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Genre Western, Historical Fiction, Romance

A genrebusting Western about the final days of Wyatt Earp and his Jewish wife, Sadie, as the
legendary lawman faces his impending deathgainde ams of t he way hedd pr
journey. A tearjerker with drama, heart, and uplift.

Chapter 1

A RO RS TS ——

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 rairengine
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 3&ar-old war veteran



xET 6A CUDPOEAA OEOiI OCE A OAOEAOQOU 1T &£ ETAO ETAI O
aide, and finally writer for magazines and movies, stepped out, wearing a rain slicker.

5D A Z£Ax OOAPO EOT I OEA OEAAXxAilstéry budg@ldws A AAE
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 Lakeever snce Hollywood
AAAAT A OEA 1 Anaknp tapitdl, thede Aov€d Aousing 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 tbeor.

After a moment, he heard footsteps approaching from inside. The door was opened by
*7T OAPEET A O3AAEAS6 wAOPh A OET OOh OO1 00 x11 Al
previous interactions with her, Sadie had come across as tough and severe, butiggm, for
the first time, Lake saw her vulnerability; she was distressed, a hard woman made soft from
the prospect of losing her lifelong companion.

O- 08 , AEAA 4EAT E ' 1 AAoé-rintriedeyed ith AHandRe/ciieh BHeC A O |
EAIA OEA AT1 0 TIPAT #&Z O EEi8 'O EA AT OAOAAR E.
visits? a third of the way down from the top of the door, on the right side, waa mezuzah, a
narrow decorative box. Lake knew the box contained a rolledp parchment, upon which
xAO xOEOOAT x1 OAO AEEEOI ET C AATEAZE ET TTA "1TA
A POAUAO OEAO AT 1 OET OAA O OIEdke had efolighfiénddind@ ' T Ah
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 smileon8AEAS6 O AE£AAAS

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.

001 xA08O6 AAAT 100 Al AEOGAOTTT1The OEA OAEAN
abnormal situation.
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The dingy room was small and crampezl a 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 bathroo
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 parttatiglted
candles in it, casting a warm, faint glow.

As he quickly scanned the dim room, Lake saw some mismatched chairs, a small-half
AT T EAAOA 1 OAOEI T xET ¢ xEOE AT T EO AAT AAOE A [EAx
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 blackoated doctor hovered over him,administering an
ET EAAOEIT 1T EIT OF OEA ZEOAEI 1 AT680 ETTAO Al Al x8

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 mustae, 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.

SAAEA AAT A T OAO OiF 1 AEA ET OO1 AOCAOGET 1 Oh OAUEIT
xOEOAO ) OI 1T A Ul O AAT Oéhaven, IepectactedMah indig iiosO1 A £/£h
acknowledged Lake with a polite nod as he taped a piece of cotton o\he injection site in
7UAO00860 AOI 8
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A little brown -and-white Border Collie mix, Earpie, crawled out from under the bed and
Ol Ex£ZAA AOT OT A , AEAGO OEI A08 , AEA EAA 1 A0 %AO!
AT A AEAT 80O Al OEAO O AAOE8 , AEA Abhihghisehdx1 Ol
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know. | sometimes wonder if it has something to do with what peopleay about your life
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Dr. Shurtleff cast a concerned glance at Lake, who moved to the other side of the bed and
1 AAT AA AT x1 O OPARAAE-» EOBO BWOAMIO , MERB 6O UUAQ
appeared to be comatose. More to soothe Sadie than anything else, Lake ad@e,AOOA O CAC
Ob 11 x8 )B8OA ¢ci 60 A E£Ax 11 0A NOAOGOGETIT O A& O Ul
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
OEAEO EAAOOOh AT OE 1 AT ETAx OEAOh AAOPEOA Al
ACAET 0O 7UAOO060 OAAT GAouh AT A AT OEitheuthdr. ET Ax
They were there to honor Wyatt in his final moments, but more importantly, to give support
and comfort to Sadie as much as she would allow them to and guide her through this
depressingly bleak ordeal.

%AOPEA EOI PAA OP 1101 OEA &£ 106 1T &£ OEA AAAN
cuddled against his chest. After a moment, there was a slight twitching of the fingers of
7UAO0080 OECEO EAT A8 (A AgOAT AAA EEGtopafthe AT T OCI
Al ¢c60 EAAA xEOE EEO OEOIi A8 %AOPEA 1 EAEAA 7UAO

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.
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Wyatt remained still for a moment, then his eyes fluttered, halbpened. With a hopeful
TTOA ET EAO OI EAAnh 3AAEA OAEARh O7UAO00e (TTeo
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but clear voice:
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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

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 sege them
I £#&£ OEAEO ZEAAOh , 1 OAI AES6O T ETA xI OIA 1 OO0A 11
wealth and power must hold, and how she could expose them; their corrupt, greedy and
hypocritical ways. Her cousin Nina constantly scolded her for stickingdr nose in other
DAl bl A6O AOOET AOGO AT A AOGEET ¢ NOAOGOGEITT O O11 AI
EAA Al xAuo AAAT ET EAO 1T AOOOA8 "AOEAAOh OEA
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 yeaound
for a moderately wealthy family, Mr. & Mrs. Laudernumm tending 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, caastly 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 hayy 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 goirmgvay to school, she
EAAT 60 OAAI EUAA EI x OEAI OAOAA OEA O0OO0OI U xAOS
anything more exciting than uncovering a story. But now...what did she care if rich people
where cheating at card games? Not when real problemsisted in the world? a world where
children starved and people were judged by the color of their skin. A world where women
AEAT 80 EAOA OEA OAI A OECEOO AO i AT AT A OAEA x
Outside of her cocooned life in a small poriown, important things were happening. Lorelei
realized she had to do something about iMore 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 dafazdress shop,
the docks, or even the police statiom Lorelei steamrolled right on in, looking for answers.
The first story she settled on was one that had been digging into her ndnwith 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 distaste
apparently no one bothered to keep official records of the missing womeuntil 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 amdfused to answer her rapidfire
questions. Some were downright defiant, shouting off crazy superstitious nonsense that she
AEAT 60 AOGAT AT OEAO OI EIT O Al x1 8

) O OAAT AA AT T 106060 Ail 1T &£ OEA AAGAOG O1T T E bl AA}
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 withdted 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.

X X

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 thetation,
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

AOGAET AAT A £ O ATU O1 00 T &£ Al i1 Al O8ustlireAvdahA T AOA
hes OEA AEAT 60 1TAAA A EAOAAT AA cOOipPpU T1A EATIT
were more than willing to indulge her with information as she went doeeyed and blinded

OEAI xEOE EAO 1100 AEAOI ET ¢ dievaportsd themakmt AES O

she saw a new recruit heading her way. She noticed his shirt was inside out.
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The man stopped in his tracks, momentarily blindsided by her beauty. Lorelei jumped
on the advantage of his stunned expression like a wild cat.
0) xAO xiI1TAAOET ¢ EZ UI O EAOGA A 1EOOI A OEI A
eyelashes rather suggestively.
O /> /&f course | A & Alefagreed eagerly, tripping over his own feet in an attempt

to reach her.

O4EAOB8O x11AROAEOI 1T Ax0O8 91 0 OAAn ) OEETE A
x] OOEAA AT A ET1T1TAAT O AGPbOAOOEIT OI ADPAA AAOT O
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091 60 AZAOEAT Aedo EA AOEAA xEOE A Oi All £&EOT x1 8

09AOGh A 1 AAU EOEAT Ahd OEA pI AAAOAA EEI xEOE
bright red, though he smiled, clearly pleased with himself.
O7Al 1T h TAO TA OAA xEAO ) AAT Al 86
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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.
O- EOOETI ¢c888iI EOOETI ¢c8881 A0 I A OAA EAOA88886
Lorelei waited with vast anticipation. All she needed was one missing person, and if she
found out about them right before her interview? even better.
0! E EAADG
Lorelei hurried forward, her eyes alight with triumph. But she pulled up short as his look
of clarity disappeared.
O7TEAOe 7TEAO EO EOeo OEA AAT AT AAA ET EAO OxA,
07A11 OEEO 11TA EOGOO AAI A ET OEEO i1 O1TEIC8
O7TEAOAOAO AT UIT O i1 AATed ,1 OAI AE AOEAAR 1 AAI
distracted by her tanned chest to notice her snooping eyes.
O3EA AET 60 I EOOETI ¢c8 3EA EOOO AEAT 60 ATIT A ET |
0) Ai1860 O1 AROOOAT Agggd ,1 OAl AE POAOOAAS
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Lorelei blanked for a second.
O09A08 9A0 EO EO8 7TEAOA EO OEAed
O4EA AOUI Oihd EA OAAA T £&£ OEA PADPAOR AlIT1 00
O7TEAO AOUI Oiedo ,1 0ATAE xAO TTUETC xEOE AOOE
- 008 , AOAAOT Oi 60 AOEAT AO OOCAA O1 ¢ci OOEDP AAI OO
Mary Bradshaw was missing, but Lorelei would take what she could get.
The policeman hesitated, his fingers curling around the paper. Lorelei looked down
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 cheShe looked
Ob AO EEIi xEOE AEC Pl AAAET ¢ AUAOG8 001 AAOGA | EE
ETTx8 970 x1 01 AT60 xEOE OEAO 11 DHIiT0O0 1EOOIA |
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 infation
xAO ET EAO EAT A08 O) DPOI T EOAR ) x1180 OAIIl Al
X X
Lorelei marched into theNewport Mercuryten 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 statiorseveral
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 turningtk 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 greasyooking 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
TTOEET C O 1 AEA EAO EAA1 ATIT £ OOAAI A8 (A xAO
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 theA O A @adhedtian to Benjamin

Franklin.

O$EA Ui O ETTxh -EOO 'l AAh OEAO 1 0600 DPOAI EAAOD

&ET A1 U EA AOEAA EAO A NOAOOEiI T8 3EA xAO Af
interview as it was an opportunity for Sanders to stroke himself.

09 AOh ) Al OI AAI EAOGA Ui O AOA T EOOAEAT AAT OO
xEAER xEI xAO DOAI EOEEI C AT A AAEOGEI C OEA 1 AxOf

bringing the man down a peg or two while also showing him that she was heome 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.

O7TEAO AAT ) Al &£ O Ui Oh -EOO !'I AAebo

Though it was clear he was trying to remain in control of his temper, Lorelei could see
the sneer begging to touch his lips.

O) xAT 6 OI OApPi 06 &£ O OEEO PAPAOh EIT ET OEA
been working on, as well as my portfolio from school 6

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.

O7TEAO EO EO UIT O TEEA O xOEOA AAT 6bOe 4EA 1D,
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check.
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He looked at her with suspicion and surprise.

0) 61 OI Oouh AOO OEAOABO EOOO 11 DHIAAA EI O U

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.

O) [ OO60Ou Mavelery pretty EAT A x O BH@ Hlipped & page over, while

keeping eye contact with her.

O) EAOA A PAOOGEIThd OEA OAEA8 041 Al Oii AOE
ET OAOAOGOAA ET xOEOET C AAT 6O OxEIl x1 OA xEAOB8 1
A O EAA AT A ) EAOA O1 i1 AOGEET ¢ O1 oBdethatdheddasA AEET |

to be taken seriously.

0) 6i OOOA Ui O EAOA PI AT OU 1T &£ OEET CO O OAUN
He picked up her portfolio, weighing it in his hand before dumping it into her lap.

0" 006 xEAO AAT O8O xE A 08Ghefnissnd pebrte] sQrely sprieone OO O
has to look into it! | mean, just this morning a woman named Mary>? 06 she started, an
edge rising in her tone.

O(Tx AT Ul O ETTx OEAOed (EO CAUA OEAODPAT AA

0) EAOA 1T U O1 OOAAOG80e ,1 OATI AE OAEOAA A1l AUAA
He watched her for a few moments before shaking his head.
O- BWDT 1 1 @Eidsidtédd looking anything but sorry as he rose from his desk

to dismiss her.

, T OA1T AE OAO OEAOAh #ZAATEIT C EAO AOAAI O AAOEA
what she wa® a 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 outfahe chair
and turning to face him.

(A T1TAA ACAET £A1 O OEA TAAA O 11TTE EAO 1 OF
AOAA £ O AET 1T AoOh )8A AA i1 OA OEAT EADPBU O OA



He trailed off, watching her with hunger as he stepped into her personal space, lowering
EEO EAT A O ONOAAUA ,1 OAIl AE6O AAAEOEAA8 7EAO
she dealt him across his face with the back of her hand. He stumbled awaysirock, staring
at her as he held his bronzed face; her ring cut him just under the eye and blood was
beginning to run.
091 O AOA A AAOPEAAAT A T AT AT A AT AOGAT 11 OA
Revolutionary War, so | look forward to the day it will outlive you. And not a second sooner
xI Ol A ) OAOOOT EAOA &£ O A EI A86
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
OACA8 3EA AT O1 AT 60 AAI EAOA OEEO xdAvrkfereeAt0 x1 1 A
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 mifmg 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 informatorr OEAOA xAOT 80 | OAH®e mamddof thd 1 U EC
asylum when a nervous, mousejooking 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.
OwdAOOA 1 Ah 3EOe #1 OI A ) AT OEAO UIT O A O A I
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
"OAAOEAx EAA CiITA T EOOGEICc8 "O0O0O ,1 OATABS O 11 O
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.

O7EU OEA EAI1T AOA Ui O 17110 AT ETC AT UOEET C AA
was in a position to create change but shirking his responsibility.
O4EAOAB8O 11 OEET C xA AAT Aih -EOO08 -1 O0O1TEIC &
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a nervous glimmer in his eyes. She watched as his gaze darted about making sure no one was

eavesdropping.

0" 060 xEAO AAT OO OEEO xiiAleo ,1 OA1TAE AOEA
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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 ame.

Cornelius Bradshaw

She would start with him.

X X

Lorelei spent the remainder of the week finding out as much as steuld about the
"OAAOEAxO08 )OO xAOI 60 EAOA AT 1 OEAAOEI ¢ OEAU «x
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 marriednal had one daughter. He also
spent virtually no time at his mansion on the east side of the island. He preferred to saunter
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waited, hoping for the moment she would run into him and pounce. She was getting antsy to
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hear the story from his mouth. The report was vague, as if the officer who took it down
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was mentioned. Lorelei found that suspicious. The Bradshaws were a significant familyt
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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 finaly 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.
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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 sawaaing



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

lady possibly want with him?
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her with a slight frown. She improvised madly, hoping there was a slight chance this man
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seemed desperate enough. She looked around suspiciously before pulling him close and
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furious insistence.
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gleam in her determined gaze caused Bradshaw to take a step back. She refused to break eye
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Bradshaw eyed her intently for several moments before conceding with a slight snarl
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She offered him her arm and he took it wearily as he followed her back across the street
and into a small caf Bhe 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 pulledit 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.
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Mary started acting up, disobeying her mother and I, sneaking out and eventually getting
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Lorelei worried more about the horror that had come to Mary after she was found out.

O3EAS8O 111U OE@OAAT 8 4EA T AT xAO OI I A xOAOAF
EAT AT A OEA bpOiT Al Ai 88801 ) EAA EAO Aiii EOOAAS
come back. Two massive men came and took her. A few weeks later | got a lettgring Mary
lost the baby. | wrote back to them, requesting they send her home immediately, but | was
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when she was to be discharged. And oddly enough, they would ragel no additional
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Lorelei kept her mouth shut at his callous words. If anyone had been inconvenienced
surely it was his daughter.
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She nodded her head graciously.
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foreign to her ears as it was her lips.
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coffee closer to him as if for protection.
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the station still glued to the inside of her pocket.

His face crumpled with thinly veiled scorn.
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their jurisdiction. | even tried to go out there myself. No one would take me, not even a
private charter. Said the weather was too wicked, but | saw fear in every ohe/E OET OA OAEI
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spine. She heard the name muttered over the years, but never really gave it much thought. It
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asked about the place, especially to guests, Nina scolded her viciously.
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EAT 1 E @Gukredmfarkly, Ealing a cigarette from his jacket pocket while patting
himself down for a match.
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scandalous hussy who spread her legs for anyone at least tweriye years younger than
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town by the end of the week, but | fear we must stay behind until this is sorted out...the
season is coming to a close and | hate to think what effect the lack of sociahdy will have
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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.
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whoever this woman, this Lorelei Alba, was, she certainly left quite thenpression.
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A slowburn thriller in the Hitchcock traditio on the eve of a hightakes 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?

MARTI N NEWMANOGS DI ARY

| 6ve turned a corner. My wifebs death isnbdét h
sad about what happened to her and of course | miss her, but not as much as before. | decided that
soon | 6m going to mov e hediedandnfovetdcleintgolraparkment. r e n 1
And I 6m going to spend more time at Boundary,
after what happened to Sophia.

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

|l 6m going to try out for the Boundary softhbal
them a couple of seasons ago. | picked up my guitar agaiheash signed up to go rock climbing

in Canada next mont h. Who knows? Maybe 10611 r
Sophia.



MONDAY

2T TTEA (AxEOO OAO AO TTA 1T &£ OEA 1T OO0ATT O OAAIT A
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 cadboard cups, all eager to
get somewhere important. The building that housed Boundary, the hedge fund where Ronnie
xT OEAA AO DPAOOITAIl AOOEOOAT O O EOO #% h AAOC
entrance across the street was a demonstration, a sih, 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.
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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 fmo which

her mother had escaped earlier that morning. Carlotta Hewitt had been spotted on the street
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shift.
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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 as preferable
to what it hid. A TV hung from the ceiling of every room like huge IVs that the patients stared
at mesmerized. Ronnie spootied her mother breakfast, a cereal made of brightly colored
pieces of something from a box covered with manic cartoonharacters. 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 in& 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 wkhe got for that.
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youth in working class Harrisburg, Pennsylvania look like&Sesame Street.
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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
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company Boundary whose smaller size made it perfect for a megdayer like Salient to
shatch 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
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playing with them?
10 21 TTEA AT 1T OEAAOAA OEEOh OEA AAIl OEA xAO

Ronnie put a broad smile on her face so that her voice would sound more pleasant, a trick
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The week before Ms. Dennis had given Ronnie a tour of the security ward, where Jerrold
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favorite threat.
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bitch, but before Ronnie could say anything else she heard what sounded like a door
slamming. Or was it a gunshot?
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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
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that.
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other performers. Jubilee was notorious for its political material. It had no fawites, left,
right or center, which meant that their material managed to piss everyone off at one time or
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made enough to pay for rent and publicity. Their day joles hers working for Barry Kestrel
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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 Jubileegaher.
The networks, even the cable stations with characters that swore endlessly and had color,
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They were big money.
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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
AOGAOU AAU8 3ETAA OEA xAO OEA # %ked herest@dal 1 AT A
her like a barometer, as if there might be something about her walk, her expression, her
clothes, her makeup, anything that would give them a hint whether the deal with Salient
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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
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Hector, who had a small tattoo of a key on his neck, mimed holding the elevator door
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Hector let the door close and the car began its rise.
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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
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Shelby could be surprisingly effective at her job.
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herself in the head with her finger.
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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.
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Ronnie paused. What did the caller mean? Was this call real or a joke?
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She gave the caller that number and he hung up. Ronnie stood in place. Shelby saw the
AobpOAOGOETT 11 EAO ZAAA AT A AOGEAAR O$SEA EA OAU

21T TTEA AEAT 680 AT OxAOh AOO ET OOAAA xAl EAA NOI
OEA AT AOAS8O T £AEZEAAO A&£O0T I OEA OAAOOEOU 1 £ZFEAAOD
ATT 080 11T AER xAl EAA OEOI OCE EO AT A AiliT OAA EO

2 E»

Barry Kestrel looked down from his fifth floor office window at the demonstrators
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that probably cost as much as a used car.
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stood next to him also watching the demonstrators.
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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 settledfoedurt
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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 hdsBan
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bank?

7A1 OAO 3EAx xAOT1 860 ET OAOAOOAA ET OEA DPOI OAO
DOl OAOOO AEAT 860 ET OAOAOO EEiI8 .1 1TT1TA Al Ol A EE
suggested he was far older than anyone else in the room, from another geneoatireally. But

his chubbiness smoothed any wrinkles on his face and he had thick white hair that was, in
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the most crucial decisions were made by Kestrel, decisions like whether to sell the company
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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 sportsmenoMa d  Mwonld Isnow sold clothes to porno-drenched teens
and middle-aged men and women desperately hoping to be mistaken for one. The protesters
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teenagers in provocative pses, was child pornography.
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Rosenberg handed the catalogue to Kestrel. He opened it to a page on which a nearly
topless teenaged girl sucked Lolitd EEA 117 0 11 A 1111 EPIH AOO OEA
shoe.
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Boundary. Some were eager to make the purchase; others were against it. Normally, Kestrel
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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 t&e 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.
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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.
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that way.
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called him Romulus. Only a mother would. In his four years in the army Romulus became
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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 twendyrst year on the force. At Boundary
everyone called him Pike.
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everybody lies and, worse, most believe their lies. Talk to a witness long enoudd A OEA UGS 1 |
convince themselves and maybe even youa of 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 tetwenty 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 OfOff" OT AAx AU OEAAOAOOh ETAI
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her life between the two of them and not tell anyone else at Boundary about it. Pike did as
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had become friendly over the last two years.
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Ronnie looked around to make sure there was no one else who could hear what she said.
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She bit her bottom lip reminding Pike that, like Claire, Ronnie was slightly gapothed.
OwOAOUOEET ¢60 ciTTA AA £ET Aho EA OAEA8 4xAl OU
ITT1TU O OAAOGOOOA EAOh AOGO Uil O ANTOIOMIAS G OBA U 8/1

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. Whekéand

Ronnie got to the security door Ronnie punched in the code. But she made a mistake and
swore.
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office door Ronnie asked Heidi who was in there with him.
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Kestrel was surprised when Pike entered his office with Ronnie. He went quickly to the
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Natalie was surprised, too, but her reaction suggested annoyance more than concern.
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something about this one that 0
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Ronnie nodded. Pike looked at the six identical industrial clocks on the wall that showed
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They waited.
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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, icgnfor 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 Wdike,
seersuckerwearing patrician nor the shavedheaded, workoutobsessed millennial clad in
black.

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

Oi EAO TEEA EO xAO T1x8 O0$1 Ui d Eilx xEU ) b
DAT OET OOA 1 EEA AOAOU 1T OEAO #%/ x1 Olund.ATed +AO
O7EUeo6 21 1T EA OAEAS
O) COAx Obp ET OEA AEOU AT A EZA£ ) AOEI A AT 1 ¢/

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

pissing, flirting, begging, spitting, arguing. Only rich Chinese and Russiane atupid enough

to buy a place in Manhattan so high that all you can see from it is New Jersey. If | want to look
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Ronnie laughed and Kestrel turned quickly to her. Was laughing at him a mistake? She
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This was a big gamble, but she bet that Kestrel would get it. She was right. He did. He
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and, like every personal assistant, she fudged her hours. While on an errastte 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 fiftyee
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made the mistake of trying to hug him only once. He could be funny, but hémost never
laughed. He was unfailingly polite and unlike his younger colleagues who used the word
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never made a pass at Ronnie or said anything inappropriatetohér.T A EO xAOT1 60 AA/
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writing under the pseudonym Mr. Gladstone for the last few years. It was the name Dustin
Hoffman used inThe Graduatéo 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
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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
Ol EITAA8 ' 110 T&£ xI T AT OI EI A xEAT OcbhaygodA AT T,
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
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Finally, the clock read 10:45.
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minute no one said anything. And at 10:46 they relaxed.
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tensed.
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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.
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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.
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Kestrel spoke cautiously, trying to gauge the person he was speaking with like he did
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Kestrel swore under his breath. The caller had followed him to the restaurant where Pike

had driven him to eat.
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knew it and that angered him even more.
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asked Pike.
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right. Everyone in the room knew it.
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Pike silently agreed with this. They all did. How could they not?
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Pike stood behind the other four, as interested in them as they were in the man on the
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computer screen.
From the look on his face, Pike saw that Kestrel had no recollection of the man, but he
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A twisted story of a young man on the run who is mistaken for his murdered friend by the
friend®srigphaWhaois nning who?

PART ONE
Martinique, 2003

1

, AT OACAET AA Ai 1 OAEI OO1 AOO EI OEA AAAE 1 &£ OE
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 taged his head
OEOT AAAA xEAOA EAGA AAAT EEO8 (A Ai O1I A OAOOA
I £ EOh T17 OEA #1100 T £ OEA OAT 8 "0OO0 OEAO AITI
rusted floor was the body of the young man whose throathd A x AOAEAA AAET ¢ A
time before.

4AEA AAAA T AT80 EAAA xAO Al OAOAA Au A AOOI AP
He recalled the argument, the shouting and the fight. And he remembered seeing the blade
Ol EAET C (1 £Z&I AT60 1T AAE NOEAEI U AT A AAADPI US



It was only a few days before that Leo met Taylor Hoffman and he might have had more
OuUi PAOEU &I O EEI E& (1 ££ AT xAOT1 860 OEA OAAOII
he was going to watch him be buried. And more likely than not, Leo would be buriedbng

with him.

2

Four days earlier, Leo stood at the concierge desk in the resort La Cachette where one of the
ET OOAEAADPAOO xAO OAI T EITC EEiIi h EAIm@sied | g@EA EOI
you your packagece matis 6 3 EA OOOT AA O OEA AT 1 AEAOCA Al
monsieur. | give it to him afterlafemmeET 27T 171 pnx CEOA EO O 1 A86o
AEA AT 1T AEAOCA OI EI AA PAOOITEUEICIU AO , Al 8
-08 -AliT1A859
O4EAT xEU Ai ) OOAT AET C EAOA AOGEEIC Ui O & O
O4EA EAAO T &£ OEA 1 AOOAO EO OEAO )b6i 110 A&
concierge used unnecessary phrases when he spoke, hoping they made him sound smarter.
4EAU AEAT 608 O!' 0 OEA AT A 1T &£ OEA AAtandsmiledOOOO
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.
, AT xAO 110 1T EEEAEAI T U A CcOAOGO 1T &£# OEA OAOI C
room along with some clothes and cash when he went for a morning swim. If she had to leave

s o~ e~

Al O OEA AEODPT OO0 AAAI OA EA Cci O AAdgve LeoAis EAA O

OEET ¢cO8 .1 x OEA EiI OOAEAAPAO Al AEi AA OEAO OEA®G
EEIi 8 3EA xAO TUETC 1T &£ AT OOOGA AT A |, Al AOGOOI AA
relatives and pocketed his money for herself. But the moAU T O OEA Al T OEAC

important. What Leo wanted was his passport. He had no plan to go back to the States but,

AGAT Oih UT O ATT80 xAT O O AA AT UxEAOA xEOET O
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O0)di OiI OOUh -08 -AlTTAR AOO AO OEEO bPI ET O
0AOOAT OE8 4EAUBOA 1T AxI UxAAOho OEA Ai 1 AEAOCA O
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"AAAOOAR EZ£ 11 0h )8i AEOAEA $08 (A1 AO xAO OE
i i AT 686 4EA Ai 1 AEAOCA AT A OEA 1 AEA COEITAA E
O0)d8i CiEIC Obp OEAOARG , Al OAEAS
10O PDOAAEI 6O AO OEA Ai 1 AEAOCA xAOh EEO AAAAO

Al OOACA O1T OOADP &OT i AAEET A OEA AAOE AT A OOAIl
OiTih -08 -AlTTAR ) xEIl EAOA 11 OAAI OOOGA AOGO

, AT xAO1T 80 CciEIC Oi Z£ZECEO EEI AT A OEA Ai1AE
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They both turned to a young man who held a manila envelope.

Qroith 6 OEA ET OOAEAAPAO OAEAKh bPiT ETOET ¢ O OEA
giveitto himcematinl EEA ) OAI 1l Ui Oh 1171 OEAOOhd OEA OAE!?

The stranger was the same height and build as Leo. And even though his hair was a
I ECEOAO AOI x1 AT A EA AE-Adkedd, Evadpbssibld ikdy@ve® A OACC
that someone could mistake the two men. The housekeeper looked quickly back afiedth
AAROxAAT OEA 1T Ax 1| Alissoktrekes 60AT AT A OAEAR O

@us -1 OA OEAT AOI OEAOOhoe OEA AT 1T AEAOCA OAEA:

The housekeeper nodded® 6 AOO OO0A&8 * O AAOD®

AEA TAx T AT xAOAA OEA AT OAl 1 PA xEOE , Al 6 [
O4EEO T TA EAOA CAOGA EO OI I A OEEO iIi1O0O1TEIC8 )
EO86 (A EATAAA OEA AT OAT T PA O |, Al inkBdwallOEAE]
EEO 11 1TAU8 4EAOA xAO A1 O A 11 O0A /EOI T *Al EAA
, AT AT 01 OAA OEA 1 1TTAU AT A pi AEAOAA EEO PAOODI

011806 xAil OEAOG AT AO xAiihd OAEA OEA Ail AE.

AEA UT 61T ¢c T AT OOOAE EEO EATA 100 061 ,Ai 8 04,

O, At -Ail1T1Ahoe OAEA , Al h OEAEET C EEO EAT A8 O.

O.1 DOl Al Aih AOT 86
Upon hearing who this new man was, the concierge perked up, his hands fluttering.
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uir & T AAAh AT UOGEET C AO Ail h OEIiPI U ET A& OF 1A 1
O4EAT EOhoe 4AUI T O OAEA AEOI EOOEOAI US8

i 0O OAAAET ¢ OEA T AT 80 AEOET OAOAOOh OEA AITA
deeply regret that your parents had to cancel their visit, but | will personally do everything
Oi 1T AEA UT OO 1T x1 OOAU EAOCA AO T AITOAAI A AO bi
O7TEAOAOAORSG 4AUIT O OAEAS
vercio , AT OAEA O OEA EiI OOAEAAPAO AT A 1 A&EDO O
U

4AUTTO A 11T xAA |, AT ETO61 OEA 11 AAU8 0O31 Ui O
O! AT 6O xEAOeb
O4EAO xA T1TTE Al EEAeo

O0) AiT160 ETiTxhd ,AT OAEA AT A EAPO xAl EET ¢8
and stopped him in front of a gaudy, mirrored wall near the entrance. Leo quickly shook off

OEA T OEAO i AT60 EAT A8 (A AEAT 6O 1 EEA AAET ¢ OI
O#EAAE EO 1 00ho 4AUIT O OAEA AT A bPI EIT OAA OI

EAOA OEAO OEEO 11 Ul OO EAAAS8S
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 flaws

the unbalanced nose, those totarge ears, your pointy chir OT OAA E #ad &5duU6 OA A

thought? Or do you look at your strengths your blue eyes, your full lip® none 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 eser.

Still, Leo had to admit there was a resemblance between Taylor Hoffman and himself.

O0- AUAA xA AT 11TTE A AEO Al EEAho EA OAEA AAAN O
AAUT T O A 111 xAA EEIi 8 091 0O OOAUET C EAOAed
O.106 AT uiiT 0Ass , Al xAl EAA OEOI OCE OEA &£O0I 10

in a uniform like one you might see in a community theater production oThe Pirates of

PenzanceThe doorman nodded a silent goodbye to Leo who headed to the road that would

OAEA EEI Ol EEO Oi All APAOOI AT O EI OEA EOI AT A



3

The shoes and cuffs of the two men sitting over Leo in the van were all that he could see of
OEAih AOO OEAEO PAT OO xAOA OEA OAi A AAOE COAAI
their shoes, too, as the imperfect rejects of an expensive runninga 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

EOI ATAGO AAOOAOT OET OA HeidZ Whai idiot iames thésd QdkndsO 1 /£
anyway?

When the hurricane struck the island, Leo had been working for a year on a Chickasaw
OAOAOOAOGEIT ET /EIAETiIi A8 'O A 1T AAOGET ¢ AAT OO (
food had probably killed more Native Americans than any white man ever had or WilGiven
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 volaers to help hurricane
OEAOEI O 11 OEA EOI ATA8 (A OECi AA Obh OEET EEIT C
people.

But less than a week after getting there, he lost his enthusiasm and not because of the
x| OE OANOEOAA8 (A xAO OOAA O EAOA x1 OE AT A (
workers, recipients of the donations Leo arrived with, welcomed him. They sawiLeo a
toughness that the other Americans, mostly high school kids looking for an experience to put
IT OEAEO ATi1ACA ApbIl EAAOETI T Oh AEAT 60 EAOA8 3
OEAO OEA EOI ATABO 11T AAT 1 AAd.Lanbed fodd@ikd cldtiting AOE T E
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 rsynvere grateful

for any time Leo could rescue them from the classroom.



'TA T1xh AO A Z£ETAI 11T AEAOU T &£ ,A1680 CITA E
AAAT 1T OAAOAA O EEIT EEI x1 OA OEA OAI A Ei PAOE
in the first place.

The two cops spoke in a deeply accented patois that Leo had trouble following. His head
xI OT A AEAT 60 EAI b8 "0O0O0 EA AT OIA 1 AEA 100 OEAO
Leo taught, questioned why they had to kill him. Because their boss toldeim 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 breakg the law.

4AEAOG6O0 xEAO , AT xAOd A 11TTO0A ATA O AA OEAA
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 th&# A8 A OAU
11T OEET ¢ AAI OO xEAO OEAUBGA ATTA 1TO0 xEAO EABGA O
A 1T0 T £# EO AU OEAEO OOAT AAOAOG8 " 0O OEAUGBA b
pockets and finally Leo decided it was better that the policemen,igtracted 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.

4
4x7 AAUO AAEI OA , AT T AO 4AUITO (1 &£ AT AAAAOO
Heller, a forty-three-year-old psychiatrist from Santa Barbara, arrived at La Cachette. Her
Pbi AT xAO O CAO Z£ZAO AxAU EOI I EAO d&né&didl Ah Al

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 Martinigue 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,
AAET ¢ OI 1A OEAO OEAGA 1T AOAO AAAT O OEA EOI Al
her and her husband around. Janice shook her head. She was here alone. exgwessed

surprise at that news.

4EA AAOOAT AAOh A 1TTAAIh ET OAOOODPOAA OI OAITI
guests around the island for several years and that he spoke the language and knew the
EOI ATAGO AO xAll AO AT UITA AEAh AOmeAfké&lestl U OEA

i AAAi ho OEA AAOOAT AAO OAEA8 OwOAOUAT Auh OEAU
091 0 1TEEA OEA AiTEeo *Al AGAAOKARAAAT BU IxAET 3 & %:
The Outsidersa book she sometimes gave her younger patients to read.
(A AEAT 60 OAU xEAOEAO EA AEA T O AEAT 60 1 EEA
OEA xAO T1T1U Z£ZEEOAAT UAAOO 11 A806 4EAT EA AAAA
*AT EAA DT ET OAA OI OEA DADPAOAAAES8 091 O AiT180
OEAOh Al Uil Oe 91 66A AobpAAO EAO OI AA AO A PIA

, AT TTAAAA8 O.1 0O / EI AET T A86

AEEO UIT O1T C T AT xAO bPi AAOAT O Adodddkirig, b@@he 1 1 1 E
xAO EAEO xEOET 606 AAET C 1 OOAOI AO AT A O1T1EEA 11C¢C
i OAE8 71 OAO xAOA 1106 EEO xAAPI T h EAZE EhisAOAT E

Ol ET A xAO &£ OAAAs 7EAT EO APPAAOAARh EO xAO Ax
book and the characters in it, he displayed a weary suspicion more normal in a man two or
OEOAA OEIi A0 EEO AcCA8 * AT EAA xI icidly chdskhika&aOEA O
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
AAOE8 3EABA 1 AOAO xI T AAO EE OEA EEGCKWAguaET T 11
Or was it because she was alone for the first time in twenty years and wanted to do
Ol i AGEET ¢ TAxh Oii AOEET ¢C EAO EOOAAT A xi O1I AT 60O
O0* 000 O Ui 6 ElTixho *ATEAA OAEA AO OEA OET T
, AT APPAAOAA EIT 001 OAA AU xEAO OEAB8A OAEAS
APl 1T CEUAA AT A Al AT AA EO 11 OEA AOETEO OEAGBA
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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
OEAO I AEAO UT O AEOCAEA T £ EFAI 1 ETQEAEMALT @00 U O¢
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
OEAi 8 (ABA x1 OEAA &£ O EOOAAT A0 AT A xEOAOK O
gentleman on his own once offered to hire him, but Leo turned him down. The man
underOOT T A8 ' 01T OPO 1T &£ x1 1T AT xET AAT A Al x1 Al O OC
employers. They teased one another about seducing the young man, but never did. Or even
tried.

4AEA OAOT OO0 O1Ti i O xAOA All 1 AOCA OOEOAO Al
services if they let him sleep on the pulbut sofa in their living rooms. Eventually many let
him sleep in their suites for free. It played into their maternal instinctsand 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

i T OA AAT OO OEAEO AZ£AOT OEOA AT T EO8 4EAU AT OE 1 E
0! OEAEI Uh #AOETITEA xI 1 AT ET OEA AAAD O1 O0OE

091 & ETi x O1Ti AGEET ¢ AAT 6O 1 OOOEAAOOR AT 16860
, AT OEOOCCAA8 O311 A8d
, EOOATET ¢ O1 xEAO , AT OAEA 1 0O0h 11 OA OAIITEI

AEACT T OET C EEi 8 3EABA xiI OEAA AO A EAI £AU EI O
ITA AATTAA OEAI OAAI ET NOAT 6066 AT Ui T Onkdled AOO 1 E
, AT AQGEEAEOAA OUIPOIT O T A& OAITOEIT AT AAOAAEI A

of trust in? and in some cases a pathological fearofemotional contact with others. Leo
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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 trustingnything 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 hén her room. The
xAU OEA AOEAA EEih EA ETAx EO xAOGTI 60 A Al A
In her suite, Leo asked Janice about her thirteeyear-l | A’ AAOCEOAO OEAO OEA
several times. She showed him a photo of her.
O3EA8O AAAOOEAZEOI ho , Al OAEA AOAT OET OCE OEA
O/ Eh PI AAOGARh 1 AO EAO AA AT UOEETI ¢ AOO AAAOOE,
five years of her life lording it over everyone else for something she had nothing to do with
AT A OEA 1TAgO OEEOOU UAAOO AAObefsaidsdriethidg @ OUET C
EAA AAZEI OA8 O) Ai180 xAT 6 O1 OAITE AAT 6O 1 An |
Leo grinned warily.
O0AI PI A AiIT80 AOGE UI O AAI 6O Ui OOOAI £Zn AT OE.
Leo shook his head.
O!'TA xEAT OEAU Aih UI O 1TAOGAO AT OxAO OEAI h Al
3EA xAO OECEO8 , Al EAA A 11TE OEAO EAPO 1 OE
back as he could remember. The few times he told people anything about his life it was
because he was obliged to things like job interviews? but even then he made upnost of
xEAO EA OAEA8 7EAT EA AEA OEAO EA i1 EI EAEAA EI

(A AT OIA AlTiT00 EAAO A AEEI I 60 OAT OA DPI AUET C A
"O0O0 EO AEAT 80 1 AOOAO AAAAOOAR 1T EEA DPAT DPI A AC

Oi OAIT E AAT OO OEAI OA1 6AOG8 " OO AOGAOU OiF 1 £OAI

EA6A OAI1l OEAI A OOi Ou OEAU A&IOE&I DOEAWBIAC ARIOICA (

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 fromboE O EA8A OAAA AT A OOOAI T U OE
I EAO EA O1T1 Ah OEA 1 AOCAO EEO OEDPO x1 Ol A AA8 4]

money, useful for
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dresser drawer.

*ATEAA (AT 1T A0 xAO AEEZAOAT 08 3EA AEAT 80 CEO,
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. Thealed 1| OEAUGS8 A ATl Ol
AEAT 60 EOOOh AEOEAO8 'TA T AUAA EZAZ£ EA AOT EA Al
a larger tip.

Whatever his reason, Leo told Janice Heller the truth about his parents being killed in a

CAO OOAOGEI 1T OFI AAAOU ET [/ EI AETT A xEAT EA xAO O
’’’’ A h

*ATEAAGO OAAAOETT xAO Eii AAEAOA8 O-U '

neurological. People will try to convince you that you can talk your way out of that. But

0

A N A oA N z A

OEAUBOA x0Ol1Tc¢c8 311 AOEET C 1 EEA OEAOEEBRO BOET 6&A

Ol OOuUhoe OEA OAEA8 O)860OA EAA Oi1l 1 OAE O1I AOEIE
Anyone else might have been offended and told her nothing more about themselves, but
*AT EAABO Al 01 O OAAAOQOEIT xAO AEAEEAOAT O &EOIT I OF

speak to. Instead of being put off by her reaction, Leo liked it. It meantshe wad O CT ET ¢ O
Al PAOEEUA xEOE EEiIi 8 3EA xAO180 CIEIC O EIITA

EAPPAT AA O EEiIi 8 31 , Al OAEAhR O) Ai1806 OAI AI A
"0O0 EA OAEA EA AEA OAIi AT AAO EEO i1 OEAOG6O Oi

breath on his neck. A local beauty queen, Carlotta Jane Diminski was as gorgeous as her

EOOAAT A "T AAU , EAEI ECEOAO xAO EATAOT I A8. 3EABA

Bobby was twenty-one.
(A OTT A *ATEAA ET xh AZOAO OEAEO AAAOEOh EA
EAO AAOOEOA EOOAAT A »AAE AT A OEAEO OEOAA AEE]

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
thethree-year-l 1 A OOOOEOTI O T &£ A 11 01 OET 66 AOEiIi As " 0O
Leo in? She was a Christian and the boy was family. One afternoon, IE@AEAA A OEAAI
Al 61 As , Al xAOAEAAh Oi18 YO xAO 1T &£ , Al OEAEI C
A OAA AT xAT U EAO AT A COEITTEIC xEAAIT U8 , AT 80 A
back, plops the cowboy hat on her own head andeppers Leo with kisses while singing The
$1 1T OghbMy Fire

) OEO i1 O0i Al AAh O"EOAEhde AT A OEOO OEA OEAAT 1.
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 birtb her second set of
twins.

Both those events sent fiveyear-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 wantedst&wve him with
their love were the worst. They hoped Leo, like a rescued shelter puppy, would make up
for? or at least distract them frone their own shitty lives.

0) xAOT 680 AEAZEAOI O 1O OEI T AT O TEEA A 110 1
OT1T A ATEAA8 'TA EA xAO1 608 (ABA 1 AAOT AA EOI I
Oi O1T AE OEA AT AO0s "A NOEAO8 3EWOO8DBEAUE UTICHE@

see you. Most of his foster siblings, desperate for attention, broke every rule they could. But

xEU AECEO AEOU EAile 910 AATS0O xEI 8 'TA EA UI
OEA x1 O AAA AT El ActthopreddicdAAT O OEAO AOOOA
0317 xEU8A Ui O ATA Obp EIT O 1T ATU EIiilAOCed * AT

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
O00i 1 EOAOUSG AT A OAAOEG68 " OO xEAT OEZA&a&AMOOU Ol
OET AAPAT AAT 06 8
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 Evaogkl



iTOEAO EO xAO x1 O0OA8 )OO Ai 01 AT8O AA EAO £AOIC
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 zeroxathe 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 speakingA6 A Al OAAAU OT 1 A * Al EA
OEOAAho EA OAEAS

*AT EAA xAOT 60 OOOPOEOAA8S8 !''I1 OEA OAEA xAOh
ul 686 3EA AEAT 80 OAEA EEO EATA 10 EOC EEI 1EI
OAl EAOAA xEAT OEA AEAT 308

Because she was leaving La Cachette early the next morning and knew that Leo would

OxEi AO AAxT h OEA 1T £EAOAA OEA DPOITT OO0 O £ZA EI
thanked her for her generosity.

* AT EAA xAT O ET O EAO AAAOITIT AT A Al 1T OAA OEA
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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Many years ago, | 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 | parked the car and opened the
AOEOAOBO ATTOh Al 1 1 &£ | U Adtaoel BirGsESome)ealsilater, lithAugid £l A x
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 firstwrote Sh e | by 6 sas afeatraléngtiosnreenplay, using California for the locations instead
of Arizona. And then | let it sit for a number of years, unsure of how to get a lesbian film out into the
world back then.

| 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). | fell in love with
OEA b1 AAA AT A OEIT OCE O locator td filnhS hOeEl EbOy 6Asio OM alic aAtAi oAn ICOA A

)y Ci O OEA OAOEDPO 1 OOh AEA O1T i A OAxOEOAO AT A Al OAOX
Lo and behold, | made the serrfinals. Even better, the scriptwashandd EAEAA AU OEAO Al 1 &
director for a staged reading at a gay pride evein Randolph, Vermont, in the summer of 2011. | flew

to Vermont and had such a wonderful experience, | decided to really give thingsagoto§et el by 6 s



Vacaonl AAA A0 A EAAOOOA A£EiIi8 ) 1AAOTAA Eix Oi AT A
DOl AGAOGCETT AT I PATEAOh AOO AOAT «x A OAIT AT OAA AE
get the film financed.

| came up with Plan B. | told Vickie we could shoot a short version 8fh e | by 6 sandtken bt i o n
would write the whole thing as a novel so | could tell the complete story of the characters.

Vickie and | 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.

4EA T A0 O0OAD xAO O xOEOA OEA 11 0A1 AT A DPilEOE E
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-tieal

California towns of Bishop and Lone Pine, the hike up to Kearsarge Pass to name atfencharacters

and where they work and livePacific University, Sierra GIn Cabins and Little Pineare 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 & MiniCoop

SEA EAA EOAAEI AO i1 EAO TAAE8 3EAI AU EAA 1 A0/
stood this close to Marion before. Marion was #&runette, not a redhead, so freckles
x A O AalgiGed This was bonus material.

SEA AT Ol A Al O OAA OEA Ai11TO0 I &£ -AOEI T80 A

3EAI AU AT A EAO AT 00 -AOEiIT xAOA OOAT AET ¢ C
OAAEZEA 51 EOAOOE OUh -cofefetl @ooderddbiderencAd @litel in éay C1 AOO
June. They were laying out the seating chart for the Summer Splash Alumni Dinner.

Even though Marion was only twentyOAOAT h OEAGA OAEAT 1 OAO Ol
Relations like a seasoned pro four months before and had injected rocket fuel into a
sluggish department. Shddy was thrilled (in more ways than one...) to be working for
someone so dynamic, someone who could pull off wearing leopard print pants while
AOAAUET ¢ ETOI A DDAEXE EEADEEBAAED ©ODEAE OEA Al
model.

) O AEAT 60 Ai OEAO 3EAI AU AO All O AA xi OEE]
In fact, being around Marion made her feel ten years younger. She could also feel a tingle
ET EAO 1T AOEAO OACEI T O AO -AOETT-2.0 AOIi AOOOEA/

Am | standing too close?0 Marion asked, hi

1)

No, |l |I'i ke you close, 0 Shelby coyly respol

=]

AfWant me cl oser ?o0
AThat could work. o
Marion unzipped Sheldobybés gray dress sl acks
0) £ xA pOO OEA -AlI OGEI 1 AO EAOA888xA AAT bHOO

the neon yellow Postit squares with names of Alumni donors on them.



SEAT AU O1 AbPAA AAAE O OAAI EOU AT A AT OAOAA
She deftly plucked the Postts 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.
O3EAI AUA |, EZA 3A0AOA6 - AOET1T COAAAAA 3EAI A
~ 8~

O- ABAi e 63A0O0OA T Ae -168!1-e ! OA UI O ABUET Cc Ol

'TA T1x 3EAIT AU O1 ApPpAA AAAE O OEA DPOAOAI
package of Life Savers at the AM/PM mimart gas station in Mojave, California. The
OAAT ACAA Al AOE AAEET A OEA A1 01 OAO POOEAA Ob
response.

O5Eh T1Th 1718 *00O OEA CAOh OEAT EO86

The clerk handed Shelby her change and Shelby angled for the door, leaving behind

Qu

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,
O" AOOGAT Ai x1 OEA EAOAEAORh xA8OA OOI PPET & EI
placeto get gas before heading up Highway 395 and on into the Sierra Nevada Mountains,
AAAT OAET ¢ O EEi 8 O%OAOUOEEI ¢8O0 1T OAOPOEAAA EI
O4EAU OAA OO O1 OOEOOO AiI i ET 8 AT A OEAU EAAE Ot
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, tregy h
AAIl bAA OEAOA T1TAA xEOE OEAEO PAOAT 008 4EA £
400AAT 6 AT A O#AT A1 860 (AAA8S 3EA AT A 21 AT T A E
Osi¢c oii® OEI Ahd O4EI OAA #OPAAEARSG O$OACI & £

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 anratight Tupperware container,



AT A POITAA 1060 A AEAAOCA AT A AOAAEAQuff@dAl AxEAE
mozzarella on Triscuits.

And just when she had a hefty cracker snack in her mouth...a royal blue Mdooper
convertible appeared suddenly in the passing lane. Shelby glanced over: a blonde, imid
OEEOOEAOh EAEO AlT xET C I EEA AOAUUh ydoild EAA OI
hear it inside her own car.

I wish my hair was that shade of blon@elby mused. 6 ve been cursed wit
phrase, dishwater blonde? Who comes up with shit phrases like that? | wish my hair had curvy,
wavy natural body |ike Marionos.

Shelby quickly chewed the snack and contemplated if she should make eye contact
with Miss Mini-Coop.Wave? Smile? What t ISeelbyhtlrought, Shd 6 m on
nodded at the blonde.

The blonde nodded back. And smiled.

Yeah, a vacation. Time for a new start.

~ A~
0) 6180 EO OEI A A O Uid OF 11TO6A EOIT 1A1TAC
finalized their list of dinner attendees at the wooden table in her office.

O/ E Ci OEh - AOEIT 188886

091 06 6OA AAAT EAOA AO OEA O1 EOGAOOGEOU ET x 111
O3ET AA ) COAADAOAASBS

O, A0 CAO 11 EOA 41T ECEO xA8OA €BET C O 1

I

&,1000 &Il xAohoe OEAU Al OE OAEA OEI OI OAT AT O

voices, followed by giggles.

O!'TA 1T OAO OEUUIEI¢C OEAA88806 -AOEI1T OAEAhQh /
effect, which resulted in more giggles. They had this whole routine down.

08887EOE A Ol OAE 1T £ OAEAOIThd -AOEIT ATTO

A£OOOOAS8BDS

O/ O0eo6 3EAI AU AOCGEAA8 )OO OITE AOGAOU 1 01T AA 1
fence, the house behind it, and a-Haul-It truck in the driveway. Okay, she did envision
all of that.



09AOh ) TAAA A CiT A AEOAAOQI 086

O$EOAAOI O8 ) 1 EEA EOho 3EAI AU OAEA8 !'T A OE
been doing the office flirting thing for weeks now.

0) O OEAO OEA T1T1uU OEETC¢C UI O TAAAed 3EAI AU
flushing.

-AOET1T DPIAUAEOIT U AT OxAOAAR O.1Th ) TAAA A A

0)611 ¢i 1T AEA A AETTAO OAOGAOOAOCEIThd 3EAI A

it %F._':\ it

| wonder where the blonde is headir®@helby thoughtWo u |l d n 6 t it be cool
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@®imio p e r and sh
wearing a hiking shirt....

And then the blonde pulled away, taking the fantasy with her, effortlessly nudging
the Mini-Coop up to eightypi 008 3 EAI AU OOEAA CEOET C EAO 116
the engine started to ping. Oh, the joys of driving an eiglyear-old sedan.You know what,
she thought,BLOW HER AWAY, BLOW THEM ALL AWAWVith 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
OEA AOEOAOGO OEAA xET Al x AOOOIT Al xT1888AT A (CI
in every one of her detailed notes, itinerary, map and brochures flying around like azed

birds. Finally, the pic§ de resistance: a motorcycle caravan of ten roaring Harley

$AOEAOCITO /1711 ---%% AU O 3EAI AUGO 1 AEOh AAAE
The papers all flew out the passenger side window.
O3 () 480
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The Man From Belize

Steven Kobrin
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Genre: Action/Adventure, Spy Thriller

A fastpaced, 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.

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
AAAT ET ¢ ET OEA AEO xAO1 60 rébénEctahtheGadumOsbmethihg cET Ax O
OTiT ATTA OEAO AEAT 860 AAIiTTcs )Y)O xAO Ail1 100 UAO A.
4 AT UAh EEO AAAOGOE A&EOQI i OAE UIT OT cAO xEEAR AT Ol /
O7TEAG8 O xOi 1 Ced OEA AOEAAS

3¢



(A ¢l AT ARA 1 OAO AO EAO TAOOI 001 Uh OAI OAOAT O OI
he said.
5) 660 1 EEA xnm AACOAAO 1 OOOEAAR AT A Ui O50A OxAAC
Art managed a slight but nervous smile.
0)6i ZET A8 ) EOOO AAT 80 AAI EAOA OEEO CAIi As8o
4 AT UA AEOAEI AA AAiI OOAi us 3EA 1T AATAA 1T OAO Ol xEE
ITA86
7TEOE OxAAO Ai OAOEI ¢ EEO #£AAAh EA 11TEAA ETOI O
think how lucky he was to have found her.
They tenderly gave each other a small kiss.
4 AT UA OAAAEAA ET O EAO DPOOOAh DOITAA T0O00O OTi A «
xEOE OEEO8 30AU ATi1859d
O4EAT EO86 ! OO AACAT O xEPA EEO AOixh AEAAIEIC C
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 cptured his attention. As loud as anything going on at the stadium. The cocking
I £/ A OTEPAOSO OEALZI As $AOPEOA OEA AET 1T &£ OEA AOI xA
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
bi AOA xEiI AEAT 80 OEOA O OAA OEA OAAI CcAO 11T AAOA
4EA AOT xA xAO 11 x Al gl 008 )0 EAA OOAAATI U AAAI
AAcCAT OI OOAOEAAh OEA EAT O OITE OEAEO OAAOO8 " 0O
O(TTAUh cAO IA A AOET Ehd OAEA 4ATUA8 ! OOh OOAOI
OAPDAAOAAR O! 00e¢d
(A OOAAAT T U Ol ADPAA 10606 T £ EOG8 O31 00Ueb
o#1 01 A UIT O Pl AAGA CAO I A A AOET Eed
O/ E UAAEh OOOA8 3POEOAed 4ATUA OITEIAA AT A 11 AAA
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
O0+AADP OEA AEAT GCAB8o



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.
)y O xAO AT 11 AAO OOUI A £IEDP PEITANn 100 *A1T OAT xAOIi
simple.

O(Al1ied

No response.

)y O AT UITA OEAOAeod 3EI AT AAS

I £FOAO0 A PAOOAR OEA AAI1 xAT O AAAA8 ' OO0 OAPPAA
curiously. It was an unknown number.

Then his attention was once again riveted by the unmistakable sound of the cocking of a
Ol EPAOSO OE&EI A8 41 EEiIih EO OAAI AA O1 AAET EOT T AO
hear it? only 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.

091 6 AEAT 860 EAAO OEAOed EA AOEAAS

4AT UA xAO DPOUUI AA 11T OA Au EEO OiIT A OEAT OEA NOA

Art was baffled. How could she not have heard the shot? Maybe he was losing it. Hearing things.

doi & 1 AAT AEA ) EAAO Eix OEEO AOi xA EO CIiEIC 1.
AOAEET 8 1T EOAAT A AT A xET T11Aedo OEA 1 AOCEAA8 O9AAEN

Tanya could always lighten his mood. They smiled to each other. He began to rub his brow.

0! OA UT O OOOA Ui O60A Al OECEOe®d

100 1TTEAA AO EAOh EEO EAAA OOAAAT1T U OEI xET ¢ Al
rose from his seat.

As he stepped across his lovely wife, she once again reached for his hand and gave it a tender
ONOAAUA8 O(AU8886

Art glanced back at her.

O, 1 6A Ui Oheo OEA OAEA8 '1 A OEA 1 AAT O EO8 4EAEO0O



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 theadium.

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 accidentallydropped her large soda. It instantly

covered the step she and her father were standing on and began trickling down the steps below. It

AT 100 Obpl AOGEAA T OAO ' 06606 OET AO AOO EA AT AGCAA EO
AAOCEOAOBROOAI Qi AEBBAA AO ' OOh OAUET ¢h 037 00U AAT 0O
0.1 x1 OOEAOhS ! OO OAODPITAAAR ATT OET OET ¢ PAOO OE

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 adléar 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.

4AEAT A AT EAE AO OITATTA AT OxAOAA8 O4EEO EO *AT O
A OAEI 888/ £# AT OOOA ) AEA888, 1T Eh ) AEAT 80O £EIT A OE
Ol T AEA OOOA EA xAOTI §0tddOEOOET ¢ OP O1 1 1 O0AE ATIT 11

O* 000 1 EOOAT O 1 Ah pPi AAOA8 , EOOAT 888) xAT O OI
Ji 68887ET e

A look of deep regret heightened his moody, scornful eyes.

0! 0 £ZAO AO ) ETTxh UAO EA EO8 &I O OiT A OEIA T1x
I £ OEA MEAAEI EOU8 (A80O I AAA NOEOA A TAIT A &£ O EEI OA
OEEOh All OECEOe ) 81 Ibeleve @dthidshittnatier® i ol \iaktEk 16 cojne EA OA

ETA 910 TAAA T A OF ATT A ET AAG

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.
O7TEAT e &ETA888!1T A OEAT xEAOQed



A confident smile spread across his handsome face. Now he felt better. Things were starting to
look up.

091 6 AAT AiI 0610 11 1T Ahd EA OAEA8 O9AO OEOh )8l

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 our OEA T 1T AO xET AEAT 380 xAT O OF CAO OOADH
stadium? so it was a bit more packed in the back section as Art pushétrough the fans beginning
to clog the exits.

Among the people exiting was a strangéoking 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 halfidozen steps above his row aisle 112 when the strangelooking man
stumbled as though bumped from behind and fell against him. It was a rough hit, abrupt and easily
EAT OF AT 11 EAET C xEOE | 0080 AEA Cs€eq, the Odd gatd EguidkE A AR x
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, increasinglyeak. 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 discavehe
Alix xAO EAOAI 8 10 EAGA AOI DAdquidy@id dee@Ontorhdl OAT h
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.
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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 eye®ddA 1 8 O! OOh AOA Ui 6 OE
TEAQR®OIT Ce o
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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.
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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 lneA 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
OEGCEO AAZEI OA OEAI 8 4AT UA OAT AAOI U EAT A EAO EOOAAT
chest.

It was over.

As was the game.

The home team won.

THE MAN FROM BELIZE
Find it on Amazon:

https://tinyurl.com/bdcwzufw

Find it on Barnes & Noble:

https://tinyurl.com/ypp6xbpc



https://tinyurl.com/bdcwzufw
https://tinyurl.com/ypp6xbpc

NAME: Steven Kobrin
LOCATION: California

DISTINGUISHING CHARACTERISTICS:
Love of spy novels, thrillers, action-
adventure stories, and sci-fi. Also expert on
spy films.

OCCUPATION:
Author of action-adventure thrillers.

CURRENT MISSION:
THE MAN FROM BELIZE

UPCOMING:
More adventures of Kent Stirling,
THE MAN FROM BELIZE



&/ Gregory
p Ciotfi




THBEVih thelAMOND
Gegofyoffi

Copyright © 203 Gregory CioffiAAll rights reserved.

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

Genre: Historical Fiction, Baseball, War Novel

A gripping World War Hera story of a friendship forged in war where two combatantse
American, one Japaneddond over baseball and ultimately face off against each other in a
postwar baseball game.

The
DEVIL
in the

DIAMOND




The
DEVIL

In the

DIAMOND
Gregory Cioffi

fiLove is the most important thing
in the world, but baseball

i s pretty good, too. o
I Yogi Berra
Prologue
The Morning of May 25th, 1945
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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 mostt teminded 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.
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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 poisonsuWhen 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 reetipped 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 bubday 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, Yuujirecalled 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
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spirit; his true dream was for this war to cease so he could go blato 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 conneietg 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 camegging up to him.
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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 fullscale bombardment. He also knew that the loss of the remaining

A



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 honwas 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 fortjpur good men climbed upwards, towards the top
of the hill, constantly hurling grenades into the nearl caves. Once they reached the top, they could
hear the grunts of the Japanese as they too flung their explosive hangapons. A speedy preemptive
strike allowed the Americans to, for the moment, remain atop the crest. Their commander had
warned them if thA U AEAT 6 0 OAEA OEA EEIT 1AO0O TECEOh OEA
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 fedicale cardiovascular
failure. Eugene suspected this was the new normal. For a moment,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 holdingif position as these two locations

exposed the Japanese around Shuri on both sides.
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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 tossiniipe round object to the catcher, his foot making
an explosive step forward in the process. He released the ball.

Youbre 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.
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short lived.

Eugene had thought too soon.

Japanese combatants came storming up the hill; grenades began bursting immediately.
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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 3Ground 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 procestentlessly.

One by one the pineapplestyle 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.
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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 grexe 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 precisdy 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.
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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 new
deceased body coming down over his weapon knocked Eugene to tp@und. 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 clapgarter 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 héutl

of them straight off; sending them tumbling onto their baks, down the ridge.
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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 higéahd for much longer.

A bayonet jabbed him in the leg. His knee buckled for a moment before he overcame the pain
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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 tfe 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 sworck EA1T AET ¢ O1 1 AEAOh EA &£0T UA A

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.
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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 lif¢threatening injuries.

Eugene mustered up the strength to get up. He stumbled on the attempt but nonetheless stood
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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.
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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.
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trying to keep the Japanese at bay at the top of the cliff and teaemy 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.
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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.
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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.

, TTEET ¢ Obh %OCAT A AT OI A EAAO Al1l OEA OI 01 A0 1 E
the sky was particularly blue that morning. Soon, however, the beautiful blues turned into deep

purples before being overtaken entirely by complete and utter blekness.



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 wstas 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
AEOAAOI U OI xAOAO %OCAT A8 $OO0OAT OA xAO AAT 6O O1 AOO/
His optics sent a silent but chilling message. It was the look iomminent 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
AEATT AT CA xEEI A ET OEA &EOOO 7101 A 7A08 (A AEAI
comprehended. He was born seven years after his father returned from bidtand 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.
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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
EAAOO EZAZ EA AT OI AT860O Al OAAAU EAAO EOS8



The hand traveled upwards.

The Japanese soldier abruptly snapped back without grabbing anything.
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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 ladHe 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
O0OOAOAcCU8 %wOCAT A EAAT 60 AEAAEARE E A WEAR BAODPI @AI b A
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.
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memory but the brief conversation that followed.

Eugene had asked his father why he liked baseball so much.
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to end. The only sudden death comes in extra inningsibeven then only once both teams have had a
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He would give anything for a glass of lemonade right now.

Eugene longed to see anything of beauty in his current staea 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 realworld 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
AT1860 AOAAOEAS
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 fidtale assault. He looked around and saw
A PEOOIIT 8 )OO xAO AT AOiI 60 1 AT COE AxAus
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.
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when he felt a tetrad of arms lifting him up. He was being placed on a medical stretcher.
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Durante could feel his muscles relax for thérst 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.
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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 | could never be.

Charles de Foucauld, Jesuit educated aristograt long way from Christian Brothers
Wollongong. Dismissed from the army for misconduct. | can relate to that. Became a priest in mid
life. Worked in Morocco. Translated the gospels in local language. Shat metad by a }year

old bandit. Such is saintly life.

Not mine, | hope.
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Wrong.
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Oh, no. Far from it.
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know what a volcano of fear, confusion, hatred, love, hypocrisy, struggle and jagged truth
will explode over my carefully disguised persona.

Once | start, | 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, Hezeptance.

And, crazy as it sounds, the gratitude.

Even crazier, this morning in my chaotic mind, | had the original thought that in this
xT OlLAh 1106 OIT T ATU PAITBPIA CAO OF AAAT T A OEA ¢
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be quite revelatory to myself to explore what it feels like.

Well, at least what this pope feels like.

Who knows what | might find out?

| do.
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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.

)y 6 OA AAAT OO ET A AOAAOCEOA 11T A AU OI1EC
housekeeper, friend and bizarrely angular commentator on my life as a mere pope, Sister
Angelica.

3EA6O0 OEA AEEAZE PAPAI AITE AT A AT OOI A xAC
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was in every way satisfying and was appropriately accompanied by a glass or tvod a
iTAROO AAOAAOAOGAT 888 xAlih I AUAA OEOAARh AOO «x
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My heart.

Where did that go?

If it ever existed.

And to whom?

God help me.

' OAAAUR ) ETiTx )81l OACOAO OEEO Aiii EOI AT O

Truth.

Firm as rock, which is what the church and popes are supposed to be all about.

And slippery as life.

!l UAh OEAOA8O OEA OOAsS

When sinners become popes...

AEA Al AOGI 1 O6h )81 OEET EET CS8

Deo gratias.

7TEEAE EO xEU ) EITx )61l OACOAO OEEO888 Al

Can a pope forgive himself?

God only knows.

Cheers!



And go, God!

Yes, a topup, Mario. Why not?

So, Mum, guess who?

How much do | love you and thank you and pray for yauto you, indeed> for being
xEAOGO 1T AEO T £ 1 U DT OOEAI A OAI OAOETT A

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 fuckedup mess | wa® and still an? and that disastrous whateverit-was
which resulted in this disastrous whateverit-is... yes, as both of us still refuse to believe in
real life... that confused little Illlawarra wog that irritatingly clever little photographic
memory wog? is now pope!

Yes, beyond madness, Mum, but never beyond your love.

y8i Cl AA Uil 0860A ET EAAOGATh -O0ih AAAAOOA 11
continues.

| 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.

91 6 AT OI AT60 I AEA OEEO 111 OAT OA Obs
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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 | know mothers know, but mothers also know what not to know.
Well, now? and a shorter topup prayer of thanks to Saint Jameson of Bow Street Dublin.

$11760 xi oouh -0is8 916 AAT OAEA OEA AT U 10660
Wollongong out of Mario Gino Pietro Francis Xavier Castaldi.

Or the pope!

-0ih 1TAOBO AT OE 1 AOCE AO xA OEAOA OEA 1 UOOA
and love. | 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 saly be my

beyond unbelievable next twentyfour hours.
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surrounding holy madness | surreally inhabit.

&1 0001 AGAT UR 7i11T1c¢ciTcad .1 O00E "AAAE 00OE
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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 other what shall we call ourselves? tragically eldest sons of even more
tragically fucked-up Catholic fathers...the whole damn lot of us allHed up and still
volcanically waiting to explode.

No, for once in your controlling life, listen to me, Dad.

| love you, right?

4EAOAR ) So@dw fdDtAcadst. EO8
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Dad, yes, you meant well, but as a father, you were an Auskadian disaster, and now
EAl £ A xIT Ol A AxAU £Oi i 7i11i1c¢ciich EAOA ) Ainh
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.

yo6i OOEIT AiiETC O OAOIi 6 xEOE OEAO EOOOE£Z£E
And Mum died in agony of cancer.
'TA Ul 6 ATA AlTTTAU &AOEAO /68" O0CCAOU DPOAEOAA

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 | didy little brother,
Tonio, hit adolescence heawn and just about wiped himself off the map by the time he was
17.

'TA ) EAOAT 8O0 EAAOA &EOI i EEI OET AAS



For all I know, he was swallowed by a crocodile in north Queensland or maybe died of
AIDS.

)y O6 A AA TEAA O ZET A 1008

And just to top it all off, muggins here is now the Pope. Pope John the Twefiyurth,
better known in these parts as Pope Vegemite the First and Last, an Itali&ustralian-Irish

Catholic fiasco.

31 00Uh $AAh AOO OEAOB8O xEAOA Ui 6O OI1T EO 11
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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 Gdabthering torture and eternally
hell-bent sexual guilt.
)y AT O1 AT 80 AOAT -ofiAvitioit tear bfihe géir@iGifes d Wel End |
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?
"O0O0 1 AOGBO 1 AAOA AthdfacsEhatdhis daryOthidet Af cleakirig Anid O
cleansing is to myself and for myself.
30EIi 1T h ET OEA AAOGO T Z£# iU cilT A ZAEOER AAAE A
brief lives of the saints of the day our church has many saints, so they all have to cosy up
and share each feastdayAT A ) 811 AET T OA 1 1 Admevin@and dsbasoAl AOA

all the other saints of that day to pray for me because God knows, | desperately need their

prayers.
y6i A@Al OAA AU OAET 008
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| think | see through all this saint stuff and | see through all this contemporary saint
denial stuff, yet with every heroic and saintly life | reflect on, even as popeespecially as the
first and almost certainly last Wollongong pope | have to ask questios that deep in my

mind and deep in my soul lacerate my faith.



91 6 OAAh $AAh )o6i OEA NOAOOEITEI C bl bPAS
)y 060 1 EEA OEEOS8
Whenever | read the okso-pious lives of the saints, my mind flashes danger. | simply
60 EAI D 1 UOAI £#8 ) AEOAE 100 Ali1l OEA EITETA
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leaving aside all the treacly hagiography.
) TAATR )81 OEA B DAR
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confessional seal of this diary.

Ol xEU AAT 80 ) CEOA i
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And just for the record, at some future time | 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 orscreen diarist, | 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, | know you will, so now read no more, loyal
AT 1T £ZEAAT Oh AT A pI AAOGA AAI AOA &£ OAOAOh OEEOh i
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 moment maybe in Year ? | understood the words, but not why that
bizarre feast was celebrated. Why was |, 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 | were ringbarksand apparently that snipping was some kind
of weird feast? would all the roundheads go to hell? in which case it could be crowded and
with some pretty innocent victims but bloody good blokes and probably more confidd
lovers.

| wish.
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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 degbe themselves)
versus the pontifex minimus whom they dismissively mock as Pope Vegemite the First and
Last.
30EI T h Ail DPAOOU ONOAAAI AO AOGEAAR ) |

adjudicating on this life and in all humility, faithfully projecting to the next.

(@}
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Dangerous territory, as history has shown and death will eventually adjudicate on.
OK, Dad, all my school reports observed that | was a worthy studenjust remind me
what student is unworthy?? and, Dad, you may remember that you always told me that
secondclass honours in the New South Wales Leaving Certificate meant secenade in life.
In retrospect, not the most encouraging spur to an immature seventeeyear-old, but, yes,
God knows you had your reasons, and they made you who you were. While helping make me
the mess | became. And still am.
| OAO OEIi Ah )86O0A Ai i A OI O1 AAOOOAT A AplA AOAI
became because, | mean, just how screwegh at the time was the Australian Irish Church?
Not to mention those weltintentioned, football-mad and spookilyy no, disastrously?

celibate Christian brothers who belted the fear of God into us.

10O Uil 6 Oi xh O OEAIT Ui O OAAP8 4EA OET O 1T &
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faithful servant start? | mean, leaving aside the daughters who now are the blessed cohesion
EI1TAETC OI CAOEAO xEAOB8O0 1 AED 1T £ ORAas0ADPEAI U A
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Dad, | managed a second class result in Honours Latin, and to my shame and stupidity,
| believed | was therefore second class. So how right was your prediction?
In my clerical career, | fulfilled your prophecy.
47 AEOA OEA Al OOEAT O cCci O0OEDP EI OEAOA PAO
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 Refics
even by Vatican standards, a laughably useless job awarded as a consolation prize in the red
EAO OOAEAOG8 ' ATl £ OOAAI A OAOEOAI AT O A O AT A
, AAOT OEA OiI PAOh AT AO UIT>GéiOydu cOuidl ahd ndostA AT T 8
of all, ensure that you serve good wine to your brother cardinals. Which just goes to show
where secondclass honours in the 1959 New South Wales Leaving Certificate Latian get
a conflicted lad from Wollongong.
Pope.
Your triumph, Dad.
My bewilderment. Until recently, Dacd the papal conclave six months ago and | kept
asking myself what went right?
Or wrong?
'TAh $AAh 11T x )? AHTA GEOGIAAA OG1 OMOE £ AEAEOE E
moment my frankly ridiculous vote in the papal conclave suddenly began to surgefrom
idiot nothing burger to odds-on favourite? from that moment, | 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 factidhe majority of
Vatican civil servants known as the curia had two strong candidates. One was my fmer
friend from seminary days, Cameroofborn Olivier Gabriel Foncha, who brought most of the
| FOEAAT AAOAET Al 086 OI OAO xEOE EEi 8 &AAA EOh /|
black, eloquent, ambitious and in all too robust health though thel AOOAO EOT 8 O Al x4
for a pope as it augurs a long papacy.
From the same rightwing 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: GestapaObergrupperghrers8 . 1T OEET ¢ AOAAPAO EEO ET OAOOEC
dozens of progressive contemporary theologians for heresy and then brutally silenced them
into the bargain.
That should have made him an ideal stogap curia candidate since discipline and
I AAAEAT AR AOA OEA Al AOEAAIT [ AOEAOO T &£ "1 A0 A
the same side can, ironically, cancel each other out, hence the eventual electibthe warm,
human and holy Italian Archbishop of Florence, Renato Carosella, who took the name of Leo
XIV.

47 OEA AOOEAh OEIT 1 U8 EO Ei bT OOAT O ET A DPi DA
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reinforce the Vatican status quo.

7TEU xA EAOA O1 AAI1l AADPAOOI AT OO EAOA OAEAA

important and may even suggest divine overtones, though such association has to date
eluded me.
After 13 ballots?» DPOT T £ OEAO EO 000 Are tv@imeeably dpfofeBE 1 6 O T (
conservative candidates stalled, neither team of backers willing to shift their vote, and so our
lovable Pope Leo was eventually elected.
AEAOA xAO EOOO 11T A O £ OAGAAT poOiT Al ATl ET , A
Curia strategy envisioned a relatively brief papacy three or four years? during which
time either Olivier or Mendoza would emerge as the next strong pontiff the Vatican is
always about the politics of the next papacy AOO xEAO OEAU AEAdhO OAEA
xAO #/6)%$8 'TA ET '"TAB80 xEOAiT i h OEA "TA 1T &£ AN
gentle Pope Leo in under a year.
Back to square one.
Another provisional pontiff required: beige, inoffensive, low profile and controllable.
7TEAO060 OEA OAOI e
Secondrate.
And here | am, Pope John XXIV.



On the positive front, | must confess that though my Wollongong Latin has improved
out of sight, I still need a Roman classicist to brush it up to papaidotu propriostandard, and
my chosen Secretary of State, Cardinal Dario Silvestrini, is just the man.

Oh, and Dad, a papahotu proprioEO A AT AOiIi AT &6 AAT 6O O1T i A OPA,
interested in. Not definitive church teaching or infallible or anything razzledazzle like that,
but His Holiness sounding off and expecting the troops to smarten up and take his opinion
on board. Which,T £ AT OOOAhR bHI AT OUu AT AT A bl AT OU ATl
increasingly vocal and issuing their own individuamot u prOdp rAifdddd A xET &1 1

listen to them.

"O00 AAAE O1 $AOEi8 (A60O0 Al 1 OOOOAIl-ldariigC OAEI
theologian; a diplomatic yet exceptionally efficient administrator; loyab not a virtue much
practiced in these parts AT A A AT 11 AACOA )YB8A 0OQOM@cakeEDHE | U

bon viveur with an excellent wine cellar yet enjoying all things in disciplined moderation.
Well, friends have to differ over some issues.

9AOh $AOET EO iU AAOO APPIETOI AT O ATA T U ¢O
person in the Vatican who knows his best kept secrethis amazing double life of priesthood
AT A EZAOEAOEIT A8 .1 xiI1TAAO EASO Ol rieddshiplfadd 0 000
allegiance.

And so, Dad, here we both are: you, dead, and hopefully in whatever heaven is, and your
secondrate son, alive and desperately treading water in the Vatican.

And for the record, after six months of oleaginous Vatican obsequiousness, | have to say
OEAEO AEEITEIC AT A AT ACAT O AEDPIT i AOEA T AOOO0OOA
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Dad, what do | have to do for you to be finally proud of me?

Hopefully, this December to December diary of your Australian pope son, sentence by
DAET £01 1 U OOOOEA&AOI OAT OAT AA EO OEA AT OxAO8 31
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Ennio told me in beautiful simplicity of his love for his partner, Mirella.

) O xAOT 80 Ai 1T £ZAAOOET 18 .18 3AAI Uh %I TEIB&O C

spontaneous and glorious outpouring... an acclamation of passion, trust and faith by a



twenty-year-old Swiss Guard from Lugano, talking about his twentyear-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 | 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 cardinalgjuite an
achievement and Cardinal Marcel Bruf Pam Paris: smooth, sharp, academic though, |
suspect, apable 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.

7EAO0G6 O OEAicwDAT AE &I O

Stop it, Mario!

Oh, and also, the even more anodyne and affable Cardinal Archbishop of Luxembourg,
His Eminence Jeaifrranz Hoffmann.

y £ ATUTTA AAT AAOAOIET A xEAO OEEO Al 1T OEOEAI
be fascinated to read the dossier. Better still, the abstract. Which indeed it would be. That
said, we chatted briefly after Mass, and | have to say | like Jelaranz erormously. A man to
haveonside EA£ AOAO EABA AAAI AOA EEO EATAS8

l'TUxAUuh T U OAOIT1T OAAI AA Oi EEO OEA | AOEs8s 4
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annoys the old guard... a consummation devoutly to be wished.
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rubbish stings.
Mind you, Christ the President sounds even sillier.
30PAOZLZEAEAI EOUh - AOET 8 &1 O UT 60 DPAT AT AAh - A
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/ EEOOO AAT OOOU8 of$E ' EI
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St Pope John XXIII, pray for your Aussie successor.

AEEO ¢1OE O1TPA *TET xI11T80 Cci Al x1 xEOEI OO0 A
Di Giorgio, Cardinal Thierry Etcheverry of Reims is just the man.

(A 1T AuO Al x1 OEA 1 Ax AT A Al AOT 60 OAEA AT U |
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Can | appoint a woman after all, | am the bloody pope?

Steady on, Mario.

No!

"U TTx Uil O OOOAT U ETT x OEAO OOOAAAU AO OEA
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 stallltidoomsday
with questions and draftings and committees and the rest of their ageld 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.

/| Eh AT A xEEI A UI O60A AO EOh -AOET h AATTTEO,
thought for the first Sunday in Advent.

O-U CiTA CATAOAI 0868 Y1 AAAA8 7ET AT A EI x FEAx

Dear God in heaven, how on earth did | land this shithouse gig?

AEA OOEDPI A OEAOAGO0 A AITTAU AOT x1 1T &£ AOAEEI

Thanks heaps, God.

Sorry, Sister Angelica.

Yes five decades of the Rosary.

And so to bed.

| CONFESS
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Find it on Amazon:
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Genre:Psychological Thriller, Mystery

A slowburn, edgeof-your-seat novel where obsession, manipulation, and dark secrets converge
with fatal consequences.

Prologue

Late Autumn 2017

he fresh and radiant glow of dawn descended on Parrish Street and Dave Collins knew in that
Tmoment, 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, unstoppable
a thread had been pulled, the tug of a string was unraveling and derailing his carefully planned ‘ife

it was only a matter of time before he was condemned Iall those he once thought to trust.

And for what, what had he done to deal himself this hand?
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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 andight... 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 |
Black Olives and

Paralegal Pleas

Early Autumn 2017

1

The morning routine was the same as it had been for the last five years. Unaltered, blissfjlist

as Dave knew it would be. He awoke early as he always did and went about preparing a



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 average and one could argue slightly boring person he was. This was perhaps why
Dave chose to surround himself with those who existed and thrived in temperamental, unpredictable
states.

AEEO I TOTETC8O 1T AAT xT O A AA &OAT AE Ol A0 x EOE
beautiful and currently slumbering wife. Unlike himself, Georgie was perfectly happy with sleeping
her mornings away. She was unbothered and unconcerned with this@s 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 toaccompany 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
AO $AOA ~EET EOEAA xEOE EEO AOAAE £AQéierredwAke dp@AMOET T Oh
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
POAOAT AA OEAO 1 EOAA ET OEAEO OOi All 681 AT OEIT 8 3AI
as sixteen and angsfilled as they came. She usually only ha OEi A O O1 AOi» ET $AO
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?on
he made sure never to tell her what to do, or come between her a@korgie. 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.

SEAGA CITA &£Oii OAITEI ¢ EEIi OEA EAOAA EEI AOAOU TE
off to bed.

$AOAGO PDAOEAT AA xAO AT O1 Al Adobh Ai1l EA EAA O1 AI
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assume that just because Georgette was happy now that Sam was tooh&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.
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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 A OET OAO OOAU xEOE ' AT «
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 rollednto her stomach, head buried under
the pillow even while wearing an eye mask. She always complained she could still see through the
damn thing.
O'1TTA -TOTETCh TU 11T06Ahe $AOGA ATTAA AO EA xATO
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.
O!'l OAAAUed OEA xEET AA8 O/ E bPI AAOAR EITAUR ATT OE
180
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.
O7TEAO xAOA Ui O ATEITC Obp O 1AOAed EA AOEAA xEOE
AAA8O
She huffed and propped herself up against the pillows, slowly peeling back her eye mask to
reveal a grumpy green glare.
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the bedside table. She took a long, slow sip, clearly savoring.
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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.

$AOA OOAAAA ' Al OCEAGO EkAde bled backihk smoke@ndbAv® EE OO
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 hirhis devotion to her so
achingly endless.

0) 0O 3Ai Ob UAOeo ' ATl OCEA AOGEAA AO OEA OI 601 AA E
curls reminded Dave of an ethereal creature.
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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.
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awe crested her eyes.
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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 wagad person.



(A AT O1I'A EAOA 1101 CAA ET ' AT OCEA8O DOAOAT AA Al (
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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A hardhitting Western about a man seeking redemption in a brutal land. Guns, grit, and a
prayer for those beyond saving.

Chapter 1

e ARU WA T

Remembrance

D 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.
oLet me know tomorrow if you need anything el
church in the morning, but 611 stop i n just
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



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? ¥&hsat was it just a dream? It certainly felt like
a dream, hazy and ethereal, but one series of events was indelibly imprinted ia Agramddget
terrifying adventure which culminated in an event that would alter the intended course ohter life. A

so her mind turned back to that terrible and wonderful time.

Chapter 2

TR A s

Sudden, New Mexico Territory
(Thirteen years after the Civil War)

N 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 0660s whe
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 arounehmording. 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. IHoidbynto 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.



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 hor se
stalled. The rider wiped the sweat from his browthanche 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.

Chapter 3

AR WIOA T

We Won't Be Needing This Today

A shingle hung in the midsection of a wooden door that read:

DOCTOR JULY HARRIGAN
GENERAL PRACTITIONER, SURGEON

The interior of Dr. Harrigands office and e
trade. A skeleton suspended from a rack watched over the examination room. The shelves were
packed with medical books, journals, specimen jars, and a myritesofdntaining 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-spahess in front of him. Various trays of medical
probes, clamps, forceps, and other tools stood at the reaHgriiyan chose a particular forceps
and used it to extract |l ead from the patiento
lead slug into a metal pan with a tinny thud. He dropped the forceps into the tray to grab a small rag
tomoptheswet from his brow, which he then used to

Dr. July Harrigan picked up a decidedly nasty bone saw and looked at it, as if with a sigh of
regret. oWel |, I guess we wondt be needing th
again to go back to work.

0The situation might have been worse as | w

family this morning, but that damn train was delayed again. My fellow medical colleague here in town



came down with the diphtheria last week. That would have left you high and dry for any treatment.
Fortunately, for you, | am still here due to
Cole winced at each probe as a beautiful woman wititgkoa@d hair held his hand tightly.
The doctor dropped another slug into the pa
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 screamghgamead. The music teacher upstairs is out

for a recital this afternoon. Calls to mind when | practiced in a tent in Abilene. In those days, the

patient could caterwaul his head off as those
Dr . Harrigands fingers fiddled about the tr
he chose another probe. "Yes, sir, | dve treat

dondot get what mot i v ddrelksforg metresbitoygusellas Beakymsetd | k e
split up with another confederate. Still, 1160
Cole rolled his eyes at the woman with the -stbosked hair and continued wincing as the

doctor wielded his probe.
o0oSome of these authors of the penny dreadf
some kind of mythic status. Like noble Greek gods dispensing a kind of frontier justice through
extreme acts of bravery. Ffatlzen tkolv there was g trueshero.c a n 0
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 somerealcoumg and fortitude to face ol d Chief Dre
Cole had had enough. He started to raise hi.:
Christ, Mattie! Cand6t you tell this son of a
ol think you just did, Cole, 6 Mattie shot b
The doctor pushed him back on the table. O0OE
l ead will sink in deeper. o

Cole laid back down with a sigh.

0Just makes my job tougher. | candt dig in
You got yourself into this condition, now | et
another instrument. OLi kee Wwaswaas rseaayli ntge r rConri.e fl

whites survived that Henderson Treaty land. The old chief declared it was to be a dark and bloody

ground. 6



The doctor changed instruments yet again.
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 Mexicamsigat Vera Cruz, that was a sign
to push farther west. By God, you know | 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&, t here were so many men sent back for
Cole snapped back, oListen, can we skip the
oWho did this to you?6 Dr. Harrigan inquire

OEver heard of The Preacher?6 Mattie asked.
Dr. Harrigan made a whistle. oOHardly a soul

he was a legend, a bogey man, like Prestor John back in medieval times. A religious myth to keep the

faithful in |line. o6
Col e shook his head. oBelieve me, he exists
ol first heard of him at a temperance union

ranted about this preacher smiting the wicke

Harrigan.
Mattie nodded, o0Thatds his reputation, Doc.
oWell, heds got his work cut out for him in
oDid you report this to the | aw?d
Cole shook his head.
0Seems the sooner you |l ay this in the | ap

patched and send for Sheriff Duncan to take yc

this to anyone else, with perhaps more deadly resulty. Were t r acki ng t hi s man?

Cole replied with a weary voice, ONo, but w
Doc Harrigan scratched his head. oMy God! )\
shootists. Whatever you seek, is it worth the
oFor him, it is, Doc, 06 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 boffher eds a sticky one on
ball dropped i nto t hoettepfemancial pursudsuSeénes tolma & stablenjab y o
like a dry goods salesman would be a better life. Fact is, we need a good dry goods man here in Sudder



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 | ifesty
The doctor dropped the forceps with a | oud
then, that should do iI1t. Letds get you closed
laudanum to quell any lingering pain. You folks hgvedging in town? The Byzantium Hotel is
guite 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 | obby. o
Dr. Harrigan looked over at Mattie. He pointed to a bottle of liquid on the shelf next to her.
oLet me see that bottle, little I ady.d Mattie

a swig. OWedre al most done here.o
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Seventeeyearol d Mor gan Browdyés world coll apses in
accident kills his brothérb | ami ng hi msel f , he retreats to hi:
where football, family fractures, and a fledgling romance offer a chanleeaing and

redemption.




The worst days arrive disguised as ordinarydeggs over easy, crisp bacon, and a family of four at
County Line Ca® When the Browdys slide into their familiar corner booth, the vinyl seats creak
beneath them. Tegearold Murph races a small Matchbeoar 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. Analk works its way across 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 manigletshifts. "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. Whiteitsasall, 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 sixtegmarold Morgan, who's gazing out the +sdneaked 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, | 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 gilightawvave.

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, | 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 ddahceomtained 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 a g keittle 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 | 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, A" Morgan starts, but Wilke cuts him off, 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, | 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 angrg'tééenfather laughs, dropping his hand

on Morgan's head and giving him a playful shove. "Eat up before you disappear.”

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 @ysdgt&eptember skheir 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 crimsontfrerohill, 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 higtwese bright green orbs that seem to
absorb every detail of the world around him, good or bad, with the sammatfan 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 clankiagch 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 meuti¥eah, 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 pennaimtdllike a bright ensign in the

cold, stormy wind.

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 wfigoding 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 Heustedihair.

"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, | know," Morgan mutters, more to himself than anyone else. His distracted
compliance is automatic, ingrained from years ofisigfing to parental instructions. He follows

his brother's path, but his mind is miles away, engrossed in the dfald@@ in his text messages.

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 sdid 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 sidéo-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.

"l 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 ged'in

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 fascinatigan™ 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.



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 againstthaihe 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.

Aterrified 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 usiaes.

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 epeaceful 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 img@uarstase scenarios with

every stride.

WHI LE WEORE HERE

Find it on Amazon:

COMING SOON

Find it on Barnes & Noble:

https://tinyurl.com/yacnvafb



https://tinyurl.com/2enywvut
https://tinyurl.com/yacnvafb




About the Author

T.A. MANCHESTER

T.A. Manchester is an author and filmmaker known for his evocative storytelling. In 2013, he co
founded Atlas Film Studio alongside fellow creatives from The lllinois InstituteGifiéago. The

following year, their short filiMe/ancholigained national recognition, reaching the Top 200 Finals

in HBOO6s Project Greenlight competition. This
into longform storytelling.

Manchester wrote and directed his debut featurefillne T h /7 n g s,in MA@ X grippde e n
charactedriven drama, the film earned critical acclaim on the festival circuit, securing nine awards
and four nominations. Notably, it won the Gold Remi Award at the 50th Wordéeaston,

joining past winners like George Lucad &teven Spielberg. His screenwriting also received
distinction at the Angaelica Film Festival in Los Angeles, further cementing his reputation as a writer
with a unique voice andkaen eye for human complexity.

Beyond fil m, Manchesterds | iterary work conti
redemption, and the weight of the past. His storytelling is often marked by a melancholic beauty,
drawing comparisons to the works of auteurs like Kenneth gamand Jeff Nichols. Whether on

the page or the screen, his work resonates with those who appreciate grounded realism and deeply
textured character studies.

Whi | e WeiéhisdirstHevel.e
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Introduction

The essays in this book have all been rejected, some of them multiple times. Over the
year s, | 6ve seen my work published in some of
of the most reputable. But the essays herein were either passed on or ghosted

complet ely. As my fellow writer friend Tara say:¢

The essay is one of my favorite mediums. Essa
And for me, they demand to be written. An unwritten essay nags at me like a toddler

until 1 sit down and pay attention. It keeps me up at night until | 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 sucksd may be not i f youore
Carol Oates or Roxane Gay, but for most of usd the 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 somanywe &r e
gonna-pass-on-this-o n etélrsat you wonoét be abl e Waplaslount th
i sndt so much a story about an abusive teache
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.

Bel onging to one6s home orAcodoumowyl 6Bel ongang
for them to belong. They were rejected and therefore redirected into this book you hold.

| trust 1itdbs where these words were al ways me




Scout




| never understood the whole girls and horsest hi ng . I di dithémed terdhv e a h
birthday party. I di dnot t 8leck Benutyd Givelg myl e s s on
background, | wouldndét have expected to | earn

Years ago, | 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, | had long ago
said goodbye to the skydiving and motorcycling adventures that came before the birth of
my son, but this was one adventure | could safely undertake. And the operative word for

me wasnbot so much Ahorseo as it was nHAretreat.

Horses werent6t completely new to me. The summe¢
friends who would later invite me to the retreat. They had moved to the suburbs and
bought a horse named Scout, and | helped them groom him. | also got to recline on the

grass reading Middlesex. And | watched them practice cantering and galloping.

Though | knew their horse was going to be at the workshop, | wondered if | would
recognize him among the herd. But when | wal k
It was like recognizing my own child among a group. The horse is a gigantic Clydesdale

with amber eyes.

As | approached Scoutébés pen, another workshop
wanted to give them their space, so | 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 |

doubt whether | mattered to frientdwodagswih f ami |
remembered me so fondly?



The i dea that | was forgettable didndét mater:i
an affair with someone at work when our baby was two months old. After that, feeling

secure with romantic partners didnotcorda me e as
picking safe people, so itdés no wonder that |
reason or another, werendét sure about me. And

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. | 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. | was tired of feeling
like 1 was only worthy of love based on things | did or gave, rather than on who | am. As |
thought about this, | noticed that Scout walked towards me. | entered the pen. For our
previous interaction, we had been on opposite sides of a fence. This time, | 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 di dndt approach Scout right away. I wai ted
usually do with people. And he did come towards me. Slow. Gentle. He took his time. We

breathed together. | waited until | felt safe and comfortable before | reached out to touch

him. | reached out to pet his nose, and he | et
once. He di dnot startl e med andnin tkenface oivthat,.I He w:
decompressed. So much of the anxiety | walk around with each day vanished.

When it was time to go home, | 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. | thought about rel ati awagdioups | 6d
desk or keep washing the dishes or talking on the phone when our partner walks in after

wor k. Scout showed me how different it feel s



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? | 6 m s o

happy youdre home. |l 6ve got a bit of work to
an hour.
|l |l eft the weekend knowing something | hadnodt

not a particular person, not a particular set of physical characteristics or personal traits.
What | was looking for was a specific feeling. It was a feeling of calm and love in the
presence of someone else. | had gotten glimpses of it in my life. There was the married
man | 6d met on a summer vacation in Sicily. W
a month and watched our kids play in the sea. Something happened to me when | was
with him. | felt safe. | 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. | would never have swiped right on him on a dating app, but
being around him gave me the feeling 106d I|ik

feeling of safety allowed me to be my truest self. It helped me find both laughter and

serenity.
Since | was a kid, 1 d6ve carri edthamgslikeistellecof tr ai
and humor , wi t and worl dliness. But |l 6ve bece

possessed those qualities and still felt agitated in his presence. | can ascribe that agitation

to the fact that he would forget to lock the door before coming to bed. Or to the fact that

heédd | ose his wallet al/l the ti me. I coul d sa
scares me. But it wasnaitwastbeddcK ofa certailyfeetnfy. t hos e
For me, love is about being seen, remembered,andr ecogni zed. Il tds about

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. | trust that, now

that | 6ve felt gnizeitwheniticdmeshe abl e to reco
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HOW NOT TO DIE

Around people

EA ) AAAI HYdi CciTTA AEA

| excuse myself

OAl 1 ET ¢ OEiIAAG6 O) ci OO0A

O'1T xEAOAed OEAU xATTA ETIT x

)y AT 180 A|Oon

| 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:

Ol OA UT O T EAUeo®

O#Al G&GAUIC@ OI i AOEET Ced O7AT O O TEA Al xleo
Ye gods! people!

xET xAT OO0 Ol AEA AliTTC DAl Bl AeA %OPADEAI I U xE

i T OEAO OEAOB8O xEAOA ) EOOOU Oi
xEAT ) EAAl )Y&i1l CciETC Ol AEA
31 EAO EOG60 xI OEAA

? Gregory CorsoHerald of the Autochthonic Spirit

Keep your face always toward the sunshine -
and shadows will fall behind you.

d Walt Whitman



Preface

) £# OEEO xAOA A i1 O0EAh EO x1 Ol AT80 AA A 711 AU

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, anedde women. And

AOEI ET Al AAEAOET O i1 AOAOU PACAh AAAAOOA xEAT
purchase.

Franél EO 4 00&£ZFADOO8 4EAO0GO0 xEIT ) AAAlots @ET O1 A
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
AEEAEO xAT O TT1 xEAOA8 ) AT 160 OEETE OAOEOEAT O
EOh EOGA AA 11 OA " AOODineriA®éhiacShdoithe Pignd PldyérO x AU

| think of things in terms of movies a lot. They seem to be markers for events in my life.

&ET T O AOA T U TAxAOO AOOC 1T &£ AEI EAA8 4EAO0B8O xE
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 Ftuterdale,

New York, and Denver. We are still adding other locations. During the COMID pandemic
of 2020, we went online with our own REEL Recovery Film Channel, available nationwide to
anyone in any state.

| like a good movie, and | worship a good foreign film, like the 2019 masterpiePertrait
of a Lady on Firel was transported back to the 1700s in this somber French tale.

-U EOEAT A 30AOA 3AEA xAO A AOOAOTI O AO OEA
for 25 years. He revered film as an art as much as | do. In 2021, in response to the San
Francisco Museum of Modern Art closing its Film Program, he wrote the following on
Facebook:

O0) DOl pi 6A OEAO #ET Ai Ah» OEA OAOAT OE AOC
promoted to the first art because it contains aspects of
AAAE T £ OEA O1l AOGOAOO6 A0OOO8 #ETAI A Al AAD



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 imprasion 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 languagbased experience or
absorbed as nonverbal 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. Cinemacan 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,
OEI Ol OAT AT 60I U8o

-1 OEAO AOA AAT OO OAITET ¢ OOT OEAORh AT A OEAUGS
Showcasing films about addiction and recovery is deeply personal to me because, as of

the writing of this book, | have lived the last 27 years sober . . . without a drink or a drug

(except for some Dilaudid after operheart surgery and Percodan after brairsurgery).
For 25 years, | dealt drugs, got high every day, and lived under the daily specter of

arrest, incarceration, and violence. | travelled the world, met brilliant charismatic men and

women, ate in fine restaurants and had orchestra seats for plays by Tom Spapd, Sam

Shepard and every Sondheim musical on Broadway. | avoided the cops when it counted,

welcomed poets and musicians into my life regularly.



Since December 12, 1950, | have been floating down the stream of life in a rowboat that
could have sprung a bad leak at any moment. Too often, | was gasping for breath (fucking
asthma). Breaking the law. Worshipping nature, art, literature, and females. Beg high as
A EEOA8 "AET ¢ #£O0iTunh AAAAOOA EZ£ UI O AAT 60O bl A
And always looking for love, sex or the Benjamins. | spent my whole life climbing to the top
of the mountain, and when | got there, | realizedgh fudk! Wrong mountain.

Welcome to the world of a fivefoot, elevenET AE * AxEOE 3 ACEOOAOEAI
addicted life. No one would ever guess this edgd-the-cliff dance ends with a most
i EOAAOI T 00 1 EOAAT A AT A OAAT OAOU &EOI I HdYOC AT A
can help anyone. | hope so. Maybe there is someone reading this who only smokes pot every
AAU AAAAOOA EO OAAI AA TEEA A CiTA EAAA 1tn UA/
highest you can be is when there is nothing between you and realityeflity, the ultimate
natural high, is more exciting than any drugnduced roller-coaster ride.

- ACEEOAT A EO 1 EOAT AAIT T AA OEA 1 AUU 1 AT 80 x/

I

1 AUU T AT60 xAU OF AOAAOBEOEOUS 'T A EO EOh O1 6
xEQOE A ETET O ET UIT OO i1 OOEh OE AushitEmugs vie&rtd AA ¢
I ££8 2AA1 EOQU 1T ABGAO AT AOG8 -U O11 1T A£OAT OAI ET AC

TT0 060 CcAO EECEh AOO Oi AA EECES8O6

The idea of writing a memoir never occurred to me until | 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-emns. | £lt
right at home.

The teacher wore sweaters every day probably bought on sale from Banana Republic.
The class worked from a paperback textbook calleBid | Really Have a Choic&very week |
EAA O xOEOA AT AOOGAU AAT OO iU & Oi AGEOGA UAAO

$EOADOOOET ¢ O AGQykd-olkiEd niodt poinE IGvES plogrammed 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 homeoim 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 | was young, around 17, after just having been introduced to the works of Henry
Miller, | read several volumes ofThe Diary of Ana Nin(Miller and Nin were very clos¢ and
xAO Al T x1 AxAU OEETEEITC )611 1TAOAO 1 AAA OOAE .
be able to write like her. Yet here l am . . .

My brother has always been the writer in the family. Brother Bruce wrote lots of great
magazine articles forGQForbesMedium a column for theNew York Timeshis own memoir
for Simon and Schuster in 200AValking Broad: Looking for the Heart of Brotherly Loyand
in 1973, he cowrote the pre-! T I OEA 0 Odkmd& @etHe Nigod Watekghte break
in, The Watergate File: A Concise, lllustrated Guide to the People and Events

| think there are a few welltknown Jewish writers hanging around on our family tree
the editor for the Forward, a legendary newspaper founded in 1897, and the author of
Famous Jews in Sporga very slim tome).Famous Jewish Chess Playwes more substantial.

If any readers are about to throw this book into the fireplace because | seem to be bragging
about the innate and superior intelligence of Hebraic peoplestop. Achtung, halt, STOP. |

promise you there are some pretty idiotic tales to come.

AA book | vy ishelfiswastdd ammunitionalLike 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. o

Henry Miller



Part |

What It Was Like

A W N P D

Rehearse successful outcomes
. Expand your ability to feel gratitude and appreciation.

Dondét demand all or nothing
. Interrupt your negative chains of thought by forcing yourself to

visualize the crazy sweet adventures you plan to enjoy someday.

Robert Anton200i |l son 1932

REALI TY is what you can get away with.

in your

answer s:

o

mi ndobs

accept

eye.

parti al




Chapter 1
Grief Like a Torn Dress Should Be Left at Home

| am not what happened to me, | am what | choose to become.

0 Carl Jung

OPENING MONTAGE: Camera descends through the delicious mists above a pot of
simmering chicken soup at 4639 N. 10th Street i the house where | grew up. There |
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. | 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 bounci:
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 d
something strange when she put her ear to my chest. The doctor had already detected
a |l oud murmur associated with a bicuspid aor
wanttotelmyparents right away about my defective
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 valveds health would retreat.
estimation.

Three weeks after | 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.

January 5, 1951 Bad News

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.



| was a particularly large drain on
family emotions. Before | could even
walk, | was faced not only with a life -
threatening heart condition but with a

gnarly breathtaking case of severe

asthma, which ultimately led to . Pt
numerous emergency room visits. « -
My l ucky b r ostatted r -

with daddyds gentl

Over theyear s, Il 6v

movies of my brother Bruce, being N
. - N A

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 byt he

proud, strong hands of our daddy. What Me Worry?
Others called him Morris. | called him
deceased.
For my brother, our fatherds death was much
| &m sure on an unconscious | evel, I must h:
time | probably didndt notice, being so focuse

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, | had to metaphorically stand on my own
two feet while actually only able to lie on my back or stomach, as newborns do. | was
already starting a new chapter in my life, as | did again 44 years later when | got
s 0 b e r not liketl @&as on one uninterrupted trajectory from infancy to the Betty
Ford Center. | did stop at nursery school, public schools, weddings, fatherhood and
racetracks. But at three weeks old, without realizing it, | 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 -ci r cui ts a chil dds | earned response
overreact to everyday problems as if he were from Venus and not from Mars.

How would | learn the aplomb a father uses to smoothly carve a holiday turkey?

Or repaint the bedroom or change a flat tire? | 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 | had my own son, | 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, | managed to master this
life lesson without a daddy of my own.

When | started to attend elementary school, | heard kids in the playground talk
about their fathers and the jobs they did. | would slink away embarrassed that |
didndt even have a father. Heretofore, I neve
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. | felt secure in the Brigadoon -like neighborhood of Logan in North
Philadelphia. | 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 driverods license. She really didndt n



with her boyfriends or took public transport. We never owned a car. As a kid, the only
modes of transportation | ever knew were buses and subways, walking, riding my
bike, and hitchhiking. | hitchhiked to Olney High School every day for three years.
Whenlwas | ate, the teachers understood that | d
time.
| 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, | 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:
O0Al I t hngngesq weeli, | 6d rather be here than in P
School was a challenge to my developing ego. | 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 speci al el evato
| was never allowed to participate in the regular gym class, so | took remedial
gym where the only equipment was a Ping -Pong tabl e. And there w
someone to play against. | 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 di dnodt want
physical defects, so | woul d wait for everyone to go into their classrooms before |
slipped into the elevator. Self -stigmatization. If a guy saw me and asked what | was
doing taking the crippl ébesausetheywlasavome playing ds ar e
basketball and other ball gam es at lunch and recessii | would make up a story (lie).
| got along with pretty much everyone in the neighborhood, a skill that would
eventually help get me through some of |ifeds
in the Chinese year of the chameleon.
| grew up playing sports on neighborhood streets every day and was able to do

more than my doctor advised. The rules for si



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 s oeneatled théimsin fondininér, or the darkening sky would
call the game.
The first time | 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 Igetcredit fdrrieddhing Houdini everything he knew. Uncle Larry,
Jewish, married Mary, Catholic and very Italian. Aunt Molly, the spinster, was there
too. So were Larry and Maryds two sons, both
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. | arrived
with a deadly cat allergy ia ogi ft o | woul d have gl adly re
Italian AuntMarya nd Uncl e Larry had two cats. | donot

I will always think of them as Sacco and Vanzetti. Except these little fuckers were

guilty.



acquire them with nephew -murder in

mind,

[talian

somewhat labored, short and difficult.

Wheezing i's what

wa s

Not one to draw attention to myself, |
refrained from mentioning my lack of k )
oxygen for as long as possible, until | was l

compelled to rasp ou

an

0

—_—————

Om sure my aunt

but as we sat down to an authentic

feast, my breathing became

| ouder than a ca

It's Howdy Doody Time

asthma attack. 6

Rel ax, 6 she whispered to me, 0j ust

try

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.

o0 Rel

t

ax, o6 Mom said. Rel ax my ass. I wasnot

having a cat -dander -provoked major asthma attack.

Not a hard time breathing. Not breathing .

Mom di dnot want t o be embarrassed

by

embarrassed | osing her husband 10 years

from Philly to New York, the subway all the way from Penn Station to Far Rockaway,

and
I

h a d netatives mastowed upon us a duffle bag full of Christmas gifts?

ronically, the gift I most needed

my breath.

I
than th

wa s

0]

g

ha

her

befor

a

told her again, which wasndt necessary

e Mario Lanza album on the Victrola. Eventually, | 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

n €

b e



suppositories. To this day, thatodés why 1 dm onl
never cocks or dildos.
I kept the vile medicine down and was take
nearby to wait for the wheezing to diminish. All through the night, | had to sit up and
fight for every breath. In retrospect, | 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 familyds established healing practic
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 dondét shake hands.
The Jews dondt bow to your aura. They just 1ig
Mom and Aunt Molly waited till sunrise to 1
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.
I dm sure it hurt, but I was too busy strug
notice the pain. Within minutes, | 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) | was very hungry; and (3) | could breathe again. The unspoken
guestion: oWhy the hell didndt any of you tak
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. | was 10 when Brother Bruce had his Bar
Mitzvah. Mom wanted to make sure Brother Bruce and | knew how to dance for the
occasion, so she hired a very attractive, tall, buxom instructress to teach her little

men to cha-cha. | 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 | ater, when he finally inton:
intent ion, if not in consummation. | made it through the Bar Mitzvah and the cha -
cha sessions without becoming breathless fi a 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. | am still capable of both with a perfectly healthy brain.
A few years later, while playing touch football in the street, | had to quit the
game because | was having an asthma attack. My brother got pissed off because the
game had to stop until a new player showed up.
thatwheezing mi ght be hell i sh and scary, but | reeé¢
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.
OHol d it in your hand and press here and b
said with the confidence of a confidence man.
| pressed it in and breathed in as deeply as | could and then did it again. Thirty
seconds later, | wanted to get back into the game i 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 | would have never had if | needed to be rushed to a hospital
for every difficult bout of wheezing. However, as | was perpetually abusing myself
with pot and coke, the Ventolin inhaler didnot
and ambulance driven to ERs about a dozen times in my life. After all, take away

someoneds breath and what do you have? A corp



| 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 |ife. 1t wasndt until a | it
my favorite pr oblem.

#

Growing up my home routine was just that i very routine. Every day, Mom went to
wor k, and | went to school. After school, I w
find a ball game to join, | would set fires, steal things, shoot sparrows in the backyard
with my dead fatherodos .22 single shot Remingtoa
candy store) or watch TV. The shrinks call that acting out. | called it solving
loneliness, boredom and existential angst.

When | was 12, | was addicted to Classics lllustrated comic books, such as  Moby
Dick, Treasure Island , and Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde , and they were my constant
companions. While Mom thought | was sleeping in the next room, | was actually
counting Robinson Crusoeds footprints in the
Nemo was still 20,000 leagues under the sea.

My favorite day was Tuesday, not for the television shows that were airing but
because t ha tT@ Guider baenain thehnmil. It was like receiving a new lease
on | ife every week. Ot her peopleds lives to v
TV, what was on, and what was on next. | would underline (no highlighters back
then) all the shows | didndét want to miss, |iKk
in their day planner. The TV Guide listed all the TV shows | wanted to watch and
coul dnwithoutl i v e

On cold winter afternoons, The Three Stooges Boris and Natasha , and Sally
Starr were my only companions. One day, many years later, | turned on the TV and
had a neurobiological revelation. Just as the TV was starting up, making its usual
crackling sounds, | 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.



My First Love

Looking back, | realize that every time | came home to an empty house after
school and turned on the television, it helped assuage my burgeoning youthful
existenti al angst. I didndot feel so al one. Of
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, | try not to have the TV on.
My fear was that, when | di e, it wondt be my
Seinfieldbds.
In 1965, when | was 14, my mother took me to the Locust Street Theatre (on
Locust Street) for a matinee performance of The Roar of the Greasepaint i The 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, | was just waking up to
politics. John Kennedy was offed just the year before. | agreed with Dallas D.A. Jim
Garrisonanddidn 6t think the assassination was just

the best aim ever. The showds dramatically po



those magical experiences | 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 fi a 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 | 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.Newley as his personal concierge. Jesse told
Joan Collins (yes, the Joan Collins of film, TV and theater fame), his entire tour
entourage consisted of only one person fi his mother. This, | could relate to. Jesse also
assured me that Mr. Newley was the sweet and classy gentleman | imagined him to
be. This brilliant artist and perfect gentleman died on April 14, 1999.

All of the shows that | had seen before had many set changes. When | realized
the set of The Roar of the Greasepaint, The Smell of the Crowd was not going to
change, | 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
Wonder f ul Day Like Todayd on many mornings be
find Ben listening to the CD on his own. | was proud and happy that | could pass
somethingonto himthat meant so much to me. And | dondt e
high yet. And he wasnot going gay. | f I had

OFunny Girl, 6 | may have thought other wise.



In sixth grade, my homeroom teacher, Mrs. Forman, brought in a record player
one day and put on ol n the Hal IPeeo®ynttSlite.l Mount a
was moved in a way that Sinatra (the most listened  -to artist at home) never did move
me. | could feel dormant parts of my little brain start to come alive. | 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 di dnot sit ar o
Scandinavia. | ended up loving Bj otk.

Mr s . Forman put on oOoOMorning Moodo6 from the
face because | didndt want my girlfriend, Jea
two superb musical masterpieces exposed me to the alpha and omega of emotions that
classical music inspires. (Facebook being what it is, | sent this chapter to an old friend
from the same elementary school | attended to see if she had similar memories of
Mr s . Formands class. She sent back this note.
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. | would have done it for free as | had
acrushonyou.Youwer e adorabl e. 6)

A similar experience happened 10 years later, in 1969. | 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 | 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 | decided to use the East River Drive to get home. We were
cruising along the Schuylkill River when Brother Bruce turned on Temple
Uni v er si-time@azsz sthtiod, 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 ourrowho use on 10th Street. The mu:

Creator Has a Master Pland by Pharoah Sander s



probably think | was high? No shit. | was high every single day of my life from the
age of 18 to 44. But the piece sounds as good
|l istening to it right now, not high, noft ston
slavery . . . freedom and enlightenment.
Years later | 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 i LP for short. | 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 ofree albums, 6 for only $1
Being a bit flippant, | 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 -Loui se von Franz sometime in the
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

l' ighting up herself, the woman asks the nearb
there. Thestati on master responds very emphatically,
oWhat about all these butts?o0

0OThey didndt ask. 6
So | got an Andy Williams LP, some Frank Sinatra (we share a birthday, 12/12),
and the Dave Br ulimeOlt, Qwmhairctetioscl uded the |jazz
Fi ve. 6 Al shanging Judy atiCarriegie Hall . Maybe | was gay after all. (Not
that therefds anything wrong with that! Thank
Soon after | received the LPs, | 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, | hope he takes Brother
Bruceds response as a compli ment. Lord only
himself after accepting Dylan as the troubadour of our generation.

#

I donot ever remember doing any homework on
homework as possible, just enough to get C0s.
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, | had a
horrible sugar habi t . (Il'tds only a moderate probl em
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.

| was one of the only kids in the neighborhood with a charge account to go into
the corner grocery store and get whatever | needed fi or wanted. | could also do that
at Jack Parrish, a classy mends apparel store.
only had the money my mother earned at Perfect Photo, a photo -finishing plant,
where | got my first job in the eighth grad
independent decision -making powers came from those shopping experiences without
Mom.

When Mom sent my brother (age seven) to boarding school, | felt like an only
child. Really, | was a lonely child. Brother Bruce would come home for the weekend
every Saturday morning. | 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

gl eeful or painful. Because when the door swu



on the bus. So, | 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. Thatds how | | earned to | ove waiting.
in heaven, 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 wasnot visiting or on t
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 ofatherless and poor white boys. o6 Yep, th
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. | was exempt from this heartfelt act of ego  -driven and racist social
generosity because | had a loud heart murmur only spoken of in quiet whispers.
Exempt isndt the right word. Rejected is more
They didndt want me there, and my brother ¢
time, | 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).
ltds highly Iikely that the officials at Gi
nightly buggering that so traumatized my elder brother. He later spent a small
fortune on Freudian therapy f good money on bad memories.
Girardds painful initiations into the worl
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 | 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! | did not go to that hideous place but instead hit the Oedipus jackpot. | got
tostay home with Mom, watch TV, eat Breyers 1ic
candy store.

Still, on weekends when the fatherless boy
grounded for some infraction and kept him from coming home for the weekend, my
boredom would set in. At around 10: 00 a. m. | ©
for trouble to get into. One noncompetitive game | played was called step ball. Sort of
the equivalent to solitaire. It wasndot a very
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. | lived within walking
distance of three movie theaters, and | was at one of them at least once a week. When
| heard about Saturday matinee double features (and | could cross the street by
myself ), | wal ked there to be immersed in three hours of total stimulation and
escapism.

Sometimes, a friend and | 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
for their ornate architecture but for the altered state achieved by patrons for five
cents. | 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 mamads boy, one competition for my mother

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

HIGH FROM CANNABIS TO CLARITY
Find it on Amazon:

https://tinyurl.com/2enywvut

Find it on Barnes & Noble:

https://tinyurl.com/y7prchku
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> Bennett Will
Only Eat
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story & photos by
Nicole Dillenberg

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 ekdiaeny,

"l 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 sometimiegy, Bennett is insistethte

only eats blueberries!

But there's one thing he hadn't expedtdis grandmother's chocolate cake, which smells sweet
and tasty. Will this finally tempt Bennett to taste something besides just blueberries?

Find out inBennett Will Only Eat Blueberries, a delightful picture book for children
ages 2 to 6.



Bennett, the bear cub, sat at
the dinner table with his Papa,
Ezra; his Grandma, Oma Rose;
and his Mama, Violet.

Oma Rose had just served Bennett a steaming
bowl of mashed potatoes, with melted butter
on top.

“Blueberries won’t grow until Summertime,” “Hmmpf!” snorted the little cub.
said his Papa, Ezra. He sulked in his chair.




about Bennett...

OBennett the Bearame into existence when | was missing my

grandmother and the miniature bears we collected long ago. The bears
were willing to be photographed, so | began to create dioramas of their
adventures. Bennett is a rising st

fi Nicole Dillenberg

Also available in a
Spanish language edition!

BENNETT WILL ONLY EAT BENNETT SOLO COMERA
BLUEBERRIES ARANDANOS
Find it on Amazon: Find it on Amazon:
https://tinyurl.com/mr22frha https://tinyurl.com/cw2pckyx
Find it on Barnes & Noble: Find it on Barnes & Noble:

https://tinyurl.com/2hpxe2e9 https://tinyurl.com/42sbdhta
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Abner the Clown

Jeftrey Breslauer

>’

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/puppstr Jeffrey Breslauer, with futlolor illustrations by Linda
Campbell, Abner the Clown is a heartwarming story of friendship and acceptance, including
acceptance of self, for young children.




Ladies and gentlemen!
Boys and girls!
Children...everywher
Young!

Old!

And in-between!

Welcome to all and welcome to you,
to the Biggest Litde Show in the World!




&

We turn your attenion to the

center ring, where we present...

The stupendous...
The splendiferous...
The one...the only...




N (T

ABNER TIIE CLOWN!!!
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In case you’re
wondering who that is,
ABNER THE CLOWN

is me,

ABNER THE CLOWN
Find it on Amazon:

https://tinyurl.com/4tds4ff7

Find it on Barnes & Noble:

https://tinyurl.com/4bz2s8ru
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Jeffrey Breslauerbegan his career in New York with a Broadcasting degree from
Hofstra University. He is a professional actor, writer, puppeteer and voiesver
artist.

His voices are heard in various venues, from a termite on a radio commercial to The
Joker in the Batman Stunt Shows at Six Flags. Jeff created voices for the audiobook
OAOOGET T O 1 £ ' 1 Alidokels&iielEdgA of hUhikzdrsidNer@esis
Risihh AO x Al 1 AO -fitcBmeH €S ChedsA Bubriers, &i2es® Rustlers
and Cheese LorddHe also created several voices for the Podcast production of
30AOAT Fhe RiduelofLéna MacKenzie.

His puppeteering roles includeThe Muppets Take Manhattan, The Muppets at Walt

Disney Worlth AT A OEA 3PEAAO | AOAT OM#&HiRiace3 AET 1 AOO
Programsfor grades one and two. He also portrayed The Dreamfinder, manipulating

Figment, the little purple dragon at EPCOT.

In addition to acting on stage in such plays &reaking Legsvith Frank Gorshin

i 4680 2EAAI ABatmankt 6 OPRAT p QipaedrwaiEdcddek 1
Superboy, Swamp Thing, Tra@déf, Matinee, Recount, From the Earth to the Maamd
Police Academy 5.

Jeffrey currently lives in California.
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https://www.amazon.com/Rocks-Revenge-Horror-Movies-Search/dp/B0CK3MYJBW/ref=sr_1_1?crid=286QC6LHVT7HH&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.D99hbtcq33jqS2dWANKTQaXBGoD69WZSEwZhb0_TtX0.OofIxn-MUnoll8cMiUGQ1OYtID925JoQyy9JjOcx4dc&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+revenge+of+horror+movies+word+search&qid=1746505572&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+revenge+of+horror+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C135&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.com/Rocks-Revenge-Horror-Movies-Search/dp/B0CK3MYJBW/ref=sr_1_1?crid=286QC6LHVT7HH&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.D99hbtcq33jqS2dWANKTQaXBGoD69WZSEwZhb0_TtX0.OofIxn-MUnoll8cMiUGQ1OYtID925JoQyy9JjOcx4dc&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+revenge+of+horror+movies+word+search&qid=1746505572&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+revenge+of+horror+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C135&sr=8-1

Popa ROCKS ROMANCE MOVIES
WORD SEARCH

114. Dirty Dancing (1987)
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abortion vy League
Baby Houseman Jennifer Grey
“...baby in a corner” Jerry Orbach
Catskills resort Johnny Castle
dance instructor Kellerman's Resort
“Don’t put your heel down” Patrick Swayze
false accusation “She’s like the wind"
Frances Hoffman “Spaghetti arms”
“...gotta hold the frame" The Fountainhead

“I carried a watermelon” “The Time of My Life"


https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Romance-Movies-Search/dp/1960415352/ref=sr_1_1?crid=N9RF6KDE14GI&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.89ufEXVS5pSfagjsiSRacA87yfb5jnc_3OavCD11Koc.21NicOuqzV4cHsHB4yg6i3dsdJ9in9CGjnpmixzprlk&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+romance+movies+word+search&qid=1746505641&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+romance+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C144&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Romance-Movies-Search/dp/1960415352/ref=sr_1_1?crid=N9RF6KDE14GI&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.89ufEXVS5pSfagjsiSRacA87yfb5jnc_3OavCD11Koc.21NicOuqzV4cHsHB4yg6i3dsdJ9in9CGjnpmixzprlk&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+romance+movies+word+search&qid=1746505641&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+romance+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C144&sr=8-1

Popa ROCKS \\ESTERN MOVIES

WORD SEARCH

146. TOMBSTONE (1993)
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Clantons
theatre

Kurt Russell

troupe

Val Kilmer

red sash

Morgan killed

Sam Elliott
Wyatt Earp

Tombstone

Doc Holliday
Cowboys
Curly Bill

assassins
Johnny Ringo


https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Western-Movies-Search/dp/B0C1J1PX3X/ref=sr_1_1?crid=8DM4T2ZB5ZCH&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.ZuiGsmoWgkDwA2b8_uyJaz0BnV1ucBQrLQmAHl6Vzo8LtaVrrYCl2EKW7uawCxl_.XDf4dckfpifyrsD4h3x83S3ZFFtJSc2JCwpBJErnlUc&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+western+movies+word+search&qid=1746505683&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+western+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C135&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.com/Papa-Rocks-Western-Movies-Search/dp/B0C1J1PX3X/ref=sr_1_1?crid=8DM4T2ZB5ZCH&dib=eyJ2IjoiMSJ9.ZuiGsmoWgkDwA2b8_uyJaz0BnV1ucBQrLQmAHl6Vzo8LtaVrrYCl2EKW7uawCxl_.XDf4dckfpifyrsD4h3x83S3ZFFtJSc2JCwpBJErnlUc&dib_tag=se&keywords=papa+rock%27s+western+movies+word+search&qid=1746505683&sprefix=papa+rock%27s+western+movies+word+search%2Caps%2C135&sr=8-1

Popa ROCK’S )\IMATED

MUSICALS WORD SEARCH

7. Bambi (1942)
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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

Popa ROCK’S \\/, R MOVIES

WORD SEARCH

SCAPE (1963)
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74. THE GREAT
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Escape artists
Tunnel dirt
Planes
Trains
Boals
Towers
Moltorcvcle

Hilts
James Garner
Hendley
Charles Bronson
Danny
Allied POWSs

Steve McQueen


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

Poapa Rock’s sc|-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

