭÓ ÑÕÉÅÔȢȱ 

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ .Å×ÍÁÎ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÌÉÍÐ ÌÉËÅ 

ÈÅ ÈÁÓ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ ÌÅÇ ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ Á ×ÁÒ ×ÏÕÎÄ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ (ÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏ ÓÔÁÙÓ in the 

ÂÁÃËÇÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÁÉÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(Å ÈÁÓ Á ÌÉÍÐȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ 2ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ 

ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ .Å×ÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȢ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÈÉÍȟ ÔÏÏȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÑÕÉÅÔȢ ) 

ÍÅÁÎ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÑÕÉÅÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȢ Ȱ(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÍÕÃÈȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ he did he made 

ÈÉÓ ÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅÄ .Å×ÍÁÎȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÈÏÔÏȢ Ȱ) ÍÉÇÈÔȭÖÅ 

seen him around, too. In the cafeteria or somewhere. But he looks like a lot of the people 

ÈÅÒÅȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ Á ÎÏÂÏÄÙȢȱ Ȱ%ØÁÃÔÌÙȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 0ÉËÅȢ Ȱ-ÅÁÎÉÎÇȩȱ 



%ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ 0ÉËÅ ÎÏ×Ȣ (Å ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÌÏ×-level 

ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÉÎÇȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4×Ï ÇÕÙÓ ÓÉÔ ÉÎ Á ÃÁÒ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ Á ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÇÒÁÂ Á ËÉÄȟ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ 

ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÓË ÆÏÒ ÆÉÖÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÄÏÌÌÁÒÓȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ %ÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÓÃÏÒÅ Á ÈÉÔ ÏÆ ÏØÙ ÏÒ ÍÅÔÈȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÐÁÒÅÎÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÉÎ 

ÔÈÅ ÃÏÐÓ ÁÎÄ ÒÉÓË ÔÈÅÉÒ ËÉÄȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÁÔÅÒ ÔÉÃËÅÔÓȩȱ  

.ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ 0ÉËÅȭÓ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÏËÉÎÇȢȱ  

0ÉËÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÐÁÙ ȬÅÍȢ .Ï ÃÏÐÓȟ ÎÏ ÄÁÎÇÅÒȟ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ (ÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÁÌÌ 

ÄÁÙ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȢȱ  

Ȱ0ÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÍÁÒÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÉÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

.ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÕÎ ÄÉÇÇÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÂÁÇȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎ 

ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÉÎÄ ÍÙ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÐÈÏÎÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÐÕÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÇ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÎÃÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ Á 

number.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ#ÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÏÎ #ÏÕÒÔÎÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ËÉÄȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȟ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅȢȱ 

"ÕÔ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÎÎÙȢ Ȱ#ÏÎÓÕÅÌÁȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÕÄÌÙ 

ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ Ȱ$ÏÎÄÅ ÅÓÔÁ #ÏÕÒÔÎÅÙȩȱ Ȱ(ÁÎÇ ÕÐȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

.ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ,ÌÅÖÁÌÁ Á ÃÁÓÁȢ 2ÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÁÉÄ ÈÁÎÇ ÕÐȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒȢ  

(Å ÅÎÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ËÉÄȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ  

%ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÏÖÅÒÒÅÁÃÔÅÄȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ 

ÁÓ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ 

ÓÈÅȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎÅȢ  

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 0ÉËÅȢ Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ×Å ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅÎ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÁÄ ×ÉÌÌ 

ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ -ÒȢ .Å×ÍÁÎȩȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ -ÒȢ 3ÈÁ×Ȣ /ÎÌÙ ÈÏ× ÉÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ×ÏÒËÓȢȱ Ȱ4×Ï ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÉÖÅ 

ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÂÕÃËÓȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

4ÁÌË ÏÆ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÒÅÆÏÃÕÓÅÄ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ%ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÆ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ ÉÎÑÕÉÒÉÅÓȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ.Ï ÉÎÑÕÉÒÉÅÓȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓËȢ  



Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÅÁÒÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 3Ï ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÏȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÄÏÅÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ .ÏÔ Á ×ÏÒÄ 

ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ×Å ËÎÏ× ÍÏÒÅȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ )ȭÌÌ ÏÆÆÅÒ 

ÈÉÍ ÏÎÅ ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÂÕÃËÓȢȱ  

7ÁÌÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙȢ )Æ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȟ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙ ÉÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÁÎÇÅÒȢȱ 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 0ÉËÅȢ Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȩȱ  

0ÉËÅ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ 7ÈÁÔ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÐÒÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ 

ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Walter asked. 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ËÎÏ× ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÂÁÒÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅ 

.Å×ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 3ÁÌÉÅÎÔ ÄÅÁÌ ÇÏÅÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ.Ï ÈÁÒÍȟ ÎÏ ÆÏÕÌȢȱ  

.ÁÔÁÌÉÅȭÓ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÅÎÃÅ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÌÁÔÅ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÁÎÃÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÄÏÎÅȟ 

"ÁÒÒÙȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÓÁÙÓȩ -ÁÒÔÈÁ 3ÔÅ×ÁÒÔȩ )Æ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ $ÅÔÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÓÁÙÓ ÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÔÈÅÎ 

ÏÎÅ ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÔÁØ ÆÒÅÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇȭÓ ÄÒÅÁÍ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÒÕÅȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 0ÉËÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ 

ÔÈÉÎËȩ $ÏÅÓ ÏÎÅ ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÔÉÅÓȟȱ 0ÉËÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ×ÁÖÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÄÅÁȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÇÒÅÅ ×ÉÔÈ $ÅÔÅÃÔÉÖÅ 0ÉËÅȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×Åȩȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)Æ ×Å ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÔÈÅÎ ÏÕÒ ÇÕÙ ÉÓ ÓÁÆÅȢ 

9ÏÕ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢȱ 0ÉËÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÕÔ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ËÅÐÔ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȢ Ȱ3Ï ×ÅȭÒÅ 

agreed. This stays between the five of us in this room. If we do this right ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÎÅÖÅÒ 

ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÄÅÁÌ ÇÏÅÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅɂȩ ȱ  

Ȱ-ÁÒÔÉÎ .Å×ÍÁÎȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ.Å×ÍÁÎȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÉÄȩȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÄ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒÏÅÓȢ 4ÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ 7Å ÓÁÃÒÉÆÉÃÅÄ ÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÍÏÎÅÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙȭÓ 

ÓÁÆÅÔÙȢȱ 



Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÁÒÇÁÉÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÏ×Îȟ "ÁÒÒÙȟȱ .ÁÔÁÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

+ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ3Ï ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ÓÁÙÓ Á ×ÏÒÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȢ .ÏÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÉÆÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ 

ÂÏÙÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÏÇȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȟȱ 7ÁÌÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÔÏÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÒÔÉÎ .Å×ÍÁÎȟȱ 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȟȱ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÄÉÓÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÁÎÄ ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅȢ  

!Ó 2ÏÎÎÉÅ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ +ÅÓÔÒÅÌ ÁÄÄȟ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÍÙ 

ÓÕÉÔ ÁÔ :ÅÇÎÁȭÓȢȱ  
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 Genre: Mystery, Thriller, Psychological Drama 

A twisted story of a young man on the run who is mistaken for his murdered friend by the 

friendôs parentsðor is he? Who is conning who? 

__________________________________________________________ 

 

1 

,ÅÏ ÒÅÇÁÉÎÅÄ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓÎÅÓÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÎÅÌ ÖÁÎ ÁÓ ÉÔ Ó×ÅÒÖÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ 

unpaved and rutted roads, stones bouncing off its undercarriage, making it sound as if he 

were inside a tin drum. His hands were wrapped behind his back with duct tape and his head 

ÔÈÒÏÂÂÅÄ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÉÔȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÁÓÔÅ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ÌÏÔÓ 

ÏÆ ÉÔȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÌÏÏÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÉÓȢ ,ÙÉÎÇ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎȭÓ 

rusted floor was the body of the young man whose throat hÅȭÄ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÕÔ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ 

time before.  

4ÈÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÂÕÒÌÁÐ ÂÁÇȟ ÂÕÔ ,ÅÏ ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÄÏÕÂÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ (ÏÆÆÍÁÎȢ 

He recalled the argument, the shouting and the fight. And he remembered seeing the blade 

ÓÌÉÃÉÎÇ (ÏÆÆÍÁÎȭÓ ÎÅÃË ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÅÐÌÙȢ  



It was only a few days before that Leo met Taylor Hoffman and he might have had more 

ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÙ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÉÆ (ÏÆÆÍÁÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ,ÅÏ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎȢ .Ï× 

he was going to watch him be buried. And more likely than not, Leo would be buried along 

with him.  

2 

Four days earlier, Leo stood at the concierge desk in the resort La Cachette where one of the 

ÈÏÕÓÅËÅÅÐÅÒÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÁÌÆ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ ÐÁÔÏÉÓȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅÎȟ monsieur, I give 

you your package ce matinȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍȟ Ȱ) Ó×ÅÁÒ ÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ 

monsieur. I give it to him after la femme ÉÎ 2ÏÏÍ ρπχ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȢȱ  

4ÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÐÁÔÒÏÎÉÚÉÎÇÌÙ ÁÔ ,ÅÏȢ Ȱ-ÁÄÁÍÅ ÓÁÙÓ ÓÈÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ 

-ÒȢ -ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ÁÍ ) ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÉÔ ÎÏ×ȩȱ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ ,ÉËÅ ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÔÈÅ 

concierge used unnecessary phrases when he spoke, hoping they made him sound smarter. 

4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ Ȱ!Ô ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȟ ) ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÙ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÉÍÐÌÉÃÉÔÌÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ and smiled 

at the housekeeper like a teacher might smile at a favorite student. She nodded her thanks 

to him before staring shyly, or guiltily, at the floor.  

,ÅÏ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÏÆÆÉÃÉÁÌÌÙ Á ÇÕÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÏÒÔȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÓÓÐÏÒÔ ÉÎ *ÁÎÉÃÅ (ÅÌÌÅÒȭÓ 

room along with some clothes and cash when he went for a morning swim. If she had to leave 

ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÐÏÒÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÂÁÃËȟ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÁÓË ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅËÅÅÐÅÒ to give Leo his 

ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ .Ï× ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅËÅÅÐÅÒ ÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÁÔ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÈÁÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÆÏÒ 

ÈÉÍȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÁÎÄ ,ÅÏ ÁÓÓÕÍÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÅ× ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ 

relatives and pocketed his money for herself. But the moÎÅÙ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ 

important. What Leo wanted was his passport. He had no plan to go back to the States but, 

ÅÖÅÎ ÓÏȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ Á ÐÁÓÓÐÏÒÔȢ  

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÍ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÎÏ×ȩȱ ,ÅÏ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅȢ  

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏË ÆÏÒ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢȱ 



Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ -ÒȢ -ÁÌÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÉÔÅ ÉÓ ÏÃÃÕÐÉÅÄ ÂÙ -ÒȢ ÁÎÄ -ÒÓȢ 

0ÁÓÓÅÎÔÉȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÎÅ×ÌÙ×ÅÄÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÃÏÎÓÐÉÒÁÔÏÒÉÁÌ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÙ 

ÉÄÅÁ ×ÈÁÔ ÎÅ×ÌÙ×ÅÄÓ ÄÏȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÏÒÔȟ -ÒȢ Malone? 

"ÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÉÆ ÎÏÔȟ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ $ÒȢ (ÅÌÌÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÇÕÅÓÔ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÄ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇÌÙ ÁÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȢ  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

!Ó ÐÒÅÃÉÏÕÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ×ÁÓȟ ÈÉÓ ÁÃÃÅÓÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÏÒÔȭÓ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ 

ÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÅÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓË ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÎ ,ÅÏȭÓ ×ÁÙȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ 

ÒÏÏÍȟ -ÒȢ -ÁÌÏÎÅȟ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÒÅÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÂÕÔ ÔÏ ÁÌÅÒÔ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȢȱ  

,ÅÏ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÉÓȢ 3Ï ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÍÅÎ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ 

ÕÎÔÉÌ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ÒÅÓÃÕÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÉÍÐÁÓÓÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 

They both turned to a young man who held a manila envelope.  

ȰVoilÜȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅËÅÅÐÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÍÁÎȟ ÒÏÕÇÈÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÁÇÅ ÁÓ ,ÅÏȢ Ȱ) 

give it to him ce matin ÌÉËÅ ) ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȟ ÍÏÎÓÉÅÕÒȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

The stranger was the same height and build as Leo. And even though his hair was a 

ÌÉÇÈÔÅÒ ÂÒÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÓÃÒÁÇÇÌÙȟ ×ÅÅË-old beard, it was possible, likely even, 

that someone could mistake the two men. The housekeeper looked quickly back and forth 

ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ,ÅÏ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰIls sont freresȢȱ  

ȰOuiȢ -ÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ!ÌÍÏÓÔ Ô×ÉÎÓȢȱ  

The housekeeper nodded. Ȱ#ȭÅÓÔ ÖÒÁÉȢ *ÕÍÅÁÕØȢȱ 

4ÈÅ ÎÅ× ÍÁÎ ×ÁÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÖÅÌÏÐÅ ×ÉÔÈ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅËÅÅÐÅÒȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÏÕÒÉÓÔ ÓÈÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ) ÏÐÅÎÅÄ 

ÉÔȢȱ (Å ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÖÅÌÏÐÅ ÔÏ ,ÅÏ ×ÈÏ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÓÓÐÏÒÔ ×ÁÓ in it. So was 

ÈÉÓ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÓÏ Á ÎÏÔÅ ÆÒÏÍ *ÁÎÉÃÅ (ÅÌÌÅÒȟ ÈÁÎÄ×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÏÒÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎÅÒÙȢ 

,ÅÏ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÃËÅÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÓÓÐÏÒÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÏÔÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÁÄ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ  

Ȱ!ÌÌȭÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÎÄÓ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅȢ  

4ÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎ ÓÔÕÃË ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ,ÅÏȢ Ȱ4ÁÙÌÏÒ (ÏÆÆÍÁÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ,ÅÏ -ÁÌÏÎÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÅÏȟ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟ ÂÒÏȢȱ 

Upon hearing who this new man was, the concierge perked up, his hands fluttering. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ,Á #ÁÃÈÅÔÔÅȟ -ÒȢ (ÏÆÆÍÁÎȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏ ÓÏÒÒÙ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÇÒÅÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÓ 



ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÃÌÁÓÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÈÉÓȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÒÅÓÔ ÁÓÓÕÒÅÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ 

ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȟ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÉÎÆÏÒÍ ÍÅ ÏÒ ÍÙ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÁÎÄ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÔÏ ÉÔ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟȱ 4ÁÙÌÏÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÄÉÓÍÉÓÓÉÖÅÌÙȢ  

.ÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÄÉÓÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÉÅÒÇÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÁ×ÎȢ Ȱ7Å ÁÔ ,Á #ÁÃÈÅÔÔÅ 

deeply regret that your parents had to cancel their visit, but I will personally do everything 

ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÓ ÍÅÍÏÒÁÂÌÅ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȟȱ 4ÁÙÌÏÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

ȰMerci,ȱ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅËÅÅÐÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅȢ  

4ÁÙÌÏÒ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ,ÅÏ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÂÂÙȢ Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ!ÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×Å ÌÏÏË ÁÌÉËÅȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ËÅÐÔ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ 4ÁÙÌÏÒ (ÏÆÆÍÁÎ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ 

and stopped him in front of a gaudy, mirrored wall near the entrance. Leo quickly shook off 

ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÂÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ  

Ȱ#ÈÅÃË ÉÔ ÏÕÔȟȱ 4ÁÙÌÏÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÓÃÒÕÆÆÙ ÂÅÁÒÄȢ Ȱ%ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÉÔ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÃÅȢȱ  

Leo looked at himself and at Taylor. Did they look alike? Who knows what anyone looks 

like to others? Where does your own eye go when you look in a mirror? First to your flawsɂ

the unbalanced nose, those too-large ears, your pointy chinɂÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÓ bad as you 

thought? Or do you look at your strengthsɂyour blue eyes, your full lipsɂnone of which, 

flaws or strengths, are even noticeable to others? No one gives a shit what anyone else looks 

like. If people remembered that, their lives would be a lot easier.  

Still, Leo had to admit there was a resemblance between Taylor Hoffman and himself. 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ×Å ÄÏ ÌÏÏË Á ÂÉÔ ÁÌÉËÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ Á×ÁÙȢ  

4ÁÙÌÏÒ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ  

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ ,ÅÏ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒ ÈÅÌÄ ÏÐÅÎ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÂÙ Á ÔÁÌÌ "ÌÁÃË ÍÁÎ 

in a uniform like one you might see in a community theater production of The Pirates of 

Penzance. The doorman nodded a silent goodbye to Leo who headed to the road that would 

ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ ÃÅÎÔÒÁÌ ÔÏ×ÎȢ  
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The shoes and cuffs of the two men sitting over Leo in the van were all that he could see of 

ÔÈÅÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÁÎÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÄÁÒË ÇÒÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÆÏÒÃÅ ×ÏÒÅȢ ,ÅÏ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅÄ 

their shoes, too, as the imperfect rejects of an expensive running shoe donated with much 

fanfare by the manufacturer and the NBA star whose name was printed on their heel. They 

were brought here by an NGO three years after a hurricane called Heidi devastated the 

ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ ÅÁÓÔÅÒÎ ÓÈÏÒÅȟ ËÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄÓ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ Heidi? What idiot names these storms 

anyway?  

When the hurricane struck the island, Leo had been working for a year on a Chickasaw 

ÒÅÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ /ËÌÁÈÏÍÁȢ !Ô Á ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔÓȭ ÄÉÅÔÓȟ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓÅÄ 

food had probably killed more Native Americans than any white man ever had or will. Given 

that one of the primary sponsors of the clinic was a multinational conglomerate whose most 

famous product was an iconic cookie made by elves, it was suggested Leo find another job. 

That same day he saw a notice on the chapel wall looking for volunteers to help hurricane 

ÖÉÃÔÉÍÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȢ (Å ÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÕÐȟ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅ Á ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ 

people.  

But less than a week after getting there, he lost his enthusiasm and not because of the 

×ÏÒË ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅÄȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÒÄ ×ÏÒË ÁÎÄ ÓÈÉÔÔÙ ÑÕÁÒÔÅÒÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ ÉÎÄÉÇÅÎÏÕÓ ÁÉÄ 

workers, recipients of the donations Leo arrived with, welcomed him. They saw in Leo a 

toughness that the other Americans, mostly high school kids looking for an experience to put 

ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅ ÁÐÐÌÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅȢ 3Ï ,ÅÏ ÄÉÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ 

ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄȭÓ ÌÏÃÁÌ ÌÅÁÄÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÓ ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ cruel. Canned food and clothing 

were readily accepted, but nearly all of the donated money disappeared. The politicians 

spent it on their whores who spent it on clothes they had nowhere to wear.  

Leo stayed on the island, taking odd jobs, but mostly working as a guide to the tourists 

who came to the resorts like La Cachette. He volunteered three afternoons a week teaching 

reading in a local school. The kids liked him and the teachers, Carmelite nuns, were grateful 

for any time Leo could rescue them from the classroom.  



!ÎÄ ÎÏ×ȟ ÁÓ Á ÆÉÎÁÌ ÍÏÃËÅÒÙ ÏÆ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÉÎÔÅÎÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ Ô×Ï ÍÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎ ×ÈÏȭÄ 

ÂÅÅÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍ ×ÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÉÍÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÓÈÏÅÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍ 

in the first place.  

The two cops spoke in a deeply accented patois that Leo had trouble following. His head 

×ÏÕÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÃÏÐȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ Á ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÉÎ Á ÃÌÁÓÓ 

Leo taught, questioned why they had to kill him. Because their boss told them to, the other 

one answered. But the younger cop protested; the American had done nothing wrong. The 

older cop told his partner to shut up and again quoted their boss, a local police chief, who 

warned them more about tying up loose ends than about breaking the law.  

4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ,ÅÏ ×ÁÓȡ Á ÌÏÏÓÅ ÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÉÅÄ ÕÐȢ "ÕÔ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

young cop about his daughter and remind him why he came here in the first place. He could 

restate his good intentions, beg for their sympathy and promise both cops that ÈÅȭÄ ÓÁÙ 

ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎȢ (ÅȭÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ 

Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÁËÅÎ ÁÎÙ ÃÁÓÈ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 

pockets and finally Leo decided it was better that the policemen, distracted like all 

subordinates by smoking and endless complaining, thought he was still unconscious while 

he planned what to do next.  

The van went over a huge bump in the road, causing Leo to fly and linger momentarily 

in the air like the coyote in a roadrunner cartoon. The young policeman fell off his perch and 

swore. His partner laughed at him.  
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4×Ï ÄÁÙÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ,ÅÏ ÍÅÔ 4ÁÙÌÏÒ (ÏÆÆÍÁÎ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅËÅÅÐÅÒȭÓ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȟ $ÒȢ *ÁÎÉÃÅ 

Heller, a forty-three-year-old psychiatrist from Santa Barbara, arrived at La Cachette. Her 

ÐÌÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ÁÎ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÍÅÎÔ ÂÁÎËÅÒȟ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ arrested for 

something that involved a student at the public high school where Janice volunteered as a 

counselor.  

Her first evening there, as she drank a Mai Tai at the poolside bar wondering if coming 

to Martinique was a good idea, a young man took the seat next to her.  



The man, not much more than a boy really, introduced himself to her as Leo Malone and, 

ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× 

her and her husband around. Janice shook her head. She was here alone. Leo expressed 

surprise at that news.  

4ÈÅ ÂÁÒÔÅÎÄÅÒȟ Á ÌÏÃÁÌȟ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ,ÅÏ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ,Á #ÁÃÈÅÔÔÅȭÓ 

guests around the island for several years and that he spoke the language and knew the 

ÉÓÌÁÎÄÓ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÄÉÄȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ man the best, 

ÍÁÄÁÍȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÔÅÎÄÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÓÏȢȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏËȩȱ *ÁÎÅÔ ÁÓËÅÄ ,ÅÏ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ Á ÄÏÇ-ÅÁÒÅÄ ÃÏÐÙ ÏÆ 3Ȣ%Ȣ (ÉÎÔÏÎȭÓ 

The Outsiders, a book she sometimes gave her younger patients to read.  

(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÏÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȢ !ÌÌ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÁÓȟ Ȱ3ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ 

ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÅ 3Ȣ%Ȣ ÓÔÁÎÄÓ ÆÏÒ 3ÕÓÁÎ %ÌÏÉÓÅȢȱ  

*ÁÎÉÃÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ Á ÇÉÒÌ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ %ÌÏÉÓÅ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅ Á ÂÏÏË ÌÉËÅ 

ÔÈÁÔȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÔ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ  

,ÅÏ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ /ËÌÁÈÏÍÁȢȱ  

4ÈÉÓ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÁÔȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÉÇÏÌÏ-good-looking, but he 

×ÁÓ ÆÉÔ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÍÕÓÃÕÌÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÌÉËÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÍÅÎ ×ÈÏ ÐÒÅÙ ÏÎ ×ÏÍÅÎȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÁË 

ÍÕÃÈȢ 7ÏÒÄÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÈÉÓ ×ÅÁÐÏÎȟ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÄ Á ×ÅÁÐÏÎȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÁÕÇÈ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÁÎÄ his 

ÓÍÉÌÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒÃÅÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á×Ë×ÁÒÄȟ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÎÔȢ !Ó ÔÈÅÙ ÓÐÏËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ (ÉÎÔÏÎȭÓ 

book and the characters in it, he displayed a weary suspicion more normal in a man two or 

ÔÈÒÅÅ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÁÇÅȢ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÏÒÔȭÓ ÇÕÅÓÔÓȟ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÅÓÐÅcially, chose him as a 

guide for that reason, out of sympathy more than intrigue.  

No doubt Leo was smart, even literate, and she agreed to let him take her the next 

evening to one of the smaller islands where the migratory sea turtles laid their eggs after 

ÄÁÒËȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÌÁÔÅÒ ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÈÉÒÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÓÙÃÈÉÁÔÒÉÓÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ×Ás intrigued. 

Or was it because she was alone for the first time in twenty years and wanted to do 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÅ×ȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ  

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏÏË ,ÅÏȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȟ ȰÔÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÅØȢȱ  

,ÅÏ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÉÎÓÕÌÔÅÄ ÂÙ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÄÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ *ÁÎÉÃÅ 

ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÚÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÁÍÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÎËÓ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÄȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÄÅÁ ÏÆ ÓÅØ ×ÁÓ 



ÐÕÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÓÏ ÅÁÓÉÌÙȢ 3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÁÄÍÉÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

young man had agreed to her request so quickly.  

 

Leo preferred it that way. Most of the women he escorted were excited by the possibility 

of sex, not sex itself. For them it was like being strapped into an amusement park ride, one 

ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÆÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÆÆȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÁÌÌ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔȢ 3ÔÉÌÌȟ 

you scream. And people like to scream.  

Some of the women he got paid to escort thought Leo was gay. He said nothing to correct 

ÔÈÅÍȢ (ÅȭÄ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÖÅÓȟ ÔÏÏȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÁÎ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ !Î ÏÌÄÅÒ 

gentleman on his own once offered to hire him, but Leo turned him down. The man 

underÓÔÏÏÄȢ 'ÒÏÕÐÓ ÏÆ ×ÏÍÅÎ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÍÅ ÄÏ×Î ÆÏÒ ȰÇÉÒÌÓȭ ×ÅÅËÅÎÄÓȱ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÔ 

employers. They teased one another about seducing the young man, but never did. Or even 

tried. 

4ÈÅ ÒÅÓÏÒÔȭÓ ÒÏÏÍÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÌÁÒÇÅ ÓÕÉÔÅÓ ÁÎÄ ,ÅÏ ÃÈÁÒÇÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÌÅÓÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÉÄÅ 

services if they let him sleep on the pull-out sofa in their living rooms. Eventually many let 

him sleep in their suites for free. It played into their maternal instincts and they were happy 

to think they were taking care of the distant, but polite, young man  

But that first night Janice Heller agreed to hire him, Leo walked back to his apartment in 

the village.  

 

The next evening Janice met Leo at the dock and he paddled her in a kayak to one of the 

smaller islands where the migratory turtles laid their eggs. On the way there, they talked 

ÍÏÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÂÏÏËÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ÌÉËÅÄ &ÌÁÎÎÅÒÙ /ȭ#ÏÎÎÏÒȢ  

Ȱ! ÓÉÃËÌÙȟ #ÁÔÈÏÌÉÃ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÅÐ ÓÏÕÔÈȟȱ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅÒȢȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅÒÓȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

,ÅÏ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȱ3ÏÍÅȢȱ 

,ÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÈÁÔ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÒȟ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙȟ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ 

ÄÉÁÇÎÏÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÁÔ Á ÈÁÌÆ×ÁÙ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÉÎ ,ÏÓ !ÎÇÅÌÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÊÕÖÅÎÉÌÅ ÄÅÆÅÎÄÁÎÔÓȢ .Ï 

ÏÎÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ȰÄÅÌÉÎÑÕÅÎÔÓȱ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÌÉËÅ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÃÏÕnseled, 

,ÅÏ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔÅÄ ÓÙÍÐÔÏÍÓ ÏÆ ȰÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÄÅÔÁÃÈÍÅÎÔȱ ÏÒ ȰÄÅÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÉÚÁÔÉÏÎ ÄÉÓÏÒÄÅÒȱȟ Á ÌÁÃË 

of trust inɂand in some cases a pathological fear ofɂemotional contact with others. Leo 



ËÅÐÔ ÈÉÓ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÆÒÏÍ *ÁÎÉÃÅȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÄÉÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȟ ,ÅÏȭÓ 

answers were polite, but brief and without detail. He looked at her the way a dog might, 

reading her face and body for clues more than listening to, or trusting, anything she said.  

On the small island, they watched the huge, leathery sea turtles bury their eggs in the 

sand and slowly waddle back to the water. Janice enjoyed it. Leo always liked seeing this, too. 

When they returned to the resort she asked Leo to have a drink with her in her room. The 

×ÁÙ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÃÏÍÅ-on.  

In her suite, Leo asked Janice about her thirteen-year-ÏÌÄ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ 

several times. She showed him a photo of her.  

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȟȱ ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȟ ÎÏÔ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙȢ  

Ȱ/Èȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȟȱ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ-

five years of her life lording it over everyone else for something she had nothing to do with 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅÌÙ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÇ ÏÎÔÏ ÉÔȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ Óhe said something few 

ÈÁÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȟ ,ÅÏȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

Leo grinned warily. 

Ȱ0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟ ÄÏ ÔÈÅÙȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Leo shook his head. 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏȟ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ,ÅÏ ÈÁÄ Á ÌÏÏË ÔÈÁÔ ËÅÐÔ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÔ Á ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȟ Á ÌÏÏË ÈÅȭÄ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÆÁÒ 

back as he could remember. The few times he told people anything about his life it was 

because he was obliged toɂthings like job interviewsɂbut even then he made up most of 

×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÍÉÍÉÃËÅÄ ÈÏ× ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÍÏÖÉÅÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÁÄ ÔÁÌËÅÄȢ 

(Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÈÅÁÒ Á ÆÉÌÍȭÓ ÓÃÏÒÅ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÉÍȢ  

"ÕÔ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÌÉËÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ×ÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÅÓÔÓ ÁÔ ,Á #ÁÃÈÅÔÔÅ ÐÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ 

ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÏ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÁÓË ,ÅÏ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ 

ÈÅȭÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ Á ÓÔÏÒÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÔÏ ÏÆ Á ÆÉÓÈ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÃÁÕÇÈÔȢ (Å ×ÁÓȟ 

after all, a part of their holiday. So to amuse these people he told them lies ranging from one 

about his parents having been rodeo clowns to another about being raised in a California 

religious cult. He got the details from booËÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 

ÌÉÅÓ ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÒÇÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÔÉÐÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȢ 4Ï ÔÈÅ ÇÕÅÓÔÓȟ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÁÓ ÆÏÒÅÉÇÎ 

money, useful for 



Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÏÒÔÈÌÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÉÎÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÓÔÉÃË ÕÎÕÓÅÄ ÉÎ Á 

dresser drawer. 

*ÁÎÉÃÅ (ÅÌÌÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐȢ Ȱ) ÄÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟȱ ÓÈÅ 

said. 

This surprised Leo. The woman was a psychiatrist. Was this how she got her young 

patients to open up to her? Play a game of truth or dare with them? Why would she even 

have to? No one vomits themselves so willingly into a room like a teenager does.  

Normally, Leo would have done what he always did and lied to her. So why on this night 

did he break his own rule and tell her the truth? Maybe shrinks like her had a secret trick for 

getting people to open up like the mentalist at a carnival does. The alcoÈÏÌ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÁÄ 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÕÒÔȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÒÔÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÓÔȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ 

a larger tip.  

Whatever his reason, Leo told Janice Heller the truth about his parents being killed in a 

ÇÁÓ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÒÏÂÂÅÒÙ ÉÎ /ËÌÁÈÏÍÁ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢ (ÅȭÄ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÄÉÅȢ  

*ÁÎÉÃÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅȢ Ȱ-Ù 'ÏÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÐÓÙÃÈÏÌÏÇÉÃÁÌȢ )ÔȭÓ 

neurological. People will try to convince you that you can talk your way out of that. But 

ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÐÒÉÎÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÒÁÉÎȢȱ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÐÕÔ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÄÒÉÎËȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ 

ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÎËȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ  

Anyone else might have been offended and told her nothing more about themselves, but 

*ÁÎÉÃÅȭÓ ÂÌÕÎÔ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÆ ÁÎÙ ÃÁÓÅ×ÏÒËÅÒ ,ÅÏ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÔÏ 

speak to. Instead of being put off by her reaction, Leo liked it. It meant she wasÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 

ÅÍÐÁÔÈÉÚÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÓÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÄ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ 

ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ 3Ï ,ÅÏ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ  

"ÕÔ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÍÉÌÅȟ ÈÅÒ ÕÎÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÌÁÕÇÈ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ×ÁÒÍ 

breath on his neck. A local beauty queen, Carlotta Jane Diminski was as gorgeous as her 

ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ "ÏÂÂÙ ,ÉÃËÌÉÇÈÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÎÄÓÏÍÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÎÉÎÅÔÅÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ËÉÌÌÅÄ. 

Bobby was twenty-one.  

(Å ÔÏÌÄ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÈÏ×ȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÅÁÔÈÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÁËÅÎ ÉÎ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ )ÒÉÓȟ 

ÈÅÒ ÁÂÕÓÉÖÅ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ *ÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÉÎ /ËÌÁÈÏÍÁȢ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÃÏÕÓÉÎÓ ÈÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ 

being there and they showed it in the cruelest ways they could.  



Iris had never liked the more beautiful Carly and she hated the publicity that followed 

the three-year-ÏÌÄ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÏÒ ÏÆ Á ÎÏÔÏÒÉÏÕÓ ÃÒÉÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÁÙ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ 

Leo in? She was a Christian and the boy was family. One afternoon, Iris wÁÔÃÈÅÄ Á ÖÉÄÅÏ ÓÈÅȭÄ 

ÆÏÕÎÄȢ ,ÅÏ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄȟ ÔÏÏȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÆ ,ÅÏ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÏÙ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ 

Á ÒÅÄ ÃÏ×ÂÏÙ ÈÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÉÎÎÉÎÇ ×ÉÄÅÌÙȢ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÎÁÔÃÈÅÓ ÈÉÍ ÏÆÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ 

back, plops the cowboy hat on her own head and peppers Leo with kisses while singing The 

$ÏÏÒÓȭ Light My Fire.  

)ÒÉÓ ÍÕÍÂÌÅÄȟ Ȱ"ÉÔÃÈȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÄÅÏ ÏÆÆ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÉÔ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ ,ÅÏ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁ× ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ ! 

Cotton Bowl game that the Sooners lost was taped over it. Leo lived there for two more years 

until Jack was arrested for selling meth the same week Iris gave birth to her second set of 

twins.  

Both those events sent five-year-old Leo into the Oklahoma foster system that included 

six more families before he was sixteen. Most of those families only took him for the monthly 

check they got from the state. Those were the best. The ones who wanted to save him with 

their love were the worst. They hoped Leo, like a rescued shelter puppy, would make up 

forɂor at least distract them fromɂtheir own shitty lives.  

Ȱ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÏÒ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÔ ÌÉËÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ËÉÄÓ ×ÈÏ ÇÏÔ ÓÈÕÆÆÌÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÙÓÔÅÍȟȱ ,ÅÏ 

ÔÏÌÄ *ÁÎÉÃÅȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ (ÅȭÄ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÒÔÅÓÔ ÃÈÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ 

ÔÏ ÒÏÃË ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÔȢ "Å ÑÕÉÅÔȢ 3ÈÕÔ ÕÐȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÕÃËÙȟ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÙÏÕȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ 

see you. Most of his foster siblings, desperate for attention, broke every rule they could. But 

×ÈÙ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÃÉÔÙ ÈÁÌÌȩ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÉÎȢ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÁÆÅȢ ! ÈÕÎÔÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÔÈÅ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÁÎÉÍÁÌȭÓ ÓÑÕÅÁÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÔÔÒÁct the predator. 

Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÙȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÈÏÍÅÓȩȱ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

His caseworkers asked themselves the same thing. If only all their kids could keep out of 

trouble like this boy did. The words they used among themselves to describe Leo were 

ȰÓÏÌÉÔÁÒÙȱ ÁÎÄ ȰÄÁÒËȱȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÍȟ ÔÈÅÙ called him 

ȰÉÎÄÅÐÅÎÄÅÎÔȱȢ  

The families Leo was placed with saw him differently. Far from placating them with his 

silence, Leo confused them. Anger these people knew. Rage they were comfortable with. 

Silence not so much. And when a child like Leo refused the love of an eager Evangelical 



ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒÓÅȢ )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÕÌÔȢ #ÈÒÉÓÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÂÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ 

wrong with the child. Consider how his parents died.  

So his foster parents, their own children and the other foster kids imagined the crimes 

this boy with his dark history was hatching in his silent stare. They told the caseworkers how 

much the surprisingly pretty boy frightened them. But Leo scored a zero on the PCLR test for 

psychopathy, lower than most of his foster parents or their own children would have scored. 

There was nothing wrong with the boy. He simply had nothing to say. And as if proving that 

was still part of his makeup, Leo stopped speaking. HÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏÌÄ *ÁÎÉÃÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ 

ÔÉÒÅÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

*ÁÎÉÃÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȢ !ÌÌ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÁÓȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ,ÅÏȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÁÓÙ ÆÏÒ 

ÙÏÕȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÒ ÈÕÇ ÈÉÍ ÌÉËÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 

ÒÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ  

Because she was leaving La Cachette early the next morning and knew that Leo would 

Ó×ÉÍ ÁÔ ÄÁ×Îȟ ÓÈÅ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÌÌÏÕÔ ÓÏÆÁ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÕÉÔÅȭÓ ÍÁÉÎ ÒÏÏÍ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÏÎȢ (Å 

thanked her for her generosity.  

*ÁÎÉÃÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ,ÅÏ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ 

her lock it. 

__________________________________________________________ 
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A warm, insightful story of a woman on vacation who discovers unexpected love, personal truth, 

and the courage to face change. 
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!ǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ bƻǘŜ 

 

Many years ago, I was driving back to Los Angeles from the Grand Canyon and stopped for a break in 
Kingman, Arizona. My passenger side window was down, and after I parked the car and opened the 
ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÄÏÏÒȟ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÐÓ ÆÌÅ× ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ crazed birds. Some years later, I thought 
this moment would be a great beginning of a story. Granted, when it happened to me it was before 
the internet, so losing your directions was way scarier. But still, it was a good image to get a tale 
rolling.  

I first wrote Shelbyôs Vacation as a feature-length screenplay, using California for the locations instead 
of Arizona. And then I let it sit for a number of years, unsure of how to get a lesbian film out into the 
world back then.  

I went on a camping trip with a bunch of lesbians several years later up to Rock Creek Lake in the 
Sierra Nevada Mountains (or as you will soon learn, just call it the Sierra Nevada). I fell in love with 
ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ Ìocation to film Shelbyôs Vacation!ȱ  

) ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÉÐÔ ÏÕÔȟ ÄÉÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅ×ÒÉÔÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÉÔ ÉÎÔÏ #ÈÉÃÁÇÏȭÓ 0ÒÉÄÅ &ÉÌÍÓ ÁÎÄ 0ÌÁÙÓ ÃÏÍÐÅÔÉÔÉÏÎȢ 
Lo and behold, I made the semi-finals. Even better, the script was hand-ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÎÔÅÓÔȭÓ ÅØÅÃ 
director for a staged reading at a gay pride event in Randolph, Vermont, in the summer of 2011. I flew 
to Vermont and had such a wonderful experience, I decided to really give things a go to get Shelbyôs 



Vacation ÍÁÄÅ ÁÓ Á ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅ ÆÉÌÍȢ ) ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ Á ÆÉÌÍȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÐÌÁÎȟ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÃÏÕÒÔ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ 
ÐÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÔÁÌÅÎÔÅÄ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒ ÁÔÔÁÃÈÅÄ ɉ6ÉÃËÉÅ 3ÁÍÐÓÏÎɊȟ ×Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
get the film financed.  

I came up with Plan B. I told Vickie we could shoot a short version of Shelbyôs Vacation-and then I 
would write the whole thing as a novel so I could tell the complete story of the characters.  

Vickie and I were very successful in raising the money from friends and loved ones to make our 40-
minute film in 2016. We had a great cast and crew and are very proud of how the movie turned out.  

We premiered in 2017, were featured in over a dozen film festivals, and won some awards to boot.  

4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÓÔÅÐ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÖÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÌÉÓÈ ÉÔȢ !ÎÄȟ ÈÅÙȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÂÕÄÇÅÔÓȟ 
locations, forest fires, or actors dropping out.  

So here we are. And a couple of final notes: While some of the places in this novel are real-the 
California towns of Bishop and Lone Pine, the hike up to Kearsarge Pass to name a few-the characters 
and where they work and live-Pacific University, Sierra Glen Cabins and Little Pine-are fictional.  

And please do not try hiking in the Sierra Nevada without proper training and equipment.  

Enjoy the journey!  

Part One 



 
 

 

Red Rock Canyon 



 

Chapter One 

Marion, Mojave & Mini-Coop 

 
3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÒÅÃËÌÅÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÃËȢ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ 

stood this close to Marion before. Marion was a brunette, not a redhead, so freckles 

×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ a given. This was bonus material.  

3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÏÆ -ÁÒÉÏÎȭÓ ÂÒÁ ÓÔÒÁÐȢ &ÕÃÈÓÉÁȢ  

3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÏÓÓ -ÁÒÉÏÎ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÓÉÄÅ ÂÙ ÓÉÄÅ ÉÎ -ÁÒÉÏÎȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÁÔ ,Ȣ!ȢȭÓ 

0ÁÃÉÆÉÃ 5ÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙȟ ÂÅÎÔ ÏÖÅÒ -ÁÒÉÏÎȭÓ ÇÌÁÓÓ-covered wooden conference table in early 

June. They were laying out the seating chart for the Summer Splash Alumni Dinner.  

Even though Marion was only twenty-ÓÅÖÅÎȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ !ÌÕÍÎÉ 

Relations like a seasoned pro four months before and had injected rocket fuel into a 

sluggish department. Shelby was thrilled (in more ways than one...) to be working for 

someone so dynamic, someone who could pull off wearing leopard print pants while 

ÂÒÅÅÚÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÓÔÁÆÆ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ ȰÓËÙ-ÈÉÇÈȱ ÈÉÇÈ ÈÅÅÌÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÃÅ ÏÆ Á ÒÕÎ×ÁÙ 

model.  

)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÔÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒȢ 

In fact, being around Marion made her feel ten years younger. She could also feel a tingle 

ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÇÉÏÎÓ ÁÓ -ÁÒÉÏÎȭÓ ÁÒÍ ÂÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÈÅÒÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ Á 0ÏÓÔ-it.  

ñAm I standing too close?ò Marion asked, her voice seductively low.  

ñNo, I like you close,ò Shelby coyly responded.  

ñWant me closer?ò 

ñThat could work.ò 

Marion unzipped Shelbyôs gray dress slacks andð  

Ȱ)Æ ×Å ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ -ÅÌÖÉÌÌÅÓ ÈÅÒÅȢȢȢ×Å ÃÁÎ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ 7ÉÌÓÏÎÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ -ÁÒÉÏÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÉÎÇ 

the neon yellow Post-it squares with names of Alumni donors on them.  



3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÂÙ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ"ÁÄ ÍÏÖÅȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÆÅÕÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

She deftly plucked the Post-its and made a series of quick chess moves to keep the 

Melvilles, the Wilsons and a few other donor diners at a civil distance from one another.  

Ȱ3ÈÅÌÂÙȦ ,ÉÆÅ 3ÁÖÅÒȦȱ -ÁÒÉÏÎ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ 3ÈÅÌÂÙȭÓ ÁÒÍȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÇÉÇÇÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȢ  

 

Ȱ-ÁȭÁÍȩ ȭ3ÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȩ -!ȭ!-ȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÓÅ ,ÉÆÅ 3ÁÖÅÒÓȩȱ  

!ÎÄ ÎÏ× 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÉÎÇ Á ÒÁÉÎÂÏ× 

package of Life Savers at the AM/PM mini-mart gas station in Mojave, California. The 

ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÄ ÃÌÅÒË ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÕÐ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÃË ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ 3ÈÅÌÂÙȭÓ 

response.  

Ȱ5Èȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏȢ *ÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÓȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢȱ  

The clerk handed Shelby her change and Shelby angled for the door, leaving behind 

the Life Savers and her thoughts about Marion.  

The wind buffeted Shelby as she made her way back to her black Honda Fit. She 

remembered the winds of Mojave from her childhood vacations. Her dad would announce, 

Ȱ"ÁÔÔÅÎ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÈÁÔÃÈÅÓȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÏÐÐÉÎȭ ÉÎ -ÏÊÁÖÅȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÄÅÓÅÒÔ ÔÏ×Î ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÂÅÓÔ 

place to get gas before heading up Highway 395 and on into the Sierra Nevada Mountains, 

ÁÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÏÖÅÒÐÒÉÃÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÁÍÎ ÆÏÏÔÈÉÌÌ ÔÏ×ÎÓȟȱ ÈÅȭÄ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÓÅÅ ÕÓ ÔÏÕÒÉÓÔÓ ÃÏÍÉÎȭ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÊÁÃË ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÃÅÓȦȱ  

About a half hour north of Mojave on the current road trip to escape Los Angeles in 

late July, Shelby looked out the car window to her left and saw the formations of Red Rock 

Canyon State Park. When she was eleven and her sister Roxanne was fifteen, they had 

ÃÁÍÐÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÈÁÄ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÌÉËÅ Ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÕÌÔÁÎȭÓ 

4ÕÒÂÁÎȱ ÁÎÄ Ȱ#ÁÍÅÌȭÓ (ÅÁÄȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÁÎÄ 2ÏØÁÎÎÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÆÉÅÌÄ ÄÁÙ ÎÁÍÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȡ 

Ȱ$ÏÇ 0ÏÏÐ 0ÉÌÅȟȱ Ȱ4ÉÌÔÅÄ #ÕÐÃÁËÅȟȱ Ȱ$ÒÁÇÏÎ &ÁÎÇÓȟȱ Ȱ0ÏÉÎÔÙ "ÏÏÂÓȢȱ  

Shelby glanced in her rearview mirror for one final glimpse of the burnt umber and 

cream-colored formations and then noted the time on her dashboard clock, 10 a.m. She 

looked quickly at her typed itinerary on the passenger seat: Official Snack Time. She 

carefully moved aside her map and trip notes, opened an air-tight Tupperware container, 



ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ Á ÃÈÅÅÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÁÃËÅÒ ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÍÁÄÅ ÆÒÅÓÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇɂbuffalo 

mozzarella on Triscuits.  

And just when she had a hefty cracker snack in her mouth...a royal blue Mini-Cooper 

convertible appeared suddenly in the passing lane. Shelby glanced over: a blonde, mid-

ÔÈÉÒÔÉÅÓȟ ÈÁÉÒ ÂÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÃÒÁÚÙȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÒÏÃË ȭÎȭ ÒÏÌÌ ÃÒÁÎËÅÄ ÕÐ ÓÏ ÌÏÕÄ ÔÈÁÔ 3ÈÅÌÂy could 

hear it inside her own car.  

I wish my hair was that shade of blonde, Shelby mused. Iôve been cursed with, whatôs the 

phrase, dishwater blonde? Who comes up with shit phrases like that? I wish my hair had curvy, 

wavy natural body like Marionôs.  

Shelby quickly chewed the snack and contemplated if she should make eye contact 

with Miss Mini-Coop. Wave? Smile? What the hell, Iôm on vacation, Shelby thought. She 

nodded at the blonde.  

The blonde nodded back. And smiled.  

Yeah, a vacation. Time for a new start.  

 

Ȱ)ÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÒ ÔÏ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒȩȱ -ÁÒÉÏÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ 

finalized their list of dinner attendees at the wooden table in her office.  

Ȱ/È ÇÏÓÈȟ -ÁÒÉÏÎȢȢȢȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÉÎÃÅ ) ÇÒÁÄÕÁÔÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÉÔȦ 4ÏÎÉÇÈÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ 3ÁÎÔÁ -ÏÎÉÃÁ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔɂȱ 

Ȱɂ,ÏÔÕÓ &ÌÏ×ÅÒȟȱ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÉÍÕÌÔÁÎÅÏÕÓÌÙ ÉÎ ÌÏ× ÓÅØÙ  

voices, followed by giggles. 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÓÉÚÚÌÉÎÇ ÒÉÃÅȢȢȢȱ -ÁÒÉÏÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÔ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÐÏÉÎÔ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÄÉÄ Á ȰÓÉÚÚÌÅȱ ÓÏÕÎÄ 

effect, which resulted in more giggles. They had this whole routine down.  

ȰȢȢȢ7ÉÔÈ Á ÔÏÕÃÈ ÏÆ ÓÁÆÆÒÏÎȟȱ -ÁÒÉÏÎ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ Ȱ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÕÔÕÒÅȢ /ÕÒ 

ÆÕÔÕÒÅȢȱ  

Ȱ/ÕÒȩȱ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÁÓËÅÄȢ )Ô ÔÏÏË ÅÖÅÒÙ ÏÕÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÅÎÖÉÓÉÏÎ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ ÐÉÃËÅÔ 

fence, the house behind it, and a U-Haul-It truck in the driveway. Okay, she did envision 

all of that.  



Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒȢȱ  

Ȱ$ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒȢ ) ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȟȱ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÁÉÄȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÐȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ 

been doing the office flirting thing for weeks now.  

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȩȱ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÅÄÕÃÔÉÖÅ ÓÐÉÎȟ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÅÅËÓ 

flushing.  

-ÁÒÉÏÎ ÐÌÁÙÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ Á ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÒÅÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ  

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÍÁËÅ Á ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÒÅÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎȟȱ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÉÎËÉÎÇȢ  

 

I wonder where the blonde is heading, Shelby thought. Wouldnôt it be cool if we were 

both going on the same hiking tour? She looks like a sturdy, capable person, firm jawline, no 

fancy nail polish. Outdoor equipment is stuffed in the back of the Mini-Cooper, and sheôs 

wearing a hiking shirt....  

And then the blonde pulled away, taking the fantasy with her, effortlessly nudging 

the Mini-Coop up to eighty-ÐÌÕÓȢ 3ÈÅÌÂÙ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÏÌȭ (ÏÎÄÁ &ÉÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÇÁÓȟ ÂÕÔ 

the engine started to ping. Oh, the joys of driving an eight-year-old sedan. You know what, 

she thought, BLOW HER AWAY, BLOW THEM ALL AWAY. With that, she pressed the 

window button down to get some fresh air.  

Except the button she pressed was for the passenger side window. She then pressed 

ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÓÉÄÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÄÏ×ÎȢȢȢÁÎÄ ÇÏÔ Á ÈÕÇÅ ÒÕÓÈ ÏÆ ÃÒÏÓÓ×ÉÎÄȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÅÄ 

in every one of her detailed notes, itinerary, map and brochures flying around like crazed 

birds. Finally, the piÅǮce de resistance: a motorcycle caravan of ten roaring Harley 

$ÁÖÉÄÓÏÎÓ :///---%$ ÂÙ ÔÏ 3ÈÅÌÂÙȭÓ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÁÄÄÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÏÏÍÐÈȢ  

The papers all flew out the passenger side window.  

Ȱ3()4Ȣȱ  
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 Genre: Action/Adventure, Spy Thriller 

 

A fast-paced, explosive thriller featuring a retired spy, now a surgeon, who finds his life in 

danger when the organization he once worked for dispatches an assassin to eliminate him. 

Perfect for fans of James Bond and Matt Helm thrillers. 
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            1 

 

LOS ANGELES  

 

A brisk, balmy afternoon. Perfect weather for a ball game. The stadium was mostly filled. Some 

openings in the nosebleed seats, otherwise it was a full house.  

Art Jensen was a fan. He loved the game. A fit, appealing man in his forties, nothing gave him a 

bigger thrill than to watch his home team play like champions. This was not one of those days. The 

ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ (Å ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á Ðresence at the stadium. Something or 

ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÏÎÇȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÃÏÏÌ ÏÕÔ ÙÅÔ ÂÅÁÄÓ ÏÆ Ó×ÅÁÔ ÒÁÎ ÄÏ×Î ÈÉÓ ÔÅÍÐÌÅÓȢ  

4ÁÎÙÁȟ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ×ÉÆÅȟ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÓÔÒÁÃÔÅÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  



(Å ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÒÅÌÕÃÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÁÍÉÓÓȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȩȱ 

he said.  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ χπ ÄÅÇÒÅÅÓ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Ó×ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÕÍÍÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÃÁÔÁÎȢȱ  

Art managed a slight but nervous smile. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÁÍÅȢȱ 

4ÁÎÙÁ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄ ÄÅÍÕÒÅÌÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÁÒȟ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ×ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ 

ÏÎÅȢȱ 

7ÉÔÈ Ó×ÅÁÔ ÃÏÖÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ 

think how lucky he was to have found her. 

They tenderly gave each other a small kiss. 

4ÁÎÙÁ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÐÕÒÓÅȟ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÓÓÕÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ !ÒÔȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÄÁÂ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ 

×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓȢ 3ÔÁÙ ÃÏÏÌȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ !ÒÔ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ×ÉÐÅ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏ×ȟ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢ  

Something was off. Art sensed some anomaly ahead of him, across the way in the section near 

right field. He gazed at the seats with a cold, hard stare, striving to tune out everything else around 

him. Then the sound captured his attention. As loud as anything going on at the stadium. The cocking 

ÏÆ Á ÓÎÉÐÅÒȭÓ ÒÉÆÌÅȢ $ÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏ×Äȟ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÁÓ Á ÂÅÌÌȢ  

The beads of sweat began to roll more profusely, and then...  

The bat smashed the ball like a thunderclap, echoing across the stadium. The sound was 

particularly sharp behind home plate, where Art and Tanya were seated.  

The whole stadium rose to their feet to clap and cheer, including Tanya. The batter scored a 

double streamed right down center field. But Art remained in his seat, the only one behind home 

ÐÌÁÔÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÉÓÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÁÍ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÂÁÓÅȢ  

4ÈÅ ÃÒÏ×Ä ×ÁÓ ÎÏ× ÁÎØÉÏÕÓȢ )Ô ÈÁÄ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÇÁÍÅȢ !Ó ÔÈÅ ÃÈÅÅÒÓ ÇÒÁÄÕÁÌÌÙ 

ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÕÂÓÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÎÓ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÅÁÔÓȢ "ÕÔ !ÒÔȭÓ ÆÏÃÕÓ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÅÌÄȢ  

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ Á ÄÒÉÎËȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 4ÁÎÙÁȢ !ÒÔȟ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÆÉÅÌÄȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄȢ 3Ï ÓÈÅ 

ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄȟ Ȱ!ÒÔȩȱ  

(Å ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ Á ÄÒÉÎËȩȱ 

Ȱ/È ÙÅÁÈȟ ÓÕÒÅȢ 3ÐÒÉÔÅȩȱ 4ÁÎÙÁ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ 

Art flagged down the vendor. Bought a couple of sodas. The vendor was a happy man with a 

sincere smile and pleasant manner. The total was seven bucks. Art handed him a ten spot, saying 

Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢȱ  



He took his seat again, trying his best to focus on the game. After all, his team looked as though 

it actually stood a chance.  

His cell phone buzzed, on vibrate. He reached into the breast pocket of his coat and retrieved it. 

)Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÓÔÙÌÅ ÆÌÉÐ ÐÈÏÎÅȠ !ÒÔ *ÅÎÓÅÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÆÁÎ ÏÆ ÔÅÃÈÎÏÌÏÇÙȢ (Å ÐÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 

simple.  

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

No response. 

)Ó ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 3ÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ 

!ÆÔÅÒ Á ÐÁÕÓÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌ ×ÅÎÔ ÄÅÁÄȢ !ÒÔ ÔÁÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ Ȱ2ÅÃÅÎÔÓȱ ÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ 

curiously. It was an unknown number. 

Then his attention was once again riveted by the unmistakable sound of the cocking of a 

ÓÎÉÐÅÒȭÓ ÒÉÆÌÅȢ 4Ï ÈÉÍȟ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÅÃÈÏ ÆÒÏÍ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÄÉÕÍȟ ÙÅÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ 

hear itɂonly him. 

He looked straight ahead towards center field. Then, as if out of a nightmare, a single shot 

permeated the air. 

Art bolted from his seat. The rest of the spectators in his section remained planted, the ones 

nearest him gazing at him curiously. Tanya grabbed his hand and gave it a tug, signaling for him to 

sit back down.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

4ÁÎÙÁ ×ÁÓ ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ ÔÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ(ÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ  

Art was baffled. How could she not have heard the shot? Maybe he was losing it. Hearing things.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÄÉÄ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÈÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ÃÒÏ×Ä ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÎÕÔÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÅÁÍ ÍÁÙ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÐÕÌÌ ÏÆÆ Á 

ÆÕÃËÉÎȭ ÍÉÒÁÃÌÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÎ ÏÎÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ  

Tanya could always lighten his mood. They smiled to each other. He began to rub his brow.  

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ  

!ÒÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȟ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎȢ Ȱ)ȟ ÕÈȢȢȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ Á ×ÁÌËȢȱ (Å 

rose from his seat.  

As he stepped across his lovely wife, she once again reached for his hand and gave it a tender 

ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅȢ Ȱ(ÅÙȢȢȢȱ  

Art glanced back at her.  

Ȱ,ÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅÉÒÓ ×ÁÓ Á ÔÒÕÌÙ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÂÏÎÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ËÎÅ× ÉÔȢ  



He winked at her and continued toward the aisle. She kept her eyes on him, watching him. She 

loved his strong physique and undeniably masculine presence. Women in the surrounding seats also 

turned to gaze at him as he strode up to the back section of the stadium.  

The home team scored another hit. This one went back deep into left field. A home run. The 

crowd went completely insane. Art Jensen paused on the steps and joined in the applause. As he 

turned to continue to the exit door, a little blonde girl accidentally dropped her large soda. It instantly 

covered the step she and her father were standing on and began trickling down the steps below. It 

ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÓÐÌÁÓÈÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ !ÒÔȭÓ ÓÈÏÅÓ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÏÄÇÅÄ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ 

ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÃÌÕÍÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ !ÒÔȟ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ  

Ȱ.Ï ×ÏÒÒÉÅÓȟȱ !ÒÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȟ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÉÎÇ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÌÁÇÇÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎ ÕÓÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÁÌÅÒÔ 

them to the mess.  

Art weaved his way around several fans, some heading for the bathrooms, others meandering 

towards the concession stands or searching for souvenir vendors. Art suddenly found them 

suffocating. He just wanted to find a quiet spot where he could be alone and clear his head.  

Eventually, he reached the entrance of the stadium. It was much quieter there. He could actually 

hear himself think. He paused for a moment. His pensive mood was not easily broken despite the 

overriding pandemonium at the game.  

He pulled out his phone and stared at it.  

Then he made a call. His determination was undeniable. Art Jensen was looking for closure. The 

phone rang on the other end. Once. Twice. Three times.  

4ÈÅÎ Á ÃÌÉÃË ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ *ÅÎÓÅÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÄÉÓÃÒÅÅÔȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÈÁÖÅ 

Á ÔÁÉÌȢȢȢ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ) ÄÉÄȢȢȢ,ÏÏËȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇȦȦȱ (ÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÓÉÎÇȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 

ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÔÉÒÒÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÃÏÍÍÏtion.  

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȢ ,ÉÓÔÅÎȢȢȢ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÕÓÅÆÕÌ ÔÏ 

ÙÏÕȢȢȢ7ÈÏȩȱ  

A look of deep regret heightened his moody, scornful eyes.  

Ȱ!Ó ÆÁÒ ÁÓ ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÙÅÓ ÈÅ ÉÓȢ &ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÎÏ×ȢȢȢÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÔÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ /ÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄÓ 

ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÙȢ (ÅȭÓ ÍÁÄÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÎÁÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢȢȢ "ÕÔ ÌÏÏËȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ 

ÔÈÉÓȟ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÄ believe me this shit matters!!! You want me to come 

ÉÎȦ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎȦȦȱ  

There was an extended response by the person on the other end of the phone. It seemed to 

bring a great sense of calm and security to Art, as though it were exactly what he wanted to hear. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎȩ &ÉÎÅȢȢȢ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ  



A confident smile spread across his handsome face. Now he felt better. Things were starting to 

look up.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÃÏÕÎÔ ÏÎ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÓ ÓÉÒȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȢȢ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢ "ÙÅȢȱ  

Art ended the call, relieved, feeling like a tremendous weight had been lifted off his shoulders. 

Now he could relax. Breathe easier. Now...he could go back inside and enjoy watching his favorite 

team actually win one.  

Yes, indeed. Things were looking up.  

He walked with more confidence and authority as he moved back towards the section where 

Tanya was waiting. Then the sound rang out like a storm at midnight. Another base hit.  

The crowd again leapt to their feet. It was the bottom of the ninth. Some people were already 

beginning to clear outɂÔÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÁÖÙ ÔÒÁÆÆÉÃ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 

stadiumɂso it was a bit more packed in the back section as Art pushed through the fans beginning 

to clog the exits.  

Among the people exiting was a strange-looking man in his twenties with aviator glasses and a 

grey leather coat, also trying to navigate past the sea of people. But as he did so, he eased closer and 

closer to Art.  

Art was about a half-dozen steps above his rowɂaisle 11ɂwhen the strange-looking man 

stumbled as though bumped from behind and fell against him. It was a rough hit, abrupt and easily 

ÆÅÌÔȟ ÃÏÌÌÉÄÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ !ÒÔȭÓ ÃÈÅÓÔȢ !ÒÔ ÆÌÉÎÃÈÅÄȟ ×ÉÎÄÅÄȢ 3ÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁssed, the man gave a quick, 

apologetic wave and moved on, swiftly disappearing into the departing fans.  

Wincing and clutching his midsection, his eyes beginning to flutter, Art turned to get a better 

look at the man with the glasses and grey coat. No sign of him at all. He was gone. Art continued down 

the aisle towards his seat, but he felt off, increasingly weak. He moved very gingerly down each step, 

grabbing tightly at his waist.  

The man with the aviator glasses reached the exit door. Before pushing it open he retracted a 

curved blade back inside his jacket sleeve. He already knew what Art would very soon discoverɂthe 

ÂÌÏ× ×ÁÓ ÆÁÔÁÌȢ !Ó ÈÅȭÄ ÂÕÍÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ !ÒÔ *ÅÎÓÅÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÈÁÄ ÓÌÉÃed quickly and deeply into his 

femoral artery. And now he was dissolving into the throngs heading for their vehicles in the crowded 

parking lot. Soon he would be gone.  

His mission was complete. He had dispatched the target. 

Art found his way back to his seat and slumped into it. 

4ÁÎÙÁ ×ÁÓ ÂÕÂÂÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÎÔÈÕÓÉÁÓÍȢ Ȱ-ÁÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÒÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄÌÙȟ ÂÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÕÐ 

ÔÏ ÓÐÅÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÈÉÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÖÅ ×ÏÎȢȱ 



(ÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÒÉÖÅÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÍÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÄÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ Ó×ÅÁÔ 

now flowing in rivulets from his temples and brow. But she turned her head when she heard his 

erratic breathing, and saw that he was fighting to keep his eyes oÐÅÎȢ Ȱ!ÒÔȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÉÃËȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩ 

7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ 

! ÆÅ× ÒÏ×Ó ÂÅÈÉÎÄȟ ÁÎ ÏÌÄÅÒ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÉÌÌÅÄ ÓÏÄÁ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÂÅÅÎ 

cleaned up. As the dark, syrupy cola slowly flowed down each step, there was a noticeable red streak 

running through it. She put on her glasses to get a better look.  

Art turned to his wife for what he already knew was the last time and then...  

A base hit! The man on third dashed towards home. It was the winning run the home team 

needed. The game was theirs! The crowd rose to their feet and cheered wildly.  

!ÒÔ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ 4ÁÎÙÁȟ ÈÉÓ ÖÉÓÁÇÅ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÉÎÇÌÙ ÐÁÌÅȢ Ȱ)ȢȢȢȱ  

In that moment, his head slumped forward. Tanya noticed his hand still tightly clutching his 

thigh, and saw the immense pool of bright red forming around his jeans. She pulled his coat away 

from his waist and was aghast and terrified at the sight before her. A small crimson lake had formed, 

increasing as blood pulsated from the femoral artery where the blade had penetrated.  

He was bleeding out. And it was already too late. Art Jensen was dead.  

Tanya screamed. Her tears flowed freely. 

Art was the love of her life, and now he had been ripped away from her.  

The crowd around and behind Art and Tanya Jensen was oblivious to the tragedy which lay 

ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÍȢ 4ÁÎÙÁ ÔÅÎÄÅÒÌÙ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÁÄÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ 

chest.  

It was over. 

As was the game.  

The home team won.  

__________________________________________________________ 
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ñLove is the most important thing 

in the world, but baseball 

is pretty good, too.ò 

ï Yogi Berra 

 

 

Prologue 

The Morning of May 25th, 1945 

 

Spectacular. 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÏÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ 9ÕÕÊÉÎȭÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÁÄÍÉÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÁÍÉÎÇ ÃÒÉÍÓÏÎ-

coral that gleamed brilliance, now slightly above the horizon. Although it ascended and descended 

daily, Yuujin wondered why today of all days he appreciated it the most. It reminded him of the 

vibrancy of a rose with the robustness of a wine. It continued to gradually escalate and a glorious red 



hue dispersed over to the East and onto the land and nearby ocean. It was a moment frozen in time, 

or so he wished.  

9ÕÕÊÉÎ ÁÌÓÏ ÆÅÌÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÔÔÕÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÍÁÒÖÅÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ,ÕÃÈÕ ÐÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ 4ÉÇÅÒȭÓ #ÌÁ×ȟ 

thorny deciduous trees that contained dense clusters of scarlet flowers and black seeds. He 

recollected how his mother used to warn him how the seeds were poisonous. When cooked, however, 

they were quite delicious. His father would often take the raw seeds and feed them to fish to benumb 

them, making them easier to catch.  

Suddenly, a dark brown woodpecker with red-tipped feathers sprinkled with white spots 

soared past him and rose upward. Its head was a paler brown than its body and was topped with a 

dark red crown. Yuujin expected the creature to chirp as it often did but today it let out a raucous 

screech. The bird glided through the air, silhouetted as it positioned itself against the backdrop of the 

rising sun.  

Yuujin turned to look at what he, along with many others, was protecting: Shuri Castle. 

Although the dazzling and elegant dwelling had been neglected in recent years, it was once the palace 

of the Ryukyu Kingdom. Being one who appreciated history, Yuujin recalled from his studies how this 

kingdom once thrived in the golden age of maritime trade.  

The red tiles of the crimson castle that stood atop the hill provided a strategically sound 

ÈÅÁÄÑÕÁÒÔÅÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ )ÍÐÅÒÉÁÌ *ÁÐÁÎÅÓÅ !ÒÍÙȢ 9ÕÕÊÉÎȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÖÅÒÌÙ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÕÂÌÉÃ 

spirit; his true dream was for this war to cease so he could go back to his hobbies and pleasurable 

pastimes.  

Yuujin grabbed the base of his rifle and wrapped both of his hands around its butt. Imagining a 

small sphere with twine-covered cork covered by stitched horsehide, he gently swung the rifle while 

conceiving of the fanciful and extravagant notion of connecting so squarely that the hypothetical ball 

sailed deep into the air, towering so tall that it too became silhouetted in sunrise.  

An outburst echoed in the morning breeze. Yuujin turned towards the discord and for a few 

moments detected nothing. Abruptly, however, a deafening detonation erupted in the not so far off 

distance. Yuujin could see other soldiers stirring about. One came jogging up to him.  

Ȱ7Å ÁÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÓÈÅÌÌÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÂÁÔÔÌÅÓÈÉÐ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÁÓÔȦȱ  

Yuujin gazed at the cardinal symbol of strength; he suspected his kin would wish to fight at 

Shuri to the death, as it would not be in the best traditions of the Japanese Army to withdraw.  

Another blast of artillery fire fulminated, this time a little closer than the last. Yuujin knew this 

was only the beginning of a full-scale bombardment. He also knew that the loss of the remaining 



positions on the east and south of Conical Hill made the defense of Shuri extremely difficult and 

perhaps it even tipped the scales of battle.  

Private Yuujin Miyano grasped his rifle in a more traditional manner and hoped the words of 

his brethren proved true and that the ghosts of his warlike ancestors would enter his heart and guide 

his hands in battle. He wondered if such an inheritance of honor was even possible before beholding 

the sunrise one last time.  

 

Chapter 1 

Clash for the Crest 

Sugar Loaf Hill 

The Morning of May 15th 1945 

 

Private First Class Eugene Durante sat crouched atop the crest of Sugar Loaf Hill. The night before 

had been a horrific ordeal to say the least, as forty-four good men climbed upwards, towards the top 

of the hill, constantly hurling grenades into the nearby caves. Once they reached the top, they could 

hear the grunts of the Japanese as they too flung their explosive hand-weapons. A speedy preemptive 

strike allowed the Americans to, for the moment, remain atop the crest. Their commander had 

warned them if thÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÔÈÅ *ÁÐÁÎÅÓÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ Á×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

morning. Morning had sprung and fifteen soldiers remained.  

Eugene did not sleep a wink as mortars and sniper fire cut into the night, and his compatriots.  

His heart had pounded rapidly before, but what he experienced the night prior was different. 

He never imagined an organ could palpitate so fast for so long without full-scale cardiovascular 

failure. Eugene suspected this was the new normal. For a moment, at some point in the night, his 

heartbeat lowered to a normal rate; it felt as if his heart ceased beating all together. This distress, 

within itself, caused his heart to once again vigorously ramp up. Eugene wondered which was worse.  

About a month ago, Eugene received word that the troops of the 96th Infantry Division and the 

763rd Tank Battalion had captured Conical Hill, an eastern anchor of the island. He was currently on 

the opposite coast and understood the importance of holding his position as these two locations 

exposed the Japanese around Shuri on both sides.  



 

! ÓÍÁÌÌ ÒÏÃË ÃÁÕÇÈÔ %ÕÇÅÎÅȭÓ ÅÙÅȢ (Å ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÉÔ ÕÐȟ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÌÍȢ (Å 

imagined how far he could throw it and with what velocity. Eugene thought up a scenario of utmost 

excitement.  

The bases were loaded. He was on the mound facing the batter, his feet on the rubber. It was a 

full count. He took a step back with his right foot, his right shoulder pointing towards home plate. He 

lifted his front leg, bending at the knee, before tossing the round object to the catcher, his foot making 

an explosive step forward in the process. He released the ball.  

Youôre out!  

He could hear the cheers.  

And then all he heard was silence. Of course he never really threw the pebble. Nor did he wind 

up. He just sat looking at the inanimate object, wondering what sort of sport could be had if this were 

all a very different situation.  

He let the stone slip out of his hands. It clattered back onto the craggy terrain.  

Eugene took a deep breath, in through his nose and out through his mouth. The pit of his 

stomach knew nothing was over. Any second, any minute, or any hour, all hell would break loose once 

more. He surmised it was the waiting that was the worst part.  

4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÒÅÓÏÎÁÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÉÒȟ ÐÉÅÒÃÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÁÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ 

short lived.  

Ȱ#ÏÕÎÔÅÒÁÔÔÁÃËȦȱ 

Eugene had thought too soon. 

Japanese combatants came storming up the hill; grenades began bursting immediately. 

Through the ÉÎÔÅÒÍÉÔÔÅÎÔ ÂÌÁÓÔÓ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÙÅÌÌȟ Ȱ(ÏÌÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȦȱ 

Eugene began shooting down the hillside, somehow surprised at the number of enemy soldiers 

heading towards him.  

The private first class sent a scattering of bullets from his submachine gun into the bodies of 

numerous attackers. Those he hit quickly lost their balance and went tumbling down the hill.  

When his 30-round magazine expired, he grabbed a hand grenade, pulled the pin, and rolled it 

down the ridge. Before it could even blow, he reached for another. With a precision that became 

almost automated, Eugene repeated this seemingly mechanical process relentlessly. 

One by one the pineapple-style weapons staggered down, rotating randomly towards the 

scaling men. Explosion after explosion halted the Japanese for what seemed like a mere moment 

before they were replaced with new men in the same spots.  



Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÇÒÅÎÁÄÉÅÒȦȱ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÙÅÌÌ ÏÕÔȢ  

Eugene could not feign a smile although he would have liked to; a chuckle, even a fictitious one, 

could be invaluable to morale.  

An enemy soldier leaped up, almost making it onto the peak of the hill. Instinctively, Durante 

grabbed a grenade, pulled its pin, and gripped it with his index and middle finger like they were set 

on a line. He placed his thumb directly underneath the grenade as if it rested on smooth leather. He 

clutched the grenade hard and hurled it directly towards the upcoming aggressor. The Americans 

protectively threw their heads down as the explosive weapon struck the soldier directly in his chest, 

which was precisely where Eugene had aimed. His accuracy had not failed him. 

Eugene looked away as the charge did its job. He could feel the aftermath splatter on him, as 

the soldier had been dangerously close.  

(ÉÓ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÓËÉÐÐÅÄ Á ÂÅÁÔȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÅ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÔÔÒÉÂÕÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÙ ÐÕÌÓÅ 

faster so that was the only next logical course.  

The momentary lapse had allowed more of the Japanese to gain ground.  

Durante reached to find another grenade. This time, however, there were none left to be seized.  

He speedily reloaded his weapon as he could hear the yells of nearing danger. Japanese soldiers 

began climbing onto the peak of Sugar Loaf Hill.  

Eugene, having just replaced the .45 ACP cartridge, looked up to see an adversary practically 

on top of him. As his barrel collided with a stomach, he fired immediately. The weight of the now-

deceased body coming down over his weapon knocked Eugene to the ground. His gun inadvertently 

cemented itself within the clutch of the man it had just killed.  

Hordes of the Japanese fighters were uniting atop the hill.  

Eugene stood, foregoing the fastened gun; it would be of no use in close-quarter combat.  

In an instant he could hear the ceasing of all firearms. For that brief period of time, there existed 

a peaceful sound, a millisecond of serenity. It was the flash of calm before what would surely be a 

very bloody storm.  

Eugene grabbed his combat knife as bayonets came jabbing at him. The long knives were fitted 

on the end of the Japanese rifles, making them extremely deadly when close.  

Durante grabbed the wrist of an attacker and pulled him away, avoiding the blade, while 

striking down with his own.  

He turned to see a familiar face, a corporal, who was ramming a number of enemy soldiers, like 

a defensive lineman, all the way to the edge of the hill. With a forceful groan, he knocked a hand-full 

of them straight off; sending them tumbling onto their backs, down the ridge.  



Ȱ3ÔÉÌÌ ÇÏÔ ÉÔȦȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ  

! ÐÕÎÃÈ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȭÓ ÃÅÒÅÍÏÎÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÎÔ ÈÉÍ ÓÔÁÇÇÅÒÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË Á ÆÅ× ÓÔÅÐÓȢ 4ÈÅ 

opponent was in for a rude awakening, however, as the corporal soon sent him flying over the bluff 

too.  

 

Eugene continued to slash as an onslaught of sharp edges came narrowly close to penetrating 

him. He noticed his ground on the hill was inevitably being pushed farther and farther back. Judging 

from the numbers, he knew he would not be standing on the highland for much longer.  

A bayonet jabbed him in the leg. His knee buckled for a moment before he overcame the pain 

ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÏÏÐÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÃËȢ !Ó ÔÈÅ ÕÎÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÍÁÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Îȟ %ÕÇÅÎÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÉÓÌÏÄÇÅ ÈÉÓ 

knife.  

Durante swung his fists valiantly, hitting and kicking everyone he came across. He felt a 

stabbing sensation again, this time in his lower back. He looked to his rear to see a rifle coming 

towards his face. He sidestepped and grabbed it, throwing it out of the hands of the man wielding it. 

The infantryman countered by unsheathing a sword out of a painted wooden scabbard.  

Fierce strikes sent Eugene back even more until he found himself on a precipice. Not knowing 

exactly how to defend himself against the sword-×ÉÅÌÄÉÎÇ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒȟ ÈÅ ÆÒÏÚÅ ÁÔ ÃÌÉÆÆ ȭÓ ÅÄÇÅȢ  

As his foe charged, the corporal that had moments before manhandled those numerous men, 

came surging in and barreled into the Japanese serviceman. Eugene, relieved for just a moment, 

gasped for air.  

4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔȢ ! ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÐÉÓÔÏÌȢ 

An instant later, he felt it. 

Eugene had been shot in his shoulder, the impact forcibly pushing him backwards. There was, 

however, no more ground for him to step on.  

 

Private First Class Eugene Durante violently tumbled down the side of Sugar Loaf Hill. When he 

hit the base, he let out an emphatic cry. Supine, he looked up to see his brothers on the side of the 

slope, retreating back down.  

He tried to move but could only let out a painful shriek. He closed his eyes, convincing himself 

a wound to the shoulder was not terminal. The stabs from the bayonets were not deeply pierced. At 

the moment, he believed he had no life-threatening injuries.  

Eugene mustered up the strength to get up. He stumbled on the attempt but nonetheless stood 

ÈÉÓ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȭÓ ÂÁÓÅȢ  



(Å ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÎÅ ÓÃÒÅÁÍȟ Ȱ3ÔÅÍ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÁÃËȦȱ  

Eugene knew a stand would be made, here, on the Marine lines. He could also see there were 

men pinned down on the side of Sugar Loaf. Instincts took over and he proceeded onwards.  

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇȦȩȱ ÏÎÅ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ  

Ȱ"ÁÃË ÕÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÍÎ ÈÉÌÌȦȱ $ÕÒÁÎÔÅ ÒÅÔÏÒÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒ ×ÈÏ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

Eugene reached for his pistol. As he began to head upwards, he aimed towards the crest and 

fired a series of shots.  

He sprinted up the side of the hill as best he could. Every few steps he stopped to let off a couple 

rounds above him, as if to provide himself cover.  

He continued to trek until a small nearby explosion caused Eugene to halt. He looked up. The 

Japanese were rolling grenades down the slope.  

Eugene continued his ascent, visually dodging the spherical assassins and their outbursts. 

!ÄÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÃÏÐÈÏÎÙȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÇÕÎÆÉÒÅ ÅÒÕÐÔȠ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȭÓ ÂÁÓÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ ÄÏÕÂÔ 

trying to keep the Japanese at bay at the top of the cliff and the enemy was returning fire.  

Durante suddenly felt something against the tip of his boot. It felt different than a rock or a 

stone. He looked down. It was precisely what he feared it to be; it was a grenade.  

%ÕÇÅÎÅ ÆÒÏÚÅ ÕÐ ÌÉËÅ Á ÄÅÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÁÒÍȭÓ ×ÁÙȟ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÔÒÁÎÓÆÉØÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÌÂÏÕÓ ÂÏÍÂȢ 3ÉÍÉÌÁÒ ÔÏ 

the hoofed mammal, he did not know what to do so he simply did nothing.  

Durante knew he could not stand upright forever. He was either going to get picked off with a 

rifle any second or the hazard under his foot would activate. He deduced the only logical course of 

action was to assume the grenade was defective.  

Eugene slowly lifted his foot. The device nudged, signaling that it was going to trickle 

downwards immediately after clearing his leg. He let out a sigh and completely revoked his foot.  

He watched the grenade languidly rotate beyond his foot and down the hill. When it was a good 

fifty feet away from him, it exploded.  

Dozens of small metal fragments launched in every direction.  

! ÒÁÚÏÒ ÓÈÁÒÐ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÓÈÒÁÐÎÅÌ ÇÒÁÚÅÄ %ÕÇÅÎÅȭÓ ÌÅÇȢ (ÉÓ ÆÏÏÔÉÎÇ ÐÒÏÍÐÔÌÙ ÇÁÖÅ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 

private first class went down hard, his head striking down upon a large rounded worn boulder.  

His body convulsed to its side and then, somehow, he found himself on his back once again.  

,ÏÏËÉÎÇ ÕÐȟ %ÕÇÅÎÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÏÆ ×ÁÒȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÍÏÖÅȢ (Å ÎÏÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 

the sky was particularly blue that morning. Soon, however, the beautiful blues turned into deep 

purples before being overtaken entirely by complete and utter blackness.  

 



Private First Class Eugene Durante awoke as his eyes gently opened. His first sight was not 

unlike his last. Darkness surrounded him. He could, however, make out white specks amongst the 

obscurity. After a few seconds, he came to realize those specks were stars in the sky. It was nighttime.  

His head tilted to see his corporal comrade only a few feet away. He was on his side looking 

ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ %ÕÇÅÎÅȢ $ÕÒÁÎÔÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ 

His optics sent a silent but chilling message. It was the look of imminent danger.  

It was then that Eugene realized he was still on the lateral surface of Sugar Loaf Hill. It was also 

then that he heard them: a sequence of footsteps all around him.  

Eugene tensed up. He noticed the corporal purposely close his eyes and he did the same.  

Blinded, Eugene sought to go over the situation in his mind. They were out of contact with the 

rest of the Marines. The Japanese were currently swarming all sides of the hill.  

He recalled how earlier in the day he felt like a deer. Now he was playing possum. Perhaps one 

day he would feel like a human again.  

Durante wondered how long they could fool the Japanese. He imagined they would shoot all of 

the bodies as a precaution.  

He shook his thoughts, attempting to only think of productive ideas.  

 

For whatever reason, his father popped into his head. He wondered if he too faced a similar 

ÃÈÁÌÌÅÎÇÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ &ÉÒÓÔ 7ÏÒÌÄ 7ÁÒȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÍÕÃÈȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ %ÕÇÅÎÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ 

comprehended. He was born seven years after his father returned from battle and by that time he 

had adequately shoved the whale of war down to a place of containment. In that moment, Eugene 

hoped he would have the opportunity to do the same.  

Thinking of his father provided an inkling of contentment. A small impulsive smile crossed his 

face.  

! *ÁÐÁÎÅÓÅ ÂÏÏÔ ÌÁÎÄÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ %ÕÇÅÎÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ (Å ÄÉÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÓÔ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅȢ  

%ÕÇÅÎÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄȢ (Å ÆÅÌÔ Á ÌÏÏÓÅÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ 

happening. His wristwatch was being removed. The wristwatch his father had given him.  

He could hear his dad now, screaming at him to let the damn trinket go.  

He obeyed. He had no choice.  

Eugene could hear the soldier put the wristwatch in a pouch. Suddenly, he felt his jacket pocket 

being touched. The hand of the Japanese officer was searching for valuables.  

Eugene anguished over the very real possibility that the soldier was about to feel his pounding 

ÈÅÁÒÔ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔȢ  



The hand traveled upwards.  

The Japanese soldier abruptly snapped back without grabbing anything.  

%ÕÇÅÎÅȭÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÒÁÃÅÄ ÏÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ 3ÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÔÔÁÃËȟ ÔÁËÅ ÁÓ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÕÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ 

his certain death? Or should he continue laying still and hope it was not his heart that the Japanese 

man felt?  

Eugene fully expected a bullet to penetrate him at any moment.  

He heard the soldier take a few steps back and grunt in disgust. He was walking away.  

Eugene opened his eyes to see the back of the enemy soldier. He was angrily flicking blood off 

of his fingers.  

The gunshot wound from his shoulder and the red bodily fluid it generated had momentarily 

saved his life.  

Eugene knew the battle for Sugar Loaf was far from over, as the Marine line would eventually 

reach them. He, and his corporal friend, just had to stay calm and motionless until that happened.  

 

The sky painstakingly transitioned from total darkness to the blood orange of a sunrise, and 

this time Eugene was conscious for all of it. He could feel the warmth on his face. He was content to 

allow this feeling, the heated glow of the sun, to be his last. He could currently imagine no greater 

sensation from which to exit this very complicated life. It even felt like an appropriate departure from 

the nightmarish inferno of Okinawa. A day had passed and absolutely no cavalry had arrived.  

It was then that the private first class remembered the brother that lay beside him. Perhaps he 

hated the radiation that was beaming upon their faces. Maybe he desired a very different exit 

ÓÔÒÁÔÅÇÙȢ %ÕÇÅÎÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÌÉÖÅȟ ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÁÎÙ 

hours. He could nevertheless feel his presence, looking over him. Eugene just hoped that it was indeed 

the corporal and not Death incarnate, scythe at the ready, prepared to carry him away.  

A couple of hours later, Eugene reminisced about a time he was playing catch with his father. 

(Å ÁÓÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÉÔÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÁÔ ËÅÐÔ ÌÉÎÇÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 

memory but the brief conversation that followed.  

Eugene had asked his father why he liked baseball so much.  

(ÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ"ÁÓÅÂÁÌÌ ÉÓ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÕÎÕÓÕÁÌȢ -ÏÓÔ ÓÐÏÒÔÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÂÏÕÎÄÁÒÉÅÓȢ 

"ÁÓÅÂÁÌÌ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÒÕÌÙ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÇÏÉÎÇ 

to end. The only sudden death comes in extra innings but even then only once both teams have had a 

ÃÒÁÃË ÁÔ ÂÁÔÔÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÇÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÓÔÒÁÔÅÇÙ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÃÈÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢȱ  



$ÕÒÁÎÔÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÅÅÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÍÏÎÁÄÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÅØÐÌÁÎÁÔÉÏÎȢ 

He would give anything for a glass of lemonade right now.  

 

Eugene longed to see anything of beauty in his current stateɂa butterfly, a hot meal, the face 

of the girl he left back home. The mental mirages of these things provided him the slightest fraction 

of satisfaction in comparison to their palpable real-world counterparts.  

With his eyes closed, the private first class clandestinely breathed in, something he was forced 

to do every now and again. It became a time of deep stress on each and every occasion; dead soldiers 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅȢ  

As Eugene surreptitiously exhaled, an abundance of shooting swiftly transpired. He could hear 

yelling and screaming, and not just those of the Japanese. He heard Americans.  

His eyes jolted open. He was but bedrock amidst a full-scale assault. He looked around and saw 

Á ÐÉÓÔÏÌȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÁÒÍȭÓ ÌÅÎÇÔÈ Á×ÁÙȢ  

Eugene gathered up the energy he needed to obtain the weapon. He grabbed the loaded gun 

and reverted back to his position.  

He turned to view the corporal whose eyes were still sealed shut.  

Durante lifted his head; he could see a line of distant troops wearing familiar fatigues.  

To his left, a Japanese soldier fired round after round towards the incoming 22nd Regiment. 

Eugene lifted the pistol up and aimed.  

The soldier, as if feeling the presence of death, turned to face him. As the enemy swung his 

weapon around, Durante fired. And then fired again.  

The first shot nailed him in the abdomen, the second in the chest.  

The combatant fell to the ground.  

Eugene looked up once more and his eyes interlocked with an American in the distance. He 

could see the soldier pointing and yelling something to the others.  

His head crashed back down onto the crag as the deafening barrage continued.  

 

0ÒÉÖÁÔÅ &ÉÒÓÔ #ÌÁÓÓ $ÕÒÁÎÔÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÁÇÇÅÄ ÈÉÌÌÓÉÄÅ 

when he felt a tetrad of arms lifting him up. He was being placed on a medical stretcher.  

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÆÉÇÈÔȟȱ %ÕÇÅÎÅ ÓÌÕÇÇÉÓÈÌÙ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄȢ  

Ȱ.Ï ÄÏÕÂÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÂÁÔ ÍÅÄÉÃ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÁÃË ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎÃÅ ×Å ÐÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÕÐȟ 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ 7Å ÇÏÔ ÉÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ  

 



Durante could feel his muscles relax for the first time in what felt like forever. He felt safe within 

the olive canvas cocoon. 

Right before he was about to fall asleep out of pure exhaustion, he remembered. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȦ ! ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ×ÁÓ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȦȱ 

4ÈÅ ÃÏÍÂÁÔ ÍÅÄÉÃ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȟ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ $ÕÒÁÎÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȟ Ȱ7Å ÇÏÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏÏȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ 

ÔÏ ÂÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ  
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What happens when the Pope is from Australiaðand has a secret past? A controversial novel of 

religion, politics, and redemption. 

__________________________________________________________ 

 
Monday, December 1  

 

Feast of St Edmund Campion (1540ï1581) and St Charles de Foucauld (1858ï1916).  

 



Campion is surely the greatest of the English Jesuit martyrs. Towering intellect. Magnificent 

preacher. A priestly Scarlet Pimpernel. Hideously tortured then hanged, drawn and quartered. 

The hero I could never be.  

 

Charles de Foucauld, Jesuit educated aristocratða long way from Christian Brothers 

Wollongong. Dismissed from the army for misconduct. I can relate to that. Became a priest in mid-

life. Worked in Morocco. Translated the gospels in local language. Shot in the head by a 15-year-

old bandit. Such is saintly life.  

 

Not mine, I hope.  

 

!ÎÄ ÓÏ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȡ ËÅÅÐ Á ÄÉÁÒÙȢ  

Wrong.  

)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔɂa sudden whim, a bright idea. 

Oh, no. Far from it. 

)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇÌÙ ÁÖÏÉÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÄÅÅÐ ÉÎ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔȟ ) 

know what a volcano of fear, confusion, hatred, love, hypocrisy, struggle and jagged truth 

will explode over my carefully disguised persona.  

Once I start, I know precisely what this will become: my cv of shame and confusion; a 

map of my soul; the hollow resounding echo of my shallowness; the catalogue of my failures; 

the unpacking of my emptiness... and the relief of the saying, the naming, the acceptance.  

And, crazy as it sounds, the gratitude.  

Even crazier, this morning in my chaotic mind, I had the original thought that in this 

×ÏÒÌÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÎÔÈÓȭ ÂÒÉÅÆ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȟ 

) ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÉÎËÌÉÎÇ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÎÅɂÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÄÁÔÅȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÍÍÅÎÄ itɂso it might 

be quite revelatory to myself to explore what it feels like.  

Well, at least what this pope feels like. 

Who knows what I might find out? 

I do. 

.ÏÔÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÆȡ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÁÙ ÂÏÏËȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÈÅÃËÌÉÓÔ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ 

ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅɂeven achieved, ho! ho!ɂover the papal working day.  



4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÍÅÒÅ ÃÁÌÅÎÄÁÒȟ ÁÎÄ $ÁÒÉÏ ÌÏÏËÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ ÅÆÆÉÃÉÅÎÃÙȢ  

No, Mario, this totally private monologue is the conversation of your secret self, your 

spirit, your essence, your journey with God.  

So, what do all these ingredients say?  

The first step is the hardest, in which case, best take that first step before the last one 

pops up unannounced.  

)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÕÔ ÉÎ Á ÃÒÅÁÔÉÖÅ ÍÏÏÄ ÂÙ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÓÓÕÒÉÎÇ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÃÏÏËÅÄ ÂÙ ÍÙ 

housekeeper, friend and bizarrely angular commentator on my life as a mere pope, Sister 

Angelica.  

3ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÅÆ ÐÁÐÁÌ ÃÏÏË ÁÎÄ ÂÏÔÔÌÅ ×ÁÓÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÆÁÒÆÁÌÌÅ ÐÁÓÔÁ ×ÉÔÈ 

ÁÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÃÈÉÌÌÉ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÒÌÉÃ ɉÙÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á 'ÏÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÒÌÉÃ ÉÓ 'ÏÄȭÓ ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÍÏÓÔ ÃÒÉÓÅÓɊ 

was in every way satisfying and was appropriately accompanied by a glass or two of a 

ÍÏÄÅÓÔ ÂÁÒÂÁÒÅÓÃÏȢȢȢ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÒÅÅȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÃÏÕÎÔÉÎÇȩ  

$ÅÅÐ ÉÎ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔȢȢȢ  

My heart. 

Where did that go? 

If it ever existed.  

And to whom? 

God help me. 

!ÌÒÅÁÄÙȟ ) ËÎÏ× )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÇÒÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÍÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÒÕÔÈȢ 

Truth. 

Firm as rock, which is what the church and popes are supposed to be all about. 

And slippery as life. 

!ÙÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÂȢ 

When sinners become popes...  

4ÈÅ *ÁÍÅÓÏÎÓȟ )ȭÍ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȢ  

Deo gratias.  

7ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ×ÈÙ ) ËÎÏ× )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÇÒÅÔ ÔÈÉÓȢȢȢ ÃÏÎÆÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ  

Can a pope forgive himself? 

God only knows. 

Cheers!  



And go, God! 

Yes, a top-up, Mario. Why not? 

So, Mum, guess who? 

How much do I love you and thank you and pray for youɂto you, indeedɂfor being 

×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÓÁÌÖÁÔÉÏÎȦ 

You spent your whole life embracing me, protecting me, encouraging me, hiding me 

from myself which you somehow always understood and you just loved me for all the 

Wollongong fucked-up mess I wasɂand still amɂand that disastrous whatever-it -was 

which resulted in this disastrous whatever-it -is... yes, as both of us still refuse to believe in 

real life... that confused little Illawarra wogɂthat irritatingly clever little photographic 

memory wogɂis now pope! 

Yes, beyond madness, Mum, but never beyond your love. 

)ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÁÖÅÎȟ -ÕÍȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÎ ÅÁÒÔÈȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÇÏÉÎÇ ÃÒÁÚÉÎÅÓÓ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÂÅÌÉÅÆ 

continues. 

I mean, the ultimate insanity of a world and a church not even God could come up with 

after half a divine eternal lifetime of angels singing endless praise.  

9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÏÎÓÅÎÓÅ ÕÐȢ  

Fucked-ÕÐ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ 7ÏÌÌÏÎÇÏÎÇ ÓÏÎȟ ÌÏÓÔ ÁÄÏÌÅÓÃÅÎÔȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓËÉÐ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ-mess of 

that, but somehow or other this accidental priest becomes accidental bishop becomes 

accidental archbishop becomes accidental cardinal becomes accidental Pope.  

OK, yes, my fault. Absolutely. If only you knew the half of it. Well, maybe not. 

Yes, of course I know mothers know, but mothers also know what not to know. 

Well, nowɂand a shorter top-up prayer of thanks to Saint Jameson of Bow Street Dublin. 

$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ -ÕÍȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 7ÏÌÌÏÎÇÏÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ 

Wollongong out of Mario Gino Pietro Francis Xavier Castaldi.  

Or the pope!  

-ÕÍȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÂÏÔÈ ÌÁÕÇÈ ÁÓ ×Å ÓÈÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÂÏÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÏÆ ÏÆ ÂÏÔÈ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙ 

and love. I weep in gratitude, laugh in disbelief, pray in hope... and start each day wishing 

that your always accepting love will guide each moment of what will most surely be my 

beyond unbelievable next twenty-four hours.  



)ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ !Î ÈÏÕÒ ÉÓ ÃÒÉÓÉÓȟ ÁÎÄ Á ÄÁÙ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ 7ÏÒÌÄ 7ÁÒ 7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

surrounding holy madness I surreally inhabit.  

&ÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ 7ÏÌÌÏÎÇÏÎÇȭÓ .ÏÒÔÈ "ÅÁÃÈ ÓÕÒÆ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÓ ÍÙ ÃÌÅÁÎÓÉÎÇ ÇÒÁÃÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á 

'ÏÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÇÒÁÔÅÆÕÌ ÃÁÎ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔÁÌ ÐÏÐÅ ÂÅ ÆÏÒ 7ÏÌÌÏÎÇÏÎÇȭÓ .ÏÒÔÈ "ÅÁÃÈ ÓÕÒÆȩ  

Totally. 

And so, Dad, are you there? Listening? 

Good. Then listen up. 

From one infallible household male legislator to another, hello again and welcome back 

to the well-intentioned universal cluster-fuck which was...is our mutually painful worlds 

since birth or whenever before.  

No, Dad, for once in your life, shut up and let your eldest son explain...not to mention all 

those gazillions of otherɂwhat shall we call ourselves?ɂtragically eldest sons of even more 

tragically fucked-up Catholic fathers...the whole damn lot of us all lined up and still 

volcanically waiting to explode.  

No, for once in your controlling life, listen to me, Dad.  

I love you, right? 

4ÈÅÒÅȟ )ȭÖÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȢ So now for the rest. 

!ÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÉÎÙ 3ÁÉÎÔ *ÁÍÅÓÏÎȟ )ȭÍ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȢ  

Dad, yes, you meant well, but as a father, you were an Aussie-Italian disaster, and now 

ÈÁÌÆ Á ×ÏÒÌÄ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ 7ÏÌÌÏÎÇÏÎÇȟ ÈÅÒÅ ) ÁÍȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃ ÁÂÓÕÒÄÉÔÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ -ÕÍȭÓ 

gentleness, you helped produce.  

So my beloved elder sister, Maria, was killed in a road accident when she was six. God 

loved her so much, God somehow was so clumsy up there that God needed her in heaven.  

)ȭÍ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÅÒÍÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÕÓÔÉÆÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȢ 

And Mum died in agony of cancer. 

!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÏÏÄÙ &ÁÔÈÅÒ /ȭ"ÕÇÇÅÒÙ ÐÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÒÏÉÃ ÅÎÄÕÒÁÎÃÅ ɉÔÈÁÔ 

blasphemy still stings beyond faith) and to top it all off, little Tonio, your favourite because 

he was such an Aussie sporting legend and spoke better Italian than I did, my little brother, 

Tonio, hit adolescence head-on and just about wiped himself off the map by the time he was 

17.  

!ÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍ ÓÉÎÃÅȢ  



For all I know, he was swallowed by a crocodile in north Queensland or maybe died of 

AIDS.  

)ÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÎÉÃÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔȢ  

And just to top it all off, muggins here is now the Pope. Pope John the Twenty-Fourth, 

better known in these parts as Pope Vegemite the First and Last, an Italian-Australian-Irish 

Catholic fiasco.  

3ÏÒÒÙȟ $ÁÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎ ÉÓ ÎÏ×Ȣ  

)Î ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎÔ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ÁÎ !ÕÓÔÒÁÌÉÁÎ $Å ,Á 3ÁÌÌÅ 

"ÒÏÔÈÅÒÓȭ ÅÄÕÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒÈÏÏÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÏÐÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

Wollongong Christian Brothers would do a better job on me and Tonio.  

Bad luck.  

What we got dumped on us was a lifetime load of God-bothering torture and eternally 

hell-bent sexual guilt.  

) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÊÁÃË-off without fear of the eternal fires of hell, and I 

reckon it was the same for all our class. Probably the whole school until we left. And God 

knows, wanking was the home industry.  

And looking back, how did Brother Edmund know so much about those everlasting 

flames?  

"ÕÔ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔɂthe fact is that this diary, this act of clearing and 

cleansing is to myself and for myself.  

3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÁÉÔÈȟ ÅÁÃÈ ÄÁÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÅÎÔÒÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ 

brief lives of the saints of the dayɂour church has many saints, so they all have to cosy up 

and share each feast dayɂÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÃÈÏÏÓÅ ÏÎÅȟ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÒÅÌÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ some way and also ask 

all the other saints of that day to pray for me because God knows, I desperately need their 

prayers.  

)ȭÍ ÅØÁÌÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÓÁÉÎÔÓȢ 

)ȭÍ ÁÌÓÏ ÄÒÉÖÅÎ ÎÕÔÓ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÍȢ 

I think I see through all this saint stuff and I see through all this contemporary saint 

denial stuff, yet with every heroic and saintly life I reflect on, even as popeɂespecially as the 

first and almost certainly last Wollongong popeɂI have to ask questions that deep in my 

mind and deep in my soul lacerate my faith.  



9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ $ÁÄȟ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÐÏÐÅȢ 

)ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ 

Whenever I read the oh-so-pious lives of the saints, my mind flashes danger. I simply 

ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ ) ÃÈÕÃË ÏÕÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÉÎÅÓÓ ÓÔÕÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒ ÓÁÉÎÔ ÁÓ 

ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ )ȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÕÍÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÏÍ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ Á ÆÒÁÎË ÁÎÄ fearless chat with, 

leaving aside all the treacly hagiography.  

) ÍÅÁÎȟ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÅȟ ÓÏ ×ÈÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ) ÇÉÖÅ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÐÅÒÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈȩ  

,ÅÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌ ÉÔ ÓÐÉÒÉÔÕÁÌ ÔÈÅÒÁÐÙɂÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÎÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÐÏÐÅȭÓ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙ ÁÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

confessional seal of this diary.  

And just for the record, at some future time I look forward to frank and fearless 

discussions with the Third Person of the Blessed Trinity about the integrity of the papal 

conclave voting procedure.  

OMG!  

Anyway, in the blessed event of my death, should this ongoing confession to myself not 

have been destroyed by this penitent on-screen diarist, I have left a personal letter with my 

dear and faithful friend, Cardinal Dario Silvestrini, now appointed by me Secretary of State, 

instructing him to destroy this testament without reading any further.  

And dearest of dear friends, Dario, I know you will, so now read no more, loyal 

ÃÏÎÆÉÄÁÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÄÅÌÅÔÅ ÆÏÒÅÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÍÙ ÓÁÄ ÓÏÕÌȭÓ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇȢ  

And God bless you, friend of my heart. 

And so to the unburdening. 

Dad, you always told me that January 1st was the Feast of the Circumcision. 

At a certain momentɂmaybe in Year 7ɂI understood the words, but not why that 

bizarre feast was celebrated. Why was I, a ringbark, to be praised and my uncut mate, a 

roundhead, unworthy of the divine blessing of a feast day?  

I mean, since Jesus and I were ringbarksɂand apparently that snipping was some kind 

of weird feastɂwould all the roundheads go to hell?ɂin which case it could be crowded and 

with some pretty innocent victims but bloody good blokes and probably more confident 

lovers.  

I wish.  



0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÈÅÏÌÏÇÉÃÁÌ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ 0ÌÁÔÏȭÓ 2ÅÐÕÂÌÉÃ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÌÌÏÎÇÏÎÇ Ó×ÉÍÍÉÎÇ 

pool showers; the unspoken concerns Catholic pubescent boys wrestled with while 

masturbating on the highway to hell.  

Well, this one sure did. 

And so to today. 

The first Sunday of Advent. 

A new church year begins with an Australian pope in the Vatican and the guarantee of 

all-out civil war with our uncivil service: the comfortable, conservative, controlling and 

diabolically crafty curia (I prefer to deny them that capital C they use to describe themselves) 

versus the pontifex minimus whom they dismissively mock as Pope Vegemite the First and 

Last.  

3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÁÌÌ ÐÅÔÔÙ ÓÑÕÁÂÂÌÅÓ ÁÓÉÄÅȟ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ Á ÃÉÖÉÌÉÓÅÄ ÃÏÎÖÏÃÁÔÉÏÎ 

adjudicating on this life and in all humility, faithfully projecting to the next.  

Dangerous territory, as history has shown and death will eventually adjudicate on.  

OK, Dad, all my school reports observed that I was a worthy studentɂjust remind me 

what student is unworthy?ɂand, Dad, you may remember that you always told me that 

second-class honours in the New South Wales Leaving Certificate meant second-rate in life. 

In retrospect, not the most encouraging spur to an immature seventeen-year-old, but, yes, 

God knows you had your reasons, and they made you who you were. While helping make me 

the mess I became. And still am.  

/ÖÅÒ ÔÉÍÅȟ )ȭÖÅ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÈÏ× ÒÅÌÉÇÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÍÅÓÓÅÄ-up I 

became because, I mean, just how screwed-up at the time was the Australian Irish Church? 

Not to mention those well-intentioned, football-mad and spookilyɂno, disastrouslyɂ

celibate Christian brothers who belted the fear of God into us.  

!Ó ÙÏÕ ÓÏ×ȟ ÓÏ ÓÈÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÐȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÉÎÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔÈÅÒÓ ÓÈÁÌÌ ÂÅ ÖÉÓÉÔÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÓȢ $ÏÅÓÎȭÔ 

ÓÅÅÍ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÉÒ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÍȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÓ ÁÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏȢȢȢ  

$ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȢ Ȭ6ÉÓÉÔÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÓȢȭ $ÅÁÒ 'ÏÄȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅ×ÉÌÄÅÒÅÄ ÂÕÔ 

faithful servant start? I mean, leaving aside the daughters who now are the blessed cohesion 

ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÐÉÄÌÙ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÉÎÇ ×ÅÓÔÅÒÎ ÃÈÕÒÃÈȢȢȢ ×ÈÅÒe was I?  

7ÈÅÒÅ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÒ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇȢ  



Dad, I managed a second class result in Honours Latin, and to my shame and stupidity, 

I believed I was therefore second class. So how right was your prediction?  

In my clerical career, I fulfilled your prophecy.  

4Ï ÃÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒ ÇÏÓÓÉÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÁÒÔÓȟ ȬÆÏÒÇÅÔÔÁÂÌÅ "ÉÓÈÏÐ ÏÆ 7ÏÌÌÏÎÇÏÎÇȢ 

Charmingly ineffective Archbishop of Adelaide. Compromise cardinal of Sydney, then out of 

the blue, whisked off to Rome as Cardinal Protector of Pilgrims and Patriarch of Relicsɂ 

even by Vatican standards, a laughably useless job awarded as a consolation prize in the red 

ÈÁÔ ÓÔÁËÅÓȢ ! ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÒÅÔÉÒÅÍÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÅÃÃÌÅÓÉÁÓÔÉÃÁÌ ÎÏÎÅÎÔÉÔÙȢȭ  

,ÅÁÒÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÐÅÓȟ ÄÏ ÁÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÏÃË ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÔɂas if you couldɂand most 

of all, ensure that you serve good wine to your brother cardinals. Which just goes to show 

where second-class honours in the 1959 New South Wales Leaving Certificate Latin can get 

a conflicted lad from Wollongong.  

Pope. 

Your triumph, Dad. 

My bewilderment. Until recently, Dadɂthe papal conclave six months agoɂand I kept 

asking myself what went right?  

Or wrong?  

!ÎÄȟ $ÁÄȟ ÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓËɂÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏ ÖÏÔÅ ÏÆ ÆÁÉÔÈ ÉÎ ÍÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 

moment my frankly ridiculous vote in the papal conclave suddenly began to surgeɂfrom 

idiot nothing burger to odds-on favouriteɂfrom that moment, I knew why.  

After the papacy of Francis, a pope of vision and an administrator with a purposeful 

agenda, the church needed to pause and breathe. The conservative factionɂthe majority of 

Vatican civil servants known as the curiaɂhad two strong candidates. One was my former 

friend from seminary days, Cameroon-born Olivier Gabriel Foncha, who brought most of the 

!ÆÒÉÃÁÎ ÃÁÒÄÉÎÁÌÓȭ ÖÏÔÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢ &ÁÃÅ ÉÔȟ /ÌÉÖÉÅÒ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÃÅÎÔÒÁÌ ÃÁÓÔÉÎÇȡ ÈÁÎÄÓÏÍÅȟ 

black, eloquent, ambitious and in all too robust healthɂthough the ÌÁÔÔÅÒ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Á ÐÌÕÓ 

for a pope as it augurs a long papacy.  

From the same right-wing faction but quite the opposite in his austere personality was 

the second candidate: Ernesto Mendoza, old, Spanish in name though Italian by birth, white 

and reportedly in dicey health.  



Mendoza is brilliant, literate, forensic and a workaholic. Problem is, he sees his role as 

Prefect of the Congregation for the Defence of the Faith as that of The Grand Inquisitor. 

Worse: Gestapo Obergruppenf¿hrerȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÓÃÁÐÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ȬÅØÐÏÓÅÄȭ 

dozens of progressive contemporary theologians for heresy and then brutally silenced them 

into the bargain.  

That should have made him an ideal stop-gap curia candidate since discipline and 

ÏÂÅÄÉÅÎÃÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÅÒÉÃÁÌ ÍÁÒËÅÒÓ ÏÆ 'ÏÄȭÓ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÔÒÉÕÍÐÈÁÎÔȟ ÂÕÔ Ô×Ï ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÃÁÎÄÉÄÁÔÅÓ ÏÆ 

the same side can, ironically, cancel each other out, hence the eventual election of the warm, 

human and holy Italian Archbishop of Florence, Renato Carosella, who took the name of Leo 

XIV.  

4Ï ÔÈÅ ÃÕÒÉÁȟ ȬÈÏÌÙȭ ÉÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÉÎ Á ÐÏÐÅȡ ÉÔ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÍÁÌÌÅÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÌÅÖÅÒ ÁÄÖÉÃÅ 

ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄÓ ÏÆ ÄÉÃÁÓÔÅÒÉÅÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÅÎÁÃÔ ÔÈÅ ȬÒÉÇÈÔȭ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎÓɂȬÒÉÇÈÔȭ ÉÎ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÅÎÓÅɂto 

reinforce the Vatican status quo.  

7ÈÙ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔÓ ÈÅÒÅ ȬÄÉÃÁÓÔÅÒÉÅÓȭ ) ÆÏÒÇÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ 

important and may even suggest divine overtones, though such association has to date 

eluded me.  

After 13 ballotsɂÐÒÏÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÖÉÌȭÓ ÎÕÍÂÅÒɂthe two implacably opposed 

conservative candidates stalled, neither team of backers willing to shift their vote, and so our 

lovable Pope Leo was eventually elected.  

4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÕÎÆÏÒÅÓÅÅÎ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÉÎ ,ÅÏȭÓ ÅÌÅÃÔÉÏÎȢ  

Curia strategy envisioned a relatively brief papacyɂthree or four yearsɂduring which 

time either Olivier or Mendoza would emerge as the next strong pontiffɂthe Vatican is 

always about the politics of the next papacyɂÂÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÁtion 

×ÁÓ #/6)$Ȣ !ÎÄ ÉÎ 'ÏÄȭÓ ×ÉÓÄÏÍȟ ÔÈÅ 'ÏÄ ÏÆ ÅÑÕÁÌÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÏÎ ÐÅÒÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÉÎÇ ÏÆ 

gentle Pope Leo in under a year.  

Back to square one.  

Another provisional pontiff required: beige, inoffensive, low profile and controllable. 

7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÍȩ  

Second-rate. 

And here I am, Pope John XXIV. 



On the positive front, I must confess that though my Wollongong Latin has improved 

out of sight, I still need a Roman classicist to brush it up to papal motu proprio standard, and 

my chosen Secretary of State, Cardinal Dario Silvestrini, is just the man.  

Oh, and Dad, a papal motu proprio ÉÓ Á ÄÏÃÕÍÅÎÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÅȭÓ 

interested in. Not definitive church teaching or infallible or anything razzle-dazzle like that, 

but His Holiness sounding off and expecting the troops to smarten up and take his opinion 

on board. Which, ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÄÏ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÄÏÎȭÔȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÄÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÔÅÒ ÂÅÉÎÇ 

increasingly vocal and issuing their own individual motu proprioôs ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ×ÈÏȭÌÌ ÒÅÁÄ ÏÒ 

listen to them.  

"ÕÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ $ÁÒÉÏȢ (ÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÕÔÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÓÃÈÏÌÁÒȠ Á ÃÏÎÖÅÎÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÂÕÔ ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓÉÖÅ-leaning 

theologian; a diplomatic yet exceptionally efficient administrator; loyalɂnot a virtue much 

practiced in these partsɂÁÎÄ Á ÃÏÌÌÅÁÇÕÅ )ȭÄ ÔÒÕÓÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÉÎg on the cake: a 

bon viveur with an excellent wine cellar yet enjoying all things in disciplined moderation. 

Well, friends have to differ over some issues.  

9ÅÓȟ $ÁÒÉÏ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÓÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔÅÒȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ 

person in the Vatican who knows his best kept secretɂhis amazing double life of priesthood 

ÁÎÄ ÆÁÔÈÅÒÈÏÏÄȢ .Ï ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÏ ÓÁÎÅȢ 0ÕÔÓ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÁÍÅȢ )ȭÍ ÂÌÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ Æriendship and 

allegiance.  

And so, Dad, here we both are: you, dead, and hopefully in whatever heaven is, and your 

second-rate son, alive and desperately treading water in the Vatican.  

And for the record, after six months of oleaginous Vatican obsequiousness, I have to say 

ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÈÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÅÌÅÇÁÎÔ ÄÉÐÌÏÍÁÔÉÃ ÏÂÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÔÉÖÅ )ȭÖÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ 

ÌÅÁÖÅÓ ÍÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÐÕÒÇÁÔÏÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÅll.  

Dad, what do I have to do for you to be finally proud of me?  

Hopefully, this December to December diary of your Australian pope son, sentence by 

ÐÁÉÎÆÕÌÌÙ ÔÒÕÔÈÆÕÌ ÓÅÎÔÅÎÃÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 3ÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅȟ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÒÅÁÄ ÉÔ ÁÓ ) ×ÒÉÔÅȢ 

4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÏÐÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅȢ  

3Ïȟ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÖÅȢ  

Ennio told me in beautiful simplicity of his love for his partner, Mirella.  

)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÆÅÓÓÉÏÎȢ .ÏȢ 3ÁÄÌÙȟ %ÎÎÉÏȭÓ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÁÔȢ 2ÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á 

spontaneous and glorious outpouring... an acclamation of passion, trust and faith by a 



twenty-year-old Swiss Guard from Lugano, talking about his twenty-year-old lover of three 

years.  

Three years!  

O oriens. O morning star, splendour of light eternal: come and enlighten those who 

dwell in darkness.  

O Ennio, my secular confessor, how I envy you your youth and your liberated love life!  

Grace sometimes descents from where we least expect that gift.  

Yesterday. Solemn High Mass. Full house, of course, and concelebrated with Cardinal 

Gino Luciano from Sardinia, arguably the campest of curia cardinalsɂquite an 

achievementɂand Cardinal Marcel BrulÅǲ from Paris: smooth, sharp, academic though, I 

suspect, capable of Gallic ambivalence. One, I think, who watches whichever way the papal 

wind blows, but that said, a mind admired by many waverers for its informed balance.  

7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ &ÒÅÎÃÈ ÆÏÒ Vichy? 

Stop it, Mario! 

Oh, and also, the even more anodyne and affable Cardinal Archbishop of Luxembourg, 

His Eminence Jean-Franz Hoffmann. 

)Æ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÃÁÎ ÄÅÔÅÒÍÉÎÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÎÖÉÖÉÁÌ ÍÁÎ ÏÆ 'ÏÄ ÄÏÅÓ ÏÒ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÎȟ )ȭÄ 

be fascinated to read the dossier. Better still, the abstract. Which indeed it would be. That 

said, we chatted briefly after Mass, and I have to say I like Jean-Franz enormously. A man to 

have on sideɂÉÆ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅȭÄ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ 

!ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÍÙ ÓÅÒÍÏÎ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÈÏÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÅÆȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÉÎ 

ÕÎÄÅÒ Ô×Ï ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔɂand conciseness especially 

annoys the old guard... a consummation devoutly to be wished.  

#ÈÏÉÒ ÅÎÅÒÇÉÓÅÄȢ / 2ÅØ 'ÅÎÔÉÕÍ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ȬÔÈÅ ËÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÎÁÔÉÏÎÓȭ ÒÏÙÁÌÔÙ 

rubbish stings.  

Mind you, Christ the President sounds even sillier.  

3ÕÐÅÒÆÉÃÉÁÌÉÔÙȟ -ÁÒÉÏȢ &ÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÅÎÁÎÃÅȟ -ÁÒÉÏȟ ÔÈÒÅÅ (ÁÉÌ -ÁÒÙȭÓȢ  

Next, Christmas present to self: remove that Maltese Dinosaur, Cardinal Paulo Di 

Giorgio, Prefect of the Dicastery for Divine Worship and the Discipline of the Sacraments and 

install someone remotely connected to the twenty-ÆÉÒÓÔ ÃÅÎÔÕÒÙȢ $É 'ÉÏÒÇÉÏȭÓ ÐÁÒÔ of 

"ÅÎÅÄÉÃÔȭÓ ÆÉÆÔÈ ÃÏÌÕÍÎ ÔÏ ÓÕÂÖÅÒÔ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÃÏÎÄ 6ÁÔÉÃÁÎ #ÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÓÔÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ,ÁÔÉÎ -ÁÓÓȢ  



St Pope John XXIII, pray for your Aussie successor.  

4ÈÉÓ ςτÔÈ 0ÏÐÅ *ÏÈÎ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÄÏ×Î ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ Á ÄÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÇ !ÕÓÓÉÅ ÂÁÒÎÅÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅ 

Di Giorgio, Cardinal Thierry Etcheverry of Reims is just the man.  

(Å ÌÁÙÓ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÌÁ× ÁÎÄ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÁÎÙ ÐÒÉÓÏÎÅÒÓȢ "ÕÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ 

ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȩ Ȭ4ÈÅ ÍÁÎȭȩ  

Can I appoint a womanɂafter all, I am the bloody pope? 

Steady on, Mario. 

No! 

"Ù ÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ȬÓÔÅÁÄÙ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÇÏÅÓȭ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÓȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ 

change is decreed by the pope. Despite his secretarial efficiency, not even Dario seems able 

to turn my commands into eventual action. The bloody curia know how to stall till doomsday 

with questions and draftings and committees and the rest of their age-old delaying road 

blocks.  

So, from now on, it has to be action stations. Summon my good generals to the front, 

fixed bayonets, go over the top, storm the enemy trenches and occupy their territory.  

/Èȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÔ ÉÔȟ -ÁÒÉÏȟ ÃÁÎÏÎÉÓÅ 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌ (ÁÉÇȢ .Ï× ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÐÁÐÁÌ 

thought for the first Sunday in Advent.  

Ȭ-Ù ÇÏÏÄ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÓȭȢ )ÎÄÅÅÄȢ 7ÈÏ ÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÆÅ×ȩ 

Dear God in heaven, how on earth did I land this shithouse gig?  

4ÈÅ ÔÒÉÐÌÅ ÔÉÁÒÁȭÓ Á ÂÌÏÏÄÙ ÃÒÏ×Î ÏÆ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÒÎÓȢ 

Thanks heaps, God. 

Sorry, Sister Angelica. 

Yes, five decades of the Rosary. 

And so to bed.  

__________________________________________________________ 
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Prologue 

Late Autumn 2017 

 

 

 

he fresh and radiant glow of dawn descended on Parrish Street and Dave Collins knew in that 

moment, the one between blue hour and brilliance, that it was the most beautiful sight he could 

and would ever recall seeing. For that day was the start of something uncontrollable, unstoppableɂ

a thread had been pulled, the tug of a string was unraveling and derailing his carefully planned lifeɂ

it was only a matter of time before he was condemned by all those he once thought to trust.  

 

And for what, what had he done to deal himself this hand?  

T 



 

4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÁÌÁÒÍÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÉÎ $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ 

that morning, knowing deep in his guts that today would be the end. He braced himself as he was met 

with the spectacular blaze of fury that gleamed with hope and light... he was plagued with the 

terrifying notion that this might be his last sunrise.  

 

Dave Collins was wrong.  

 

He would live to see many more sunrises.  

 

And every morning from this morning on, he would beg for death.  

 

 

Part I 

Black Olives and 

Paralegal Pleas 

 

Early Autumn 2017 

 

 

1 

he morning routine was the same as it had been for the last five years. Unaltered, blissfulɂjust 

as Dave knew it would be. He awoke early as he always did and went about preparing a T 



scrumptious breakfast. Dave truly believed that it was the most important meal of the day, the fuel 

the body would need to consume to keep up with the energy of everyday life.  

Regardless of that life being the same every day, there was no denying it was a strenuous one. 

Filled with chaos and noise and even a little bit of madness. But that was completely acceptable to 

Dave, being the averageɂand one could argue slightly boringɂperson he was. This was perhaps why 

Dave chose to surround himself with those who existed and thrived in temperamental, unpredictable 

states.  

4ÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȭÓ ÍÅÁÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ &ÒÅÎÃÈ ÔÏÁÓÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÁÓÐÂÅÒÒÉÅÓȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ 'ÅÏÒÇÅÔÔÅȭÓ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅÓɂhis 

beautiful and currently slumbering wife. Unlike himself, Georgie was perfectly happy with sleeping 

her mornings away. She was unbothered and unconcerned with things as trivial as sunrises. She told 

him a million times she preferred sunsets anyway. Having been the daughter of an oil billionaire her 

entire life, Georgie was not actually concerned with much. She lived the life of an artist without any 

of the talents to accompany it, though she was kind and caring and spent most of her time and money 

doing for others. But the one thing she absolutely demanded was sleep. And a Bloody Mary. As soon 

ÁÓ $ÁÖÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÎÃÏÃÔ 'ÅÏÒÇÉÅȭs preferred wake up call 

with Gorgonzola stuffed olives and an extra shot of vodka. He had no idea how she stomached the 

stuff first thing in the morning, but like Dave, Georgette Collins also believed in breakfast, it just 

happened to be a liquid one.  

The TV clicked on in the living room and Dave was alerted to the other, and much less enjoyable 

ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ȬÓÍÁÌÌ ȭÍÁÎÓÉÏÎȢ 3ÁÍÁÎÔÈÁȟ ÏÒ 3ÁÍȟ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄ $ÁÖÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÅÒȟ ×ÁÓ 

as sixteen and angst-filled as they came. She usually only haÄ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÎÁÒÌ ÉÎ $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎɂ

especially if he attempted to engage her in conversation before she had her coffee. Always black with 

too much sugar. But Dave made sure it was prepared long before she descended from the third floor.  

To be fair, they had come a long way in terms of a relationship since he married her mother five 

years earlier. Dave was hoping Samantha would continue to soften towards him as time wore onɂ

he made sure never to tell her what to do, or come between her and Georgie. He did not try to replace 

her father who had been described to him as a vile maniac, but did offer to step in if she needed help. 

3ÈÅȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÎÏ× ÍÕÍÂÌÉÎÇ ȰÙÅÁÈ ÌÁÔÅÒȟȱ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÔÏÍÐÉÎÇ 

off to bed.  

$ÁÖÅȭÓ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÏÕÎÄÌÅÓÓȟ ÁÌÌ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÁÓ ÐÕÔ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÈÏ× 

ÃÒÁÐ ÌÉÆÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÆÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÖÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÁÂÕÓÅȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 

assume that just because Georgette was happy now that Sam was too. So he was careful not to cause 



any further dissonance. Both of these women were hurt, and they were healing. He would do anything 

for them, as Dave took family matters quite seriously.  

ȰȢȢȢ"ÅÁÕÔÙ ÉÎ ÄÅÁÔÈȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÒÏÍÁÎÔÉÃ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÐÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢȢȢȱ  

Dave was barely listening to whatever morbid program Samantha had stuck on as he made his 

way across the freshly polished marble floors, keeping time with the schedule. Up the stairs, to the 

left, down the corridor and through the third door on the right, Á ÓÉÌÖÅÒ ÔÒÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ 'ÅÏÒÇÉÅȭÓ ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅÓ 

and morning Bloody balanced precariously on his steady palm.  

Dave flung the shades wide, giving him the spectacular view over their immense backyard that 

ended a few hundred feet away at the edge of a dense forest. The high ceilings of their chamber were 

illuminated with sun as Georgie groaned in protest and rolled onto her stomach, head buried under 

the pillow even while wearing an eye mask. She always complained she could still see through the 

damn thing.  

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÍÙ ÌÏÖÅȟȱ $ÁÖÅ ÃÏÏÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÐÉÃËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÅÒȢ  

His wife had the horrible habit of always stripping bare and falling into bed, leaving her clothes 

and accessories in a trail across the floors.  

Ȱ!ÌÒÅÁÄÙȩȱ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÉÎÅÄȢ Ȱ/È ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟ ÈÏÎÅÙȟ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÒ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÂÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ 

τȢȱ  

Dave smiled as he listened to the soft honey twang of her voice. Originally from Oklahoma, her 

accent was still the least bit detectable, though she left home at eighteen and had spent the last thirty-

eight years gallivanting around the globe.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÓÏ ÌÁÔÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÍÕÓÅÍÅÎÔȟ Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ 

ÂÅÄȢȱ  

She huffed and propped herself up against the pillows, slowly peeling back her eye mask to 

reveal a grumpy green glare.  

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÒÉÔÙ ÇÁÌÁ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇÓ ÁÌÌ ×ÅÅË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÅÌÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ 

)ȭÍ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ -ÁÒÇÏ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÓÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÓȟ ÈÅȭÓ 

ÂÅÅÎ ÓÎÉÆÆÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓȢȱ  

$ÁÖÅ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ7ÏÒÓÔ ÃÁÓÅ ÓÃÅÎÁÒÉÏȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅȢȱ  

'ÅÏÒÇÅÔÔÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÂÒÉÌÌÉÁÎÔ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÎÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÃËÔÁÉÌ ÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÎ 

the bedside table. She took a long, slow sip, clearly savoring.  

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÃÉÓÅÌÙ ×ÈÙ ) ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

$ÁÖÅ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÁÎ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ȣ Ȱ-Ù ÂÁÒÔÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÓËÉÌÌÓȩ /Ò ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÈÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÂÕÓÅÄ ×ÏÍÅÎȩȱ  



Ȱ-ÍȢ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÅÃÉÄÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ $ÁÖÅȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ 

comply and allow his lips to fall against her own.  

Although Georgie was 16 years older she looked just as good, if not better than Dave. Both 

worked out regularly, allowing them to maintain their physiques.  

It was still unbelievable to him, even five years later, the circumstances that had brought them 

together.  

Their story was one for the books.  

$ÁÖÅ ÒÕÂÂÅÄ 'ÅÏÒÇÉÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅɂ she blew back the smoke and Dave 

marveled at the way the wisps took form. His wife breathed a deep sigh before looking down at him 

with absolute adoration.  

Dave glowed back, enjoying the praise and love she bestowed on himɂhis devotion to her so 

achingly endless.  

Ȱ)Ó 3ÁÍ ÕÐ ÙÅÔȩȱ 'ÅÏÒÇÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÕÓÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÂÌÏÎÄÅ ÈÁÉÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÂÏÕÎÃÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÈÅÒ 

curls reminded Dave of an ethereal creature.  

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÓÈÅ ÌÉËÅÓ ÉÔȡ ÉÎ ÐÅÁÃÅȢȱ  

'ÅÏÒÇÉÅȭÓ ÌÉÐÓ ÌÉÆÔÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÔÒÁÄÅÍÁÒË ÓÍÉÒËȟ Ȱ3Ï ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟ ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓȢȱ  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÉÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÔȢ )ȭÍ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÌ ÍÏÒÅ 

ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅȢȱ  

Ȱ)Ó ÓÈÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÉÔÃÈ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ 'ÅÏÒÇÉÅ ÇÌÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÉÓÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ 

ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ  

Dave hid his smile at her eagerness to come to his defense. He playfully moved in front of her, 

blocking her with a warm embrace.  

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÈÅÒȢ /Ò ÆÏÒÃÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÌÅÒÁÔÅÓ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ 

ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÒÅȢȱ  

'ÅÏÒÇÅÔÔÅȭÓ ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅÓ ÓÏÆÔÅÎÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÒÏËÅ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÅÓÈÌÙ ÓÈÁÖÅÎ ÃÈÅÅËɂa look of 

awe crested her eyes.  

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ) ÇÅÔ ÓÏ ÌÕÃËÙȩȱ  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÌÕÃËÙ ÏÎÅȢȱ  

!ÎÄ $ÁÖÅ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÕÃËÙȟ ÎÏÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ 

outrageous wealth allowed them to live a very comfortable life, but because he genuinely loved this 

woman, and even Samantha, for all her faults, he knew deep down was a good person.  



(Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÏÕÎÇÅÄ ÉÎ 'ÅÏÒÇÉÅȭÓ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒË ÔÏ ÂÅ 

done. With a last kiss and the promise of a delicious meal that evening, Dave took himself back 

downstairs to prepare for the inevitable confrontation.   

__________________________________________________________ 
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Genre: Western, Action, Redemption Story 

 

A hard-hitting Western about a man seeking redemption in a brutal land. Guns, grit, and a 

prayer for those beyond saving. 

__________________________________________________________ 

 

 
 

aylight was ebbing. Mattie sat in her favorite rocking chair on the porch. Harold, the boy who 

lived next door, had left a box of groceries in the tiny kitchen at the back of the modest house. 

òLet me know tomorrow if you need anything else, Miss Mattie,ó he said. òMy folks and I will be at 

church in the morning, but Iõll stop in just after the service.ó  

Mattie waved him off and assured the young boy that she was just fine. She had not even yet 

put the groceries in the pantry. The tea kettle next to her, on a small table, was still warm. She poured 

D 



another cup. At this hour of the day, the kettle always contained a dram of whiskey, a fact the 

neighbors would never have suspected for such a kindly woman in her final years.  

Most people who knew her had no idea of the life Mattie had led years ago. A young life filled 

with violence, cruelty, and tears. Yet there was beauty as well, and love. As she sipped the spiked tea, 

she wondered: had it really been that long ago? Was it real, or was it just a dream? It certainly felt like 

a dream, hazy and ethereal, but one series of events was indelibly imprinted in her mind ð a grand yet 

terrifying adventure which culminated in an event that would alter the intended course of her life. And 

so her mind turned back to that terrible and wonderful time.  

 

 

 

othing ever happened in Sudden. A copper strike in 1852 produced about a dozen tents in the 

area. When the copper ran out a year later, a small town sprouted up in this spot for no reason. 

The town expanded again in the early ô60s when word spread that a Confederate barracks was to be 

located nearby. That never happened.  

The war came and went without ever affecting this section of the territory. More people arrived 

for no reason, and they stayed. Still, nothing ever occurred until that one day, thirteen years after 

Appomattox.  

The lone rider approached Sudden around mid-morning. The heat was already oppressive, 

which was why no one was about in the streets of the town. Only a mute boy drawing water from the 

public well gave away the fact that people actually lived here. The boy looked into the distance and 

saw the lone rider as he entered the far end of the main street.  

The rider seemed uneasy in the saddle atop a magnificent blue roan at least seventeen hands 

high. As he rode nearer up the main street, the boy sensed something was wrong. The rider swayed to 

and fro as if intoxicated, but it was more grave than that.  

N 



The boy dropped the bucket down the well and ran to the rider. The face of the rider was clearly 

in a daze, and as the boy ran behind the horse, he could see blood stains on the riderõs back. The horse 

stalled. The rider wiped the sweat from his brow, and then he fell off his mount, face down, into the 

dusty street. The boy could not cry out, so he ran into the general store to alert someone.  

This was how the town of Sudden was introduced to Cole.  

 

 

 

 shingle hung in the midsection of a wooden door that read:  

 

DOCTOR JULY HARRIGAN 

GENERAL PRACTITIONER, SURGEON 

 

The interior of Dr. Harriganõs office and examination room was cluttered with the tools of his 

trade. A skeleton suspended from a rack watched over the examination room. The shelves were 

packed with medical books, journals, specimen jars, and a myriad of bottles containing medicines.  

Cole lay face down on an examination bed, the back of his shirt ripped open, and his backside 

covered in blood. Dr. Harrigan pondered the shot-up mess in front of him. Various trays of medical 

probes, clamps, forceps, and other tools stood at the ready. Dr. Harrigan chose a particular forceps 

and used it to extract lead from the patientõs various wounds. He did this repeatedly, dropping each 

lead slug into a metal pan with a tinny thud. He dropped the forceps into the tray to grab a small rag 

to mop the sweat from his brow, which he then used to mop up the excess blood on Coleõs backside.  

Dr. July Harrigan picked up a decidedly nasty bone saw and looked at it, as if with a sigh of 

regret. òWell, I guess we wonõt be needing this today.ó He took a beat, then grabbed the forceps yet 

again to go back to work.  

òThe situation might have been worse as I was scheduled to go to Tucumcari with my wife and 

family this morning, but that damn train was delayed again. My fellow medical colleague here in town 

A 



came down with the diphtheria last week. That would have left you high and dry for any treatment. 

Fortunately, for you, I am still here due to a failed railway timetable!ó  

Cole winced at each probe as a beautiful woman with straw-colored hair held his hand tightly.  

The doctor dropped another slug into the pan with another tinny thud. òIõve been waiting three 

weeks for the ether to arrive from St. Louis. My sincere apologies for the use of medicinal spirits in 

lieu of a stronger anesthetic. If you want to scream, go right ahead. The music teacher upstairs is out 

for a recital this afternoon. Calls to mind when I practiced in a tent in Abilene. In those days, the 

patient could caterwaul his head off as those streets were noisier than a Chinese laundry.ó  

Dr. Harriganõs fingers fiddled about the tray in front of him, and with a great deal of flourish, 

he chose another probe. "Yes, sir, Iõve treated them all. Soldiers, sailors, and now you shootists. I just 

donõt get what motivates you boys. Seems like an awful risk for a net result you fellas usually have to 

split up with another confederate. Still, itõs a living.ó  

Cole rolled his eyes at the woman with the straw-colored hair and continued wincing as the 

doctor wielded his probe.  

òSome of these authors of the penny dreadfuls are trying mighty hard to elevate you boys to 

some kind of mythic status. Like noble Greek gods dispensing a kind of frontier justice through 

extreme acts of bravery. Frankly, I just canõt see it. Take my grandfather, now there was a true hero. 

He spent his youth crisscrossing the Cumberland Gap. In those days, the Indians eviscerated the 

pioneers they caught. Believed that would prevent their souls from entering the spirit world. Yep, that 

took some real courage and fortitude to face old Chief Dragging Canoe.ó  

Cole had had enough. He started to raise himself upward with his arms and screamed out, òJesus 

Christ, Mattie! Canõt you tell this son of a bitch to shut up?ó  

òI think you just did, Cole,ó Mattie shot back at him.  

The doctor pushed him back on the table. òEasy there, fella. You start moving around, and the 

lead will sink in deeper.ó  

Cole laid back down with a sigh.  

òJust makes my job tougher. I canõt dig in there much past an inch. Thatõs what the manual says. 

You got yourself into this condition, now let me do the repair work.ó Dr. Harrigan paused to choose 

another instrument. òLike I was saying, Chief Dragging Canoe was a real terror. Itõs a wonder that any 

whites survived that Henderson Treaty land. The old chief declared it was to be a dark and bloody 

ground.ó  



The doctor changed instruments yet again. òMy family left Kentucky after all that. Headed 

further into the West. Texas, to be exact. Now this was before Travis and his boys glorified that old 

mission. Yep, my family just kept moving. After the Mexicans gave up at Vera Cruz, that was a sign 

to push farther west. By God, you know I was the first of my family in two generations to see the East 

Coast again? Went back east to get my medical education. That decision kept me behind the lines after 

Sumter. After '63, there were so many men sent back for loss of...ó  

Cole snapped back, òListen, can we skip the history lesson?ó 

òWho did this to you?ó Dr. Harrigan inquired. 

òEver heard of The Preacher?ó Mattie asked. 

Dr. Harrigan made a whistle. òHardly a soul in this territory who has not heard of him. I thought 

he was a legend, a bogey man, like Prestor John back in medieval times. A religious myth to keep the 

faithful in line.ó  

Cole shook his head. òBelieve me, he exists.ó  

òI first heard of him at a temperance union meeting in Denver. Some fire and brimstone pastor 

ranted about this preacher smiting the wicked and cleansing the Southwest of sin,ó recalled Dr. 

Harrigan.  

Mattie nodded, òThatõs his reputation, Doc.ó  

òWell, heõs got his work cut out for him in this den of iniquity.ó He changed instruments again. 

òDid you report this to the law?ó  

Cole shook his head.  

òSeems the sooner you lay this in the lap of the sheriff, the better off youõll be. Iõll get you 

patched and send for Sheriff Duncan to take your statement. You sure donõt want that Preacher doing 

this to anyone else, with perhaps more deadly results. Were you tracking this man?ó  

Cole replied with a weary voice, òNo, but weõre on the trail for the same thing.ó  

Doc Harrigan scratched his head. òMy God! Well, like I said...I canõt see what motivates you 

shootists. Whatever you seek, is it worth the risk of running up against a demon like that?ó  

òFor him, it is, Doc,ó said Maggie soberly.  

Dr. Harrigan shook his head and probed the last wound. Pulling the lead out, it stuck to his 

forceps so that the good doctor had to shake it off. òThereõs a sticky one on my forceps.ó The lead 

ball dropped into the pan. òYou fellas and your ill-gotten financial pursuits. Seems to me a stable job 

like a dry goods salesman would be a better life. Fact is, we need a good dry goods man here in Sudden. 



You might want to entertain that idea for a more reliable career, that is if you two folks would like to 

settle here. Would be a more Arcadian lifestyle than your current vocation.ó  

The doctor dropped the forceps with a loud clank into the tray and grabbed another rag. òNow 

then, that should do it. Letõs get you closed up. Iõll supply you with a bottle, make that half a bottle of 

laudanum to quell any lingering pain. You folks have any lodging in town? The Byzantium Hotel is 

quite comfortable. The new owners just took delivery of fifteen new beds to replace the old ticky ones. 

They even have a faro table in the lobby.ó  

Dr. Harrigan looked over at Mattie. He pointed to a bottle of liquid on the shelf next to her. 

òLet me see that bottle, little lady.ó Mattie passed the bottle to Dr. Harrigan. He uncorked it and took 

a swig. òWeõre almost done here.ó 

__________________________________________________________ 
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Seventeen-year-old Morgan Browdyôs world collapses in just eight seconds when a tragic 

accident kills his brotherðblaming himself, he retreats to his estranged grandfatherôs farm, 

where football, family fractures, and a fledgling romance offer a chance at healing and 

redemption. 
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The worst days arrive disguised as ordinary onesðeggs over easy, crisp bacon, and a family of four at 

County Line Caf®. When the Browdys slide into their familiar corner booth, the vinyl seats creak 

beneath them. Ten-year-old Murph races a small Matchbox car across the table's grimy surface, its 

tiny wheels leaving trails in the crumbs. The sight draws a laugh from his mother, Ailea, her eyes 

crinkling at the corners and filling with warmth.  

"Our speed demon right here," she comments, messing up Murph's unruly hair. The texture 

reminds her of dandelion fluff, soft and wild. Across the table, her husband Wilke's leg brushes 

against hers as he scans the menu. A half-smirk works its way across his five o'clock shadow.  

Their server, Jessie, appears, snapping her gum with a pop. "Let's get some grub for the early 

birds," she says. Her voice carries the rasp of too many late-night shifts. "The usual for everyone?"  

"Figure that'll do it," Wilke confirms, his deep voice rumbling with contentment. "Two pecan 

waffles, extra syrup. And Junior here will have his dippy eggs and bacon. Right, buddy?"  

Murph, absorbed with racing his toy, doesn't respond. Ailea recalls when Murph was a baby 

and how quickly he would become occupied by the simplest things as his tongue pokes out in 

concentration. She steps in. "Let's scramble those soft for him. White toast cut small, please." There's 

a hint of protectiveness in her tone, born from years of having to step in and be the boy's voice.  

Jessie turns to sixteen-year-old Morgan, who's gazing out the rain-streaked window. The patter 

of raindrops forms a quaint backdrop to the diner's hustle and bustle. "And for our quiet one?"  

Morgan turns, pulled from his daydream. The cool glass against his forehead had lulled him 

into a trance. "Oh, uh...just chocolate chip pancakes, I guess. Thanks."  

His attention drifts back to the window as they wait for their food. He spots Emma, a girl from 

school, leaving the corner store across the street. The sight of her sends a flutter through his stomach. 

She catches him leering through the window and gives a slight wave.  

 

Moments later, she appears at their table, greeting the family. Her strawberry shampoo wafts 

over, stirring something in the teen boy's heart.  

"Spying on my secret hangouts?" she teases, sliding in beside Morgan. Their knees touch under 

the table, sending a jolt through him that causes his throat to catch.  

The bell above the diner door chimes, and a few of Emma's friends enter, waving her over.  



"Shoot, I gotta go, we're gonna be late," she groans, jumping up faster than she swooped in. 

"But I'll see you at the game," she calls, her voice carrying the hint of a promise that causes hormones 

to fire uncontrolled in Morgan's gut.  

 

As the door swings shut behind her, Morgan realizes the sudden silence at their table. He risks 

a glance up, only to find Wilke and Ailea exchanging loaded looks. A sly grin tugs at the corner of 

Wilke's mouth as he cocks his eyebrow. Ailea's eyes dance with contained amusement, her lips 

pressed together as if holding back an obvious secret.  

Heat creeps up Morgan's neck, flooding his cheeks. He hunches his shoulders, wishing he 

could disappear. His fingers fidget with the paper wrapper from his straw, shredding it into tiny 

pieces as he avoids meeting their eyes.  

"So," Wilke drawls, breaking the calm. "She seems nice."  

Morgan groans, sinking lower in his seat. He'd give anything for the floor to open up and 

swallow him whole. The knowing looks and poorly concealed smiles are all too much. He mumbles 

something unintelligible in response, his ears burning as red as the ketchup bottle on the table.  

Ailea reaches across, patting his hand with affection. "Okay, we'll drop it," she chides, but her 

eyes sparkle with motherly interest. "We remember what it was like to be young and sweet on 

someone."  

The mood shifts when Ailea notices Morgan's expression change to something dark. "What's 

eating you?" she asks, her intuition prickling. "You've been quiet all morning."  

Morgan shrugs, his shoulders heavy. "Coach said I'd be off JV by now, but here I am at another 

Saturday game." The words taste bitter in his mouth.  

"With A.J. out, doesn't that mean there's an opening?" Ailea probes, trying to find a silver lining.  

"Yeah," Morgan replies. "And I'm still riding the bench." The frustration in his voice is palpable.  

Wilke's jaw tightens. "Morgan, we've talked about this. If you don't step up, maybe you should 

quit." His words cut like a knife.  

"That's not it, Iñ" Morgan starts, but Wilke cuts him off, his  patience wearing thin from a 

discussion that's graced the table several times.  

"Nobody's going to hand it to you."  

Murph, oblivious to the undercurrents, pipes up. "Hooky, he's a hooky!" His childish voice 

breaks through like a ray of sunshine.  



Wilke's eyes narrow, his gaze sharpening. "You've been skipping practice?"  

Morgan tries to explain, but he's been outed. An uncomfortable quiet descends on the table, 

broken by the clink of cutlery and the distant sizzle of the griddle.  

Wilke sighs. "Listen, I know you've got a lot on your plate. But you've got to have faith that if 

you keep putting in the work, your moment will come." His words are tinged with the wisdom of 

experience.  

"Yeah, great pep talk from the Pancake Provider," Morgan retorts, half regretting the sharpness 

of his words. "Not like you know what it's like."  

"No, I'd have no idea what it's like to be an angry teenð" his father laughs, dropping his hand 

on Morgan's head and giving him a playful shove. "Eat up before you disappear."  

 

2 

 

The crisp autumn breeze bends the tall grass outside the hulking football stadium, its massive 

concrete walls looming over the deserted parking lot like ancient monoliths. The Browdy family 

walks across the asphalt expanse under a slate-gray September sky, their footsteps echoing in the 

vast emptiness as they head toward a weathered Ford pickup after the game.  

Ailea walks, shoulders hunched against the biting cold, her breath forming white clouds. The 

wind whips strands of her hair across her face, and she can taste the metallic hint of approaching 

winter. Wilke lumbers beside her, his face flushed crimson from the chill, the creases around his 

eyes deepening as he squints against the wind. Morgan trudges along, gaze fixed on his phone, 

thumbs flying across the screen.  

Murph skips beside his mom. His sneakers squeak on the damp asphalt with each bouncing 

step. He looks up, messy brown hair falling into his eyesðthose bright green orbs that seem to 

absorb every detail of the world around him, good or bad, with the same fascination he shows 

when playing with his beloved cars at home. In unfamiliar settings, he's rather quiet. But here, 

surrounded by family, he chatters about the intricacies of a V8 versus a Supercharged Turbo.  

Wilke presents Murph with a vibrant team pennant, its colors a defiant splash against the 

monochrome day. "Stay close to your mom," he says as he guides the boy towards Ailea. Morgan 

trails behind, his football gear slung under one arm, the pads clanking with each step.  



Ailea turns to her older son, trying to catch his eye. "Maybe you'll get to play next week," she 

says, injecting hope into her voice even as she sees the disappointment on the set of his shoulders. 

Morgan doesn't look up, just smirks at his phone and mutters, "Yeah, right..." His voice carries a 

bitterness that makes Ailea's heart ache.  

She nudges Murph, desperate to lighten the mood. "Bet they'll put you in, won't they, 

brother?" Murph's face lights up, his grin wide and infectious. "Right, brother!" he shouts, his voice 

carrying across the empty lot as he skips along, the pennant fluttering like a bright ensign in the 

cold, stormy wind.  

 

3 

 

Wilke's calloused hand envelops Ailea's, the rough texture a familiar comfort against her skin. 

He pulls her close, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth, his eyes crinkling with affection 

and desire.  

"Been thinking 'bout tonight," he murmurs, his voice low and husky, sending a shiver down 

Ailea's spine despite the chill in the air. His aftershave causes a flutter in her stomach, a mix of 

anticipation and nervousness. "Not in front of them," she whispers, pulling her hand away. Her 

cheeks flush, and not just from the cold.  

Wilke, undeterred, persists with a playful glint in his eye. "No one's watching," he says, his arm 

snaking around her waist. Ailea squirms away, her fingers combing her wind-tousled hair.  

"Let's see who can spot the truck first!" she calls out to the boys. She taps Murph on the 

shoulder, and he takes off like a shot, the pennant streaming behind him like a banner of joy.  

"Not too far!" She calls after him, her voice tinged with worry.  

"Morgan!" Wilke barks, his voice sharp enough to cut through the wind. "Go with your brother. 

Get him to the truck."  

Morgan stops, his shoulders sagging with teenage annoyance. He drops his gear on the grimy 

asphalt with a dull thud. "Fine..." he huffs, trudging after his brother with the enthusiasm of a prisoner 

on a chain gang.  

"Stay with him!" Ailea adds.  

He responds with a vague wave, his eyes never leaving the glowing screen of his phone.  

Wilke's frustrated shout of "Hey!" registers a reply.  



"I know, I know," Morgan mutters, more to himself than anyone else. His distracted 

compliance is automatic, ingrained from years of half-listening to parental instructions. He follows 

his brother's path, but his mind is miles away, engrossed in the drama unfolding in his text messages.  
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With the bright pennant in his hand fluttering like a beacon, Murph races on, skipping around 

parked trucks and SUVs. The family's old, rusty truck looms into view at the far end of the lot.  

"Get in the truck," Morgan mutters, his voice flat. He gives Murph a push, his eyes never leaving 

his handheld.  

"Dad said, Dad saidñ" Murph's singsong voice carries on the wind, a melody of innocence and 

excitement. His words bounce off the nearby cars.  

"Just get in!" Morgan snaps, his irritation palpable.  

Murph, caught up in his own world, ignores his brother's command. "Look!" He waves the 

pennant side-to-side, nearly hitting Morgan in the face.  

Morgan swats it away, his patience wearing thin. "Stop, you're so annoying!"  

"Am not!" Murph retorts, sticking out his tongue. He dances away, waving the pennant even 

more dramatically.  

"I said stop!" Morgan lunges for the pennant, but Murph dodges, laughing.  

Frustration boils over, and Morgan snaps. He shoves Murph hard, intending to push him 

toward the truck. "Just get inð"  

The push is harder than Morgan intended. Murph stumbles backward, losing his grip on the 

pennant. Wind gusts, awakening the world. It tugs at the pennant, now free from Murph's grasp, 

scooting it further into the lane. 

Murph cries out, his words punctuated by hiccupping sobs. Without warning, he lurches 

forward, arms outstretched towards the escaping pennant, his focus solely on retrieving the bright 

object that had moments ago been a source of comfort and fascination. Morgan's eyes widen in 

horror as he realizes what's happening.  

"Murph, stop!"  

At that moment, a sedan comes tearing by, its engine roaring with abandon. The screech of 

tires on asphalt cuts through like a knife. There's a horn blast, followed by the shriek of brakes.  
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Wilke takes Ailea's hand as they make their way toward the car. His lips find the soft curve of 

her neck. Her perfume mingles with the crisp autumn air. This time, Ailea doesn't pull away; instead, 

she leans into his touch, her body relaxing against his without the fear of getting caught by their 

children.  

"Where's this sweet talk been all this time?" she laughs. Her voice carries a note of surprise and 

pleasure as if rediscovering a part of herself long forgotten. The warmth of Wilke's body against hers 

feels like coming home after a long, cold journey.  

A terrified yell shatters their moment of intimacy. Wilke's body goes rigid, every muscle tensing 

as if preparing for a fight. The faint, desperate cry of "Mom!" reaches their ears, carried on the wind 

from across the way.  

Ailea's eyes dart across the parking lot, her maternal instincts kicking into overdrive as she tries 

to make sense of the unfolding chaos. Without hesitation, she takes off, weaving between parked 

cars, her heart racing from a primal fear that claws at her insides.  

Wilke follows, his face a mask of terror as he struggles to keep up with Ailea's frantic pace. His 

breath comes in ragged gasps, years of sedentary life catching up with him in this crisis.  

The world around them seems to blur; the once-peaceful parking lot transformed into a 

nightmarish landscape of obstacles and shadows. Each passing second seems like an eternity as they 

hurry towards the origin of that heartrending cry, their minds imagining worst-case scenarios with 

every stride.  

__________________________________________________________ 
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A unique collection of witty and insightful essays about identity, family, and trying to find oneôs 

place in the world. 
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For anyone who has suffered rejection 

or who craves a sense of belonging. 

 

________________________________________________________ 

 

Introduction  

 

The essays in this book have all been rejected, some of them multiple times. Over the 

years, Iôve seen my work published in some of my favorite publications, including some 

of the most reputable. But the essays herein were either passed on or ghosted 

completely. As my fellow writer friend Tara says, ñNo answer is still an answer.ò  

 

The essay is one of my favorite mediums. Essays can be short. Theyôre often timely. 

And for me, they demand to be written. An unwritten essay nags at me like a toddler 

until I sit down and pay attention. It keeps me up at night until I turn the light on and 



grab a notebook or go to my desk. Sometimes an essay comes out in one complete 

piece, like the shed skin of a snake; other times, it takes years to craft.  

 

No one tells you when you first start wanting to write that becoming a writer entails 

distinct phases. The first is believing you have things to say. The next is granting 

yourself permission to put those things down on paper. The third is writing and rewriting 

and rewriting again until the things on the page are close enough to the things you see 

in your head. And then, there is the part that really sucksðmaybe not if youôre Joyce 

Carol Oates or Roxane Gay, but for most of usðthe part where you must convince 

editors that your piece belongs in their publication.  

 

Weathering frequent rejection is integral to being an artist. There will be so many weôre-

gonna-pass-on-this-oneôs that you wonôt be able to count them. I think the film Whiplash 

isnôt so much a story about an abusive teacher as it is an allegory. The industry beats 

you down, and you have a few choices: change careers, kill yourself (quickly, with a 

gun; slowly, with some addictive substance), or rise to the occasion, albeit with bloody 

fingers.  

 

In 12-step programs, they say rejection is redirection. Enough friends and colleagues 

have asked me, over the years, to read and reread and pass around these essays for 

me to decide to collect them in one place. In some way, they are all about belonging. 

Belonging to oneôs home or country. Belonging to oneself. And now Iôve created a place 

for them to belong. They were rejected and therefore redirected into this book you hold. 

I trust itôs where these words were always meant to be. 

__________________________________________________________ 

 

 



      Scout 

 



 

I never understood the whole girls and horses thing. I didnôt have a horse-themed tenth 

birthday party. I didnôt take riding lessons. I never saw Black Beauty. Given my 

background, I wouldnôt have expected to learn about romantic love from a horse.  

 

Years ago, I was asked by a friend to attend a Human-Equine retreat. Equine-assisted 

psychotherapy programs have been shown to be effective in treating everything from 

autism to eating disorders. It was going to be a weekend of communing with, interacting 

with, and learning life lessons from horses. As a responsible single parent, I had long ago 

said goodbye to the skydiving and motorcycling adventures that came before the birth of 

my son, but this was one adventure I could safely undertake. And the operative word for 

me wasnôt so much ñhorseò as it was ñretreat.ò Quiet time on a farm sounded delightful.  

 

Horses werenôt completely new to me. The summer prior, I had spent a weekend with the 

friends who would later invite me to the retreat. They had moved to the suburbs and 

bought a horse named Scout, and I helped them groom him. I also got to recline on the 

grass reading Middlesex. And I watched them practice cantering and galloping.  

 

Though I knew their horse was going to be at the workshop, I wondered if I would 

recognize him among the herd. But when I walked down the hill, I couldnôt mistake him. 

It was like recognizing my own child among a group. The horse is a gigantic Clydesdale 

with amber eyes.  

 

As I approached Scoutôs pen, another workshop attendee was already standing there. I 

wanted to give them their space, so I walked quietly along the side of the corral toward 

one of the other horses, but Scout was quick to follow. He caught up with me like a dog 

greeting his owner. Ebullient and excited, he put his lips against my face. Playfully, he 

removed the name tag from my shirt with his nose. Tears flooded my eyes. How could I 

doubt whether I mattered to friends and family, when this creature Iôd spent two days with 

remembered me so fondly?  

 



The idea that I was forgettable didnôt materialize out of nowhere. My sonôs father had had 

an affair with someone at work when our baby was two months old. After that, feeling 

secure with romantic partners didnôt come easily to me. I didnôt have a track record of 

picking safe people, so itôs no wonder that I didnôt feel safe. I chose people who, for one 

reason or another, werenôt sure about me. And then I made their ambivalence a reason 

to feel unsure about myself.  

 

When the leaders asked us which horse we wanted to work with one-on-one, my answer 

was clear: Scout. I would set my intentions with a counselor, and then spend twenty 

minutes in a round pen with him. The counselor and the rest of my group would observe 

and comment.  

 

As a perpetual caretaker, my intention was to learn how to receive. I was tired of feeling 

like I was only worthy of love based on things I did or gave, rather than on who I am. As I 

thought about this, I noticed that Scout walked towards me. I entered the pen. For our 

previous interaction, we had been on opposite sides of a fence. This time, I was alone 

with a horse that was seventeen hands tall and two thousand pounds. The reality was 

that he could charge me, kick me or buck me. But would he? Was this a lesson in trust?  

 

I didnôt approach Scout right away. I waited for him to come to me, something I donôt 

usually do with people. And he did come towards me. Slow. Gentle. He took his time. We 

breathed together. I waited until I felt safe and comfortable before I reached out to touch 

him. I reached out to pet his nose, and he let me. He even let me hug him. He didnôt move 

once. He didnôt startle me in any way. He was constantðand in the face of that, I 

decompressed. So much of the anxiety I walk around with each day vanished.  

 

When it was time to go home, I went to say good-bye to Scout, who was chewing on hay. 

Upon seeing me, he left the food behind, and approached. He planted what felt like a kiss 

on my face. I thought about relationships Iôd had. Itôs so easy to keep working away at our 

desk or keep washing the dishes or talking on the phone when our partner walks in after 

work. Scout showed me how different it feels when someone stops what theyôre doing 



and takes the time to greet you. What if we got up from our desks and met our lovers at 

the door, the way dogs do? What if we took them in our arms and kissed them? Iôm so 

happy youôre home. Iôve got a bit of work to do, but I canôt wait to have dinner with you in 

an hour.  

 

I left the weekend knowing something I hadnôt realized before. What I was looking for was 

not a particular person, not a particular set of physical characteristics or personal traits. 

What I was looking for was a specific feeling. It was a feeling of calm and love in the 

presence of someone else. I had gotten glimpses of it in my life. There was the married 

man Iôd met on a summer vacation in Sicily. We sat next to each other on the beach for 

a month and watched our kids play in the sea. Something happened to me when I was 

with him. I felt safe. I wondered if it was because he was the only one with an umbrella 

that never blew away, or because he always had cold water and gum. Or if some 

alchemical connection was at play. Neither one of us crossed any boundaries, but 

meeting him changed me. I would never have swiped right on him on a dating app, but 

being around him gave me the feeling Iôd like to feel from a husband someday. That 

feeling of safety allowed me to be my truest self. It helped me find both laughter and 

serenity.  

 

Since I was a kid, Iôve carried a list of traits I want my person to haveðthings like intellect 

and humor, wit and worldliness. But Iôve been in a relationship with someone who 

possessed those qualities and still felt agitated in his presence. I can ascribe that agitation 

to the fact that he would forget to lock the door before coming to bed. Or to the fact that 

heôd lose his wallet all the time. I could say it was because life scared him more than it 

scares me. But it wasnôt really any of those thingsðit was the lack of a certain feeling.  

 

For me, love is about being seen, remembered, and recognized. Itôs about receiving. Itôs 

about being with someone big-hearted, who uses their size to protect rather than to 

intimidate. Scout gave me a reference point for what love should feel like. I trust that, now 

that Iôve felt it, Iôll be able to recognize it when it comes. 
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HOW NOT TO DIE  

Around people 
ÉÆ ) ÆÅÅÌ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÄÉÅ 
I excuse myself 
ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ Ȱ) ÇÏÔÔÁ ÇÏȦȱ 
Ȱ'Ï ×ÈÅÒÅȩȱ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÎÁ ËÎÏ× 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ 
I just get outa there 
away from them 
because somehow 
they sense something wrong 
and never know what to do 
it scares them such suddenness How awful 
to just sit there 
and they asking: 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÁÎ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ Ȱ7ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÅ ÄÏ×Îȩȱ 
Ye gods! people! 
×ÈÏ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ ÁÍÏÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȩȦ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÓÈÉÔ 4Ï ÔÈÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓɂto the 
ÍÏÖÉÅÓ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÈÕÒÒÙ ÔÏ 
×ÈÅÎ ) ÆÅÅÌ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ 
3Ï ÆÁÒ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÏÒËÅÄ  

ɂ Gregory Corso, Herald of the Autochthonic Spirit  
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Keep your face always toward the sunshine - 

and shadows will fall behind you. 

ð Walt Whitman 

 

 



Preface 

 

)Æ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÅÒÅ Á ÍÏÖÉÅȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ Á 7ÏÏÄÙ !ÌÌÅÎ ÆÉÌÍȠ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÎÏ ÎÅÒÄÓ ÏÒ ÍÏÌÅÓÔÅÒÓȢ .ÏÔ 

a Sam Peckinpah film; not enough violence except for a few choking scenes. Not a Scorsese 

film; not enough sleazebags, but a lot of drug dealers, gamblers, and loose women. And 

ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌ ÂÅÈÁÖÉÏÒ ÏÎ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÐÁÇÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ×ÈÅÎÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÕÎÔÁØÅÄ ÉÎÃÏÍÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÉÌÌÉÃÉÔ 

purchase.  

FranëÏÉÓ 4ÒÕÆÆÁÕÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÏ ) ÆÅÅÌ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅɂlots of 

lovemaking and characters as cool as iced espresso and hot and smoldering like a Gauloises.  

However, none of them French. Actually one, but she was French Canadian, and that 

ÁÆÆÁÉÒ ×ÅÎÔ ÎÏ×ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË 0ÁÒÉÓÉÁÎ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ×ÁÌËÅÒÓ ÃÏÕÎÔȢ /Î ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ 

ÉÔȟ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ "ÁÒÒÙ ,ÅÖÉÎÓÏÎȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÍÏÒÅ Diner in me than Shoot the Piano Player.  

I think of things in terms of movies a lot. They seem to be markers for events in my life. 

&ÉÌÍÓ ÁÒÅ ÍÙ ÎÅ×ÅÓÔ ÄÒÕÇ ÏÆ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÉÎ ςππψȟ ) ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ 2%%, 2ÅÃÏÖÅÒÙ &ÉÌÍ 

Festival & Symposium with Robert Downey Sr.  

At the REEL Recovery Film Festival & Symposium, we showcase filmmakers who make 

honest films about addiction, alcoholism, behavioral disorders, treatment, and recovery. We 

started in Los Angeles and expanded to seven other cities over time, including Ft. Lauderdale, 

New York, and Denver. We are still adding other locations. During the COVID-19 pandemic 

of 2020, we went online with our own REEL Recovery Film Channel, available nationwide to 

anyone in any state.  

I like a good movie, and I worship a good foreign film, like the 2019 masterpiece Portrait 

of a Lady on Fire. I was transported back to the 1700s in this somber French tale.  

-Ù ÆÒÉÅÎÄ 3ÔÅÖÅ 3ÅÉÄ ×ÁÓ Á ÃÕÒÁÔÏÒ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ "ÅÒËÅÌÅÙ !ÒÔ -ÕÓÅÕÍȭÓ 0ÁÃÉÆÉÃ &ÉÌÍ !ÒÃÈÉÖÅ 

for 25 years. He revered film as an art as much as I do. In 2021, in response to the San 

Francisco Museum of Modern Art closing its Film Program, he wrote the following on 

Facebook:  

Ȱ) ÐÒÏÐÏÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ #ÉÎÅÍÁȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÖÅÎÔÈ ÁÒÔȟ ÂÅ ÐÒÏÍÏÔÅÄɂ

promoted to the first art because it contains aspects of 

ÅÁÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ȰÌÅÓÓÅÒȱ ÁÒÔÓȢ #ÉÎÅÍÁ ÅÎÃÁÐÓÕÌÁÔÅÓ ÁÓÐÅÃÔÓ ÏÆ 



its lesser brethren and though Cinema was formulated 

after the assumed perfection of Painting, Architecture, 

Sculpture, Literature, Music, and the Performing Arts 

(theater, dance, symphony, opera), the medium in its 

many forms arrives at a cumulative impression that is 

greater. Cinema can mesmerize as it transits upon a 

whited screen or delight and absorb as it engulfs its 

environs with dazzling abstraction. Cinema can be 

encountered as a language-based experience or 

absorbed as non-verbal recitation. Cinema can dance 

upon the architectural space or illuminate a multitude of 

dancers. Cinema can tell vast stories or reduce 

experience to a pigmented utterance. Cinema can depict 

the world with photographic insistence or astound with 

graphical departures. Cinema can occupy complex 

interior spaces or reflect back your colorful 

claustrophobia. Cinema can dazzle the impatient ear 

with mellifluous sonorities or flow frantically forward 

with an airy musicality. Cinema can be painterly, 

sculptural, literary, theatrical, architectural, musical, 

ÓÉÍÕÌÔÁÎÅÏÕÓÌÙȢȱ  

 

-ÏÖÉÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÓÏ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌÌÙ ÆÏÒ ×ÅÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ Á ÃÅÎÔÕÒÙȢ  

Showcasing films about addiction and recovery is deeply personal to me because, as of 

the writing of this book, I have lived the last 27 years sober . . . without a drink or a drug 

(except for some Dilaudid after open-heart surgery and Percodan after brain surgery).  

For 25 years, I dealt drugs, got high every day, and lived under the daily specter of 

arrest, incarceration, and violence. I travelled the world, met brilliant charismatic men and 

women, ate in fine restaurants and had orchestra seats for plays by Tom Stoppard, Sam 

Shepard and every Sondheim musical on Broadway. I avoided the cops when it counted, 

welcomed poets and musicians into my life regularly.  



Since December 12, 1950, I have been floating down the stream of life in a rowboat that 

could have sprung a bad leak at any moment. Too often, I was gasping for breath (fucking 

asthma). Breaking the law. Worshipping nature, art, literature, and females. Getting high as 

Á ËÉÔÅȢ "ÅÉÎÇ ÆÕÎÎÙȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÙ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÒÕÍÅÎÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÍÁËÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÌÁÕÇÈȢ 

And always looking for love, sex or the Benjamins. I spent my whole life climbing to the top 

of the mountain, and when I got there, I realized, oh fuck! Wrong mountain.  

Welcome to the world of a five-foot, eleven-ÉÎÃÈ *Å×ÉÓÈ 3ÁÇÉÔÔÁÒÉÁÎ ÄÉÌÅÔÔÁÎÔÅȭÓ ÄÒÕÇ-

addicted life. No one would ever guess this edge-of-the-cliff dance ends with a most 

ÍÉÒÁÃÕÌÏÕÓ ÍÉÒÁÃÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÄÒÕÇ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÃÏÈÏÌ ÁÄÄÉÃÔÉÏÎȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÍÙ Ótory 

can help anyone. I hope so. Maybe there is someone reading this who only smokes pot every 

ÄÁÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁ τπ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢ .Ïȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÄÄÉÃÔÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ 

highest you can be is when there is nothing between you and reality. Reality, the ultimate 

natural high, is more exciting than any drug-induced roller-coaster ride.  

-ÁÒÉÊÕÁÎÁ ÉÓ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÚÙ ÍÁÎȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÅÎÌÉÇÈÔÅÎÍÅÎÔȢ )Ô ÃÁÎ ÁÌÓÏ ÂÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Á 

ÌÁÚÙ ÍÁÎȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÖÉÔÙȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÒÅ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÈÅÁÖÅÎ ÏÎ ÅÁÒÔÈ 

×ÉÔÈ Á ÊÏÉÎÔ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÕÔÈȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ×ÅÅÄȢ .Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ bullshit. Drugs wear 

ÏÆÆȢ 2ÅÁÌÉÔÙ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏÅÓȢ -Ù ÓÏÎ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÓ ÍÅ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ 4ÉÍÏÔÈÙ ,ÅÁÒÙ ÓÁÉÄȡ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÇÏÁÌ ÉÓ 

ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÇÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÉÇÈȢȱ  

The idea of writing a memoir never occurred to me until I was taking classes at Los 

Angeles Community College to get my certification as a substance abuse counselor. The 

classes were pretty much made up of recovering drug addicts, rappers, and ex-cons. I felt 

right at home.  

The teacher wore sweaters every day probably bought on sale from Banana Republic. 

The class worked from a paperback textbook called Did I Really Have a Choice? Every week I 

ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÁÎ ÅÓÓÁÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÙ ÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÖÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÃÈÏÉÃÅÓȱ ) ÍÁÄÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢ  

$ÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÎÇ ȰÆÒÅÅ ×ÉÌÌȱ ×ÉÔÈ Á ρπ-year-old is a moot point. I was programmed to be me 

by my environment, mother, brother, and the cataclysmic death of my father. The actual 

dying was not cataclysmic (quiet heart attack in his sleep while being driven home from the 

night shift at the post office) but the effect on my breast feeder and my sibling were life 

changing, shattering, and a fucking bummer.  



When I was young, around 17, after just having been introduced to the works of Henry 

Miller, I read several volumes of The Diary of Anaās Nin (Miller and Nin were very close) and 

×ÁÓ ÂÌÏ×Î Á×ÁÙ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ )ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÅÁÄ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÒÏÓÐÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÏÒ 

be able to write like her. Yet here I am . . .  

My brother has always been the writer in the family. Brother Bruce wrote lots of great 

magazine articles for GQ, Forbes, Medium, a column for the New York Times, his own memoir 

for Simon and Schuster in 2007, Walking Broad: Looking for the Heart of Brotherly Love, and 

in 1973, he co-wrote the pre -!ÌÌ ÔÈÅ 0ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔȭÓ -ÅÎ exposÅǲ on the Nixon Watergate break-

in, The Watergate File: A Concise, Illustrated Guide to the People and Events.  

I think there are a few well-known Jewish writers hanging around on our family treeɂ

the editor for the Forward, a legendary newspaper founded in 1897, and the author of 

Famous Jews in Sports (a very slim tome). Famous Jewish Chess Players was more substantial. 

If any readers are about to throw this book into the fireplace because I seem to be bragging 

about the innate and superior intelligence of Hebraic peoples, stop. Achtung, halt, STOP. I 

promise you there are some pretty idiotic tales to come.  

 

 

__________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

ñA book lying idle on a shelf is wasted ammunition. Like money, 

books must be kept in constant circulation... A book is not only 

a friend, it makes friends for you. When you have possessed a 

book with mind and spirit, you are enriched. But when you pass 

it on you are enriched threefold.ò 

ˈ Henry Miller 

 



Part I  

 

What It Was Like  

 

__________________________________________________________ 

 

 

ñREALITY is what you can get away with.ò 

1. Rehearse successful outcomes in your mindôs eye. 

2. Expand your ability to feel gratitude and appreciation. 

3. Donôt demand all or nothing answers: accept partial solutions.  

4. Interrupt your negative chains of thought by forcing yourself to  

     visualize the crazy sweet adventures you plan to enjoy someday.  

ˈ Robert Anton Wilson 1932 ï 2007  

 

__________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 1 

 
Grief Like a Torn Dress Should Be Left at Home 

 

I am not what happened to me, I am what I choose to become. 

ðCarl Jung 

OPENING MONTAGE: Camera descends through the delicious mists above a pot of 

simmering chicken soup at 4639 N. 10th Street ñthe house where I grew up. There I 

am, having just been born into an idyllic Jewish family unit smack -dab in the middle 

of the twentie th century, with a working father, a beautiful, house -wifey mother, and 

a strong handsome three -year-old brother. I started life in the North Philadelphia 

neighborhood called Logan, in a row house with mortgage payments my parents 

considered affordable.  

When Mom and Dad brought home their bouncing baby boy from St. Josephõs 

hospital, my mother pressed her tender ear to my tiny chest and heard a heartbeat 

that was anything but regular.  

The next day my mom called the delivery doctor and told him sheõd heard 

something strange when she put her ear to my chest. The doctor had already detected 

a loud murmur associated with a bicuspid aortic valve disorder. The doctor didnõt 

want to tell my pa rents right away about my defective heart and ruin the familyõs 

first night home with their new beautiful baby boy.  

There was an operation available to repair said defect, but in the 1950s, 1 out of 

every 10 kids who went under the knife to repair the errant valve never made it back 

home to watch Howdy Doody .  

In those days, there was no heart -lung machine. The surgeon would have had 

only three -and-a-half minutes to replace the little piece of shit valve in my heart. 

Mom was not about to play Beat the Clock  with a life -threatening experimental 

surgery. But she was willing to bet that operating room technology would advance 



faster than my valveõs health would retreat. Mom was certainly right on that 

estimation.  

Three weeks after I took center stage, my daddy dropped dead of a heart attack 

on his way home from working the night shift at the post office. He was 34 years old. 

Suddenly there was a gaping hole in our lives. No husband, no father, no 

breadwinner.  

 

Mom was a grief -stricken and frightened widow. Shock prevented her from 

breastfeeding, so at three weeks old, my first bartender eighty -sixed me. Mom had no 

job and the mortgage became unaffordable. She was now confronted with a new 

reality: How was she to  have the time to raise my brother and me into men when she 

needed to get a nine -to-five job? How would a 100 percent woman manage to raise 

two sons without a father around? Could her instinct and intuition carry her through? 

The Common Sense Book of Baby and Child Care  by Dr. Spock was not in her library.  

 

 

 

 

 



I was a particularly large drain on 

family emotions. Before I could even 

walk, I was faced not only with a life -

threatening heart condition but with a 

gnarly breathtaking case of severe 

asthma, which ultimately led to 

numerous emergency room visits.  

My lucky brotherõs life started 

with daddyõs gentle masculine push. 

Over theyears, Iõve seen 8mm home 

movies of my brother Bruce, being 

pushed by my father on a swing and 

another home movie shows him being 

held above the cresting waves in the 

Atlantic Ocean off Atlantic City by t he 

proud, strong hands of our daddy. 

Others called him Morris. I called him 

deceased.  

 

 

 

For my brother, our fatherõs death was much more of a loss than it was for me.  

Iõm sure on an unconscious level, I must have been devastated. Though at the 

time I probably didnõt notice, being so focused on Momõs fountains for youth. Who was 

going to hunt for food, gather wood, and keep our row home supplied with heating oil 

to stay warm at night? At three weeks old, I had to metaphorically stand on my own 

two feet while actually only able to lie on my back or stomach, as newborns do. I was 

already starting a new chapter in my life, as I did again 44 years later when I got 

sober. Itõs not like I was on one uninterrupted trajectory from infancy to the Betty 

Ford Center. I did stop at nursery school, public schools, weddings, fatherhood and 

racetracks. But at three weeks old, without realizing it, I was pretty much faced with 

having to f end for myself.  



Being brought up by a single mom is like being an electrical plug with only one 

prong. The energy is not a balanced flow. A missing father is a missing prong. A 

missing father short -circuits a childõs learned response to stimuli. As a man, he may 

overreact  to everyday problems as if he were from Venus and not from Mars.  

How would I learn the aplomb a father uses to smoothly carve a holiday turkey? 

Or repaint the bedroom or change a flat tire? I would never know how to safely 

experience the fear and unsteadiness that come when Daddy takes off the training 

wheels to unleash  the careen of the bike on the asphalt. Or feel his love, assistance, 

acceptance and protection at the same time. When I had my own son, I told him the 

first thing to learn when riding a bike is how to fall over (on a grass field), and the 

second thing is how to get up and keep pedaling. Somehow, I managed to master this 

life lesson without a daddy of my own.  

When I started to attend elementary school, I heard kids in the playground talk 

about their fathers and the jobs they did. I would slink away embarrassed that I 

didnõt even have a father. Heretofore, I never really knew what I did not have. I did 

have some older guys in the neighborhood who took me under their wings from time 

to time but never like a father would.  

One of the best realities of my life was that my family lived in the same house 

for 20 years. I felt secure in the Brigadoon -like neighborhood of Logan in North 

Philadelphia. I say Brigadoon because to me Logan was like the mythical village in 

Scotland tha t rose out of the Scottish mist once every 100 years, for only one day of 

joy and splendor.  

Logan, built on top of a buried creek, existed as a middle -class Jewish ghetto for 

about 50 years, before three square blocks (including my house) sank into the mud, 

disappearing off the face of the earth forever. There is no old block to go back to visit.  

Except through memories, and in family photos, 10th Street will remain forever a 

shimmering universe of childhood adventures and fantasies. And where my creation 

story started off with a death and a wheeze.  

My mother, Rose, only drove a car twice in her life; once for a lesson and then to 

get her driverõs license. She really didnõt need one because she usually only travelled 



with her boyfriends or took public transport. We never owned a car. As a kid, the only 

modes of transportation I ever knew were buses and subways, walking, riding my 

bike, and hitchhiking. I hitchhiked to Olney High School every day for three years. 

When I  was late, the teachers understood that I didnõt get a ride fast enough to be on 

time.  

I grew up self -reliant, with two bus stops a block from my house and with only a 

20-minute walk to the Broad Street subway. Our station was the Wyoming Avenue 

stop. From here, for a five -cent token, I could travel up and down the spine of this city 

of neighborhoods or to where the Declaration of Independence was birthed and to the 

home of comedian W. C. Fields. One story has it that Fields had the following words 

engraved on his tombstone at Forest Lawn Memorial Park in Glendale, California: 

òAll things being equal, Iõd rather be here than in Philadelphia.ó  

School was a challenge to my developing ego. I attended a big school that had 

three floors and two elevators. My heart problem, a bicuspid aortic valve that should 

have been tricuspid, got me a special elevator pass (like a seat on the òspecialó bus).  

I was never allowed to participate in the regular gym class, so I took remedial 

gym where the only equipment was a Ping -Pong table. And there wasnõt always 

someone to play against. I became bored with boredom.  

My special pass to use the elevator was necessary all winter, when my 

ridiculously bad asthma caused me to wheeze like an out -of-pitch accordion. That 

wheeze embarrassed me greatly. I didnõt want the other kids to know I had any 

physical defects, so I woul d wait for everyone to go into their classrooms before I 

slipped into the elevator. Self -stigmatization. If a guy saw me and asked what I was 

doing taking the crippleõs elevator (kids are cruel)ñbecause they all saw me playing 

basketball and other ball gam es at lunch and recessñI would make up a story (lie).  

I got along with pretty much everyone in the neighborhood, a skill that would 

eventually help get me through some of lifeõs biggest challenges. Luckily I was born 

in the Chinese year of the chameleon.  

I grew up playing sports on neighborhood streets every day and was able to do 

more than my doctor advised. The rules for street games werenõt set like in Little 



League. The guys would have to renegotiate the rules and boundaries every day. One 

day, first base was the black Chevy, second base was the old Fairlane, and third base 

was the blue Caddy. We debated every little disagreement but not for long. We 

wanted to  get on with the game.  

Whatever game we were playing became the most important thing in our 

otherwise dull lives. Physical exertion and competition made us feel more alive than 

any homework assignment or family chore. We knew our dream game would be cut 

short when someoneõs mother called them in for dinner, or the darkening sky would 

call the game.  

The first time I needed emergency medical attention was at age 10 in Rockaway 

Beach, a neighborhood in Queens, New York. Almost dying in Rockaway Beach prior 

to puberty is a depressing and enervating concept, especially for someone whose 

entire life consis ted of just one decade.  

The cast of characters leading up to my potential last gasp consisted of Mom, 

Brother Bruce and the relatives we were visiting on December 25 to celebrate the 

birth of that famous Jewish stuntman who is probably rolling over in his grave 

because he didnõt get credit for teaching Houdini everything he knew. Uncle Larry, 

Jewish, married Mary, Catholic and very Italian. Aunt Molly, the spinster, was there 

too. So were Larry and Maryõs two sons, both real rednecks.  

Much like the Three Wise Men arriving at the manger, we three managed to 

make it to Rockaway Beach, with Mom and Brother Bruce carrying the gifts. I arrived 

with a deadly cat allergy ña ògiftó I would have gladly returned with no refund. 

Italian Aunt Mary a nd Uncle Larry had two cats. I donõt remember their names, but 

I will always think of them as Sacco and Vanzetti. Except these little fuckers were 

guilty.  



 

Iõm sure my aunt and uncle didnõt 

acquire them with nephew -murder in 

mind, but as we sat down to an authentic 

Italian feast, my breathing became 

somewhat labored, short and difficult.  

Wheezing is what itõs called. Mine 

was louder than a catõs purring.  

Not one to draw attention to myself, I 

refrained from mentioning my lack of 

oxygen for as long as possible, until I was 

compelled to rasp out, òMom, Iõm having 

an asthma attack.ó   

òRelax,ó she whispered to me,òjust try to get through dinner.ó  

By now, my wheeze was quite audible, and they all probably heard me, even if 

their gazes never lifted from the authentic homemade lasagna on their plates. 

òRelax,ó Mom said. Relax my ass. I wasnõt having a fucking anxiety attack. I was 

having a cat -dander -provoked major asthma attack.  

Not a hard time breathing. Not breathing .  

Mom didnõt want to be embarrassed by her little Lee, not after being so 

embarrassed losing her husband 10 years before. After all, hadnõt we taken the train 

from Philly to New York, the subway all the way from Penn Station to Far Rockaway, 

and hadnõt our relatives bestowed upon us a duffle bag full of Christmas gifts?  

Ironically, the gift I most needed was a new pair of lungs, but I wasnõt holding 

my breath.  

I told her again, which wasnõt necessary because my wheezing was now louder 

than the Mario Lanza album on the Victrola. Eventually, I was given the only 

ingestible remedy at that time: a noxious slime of liquid. Aminophylline in a vulgar -

tasting pink collo idal cocktail. The taste always made me gag and occasionally, throw 

up. An even more unpleasant intervention was my mother giving me Aminophylline 



suppositories. To this day, thatõs why Iõm only comfortable with fingers in my ass and 

never cocks or dildos.  

I kept the vile medicine down and was taken to my Aunt Mollyõs apartment 

nearby to wait for the wheezing to diminish. All through the night, I had to sit up and 

fight for every breath. In retrospect, I think that if someone, such as a loving family 

member,  had gently rubbed my back and put their warm soothing hands on my 

shoulders, the breathing would have calmed down.  

Such was not the case. Swedish massage or the laying on of hands were not 

among my familyõs established healing practices. Many Jewish families donõt touch. 

For the Hassidic, they are afraid a woman might be on the menstruation cloth, and a 

man might have Hep C. This is perhaps a cultural trait. Indians put their hands 

together and say namaste. The Japanese donõt shake hands. They bow to your aura. 

The Jews donõt bow to your aura. They just ignore it altogether.  

Mom and Aunt Molly waited till sunrise to make an emergency call to Mollyõs 

general practitioner because no one should bother a doctor in the middle of the night. 

Arriving in his obligatory Buick, black bag in hand, the good doctor whipped out his 

somewhat  sterilized reusable syringe, filled it with adrenaline, and poked it into my 

arm.  

Iõm sure it hurt, but I was too busy struggling for my next shallow breath to 

notice the pain. Within minutes, I was out of danger and suddenly aware of the three 

facts leading to one unasked question. The three facts: (1) the black -and-white 

television wa s on; (2) I was very hungry; and (3) I could breathe again. The unspoken 

question: òWhy the hell didnõt any of you take me to the emergency room?ó I think I 

knew the answer. It was bad enough to bother a doctor in the evening and even worse 

to inconvenienc e an entire hospital.  

Asthma was my constant companion. I was 10 when Brother Bruce had his Bar 

Mitzvah. Mom wanted to make sure Brother Bruce and I knew how to dance for the 

occasion, so she hired a very attractive, tall, buxom instructress to teach her little 

men to cha-cha. I think the big hit at that time was Moon River  by Henry Mancini.  



Brother Bruce and his face stood exactly chest high to the big -breasted dance 

teacher. It was in that well -cushioned environment that he experienced the reality of 

erections. Weeks later, when he finally intoned, òToday I am a man,ó it was true with 

intent ion, if not in consummation. I made it through the Bar Mitzvah and the cha -

cha sessions without becoming breathless ña glorious accomplishment in those days.  

Not breathing is also exceptionally inconvenient and potentially life threatening. 

Oxygen deprivation is known to cause irreparable brain damage and can lead to 

erratic and bizarre behavior. I am still capable of both with a perfectly healthy brain.  

A few years later, while playing touch football in the street, I had to quit the 

game because I was having an asthma attack. My brother got pissed off because the 

game had to stop until a new player showed up. What Brother Bruce didnõt know was 

that wheezi ng might be hellish and scary, but I really didnõt want to take that truly 

vile pink shit, the Aminophylline, with its ammoniacal odor and a bitter taste.  

Shortly thereafter, a miracle of modern medicine occurred. Our family physician, 

Dr. Doodies, made a house call to see about the heavy wheezing. Sitting next to me 

on the sofa, he reached into his black bag like a magician with his hat. Instead of 

pulling out a live rabbit, he pulled out one of the first albuterol asthma rescue 

inhalers in America.  

My life changed forever when my doctor gave me that inhaler.  

òHold it in your hand and press here and breath in, then do it once more,ó he 

said with the confidence of a confidence man.  

I pressed it in and breathed in as deeply as I could and then did it again. Thirty 

seconds later, I wanted to get back into the game ñ the game of football and the game 

of life. The attack stopped on a dime. It was a miracle. It saved my life, many times, 

and gave me a mobility I would have never had if I needed to be rushed to a hospital 

for every difficult bout of wheezing. However, as I was perpetually abusing myself 

with pot and coke, the Ventolin inhaler didnõt always work. As it is, I have been 911õed 

and ambulance driven to ERs about a dozen times in my life. After all, take away 

someoneõs breath and what do you have? A corpse.  



I can easily sum up my youth. Defects of the heart, problems of the lungs. That 

sentence fragment, although grammatically incorrect, is absolutely true in 

characterizing my life. It wasnõt until a little later that compulsive gambling became 

my favorite pr oblem.  

# 

Growing up my home routine was just that ñvery routine. Every day, Mom went to 

work, and I went to school. After school, I was alone for a few hours, and if I couldnõt 

find a ball game to join, I would set fires, steal things, shoot sparrows in the backyard  

with my dead fatherõs .22 single shot Remington rifle, hang out at Cooperõs (the corner 

candy store) or watch TV. The shrinks call that acting out. I called it solving 

loneliness, boredom and existential angst.  

When I was 12, I was addicted to Classics Illustrated comic books, such as Moby 

Dick , Treasure Island , and Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde , and they were my constant 

companions. While Mom thought I was sleeping in the next room, I was actually 

counting Robinson Crusoeõs footprints in the sand or wondering whether Captain 

Nemo was still 20,000 leagues under the sea.  

My favorite day was Tuesday, not for the television shows that were airing but 

because thatõs when the TV Guide  came in the mail. It was like receiving a new lease 

on life every week. Other peopleõs lives to watch every day. My life was focused on 

TV, what was on, and what was on next . I would underline (no highlighters back 

then) all the shows I didnõt want to miss, like an executive whose entire life is chiseled 

in their day planner. The TV Guide  listed all the TV shows I wanted to watch and 

couldnõt live without.  

On cold winter afternoons, The Three Stooges, Boris and Natasha , and Sally 

Starr were my only companions. One day, many years later, I turned on the TV and 

had a neurobiological revelation. Just as the TV was starting up, making its usual 

crackling sounds, I could feel my brain turning off, see my brain cells dimming, 

shutting down tho ughts and feelings, suddenly stuck in time, like in suspended 

animation.  



 

Looking back, I realize that every time I came home to an empty house after 

school and turned on the television, it helped assuage my burgeoning youthful 

existential angst. I didnõt feel so alone. Of course, all these shows were interrupted 

every 10 minute s by commercials. Childhood brainwashing. In 2013, children saw an 

average of 40,000 commercials a year, and many more if you include the Internet and 

social media. If you see enough advertisements, you eventually stop existing as an 

original human being. You are now no longer you. Now, I try not to have the TV on. 

My fear was that, when I die, it wonõt be my life passing before my eyes but Jerry 

Seinfieldõs.  

In 1965, when I was 14, my mother took me to the Locust Street Theatre (on 

Locust Street) for a matinee performance of The Roar of the GreasepaintñThe Smell 

of the Crowd , by Anthony Newley and Leslie Bricusse. Much of the cast was my age, 

except for the leads.  

This singular stage show helped me to understand love, politics, hope, 

oppression, war and nonviolence all in one afternoon. At 14, I was just waking up to 

politics. John Kennedy was offed just the year before. I agreed with Dallas D.A. Jim 

Garrison and di dnõt think the assassination was just the efforts of a lone lunatic with 

the best aim ever. The showõs dramatically powerful portrayal in music was one of 



those magical experiences I have not forgotten to this day. Resembling a music hall 

production more than a sitcom -style musical, the plot examines the maintenance of 

the status quo between the upper and lower classes of British society in the 1960s. 

My 10 -second summary boils down to this: The play is about the tension and class 

disparity between two characters ña rich man and a pauper, Sir and Cocky, the 

oppressor and the oppressed. It was an allegorical plot with characters named for who 

and what they are;  Sally Smith played the Kid, the Girl was played by Joyce Jillson, 

the Negro was Gilbert Price, where he introduced the world to the classic of classic 

songs, Feeling Good, recorded by dozens of artists but made most famous by Nina 

Simone. 

When I realized that Anthony Newley wrote the show, composed the music, and 

lyrics (with Leslie Bricusse), directed the production, sang, danced and acted in it, 

my admiration for him was set forever. Years later, my friend Jesse Jones worked for 

Mr. Newle y as his personal concierge. Jesse told me that after Newleyõs divorce from 

Joan Collins (yes, the Joan Collins of film, TV and theater fame), his entire tour 

entourage consisted of only one personñhis mother. This, I could relate to. Jesse also 

assured me that Mr. Newley was the sweet and classy gentleman I imagined him to 

be. This brilliant artist and perfect gentleman died on April 14, 1999.  

All of the shows that I had seen before had many set changes. When I realized 

the set of The Roar of the Greasepaint, The Smell of the Crowd  was not going to 

change, I was focused on every aspect of the production. Anthony Newley, Cyril 

Richard, and Gilbert Price gave performances that blew my 14 -year-old mind. The 

memory remains so fresh that listening to the original cast recording still move s me 

to tears.  

I had the pleasure of introducing my son Ben to the score by playing òA 

Wonderful Day Like Todayó on many mornings before school. Once I came home to 

find Ben listening to the CD on his own. I was proud and happy that I could pass 

something on to him that meant so much to me. And I donõt even think he was getting 

high yet. And he wasnõt going gay. If I had caught him listening to òCabaretó or 

òFunny Girl,ó I may have thought otherwise.  



In sixth grade, my homeroom teacher, Mrs. Forman, brought in a record player 

one day and put on òIn the Hall of the Mountain King,ó from the Peer Gynt Suite . I 

was moved in a way that Sinatra (the most listened -to artist at home) never did move 

me. I could feel dormant parts of my little brain start to come alive. I also felt my 

heart skip a beat, in a good way. My teacher told us about a place called Norway.  

Never heard that word as Mom didnõt sit around the dinner table discussing 

Scandinavia. I ended up loving Bj o↓rk.  

Mrs. Forman put on òMorning Moodó from the same suite. I needed to hide my 

face because I didnõt want my girlfriend, Jeanette Jekel, to see me cry. Hearing the 

two superb musical masterpieces exposed me to the alpha and omega of emotions that 

classical mus ic inspires. (Facebook being what it is, I sent this chapter to an old friend 

from the same elementary school I attended to see if she had similar memories of 

Mrs. Formanõs class. She sent back this note. I will let it speak for itself: òI hope you 

include  in your memoir that Arlene Marinoff sat behind you in sixth grade and 

scratched your back with a ruler in exchange for pictures of Ben Casey and Dr. 

Kildare that your mom got from Perfect Photo. I would have done it for free as I had 

a crush on you. You were adorable.ó)  

A similar experience happened 10 years later, in 1969. I was with Brother Bruce, 

in his Opel Kadett, a fairly nondescript vehicle. It takes some living to know what 

kind of car you should be wearing. For years I drove a Volvo. The automobile most 

favored by pot dealers. Big trunk, low profile. No cop ever stopped a professor in his 

Volvo mistaking him for a pimp or drug dealer.  

Brother Bruce and I decided to use the East River Drive to get home. We were 

cruising along the Schuylkill River when Brother Bruce turned on Temple 

Universityõs full-time jazz station, WRTI. What was about to happen in that Opel 

Kadett was anything but no ndescript. The song that came on was like a psalm, a 

chant, a prayer, a beseeching voice, like a shot of caffeine that percolated into a 

frightening cacophony. We drove home in silence and sobs for exactly 37 minutes, 

until we parked in front of our row ho use on 10th Street. The music? It was òThe 

Creator Has a Master Planó by Pharoah Sanders and vocals by Leon Thomas. You 



probably think I was high? No shit. I was high every single day of my life from the 

age of 18 to 44. But the piece sounds as good today sober as it did 50 years ago. Iõm 

listening to it right now, not high, not stoned, just in tears. Itõs about the horrors of 

slavery . . . freedom and enlightenment.  

Years later I would often see Mr. Sanders hanging out in various jazz clubs 

around San Francisco. It was like having royalty in the room. His countenance was 

truly regal. It was as if on that afternoon in 1969, God came down and gave unto me 

the world of j azz, a world that makes life worth living. Although really good jazz 

makes you feel as if you might be dying.  

Before music CDs, we collected vinyl discs. There were 45 rpm (revolutions per 

minute) singles, and 33 1/3 rpm long -playing albums ñLP for short. I ordered my first 

33 1/3 rpm record player when Columbia House advertised a very special offer in a 

magazine: a real stereo, long -playing record machine with detachable, extendible 

speakers, plus six òfree albums,ó for only $14.99.  

Being a bit flippant, I ordered it without asking Mother whether it was okay, 

because she was after all going to get the bill when the stereo arrived. Which reminds 

me of a story told by Marie -Louise von Franz sometime in the ô80s, a story that has 

guided me all through my life ever since. She tells about a friend on the subway 

platform in Prague, looking down and seeing a lot of cigarette butts. Feeling like 

lighting up herself, the woman asks the nearby station master if itõs okay to smoke 

there. The stat ion master responds very emphatically, òNo, it is VERBOTEN.ó  

òWhat about all these butts?ó 

òThey didnõt ask.ó 

So I got an Andy Williams LP, some Frank Sinatra (we share a birthday, 12/12), 

and the Dave Brubeck Quartetõs Time Out, which included the jazz standard òTake 

Five.ó Also, the life-changing Judy at Carnegie Hall . Maybe I was gay after all. (Not 

that thereõs anything wrong with that! Thank you, Jerry Seinfeld.)  

Soon after I received the LPs, I traded The Andy Williams Christmas Album  for 

an LP by someone named Bob Dylan. Brother Bruce got very angry because he had 

never heard of Bob Dylan, and he loved The Andy Williams Show . Then Brother 



Bruce smokes his first joint while listening to the Dylan LP. Moved to such intense 

emotions never felt before, Brother Bruce went into the basement and masturbated.  

If Mr. Dylan (a.k.a. Robert Zimmerman) reads this, I hope he takes Brother 

Bruceõs response as a compliment. Lord only knows how Brother Bruce handled 

himself after accepting Dylan as the troubadour of our generation.  

# 

I donõt ever remember doing any homework on my own volition. I did as little 

homework as possible, just enough to get Cõs. Thatõs because Aõs didnõt matter much 

to my mother. She was more concerned with me being street smart than school smart, 

like she was .  

At the end of a long day at work, Mom would come home and prepare dinner. 

She had a very special way of lifting the foil off the Swanson TV dinners. We ended 

the evening watching TV and eating Breyers vanilla fudge ice cream. In fact, I had a 

horrible suga r habit. (Itõs only a moderate problem now.) I would buy cases of Coca-

Cola with my own money and drink up to six small bottles a day. They were only a 

little more than a dime each. Sugar. The cheapest antidepressant on the planet.  

I was one of the only kids in the neighborhood with a charge account to go into 

the corner grocery store and get whatever I needed ñor wanted. I could also do that 

at Jack Parrish, a classy menõs apparel store. I never abused the privilege. I knew we 

only h ad the money my mother earned at Perfect Photo, a photo -finishing plant, 

where I got my first job in the eighth grade. Looking back, Iõm sure my strong 

independent decision -making powers came from those shopping experiences without 

Mom.  

When Mom sent my brother (age seven) to boarding school, I felt like an only 

child. Really, I was a lonely child. Brother Bruce would come home for the weekend 

every Saturday morning. I would be waiting for his bus at the corner, unless he called 

to tell u s he was in trouble at school and not allowed his weekend pass. Sadly, that 

happened a lot.  

When the Number 75 bus rolled down the street, my anticipation would be 

gleeful or painful. Because when the door swung open, Brother Bruce wasnõt always 



on the bus. So, I would wait, almost in a trance, another 20 minutes for the next one. 

When he finally arrived, the weekend began, like the beginning of a great buddy 

movie. Thatõs how I learned to love waiting. The anticipation was so delicious I was 

in h eaven, not thinking about anything mundane, knowing my Jesus had arrived 

again.  

We would play sports, fight with each other, pal around, and go to the movies. 

On Sundays, the bus that delivered him would take him away.  

When Brother Bruce wasnõt visiting or on the 75 bus, he was at a boarding 

school/orphanage called Girard College. Founded in 1833 and opened on January 1, 

1848, Girard College was created by provisions in the will of Stephen Girard, the 

fourth richest man in America at that time. He saved the U.S. government from 

financial collapse (loan shark?) during the war of 1812. He also envisioned a school 

for òfatherless and poor white boys.ó Yep, that was the Buschel boys.  

Girard wanted to educate boys who might otherwise be lost, whose mothers 

would be forced into prostitution or waitressing, to prepare them for useful, 

productive lives. I was exempt from this heartfelt act of ego -driven and racist social 

generosity because I had a loud heart murmur only spoken of in quiet whispers. 

Exempt isnõt the right word. Rejected is more accurate.  

They didnõt want me there, and my brother didnõt want me to go there. At the 

time, I did not know why. He later said he wanted to spare me the unpleasant 

(horrible) experience, which he revealed in his memoir, Walking Broad , 2007.  

Brother Bruce advised our mother not to send me (for my own good).  

Itõs highly likely that the officials at Girard feared that I wouldnõt withstand the 

nightly buggering that so traumatized my elder brother. He later spent a small 

fortune on Freudian therapy ñgood money on bad memories.  

Girardõs painful initiations into the world of unwanted intrusions allegedly 

softened considerably and withdrew completely when this educational facility went 

coed in 1984. The anticipation of midnight rides having nothing to do with Paul 

Revere are, as far as we know, no longer a concern.  



But I was desperate to be near my brother. And family members made Girard 

College sound like an excellent opportunity to get a fine education at a private school, 

at no cost! I did not go to that hideous place but instead hit the Oedipus jackpot. I got 

to stay home with Mom, watch TV, eat Breyers ice cream, and hang out at Cooperõs 

candy store.  

Still, on weekends when the fatherless boysõ orphanage kept Brother Bruce 

grounded for some infraction and kept him from coming home for the weekend, my 

boredom would set in. At around 10:00 a.m. Iõd start looking for something to do or 

for trouble to get into. One noncompetitive game I played was called step ball. Sort of 

the equivalent to solitaire. It wasnõt a very complicated game. The player (me) would 

throw a rubber ball against a flight of steps and then the other player (me) would 

catch it in the ai r. Over and over and over. It was like having a catch with yourself.  

One of my favorite escapes was to go to the cinema. I lived within walking 

distance of three movie theaters, and I was at one of them at least once a week. When 

I heard about Saturday matinee double features (and I could cross the street by 

myself ), I wal ked there to be immersed in three hours of total stimulation and 

escapism.  

Sometimes, a friend and I would go for the Saturday matinee and then afterward 

hide in the balcony playing gin rummy and parsing out Raisinets to sustain us until 

the evening features. We saved money by not paying another admission fee and 

enjoyed watching  the more sophisticated films at night meant for grown -ups. Those 

were some of the happiest days of my life.  

The correlation between happiness and cinema is forever linked in my 

consciousness. The first movie theaters were referred to as òdream palacesó not only 

for their ornate architecture but for the altered state achieved by patrons for five 

cents. I learned to love the movies, except the time my mom took me to see Psycho 

(child abuse), and it scared the crap out of me.  

A mamaõs boy, one competition for my motherõs affection had died and the other 

was packed off to boarding school. Father dead é brother excommunicated é and she 



was all mine. For years it made me a very possessive and jealous lover. For years? 

Bullshit! Forever.  

 

Bruce, Rose, Lee 
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Meet Bennett, a little bear who lives with his family in a cozy den in the bear village. One night, 

when his grandmother serves mashed potatoes for dinner, Bennett refuses to eat them, declaring, 

"I only like blueberries!" He's sent to bed with a rumbling tummy. But as he drifts off to sleep, 

Bennett knows that he's right to be so obstinate. After all, he only eats blueberries! 

The next day, Bennett's family takes him to a fun village picnic with other bear families who join 

in music and games and share lots of yummy foods like salmon, bananas, and chocolate cake. 

But though his friends and family try to get him to try something new, Bennett is insistent-he 

only eats blueberries! 

But there's one thing he hadn't expectedðhis grandmother's chocolate cake, which smells sweet 

and tasty. Will this finally tempt Bennett to taste something besides just blueberries? 

Find  out  in  Bennett  Will   Only  Eat  Blueberries,  a  delightful  picture  book  for  children  

ages 2 to 6. 
 



 

 



about Bennett... 

òBennett the Bear came into existence when I was missing my 

grandmother and the miniature bears we collected long ago. The bears 

were willing to be photographed, so I began to create dioramas of their 

adventures. Bennett is a rising star within this fine family of bears.ó  

ñ Nicole Dillenberg 
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Abner, a young clown, does not like his name.  

 

It's not as flashy as other clown names, like Zany or Fizzy or Chuckles or Cricket.  

 

Having such an awkward name makes him feel sad, until the other clowns come together to 

throw a party called "Abner Day" to show him they love him for being himself, and that they 

would all be proud to be called Abner. 

 

Written in rhyme by performer/puppeteer Jeffrey Breslauer, with full-color illustrations by Linda 

Campbell, Abner the Clown is a heartwarming story of friendship and acceptance, including 

acceptance of self, for young children. 
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https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Animated-Musicals-Search/dp/1960415085/ref=sr_1_1?crid=198NZRWAHCIXI&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.qJcvj37Xdf9wYKK3qHSx5Q.-59o9UbSkfI9oavdFMnmTVsjUrIFI6Rk7dS-dj_fjRU&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+animated+musicals+word+search&qid=1746505722&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+animated+musicals+word+search%2Caps%2C134&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Animated-Musicals-Search/dp/1960415085/ref=sr_1_1?crid=198NZRWAHCIXI&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.qJcvj37Xdf9wYKK3qHSx5Q.-59o9UbSkfI9oavdFMnmTVsjUrIFI6Rk7dS-dj_fjRU&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+animated+musicals+word+search&qid=1746505722&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+animated+musicals+word+search%2Caps%2C134&sr=8-1


WAR MOVIES   

WORD SEARCH  

 

 

https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Movies-Word-Search/dp/1960415131/ref=sr_1_1?crid=3SF1MJOXTYFJ4&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.PJR35eYpFYFpU32fBWxecw.PrEDlAyrQfu4ajS4PUl-hhRm00dAlIyczxQ_4EiQNk0&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+war+movies+word+search&qid=1746505821&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+war+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C148&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Movies-Word-Search/dp/1960415131/ref=sr_1_1?crid=3SF1MJOXTYFJ4&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.PJR35eYpFYFpU32fBWxecw.PrEDlAyrQfu4ajS4PUl-hhRm00dAlIyczxQ_4EiQNk0&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+war+movies+word+search&qid=1746505821&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+war+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C148&sr=8-1


 SCI -FI MOVIES  

WORD SEARCH  

 

https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Sci-Fi-Movies-Search/dp/1960415344/ref=sr_1_1?crid=20FGI4AUOTCEQ&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.1SOfDaHWZRS_l7Tbi-bcql0uGxftk6PGwv_UxHnYD1k.hyuFH9Hpy7PjY83XmyG8U1j65Q6--qoJaqq4ICjw0cw&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+sci-fi+movies+word+search&qid=1746505857&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+sci-fi+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C168&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Sci-Fi-Movies-Search/dp/1960415344/ref=sr_1_1?crid=20FGI4AUOTCEQ&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.1SOfDaHWZRS_l7Tbi-bcql0uGxftk6PGwv_UxHnYD1k.hyuFH9Hpy7PjY83XmyG8U1j65Q6--qoJaqq4ICjw0cw&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+sci-fi+movies+word+search&qid=1746505857&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+sci-fi+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C168&sr=8-1

