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SYNOPSIS 

When GÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙ ÇÅÔÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȭÓ αίÔÈ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȟ 

Cynthia convinces him to go, and to use the occasion to finally make things 

right with his estranged father. 

But the war of words Greg is dreading becomes the least of his worries after 

he and his family cross paths with a cold-blooded killer.  

**********  

  



FLY THE RAIN  
BY ROBERT BURTON ROBINSON  

Chapter 1 

Jason had been sitting alone at his table, staring at the tall, platinum 
blonde for an hour. His imagination ran wild with thoughts of kissing her 
ÆÕÌÌ ÌÉÐÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÅØÐÌÏÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÁÎȟ ÍÕÓÃÌÅÄ ÂÏÄÙȢ 4ÏÎÉÇÈÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
need the whiskey to warm him up. But he kept drinking it anyway. 

She stepped away from the mike, sat her acoustic guitar on its stand, and 
walked down from the small stage.  

Jason beat all the other losers to the bar and sat down beside her. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÔÈÉÒÓÔÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÓÉÎÇÉÎÇȢȱ 

How many times had she heard that  ÌÉÎÅȩ "ÕÔ ÁÔ ÁÇÅ έέȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ 
ÈÅÁÒÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÐÉÃËÕÐ ÌÉÎÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÔÏ ÍÁÎȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ Á ÑÕÉÃË 
ÇÌÁÎÃÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÂÁÄ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÇÕÙȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÉÎÃÈÅÓ ÓÈÏÒÔÅÒ 
than her. At six-foot-two, she was accustomed to that. But a lot of men 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÉÇÈÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÌÌ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏn-
ÓÈÉÐȢ .ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÍÁÎÙ relationships. Mostly one-nighters. 

Without her saying a word, the bartender sat a glass of ice down in front of 
her, and poured her a can of Diet Coke. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ *ÏÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÓÉÐ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ Á×ÁÙȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ *ÁÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÎÄÒÁȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÁÈÅÁÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÏË ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÐȢ 

Ȱ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÕÓÉÃɂespecially that last song. Did you write it 
ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ7Ï×Ȣ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÓÁÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÁÌÅÎÔȢȱ 

(ÅÒÅ ×Å ÇÏȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÔÁÌÅÎÔ ÁÇÅÎÔ ÏÒ Á ÒÅÃÏÒÄ 
ÐÒÏÄÕÃÅÒȟ ÏÒ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
happy to get me a record dealɂassuming IȭÄ ÂÅ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÒÉÇÈÔ 



now to some sleazy motel. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÉÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ )Î ÆÁÃÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÍÙ ÌÁÓÔ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÁÎÃÅȢ &ÉÒÓÔ 
ÔÈÉÎÇ -ÏÎÄÁÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÍÅ Á real job. One that will 
ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÌÌÓȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ (ÅÙȟ ) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÊÏÂ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

She did a quick scan. The expensive suit screamed corporate. So, if this guy 
worked for some big company, maybe he really could get her a job. There 
were lots of big companies in Houston. And she was good with a comput-
erɂÓÏÒÔ ÏÆȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× much about Microsoft Office, but she was a wiz 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÂȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÊÏÂȩȱ 

Ȱ!Ó ÍÙ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÉÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ ÆÉÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÉÅÓɂÉÎ Á ÂÁÒȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȢȱ 

She knew she was probably getting her hopes up for nothing. But when 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒËÎÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÄÅÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÌË ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔȢ 

**********  

Judging by the neighborhood and the size of his house, Sondra figured Ja-
ÓÏÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÏÍ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȭÓ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÚÁÔional chart. But as 
ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÄÅÃÅÎÔ ÊÏÂȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÈÁÐÐÙȢ 

Ȱ-ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÂÌÁÃË ÌÅÁÔÈÅÒ ÃÏÕÃÈȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ) ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕɂÁ "ÕÄ×ÅÉÓÅÒȩ 7ÉÎÅ ÃÏÏÌÅÒȩȱ (Å ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÆÒÉÇe-
rator door, waiting to fill her order. 

Ȱ$ÉÅÔ #ÏËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÄÒÉÎËȩ .Ï ÂÏÏÚÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÃÌÅÁÒ-ÈÅÁÄÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ diet ÄÒÉÎË ) ÈÁÖÅ ÉÓ ×ÁÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

(Å ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ Á ÂÏÔÔÌÅÄ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ Á ÂÅÅÒȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÈÏ× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÍÙ ÐÌÁÃÅȩȱ 



Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÉÃÅȢ .Ï×ȟ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÊÏÂȢȱ 

Jason walked around the large glass-topped coffee table to the other end of 
the couch, and reached out and handed her the water. Then he tipped his 
ÂÅÅÒ ÂÏÔÔÌÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÇÕÌÐÅÄ ÄÏ×Î Á ÔÈÉÒÄ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ 
to apply for the ÊÏÂȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÈÉÒÅ ÍÅȩȱ 

(Å ÓÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÅÒ ÂÏÔÔÌÅ ÄÏ×Î ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅÅÒÓȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÔ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÍÕÓÉÃȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ Á ÊÏÂ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÙÉÎÇȢȱ 

He was half-ÄÒÕÎËȟ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÅÅÐ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙɂyou 
ÇÏÔ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÌÁÍÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÂÏÔÔÌÅ ÄÏ×Î ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
coffee table. 

Ȱ!×ȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ "ÁÂÙȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÉÓÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ Á Çuy for going 
ÁÆÔÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÔ ÂÏÄȢȱ 

She felt so foolish. Here she wasɂway out in the suburbs with this creep. 
And her car was downtown at the bar. 

(Å ÓÌÉÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÇÕÙÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÔÏ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÎÔÓȢ (ÅÙȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÐÁÙÉÎÇȢȱ 

Before she could back away, he clamped his arms around her and tried to 
kiss her. 

She turned her head, and tried to wrestle free. 

But he was a strong drunk. 

Then she felt her bra unhook. One of his hands was playfully working its 
way around to the chest.  



She slammed her forehead downward into his nose. 

He screamed, and released her. 

She jumped up and ran for the front door. Then she remembered her 
purse. It was on the couch beside him. She would need money for a bus or 
a taxi. Besides, the purse had infoÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÓ 
hands on. 

She ran back to the couch. He was still moaning and holding his bloody 
nose with both hands. She snatched up the purse and turned to go. But 
suddenly his hands were grabbing her from behind. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭre not going anywhere. You broke my nose! You owe ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÅÅÔÈÅÄȢ 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÇÏ ÏÆ ÍÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ Ï×Å ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ You owe me an apology. Get your 
ÎÁÓÔÙ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÆÆ ÍÅȦȱ 

Sondra tried with all her strength to pull away, but only managed to pull 
him along with her.  

HÅ ÓÐÕÎ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȢȱ (Å ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ 

She spit in his face. 

(Å ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÅÎÒÁÇÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÒÄȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÒÏÕÇÈȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ 

She fired her knee up in between his legs, fully intending to launch his 
groin to the moon. 

He cringed, and loosened his grip, but not fully, as she had expected. Must 
be numb from all that alcohol, she thought. 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÔÔÌÅ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÃÏÏÐe-
ÒÁÔÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÇÅÔ Á×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÍÅ ×hat I want. 
3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÎ ÎÏ×Ȣ *ÕÓÔ ÒÅÌÁØ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÊÏÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣÏËÁÙȢ 7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȢ )ȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÇÕÙÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ 
calmly. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÕÎÂÕÃËÌÅ ÈÉÓ 
belt. 



Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÅÁÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÇÒÉÐ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȢ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÄÏ×Î ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÉÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÄÒÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ 
knees as she unzipped his pants. 

Ȱ/Èȟ "ÁÂÙȢȱ (Å ÌÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÓ ÆÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÉÄÅÓȢ 

She pulled his pants and his boxers down to his ankles. 

Ȱ) ËÎÅ× ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ (Å ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ 
eyes in anticipation. 

She jumped to her feet. 

He opened his eyes just as she shoved him in the chest with both hands. 
He tried to catch himself by stepping backwards, but his feet were tangled 
in his pants. He now realized that she had tied his belt snuggly around his 
ankles. In the split-second that passed as he fell, he remembered the 
glass-ÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÏ× ÃÌÏÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓȢ "ÕÔ 
if he landed on top of it and the glass broke, his body could be cut in half. 
He reached back with both hands to try to break his fall. 

Then he realized that his butt was getting close to the floor and had not 
touched the table. His back had missed the table too. Maybe he would be 
okay. Then he would untie his feet, catch her and beat her face to a bloody 
pulp. 

But then his head hit the tableɂlike a watermelon that fell out of a shop-
ping cart onto the concrete grocery store floor. Cleanup needed on Aisle 
Thirteen. 

His body lay flat on the plush carpet, except for his head, which was tilted 
up at a ninety-degree angle, oozing blood down the side of the coffee table. 

Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅȢ (ÅÌÐ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÇÁÓÐÅÄȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÓ ÏÒ ÌÅÇÓȢ 

She said nothing. 

Ȱ#ÁÌÌ γΫΫȢ (ÕÒÒÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÂÅÇÇÅÄȟ ÃÈÏËÉÎÇȢ 

3ÏÎÄÒÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÏÌÄ ÁÓ ÓÔÅÅÌȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
secretaryȢȱ 

She picked her purse up from the floor and casually walked out. She knew 



he would be dead before anybody found him. Oh, well, she thought. People 
get drunk and then they get clumsy. And sometimes they fall down and kill 
themselves. 

**********  

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÉÓ 'ÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ .ÏÒÍÁȢ 3ÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÌÁÔÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢȱ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ okay. He was just being polite. The 
sexy redhead lying next to him in bed was his new wife, Cynthia. And she 
looked more tempting than a chocolate-dipped ice cream coneɂhis favo-
rite dessert. And who was this Norma anyway? Then he remembered. His 
ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȭ ÌÏÎÇ-time best friends were Vic and Norma Valleydale. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Greg felt pangs of guilt. He and his father had been estranged for years. 
Now the old man must have died. Greg should have tried harder to some-
ÈÏ× ÍÁËÅ ÁÍÅÎÄÓȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÍȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ Á ÂÉÇ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÄÁÄȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ αίȟ ÙÏÕ 
ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÅÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÎ ÉÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÁÉÌÓȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ 
ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÔÏÏȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÉÓÈ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÓÕÒÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓ ÓÏ ÌÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÅ ËÎÏ×ȟ .ÏÒÍÁȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÄÁÄ ÁÎÄ ) ÇÏÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ 4Ï ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ 



Ȱ9ÅÓȢ ,ÁÓÔ ÍÏÎÔÈȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔȣ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 6ÉÃȩȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȣ6ÉÃ ÄÉÅÄ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ .ÏÒÍÁȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÅÐÍÏÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣÃÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÏ× ÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ "ÕÔȟ ×ÈÁÔ 
ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȩ (Å ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁ× ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ (ÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÓ ÎÅ× ÓÔÅÐÍÏÔÈÅÒ 
either. No big deal. 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȟ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÏÎÃÅ ÉÎ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

'ÒÅÁÔȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÍÙ ÓÔÅÐÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÂÏÓÓ ÍÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ "ÕÔ /ÒÁÎÇÅ 
was no longer home to him. 

Ȱ!ÎÙ×ÁÙȣ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅȢȱ 

When he hung up, he was ready to put the call out of his mind, and make 
love to his wife. But Cynthia wanted to know all about Norma and Vic and 
/ÒÁÎÇÅ ÁÎÄ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÄÁÄȢ 

Greg just hated bedtime phone calls. 

  



Chapter 2  

Sondra Crench kicked a roach out of her way as she walked into her tiny 
apartment and sat down at her old laptop. It was after midnight. So, she 
figured her new friend, Jason, was already dead. And so were her hopes of 
landing a secretarial job in time to keep her apartment. Rent was due on 
Tuesday, and she had just enough money ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÉÔȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ 
money for food or gas or anything else.  

Maybe it was time to go home for a while. Surely she could put up with her 
mother for a few weeks while looking for work.  

She opened her Favorites list and clicked on the link for The Orange Lead-
er. Sondra had not been back to her home town in a long time, but she 
ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ /ÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅ ÏÎÅ 
of her old classmates in a wedding announcement. Those people led real 
lives, and held real jobs. As a working musician, she lived in a completely 
different world. She had more in common with actresses than a secretaries. 

She checked the Classifieds. Nurses wanted. Nope. Part-time receptionist. 
Not enough pay. 

Then she saw a full-page ad announcing the upcoming Grand Opening of 
Billy-%ÙÅȭÓ !ÒÃÁÄÅ ÁÎÄ $ÁÎÃÅ "ÁÒÎ. Open Friday, Saturday, and Sunday 
nights, 6:00 PM to Midnight. For ages 12-20. Free soft drinks and popcorn. 
Live band. Five bucks to get in. Only twenty-five cents for arcade games. 
Sounded pretty cool for kids. She wished there had been such a place when 
she was growing up there. 

But what really caught her eye was the note about auditions for a house 
band. It would play two hours a night, and earn $2,000 per week. Divided 
by four band meÍÂÅÒÓȣ3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÌÉÖÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔȦ .ÏÔ ÖÅÒÙ 
wellɂbut she could get by. And besides, her band could do other gigs dur-
ing the week to supplement it. 

Only problem: the auditions were beginning next Friday nightɂand she 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÁÎÄȢ (ÅÒ ÁÌÌ-girl group, Red Hot Curling Iron, had split up 
months ago. And there was no possibility of a reunion. Not after she broke 
the middle finger of her lead guitarist. But that thing would never point at 
her again. 

The day for audition registration was Monday. She would go to Orange, 
ÓÉÇÎ ÕÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÐÕÔ Á ÂÁÎÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 



ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ×ÒÉÔÅ Á ÓÏÎÇ ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ (ÅÒ ÄÒÅÁÍ ÏÆ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á 
living as a musician was not dead after all. 

First thing in the morning, she would go by 'ÏÌÄÉÅȭÓ 0Á×Î 3ÈÏÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ 
ÈÅÒ 3ÔÒÁÔÏÃÁÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ &ÅÎÄÅÒ ÁÍÐ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÏÃËȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ 
two-and-a-half hour drive to Orange. 

**********  

Ȱ*ÕÄÙȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ Á ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓȢȱ (Å ÓÃÁÒÆÅÄ ÄÏ×Î Ô×Ï ÍÏÒÅ ÂÁÃÏÎ 
strips, followed by a large chunk of scrambled eggs. Billy-%ÙÅ "ÕÔÔÁÒÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
weight 330 pounds from eating granola and yogurt. For him, it was bacon, 
eggs, hash browns, grits and biscuits seven days a week. 

He blamed his father for his enormous size. If Billy Bob Buttard had gone 
into constructÉÏÎ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÄ×ÁÒÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
learned such bad eating habits. 

"ÕÔ ×ÈÏ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÓÉÓÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÒÅÃÉÐÅ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓȩ %ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ 
Orange loved them. Folks would come to the restaurant and stuff them-
selves with them for breakfast, and then buy a couple dozen to take home. 
The Buttard Biscuit, better known as simply The Biscuit, was the most pop-
ular breakfast spot in town. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÁÔÅȢȱ "ÉÌÌÙ-Eye glared at his two grown sons as they approached his 
ÂÏÏÔÈȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ Á ȬÌÁÚÙ ÅÙÅȭ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÌÙ ÔÒÅÁÔÅÄȟ ÈÅ 
appeared to be looking out the window with his left eye while watching his 
sons with the right. It was the inspiration for a cruel childhood nickname 
that stuck. His real name was William I. Buttard. Nobody seemed to know 
×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ Ȭ)ȭ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÆÏÒȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȭ"ÉÌÌÙ-%ÙÅȢȭ Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ ΰȡΪΪȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÅÎÎÙȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ "ÕÔ #ÒÁÉÇ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ 
ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÂÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÁÄ Á ÄÁÔÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÁÔÅ every &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÅÎÎÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȢȱ #ÒÁÉÇ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÐÒÏÕÄÌÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÎËÅÄ ÁÔ 
Lenny. 



Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÉÌÌÙ-%ÙÅȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÁÒÅ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒÓ 
×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÏÎ 4ÈÅ "ÁÒÎ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ got to get your act togetherɂin a hurry. 
/ÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÉÒÅ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅɂsomebody I can depend ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ $ÁÄÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ )Ô ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 

Billy Bob had died three months ago, leaving his son The Biscuit and a nice 
pile of cash to start his own venture. The restaurant brought in a good 
ÐÒÏÆÉÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÙÅÁÒȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȭÓ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȢ "ÉÌÌÙ-Eye wanted to build a 
business of his ownɂfrom the ground up. 

*ÕÄÙ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÅÄ Á ÆÒÅÓÈ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ you boys be having this 
ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȩ 4ÈÅ ÕÓÕÁÌȩȱ 

Before either of them could speak, Billy-%ÙÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ Á 
ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȟ *ÕÄÙȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÏfÆÅÅȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ "ÏÙÓȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÎÅØÔ &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏwhere near 
ready. Craig, I need you to take the truck over to Beaumont and pick up the 
ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÁÒÃÁÄÅ ÇÁÍÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÕÂÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÒÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÏÎ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÆ ÎÏÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÈÅÌÐ ,ÅÎÎÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÕÍÂÉÎÇȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ got three 
ÎÅ× ÔÏÉÌÅÔÓ ÔÏ ÉÎÓÔÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȢȱ 

#ÒÁÉÇ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ#ÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÉÒÅ Á ÐÌÕÍÂÅÒ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȟ "ÏÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÄÉÒÔÙȢ 3Ï ÆÁÒȟ ÙÏÕ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÕÒÎ Ôhing invested in this project. And yet you expect me to 
ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ $ÁÄÄÙȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÎÖÅÓÔ ÓÏÍÅ laborȢ !Í ) ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Craig wanted to make his fortune, and buy his own house and a fancy car 
or two and a powerful speed boat. He was 30 years old, and yet he had no 
ÅÄÕÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȟ ÎÏ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅ ÓËÉÌÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ ÁÓÓÅÔÓȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÉÒȢ 
9ÏÕÒ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÄÏ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȢȱ 



**********  

Norma handed Ralph a cup of coffee at the kitchen table. Then she sat 
down across from him and began to make notes in her spiral notebook. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢȱ (Å ÔÏÏË Á ÓÉÐ ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×ÓÐÁÐÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ Ìo-
×ÅÒÅÄ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÄ ÙÏÕ 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÆÕÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ Á ÆÅ× ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ %Äȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢȱ (Å ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÐÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 'ÒÅÇȩ 
9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÖÉÔÅ himȟ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣÈÅ is ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÒÍÁȦ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÌÅÔ him ÄÅÃÉÄÅȢ (Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȩ )ÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ αίÔÈ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÌÉÅÒ-than-thou do-ÇÏÏÄÅÒȢ (Å ÔÈÉÎËÓ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ 
$ÅÖÉÌȢ !ÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ) ÁÍȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ him telÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÓÏȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ $ÅÖÉÌȢ !ÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȢ (Ï× ×ÏÕÌÄ 
ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩ 9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÉÎȣÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ÙÅÁÒÓȩȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȟ .ÏÒÍÁȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢ (Åȭs been that way ever since 
that preacher got a hold of him. Barbara thought church would be good for 
him, so she started taking him. But by the time he was a teenager, I 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÌÁÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ 
college. We finally had some peace in the house. Then Barbara had her ac-
ÃÉÄÅÎÔȣȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ (Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ÈÅ ÂÌÁÍÅÄ ÙÏÕȢ ) 
ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄɂÉÆ ÈÅȭÄ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÌÆ×ÁÙȢȱ 



He rÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ) 
know you always want everything to turn out right, and for everybody to be 
ÈÁÐÐÙȢ "ÕÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȟ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÎÅ× ×ÉÆÅȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ (ÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ really like 
ÈÅÒȢȱ 

(Å ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ first  ×ÉÆÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ËÉÄÓȩ 9ÏÕȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ grandkidsȟ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÙÏÕȩȱ 

He picked up the newspaper and pretended to read it. 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄȢ !ÎÄ ÓÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ )Ȣȱ 

Ralph Tenorly looked over at his new wife and longtime friend. He could 
see how much she wanted grandchildren. Norma and her first husband, 
6ÉÃȟ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ËÉÄÓȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ (Å ÃÁÎ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÆ 
he ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏȢȱ 

Norma smiled. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÐÅÓ ÕÐȢȱ 

Chapter 2  

Sondra Crench kicked a roach out of her way as she walked into her tiny 
apartment and sat down at her old laptop. It was after midnight. So, she 
figured her new friend, Jason, was already dead. And so were her hopes of 
landing a secretarial job in time to keep her apartment. Rent was due on 
4ÕÅÓÄÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÉÔȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ 
money for food or gas or anything else.  

Maybe it was time to go home for a while. Surely she could put up with her 
mother for a few weeks while looking for work.  

She opened her Favorites list and clicked on the link for The Orange Lead-
er. Sondra had not been back to her home town in a long time, but she 
liked to keep up with what was ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ /ÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅ ÏÎÅ 
of her old classmates in a wedding announcement. Those people led real 
lives, and held real jobs. As a working musician, she lived in a completely 
different world. She had more in common with actresses than a secretaries. 



She checked the Classifieds. Nurses wanted. Nope. Part-time receptionist. 
Not enough pay. 

Then she saw a full-page ad announcing the upcoming Grand Opening of 
Billy-%ÙÅȭÓ !ÒÃÁÄÅ ÁÎÄ $ÁÎÃÅ "ÁÒÎ. Open Friday, Saturday, and Sunday 
nights, 6:00 PM to Midnight. For ages 12-20. Free soft drinks and popcorn. 
Live band. Five bucks to get in. Only twenty-five cents for arcade games. 
Sounded pretty cool for kids. She wished there had been such a place when 
she was growing up there. 

But what really caught her eye was the note about auditions for a house 
band. It would play two hours a night, and earn $2,000 per week. Divided 
ÂÙ ÆÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄ ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓȣ3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÌÉÖÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔȦ .ÏÔ ÖÅÒÙ 
wellɂbut she could get by. And besides, her band could do other gigs dur-
ing the week to supplement it. 

Only problem: the auditions were beginning next Friday nightɂand she 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÁÎÄȢ (ÅÒ ÁÌÌ-girl group, Red Hot Curling Iron, had split up 
months ago. And there was no possibility of a reunion. Not after she broke 
the middle finger of her lead guitarist. But that thing would never point at 
her again. 

The day for audition registration was Monday. She would go to Orange, 
ÓÉÇÎ ÕÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÐÕÔ Á ÂÁÎÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
be able to sleep. Maybe sÈÅȭÄ ×ÒÉÔÅ Á ÓÏÎÇ ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ (ÅÒ ÄÒÅÁÍ ÏÆ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á 
living as a musician was not dead after all. 

&ÉÒÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ ÂÙ 'ÏÌÄÉÅȭÓ 0Á×Î 3ÈÏÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ 
ÈÅÒ 3ÔÒÁÔÏÃÁÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ &ÅÎÄÅÒ ÁÍÐ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÏÃËȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ 
two-and-a-half hour drive to Orange. 

**********  

Ȱ*ÕÄÙȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ Á ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓȢȱ (Å ÓÃÁÒÆÅÄ ÄÏ×Î Ô×Ï ÍÏÒÅ ÂÁÃÏÎ 
strips, followed by a large chunk of scrambled eggs. Billy-%ÙÅ "ÕÔÔÁÒÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
weight 330 pounds from eating granola and yogurt. For him, it was bacon, 
eggs, hash browns, grits and biscuits seven days a week. 

He blamed his father for his enormous size. If Billy Bob Buttard had gone 
ÉÎÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÄ×ÁÒÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
learned such bad eating habits. 

But ×ÈÏ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÓÉÓÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÒÅÃÉÐÅ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓȩ %ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ 



Orange loved them. Folks would come to the restaurant and stuff them-
selves with them for breakfast, and then buy a couple dozen to take home. 
The Buttard Biscuit, better known as simply The Biscuit, was the most pop-
ular breakfast spot in town. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÁÔÅȢȱ "ÉÌÌÙ-Eye glared at his two grown sons as they approached his 
ÂÏÏÔÈȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ Á ȬÌÁÚÙ ÅÙÅȭ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÌÙ ÔÒÅÁÔÅÄȟ ÈÅ 
appeared to be looking out the window with his left eye while watching his 
sons with the right. It was the inspiration for a cruel childhood nickname 
that stuck. His real name was William I. Buttard. Nobody seemed to know 
×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ Ȭ)ȭ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÆÏÒȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
being caÌÌÅÄ Ȭ"ÉÌÌÙ-%ÙÅȢȭ Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ ΰȡΪΪȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÅÎÎÙȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ "ÕÔ #ÒÁÉÇ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ 
ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÂÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÁÄ Á ÄÁÔÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÁÔÅ every &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÅÎÎÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȢȱ #ÒÁÉÇ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÐÒÏÕÄÌÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÎËÅÄ ÁÔ 
Lenny. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÉÌÌÙ-%ÙÅȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÁÒÅ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒÓ 
×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÏÎ 4ÈÅ "ÁÒÎ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÃÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒɂin a hurry. 
/ÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÉÒÅ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅɂsomebody I can depend ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ $ÁÄÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ )Ô ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 

Billy Bob had died three months ago, leaving his son The Biscuit and a nice 
pile of cash to start his own venture. The restaurant brought in a good 
profit every year. But ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȭÓ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȢ "ÉÌÌÙ-Eye wanted to build a 
business of his ownɂfrom the ground up. 

*ÕÄÙ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÅÄ Á ÆÒÅÓÈ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÂÏÙÓ ÂÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȩ 4ÈÅ ÕÓÕÁÌȩȱ 

Before either of them could speak, Billy-%ÙÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ Ôoo late for a 
ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȟ *ÕÄÙȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÂÉÓÃÕÉÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ "ÏÙÓȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÎÅØÔ &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏ×ÈÅÒÅ ÎÅÁÒ 
ready. Craig, I need you to take the truck over to Beaumont and pick up the 
popcorn machines anÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÁÒÃÁÄÅ ÇÁÍÅÓȢȱ 



Ȱ) ÄÏÕÂÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÒÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÏÎ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÆ ÎÏÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÈÅÌÐ ,ÅÎÎÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÕÍÂÉÎÇȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ 
ÎÅ× ÔÏÉÌÅÔÓ ÔÏ ÉÎÓÔÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȢȱ 

#ÒÁÉÇ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ#ÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÉÒÅ Á ÐÌÕÍÂÅÒ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȟ "ÏÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÄÉÒÔÙȢ 3Ï ÆÁÒȟ ÙÏÕ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÕÒÎ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔȢ !ÎÄ ÙÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ 
ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ $ÁÄÄÙȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÎÖÅÓÔ ÓÏÍÅ laborȢ !Í ) ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Craig wanted to make his fortune, and buy his own house and a fancy car 
or two and a powerful speed boat. He was 30 years old, and yet he had no 
education beyond high schooÌȟ ÎÏ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅ ÓËÉÌÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ ÁÓÓÅÔÓȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÉÒȢ 
9ÏÕÒ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÄÏ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȢȱ 

**********  

Norma handed Ralph a cup of coffee at the kitchen table. Then she sat 
down across from him and began to make notes in her spiral notebook. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢȱ He took a sip and picked up the newspaper. Then he lo-
×ÅÒÅÄ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÄ ÙÏÕ 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÆÕÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ Á ÆÅ× ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ %Äȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢȱ (Å ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÐÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 'ÒÅÇȩ 
9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÖÉÔÅ himȟ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣÈÅ is ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎȢȱ 



Ȱ.ÏÒÍÁȦ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÌÅÔ him ÄÅÃÉÄÅȢ (Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȩ )ÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ αίÔÈ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÌÉÅÒ-than-thou do-ÇÏÏÄÅÒȢ (Å ÔÈÉÎËÓ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ 
$ÅÖÉÌȢ !ÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ) ÁÍȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ him ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÓÏȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ $ÅÖÉÌȢ !ÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȢ (Ï× ×ÏÕÌÄ 
you know? You ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÉÎȣÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ÙÅÁÒÓȩȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȟ .ÏÒÍÁȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢ (ÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ 
that preacher got a hold of him. Barbara thought church would be good for 
him, so she started taking him. But by the time he was a teenager, I 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÌÁÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ 
college. We finally had some peace in the house. Then Barbara had her ac-
ÃÉÄÅÎÔȣȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ (Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ÈÅ ÂÌÁÍÅÄ ÙÏÕȢ ) 
ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄɂÉÆ ÈÅȭÄ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÌÆ×ÁÙȢȱ 

(Å ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ) 
know you always want everything to turn out right, and for everybody to be 
happy. But believe me, iÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÎÅ× ×ÉÆÅȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ (ÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÉËÅ 
ÈÅÒȢȱ 

(Å ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ first  ×ÉÆÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ËÉÄÓȩ 9ÏÕȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ grandkidsȟ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÙÏÕȩȱ 

He picked up the newspaper and pretended to read it. 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄȢ !ÎÄ ÓÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ )Ȣȱ 

Ralph Tenorly looked over at his new wife and longtime friend. He could 
see how much she wanted grandchildren. Norma and her first husband, 
Vic, had never beeÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ËÉÄÓȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ (Å ÃÁÎ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÆ 



ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏȢȱ 

Norma smiled. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÐÅÓ ÕÐȢȱ 

  



Chapter 3 

The pews were packed at First Baptist Church, Coreyville. As part-time 
music minister of the church, Greg Tenorly sat in his usual place on the 
podium, behind and slightly to the left of the pastor. He wondered why 
attendance was up. It was a perfect dayɂseventy degrees, sunny. That had 
ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÍÏÎ ÔÉÔÌÅ ×ÁÓ Ȭ&ÏÒÇÉÖÅÎÅÓÓ &ÉÇÈÔÅÒÓȢȭ 
People would much rather hear a sermon about forgiveness than one about 
Hell. 

Everybody wanted to be forgiven. But when it came to forgiving oth-
ersɂmany people fight it. The pastor said these folks were the Forgiveness 
Fighters. He read a scripture passage. 

Then came Peter to him, and said, Lord, how oft shall my brother sin against 
me, and I forgive him? till seven times? Jesus saith unto him, I say not unto 
thee, Until seven times: but, Until seventy times seven. 

When Greg heard these verses, which he knew by memory, it was like a 
slap in the face. How many times had he already forgiven his father? But he 
ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ȬÓÅÖÅÎÔÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÓÅÖÅÎȭ ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÌÌÙ ήγΪ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ 4ÈÅ 
ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ȬÓÅÖÅÎȭ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ "ÉÂÌÅ ÓÙÍÂÏÌÉÚÅÄ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÎÅÓÓȢ )Ô ÍÅÁÎÔ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÉÎÇ 
an unlimited  number of times. But how could Greg ever forgive his father 
for killing his mother?  

-ÁÙÂÅ ÉÆ 'ÒÅÇ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
moved out of the house during his first semester at Lamar Universi-
tyɂeven though it was only forty minutes away, in Beaumont. A fellow 
music major had been more than happy to let Greg share the little rent 
house and the expenses.  

Ralph Tenorly had sent his wife to the grocery store for more chips and dip. 
The big game was already starting, and there were no snacks in the house. 
But on her way back home, a pickup truck blew through a stop sign, 
ÃÒÁÓÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȢ "ÁÒÂÁÒÁ ×ÁÓ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙȢ 

#ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 2ÁÌÐÈ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÃÈÉÐÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÐȩ /Ò ÄÒÉÖÅÎ ÔÏ 
the store himself? 

Greg knew he needed to forgive his father. The instructions from the Bible 
were clear. And he would forgive him. But not today. 

**********  



Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÍÏÎȟ -ÏÍȩȱ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ 
every week. 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÓÏ important to forgive people. Holding 
ÇÒÕÄÇÅÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÅÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢȱ 

Cynthia nodded in agreement. 

'ÒÅÇ ÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇɂlooking around to see if he knew 
ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÌÉÎÅȢ ,ÕÂÙȭÓ #ÁÆÅÔÅÒÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ 
of ÄÁÙȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÉÅÄ #ÏÄ 
ÔÏÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÒÉÅÄ ÆÉÓÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÒÕÎÃÈÙ ÃÏÁÔÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÉÔ ÓÏ 
ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÆÁÔÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌd get the broiled fish 
ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÁÔ ÉÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÏÆÔÅÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȟ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ 

They slowly made their way up to the food, filled their trays, and found a 
table. Once Greg had said a prayer of blessing, they began to eat. 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎÖÉÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȭÓ αίÔÈ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #Ùn-
ÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÏÎ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÔÅÒÍÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌy 

'ÒÅÇ ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ÕÐȢ Ȱ! ÆÅ× ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ 'ÒÅÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȟ ȰÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ 
himɂÌÉËÅ ÉÎ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÓÅÒÍÏÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȢ ,ÉÆÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏÏ 
ÓÈÏÒÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ7Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á 



ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

No, no, no! Greg wanted to scream it. But he knew Cynthia was right. It 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ×ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȢ "ÕÔȟ ÆÏÒ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȣÈÅ 
would try . 

**********  

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ×ÏÒËȟ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 6ÁÌȢ Ȱ) ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á 
ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ÆÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 3ÏÎÄÒÁ ËÅÐÔ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 46ȟ ÒÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ-sized bag 
ÔÏ ÇÒÁÂ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÏÔÁÔÏ ÃÈÉÐȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÐÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 6ÁÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅȢ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ɂÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÂÁÇȢȱ 

Sondra sat the bag down beside her on the couch, reached into her purse, 
and pulled out a five-ÄÏÌÌÁÒ ÂÉÌÌȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȢȱ 

6ÁÌ ÓÎÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ Îow on, buy your own ÆÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ ) ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÎÅÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÆÏÒ ÒÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÕÔÉÌÉÔÉÅÓȢȱ 

3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÍÕÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ 46Ȣ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔȢ ,ÏÏËȟ ) ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÇÅÔ ÂÙ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÁÎÙ ÅØÔÒÁ ÅØÐÅÎÓÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÉÆÔÙ Á ×ÅÅËȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÖenty-ÆÉÖÅȢȱ 

3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÇÒÉÔÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÅÔÈȢ Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)Î ÁÄÖÁÎÃÅȢȱ 

3ÏÎÄÒÁȭÓ ÎÅÒÖÅ ÅÎÄÉÎÇÓ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÔÉÎÇÌÅɂthe way they always did right be-
fore she performed her magic act. In the blink of an eye, she could trans-
form a living, breathing human into a corpse. She slipped her hand into her 



purse, and felt the large, cold pocket knife. In less than a second, without 
even thinking, the knife would be out, the blade exposed. Val would barely 
see the flash of metal before it ripped into her chest and punctured her 
heart.  

She saw Val collapse to the floorɂin her mind. She would have to leave 
ÔÏ×ÎȢ (ÅÒ ÐÌÁÎÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÔ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÉÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ 
taking a slow, deep breath. She retrieved the seventy-five dollars from her 
purse and handed it to her evil witch of a mother. 

**********  

Ȱ3ÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×Å ÔÅÓÔ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅÓȩȱ ,ÅÎÎÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÔÁÓÔÅ 
the buttery stuff.  

Ȱ7Å ÊÕÓÔ ÁÔÅ ÈÁÍÂÕÒÇÅÒÓ Ô×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓ ÁÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ 
×ÏÒË ÊÕÓÔ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Their voices echoed in the huge metal building that was becoming Bil-
ly-%ÙÅȭÓ !ÒÃÁÄÅ ÁÎÄ $ÁÎÃÅ "ÁÒÎ. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔȩ $ÁÄÄÙȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÍÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÙÅÁÈȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 3Ïȟ ×ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȩȱ 

,ÅÎÎÙȭÓ ÂÌÁÎË ÌÏÏË ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÓ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔ was a good idea to try out these machinesɂÓÏ ×ÅȭÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ 
ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȦȱ (Å ÐÕÎÃÈÅÄ ,ÅÎÎÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔȢȱ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ #ÒÁÉÇ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔ ÔÏÏȢ Ȱ3ÏÍÅÂÏÄÙȭÓ 
ËÎÏÃËÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ) told ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Craig walked across the wide-open concrete floor, and unlocked and 
opened the door. He was going to be rude to whoever it was. It was Sunday 
afternoonɂwhy was somebody bothering them? They needed to get some 



work done.  

Then he saw her. She was beautifulɂmid to late twenties, short thick 
ÂÌÏÎÄÅ ÈÁÉÒȢ Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ !ÎÄ ÏÈȟ ÈÏ× ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ help her. 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÄÉÔÉÏÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÂÁÎÄȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÓÌÉÇÈÔ Ác-
cent. It was sexy, European. 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 2ÅÇÉÓÔÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȣÁÔ ΫȡΪΪ 0-Ȣ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ ) ÌÉÖÅ ÉÎ ,ÉÔÔÌÅ #ÙÐÒÅÓÓȢȱ 

How was this possible? Craig thought he had met every available woman 
within a fifty -mile radius. He had dated most of them. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ )ȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÌË Á×ÁÙȢ 

4ÈÅ ÓÅØÉÅÓÔ ÂÕÔÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ ÈÅ 
blurted out.  

3ÈÅ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ#ÉÎÄÙȢ #ÉÎÄÙ "ÁÎÙÁȢȱ 

(Å ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ #ÒÁÉÇȢȱ (Å ÈÅÌÄ ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕȟ #ÒÁÉÇȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ 
ÙÏÕ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ) ÂÕÙ ÙÏÕ Á ÃÕÐ ÏÆ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȩȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 

(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȩ ÈÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÍÅÁÎÔɂȱ 

ȰɂI know ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎɂ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÍÙ ÃÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢȱ 

!Ó ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÔÉÂÌÅȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ in a band right now. I was hoping to hook up with 
one that needs a good drummÅÒȢȱ 



Ȱ) ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÃÃÅÎÔȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢ -Ù ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÁÎÄ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÈÅÒÅ Á ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓ ÁÇÏȢȱ 

Craig felt better. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ why he had never met her. 

Ȱ-Ù ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ 2ÕÓÓÉÁÎȢȱ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÉÎ Á ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ 4ÅØÁÓ Ô×ÁÎÇȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ"ÕÔ 
)ȭm a true-ÂÌÕÅ 4ÅØÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȢ !ÎÄ Á ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢ .Ï×ȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÃÁÒȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏ The Buttard Biscuitȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÒÅÁÔȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȭÓ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔȢ /ÕÒ ÂÉÓÃuits are 
ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÃÈÅÒÒÙ ÐÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢȱ 

Lenny walked out the door just in time to see his brother and some blonde 
driving away. 

  



Chapter 4  

Sondra arrived at 1:00 PM sharp. Billy-%ÙÅȭÓ !ÒÃÁÄÅ ÁÎÄ $ÁÎÃÅ "ÁÒÎ was lo-
cated on Highway 87, north of town. She was not impressed. It was nothing 
but a huge commercial metal building with the name painted in big letter-
ing across the front. There were about fifteen cars in the small gravel park-
ing lotɂmostly older models like hers. 

She walked in, and saw a line of people standing at a closed office door. 
Clearly, they were band members waiting to register for an audition. A 
couple of the guys had their electric guitars strapped on their backs. 

Sondra was quite familiar with Billy-%ÙÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ Ô×Ï ÓÏÎÓȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÅÁÔen her 
share of Buttard Biscuits growing up. And she still remembered the time in 
high school when Craig walked up to her in the hallway and asked her for a 
date. She had nearly laughed in his face. He was just a kidɂthree grades 
below her.  

A couple of years later, when she found out about his reputation as a stud, 
she wished she had accepted his offer. She would have given the little punk 
the ride of his life. 

While she was still thinking about Craig, the office door opened, and he 
walked out. 

He glanced ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÌÉÎÅ ÏÆ ÒÏÃËÅÒÓȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȟ 
'ÕÙÓȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÐÏÔÔÅÄ 3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÌÏÎÄÅ 
six-footer was not easy to miss. 

Ȱ3ÏÎÄÒÁ #ÒÅÎÃÈȩ )Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ (Å ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȟ #ÒÁÉÇȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÅȢ 3Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÉÇÎ ÕÐȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

(Å ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÅÎ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÇÕÙÓ 
×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ 



Ȱ)ȭÍ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÏÌÌÏ× ÍÅȢȱ 

She hesitated. There were at least thirty people in front of her in line. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄȢ 

She followed him into the office. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȦ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÁÉÒȟȱ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȢ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÒÁÉÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏ×Äȟ Ȱ)ȭÍ doing the hiring, so I will decide 
×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÁÉÒȢ 5ÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄȩȱ 

Nobody said a word. He closed the door. 

There were four metal chairs facing a large wooden desk. Craig offered her 
a seat. The leather executive chair behind the desk gave Craig a superior 
position from which to look down on lowly band memb ers sitting in old 
metal chairs in front of him.  

He surprised Sondra when he grabbed one of the metal chairs for himself, 
and dragged it right in front of her. When he sat down their knees were 
nearly touching. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȟ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȢȱ 

7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÅ Äoing? she wondered. Is he going to register me or make a move 
ÏÎ ÍÅȩ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )ÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȩȱ (Å ÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ 
time in the world.  

Ȱ,ÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ (ÏÕÓÔÏÎȟ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÃÌÕÂÓȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÓÏÌÏȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ with a band. 
) ÓÉÎÇ ÌÅÁÄȟ ÐÌÁÙ ÒÈÙÔÈÍ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȢ 7ÒÉÔÅ ÓÏÎÇÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÌÏÖÅÄ ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÎÕÁÌ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÔÁÌÅÎÔ 
ÓÈÏ×Ȣ ) ÊÕÓÔ ËÎÅ× ÙÏÕȭÄ ÇÅÔ Á ÂÉÇ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ #ÁÍÅ ÃÌÏÓÅ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÔÏÕÇÈ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔȢ 3Ïȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 'ÏÌÄÅÎ 4ÒÉÁÎÇÌÅ ÎÏ×ȟ ÏÒ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ 
come back just to audition for (he cleared his throat and used his movie 



trailer voice) Billy-%ÙÅȭÓ !ÒÃÁÄÅ ÁÎÄ $ÁÎÃÅ "ÁÒÎȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄɂyou sound just like one of those announcers. I saw your ad 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ Á ÃÏÏÌ ÇÉÇȢȱ (Å ×ÁÓ ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÔÏÏ 
many questions. But she really wanted the job. And giving him a bloody 
ÎÏÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ×ÏÒË ÉÎ (ÏÕÓÔÏÎȟȱ 
ÓÈÅ ÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÆÕÎȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÁÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÏÎÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÄÉÔÉÏÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ 
×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÓÏÎÇÓ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȢȱ 

Craig smiled. Original songs for Billy-%ÙÅȭÓ. If they were good catchy songs, 
ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÐÌÕÓȢ Ȱ#ÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÍȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ 
ÍÉÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÁÓÓ ÐÌÁÙÅÒ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ×ÉÔÈ ÉÎ (ÏÕÓÔÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÙÅÔȩȱ 

ȰHerȢ ) ÌÅÆÔ Á ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÙÅÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÁÌÌ-ÇÉÒÌ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

(ÉÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÌÉÔ ÕÐȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔȢ .ÏÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ 
ÈÅÒ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÎÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÆÏÒ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ 
years. 

Ȱ9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙ ) ÍÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÉÒÌ ÎÁÍÅÄ #ÉÎÄÙ "ÁÎÙÁȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ Á ÄÒÕÍÍÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÏÌÄ ÉÓ ÓÈÅȩȱ 

Ȱ,ÁÔÅ Ô×ÅÎÔÉÅÓȟ ) ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 

4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ Á girl , thought Sondra. )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÇÉÒÌȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ women. But, of 
course, Craig is just a big boyȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÒÏ× ÕÐȢ ȰHave you 
ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÌÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 



Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÈÏÔȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅȩȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȟ ÓÈÅ ÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ #ÒÁÉÇȟ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á ÌÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÂÅ Á ÒÏÃË-solid drummer, 
ÏÒ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÉÓȢ !ÎÄ Á ÓÅØÙ ÇÉÒÌ band would stand a much better 
chance of getting the job. SoɂȰ 

Ȱɂ) ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÃÁÎ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÈÅÒ ÐÌÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÏÎÉÇÈÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÔ ÉÔ ÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

He reached across the desk, picked up a clipboard and pen, and began to 
ÓÔÕÄÙ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȣ×Å ×ÁÎt to give you a good time 
ÓÌÏÔȣȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÁÕÄÉÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÈÏÐÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÂÁÎÄÓ ÔÏ ÓÐÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÕÔ 
over three nights, butɂÙÏÕ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )Ô ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
to be able to do everybody on FriÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÌÁÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÂÙ ΫΫȡέΪȢ !ÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ 
ÏÎÅÓ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÇÏÎÅ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÉÎɂby getting the most screams and applause from 
ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 3ÏÒÔ ÏÆȢ "ÕÔ I make thÅ ÆÉÎÁÌ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ 3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄȢ 7ÉÎËȟ ×ÉÎËȢ )Æ ÓÈÅ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÅÄ #ÒÁÉÇȭÓ ÎÅ× 
little plaything into her band, they would be sure to win on Friday night. 
But what if the kids went crazy over one of the other bands, and she was 
stuck with a lousy drummer? Billy-Eye might override Craig. Her band 
needed to be the most exciting, unique, outrageous group Orange County 
had ever seen. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄȩ /Èȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÙÅÔȢȱ 



Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÉÄÅÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å 
would prefer a band with a local-sounding name. You know, like The Sabine 
Rivers, or The Triangulars. /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ 
ÎÁÍÅÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ )ȭÍ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÓ ÅØÁÍÐÌÅÓȢ #ÈÁÎÃÅÓ ÁÒÅȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ these bands 
willȢȱ 

$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ Á ÌÏÔ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ )Ô ÈÁÄ 
ÊÕÓÔ ÈÉÔ ÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ him yet. That would spoil the effect. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅÓÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÄÎÅÓÄÁÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ Á ÒÁÄÉÏ ÓÐÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

They exchanged cell phone numbers. He said he would call her a little later 
to set up a time to meet with Cindy. 

3ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÏÆ ÌÏÓÅÒÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ Á 
chance, she thought. 

Then she noticed a newcomer at the end of the line. She was petite, 
mid-twenties, long black hair. Did she bring that big red guitar, or did it  
bring her? Sondra had no idea whether the girl could play, but she loved 
her instrument. It was a Gibson ES-335 with classic 1957 humbucker pick-
ÕÐÓȢ Ȱ.ÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ2ÁÉÎÂÏ× "ÒÉÄÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ȭÁÌÌ ÒÅÎÁÍÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÉÇȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ $ÕÍÂȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÙ do ×ÁÎÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÏÃÁÌ ÓÏÕÎÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

Rainbow Bridge was about twenty miles from where they were standing, 
between Bridge City and Port Arthur. It was built in 1938, yet is still the 
tallest bridge in Texas. 



Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÂÁÎÄ ÉÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÙ 
ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ 

Ȱ%Ȣ :Ȣȱ 

Sondra looked amused. 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȢ .ÏÔ EasyȢ )ÔȭÓ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÌÓȢ %Ȣ :Ȣ "ÅÎÄÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÐÌÁÙ ÌÅÁÄ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á 
ÍÉÎÕÔÅȩȱ 

E. Z. nodded and followed her some thirty feet away from the line. 

Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÁÕÄÉÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ )ȭÍ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÉÎ Á ÂÁÎÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %Ȣ :Ȣ Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÌÁÔÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ Á ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȩȱ 

%Ȣ :Ȣ ÓÔÕÄÉÅÄ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÍÉschiefɂÍÁÙÂÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÄÁÎÇÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÌÌ ×ÏÒËȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÁÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÄÏȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȢ ȰOrange PukeȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÎÁÓÔÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ7Åȭre gonna blow chunks. But in a good ×ÁÙȢȱ 

  



Chapter 5 

Ȱ4Ï ÂÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȟ *ÅÆÆÒÅÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÍÕÃÈ ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ -ÏÍ makes ÍÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÉÔÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ )ȭÍ ÇÅt-
ting the right fingering and  ÐÈÒÁÓÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÍÍȢ ) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÈÁÔÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ËÉÄÓ ×ÅÒÅ 
forced into musicianship. He had been teaching private music lessons for 
more than ten years, and had seen it often. Parents made their kids miser-
ÁÂÌÅȢ )Ô ÒÁÒÅÌÙ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÐÉÁÎÏȟ ÄÏ 
ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ 3ÉÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÉÓÈ ÍÙ ÍÏÍ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÔÁËÅ guitar  ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÃÏÏÌȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÃÁÌÌÕÓÅÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÈÅÌÄ ÏÕÔ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ 
Jeffrey his fingertips. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȦ -Ù ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ :ÁÃÈȟ ÈÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÕÓÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÌÉËÅ ÐÌÁÓÔÉÃȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÉÔ ÈÕÒÔÓ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅɂÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕ ÂÕÉÌÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÅÇÇÉÎÇ -ÏÍ ÔÏ Ó×ÉÔÃÈ ÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÐÉÁÎÏ ÔÏ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'Òeat! I already have a guitar andɂȰ 

ȰɂÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÏÏ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÙÅÔȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÙÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ -ÒȢ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȢȱ (Å ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ 
stopped, rushed back over to grab his piano books, and raced out the door. 

'ÒÅÇȭÓ έȡέΪ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ had been cancelled, so he now had a thirty minute break. 
Oftentimes, during a break, he would step outside and wander down the 
sidewalk, observing the townspeople going in and out of the shops around 
Coreyville Square. 



But something was bugging him. His daÄȭÓ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× 
ÄÁÙÓ Á×ÁÙȢ (Å ÈÏÐÅÄ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÇÒÅÔ ÌÅÔÔÉÎÇ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÔÁÌË ÈÉÍ ÉÎÔÏ 
going.  

Then he began to think about his uncle. He had not seen Uncle Ed in a 
ÌÏÎÇȟ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȢ (Å ÈÏÐÅÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ 
left off. They always seemed to be able to do that. 

Edsel Torkman was his mom only sibling. Ed had always been oddɂeven 
as a child. Kids made fun of him because he talked faster than most people 
could listen. Sometimes, he would begin to stutter. Then the kids would 
laugh out loud. But it never seemed to bother Ed. 

As a child, Greg had been afraid of his uncle. But there was one thing about 
ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ 'ÒÅÇ ÈÁÄ ÇÒÏ×Î ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÒÅȢ %ÄÓÅÌ 4ÏÒËÍÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÎ ÃÈÅÃË 
books and credit cards. He preferred carrying cold hard cash. And Greg 
always looked forward to that crisp new fifty-dollar in each Christmas and 
birthday card. 

But that was about the extent of their relationshipɂuntil Greg bought his 
first car at age 16. He paid cash for the thing, from his paper route earnings. 
The big 1975 Ford Thunderbird had 250,000 miles on it, and weighed in at 
some 5,000 lbs. It got 8 miles per gallonɂon the highway.  

5ÎÃÌÅ %Ä ÈÁÄ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÁÕÔÏ ÒÅÐÁÉÒ ÓÈÏÐȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ 
purchase, he insisted on overhauling the engineɂfor free.  

Greg was thrilledɂuntil he found out that Uncle Ed expected him to act as 
assistant mechanic. But he really wanted to get his car running. How would 
ÈÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÁÓË Á ÇÉÒÌ ÏÕÔ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÁÒȩ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÆÕÎ 
learning experience. Ed was differentɂÂÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ weird. In fact, he was 
the coolest guy Greg had ever known. 

Greg sat down at his computer, and looked up %ÄÓÅÌ 4ÏÒËÍÁÎȭÓ !ÕÔÏ 3ÈÏÐȢ  

The phone rang ten times. Greg was about to hang up, when Ed answered. 

Ȱ4ÏÒËÍÁÎȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ5ÎÃÌÅ %Äȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 'ÒÅÇȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ (Å ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÓÏ ÆÁÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÏ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÄ ÐÏÌÉÓÈÅÄ ÏÆÆ Á ÇÁÌÌÏÎ ÏÆ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÉÎ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒȢ Ȱ) 
ÍÅÁÎȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ 'ÒÅÇȩ 'ÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȢ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÍÙ ÎÅÐÈÅ× 'ÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȩȱ 



Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 5ÎÃÌÅ %Äȟ ÉÔȭÓɂȰ 

Ȱɂso, ÉÔȭÓ 'ÒÅÇȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÉÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ ÕÐ ÔÏȟ 'ÒÅÇȩ .ÏÔ ÆÌÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÃÏ× ÐÁÔÔÉÅÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔȟ 
ÈÕÈȩȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÔÔÅÒÉÎÇ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÉÎȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÁÈ-are ah-are you, 
ah-ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȟ 'ÒÅÇȩȱ 

Then Greg remembered the key to slowing him down. Talk to him very 
ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȟ %Äȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÉÎÇ ÆÉÎÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÂÌÕÒÔÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÐÅÅÃÈ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÄÏÉÎÇ 
ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ )ȭÍ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇɂȰ 

Ȱɂyou got another engine that needs overhauling? We had one trick  of a 
ÔÉÍÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ 4ÈÕÎÄÅÒÂÉÒÄȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×Åȩ 7ÈÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩ 4×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȩȱ 

It had been nearly 20 years. And Greg had never understood why his uncle 
ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȬÔÒÉÃËȭ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ȬÈÅÃËȭ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 
like: 7ÅȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÔÒÉÃËÉÎÇ. Or, what in the trick are you doing? Or, I torn 
the trick out of my knuckle when the wrench slipped. It was like the Smurfs. 
4ÈÅ 3ÍÕÒÆÓ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȬÓÍÕÒÆȭȭ ÔÏ ÍÅÁÎ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟ ÄÅÐÅÎd-
ÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÅØÔȢ 5ÎÃÌÅ %Ä ÕÓÅÄ ȬÔÒÉÃËȢȭ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ 5ÎÃÌÅ %ÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÉÎÃÅ ×Å ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ Get to the point, 
'ÒÅÇ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÄÁÄȭÓ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÕÒÅɂÉÆ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÉÎÖÉÔÅÓ ÍÅȢ /Èȟ ÔÒÉÃËȦ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ .ÏÒÍÁ ÉÎÖÉÔÅÄ 
ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÔÙȢ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕÒ ÄÁÄ ÒÅÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÄÁÙȢ 3ÏÍÅÄÁÙȢȱ (Å ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ Á 
ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȢ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÄÁÙȩ %Äȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ίΪ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÔÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣȱ 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȩȱ 



Ȱ!ÎÇÉÅȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÙ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÂÕÔɂȰ 

Ȱ!ÎÇÉÅ 3ÉÌÖÅÒÓÔÅÒÎȩ 3ÈÅȭÓ marriedȟ %ÄȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÈÅÒ ÎÁÍÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ -ÁÙÂÅÒÌÙ ÁÎy-
moreɂshe married Clifford Silverstern. I know you used to have a crush on 
her, butɂȰ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÄÉÖÏÒÃÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ /ËÁÙȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÇÏ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȟ 5ÎÃÌÅ %ÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÏÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÎȭÔȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÁÔȡ )ȭÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÒÔh-
ÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÏÌÄ !ÎÇÉÅ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎɂȰ 

ȰɂÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÄÅÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÍÙ ÎÅ× ×ÉÆÅȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÉÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÔÏÏȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ%Äȟ ) ÓÅÎÔ ÙÏÕ Á ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÉÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȣȱ 

"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒÇÏÔȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÏÎȢ .Ï× ×ÁÌË 
across the street and have a talk with Angie. She does still work at the res-
ÔÁÕÒÁÎÔȩȱ 



Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎȟ ÇÏȢ 4ÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

**********  

Sondra strapped her guitar onȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÍÉËÅ ÓÔÁÎÄȢ Ȱ2ÅÁÄÙȩȱ (ÅÒ 
voice echoed. 

Cindy Banya nodded from her place at the drums.  

E. Z. Bender grabbed the guitar pick from her between her lips and said, 
Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÔÒÙ Ȭ#ÒÁÓÈ ÁÎÄ "ÕÒÎȟȭȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȢ 

Cindy knew of several songs by that name, but took a guess that Sondra 
wanted the one by The Bangles. A song about deliberately killing yourself 
in a car crash seemed like something Sondra might like to sing. 

E. Z. Bender made the same guess. 

Craig Buttard watched from across the huge hall. He could hardly wait to 
see Billy-%ÙÅȭÓ filled with excited, money-squandering teenagers. The free 
cokes and popcorn would help lure them in. And then they would spend 
loads of money on hot dogs, pizza, and candy. 

When they had finished the song, and the reverberation had died down, he 
ÙÅÌÌÅÄȟ Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȦ 3ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÇÒÅÁÔȦȱ (Å ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÇÅȢ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȟȱ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÔÏÎ ÏÆ ×ÏÒË ÔÏ ÄÏ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ 
&ÒÉÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÓ ÐÌÁÙÅÒȩȱ said E. Z. 

Ȱ) ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÏÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÉÎÄÙȢ 

Craig winked at Cindy. She smiled at him.  

He had succeeded in getting her into a band. Now he would work at get-
ting her into his bed. 



**********  

Val lit up another joint. She had such amazing thoughts while she was 
high. But the next day she would realize that she must have forgotten most 
of the details, since none of it made any sense. 

She loved to sit in the wooden swing on her back porch and watch the sun 
go down. Sometimes the clouds were so colorful. And it was fun to look for 
shapes. Like the girl walking her dog. 

When Sondra was five years old, she brought a puppy home and begged to 
keep it. Muttly never got very bigɂeven when he was a full grown pooch. 
"ÕÔ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ "ÕÓÔÅÒȟ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÁÒÔ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ Á ÌÅÁÓÈ ÁÆÔÅÒ 
that night he came home drunk and tripped over him. 

Buster always came home drunk on Friday and Saturday nights. Not on 
Sunday nights, though. Sunday was ÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄȭÓ ÄÁÙȟ ÈÅȭÄ say. This was iron-
ic, since Buster never had much use for church or the Lord. 

Sometimes Sondra would get busy with her friends and forget to feed Mut-
ÔÌÙȢ "Ù ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÁÌÔÅÒÎÁÔÅÌÙ ÃÒÙÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÏ×ÌÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÆÅÄ Èim. 

One particular Friday night, while Sondra was attending an out-of-town 
football game, Buster came home drunk and heard Muttly whining. He was 
determined to teach Sondra a lesson, and to fix the problem once and for 
all. So, he staggered into the back yard and took care of it. 

When Sondra finally made it home, at around midnight, she went to the 
back yard to feed Muttly. She opened the big plastic container that was 
next to his little doghouse, scooped out a serving and poured it into the 
bowl while call ing his name softly. There was no response. 

Sondra knelt down and looked inside the doghouse. By the light of the 
moon, she could see that he was gone. She noticed his leash, latched to the 
doghouse, as always. But it was pulled tight. She began calling his name 
again, as she felt along the leash, which led her upward. Her stomach be-
gan to knot. The leash was pulled taut, over the five-foot fence. 

She peeked over the top, and to her horror, saw her beloved pet hanging by 
his collar. She pulled him up quickly and took his lifeless little body in her 
arms, and cried for twenty minutes. 



How could this have happened? She knew exactly how it happened.  

3ÈÅ ÃÒÉÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÂÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙ ÁÆÔÅr-
noon. 

That night, when Buster came home drunk, he had a terrible accident. It 
appeared that he lost his footing at the top of the front porch steps, and fell 
backward. His head hit the concrete sidewalk like a bag of ice thrown from 
a third story window.  

Buster Crench would never again harm an innocent, defenseless creature. 

  



Chapter 6  

Ȱ%ÄÓÅÌȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ !ÎÇÉÅȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÆÒÏÍ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ /ÌÄÓÍÏÂÉÌÅȢ 

Ȱ$ÉÎÎÅÒ ÉÓ ÓÅÒÖÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ!×ȟ !ÎÇÉÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏȩ ,ÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÒÖÅȩȱ 

Edsel and Angie went through this at least two or three nights a week. He 
ÎÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ !ÎÇÉÅȭÓ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÓ 
ÈÅȭÄ ÌÏÓÅ ÔÒÁÃË ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅȢ 

!ÎÇÉÅȭÓ #ÏÕÎÔÒÙ &ÒÉÅÄ 4×Ï-Step served man-sized homestyle meals. And 
incredible desserts. People would drive all the way from Deweyville, about 
twenty-ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÎÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ /ÒÁÎÇÅȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ !ÎÇÉÅȭÓ ÃÈÅÒÒÙ 
pieɂtopped with Blue Bell ice cream, of course. 

Her father, Herman Mayberly, had done nothing but gripe since he retired 
and let Angie take over the restaurant. She had spent thousands of dollars 
renovating the place, adding a small dance floor and a little stage. And he 
could not understand why she had to change the name. -ÁÙÂÅÒÌÙȭÓ. It was 
the family name. Andɂit sounded like neighborly. How could you go 
wrong with a name like that? 

A local country band provided live dance music every Friday and Saturday 
night. The youngest band member was 48. The rest of the week, people 
had to make do with the jukebox. 

She had tried to explain her reasoning to her father. !ÎÇÉÅȭÓ was to remind 
everybody that she was now running things. Country Fried let people know 
that they were still serving homestyle food. And Two-Step was, of course, 
short for Texas Two-Step, a popular country/western dance. Herman 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÎÃÅ ÆÌÏÏÒ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÉÄÅÁȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÃÏÓÔ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈȟ 
ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ Á ×ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÓÐÁÃÅȢ )Æ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅÎÌÁÒÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇȟ ÉÔ 
should be to accommodate more tables. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ !ÎÇÉÅȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ βȡΪΪȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 



He stood up, walked over to the sink, grabbed the bar of Lava soap, and 
began to lather up his greasy hands and arms. 

Angie liked to stay and talk with him while he ate. They had been friends 
since she was in high school. He was eight years older than her. And even 
at 42, she still looked like a teenager to him. He figured her curly brown 
hair would never turn gray. His, on the other hand, was beginning to. 

He was about to sit down when he noticed that something was not right. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓȩ 7ÈÅÒÅȭs my chicken fried, chick-chicken fried, chicken 
fr-ÆÒÉÅÄ ÓÔÅÁËȩȱ 

5ÓÕÁÌÌÙȟ !ÎÇÉÅȭÓ ÍÅÒÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÍ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÔÔÅÒÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏÔ 
if he got upset. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÆÒÉÅÄ ÆÏÏÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ %ÄÓÅÌȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ 
This grilled chicken ÉÓ ÈÅÁÌÔÈÙȢ 4ÒÙ ÉÔȢȱ 

(Å ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÃÕÔ Á ÐÉÅÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ 
ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÔÏÏȢ 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÖÙȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÐÁÒÔȟ !ÎÇÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ need ÇÒÁÖÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÇÒÉÌÌÅÄ ÃÈÉÃËÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ you ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ %ÄÓÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ ) ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÉÔȢ 3ÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÇÒÏÕÃÈÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

He took a bite of green beans, and some corn. Then he washed it down 
with iced tea. 

She sat down aÃÒÏÓÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÙÏÕɂdid you 
ÇÅÔ ÁÎ ÉÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ 2ÁÌÐÈȭÓ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇȩ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ αίÔÈȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ 9ÅÁÈȟ )ȭÍ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÏm-
ÉÎÇȦȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ (Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 



Ȱ(Å ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÏÙ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÆÏÏÔ ÉÎ /ÒÁÎÇÅ ÉÎɂI 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅȣÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÒÅÕÎÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÆÉÒÅ×ÏÒËÓȢ (Å ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄÄÙ ÁÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÓÏ 
bull -ÈÅÁÄÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ%ÄÓÅÌȣÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÔÙȩȱ 

Ȱ! ÄÁÔÅȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÄÏÌÌÁÒÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 
pocket. 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅȣI ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ 

Ȱ/ÈȢ ) ÓÅÅȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ /ËÁÙȢȱ 

It seemed like a good time for Ed to tell Angie how he really felt about her. 
How he wanted to take her into his arms. How he wanted to marry her. 

But, no, he thought, not while he was wearing greasy work clothes. 

Ed was almost always wearing greasy work clothes. 

**********  

Ȱ3ÏÎÄÒÁȟȱ 6ÁÌ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÉÔÃÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ -ÉÔÃÈȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȢ 

3ÏÎÄÒÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÎÙ -ÉÔÃÈȢ 

When she reached the front door, Val gave her a look that said, ÄÏÎȭÔ ÉÎÖÉÔÅ 
him in. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȟ 3ÏÎÄÒÁȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÉÔÃÈȢ 

Ȱ$Ï ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȩȱ 


