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NOTE	FROM	THE	AUTHOR:	
	

When	 I	 finished	 the	 book	 I	 Can	 Hear	 You,	 I	 quickly	

realized	that	the	story	was	far	from	over,	and	a	sequel	had	to	

be	written.		When	people	who	know	me	read	this	book,	they	

might	wonder…	what	the	hell	happened	with	Daryl	Stevenett?		

What	would	cause	him	to	write	such	a	dark	and	heavy	story?				

First	 of	 all,	 the	 story	 is	 symbolic.	 	 It	 has	 to	 do	 with	

choices.		I	want	to	drive	home	the	point	that	for	every	choice	

we	 make,	 no	 matter	 how	 good	 or	 how	 bad,	 there	 are	

consequences,	always.		This	is	a	law,	a	universal	law.		Even	in	

building	a	jet	engine,	the	law	is;		“For	every	action	there	is	a	

reaction.”		When	you	throw	gasoline	on	a	fire,	when	you	drop	

a	bomb,	when	you	smile	at	someone,	when	a	butterfly	flaps	its	

wings.		

This	story	 takes	a	young	man	who	grew	up	 in	a	more	

than	normal	home,	in	a	sweet	town	where	everyone	loves	him	

and	his	family,	and	he	ends	up	being	one	of	the	worst	criminals	

imaginable,	and	all	before	his	seventeenth	birthday.			

Question:	 	 How	 does	 this	 happen?	 	 How	 does	 a	

wonderful,	 smart	 teenager	 end	 up	 on	 the	 wrong	 path	 of	

society	and	does	terrible	things	without	conscience?		

Answer:		Because	of	the	choices	he	makes.	

In	defense	of	the	main	character	Steven,	he	gets	hit	with	

some	very	hard	realities	 in	his	 life	 that	push	him	 in	various	



directions.	 	He	gets	caught	 in	a	trap	of	doing	things	that	are	

sneaky.		Wrong?		Yes,	but	not	really	harmful	to	anyone	in	his	

mind.			

There	 are	 some	 criminals	 in	 jail	 today	 who	 would	

probably	 tell	 you,	 “Hey	 the	 safety	was	on	 the	 gun,	 I	 had	no	

intention	of	 shooting,	but	 I	 still	 got	blamed	 for	pointing	 the	

gun	 at	 the	 shop	 owner.”	 	 In	 other	 words,	 as	 humans,	 we	

sometimes	feel	we	can	justify	every	action	we	take,	and	in	this	

lies	the	danger.			

Steven	 grew	 up	 without	 real	 religion.	 	Would	 his	 life	

have	turned	out	differently	if	he	had	of	been	taught	religion	as	

a	 child?	 	Who	 knows?	 	Maybe	 if	 he	 had	 been	 taught	 about	

correct	 choices,	 decision	 making,	 right	 and	 wrong,	 greed,	

secrecy,	conscience,	the	small	voice,	the	ten	commandments…	

maybe	his	life	would	have	been	entirely	different.	

I	remember	applying	for	a	sales	job	at	a	Ford	dealership	

when	I	was	in	my	twenties.		I	was	required	to	take	a	polygraph	

test.		This	older,	somewhat	creepy	little	man	was	conducting	

the	 test	 at	 his	 office	 in	 the	middle	of	 town	 somewhere.	 	He	

hooked	me	up	to	the	machine,	and	it	felt	weird	at	best.		I	had	

my	finger	hooked	up	to	check	my	pulse	and	a	coiled	tube-like	

thing	 that	 went	 across	 my	 chest	 capturing	 my	 breathing	

patterns.	 	 Then	 came	 the	questions.	 	One	 in	particular	was,	

“Would	you	ever	steal	from	your	employer?”		I	answered	with	

a	definite	“No.”		The	creepy	little	man	looked	at	me	and	said,	

“Not	 even	 a	 pencil?”	 	 I	 again	 answered	 “No.”	 	He	 then	 said,	



“What	if	you	stole	that	pencil,	and	you	knew	that	no	one	would	

ever	know…	would	you	steal	it	then?”			

Steven	 was	 caught	 in	 this	 trap.	 	 He	 could	 do	 things,	

unimaginable	 things,	 and	 he	 knew	 that	 all	 of	 it	 would	 go	

undetected.	 	 So,	 if	 you	 knew	 you	 would	 never	 get	 caught,	

would	that	make	it	easier	to	do	wrong?		In	some	people…	yes,	

in	others,	probably	not.	

We	all	have	just	one	life	to	live.		We	can	decide	everyday	

what	kind	of	person	we	want	to	be,	what	we	want	to	do	for	a	

living,	how	we	want	to	treat	others.	 	We	are	forced	to	make	

choices	and	decisions,	and	no	matter	how	we	choose,	 those	

choices	all	come	with	their	various	outcomes.	

I	have	found	that	when	it	comes	to	the	truth,	the	truth	

always	comes	out…	given	enough	time.	

	

Daryl	Stevenett	

	 	



	

CHAPTER	ONE	

SMALL	TOWN	LIFE	

	

Christmas	in	Red	Rock	City	was	always	a	magical	time	

for	me	as	far	back	as	I	could	remember.		It	was	a	family	time	

that	revolved	around	my	Mom	and	Dad,	my	brother	Brian,	and	

of	course	me.			

Picking	out	the	perfect	“Souder	Family	Christmas	Tree,”	

was	 a	 long-standing	 tradition.	 The	 bygone	 memories	 of	

frostbitten	toes	caused	from	being	lost	 in	the	snowy	woods,	

searching	 for	 the	 perfect	 tree,	 had	 now	been	 replaced.	 	We	

now	 visited	 a	 corner	 parking	 lot	 that	was	 surrounded	 by	 a	

rent-a-fence	 which	 contained	 pine	 and	 spruce	 trees	 from	

some	 mysterious	 farm	 out	 west.	 	 It	 wasn’t	 as	 exciting	 as	

driving	out	into	the	country	and	surviving	the	elements,	but	it	

was	convenient,	somewhat	festive,	and	as	kids	we	still	looked	

forward	to	it.			

Our	 chosen	 lot	 this	 particular	 year	 had	 strands	 of	

colored	lights	tossed	haphazardly	over	and	around	the	chain	

link	fence.		Christmas	music	was	heard	coming	through	some	

old	 speakers	 hidden	 somewhere	 amongst	 the	 trees.	 	 There	

were	rows	of	trees	of	all	shapes	and	sizes.	 	Some	were	even	

flocked	white	with	fake	snow	from	a	can.			



After	 inspecting	 several	 trees,	we	 all	made	 a	 decision	

accompanied	 by	 the	 promptings	 of	 our	 mother	 on	 one	

particular	 tree.	 	 It	 was	 a	 Ponderosa	 Pine.	 	 As	 Dad	 walked	

around	the	tree	giving	it	his	final	inspection,	it	started	to	snow.			

Mom	said,	“Ed,	I	really	like	that	tree.”			

With	 that	 she	 threw	 her	 head	 back	 to	 catch	 a	 huge	

snowflake	 on	 her	 tongue.	 	 She	 got	 dizzy,	 started	 laughing,	

slipped	on	some	ice,	lost	her	balance	and	fell	backwards	into	

Dad.		

Holding	Mom	in	her	long	wool	coat,	while	straining,	Dad	

said,	 “Well	 this	 certainly	 confirms	our	decision.”	 	He	gave	a	

short	chuckle	while	grabbing	onto	Mom’s	coat	more	securely	

trying	 to	keep	 them	both	 from	falling.	 	 It	was	no	use;	down	

they	went	in	a	big	puff	of	white.		Brian	and	I	almost	wet	our	

pants	from	laughing	so	hard.			

Dad	and	the	lot	attendant	securely	tied	the	tree	to	our	

car	roof	and	off	we’d	go	into	the	night	with	our	prize.		For	some	

reason,	 Dad	 felt	 it	 necessary	 to	 keep	 his	 left	 hand	 out	 the	

window	holding	onto	the	tree	up	top.	 	Even	though	the	tree	

was	tightly	tied,	he	felt	it	necessary	to	add	his	extra	assurance	

that	his	purchase	was	safe	and	would	arrive	intact.		We	used	

to	 laugh	at	how	cold	his	hand	must	have	gotten	the	year	he	

forgot	his	gloves.		The	next	morning	at	breakfast	we	joked	at	

how	his	left	hand	was	a	different	shade	than	his	right.		

At	home,	Dad’s	job	was	to	make	sure	the	family	tree	was	

standing	 up	 straight,	 and	 that	 it	 got	 watered	 everyday,	



assuring	the	needles	would	stay	pristine	until	New	Years	Day.		

One	year,	no	matter	how	much	Dad	twisted	or	turned	the	tree	

in	 the	 living	 room,	Mom	 found	 a	 bald	 spot.	 	With	 that,	Dad	

drilled	 several	holes	 in	 the	 tree,	 shoved	 in	branches	 from	a	

purchased	wreath,	then	secured	them	with	wire.		“Happy	wife,	

happy	life,”	Dad	always	said.	

Mom	took	on	the	task	of	decorating,	a	job	she	loved.		My	

brother	Brian	and	I	would	sit	at	the	table	supervising	Mom’s	

tree	 artistry	 while	 working	 on	 a	 five	 hundred-piece	 jigsaw	

puzzle.			

Our	home	was	always	a	happy	place,	especially	during	

the	holidays.		The	house	always	smelled	of	Mom’s	baking	and	

Christmas	music	was	always	playing	on	the	stereo.	

“Steven,	what	do	you	want	for	Christmas?”		Mom	asked,	

as	she	draped	a	string	of	lights	across	a	branch.			

Being	the	youngest	I	always	had	to	go	first.		I	hadn’t	quite	

made	up	my	mind	as	to	what	gift	I	wanted	to	be	excited	about	

on	Christmas	morning,	so	I	said	I	needed	a	little	more	time	to	

decide.	 	 Actually,	 I	 wanted	 to	 hear	 my	 brother’s	 decision	

before	 I	made	up	my	own	mind.	 	He	was	only	about	a	year	

older	than	me,	but	I	respected	his	decisions.		My	brother	was	

really	 smart	 and	 he	 always	 got	 the	 coolest	 things	 for	

Christmas.		Like	last	year	for	example,	he	got	a	ham	radio	kit.		

It	 took	him	only	 a	 couple	of	 days	 to	put	 it	 together.	 	 It	 had	

knobs,	 dials,	 gauges,	 switches,	 and	 a	 thirty-foot	 antenna	

allowing	him	to	communicate	with	other	operators	all	across	



the	globe.		Now	that	was	a	cool	Christmas	gift.		So	it	was	really	

important	 that	 I	 heard	 his	 choice	 before	 I	 made	 my	 own	

decision.	

“Brian…	 what	 do	 you	 want	 for	 Christmas	 this	 year?”	

rang	Mother’s	voice.			

Without	hesitation	he	took	out	a	folded	piece	of	paper	

from	his	 pocket	 and	handed	 it	 to	 her.	 	 It	was	 an	 ad	 from	a	

hobby	magazine	for	a	home	laser	kit.		Man	this	guy	was	good.		

We	 both	 had	 a	 fascination	 with	 lasers	 and	 the	 thought	 of	

building	a	laser	was	brilliant.		It	was	obvious	Brian	had	done	

some	research	and	gave	Mom	the	exact	information	right	out	

of	a	magazine.		The	ad	claimed	that	it	could	be	used	for	etching	

designs	into	wood,	could	pop	balloons	and	burn	holes	through	

cardboard.	 	 It	came	with	a	warning	not	to	point	the	 laser	at	

people	or	animals;	of	course	Brian	didn’t	say	anything	about	

that	to	our	mother.	

My	brother	was	my	idol	and	we	got	along	pretty	well	for	

the	most	part.		Although	he	liked	me,	he	still	laid	down	a	rule	

that	 I	had	to	 live	by.	 	Don’t	 touch	his	stuff.	 	That	was	pretty	

much	it.		He	never	said	to	stay	out	of	his	room,	just	not	to	touch	

his	stuff.		I	respected	my	brother	enough	to	heed	his	request	

and	I	never	did	lay	a	finger	on	his	things.		I	would	ask	questions	

as	he	built	his	projects	and	he	always	seemed	to	take	the	time	

explaining	his	every	move.	 	Whenever	the	coast	was	clear,	 I	

would	 sneak	 into	his	 room	and	 just	 stare	 at	 his	work	desk.		



Wires,	switches	knobs	and	plans.		It	was	all	there	waiting	for	

my	brother’s	magic	hand	to	put	everything	in	its	place.				

I	would	 find	 the	 instructions,	 reading	every	word	and	

imagining	every	part	and	where	it	would	be	placed.		I	admired	

my	brother	 enough	 to	 never	 disturb	his	 sacred	workbench,	

but	the	plans	fascinated	me	so	I	took	every	chance	I	could	to	

study	his	project	du	jour.		

Christmas	 morning	 was	 always	 amazing.	 	 It	 was	

tradition	that	Brian	and	I	stay	upstairs	until	Mom	and	Dad	got	

the	fire	started	in	the	fireplace	and	that	our	favorite	Christmas	

music	was	playing	in	the	background.		When	the	stage	was	all	

set,	complete	with	our	lighted	Christmas	tree,	they	invited	us	

down	into	the	living	room.				

Christmas	gift	opening	was	very	organized	in	our	home.	

We	actually	took	turns,	yes,	one	at	a	time,	so	we	could	see	what	

everyone	got,	which	always	consisted	of	new	clothes	before	

the	 good	 stuff.	 	 It	was	 somewhat	painful	 but	Mom	and	Dad	

always	knew	how	to	hold	back	the	highly	anticipated	gifts	for	

last.				

There	they	were,	two	more	gifts	that	had	mysteriously	

appeared	under	 the	 family	 tree.	 	 I	opened	mine	 first	 since	 I	

was	the	youngest.		Just	like	I	had	asked	for,	a	remote	controlled	

twin	engine	Cessna	airplane	kit.	 	 I	was	excited	and	couldn’t	

wait	to	open	it	up	so	I	could	start	reviewing	the	plans,	getting	

ready	for	the	build.	



Now	 it	was	Brian’s	 turn.	 	 Just	 like	he	wanted,	 a	home	

laser	kit.	 	Brian	had	plans	for	his	 laser	far	and	beyond	what	

they	boasted	it	was	capable	of.		I	hoped	that	our	gifts	could	be	

shared,	as	I	knew	I	wanted	Brian’s	help	on	building	my	new	

Cessna.		

Just	then,	Dad	pointed	to	the	back	of	the	tree,	making	the	

announcement	that	there	appeared	to	be	one	more	gift	lying	

there.		Brian	dug	the	gift	out	from	all	the	discarded	wrapping	

paper.		He	held	a	neatly	wrapped	box	marked;	“To	Brian	and	

Steven,	Love	Mom	and	Dad.”			

We	were	 instructed	 to	 open	 it	 together.	 	We	 fumbled	

with	the	gift.	 	It	was	a	little	heavy	and	neither	one	of	us	had	

any	idea	as	to	what	it	might	be.		It	took	a	minute	to	register	in	

our	early	morning	brains	as	we	read	 the	description	on	 the	

box.		It	was	a	police	scanner.		Brian	and	I	looked	at	each	other	

in	disbelief.	 	Our	 conservative	parents	were	 giving	us	 a	 gift	

that	 allowed	us	 to	hear	 the	private	goings	on	of	our	 town’s	

police	and	fire	departments?			

We	quickly	discarded	the	box	and	plugged	the	scanner	

into	the	power	outlet	by	the	tree.		It	responded	immediately	

by	crackling	and	hissing	with	jumbled	voices	coming	out	of	the	

speaker.	 	We	fine	tuned	the	radio	and	started	listening	in	to	

actual	 police	 calls	 back	 and	 forth	 from	a	dispatcher	 located	

somewhere	 across	 town.	 	We	 immediately	 surrounded	Dad	

showering	him	with	hugs.	 	When	he	instructed	us	that	Mom	

was	in	on	it	too,	we	immediately	ran	over	to	her	La-Z-Boy	and	



gave	her	even	more	affection.		By	the	look	on	Mom’s	face,	we	

both	knew	she	was	clueless	about	the	gift,	seeing	and	hearing	

about	it	for	the	first	time,	just	minutes	before.	

We	helped	clean	up	the	mayhem	of	wrinkled	paper	and	

colored	bows,	pushing	everything	into	a	huge	green	leaf	bag	

Dad	was	holding.		Brian	and	I	retired	to	our	rooms	to	better	

study	our	newly	acquired	gifts.		We	decided	to	share	the	police	

scanner.		We	flipped	a	coin	and	Brian	won	the	toss.		He	would	

have	the	scanner	in	his	room	the	first	night	and	then	back	and	

forth	it	would	go.			

For	the	first	hour	or	so	Brian	allowed	me	to	stay	in	his	

room	as	we	listened	to	the	police	talk	about	the	activities	of	

Christmas	morning	in	out	sleepy	little	town.		All	of	a	sudden	a	

call	came	in	that	couldn’t	be	ignored.			

The	Smith	family	hardware	store	was	on	fire.		We	were	

friends	with	 the	Smiths.	 	They	had	owned	and	operated	the	

Ace	Hardware	Store	 for	years,	and	now	it	was	burning.	 	We	

ran	down	the	stairs	and	quickly	told	Dad.			

He	said,	“Jump	in	the	car	boys,	we’re	taking	a	little	ride.”			

We	 were	 still	 in	 our	 PJ’s.	 	 We	 threw	 on	 our	 coats,	

grabbed	our	mitts	and	hats,	slipped	on	our	boots	and	ran	out	

the	door.		Dad	started	the	car	and	off	we	went.		

We	arrived	to	see	our	town’s	fire	crew	spraying	water	

from	the	fire	truck	onto	the	flames.		We	stayed	to	see	the	fire	

put	out,	waiting	in	the	car	while	Dad	talked	to	Mr.	Smith	and	

the	Fire	Chief.		They	had	all	been	friends	for	years.		Dad	came	



back	to	the	car.		He	only	knew	what	he	was	told.		They	weren’t	

sure	how	the	fire	started	but	they	were	certain	there	was	no	

foul	play.			

The	Smith	family	was	respected	in	our	town	and	no	one	

would	 ever	 want	 to	 hurt	 them	 let	 alone	 burn	 down	 their	

business.		We	drove	home	thinking	it	was	neat	that	we	heard	

about	 the	 fire	at	 the	same	 time	 the	police	did.	 	We	were	all	

amazed	 at	 the	 fast	 response	 from	 our	 fire	 station.	 	 They	

definitely	 helped	 extinguish	 the	 fire,	 but	 it	 appeared	 the	

building	was,	well…	toast.		

Christmas	day	was	usually	spent	lazily	around	the	house	

except	for	the	traditional	visit	to	our	mother’s	parents.		They	

were	 getting	 quite	 elderly	 and	 lived	 in	 a	 retirement	 home	

across	town.		They	used	to	enjoy	their	Christmas	dinner	at	our	

home,	but	now	they	were	too	feeble	to	make	the	trek,	so	they	

opted	to	stay	put,	not	wanting	to	fight	the	ice	and	snow.			

We	walked	into	the	retirement	home.		It	always	seemed	

to	have	a	strange	smell.		Some	kind	of	a	disinfectant	mingled	

with	death.		Brian	and	I	hated	going	there.		We	were	always	

respectful	of	our	grandparents	and	we	loved	their	stories	of	

old	but	 this	 year	 it	was	different.	 	They	had	definitely	 gone	

downhill	 since	our	 last	visit	and	 they	were	now	 in	separate	

rooms	and	seemed	to	be	heavily	medicated.		There	had	been	a	

rumor	going	around	that	retirement	homes	made	millions	by	

keeping	people	alive	via	heavy	sedation	and	bed	rest.		I	never	

gave	it	much	thought,	as	it	really	didn’t	concern	me.		All	I	knew,	



was	that	 in	about	twenty	minutes,	we	would	be	heading	for	

home	where	we	could	listen	to	the	scanner,	to	see	if	anything	

else	was	happening	in	town.		

We	arrived	back	home	to	the	wonderful	smell	of	turkey.		

It	was	another	tradition	that	we	had	our	Christmas	meal	in	the	

evening.		It	was	now	getting	dark,	our	street	was	quiet,	and	the	

snow	was	starting	to	fall	softly	under	the	streetlights.	 	Folks	

singing	Christmas	carols	could	be	heard	outside	going	door	to	

door,	but	 in	our	house,	 the	candles	were	 lit	and	our	holiday	

feast	was	on	the	table.			

Dad	said,	thank	God	none	of	us	have	any	singing	talent,	

as	it	looks	really	cold	outside.		With	that,	Dad	offered	a	prayer	

over	 the	 food	 and	 also	 blessed	 Mom’s	 parents	 back	 at	 the	

retirement	home,	asking	the	Lord	to	keep	them	comfortable	

in	their	old	age.			

My	 father’s	 parents	 had	 passed	 away	 years	 ago.	 	 Dad	

was	their	only	child	and	they	were	both	in	their	prime	when	

he	finally	came	along.		He	said	that	when	he	was	a	teenager,	

most	folks	thought	his	parents	were	actually	his	grandparents.		

After	dinner	it	was	the	men	who	cleaned	up	the	dishes	

allowing	Mom	to	attend	to	her	needlepoint,	relaxing	in	front	

of	the	fireplace.			

As	he	dried	the	last	plate,	Brian	said,	“Dad	do	you	think	

it’s	 weird	 that	 this	 is	 the	 second	 fire	 involving	 the	 Smith	

family?”			

Dad	said,	“I	was	thinking	the	same	thing	son.”		



Years	ago,	an	industrial	building	belonging	to	the	Smiths	

had	burned	to	the	ground	leaving	the	community	suspicious.		

Rumor	had	it	that	the	insurance	money	was	used	to	build	their	

new	building,	which	now	housed	the	ACE	hardware	store.	Dad	

explained	that	gossip	was	a	bad	thing	and	that	people	really	

should	mind	their	own	business.	 	He	went	on	 to	defend	 the	

Smith	family	saying	that	they	were	a	pillar	of	strength	in	the	

community.		

My	room	was	bright	when	I	awoke	the	next	morning	as	

it	 had	 snowed	 most	 of	 the	 night.	 	 A	 blanket	 of	 white	 was	

covering	everything	outside.		It	was	Sunday	and	Mom	decided	

we	should	all	attend	Church	as	a	family.				

We	 were	 not	 extremely	 religious.	 	 We	 were	 of	 the	

Methodist	 faith	 but	 we	 only	 attended	 church	 on	 special	

occasions,	 like	 children’s	baptisms	and	 the	 funerals	of	 close	

friends.		Our	extended	family	was	rather	small,	consisting	of	

my	mother’s	parents	across	 town	and	a	 few	relatives	out	of	

state.			

Brian	 and	 I	 shoveled	 as	 Dad	 cranked	 up	 the	 snow	

blower.		The	snow	was	light	and	fluffy	and	was	about	two	feet	

high.	 	The	blower	had	a	hay	day	 throwing	 the	snow	further	

than	 normal	 due	 to	 its	 lightness.	 	 The	 powdered	 crystals	

glistened	as	they	floated	through	the	sunlit	air	to	the	ground.			

Our	 lane	 was	 long	 enough	 to	 create	 enough	 winter	

morning	work	that	Brian	and	I	both	broke	a	sweat	underneath	



our	heavy	coats.		Even	with	the	extra	work	the	snow	created,	

we	still	felt	that	winter	was	a	magical	time.		

Brian	yelled	for	me	to	come	into	his	room.	 	The	police	

scanner	was	going	off	again.		There	was	a	robbery	happening	

at	a	convenience	store	across	town.			Dad	thought	it	best	that	

we	mind	our	own	business	on	this	one	and	to	let	the	police	do	

their	job.			

Brian	expressed	how	cool	 it	was	to	have	the	ability	 to	

listen	 in	 on	 private	 conversations,	 getting	 the	 information	

long	before	anyone	else	in	town.		The	scanner	was	a	hit.		Best	

of	all	it	was	my	turn	to	have	it	in	my	room	tonight.	

Church	was,	well…	boring.	 	 I	understood	more	clearly	

the	older	I	got,	why	our	father	hated	going	to	Church.		He	had	

been	forced	to	attend	church	until	he	was	eighteen.		He	vowed	

he	would	never	 force	his	kids	 to	do	 the	same	and	he	pretty	

much	stuck	to	his	word.		I	don’t	think	I	personally	opened	the	

Bible	until	my	adult	life	and	I’ve	never	read	it	cover	to	cover.		

Mom	 thought	 of	 church	 as	 a	 place	 where	 all	 the	 women	

gossiped	about	those	in	the	neighborhood.		If	you	wanted	to	

know	the	goings	on	in	people’s	private	lives,	just	go	to	church	

and	you’ll	get	an	earful,	she’d	say.		

By	design,	our	family	kept	to	themselves.		It	seemed	so	

much	 simpler	 that	 way.	 	 Brian	 and	 I	 never	 really	 got	 too	

involved	with	after	school	activities.		Neither	one	of	us	were	

into	sports.	 	We	didn’t	come	from	a	musical	 family.	 	No	one	

played	an	instrument.		We	went	to	school,	came	home,	did	our	



homework,	 and	 then	 went	 to	 bed.	 	 Dad	 would	 leave	 us	 in	

charge	of	taking	care	of	Mom	when	he’d	leave	town	on	one	of	

his	business	trips.	

We	lived	for	the	weekend	as	Mom	and	Dad	always	had	

some	 sort	 of	 activity	 planned	 for	 us.	 	 In	 the	 winter	 we’d	

toboggan	 down	 the	 cemetery	 hill.	 	 This	 hill	 was	 famously	

wicked	 as	 it	 had	 a	 small	 road	 that	 crossed	 the	 hill	 halfway	

down	which	created	a	huge	jump.		We	all	marveled	how	the	

hill	had	never	taken	anyone’s	life.		Many	a	kid	and	adult	alike	

got	hurt,	hitting	their	heads	and	breaking	bones,	all	as	a	result	

of	 getting	 five	 feet	 of	 air,	 then	 landing	 on	 sheer	 ice	 at	 the	

bottom.		Injuries	yes,	but	no	deaths.		We	all	knew	that	it	was	a	

matter	of	time	before	some	poor	soul	head-planted	a	tree	at	

the	bottom	causing	the	winter	play	place	to	close	for	good.	

Summertime	 was	 even	 better.	 	 Dad	 loved	 to	 camp,	

Mom…	not	so	much.		So	it	was	usually	Dad,	Brian	and	me	who	

dusted	 off	 the	 backpacks,	 stuffing	 them	 with	 our	 personal	

effects	 including	 snacks	 to	 eat	 along	 the	 trail.	 	 We	 would	

carefully	 attach	 our	 pup	 tents	 and	 sleeping	 bags	 so	 they	

wouldn’t	fall	off	while	hiking.	 	We	kept	the	backpacks	at	the	

ready	 all	 summer	 long,	 as	we	never	 knew	when	Dad	might	

alert	the	troops	for	a	spontaneous	overnighter.		We	loved	our	

Dad.	 	He	was	usually	up	 for	anything	as	he	 loved	adventure	

and	had	some	amazing	campfire	stories	about	his	past	 life’s	

events.	



The	New	Year	was	brought	in	at	our	home	in	the	usual	

way.	 	 We	 had	 Mom’s	 meat	 loaf	 and	 mashed	 potatoes	

smothered	with	gravy	for	dinner,	then	we’d	watch	old	movies	

on	TV.	 	Every	year	we’d	watch	Dick	Clark	bring	 in	 the	New	

Year	“live”	from	New	York	City.				

The	police	scanner	was	still	a	hit	with	my	brother	and	

me.	 	 We	 loved	 being	 “in	 the	 know”	 of	 all	 the	 happenings	

around	town.		It	was	better	than	reading	the	newspaper.		Dad	

even	cancelled	 the	paper	 for	a	while	 since	we	always	made	

him	 aware	 of	 the	 news	 before	 it	 hit	 the	 press.	 	 Brian	 and	 I	

spent	hours	listening	to	the	scanner	babble.		

My	goal	was	 to	perfect	 a	 few	 card	 tricks	before	 going	

back	 to	 school.	 	 I	 received	 a	 set	 of	 cards	 in	 my	 Christmas	

stocking,	complete	with	a	how-to	guide	for	over	one	hundred	

tricks.	 	 I	 thought	 it	 would	 be	 fun	 to	 confound	 the	 kids,	

watching	 their	mouths	 drop	 as	 they	 tried	 to	 figure	 out	 the	

logic	behind	the	trick.		I	practiced	on	everyone	I	could,	which	

mostly	included	Mom	and	Dad.		They	got	a	kick	out	of	trying	

to	figure	out	how	I	always	knew	what	card	they	had	selected	

or	what	number	they	had	written	down.		Magic	was	fun	and	I	

had	a	knack	for	it.		I	learned	quickly	that	distraction	was	a	big	

part	of	a	magic	act.		

The	New	Year’s	festivities	were	over	and	it	was	back	to	

school.		It	was	January	and	it	was	very	cold.		As	kids	we	had	no	

idea	 that	 there	were	actually	places	 that	were	warm	during	

the	month	of	January.		There	were	still	a	lot	of	things	I	never	



considered	or	studied.		What	I	did	know	was	that	girls	seemed	

to	like	my	card	tricks,	so	I	stuck	with	that.		

Rumors	 were	 circulating	 around	 our	 town	 about	 the	

hardware	 store	 fire.	 	 It	 was	 now	 suspected	 that	 arson	was	

involved.		The	police	scanner	was	not	privy	to	those	types	of	

conversations,	the	“behind	closed	doors”	kind	of	talk.			

I	used	to	think	it	would	be	interesting	to	be	a	“fly	on	the	

wall,”	to	be	able	to	hear	private	conversations	on	any	one	you	

desired.		Dad	was	not	one	for	gossip	but	he	did	ask	occasional	

questions	at	the	dinner	table.		He	usually	kept	to	himself.		Dad	

was	 an	 accountant	 and	 was	 a	 partner	 of	 a	 small	 firm	

downtown.		He	knew	a	lot	about	certain	people’s	finances	but	

out	 of	 respect	 for	 his	 clients	 and	 his	 occupation,	 he	 never	

uttered	 a	 word	 about	 people’s	 private	 affairs.	 	 He	 always	

taught	Brian	and	me	to	be	tight-lipped.		He	said,	“It’s	good	to	

know	things	but	bad	to	tell	things.”	“Keep	things	to	yourself,”	

he	would	always	say,	“and	you’ll	never	have	to	worry	about	

what	 you	 said.”	 	 His	 favorite	 saying	 was,	 “Loose	 lips	 sink	

ships.”	

I	knew	that	Dad	knew	things	about	our	town.		There	had	

been	some	small	town	scandals	and	I	had	a	hunch	he	had	the	

inside	scoop	on	most	of	them.		Dad	was	intelligent.		He	had	a	

Masters	Degree	 in	accounting	and	was	very	well	read.	 	As	a	

youth	he	had	travelled	all	over	Europe	and	then	lived	in	South	

America	 after	 college.	 	 He	 fought	 in	 Vietnam	 and	 was	

considered	 a	 late	 bloomer	 as	 he	 married	 Mom	 in	 his	 late	



twenties.	 	As	boys,	we	 looked	up	to	him.	 	He	knew	so	much	

about	everything	and	we	loved	that.		We	knew	Dad	went	out	

of	town	on	occasion,	always	work	related,	he	would	never	say	

where	and	we	never	questioned	him.	

I	 remember	 one	 year	 that	 I	 was	 excelling	 so	 fast	 in	

school	that	I	was	ahead	of	my	class.		School	seemed	to	come	

easy	for	me.		A	high	school	counselor	asked	if	I	had	ever	taken	

an	IQ	test.	 	 I	said	I	hadn’t.	 	So	at	his	request	and	at	my	own	

curiosity,	I	consented	to	taking	the	test.		My	score	came	back	

at	 just	under	164	and	 I	was	 told	 I	was	 a	borderline	 genius,	

although	I	didn’t	feel	like	one.		I	knew	I	had	learned	to	read	at	

an	early	age	and	I	had	the	ability	to	fully	understand	things	in	

my	mind.		The	instructions	of	every	kit	my	brother	ever	built,	

I	understood.		Everything	was	always	really	clear.		Math	was	

easy	too.		I	remember	kids	begging	me	to	teach	them	how	to	

understand	math.	 	 I	 never	 knew	what	 to	 tell	 them.	 	 To	me,	

math	was	logical.		I	had	no	clue	how	to	teach	that.		

Brian	was	smart	too.		We	were	both	chips	from	the	same	

block.		Our	mother	was	smart	but	naive.		One	of	the	things	Dad	

adored	 about	 her.	 	 She	 made	 him	 laugh	 at	 some	 of	 her	

innocent	yet	skewed	outbursts.	 	Together	they	made	a	great	

team	and	they	got	along	tremendously	well.			

Dad	came	home	early	Friday	afternoon.	 	At	the	dinner	

table	he	mentioned	 that	 the	 investigation	definitely	 showed	

that	arson	was	the	cause	of	 the	Ace	Hardware	Store.	 	There	

was	 talk	 that	 the	 building	 was	 over	 insured	 with	 a	 recent	



insurance	 policy.	 	 Dad	 shook	 his	 head.	 	 We	 knew	 he	 was	

holding	back.		We	knew	he	was	a	good	friend	with	Don	Smith	

and	he	feared	the	possible	outcome.		It	didn’t	look	good.		Turns	

out	that	the	Smith	family	empire	was	in	trouble	due	to	money	

lost	on	an	out-of-state	land	deal.		Everything	pointed	a	finger	

of	guilt	and	foul	play	towards	the	Smiths.		

	

Brian	had	designed	and	built	some	skis	that	he	attached	

to	my	model	airplane.	 	It	had	come	with	wheels	but	with	all	

the	snow	on	the	ground,	Brian	figured	out	a	way	to	fly	and	land	

my	plane	without	waiting	for	dry	ground.		He	was	smart	like	

that.		He	was	always	thinking	outside	the	box	and	I	loved	him	

for	it.				

We	 prepared	 a	 small	 runway	 of	 snow	 that	 we	 had	

painstakingly	packed	down	with	one	of	Dad’s	shovels.		Brian	

flipped	the	propellers	starting	the	plane	and	placed	it	on	the	

runway.	 	 The	 plane	 was	 quite	 large,	 boasting	 a	 three-foot	

wingspan.	 	 Brian	 had	 ordered	 two	 new,	 more	 powerful	

engines	for	the	Cessna,	and	here	it	was	sitting	in	front	of	us	

ready	for	its	maiden	voyage	to	the	skies.			

It	 was	 Saturday	 morning	 and	 we	 chose	 to	 use	 the	

football	field	over	at	the	high	school	for	the	first	test	flight.		I	

revved	up	the	engines	and	pushed	the	middle	lever	forward	

on	 the	 remote	 control.	 	 The	 plane	 taxied	 down	 the	 runway	

picking	up	speed,	then	went	airborne.		We	both	cheered	with	

delight.		The	plane	handled	perfectly.		Why	wouldn’t	it?		It	was	



built	by	two	geniuses,	we’d	laugh.		Brian	had	also	taken	the	IQ	

test	at	school,	which	registered	him	over	168.			

Brian	 took	 his	 turn	 at	 the	 controls.	 	 He	made	 several	

passes	 with	 the	 plane	 and	 then	 brought	 it	 in	 for	 a	 smooth	

landing.	 	 The	 landing	 skis	 worked	 flawlessly	 as	 they	 were	

calculated	to	match	the	planes	weight,	length	and	wingspan.			

Now	it	was	time	to	go	get	Mom	and	Dad	and	to	put	on	a	

real	 airshow.	 	 Dad	was	 in	 his	 heated	 garage	 putting	 a	 new	

spark	plug	in	the	snow	blower.		Mom	had	just	fixed	lunch	so	

the	timing	was	perfect.		Over	lunch	we	explained	the	thrill	of	

watching	our	plane	actually	fly	with	no	wires.		Mom	and	Dad	

were	excited	too.	 	They	left	the	dirty	plates	on	the	table	and	

made	 the	hike	 to	 the	high	school	 football	 field	 to	watch	 the	

show.		After	a	quick	refuel,	Brian	started	the	plane,	placed	it	

on	 the	ground	and	 revved	 it	up	 taking	 it	down	 the	 runway.		

The	plane	performed	like	 it	was	supposed	to.	 	Brian,	after	a	

few	minutes,	started	taking	liberties	with	the	controls.		We	all	

watched	 as	 the	 plane	 now	 affectionately	 called	 “Hank”	

performed	rolls	and	dives	causing	us	all	to	applaud.			

It	 was	 hard	 to	 believe	 that	 some	 families	 never	 did	

things	like	this	together.		Some	parents	give	their	kids	gifts	so	

they	will	go	off	and	play,	leaving	the	adults	alone	so	they	could	

do	their	own	thing.		Not	our	family.		We	did	things	together.		

We	had	something	special	and	we	loved	it.		

Brian	was	never	satisfied.		He	said	we	needed	a	bigger	

faster	plane	with	more	of	a	range.	 	He	knew	we	would	need	



money	to	afford	such	a	beast	so	he	decided	to	get	a	job	at	the	

local	 theater.	 	 He	 calculated	 that	 within	 a	 few	 months	 of	

saving,	 he	 could	 enhance	 our	 hobby,	 adding	 a	 bigger	 and	

better	plane	to	our	fleet	of	one.		We	started	reading	everything	

we	could	on	plane	building.	

School	was	going	well.	I	decided	to	join	the	chess	club,	a	

first	for	our	family	and	me.		Dad	had	taught	us	to	play	chess	at	

a	very	young	age	and	Brian	and	I	were	both	good	at	the	game.			

I’ll	never	forget	the	time	the	town	chess	club	president	

challenged	the	champion	of	the	high	school	team	to	a	match.		

It	was	between	my	favorite	math	teacher	Mr.	Spencer,	and	me.		

The	whole	 town	showed	up	 for	 the	event.	 	They	decided	 to	

host	 the	 match	 in	 the	 high	 school	 gymnasium	 in	 order	 to	

accommodate	 all	 the	 onlookers.	 	 Tickets	were	 sold	 to	 raise	

money	 for	 charity	and	 the	chess	 club.	 	The	gymnasium	was	

scheduled	 for	 two	 hours,	 or	 longer	 if	 needed.	 	 Some	 kids	

brought	beanbag	chairs	and	oversized	pillows	nestling	in	for	

the	long	haul.			

I	felt	bad	for	Mr.	Spencer,	as	I	beat	him	in	just	five	moves.			

Dad	said	at	 the	dinner	 table	 that	night,	 “You	probably	

should	 have	 stretched	 that	 game	 out	 a	 little	 longer,	 for	 the	

benefit	 of	 the	 fans,	 and	 especially	 for	 the	 benefit	 of	 Mr.	

Spencer.”		He	chuckled	and	started	clearing	the	plates.		

The	whole	town	knew	that	Brian	and	I	were	smart,	but	

we	weren’t	nerds,	at	least	we	didn’t	think	we	were.		We	were	

actually	kind	of	cool	because	we	liked	cool	things.	 	We	were	



always	building	projects	that	the	other	kids	found	interesting,	

and	we	were	always	willing	to	explain	how	we	did	it.	

We	never	 thought	 of	 ourselves	 as	 rich.	 	We	 lived	 in	 a	

modest	 three-bedroom	 bungalow	 and	 our	 cars	 were	 older.		

Dad	drove	the	older	of	the	two	cars;	a	Chevrolet	Malibu.		Mom	

always	 liked	Cadillac’s	so	 that’s	what	she	drove.	 	On	special	

occasions	we	always	took	Mom’s	car	but	Dad	always	drove.			

	

Springtime	was	 in	 the	 air	 and	 the	whole	 town	was	 in	

bloom.		Lilac	trees	were	everywhere	and	the	air	was	pungent	

with	their	beautiful	lavender	colored	blossoms.			

I	always	loved	the	sound	of	lawnmowers	starting	up	on	

Saturday	mornings	and	 the	smell	of	 fresh	cut	grass.	 	A	sure	

sign	that	summer	vacation	was	right	around	the	corner.			

Brian	was	turning	sixteen	soon	and	would	be	getting	his	

learners	permit.		He	was	taking	a	drivers	education	class	after	

school	 and	was	preparing	 for	 the	written	 exam	as	well.	 	 Of	

course	when	the	time	came	he	passed	both	with	flying	colors.		

Dad	discussed	getting	Brian	a	car	and	suggested	it	would	be	a	

good	thing	if	he	helped	pay	for	it.		

Brian	 had	 been	 working	 on	 weekends	 at	 the	 library	

since	the	town	theater	had	closed,	and	decided	to	up	his	game,	

realizing	he	could	make	more	money	during	 the	summer	at	

the	local	newspaper.		He	applied	as	an	intern	writer	at	the	Red	

Rock	City	Advocate.		Brian	had	a	great	vocabulary	and	could	

type	over	eighty	words	per	minute	with	a	low	margin	of	error.		



He	got	the	 job.	 	The	newspaper	editor	was	a	friend	of	Dad’s	

and	he	was	impressed	at	Brian’s	maturity	and	writing	skills.				

Brian’s	 first	 assignment	 was	 at	 the	 airport.	 	 His	 boss	

knew	he	 loved	planes	 and	decided	 to	 let	 him	 report	 on	 the	

progress	of	the	new	addition	and	runway.		The	airport	would	

one	day	be	able	to	handle	larger	planes,	eventually	leading	the	

town	to	having	small	commuter	plane	capabilities.		Brian	was	

thrilled.	 	While	at	the	airport	he	became	friends	with	one	of	

the	 flight	 instructors	 and	 announced	 to	 us	 he	 wanted	 to	

pursue	his	pilot’s	license.		Brian	was	my	hero.		

My	life	was	getting	busier	as	well.		I	too	wanted	a	job	for	

the	summer,	so	I	asked	Mom	and	Dad	what	they	thought.		They	

both	agreed	it	would	be	a	good	idea	as	long	as	it	didn’t	distract	

from	my	summertime	activities.		Dad	said	that	he	would	put	

some	thought	into	it.		He	knew	most	everyone	in	town	and	told	

me	he	would	keep	his	eyes	and	ears	open.		

	

The	last	day	of	school	was	always	special.		It	had	its	own	

energy.	 	 The	 weather	 was	 always	 hot	 and	we	 pretty	much	

spent	 the	 morning	 in	 our	 homeroom	 class	 laughing	 and	

playing	word	games,	an	activity	which	usually	ended	by	noon.		

When	 the	 much-anticipated	 year-end	 bell	 rang,	 I	 walked	

home,	meeting	Brian	in	the	driveway.				

He	 said,	 “Hey…	Dad	 and	 I	 are	 thinking	 about	 doing	 a	

little	car	shopping.		Would	you	like	to	go?			



Dad	had	taken	an	early	day	off	and	was	just	driving	up	

the	 driveway.	 	 He	 rolled	 down	 the	 passenger	 window	 and	

yelled,	 “You	 guys	 ready	 to	 roll?”	 	 We	 jumped	 in	 and	 Dad	

backed	up	his	Malibu	into	the	street.		

Dad	had	a	close	friend	named	Tom	who	had	a	small	car	

lot.		Dad	did	his	books	and	Tom	said	he	would	sell	him	any	car	

on	the	lot	at	his	cost,	if	he	cut	him	a	deal	on	his	accounting.		We	

weren’t	sure	how	the	details	of	the	deal	would	be	worked	out	

and	we	really	didn’t	care.		We	were	there	to	get	Brian	a	car.				

We	were	all	out	walking	the	lot	when	Tom	sauntered	up.			

“Hey	guys…	how	ya’ll	doing?”	Tom	blurted.			

Tom	had	a	portly	belly	and	a	red	complexion.		He	loved	

to	tell	jokes	and	one-liners	and	grew	up	in	Texas.			

“Hey	guys,	what	did	one	snowman	say	to	the	other?		Do	

you	smell	carrots?”		With	that,	Tom	reared	back	his	head	and	

gave	a	belly	laugh	a	hippo	would	have	been	proud	of.				

Tom	was	one	of	a	kind	and	was	always	in	a	good	mood.		

That’s	why	Dad	liked	him.	 	Brian	and	I	decided	that	most	of	

Dad’s	jokes	came	from	Tom.	

Dad	walked	up	to	an	older	BMW.		It	was	a	three	series,	

looked	clean,	and	Tom	said	everything	worked,	including	the	

air	conditioning.		The	car	had	shiny	paint	that	was	still	original	

from	the	factory	and	it	appeared	almost	new,	even	though	it	

was	a	few	years	old.		Its	silver	magnesium	wheels	made	it	look	

expensive	up	against	the	smoky	gray	body	color.			



Tom	came	back	with	the	keys.		The	car	started	right	up.		

Dad	had	Brian	stand	behind	to	see	if	any	smoke	came	out	of	

the	exhaust.			

“Nope…	 all	 clear,”	 yelled	 Brian	 as	 he	 got	 in	 the	 front	

passenger	seat.			

Dad	said	he	would	drive	first	and	if	he	liked	what	he	felt	

he’d	 let	Brian	 take	 the	wheel.	 	We	drove	 to	 the	outskirts	of	

town	 and	 onto	 the	 freeway.	 	 The	 little	 car	 purred.	 	 We	 all	

pushed	every	button	to	make	sure	everything	was	in	working	

order.		Power	windows;	check,	air	conditioning;	check,	stereo;	

check.		It	had	a	great	stereo	complete	with	a	CD	player.		Brian	

was	excited,	as	was	I.		Man,	I	would	be	seen	in	a	BMW	cruising	

with	my	brother	all	over	town.		Life	was	good!		

We	arrived	back	at	the	lot	with	Brian	at	the	wheel.		We	

walked	into	the	small	office	where	Dad	and	Tom	worked	out	

the	deal.		Brian	had	saved	a	few	hundred	dollars	and	promised	

to	pay	Dad	more	down	the	road	when	his	summer	job	really	

kicked	 in.	 	Dad	knew	that	Brian	needed	a	car	 to	get	around	

with	and	knew	that	I	would	need	rides	as	well.		He	wanted	to	

make	good	on	his	end	of	the	deal,	promising	Brian	a	car	if	he	

made	the	honor	role	again.			

We	 got	 home	 and	 Mom	 greeted	 us	 in	 the	 driveway.		

“Wow,”	she	said,	“Is	this	yours?”	Brian	was	smiling	ear	to	ear.		

She	 gave	 him	 a	 hug	 and	 kissed	 his	 forehead	 and	 said,	

“Congratulations	Brian,	it’s	beautiful!”		Mom	was	cool,	as	she	

trusted	Dad.		Mom	wasn’t	the	type	that	had	to	be	included	in	



everything.	 	She	understood	that	this	was	a	guy	moment.	 	A	

time	for	a	father	and	his	boys	to	hunt	for	the	perfect	car.		She	

and	Dad	understood	each	other.			

She	told	Brian,	“Maybe	you	can	take	me	for	a	ride	later?”		

She	knew	that	her	mother	and	son	time	was	up	ahead.		

Red	Rock	City	is	famous	for	the	rock	that	the	Indians	use	

to	make	their	sacred	pipes.		It’s	a	reddish	brown	colored	rock	

that	 is	 easy	 to	 saw,	 cut	 and	 sand.	 	 North	 American	 Indians	

would	come	 from	miles	around	 to	harvest	 the	stone	 from	a	

quarry	on	the	edge	of	town.		Even	though	we	were	all	proud	

of	 our	 little	 town,	 Brian	 made	 it	 quite	 clear	 that	 after	

graduation	he	wanted	to	leave	to	see	more	of	what	the	world	

had	to	offer.		I	didn’t	blame	him	as	I	felt	the	same	way.		I	think	

Mom	 and	Dad	 stayed	 in	 Red	Rock	 City	 only	 to	 be	 closer	 to	

Mom’s	parents.		

Living	in	a	one-horse	town	had	its	advantages	but	there	

were	also	some	negatives	 too.	 	Word,	good	or	bad,	 traveled	

quickly	through	our	town.		Everyone	seemed	to	always	know	

your	 business.	 	 Many	 a	 good	 man	 and	 woman	 had	 been	

branded	and	forced	to	leave	on	account	of	being	shunned.				

“It’s	 hard	 to	 do	 business	 when	 no	 one	 wants	 to	 do	

business,”	Dad	would	say.			

I	think	this	was	one	of	the	main	reasons	why	our	family	

stayed	so	close,	meaning	we	kept	our	family	issues	within	the	

walls	of	our	own	home.		It’s	not	that	we	had	any	dark	secrets,	

but	being	private	always	seemed	to	be	our	family’s	policy.				



This	policy	seemed	to	work	for	us.		We	had	each	other	

and	we	really	didn’t	have	too	many	outsider	friends	except	for	

maybe	a	few	associates	we	chummed	with	at	school.		

Brian’s	 car	was	 amazing.	 	 Not	 too	many	 people	 knew	

what	a	BMW	was	in	our	town,	let	alone	own	one.		Dad	thought	

the	reason	he	got	such	a	great	deal	on	Brian’s	car	was	because	

no	 one	 really	 knew	 how	 popular	 BMW’s	were,	 as	 it	 wasn’t	

getting	much	attention	on	Tom’s	lot.		I	guess	that	was	just	one	

more	advantage	of	 living	 in	Red	Rock	City.	 	Dad	would	 just	

shake	his	head	and	chuckle	when	the	tone	of	the	community	

would	throw	a	blessing	his	way.		

	 	



	

CHAPTER	TWO	

AN	INDIAN	SUMMER	

	

Summer	was	 in	 full	 swing.	 	 Mom	 kept	 busy	 with	 her	

garden	 out	 back	 and	 keeping	 the	 grass	 watered	 out	 front.		

Hardly	 anyone	 in	 our	 town	 had	 an	 automatic	 sprinkling	

system.		We	didn’t	need	it.		Rain	was	something	our	area	was	

never	short	on.					

On	 those	 particularly	 hot	 summer	 days,	 Mom	 would	

sneak	the	coiled	garden	hose	out	front	and	hook	it	up	to	our	

creeping	 sprinkler.	 	 This	watering	devise	was	 really	unique	

and	my	hat	goes	off	to	the	guy	who	invented	it.		It	looked	like	

a	 small	 version	 of	 an	 old	 tractor	 driving	 back	 to	 the	 house	

sitting	on	top	of	the	hose.		The	two	front	wheels	straddled	the	

garden	hose,	which	it	followed	at	a	slow	pace	spreading	water	

as	it	crept.		It	was	fun	to	watch…	for	about	two	minutes.		

My	job	was	to	keep	the	yard	mowed	and	trimmed.		Dad	

gave	me	a	 small	 allowance	but	 I	 really	needed	a	 job.	 	 I	was	

fifteen	now	and	jobs	for	kids	weren’t	that	plentiful	in	our	small	

town.				



Dad	usually	 came	home	 for	 lunch	 since	he	worked	 so	

close.		Sometimes	he	would	eat	at	Long’s	Café	if	he	was	with	a	

client	and	had	worked	through	the	lunch	hour,	or	sometimes	

he	would	sit	up	to	the	counter	alone,	listening	in	on	the	town	

gossip	while	eating	his	BLT.	

Today	Dad	came	home	for	lunch	as	he	had	some	news	

he	wanted	to	give	me	personally.		He	had	found	me	a	job.		The	

Red	Rock	City	quarry	needed	someone	to	help	guide	tourists	

in	and	around	the	quarry	over	the	summer	months.				

The	quarry	had	 a	 reputation	of	 being,	well…	haunted.		

Indian	 tribes	 from	 all	 over	 the	 nation	 knew	 of	 the	 sacred	

quarry	and	only	Indians	were	allowed	to	remove	the	sacred	

stone	 from	 its	 ledges.	 	 The	 quarry	 had	 become	 a	 national	

monument	and	only	a	few	of	the	top	pipestone	carvers	from	

the	Dakota	and	Lakota	tribes	were	allowed	to	set	up	shop	to	

make	their	wares.		Tourists	paid	big	money	for	the	authentic	

handmade	 pipes	 as	 well	 as	 for	 jewelry	 and	 beadwork	 the	

Indians	 were	 famous	 for.	 	 The	 State	 had	 built	 a	 beautiful	

building	 beside	 the	 quarry	 to	 accommodate	 the	 tourists,	

where	 they	 paid	 a	 small	 fee,	 allowing	 them	 access	 to	 the	

history	 films	 in	 the	 theater	 room	 and	 the	 nature	 path	 out	

behind	 the	building.	 	 The	path	outside	was	neatly	 groomed	

which	 traversed	 around	 the	 quarry.	 	 There	 were	 small	

educational	signs	that	explained	details	about	the	vegetation	

and	the	history	of	the	area.		The	signs	also	told	of	the	different	



Indian	tribes	who	in	years	past	had	resided	around	the	quarry.		

I	was	excited	and	eager	to	start	my	new	job.		

Dad	gave	me	a	piece	of	paper	with	a	name	on	it.		Dennis	

Little	Bear.	 	I	threw	the	paper	away.	 	I	could	remember	that	

one.		Dennis	was	famous,	and	with	a	name	like	that,	everybody	

knew	or	at	least	knew	of	him.		On	occasion	he	would	come	to	

our	school	to	tell	us	about	Indian	folklore	and	sometimes	he	

would	 get	 into	 some	 stories	 about	 ghosts	 of	 past	 Indian	

leaders	who	would	visit	him	in	dreams.		He	was	known	in	his	

tribe	as	a	medicine	man	and	was	believed	to	have	the	power	

to	reach	out	to	the	after	life.		Regardless,	I	was	starting	my	first	

official	 job	next	Monday	and	 I	was	excited.	 	 I	 could	ride	my	

bike,	which	was	nice,	as	I	didn’t	have	to	rely	on	anyone	to	drop	

me	off	or	pick	me	up.		

Saturday	morning	arrived	and	Dad	had	promised	to	take	

us	 camping.	 	There	was	a	 little	 fishing	area	we	 loved	called	

Lake	Benton.		It	was	a	short	drive	from	town	and	we	had	been	

going	 there	 for	as	 long	as	 I	could	remember.	 	Mom	was	not	

much	of	a	camper	and	elected	to	stay	home.		I	had	the	yard	all	

trimmed	and	mowed	as	promised,	and	Brian	had	the	weekend	

off	from	the	newspaper.		Brian	and	I	had	everything	ready	to	

go	and	tightly	packed	in	the	trunk	of	the	car.		Dad	had	called	

ahead	and	had	reserved	a	small	fishing	boat	for	us.			

Lake	Benton	was	 beautiful	 but	was	 known	 for	 having	

sudden	winds	and	storms	that	would	come	out	of	nowhere.		



Everyone	knew	this	and	Mom	even	warned	us	to	get	off	the	

water	at	the	site	of	anything	that	appeared	threatening.			

Indians	still	lived	around	the	banks	of	Lake	Benton,	as	it	

had	been	a	home	 to	 them	 long	before	 the	white	man	came.		

Having	studied	a	lot	of	Indian	history	at	the	school	library,	I	

always	felt	there	was	more	to	the	story	than	what	I	had	read.			

One	day	I	came	across	a	book	Dad	had	been	reading.		He	

had	borrowed	it	from	a	friend	at	work.		It	was	graphic.		It	told	

of	the	many	murders	that	took	place	and	how	the	white	man	

had	almost	annihilated	the	Indians	from	the	face	of	the	earth.		

It	made	me	nauseous	so	I	never	read	the	whole	thing.		I	just	

knew	that	the	Indians	had	been	cheated	out	of	their	land	and	

they	had	suffered	many	injustices.			

As	we	arrived	at	the	lake,	Dad	stopped	to	get	some	cold	

bottles	of	water	and	to	buy	some	hooks	from	the	roadside	gas	

station.		I	had	dug	fresh	worms	and	had	them	safely	stored	in	

a	white	Styrofoam	cup	with	a	lid	on	it.		Our	garden	was	famous	

for	having	the	best	and	biggest	worms	in	town.		At	least	that’s	

what	Dad	always	said.		

The	 lake	was	 peaceful	 as	we	 pulled	 into	 our	 camping	

spot.	 	It	was	right	on	the	edge	of	the	lake	and	we	decided	to	

place	 our	 large	 family	 canvas	 tent	 underneath	 the	 large	

weeping	willow	tree	since	the	shade	would	help	keep	it	cool.		

We	got	our	camp	set	up	and	headed	 for	 the	Marina.	 	 It	was	

located	 down	 the	 shoreline	 and	 around	 a	 bend	 as	 it	 was	

tucked	in	a	little	cove.		It	was	picture	perfect;	complete	with	a	



wooden	dock	surrounded	by	securely	tied	aluminum-fishing	

boats.		

“Number	13,”	the	man	behind	the	counter	said,	handing	

Dad	his	 receipt.	 	Our	boat	was	number	13.	 	Dad	wasn’t	 the	

superstitious	 type	 but	 due	 to	 the	 lakes	 reputation	 for	 large	

capsizing	waves	he	handed	the	receipt	back	and	asked	for	a	

different	boat.		The	man	smiled	and	said,	“Yea,	we	get	that	a	

lot.		I	really	should	take	number	thirteen	out	of	circulation.”		

With	life	jackets	on,	fishing	poles	in	hand	and	two	pulls	

of	the	rope,	we	were	off.		The	small	Mercury	motor	purred	as	

we	hit	the	open	lake.		Man,	life	couldn’t	get	any	better	than	this.		

Dad	knew	of	this	little	inlet	down	a	few	miles	and	across	to	the	

other	 side	 that	 was	 his	 favorite	 fishing	 spot.	 	 He	 had	 been	

going	there	for	years.	There	were	no	roads	on	the	other	side	

of	the	lake	and	his	special	fishing	hole	could	only	be	reached	

from	the	water.		

We	dropped	anchor	and	started	baiting	our	hooks.		The	

worms	were	huge	and	perfect	for	the	big	fish	we	anticipated	

on	catching.		The	lake	was	known	for	Walleye,	a	large	greenish	

pike-like	 fish	 with	 spines	 on	 its	 dorsal	 fins.	 	 Dad	 always	

cautioned	us	boys	to	make	sure	the	dorsal	fin	was	all	the	way	

down	before	handling	the	fish.	 	Many	inexperienced	anglers	

had	gone	home	with	hand	wounds	resulting	in	blood	stained	

shirts.		Dad	explained	that	the	Walleye	could	see	in	the	dark	

and	that	their	eyes	actually	put	off	a	glow	that	could	be	seen	at	



night.		These	fish	were	most	active	at	night	especially	with	a	

little	chop	on	the	lake	that	stirs	up	the	food	from	the	bottom.			

Brian	caught	the	first	fish.		It	was	just	over	three	pounds,	

a	 real	 keeper.	 	 It	 was	 exciting	 to	 watch	 Brian	 play	 his	 fish	

trying	to	keep	his	balance	while	Dad	was	also	standing	up	with	

his	 arms	 flailing	 rocking	 the	 boat	 yelling	 his	 play-by-play	

instructional	commands	on	how	to	not	lose	a	fighting	fish.		I’m	

surprised	 that	 between	 the	 two	 of	 them,	 our	 boat	 didn’t	

capsize.	

After	we	all	 had	 caught	our	 limit	 of	 two	 fish	 each,	we	

decided	to	head	back	to	camp.		It	was	about	five	o’clock	and	

we	 were	 tired	 and	 sunbaked.	 	 Even	 though	 we	 were	 all	

wearing	hats	and	sunblock,	we	could	feel	the	burning	effect	of	

the	sun	on	our	necks	and	arms.	

Dad	gutted	and	cleaned	the	fish,	putting	them	on	ice	in	

the	designated	fish	cooler.		He	then	got	out	our	hammocks.		He	

suggested	we	could	all	take	a	nap	under	the	willows.		Dad	had	

lived	 in	 South	 America	 years	 ago	 and	 was	 introduced	 to	

hammock	 sleeping	 there.	 	 Ever	 since	 then,	 he	 was	 always	

looking	for	a	new	hammock	to	buy.		We	had	several.		

We	had	pulled	the	little	fishing	boat	up	onto	the	sandy	

beach	in	front	of	our	campsite.	 	The	tent	was	just	as	we	had	

left	it	and	it	felt	good	to	lie	back	in	our	hammocks	getting	out	

of	the	hot	sun	for	a	while.		Mom	had	packed	the	large	Coleman	

drink	 cooler.	 	 It	 had	 been	 purchased	 brand	 new	 by	 her	

parents,	and	was	now	an	antique.		She	claimed	that	the	new	



coolers	never	worked	as	good	as	her	old	turquoise	Coleman.		

We	agreed.			

Brian	always	said,	“There’s	something	cool	about	the	ol’	

Coleman…	no	pun	intended.”		We’d	all	laugh.			

The	baloney	and	cheese	sandwiches	along	with	the	cold	

lemonade	from	the	Coleman	really	hit	the	spot.		Again…	we	all	

agreed	 that	 food	always	 seemed	 to	 taste	better	 in	 the	great	

out-of-doors.	 	We	 all	 laid	 back	 hanging	 in	 the	 shade	 of	 the	

willow	trees,	swaying	in	the	gentle	summers	breeze.		

An	hour	had	passed.		We	all	suddenly	awoke,	startled	by	

the	 loud	 crack	 of	 thunder.	 	 We	 had	 fallen	 asleep	 in	 our	

hammocks	unaware	of	the	dark	clouds	gathering	in	the	west	

behind	us.		We	all	ran	for	cover	inside	the	tent	as	it	started	to	

pour	rain.		We	were	all	laughing	like	little	kids	who	had	just	

gotten	away	with	ringing	a	doorbell.			

“Well,”	said	Dad,	“We	might	as	well	stay	put	and	let	this	

thing	pass.”				

It	was	common	knowledge	that	storms	in	the	area	never	

lasted	very	long.		Within	forty-five	minutes	we	were	outside	

of	our	family	tent	looking	up	at	the	sky	seeing	the	storm	clouds	

in	 the	 distance	 and	 smelling	 the	 wet	 grass.	 	 The	 sun	 was	

starting	 to	 peep	 through	 and	we	 all	 knew	our	 trip	 had	 just	

been	prolonged.		The	wind	and	storm	had	stirred	up	the	lake	

a	 little,	 as	 the	 water	 was	 murky	 and	 was	 now	 perfect	 for	

Walleye	fishing.		We	decided	to	fish	from	the	bank,	and	catch	

and	release,	since	we	had	already	caught	our	limit	for	the	day.		



Later	we	 sat	 around	 the	 fire	 pit	 as	 Dad	 prepared	 the	

kindling	 for	 our	 campfire.	 	 We	 loved	 our	 folding	 camping	

chairs.	 	They	were	really	comfortable	and	they	had	a	holder	

for	a	glass	of	lemonade	right	in	the	armrest.				

The	 fire	 started	 to	 catch	as	Dad	brought	up	 the	Smith	

family	again.	 	Watching	the	flames	rise	must	have	reminded	

him	of	the	Ace	hardware	fire.		He	said	he	had	heard	that	the	

Smith	 family	 father	might	 be	 serving	 some	 jail	 time	 due	 to	

insurance	 fraud.	 	 The	 investigation	 had	 concluded	 that	 the	

arson	motive	was	clear	and	that	the	Smith	family	needed	the	

insurance	money	and	started	the	fire	on	purpose.					

Dad	said,	“I	just	can’t	believe	it.		I	wish	there	was	some	

way	to	know	the	truth	for	sure.	 	Lighting	anything	on	fire	is	

not	something	the	Smiths	would	ever	do.			

I’ve	known	them	for	years.”	 	Dad	just	kept	shaking	his	

head	in	disbelief.				

A	 favorite	meal	around	 the	campfire	was	hotdogs	and	

tonight	 was	 no	 exception.	 	 We	 opened	 our	 cooler	 to	 find	

wieners,	buns,	ketchup	and	mustard,	 thanks	to	Mom.	 	Brian	

found	some	straight	branches	from	a	dogwood	tree	and	was	

sharpening	 the	 ends	with	 his	 jackknife.	 	Hot	 dogs	were	 the	

best,	especially	cooked	on	a	stick	over	an	open	fire.		Dad	told	

his	 old	 ghost	 stories	 that	 used	 to	 frighten	 us	 as	 kids.	 	 We	

laughed	and	talked,	then	laughed	and	talked	some	more.			

It	was	 now	getting	 late	 and	with	 another	 busy	 day	 of	

fishing	in	front	of	us	we	decided	to	retire	for	the	evening.		It	



was	 quiet.	 	 The	 harvest	 moon	 above	 was	 creating	 a	 moon	

glade	 across	 the	 lake	 that	 appeared	 like	 a	 beautiful	 path	 to	

heaven.	 	The	air	was	cool	and	was	perfect	 for	sleeping.	 	We	

drifted	off.		

	

“Hello	boys,	are	you	awake?”		

Startled,	we	awoke	to	Mom’s	voice	coming	through	the	

tent.			

“	Honey	is	that	you?”	said	Dad.				

“I	know	it’s	almost	five-thirty	in	the	morning	but	I	have	

some	bad	news	to	share,”	Mom’s	voice	quivered.			

We	all	pulled	our	jeans	on	and	gathered	outside	the	tent.			

Mom	 said,	 “Don	 Smith	 was	 found	 dead	 earlier	 this	

morning.		Marjorie	went	looking	for	him	and	found	him	in	the	

barn.		He	had	hung	himself.		He	had	taken	his	own	life.”		

It	was	still	early	and	the	sun	was	 just	starting	to	peek	

over	 the	east	horizon.	 	Dad	dropped	 into	one	of	 the	 folding	

chairs	in	disbelief.			

“How	could	this	be?		Don	Smith	was	a	stable	man,”	said	

Dad.		“At	least	he	appeared	to	be…	with	all	the	stress	on	him	

with	 the	 fire	 investigation	 and	 everything,	 maybe	 he	 just	

snapped?”			

“You	might	be	right,”	Mom	said.	“I	hated	to	put	a	damper	

on	 your	 trip	 but	 Mrs.	 Smith	 called	 with	 the	 news	 and	

requested	that	your	Dad	come	over	asap	to	discuss	something	

private.”			



Dad	gave	Mom	a	puzzled	look	as	she	just	shrugged	her	

shoulders.			

Dad	 left	 for	 town	as	Mom,	Brian	and	 I	 started	 to	 take	

down	the	tent.		Brian	and	I	got	in	the	small	fishing	boat,	started	

the	motor	and	agreed	to	meet	Mom	at	the	marina.		

“I	wish	I	knew	what	was	going	on	with	the	Smiths,”	said	

Brian.		“I	just	hate	mysteries.		It’s	like	someone	knows	exactly	

what	happened	and	the	rest	of	us	just	have	to	guess,	trying	to	

figure	it	all	out.”		

The	motor	was	purring	softly	as	we	entered	the	marina.		

Brian	backed	off	the	throttle	making	the	trip	last	a	little	longer	

as	if	he	needed	a	little	more	time	to	process	the	bad	news.			

The	ride	home	was	a	quiet	one.		Mom	broke	the	silence	

announcing	 that	 the	 funeral	would	probably	be	next	Friday	

and	to	make	sure	we	arranged	to	get	time	off.		We	pulled	in	the	

driveway.		The	car	wasn’t	back	yet	so	Dad	still	must	have	been	

at	the	Smith	residence.		

The	 Smiths	 lived	 on	 a	 beautiful	 acreage	 just	 on	 the	

outskirts	of	town.		Their	home	was	surrounded	by	cornfields	

and	as	kids	we	would	play	hide	n’	seek	in	the	tall	corn	behind	

their	house.		The	Smiths	had	a	daughter	that	was	now	married	

and	living	out	of	state.	 	The	Smiths	were	a	quiet	couple	and	

always	seemed	to	keep	to	themselves.	

It	was	Sunday	morning.		Mom	suggested	we	go	to	church	

thinking	it	might	be	appropriate	due	to	the	bad	news,	but	then	

decided	it	was	too	late	to	go	as	the	service	had	already	started.		



Brian	 and	 I	 were	 relieved,	 as	 we	 weren’t	 fans	 of	 sitting	 in	

church.		We	never	told	that	to	Mom	out	of	fear	she	might	make	

us	go	more	frequently	just	to	teach	us	a	lesson	for	our	distaste	

in	religion.		Knowing	that	there	had	just	been	a	death	in	town,	

made	 for	 a	 solemn	Sunday.	 	Brian	and	 I	 knew	Mr.	 Smith	as	

well.		At	our	age,	death	was	something	we	really	hadn’t	come	

to	 terms	with.	 	 It	 seemed	 so	 final,	 here	 one	 day,	 then	 gone	

forever	the	next.		

Dad’s	car	was	heard	coming	up	the	driveway.		Dad	was	

home.		It	was	now	three	o’clock	and	we	were	all	curious	as	to	

what	 had	 been	 discussed	 for	 so	 many	 hours	 at	 the	 Smith	

residence.		Dad	walked	in	and	gave	Mom	a	hug.	

She	said,	“Let	me	make	some	tea	while	you	freshen	up.”			

Dad	had	gone	straight	from	the	lake	to	the	Smiths.		Mom	

was	 afraid	 he	 smelled	 of	Walleye.	 	 He	 assured	 her	 that	 he	

stopped	at	a	gas	station	and	washed	his	hands	and	face	with	

scented	soap	before	visiting	the	Smith	home.	 	She	was	okay	

with	that.		

Mom	 brought	 the	 tea	 into	 the	 living	 room	 where	 we	

were	all	waiting	for	Dad	to	finish	his	shower.		Within	minutes	

he	 appeared	 dressed,	 drying	 his	 hair	 with	 a	 towel.	 	 He	 sat	

down	 in	 his	 favorite	 chair,	 draped	 the	 towel	 over	 his	 knee,	

pushed	back	his	wet	hair	with	his	fingers	and	let	out	a	sigh.	

“Well	guys,	life	is	interesting,”	he	said.		“It	appears	that	

the	local	law	enforcement	had	enough	evidence	to	convict	Don	

Smith	of	arson.	 	Now	with	the	news	of	his	death	and	with	it	



being	a	suicide,	his	wife	is	fearful	of	not	getting	any	of	Don’s	

life	insurance.		It’s	a	real	mess.”			

Dad	went	on	to	explain	that	he	needed	to	go	down	to	his	

office	to	spend	some	time	sorting	out	the	Smiths	finances	and	

life	 insurance	 papers	 preparing	 for	 a	 Monday	 morning	

meeting	with	their	attorney.		Dad	apologized	that	our	camping	

trip	was	cut	short.		We	understood.	

The	next	morning	Dad	left	 for	his	office	early	to	finish	

preparing	 for	 the	 Smith	 family	 meeting.	 	 Brian	 was	 in	 the	

kitchen	eating	breakfast	before	heading	to	his	newspaper	job	

and	I	was	excited	to	ride	my	bike	to	the	quarry	for	my	first	day	

at	work.		I	packed	myself	a	peanut	butter	and	jelly	sandwich,	

a	bag	of	salt	and	vinegar	chips	and	headed	out	the	door.			

Dennis	Little	Bear	was	waiting	for	me	when	I	arrived.			

“Right	on	time	Steven…	impressive,”	he	said,	as	I	walked	

into	the	quarry	visitor’s	center.		He	shook	my	hand	and	said,	

“Follow	me.”			

We	walked	down	the	hall	and	turned	into	a	small	office	

that	displayed	his	name	on	a	plaque	on	his	desk.			

“Have	 a	 chair,”	 he	 said	 with	 a	 smile.	 	 “Tell	 me	 about	

yourself”.	

“Well,	my	name	 is	Steven.	 	My	older	brothers	name	 is	

Brian.		He	just	got	a	new	car.		My	Mom’s	name	is	Donna	and	

my	Dad’s	name	is	Edward	but	everyone	calls	him	Ed.”			

“Very	good,”	said	Dennis.		“Now	tell	me	what	it	is	you	like	

to	do.”			



I	thought	for	a	minute	then	blurted	out,	“I	 like	to	read	

and	 I’m	good	at	building	 things.”	 	 It	was	 the	 first	 thing	 that	

popped	into	my	mind.	 	 “Oh	yes,	and	card	tricks,	 I’m	good	at	

that.”	

I	had	never	been	asked	that	question	before	and	I	wasn’t	

even	 sure	 about	my	 answer	 but	 I	 thought	 that	was	 enough	

information	for	now.	

Dennis	pressed	on,	“I	mean,	if	you	could	do	anything,	if	

you	had	a	special	power	what	would	that	power	be?”	

Ok,	 this	 was	 getting	 a	 little	 weird,	 but	 I	 decided	 to	

answer	his	question	anyway.		I	thought	for	what	seemed	to	be	

forever	then	I	said.		“You	know,	I	wish	I	had	the	ability	to	know	

the	truth,	I	mean	to	be	a	fly	on	the	wall	so	I	could	know	the	

whole	story	about	people.”	

Dennis	 smiled	 and	 nodded	 saying,	 “Very	 good,	 that	

would	be	a	worthy	gift	 to	have.”	 	With	that	he	said,	“Let	me	

show	you	around.”		

Dennis	 took	 the	 next	 half	 hour	 or	 so	 showing	me	 the	

visitor’s	center.		Pretty	much	everyone	in	town	had	been	here	

including	me,	several	times,	so	everything	was	pretty	familiar.		

He	 showed	me	 some	 back	 rooms	 I	 had	 never	 seen	 before,	

where	I	was	to	eat	my	lunch,	bathrooms	for	the	employees	etc.		

He	gave	me	the	task	of	watching	the	full-length	visitors	video.		

It	was	about	twenty	minutes	long.		After	I	watched	the	video	I	

returned	to	his	office.				



Dennis	had	me	follow	him	outside	and	we	proceeded	to	

walk	 the	 nature	 trail	 side	 by	 side	 as	 he	 explained	 the	 local	

plant	life	and	Indian	folklore.		He	was	from	the	Dakota	Sioux	

Tribe	and	he	was	proud	of	his	heritage.		He	explained	that	pipe	

making	was	becoming	a	lost	art	as	the	Indian	youth	had	lost	

interest	in	all	things	Indian.			

We	 walked	 by	 the	 small	 stream	 and	 came	 to	 the	

waterfall.	 	 Dennis	 explained	 that	 this	 was	 a	 favorite	

destination	of	the	Dakota	tribe	and	that	they	had	camped	on	

this	very	meadow	for	hundreds	of	years.	

He	smiled	and	said,	“Too	bad	you	didn’t	have	that	power	

you	seek,	to	know	of	the	truth,	as	you	could	be	telling	me	what	

this	area	was	like	hundreds	of	years	ago.”			

He	chuckled	and	said,	“Maybe	one	day	you	will	posses	

that	power.”			

The	 hours	 passed	 slowly	 for	 me.	 	 The	 tourists	 were	

starting	 to	 arrive	 a	 little	 more	 each	 day.	 	 Getting	 to	 know	

people	from	different	parts	of	the	country	was	interesting	and	

it	 helped	 to	 pass	 the	 time	more	 quickly.	 	 Some	 tour	 buses	

contained	youth	from	different	states	but	mostly	it	was	older	

retired	 folks	with	 canes	 and	walkers.	 	 The	 center	 provided	

wheel	chairs	so	everyone	had	a	chance	 to	walk	 the	 trails	as	

they	were	paved	with	smooth	asphalt.		

On	Thursday,	Dennis	 invited	me	 to	 lunch.	 	The	 center	

wasn’t	expecting	the	next	tour	bus	for	a	couple	of	hours	so	we	

jumped	 in	 his	 truck	 and	 headed	 to	 Long’s	 Café.	 	 I	 had	 a	



cheeseburger	 with	 fries	 and	 a	 chocolate	 shake.	 	 Dennis	

ordered	the	same	thing.	

Dennis	 asked,	 “Are	 you	 going	 to	 Don	 Smiths	 funeral	

tomorrow?”			

I	 had	 forgotten	 all	 about	 asking	 for	 time	 off	 for	 the	

funeral.			

I	said,	“Yes,	I	was	planning	on	it.”	

Dennis	explained	that	the	funeral	was	scheduled	for	two	

o’clock	and	that	I	could	come	to	work	in	the	morning	then	ride	

with	him	to	the	funeral.		I	thought	that	would	be	perfect	as	I	

only	had	my	bike.		

We	finished	up	our	food	and	headed	back	to	the	visitors	

center.		Dennis	said	something	interesting	on	the	way	back	to	

work.	

He	said,	“I	feel	bad	for	the	Smith	family.		I	don’t	think	Don	

deserved	to	die	the	way	he	did	and	he	definitely	didn’t	deserve	

going	to	jail.”	

It	was	as	if	Dennis	knew	something	that	no	one	else	did.	

The	 next	 day	 Dennis	 called	 me	 over	 the	 intercom.	 	 I	

walked	into	his	office.			

He	said,	“Hey,	it’s	a	little	after	one.		Why	don’t	we	head	

out	to	the	funeral	early	so	we	can	get	a	seat	as	I’m	sure	it	will	

be	 a	 packed	 house.”	 	 Everyone	 for	 miles	 around	 knew	 the	

Smith	family	and	I	was	sure	Dennis	would	be	right.		

We	got	to	the	large	brick	Church,	found	a	parking	place	

and	walked	inside.		The	church	was	filling	up	fast.		Mom,	Dad	



and	Brian	walked	in	a	few	minutes	after	we	arrived,	and	we	all	

sat	together	with	Dennis	on	the	end	of	the	pew.	

At	 two	 o’clock	 sharp	 the	minister	 started	 the	 service.		

The	Smith	family	was	invited	in	as	they	were	having	a	special	

prayer	in	a	back	room	down	the	hall.		We	all	stood	up	out	of	

respect	as	the	pallbearers	pushed	the	casket	in	with	the	Smith	

family	 following	 close	 behind.	 	 Smith	 family	 relatives	 had	

travelled	far	and	wide	to	be	here	and	they	took	up	the	first	four	

pews.		As	they	sat	down,	the	minister	invited	the	congregation	

to	sit	as	well.	

The	minister	was	standing	up	front	on	a	podium	in	the	

middle	of	 the	 large	church.	 	 I	noticed	 the	church	was	at	 full	

capacity	as	I	took	a	glance	over	my	right	shoulder.		The	rest	of	

the	meeting	was	a	blur	for	me.		My	active	mind	kept	going	over	

every	 conversation	 I	 had	 heard	 between	my	Mom	and	Dad	

usually	late	at	night.		There	was	something	mysterious	going	

on	here	and	I	really	wanted	to	know	the	truth.	

There	 were	 a	 lot	 of	 tears	 from	 everyone	 in	 the	

congregation.	 	 All	 had	 loved	 Don	 Smith,	 and	 he	 would	 be	

missed	terribly.		He	was	a	kind	man	and	he	never	said	a	cross	

word	about	anyone,	and	he	was	honest.		Not	the	attributes	of	

an	arsonist.	

The	 ride	 back	 to	 work	 was	 quiet.	 	 Dennis	 didn’t	 say	

much.	 	He	seemed	to	be	the	type	of	person	who	kept	all	his	

thoughts	to	himself	and	let	others	start	the	conversations.	

I	finally	blurted,	“So	what	did	you	think	of	the	funeral?”	



He	 paused,	 took	 a	 deep	 breath,	 then	 he	 said,	 “I	 don’t	

think	Don	lit	that	fire.”	

“What?”	I	said,	not	knowing	if	I	had	heard	him	correctly.	

	 Dennis	 gripped	 the	 steering	wheel	with	 both	 hands	

turned	to	me,	leaning	in,	and	said,	“I	don’t	think	Don	Smith,	lit	

that	fire…	he	is	innocent.”	

“Wow,	really?		How	do	you	know	that?”	I	stammered.	

He	said,	“Did	you	see	Don’s	wife?”	

I	said,	“Yes.”	

Dennis	 went	 quiet	 as	 if	 he	 had	 said	 too	 much	 and	

regretted	his	comment.	

There	wasn’t	much	 left	 of	 the	workday.	 	 I	 finished	up	

with	some	light	sweeping,	emptied	the	trash	baskets,	and	then	

poked	my	head	 into	Dennis’s	office	 to	say	goodbye.	 	Dennis	

invited	me	to	sit	down	for	a	minute.		He	got	up	and	closed	the	

door	behind	me.		He	sat	down	behind	his	desk,	put	his	hands	

across	his	belly	with	his	fingers	interlocking	and	said,	“I	want	

to	share	something	with	you.”		He	went	on.		“When	I	was	about	

your	age	I	had	a	dream.		I	had	been	visited	by	a	white	spirit	in	

the	night	who	said	I	would	have	a	gift,	a	gift	to	be	able	to	see	

things	that	I	desired.”	

I	sat	there	frozen	as	he	continued.	

Dennis	said,	“I	never	thought	much	about	the	dream,	but	

it	made	an	impact	on	me	and	I	never	forgot	it.		As	I	look	back	

on	my	life,	I	can	say	that	I	have	used	this	gift	many	times.		I	am	



able	to	see	things	that	are	about	to	happen	in	the	future,	and	I	

can	see	things	that	have	happened	in	the	past.”	

My	heart	started	thumping,	I	could	almost	hear	it	in	my	

ears.	

I	said,	“Is	that	how	you	know	Mr.	Smith	is	innocent?”	

He	nodded	and	said,	“yes.”	

Dennis	continued,	“I	also	know	some	things	concerning	

your	 future	as	well,	 and	when	 the	 time	 is	 right,	 I	will	 share	

with	you	what	I	know…	that	is	all.”	

With	that,	he	stood	up	and	motioned	for	me	to	open	the	

door.	 	 With	 my	 hand	 on	 the	 doorknob,	 I	 turned	 to	 ask	 a	

question.		As	if	he	had	read	my	mind,	Dennis	stopped	me	and	

said,	“We’ll	talk	more	about	this	another	day.”	

I	started	my	three-mile	bike	ride	home	trying	to	sort	out	

what	Dennis	had	said.		Wow,	this	guy	can	see	the	future.		Was	

it	true?		I	knew	by	the	stern	look	on	his	face	that	I	didn’t	dare	

question	or	challenge	his	claim.		I	also	knew	that	I	would	keep	

this	to	myself.		I	felt	that	if	I	casually	shared	what	Dennis	told	

me	over	the	dinner	table,	my	mother	would	make	me	quit	my	

job,	not	wanting	me	to	be	around	a	crazy	Indian.		Something	

told	me	that	Dennis	was	telling	the	truth	and	that	he	knew	I	

wouldn’t	discuss	 it	with	anyone.	 	 It’s	 like	he	knew	he	could	

trust	me	even	though	I	was	pretty	young.		I	always	knew	I	was	

mature	 for	 my	 age;	 after	 all,	 I	 did	 beat	 an	 adult	 chess	

champion.		As	I	pedaled	I	wondered	if	Dennis	actually	saw	a	

movie	 in	his	mind	of	things	that	happened	or	were	going	to	



happen.		Did	he	just	get	thoughts	or	was	it	more	of	a	feeling?		I	

knew	that	one	day	I	would	be	able	to	ask	him	outright.	

And	what	about	 the	 things	he	said	he	knew	about	my	

future?		What	was	that	all	about?		Yet,	another	reason	why	I	

couldn’t	talk	about	this	with	anyone.		If	I	did	talk,	no	one	would	

ever	let	me	see	Dennis	again,	and	I	would	never	know	what	he	

knew	about	my	future.		I	swore	myself	to	secrecy.	

Dinner	was	in	the	oven	when	I	walked	in	the	back	door.		

The	 smell	 of	 Mom’s	 meat	 loaf	 filled	 the	 air.	 	 Just	 what	 I	

needed…	comfort	 food	 I	 thought.	 	 She	was	 just	 finishing	up	

whipping	the	mashed	potatoes	when	Dad	walked	in.			

“Where’s	Brian?”	Dad	asked.		

“He’s	up	in	his	room,”	said	Mom.		She	yelled	for	Brian,	as	

dinner	was	ready.		He	quickly	responded.		

Friday	night	dinners	were	always	the	best.	 	 It	was	the	

time	when	we	discussed	the	goings-on	of	the	previous	week.		

We	 got	 to	 catch	 up	 with	 what	 everyone	 was	 doing.	 	 The	

discussion	started	off	with	Don	Smith’s	funeral.		A	lull	fell	over	

the	table.			

Dad	started	by	saying,	“It	was	a	wonderful	service	and	

tribute	to	a	dear	friend.”		He	paused	then	said,	“It’s	just	too	bad	

that	the	newspaper	printed	the	whole	story	of	Don’s	alleged	

guilt	before	he	died,	maybe	he	would	still	be	here.”	

Dad	looked	at	Brian	since	he	worked	at	the	newspaper,	

as	if	it	might	be	his	fault	somehow.			



Brian	said,	“Why	are	you	looking	at	me?		I	don’t	control	

what	the	paper	prints.”			

Dad	said,	“I’m	sorry	Brian,	I	 just	don’t	believe	Don	did	

anything	he	has	been	accused	of.		I	know	Don,	and	I	also	know	

that	in	a	small	town,	everyone	believes	what	is	written	in	the	

paper,	whether	it	be	true,	or	false.”		Dad	made	his	point.	

I	was	dying	 inside.	 	 I	wanted	 so	bad	 to	 talk	 about	my	

conversation	with	Dennis.		I	wanted	to	blurt	out	and	say,	“Don	

Smith	is	innocent,	and	an	Indian	told	me	so.”		That	would	not	

have	gone	over	well,	and	my	association	with	Dennis	would	

have	 ended	 right	 then	 and	 there.	 	Was	 it	 true?	 	Did	Dennis	

Little	Bear	know	the	truth?		

Dad	looked	at	me	and	said,	“I	wonder	what	Dennis	Little	

Bear	 thinks	 about	 this	whole	 thing?”	 	 I	 almost	 choked	 on	 a	

green	bean;	did	Dad	just	say	what	I	thought	he	said?			

I	answered	shrugging	my	shoulders,	“What	do	you	mean	

Dad?”			

He	responded,	“The	whole	town	knows	Dennis	can	see	

things	that	seem	to	come	true,	I	 just	wonder	what	he	thinks	

about	this	whole	mess?”			

I	played	dumb	saying,	“Dennis	can	predict	the	future?”		

Mom	chimed	in,	“Remember	the	time	when	Dennis	told	

everyone	 to	 leave	 town	because	 a	 tornado	was	 coming	and	

people	would	be	killed	if	they	stayed?		He	even	told	everyone	

the	exact	location	and	went	door	to	door	telling	folks	to	leave.”	



I	looked	at	Mom	stunned	and	said,	“What	did	the	people	

do?”		

She	 said,	 “The	people	 that	 stayed	died,	 those	who	 left	

lived.”			

Dad	said,	“It	was	the	worst	thing	that	ever	hit	our	town.		

After	that,	people	started	to	listen	to	Dennis.”		

“What	 about	 the	 freak	 blizzard	 he	warned	 us	 about?”	

Mom	blurted.			

Brian	said,	“I	remember	something	about	that.”				

I	said,	“What	blizzard?”		

Dad	explained,	 “Ten	years	 ago	 in	 late	October,	Dennis	

drove	to	every	farmer	telling	them	to	pull	their	cattle	into	the	

barns	because	a	big	blizzard	was	coming	that	night.	 	No	one	

believed	 him	 as	 the	 TV	 weatherman	 was	 forecasting	 clear	

skies.	 	 A	 few	 farmers	 listened	 and	 their	 cattle	 were	 safe.		

Others	were	completely	frozen	by	morning.”		He	continued,	“I	

personally	believe	everything	Dennis	Little	Bear	says.		Call	me	

crazy,	but	I’d	like	to	know	what	he	thinks	about	Don	Smith.”		

After	 that	 topic,	 the	rest	of	 the	week’s	events	paled	 in	

comparison.		Wow,	it	seems	I	am	the	last	guy	in	town	to	hear	

about	the	clairvoyant	gifts	of	Dennis	Little	Bear.		It’s	no	secret	

now	I	thought.			

After	 dinner	 I	 found	Dad	 lighting	 his	 pipe	 in	 the	 den,	

getting	ready	 to	read	his	new	Fish	and	Game	Magazine.	 	He	

had	subscribed	to	it	for	years	and	we	had	stacks	of	them	all	



over	the	house,	and	he	threatened	anyone	who	dared	throw	

them	away.			

I	said,	“Dad,	can	I	talk	to	you?”		

He	said,	“Sure	son,	what’s	on	your	mind?”		

I	said,	“You	know	I	work	with	Dennis	Little	Bear	at	the	

quarry	every	day?”		

He	said,	”Yes.”			

I	slowly	started	to	speak	when	Dad	interrupted.	 	“Son,	

what	did	Dennis	tell	you	about	Don	Smith?”		Dad	knew	that	I	

was	 riding	 to	 and	 from	 the	 funeral	with	 Dennis,	 and	 had	 a	

hunch	we	might	talk	about	the	fire	and	the	allegations	towards	

Don.		I	told	Dad	everything,	except	the	part	about	me,	and	my	

future.			

Dad	shook	his	fist	in	the	air	and	said,	“I	knew	it.		I	knew	

Don	was	innocent.		I	knew	there	was	foul	play.”			

Did	 I	 just	 hear	my	 Dad	 right?	 	 An	 accountant	 who	 is	

skeptical	 of	 anything	 that	 can’t	 be	 proven?	 	 Was	 this	 just	

emotion	 talking	 to	 help	 save	 the	 reputation	 of	 a	 lifelong	

friend?	

Dad	got	up	and	shut	the	den	door.		He	sat	down,	pushed	

the	large	matching	padded	stool	to	his	lazy	boy	out	with	his	

feet	and	beckoned	for	me	to	sit.		Dad	sat	up	and	came	closer,	

looking	me	right	in	the	eye.		He	said,	“Let	me	tell	you	a	little	

story.”	

“Your	Mom	and	I	just	a	few	years	ago	were	investing	in	

a	real	estate	deal.		We	were	putting	our	life	savings	as	well	as	



our	 inherited	money	 from	my	parents	 into	 this	 deal.	 	 I	 had	

crunched	all	the	numbers	and	everything	was	a	go.		The	night	

before	we	were	to	travel	to	Sioux	Falls	to	sign	the	deal	and	to	

hand	over	our	cashier’s	check,	out	of	the	blue	a	knock	came	to	

our	door.		It	was	Dennis	Little	Bear.		I	invited	him	in.		He	said	

he	had	seen	a	vision.		He	explained	the	whole	real	estate	deal	

in	 detail,	 so	much	 so,	 that	 your	mother	 and	 I	 listened,	 and	

withdrew	from	the	deal.”		Dad	continued,	“Dennis	was	right,	

the	whole	venture	collapsed	a	 few	months	 later,	people	 lost	

hundreds	of	thousands.		Turns	out	it	was	a	scam.		Your	mother	

and	I	would’ve	been	wiped	out.		We	owe	it	all	to	Dennis	Little	

Bear.”			

I	sat	there	trying	to	sort	out	what	Dad	had	just	told	me.			

Dad	said,	“So	son,	when	I	say	I	believe	Dennis	when	he	

talks,	I	really	mean	it.		He	has	a	gift	I	tell	you.”			

Little	did	I	know,	stories	like	this	had	happened	to	many	

others	 all	 around	 town.	 	 Dennis	 was	 known	 as	 the	 town	

watchman,	 the	shepherd	that	quietly	carves	his	pipes	at	 the	

quarry,	but	alerts	various	individuals	when	they	are	in	danger.			

When	I	told	Dad	that	I	wanted	to	work	for	the	summer,	

he	knew	that	Dennis	would	take	care	of	me.		My	parents	both	

knew	that	I	would	be	safe	with	him.			

I	later	learned	that	Mom	and	Dad	had	paid	for	Dennis’s	

daughter	to	attend	University	to	say	thanks	for	what	he	had	

done.	 	 Dennis’s	 daughter	was	 the	 first	 in	 his	 family	 to	 ever	



attend	University.		The	bond	between	Dennis	and	our	family	

goes	way	back	and	it	was	a	bond	that	was	unbreakable.	

Monday	 morning,	 another	 beautiful	 day,	 blue	 sky,	 no	

clouds,	sunshine,	and	hot.		

“Good	morning	Dennis,”	I	said	as	I	popped	my	head	into	

his	office	doorway.	 	He	said,	“Hey	fella,	come,	sit	down	for	a	

minute.”		

I	 sat	 down	across	 from	his	desk.	 	He	 smiled	 and	 said,	

“Your	 father	 paid	me	 a	 visit	 last	 night	 and	 told	me	 of	 your	

conversation.		Its	okay,	I	knew	you	would	tell	him.”		

I	felt	relieved.			

Dennis	 continued,	 “So	 now	 you	 know	 the	 closeness	 I	

have	with	your	parents.”	

“I	 had	 no	 idea,”	 I	 said.	 “Dennis,	 how	 do	 you	 do	 it?”	 I	

asked.	

He	smiled	and	said,	 “Well,	when	I	was	about	your	age	

our	family	was	living	on	the	reservation,	land	the	government	

gave	the	Indians	so	the	white	man	couldn’t	bother	them,	and	

they	could	live	in	peace.”	 	He	continued,	“Our	medicine	man	

knocked	 on	 our	 door	 one	 night	 and	 gave	 everyone	 in	 our	

family	 a	 blessing.	 	 Upon	my	 head	 he	 placed	 his	 hands	 and	

bestowed	 his	 powers,	 saying	 that	 I	 would	 grow	 up	 to	 be	 a	

spiritual	leader	and	a	seer.		In	short	I	would	be	able	to	warn	

people	of	future	events.”	

I	was	spell	bound.	



Dennis	continued,	“But	it	became	more	than	that.		I	was	

also	able	to	look	back	into	the	past.	 	That’s	how	I	know	Don	

Smith	was	innocent.”	

Last	 night	 Dennis	 explained	 in	 detail	 to	my	 Father	 of	

what	actually	happened	 in	regard	 to	 the	Ace	Hardware	 fire.		

He	explained	in	detail	all	the	events	that	lead	up	to	the	arson	

and	 that	 it	 wasn’t	 Don	who	 started	 it.	 	 Dennis	 wasn’t	 sure	

whom,	only	that	it	was	a	male	figure	he	kept	seeing.		He	felt	

that	 perhaps	 Don’s	 wife	 and	 son-in-law	 had	 arranged	

everything.		They	knew	that	the	insurance	would	be	enough	to	

clear	their	debts	with	the	out-of-state	deal	gone	bad.”		Dennis	

explained	that	he	had	warned	the	Smiths	prior	about	the	bad	

deal	but	they	passed	it	off	thinking	he	was	just	an	old	Indian	

that	 liked	 to	 meddle	 in	 peoples	 business.	 	 It	 was	 the	

persistence	 of	 the	 son	 in	 law	 that	 really	 pushed	 the	 deal	

through.		Dennis	knew	that	Don	and	his	wife	believed	him	but	

couldn’t	 compete	 with	 the	 young	 aggressive	 son-in-law	 as	

they	were	trying	to	be	supportive	of	their	daughter.		

Later	that	night	I	found	Dad	again	in	his	den,	his	favorite	

place	to	be	quiet.	 	I	hated	to	disturb	him,	but	I	was	bursting	

and	had	to	talk.		

“Hey	Dad,”	I	said.		

“Come	in	son,	let’s	chat,”	came	his	welcomed	reply.		

“Dennis	told	me	you	went	to	see	him	last	night,”	I	said.		

“Yes…”	he	 said.	 “I	needed	answers	and	 I	knew	Dennis	

was	the	only	one	who	really	had	them,”	he	smiled.		



Dad	went	on	to	say	that	in	spite	of	Don	being	innocent,	

he	was	advised	by	Dennis	to	leave	things	alone.		It	would	do	

no	good	to	try	and	clear	Don’s	name	now.		Don	was	dead	and	

nothing	was	going	to	bring	him	back.		It	was	enough	to	know	

that	 he	 was	 indeed	 innocent,	 regardless	 of	 what	 people	 in	

town	thought,	and	regardless	of	what	the	paper	wrote.		As	far	

as	Don’s	wife	and	her	son-in-law,	Dad	said	it	would	play	out	

the	way	it	was	supposed	to.		

I	left	the	den	and	went	up	to	my	room.		I	laid	on	my	bed	

and	stared	at	the	ceiling.		I	thought	about	how	calm	Dad	was.		

It	was	like	he	was	okay	with	everything	now,	and	that	he	knew	

the	 truth	 about	 Don.	 	 He	 had	 resolved	 in	 his	mind	 that	 his	

friend	was	 innocent	 and	 had	 done	 no	wrong	 and	was	 okay	

with	his	God.	

I	started	thinking	about	Dennis	and	his	gift	and	how	he	

had	helped	 so	many	people	 throughout	his	 life.	 	The	words	

Dennis	said	to	me	about	my	future,	was	now	foremost	in	my	

mind.		If	Dennis	was	truly	gifted	and	he	did	indeed	speak	the	

truth,	 I	 definitely	 had	 to	 know	 what	 he	 knew	 about	 “my”	

future.	 	 I	 got	 ready	 for	 bed	 deciding	 I	 would	 ask	 Dennis	

outright	what	he	knew	about	me	the	next	day	at	work.		 	



	

CHAPTER	THREE	

THE	TRUTH	SHALL	SET	YOU	FREE	

		

The	summer	was	coming	to	and	end.		I	had	loved	every	

minute	of	my	work	at	the	Red	Rock	City	National	Monument,	

or	the	quarry	as	we	all	called	it	 in	town.	 	Dennis	and	I	were	

close	 friends	now	and	 I	 asked	his	opinion	about	 everything	

because	I	loved	his	calm	demeanor	and	his	wisdom,	and	let’s	

face	it,	he	pretty	much	knew	everything	about	everything.	 	I	

felt	 lucky	that	he	was	my	friend.	 	I	had	asked	him	to	tell	me	

about	my	future.	 	The	only	 thing	he	said	was	that	when	the	

time	was	right	he	would	tell	me.		I	left	it	at	that.		

The	week	before	school	was	usually	spent	taking	trips	

to	Sioux	Falls	to	shop	for	clothes	for	the	coming	year.		I	hated	

shopping	for	clothes	and	always	felt	self-conscious	trying	on	

pants	and	shirts	in	the	changing	rooms,	then	walking	out	for	

the	whole	world	 to	 see	while	 I	 got	Mom’s	 approval.	 	 I	was	

always	afraid	someone	I	knew	would	see	me.		Going	to	lunch	

after	shopping	was	always	the	best	part	of	the	trip.			

The	big	city	had	lots	of	restaurants	that	we	didn’t	have	

in	Red	Rock	City,	or	Red	Rock	Village	as	Brian	and	I	sometimes	



called	it.		Mom	left	it	up	to	Brian	and	me	to	pick	the	best	place	

for	 lunch.	 	We	had	heard	about	Olive	Garden,	 a	new	 Italian	

restaurant	that	had	just	moved	in.		We	found	out	there	were	

several	across	the	country	but	we	were	only	concerned	about	

one.		We	went	in	and	got	a	table.		It	was	awesome.		Everything	

tasted	 so	 good	 as	we	hadn’t	 eaten	 since	 early	morning	 and	

shopping	really	built	up	our	appetite.			

We	returned	home	to	find	Dad	in	the	den.		Mom	forced	

him	to	watch	our	fashion	show	of	all	our	new	duds,	something	

we	 hated.	 	 We’d	 take	 turns	 changing	 into	 the	 clothes	 she	

handed	us	into	the	bathroom	just	outside	the	den.		We	would	

walk	 out	 greeted	 by	 Dad	 clapping	 his	 hands	 like	 a	 cymbal	

monkey	in	approval.		Again…	we	hated	it.		

Brian	and	I	loved	going	through	all	our	school	supplies.		

Pens,	 pencils,	 notebooks,	 a	 ruler,	 a	 geometry	 set,	 erasers,	

colored	felt	pens	and	pencils,	a	sharpener.	 	We	were	excited	

and	ready	for	battle.		The	first	few	days	of	school	were	like	a	

fashion	show	as	well,	with	everyone	showing	off	their	newly	

bought	clothes.		I	had	a	crush	on	Janice	Peterson.		She	stood	

out	to	me	because	she	had	a	Parker	fountain	pen	with	ink	that	

was	called	peacock	blue.		It	was	a	turquoise	bluish	color	that	

was	beautiful.		She	had	great	penmanship	and	she	wrote	me	

notes	 and	 I	 loved	 the	 way	 she	 looked	 in	 her	 high-waisted	

Wrangler	jeans.		

Brian	had	skipped	a	year	and	was	now	a	senior.		When	

they	tested	his	IQ	he	was	off	the	charts,	and	to	keep	him	from	



getting	bored,	they	placed	him	into	the	next	grade.		Mom	and	

Dad	were	concerned	at	first	that	it	would	affect	his	friendships	

with	 the	 other	 kids	 his	 age.	 	 This	 wasn’t	 a	 problem	 since	

neither	one	of	us	really	chummed	around	with	any	of	the	other	

kids	 anyway.	 	 It’s	 like	 we	 didn’t	 really	 have	 anything	 in	

common	with	 them.	 	We	had	 each	other,	 and	we	were	 in	 a	

world	 of	 our	 own.	 	We	were	 into	 electronics	 and	 high	 tech	

gadgetry.		No	kid	wanted	to	talk	about	that	stuff.		On	occasion	

our	family	would	go	together	to	watch	a	football	or	basketball	

game,	but	there	again,	none	of	us	were	very	much	into	sports.		

Yes,	we	were	kind	of	weird	that	way.		

I	decided	to	join	the	chess	club	again.		The	only	thing	I	

made	 time	 for.	 	At	home	Brian	 and	 I	were	deep	 into	 a	new	

project.		We	were	determined	to	build	an	exact	to	scale	replica	

of	 a	 Boeing	 707	 passenger	 plane.	 	 We	 had	 done	 extensive	

research	 and	 communication	 with	 our	 favorite	 high-end	

hobby	store	in	Sioux	Falls.		We	had	just	received	a	folder	from	

the	owner	named	Smitty.	 	He	mailed	us	pictures	and	all	 the	

building	plans.		He	also	included	the	cost	of	the	kit,	which	was	

over	five	hundred	dollars.		This	plane	had	four	real	jet	engines	

and	had	a	wingspan	of	over	six	feet.		Yes,	this	was	going	to	be	

a	huge	project.			

We	talked	Mom	and	Dad	into	letting	us	have	weekend	

jobs	to	help	pay	for	the	future	project.		Brian	arranged	to	stay	

on	at	the	newspaper,	which	left	me	looking	for	something	new	

since	the	quarry	was	now	closed	for	the	season.		Dad	said	he’d	



help	me	 find	 new	 part-time	 employment	 since	 he	 knew	 so	

many	people	in	town.		

Going	over	the	plans	of	the	Boeing	was	amazing.		I	was	

allowed	to	see	individual	pages	only	after	Brian	had	studied	

them.		I	was	amazed	at	what	a	visual	mind	I	had.		I	could	read	

and	study	a	page	of	detailed	blue	prints,	go	to	bed,	and	in	the	

morning	have	the	whole	thing	built	in	my	head	as	clear	as	a	

Red	Rock	City	morning	sky.	 	 It	was	awesome	and	 I	couldn’t	

wait	for	Brian	to	discard	the	next	page	of	schematics.			

Brian	 and	 I	 were	 lucky.	 	 We	 never	 fought	 with	 each	

other.		We	both	had	high	IQ’s	and	we	didn’t	have	time	for	petty	

disagreements.	 	 We	 were	 both	 great	 problem	 solvers.	 	 We	

could	discuss	a	problem	or	challenge	as	we	called	it,	and	come	

up	with	the	solution,	agree	on	the	best	course	of	action	to	take,	

and	 then	 get	 back	 to	 business.	 	We	worked	 extremely	well	

together.	

Dad	came	home	and	announced	he	had	some	news	for	

me.	 	 At	 the	 dinner	 table	 he	 explained	 that	 his	 friend	 John	

Abrams	expressed	he	needed	someone	to	work	at	his	office	on	

the	 weekends.	 	 John	 was	 a	 well-respected	 architect.	 	 He	

offered	to	pay	a	flat	fifty	dollars	a	week	to	make	sure	his	office	

was	 vacuumed	 and	 free	 of	 clutter.	 	 This	 included;	 cleaning	

both	bathrooms,	emptying	all	the	trash	buckets	and	keeping	

the	 inside	windows	 spotless.	 	 The	 office	wasn’t	 huge	 and	 I	

knew	the	building	since	I	had	been	there	with	Dad	on	several	

visits.		I	said	I	wanted	the	job.	



With	that,	Dad	said	he	would	let	John	know	that	I	would	

be	there	on	Saturday	morning	at	10:00	AM	sharp.		Dad	loved	

the	word	“sharp”	as	he	was	a	man	of	exactness	and	loved	to	be	

punctual.	 	 He	 always	 taught	 us	 boys	 to	 always	 leave	 early,	

allowing	enough	time	to	be	punctual.			

Our	dream	of	being	able	to	afford	the	Boeing	707	kit	was	

becoming	a	reality.		We	figured	out	that	with	both	our	savings	

and	 our	 weekend	 jobs,	 we	 should	 have	 possession	 of	 the	

Boeing	flagship	within	sixty	days.		Until	then,	we	secured	the	

plans	and	dedicated	our	time	to	having	them	memorized	prior	

to	the	kit	arriving,	thinking	that	it	would	speed	up	the	actual	

build.		We	knew	winter	would	be	upon	us	and	we	wanted	to	

have	dry	ground	for	the	runway	and	test	flight.	

John	Abrams	greeted	me	as	I	walked	into	his	office.		He	

had	 a	 classy	 demeanor,	 was	 well	 dressed	 and	 had	 a	 well-

groomed	 goatee	 that	was	 turning	white	 at	 the	 bottom.	 	 He	

wore	 round	 tortoise	 shell	 framed	 glasses	 and	 he	 looked	

intelligent	and	stylish	in	his	weekend	plaid	flannel	shirt.		The	

weather	was	 cooling	 off	 and	 John	was	 dressed	 accordingly.		

The	office	had	light	stained	cherry	wood	on	the	walls	and	was	

beautifully	 decorated	 from	 the	 lobby	 to	 the	 four	 individual	

offices.	

John	was	the	boss	and	occupied	the	largest	office	at	the	

end	of	the	hall.		As	he	showed	me	around	it	was	interesting	to	

see	all	the	awards	and	educational	diplomas	that	adorned,	it	

seemed	 like,	 every	 wall.	 	 I	 liked	 John,	 and	 his	 blueprints	



fascinated	 me.	 	 He	 showed	 me	 some	 of	 the	 plans	 he	 was	

working	 on.	 	 He	 mostly	 focused	 on	 the	 renderings	 of	 the	

buildings	 showing	 me	 what	 they	 would	 look	 like	 upon	

completion.		He	said,	“All	these	other	sheets	are	boring,”	as	he	

thumbed	 through	 the	 actual	 blueprints	which	 disclosed	 the	

electrical,	plumbing	and	structural	details.		

It	took	me	all	of	an	hour	and	a	half	to	vacuum,	water	the	

plants,	 empty	 the	 trash	 buckets,	 dust	 and	 straighten	 the	

pictures,	clean	the	restrooms	and	apply	liquid	spray	wax	to	all	

the	wooden	desks.		John	liked	the	fact	that	I	took	charge	and	

he	didn’t	have	to	supervise	or	tell	what	my	next	task	was	to	

be.		I	got	it…	make	the	office	look	brand	new.			

I	 finished	 off	 with	 cleaning	 the	 inside	 windows,	 then	

announced	that	I	was	done.		After	John’s	inspection,	he	handed	

me	a	 fifty-dollar	bill,	 and	with	 a	 smile	he	 said,	 “Money	well	

spent.	 	 Thanks	 for	 helping	 me	 out	 Steven.	 	 See	 you	 next	

Saturday.”			

I	 nodded,	 took	 the	 money,	 and	 thanked	 him	 for	 the	

opportunity.				

I	honestly	had	never	held	a	 fifty-dollar	bill	before	that	

actually	belonged	to	me.	 	 I	knew	that	John	had	overpaid	me	

somewhat	and	that	he	was	probably	doing	this	as	a	favor	to	

my	father.		I	also	knew	that	I	left	his	office	spotless	and	that	he	

was	happy	with	my	performance.		I	can	thank	my	mother	for	

taking	the	time	to	carefully	teach	Brian	and	me	how	to	keep	

things	clean.		We	were	instructed	as	little	boys	how	to	make	



our	beds	and	how	to	keep	our	books	straight	on	the	shelves	

where	 they	 belonged.	 	 Mother	 never	 yelled	 at	 us	 about	

anything	and	she	made	chore	time	fun.	 	Keeping	things	nice	

was	normal	for	Brian	and	me.			

“Hey	Brian,	check	this	out,”	I	said,	snapping	the	fifty	in	

front	of	his	face.		He	said,	“	Wow,	that’s	awesome,	a	fifty.”				

There	 is	 something	 about	 having	 a	 few	bucks	 in	 your	

hand	 that	 is	 inspiring.	 	 Money	 seems	 to	 create	 a	 spirit	 of	

confidence	and	hope	as	 it	opens	up	a	world	of	possibilities.		

Brian	 and	 I	 both	 agreed	 that	money	was	 good,	 and	 having	

money	was	even	better.		We	made	a	pact	that	we	were	going	

to	be	rich.		We	both	chuckled.		Brian	handed	me	a	Boeing	707	

blueprint	page	he	had	just	finished	so	I	could	go	back	to	my	

room	to	study	it.		

Most	 Kids	 my	 age,	 on	 a	 Saturday,	 would	 be	 outside	

building	a	fort	or	skate	boarding.		Not	me.		I	was	happy	lying	

back	on	my	bed	with	the	window	cracked,	feeling	the	autumn	

breeze,	hearing	the	rustle	of	the	turning	leaves,	while	reading	

plans.		When	my	arms	got	fatigued	from	holding	the	plans	up	

over	my	head,	I	would	prop	two	pillows	up	and	sit	against	the	

headboard	of	my	bed.	 	This	 is	where	 I	 loved	to	read	and	go	

over	instructions.		I	reserved	my	desk	for	the	actual	building	

of	my	projects.		My	desk	was	full	of	balsa	wood	scraps,	glue,	

small	bottles	of	paint,	wires	and	pretty	much	everything	that	

Brian	 discarded.	 	 Yes,	 I	 got	 all	 the	 left	 overs	 from	 my	 big	

brother,	 but	 I	 didn’t	mind.	 	 I	 held	 everything	 as	 sacred	 and	



useful.		Our	parents	were	adamant	on	not	throwing	anything	

away,	knowing	that	one	day	in	the	future	you	might	need	it.		I	

wouldn’t	say	that	Mom	and	Dad	were	hoarders,	but	I	would	

say	they	were	frugal,	a	trait	they	learned	from	their	parents	

who	had	survived	the	deep	depression	of	the	thirties.		

The	 next	 few	 weeks	 were	 pretty	 uneventful.	 	 School,	

weekend	jobs,	and	counting	our	Boeing	money	were	our	only	

activities.		Brian	and	I	chose	a	couple	of	shoeboxes	to	hold	all	

of	our	earnings.		One	marked	Brian,	the	other	marked	Steven.		

We	wanted	 it	 to	 be	 even,	 meaning	 we	made	 sure	 that	 one	

brother	wasn’t	contributing	more	than	the	other.		Brian	had	a	

calculation	 that	 took	 into	 account	him	earning	 a	 little	more	

than	 me.	 	 He	 felt	 that	 since	 he	 earned	 more,	 he	 should	

contribute	a	little	more	making	sure	I	had	some	cash	left	over	

for	an	occasional	night	on	the	town.	 	Somehow	I	didn’t	care	

about	anything	except	adding	more	cash	for	the	cause.		Time	

was	of	the	essence,	and	as	soon	as	we	had	enough	money,	we	

were	heading	to	Sioux	Falls	to	claim	our	prize.		

I’ll	 never	 forget	 the	day	we	 sat	 looking	 at	Brian’s	 bed	

with	our	money	lying	all	over	it.		The	one-dollar	bills	were	in	

stacks	 of	 twenty	 with	 a	 rubber	 band	 around	 each	 stack	

keeping	it	easy	to	count.		The	five,	ten	and	twenty	dollar	bills	

were	organized	in	groups	of	one	hundred	dollars	each.			

Brian	said,	“Ok,	count	the	stacks	and	tell	me	how	much	

money	you	think	we	have.”			



I	scanned	over	the	stacks	of	the	different	denominations,	

quickly	looked	up	at	Brian	and	said,	“Six	hundred	dollars?”			

“Holy	crap,”	said	Brian,	“We	did	it!”		

The	next	step:		We	needed	to	either	mail	in	the	cashiers	

check,	or	better	yet,	make	a	trip	to	Sioux	Falls	and	walk	in	with	

our	cold	hard	cash,	grab	the	Boeing	707	and	head	back	home	

to	start	the	build.		We	voted	on	the	latter.				

Labor	day	was	on	Monday.		Man,	this	was	perfect.		We	

would	drive	into	Sioux	Falls	on	Monday,	as	it	was	a	holiday,	no	

school,	and	all	the	stores	would	be	open.	 	Brian	had	made	a	

phone	call	to	the	hobby	store.		They	had	one	kit	in	stock.		He	

had	 them	 secure	 it	 with	 Mom’s	 credit	 card	 making	 sure	 it	

would	be	there	upon	our	arrival	on	Monday.		

The	total	amount	including	sales	tax	was	$551.		This	was	

exciting	since	my	favorite	number	was	51.		Our	grandfather	on	

our	father’s	side	had	raced	a	midget	car	when	he	was	younger	

and	his	racecar	number	was	51.		I	guess	it	always	stuck	out	as	

my	favorite	number.	 	It	seemed	every	other	day	I	would	see	

the	number	51.		It	would	appear	on	grocery	receipts,	left	over	

change	in	my	pocket,	math	homework…	everywhere.		I	always	

took	it	as	a	sign	that	my	grandfather	was	watching	over	me	

and	had	an	 interest	 in	what	 I	was	doing	and	was	 in	heaven	

smiling	with	approval.		

Monday	 morning	 arrived.	 	 It	 would	 be	 the	 first	 time	

Brian	 ever	 drove	 his	 own	 car	 to	 Sioux	 Falls.	 	 The	 forty-five	

minute	drive	was	a	big	deal.		This	was	the	big	city	and	we	took	



it	seriously.		Mom	expressed	some	nervous	tension	about	her	

two	boys	making	such	a	trek	alone.		Dad	just	smiled,	with	his	

arm	around	Mom’s	waist,	as	we	backed	out	of	the	driveway	

leaving	them	waving	goodbye.		Dad	knew	we	would	be	okay	

and	 would	 return	 without	 any	 harm,	 and	Mom	 trusted	 his	

feelings.			

First	 stop,	 the	gas	 station.	 	Brian	 filled	up	 the	Beemer	

while	I	went	inside	to	get	some	snacks.		Two	bottles	of	water,	

and	a	big	bag	of	salt	and	vinegar	chips,	our	favorite.	 	Within	

minutes	we	were	on	the	two-lane	stretch	heading	to	the	main	

highway	then	a	right	turn	into	Sioux	Falls.		The	freedom	of	just	

the	 two	 of	 us	 in	 the	 car	 felt	 wonderful.	 	 The	 BMW	 purred	

quietly.		Brian	and	I	found	we	would	rather	talk	than	listen	to	

the	radio.		We	discussed	the	first	few	steps	of	the	Boeing	build.		

It	had	real	jet	engines,	state	of	the	art	remote	control	and	a	six-

foot	wingspan.		All	attributes	of	something	big	and	something	

no	one	in	Red	Rock	City	had	ever	attempted.		Come	lift	off	day,	

we	would	be	 famous.	 	We	envisioned	everyone	 showing	up	

including	 the	 newspaper	 which	 Brian	 had	 already	 alerted	

since	he	worked	there.	

We	 calculated	we	 could	 get	 the	plane	built	 before	 the	

first	 snowfall.	 	 This	 was	 hard	 to	 really	 judge	 due	 to	 the	

unpredictable	weather	in	our	parts.	 	We	discussed	the	freak	

blizzard	that	Dennis	predicted	years	back.		



“Speaking	of	Dennis,”	said	Brian,	“Have	you	heard	from	

him	lately?”	“Not	a	word,”	I	said.		I	thought	it	would	be	cool	to	

drop	by	his	home	and	pay	him	a	visit	when	we	got	back.	

Dennis	always	seemed	to	be	covered	in	red	dust	from	all	

his	pipe	building.	 	I	 just	pictured	he	was	at	home	right	now,	

out	back	in	his	little	shop	with	the	radio	on	filing	and	carving	

his	pipe	of	the	day.		I	missed	him	and	our	talks.		

The	trip	to	Sioux	Falls	seemed	to	fly	by	and	before	we	

knew	it	we	were	only	blocks	away	from	the	hobby	store.		We	

parked,	grabbed	the	shoebox	full	of	cash	and	headed	in.		We	

had	done	business	with	the	hobby	store	before	and	we	knew	

Smitty	the	owner	really	well.			

“Hi	boys,”	came	Smitty’s	loud	greeting	from	behind	the	

counter	 as	 if	 he	wanted	 the	 attention.	 	 “I	 know	why	 you’re	

here.		Let	me	go	to	the	back	and	retrieve	Big	Betty.”			

Brian	 blurted,	 “Smitty	 named	 our	 Boeing	 Big	 Betty?		

Now	that’s	going	to	change.”		They	both	laughed.			

“Here	she	is,”	as	Smitty	hoisted	the	large	box	up	onto	the	

counter.			

“Wow,	it’s	bigger	that	I	thought,”	said	Brian.			

“Oh	 this	 is	 just	one	of	 three,”	 said	Smitty.	 “I	 hope	you	

have	a	big	enough	car,”	he	shouted	as	he	made	another	trip	to	

the	back	of	the	store.		

The	boys	counted	out	the	money	to	Smitty.			

“Looks	 like	you	 two	have	been	saving	 for	a	while,”	he	

said.			



By	this	time	there	was	a	small	crowd	of	boys	and	their	

unsuspecting	wide-eyed	fathers	looking	at	the	stacks	of	bills	

on	the	counter.	

Smitty	helped	us	get	the	boxes	to	the	car.		We	laughed	

on	the	way	home	wondering	how	many	kids	now	wanted	a	Big	

Betty	of	 their	own	and	how	many	 fathers	were	 cursing	our	

large	 purchase.	 	 Maybe	 the	 smart	 fathers	 were	 teaching	 a	

verbal	lesson	on	working	hard	and	saving	money	for	what	you	

want	in	life.	 	Either	way	we	didn’t	care,	Big	Betty	was	in	the	

car!		Two	boxes	in	the	trunk	with	the	other	in	the	back	seat.		

She	was	ours	and	we	were	heading	home!		

We	were	so	excited	we	didn’t	even	discuss	stopping	at	

Taco	John’s,	our	favorite	fast	food	dive	that	seemed	to	be	the	

stop	 we	 always	 made	 while	 in	 Sioux	 Falls.	 	 We	 were	 on	 a	

mission	and	only	home	would	be	our	next	stop.			

The	Beemer	seemed	to	just	sip	the	gas.		We	figured	our	

good	mileage	was	a	result	of	driving	the	exact	speed	limit,	a	

promise	we	made	to	our	mother	before	leaving	the	house.			

“How	was	the	trip?”	Mom	said,	with	a	look	of	relief	on	

her	face	that	we	had	arrived	home	without	any	problems.			

“Awesome!	 	We’ve	 got	 Big	 Betty	 in	 the	 car.	 	Where’s	

Dad?”	asked	Brian.		

Mom	replied,	“Your	father	went	over	to	visit	with	Dennis	

Little	Bear	for	a	bit,	and	who’s	Big	Betty?”			

The	boys	hardly	waited	for	her	reply,	as	they	were	busy	

carrying	the	boxes	one	at	a	time,	together,	struggling	up	the	



stairs	to	Brian’s	room.		They	stood	back	and	decided	they	were	

going	to	need	a	much	bigger	space	when	it	came	time	to	put	

the	wings	on.			

“Wow,”	 said	Brian.	 “I	 don’t	 think	we	 realized	how	big	

this	thing	was	going	to	be.”	 	They	both	looked	at	each	other	

giving	a	high	five.			

The	 rest	 of	 the	 day	 and	 early	 evening	 was	 spent	

organizing	the	first	of	five	phases	of	the	build.		The	wiring	and	

electronics	were	laid	out	on	Brian’s	bed.		All	these	wires	were	

to	be	inside	the	plane.		I	had	everything	memorized	and	it	was	

weird	but	I	knew	where	everything	was	supposed	to	go	and	in	

what	order.	

Brian	looked	at	me	and	said,	“Let’s	just	confirm	all	this	

with	the	directions.”			

I	said,	 “Okay,	but	 I	know	I’m	right.”	 	And	I	was.	 	Brian	

shook	 his	 head	 and	 said,	 “I’ll	 never	 doubt	 you	 again	 little	

brother.”			

The	 wiring	 was	 going	 together	 fast.	 	 Before	 any	

soldering	was	done,	we	both	had	to	agree.	 	Double-checking	

became	our	mantra.		

Mom	yelled	up	the	stairs	for	dinner	and	not	a	minute	too	

soon.		We	were	starved.		We’d	been	so	excited	about	Big	Betty	

that	we	had	forgotten	to	eat.		Dad	was	home	and	sitting	in	the	

den.		He	had	his	pipe	lit	and	the	whole	house	smelled	of	sweet	

rum	 tobacco	 and	 pot	 roast.	 	 Dad	 only	 smoked	 his	 pipe	 on	

special	occasions.		Something	was	up.		We	held	hands	as	Dad	



offered	a	prayer	over	the	food,	a	tradition	that	had	been	part	

of	our	family	for	years.	

As	the	bowls	of	food	circulated	the	table,	Dad	cleared	his	

throat	 and	 said,	 “I	 have	 an	 announcement	 to	 make.”	 He	

continued,	“As	you	all	know	we	now	have	a	new	member	of	

the	family.		As	much	as	I	dislike	her	name,	Big	Betty	is	here	to	

stay.	 	 I’m	also	offering	a	cash	award	of	 five	hundred	dollars	

upon	her	maiden	voyage	if	successful,	and	I	have	cleared	an	

area	in	my	shop	to	help	speed	up	her	completion.”		

We	all	cheered	as	if	a	man	was	about	to	land	on	mars.		

This	was	awesome	news.		Dad	went	to	the	fridge	and	brought	

out	a	bottle	of	orange	 juice	while	Mom	looked	 for	 the	 fancy	

glasses.		Dad	poured	us	all	a	glass.		We	all	raised	and	clicked	

our	 glasses	 together	 as	 Dad	 said,	 “To	 Big	 Betty.”	 	 We	

responded	in	unison,	“To	Big	Betty.”				

Dad’s	shop	was	at	the	back	of	our	lot,	past	Mom’s	garden	

and	it	pretty	much	touched	the	fence	of	our	neighbor.		It	was	

an	old	converted	garage	complete	with	a	large	double	car	door	

on	the	front,	along	with	a	normal	walk	in	door	on	the	side.		The	

garage	was	heated	which	meant	we	could	work	on	Big	Betty	

even	on	cold	evenings.		It	was	loaded	with	tools	that	Dad	had	

inherited	from	his	father	who	had	raced	midget	cars,	as	well	

as	tools	he	had	collected	over	the	years.		Big	Betty	was	now	a	

family	project.	 	Even	 though	 it	would	be	Brian	and	me	who	

constructed	her,	everyone	would	be	a	part	of	her	success.			



	It	didn’t	take	long	until	everyone	at	school	heard	about	

Big	 Betty	 too.	 	 Teachers	 and	 students	 alike	 were	 asking	

questions	and	Brian	and	I	started	to	feel,	well,	important.		To	

us	this	build	was	something	normal,	maybe	it	was	a	bit	bigger	

than	 past	 projects,	 but	 we	 felt	 comfortable	 with	 the	 task	

before	us.		

Dad	 had	 Dennis	 come	 over	 to	 help	 construct	 a	 huge	

bench-like	table	for	the	build.		It	allowed	Brian	and	me	to	stand	

without	 suffering	 fatigue	 from	 bending	 over	 our	 work	 for	

hours	on	end.		Dad	brought	in	four	stools	for	other	interested	

onlookers	 who	 might	 drop	 by	 to	 check	 in	 on	 Big	 Betty’s	

progress.		We	moved	the	boxes	of	Big	Betty’s	parts	over	to	the	

garage	 and	 got	 organized.	 	 The	 large	 table	 was	 perfect	 for	

laying	out	the	electrical	wires	that	connected	everything	from	

the	flaps	on	the	wings	and	tail,	to	the	little	lights	that	would	

illuminate,	just	like	the	real	life	Boeing.		The	attention	to	detail	

was	amazing.		This	truly	was	exciting.			

Brian	shrieked	as	he	opened	the	box	that	contained	the	

four	powerful	scaled	down	jet	engines.		He	said,	“Steven	look	

at	the	engineering	of	these	little	jets,	they’re	amazing.”			

I	 picked	 one	 up	 and	 carefully	 studied	 every	 angle.	 	 I	

carefully	put	 the	mini	 jet	engine	back	 in	 its	cradle	and	said,	

“Let’s	get	to	work.”		

I	 read	 somewhere	 that	 you’ll	 know	 what	 you’re	

passionate	 about	 when	 you	 lose	 track	 of	 time.	 	 This	 was	

certainly	the	case	with	Big	Betty.		Brian	and	I	would	meet	after	



school	in	the	garage	and	what	seemed	like	five	minutes	later,	

Mom	would	be	entering	telling	us	it	was	10:00	PM	and	it	was	

time	for	bed.		We	couldn’t	get	enough.		We	loved	Big	Betty.		

Looking	back,	I	now	see	the	wisdom	in	Mom	and	Dad’s	

involvement	in	the	build.		They	instinctively	knew	that	letting	

us	 build	 a	 five	 hundred	 dollar	model	would	 keep	 us	 out	 of	

trouble	with	the	outside	world.	 	As	other	boys	our	age	were	

experimenting	 with	 alcohol	 and	 chasing	 girls,	 we	 were	

focused	 on	 building	 stuff.	 	 The	 fines	 some	 parents	 were	

paying,	 plus	 jail	 bonds,	 and	 counseling	 for	 their	 wayward	

teens,	 made	 our	 five	 hundred	 dollar	 kit	 look	 pretty	 cheap.		

Thank	God	for	smart	parents.		

As	the	weeks	passed	by,	Big	Betty	started	taking	shape.		

We	 had	 set	 a	 date	 for	 her	 maiden	 flight	 for	 this	 coming	

Saturday.	 	It	was	mid	October	and	the	weather	was	holding.		

Dennis	Little	Bear	dropped	by	and	gave	us	his	blessing,	saying	

he	knew	her	flight	would	be	successful.		In	truth	he	probably	

just	wanted	to	see	Dad	fork	over	the	five	hundred	to	his	kids.	

On	 Thursday	 night	 we	 applied	 the	 last	 coat	 of	 white	

paint	with	Dad’s	airless	sprayer.		Dad	had	taught	us	how	to	use	

the	paint	sprayer	every	time	he	painted	something.		Brian	and	

I	 had	painted	 the	 snow	blower,	 the	 rototiller,	 and	both	 our	

bike	frames,	with	Dad’s	supervision,	of	course.		He	had	taught	

us	 how	 to	 take	 everything	 apart,	 cover	 the	 decals	 with	

masking	 tape	 and	 take	 our	 time	 with	 even	 swipes,	 not	



applying	 the	 paint	 too	 heavy,	 which	 would	 cause	 drips,	

resulting	in	starting	the	process	over.		

Big	 Betty	 was	 hanging	 in	 pieces	 from	 the	 ceiling	 by	

straightened	wire	coat	hangers.		This	allowed	us	the	freedom	

of	 painting	 every	 square	 inch	 without	 having	 to	 touch	 the	

actual	plane	parts.		We	had	to	adjust	the	sprayer	pressure	way	

back	as	to	not	have	the	parts	swinging	out	of	control.		Big	Betty	

was	 shiny	 and	 white,	 a	 background	 that	 would	 make	 the	

included	 sky	 blue	 decals	 pop.	 	 There	 were	 various	 decal	

combinations	to	choose	from,	but	we	decided	on	making	our	

707	 a	 Pan	Am	passenger	 jet	with	 its	 appropriate	markings.		

We	 felt	 that	 the	 retro	 plane	 would	 be	 in	 honor	 of	 our	

grandparent’s	day.			

Mom	 had	 arranged	 to	 have	 her	 parents	 there	 for	 the	

launch	 on	 Saturday	 morning.	 	 Brian	 of	 course	 had	 the	

newspaper	 alerted	 and	 everything	 was	 in	 place,	 weather	

permitting.	

The	next	day	was	Friday,	and	as	luck	would	have	it,	the	

teachers	 were	 having	 a	 conference	 in	 Sioux	 Falls	 for	 the	

weekend,	so	we	were	free	to	work	on	Big	Betty.	

Brian	and	I	got	up	early	and	rushed	out	to	the	garage.		

The	final	paint	job	of	the	night	before	met	with	our	approval.		

The	day	would	be	spent	putting	the	fabricated	pieces	in	place.		

The	nose	of	the	plane	would	be	the	last	piece	of	the	puzzle	as	

that	 is	where	 the	mini	 computer	 and	 receiver	were	 seated.		

The	wings	and	tailpieces	were	in	place	and	secured	by	noon.		



By	3:00	PM	the	four	 jet	engines	were	wired	and	fastened	in	

place	and	due	to	my	steady	hand,	 I	was	elected	to	place	the	

decals	on	Big	Betty’s	tail	fin	and	on	her	wings	and	sides.	

Brian	 put	 the	 batteries	 into	 the	 remote	 control	 and	

started	moving	the	flaps	from	across	the	room.		Everything	so	

far	was	a	go	for	tomorrow’s	flight.		

Dennis	Little	Bear	agreed	to	transport	Big	Betty	in	the	

back	of	his	truck	to	the	high	school	football	field.		Mom	spent	

all	day	Friday	calling	everyone	she	knew.	

The	maiden	flight	was	scheduled	for	9:00	AM	the	next	

morning.	 	 The	weather	 forecast	was	 perfect,	 beautiful	 clear	

blue	skies,	with	no	wind.	 	The	aviation	Gods	were	definitely	

smiling	down	upon	us.		

As	Dennis’	truck	turned	the	corner	to	enter	the	football	

field,	Brian	and	I	were	 in	 the	 truck	bed	steadying	Big	Betty.		

We	 looked	 up.	 	 It	 seemed	 like	 the	 whole	 town	 was	 there	

waiting.	 	 Mom	 and	 Dad	were	 sitting	 on	 lawn	 chairs	 beside	

Grandma	and	Grandpa.		Teachers	from	school	were	there,	as	

well	 as	 our	 school	 friends;	 the	 Mayor,	 Joey	 from	 the	

newspaper,	 and	 even	 Smitty,	 the	 shop	 owner	 where	 we	

bought	Big	Betty,	 took	the	time	to	drive	all	 the	way	 in	 from	

Sioux	Falls.		This	was	a	big	deal!	

Smitty	 helped	 Brian	 and	me	 gently	 remove	 Big	 Betty	

from	the	 truck.	 	The	 three	of	us	carefully	 carried	her	 to	 the	

track,	soon	to	be	 the	official	runway.	 	A	couple	of	kids	 from	

school	brought	a	loudspeaker	system	with	a	microphone	just	



in	case	someone	wanted	to	be	heard.		Smitty	and	Brian	started	

putting	the	jet	fuel	 into	the	wing	tanks	getting	ready	for	the	

engine	start.	

We	were	 glad	 Smitty	was	 there	 as	 he	 had	 experience	

with	RC	jet	engine	planes.		He	had	never	had	anyone	buy	and	

build	a	jet	this	big	so	he	had	his	son	there	with	a	video	camera	

to	document	the	event.		Smitty	would	run	the	tape	back	at	his	

hobby	shop	to	hopefully	encourage	other	“want	to	be”	pilots.	

The	town	police	caught	word	and	sent	a	car	over.		They	

were	 standing	 by	 the	 Mayor	 who	 was	 now	 holding	 the	

microphone.				

“Ladies	 and	 Gentlemen,”	 he	 announced.	 “We	 are	 here	

today	to	watch	the	flight	of	Big	Betty.”		Wow,	our	plane’s	name	

was	getting	famous,	even	the	Mayor	knew	it.	 	He	continued,	

“As	 the	Mayor	 of	 Red	 Rock	 City,	 I	 would	 personally	 like	 to	

congratulate	Brian	and	Steven	Souders	for	their	achievement	

on	this	wonderful	project.	 	I	personally	have	flown	on	a	Pan	

Am	707,	 and	 seeing	 this	 replica,	 reminds	me	of	 the	 trip	my	

wife	and	 I	 took	 to	Europe,	many	years	ago.”	 	He	cleared	his	

throat	and	continued.	 	 “I	understand	that	the	boy’s	 father	 is	

here,	prepared	with	a	cashiers	check	for	five	hundred	dollars	

if	the	flight	is	successful.”		The	crowd	applauded.		He	raised	his	

voice	and	said,	“Without	further	adieu,	let’s	get	Big	Betty	in	the	

air!”		The	crowd	cheered	and	applauded,	even	louder	this	time.		

Brian	 and	 I	 decided	 to	 have	 Smitty	 help	 man	 the	

controls.		After	all,	five	hundred	bucks	was	on	the	line	and	he	



was	 an	 experienced	 pilot.	 	 The	 town	 sheriff	 got	 on	 the	

microphone	 encouraging	 the	 crowd	 to	 sit	 in	 the	 stands	 for	

safety	sake,	and	to	give	“us	boys”	room	to	do	our	thing.	

Smitty	turned	on	the	remote	control.		The	new	batteries	

responded	as	it	lit	up	like	a	Christmas	tree.		Smitty	handed	the	

remote	to	Brian	and	said,	“You	can	do	this.”		Brian	reluctantly	

took	 over	 the	 controls.	 	 He	 started	 the	 first	 jet	 engine,	 the	

second,	the	third	and	then	finally,	the	fourth.		All	engines	were	

starting	to	scream	as	the	RPM’s	increased.		Brian	yelled,	“I	had	

no	idea	how	loud	this	thing	was	going	to	be.”	

Smitty	instructed	to	give	the	engines	a	minute	to	warm	

up	 and	 to	 break	 in	 a	 little	 before	 attempting	 full	 throttle.		

Flames	were	 seen	 spewing	out	 of	 the	 engines	 as	 the	 crowd	

stood	on	their	feet.		Our	parents	and	grandparents	were	now	

seated	in	front	of	the	stands	holding	their	ears	while	getting	

the	best	vantage	point	with	no	one	in	front.		

Brian,	with	Smitty’s	blessing,	taxied	the	jet	slowly	down	

to	 the	 curve	 in	 the	 track.	 	He	 turned	 the	plane	around	as	 it	

majestically	 responded.	 	 Brian	 looked	 at	me	 and	 yelled,	 “It	

looks	like	the	real	thing.”		I	nodded	in	response.				

Brian	slowly	pushed	the	throttles	forward.		The	engines	

responded	 perfectly	 getting	 louder,	 louder,	 louder.	 	 Brian	

released	 the	 brakes	 and	 Big	 Betty	 responded	 lurching	

forward,	slowly	at	first,	and	then	picking	up	speed	down	the	

runway.		The	crowd	cheered	as	the	plane	quickly	passed	by,	

gaining	more	speed	with	all	four	engines	screaming.		The	nose	



lifted,	 and	 Big	 Betty	 was	 airborne	 and	 starting	 to	 climb.		

Everyone	 cheered	 as	 the	 landing	 gear	 retracted	 into	 the	

planes	belly.		Everyone	was	amazed	at	how	fast	she	started	to	

disappear	into	the	clear	blue	sky.			

Brian	 had	 her	 stay	 the	 course	 in	 a	 slow	 circle	 then	

brought	her	back	around	to	give	the	crowd	a	fly	by.		The	first	

pass	was	fairly	high,	and	fast,	but	the	altitude	dropped	with	

each	ensuing	pass.	 	The	crowd	was	still	on	their	 feet.	 	Many	

had	brought	 their	 video	 cameras	 to	 catch	 the	 results	 of	 the	

flight,	good	or	bad.		On	this	occasion	there	would	be	no	bad.		

Everyone	knew,	that	two	young	men,	who	had	a	passion	for	

excellence,	had	built	this	plane	correctly.		Their	excellence	and	

attention	to	detail	was	now	paying	off.		

Brian	decided	to	bring	the	plane	past	the	crowd	one	last	

time	before	attempting	the	landing.		Big	Betty	banked	slowly	

to	the	left	before	straightening	out	to	pass	by	the	spectators.		

Brian	slowed	the	plane	down	at	an	altitude	that	was	almost	

eye	 level	 with	 the	 on-lookers.	 	 At	 this	 speed	 the	 plane	

appeared	stately	as	if	to	say,	“look	at	me.”		The	slow	pass-by	

was	impressive	to	say	the	least.		For	a	moment	it	appeared	to	

be	 a	 real	 Pan	 Am	 707	 complete	 with	 passengers	 inside	

travelling	to	their	international	destination.				

Brian	 was	 a	 quick	 study	 and	 a	 natural	 behind	 the	

controls.	 	 He	 handed	 the	 controls	 to	 Smitty	 and	 said,	 “Give	

them	something	to	talk	about	Smitty!”		Smitty	smiled	and	said,	

“Watch	this	fellas.”		With	that	he	pushed	the	throttles	forward.		



The	engines	responded	with	a	high-pitched	scream.		The	plane	

started	climbing	at	a	steep	angle,	rapidly,	climbing	higher	and	

higher.		The	plane	was	going	straight	up,	resembling	a	rocket	

more	than	a	plane.		Smitty	smiled	with	confidence	as	the	plane	

started	 to	 curve	 upside	 down	 falling	 into	 a	 slow	 dive.	 	 The	

plane	held	its	arch	ending	upright	completing	a	large	circle	as	

it	 screamed	past	 the	 crowd.	 	 Everyone	was	 screaming	with	

excitement.	

“That	was	amazing!”		Brian	yelled	at	Smitty.			

Smitty	kept	his	eyes	on	the	plane	bringing	it	back	slower	

this	time,	performing	a	slow	barrel	roll	in	front	of	the	howling	

spectators.	

Smitty	handed	the	controls	to	me	and	yelled,	“Bring	her	

in	for	a	landing	Steven.”			

I	 took	the	controls	and	banked	the	plane	 flying	 it	past	

the	crowd	as	everyone’s	head	 turned	 to	 the	 left.	 	The	plane	

responded	perfectly.		I	made	a	few	passes	then	slowed	the	707	

down	 preparing	 for	 her	 touchdown.	 	 The	 landing	 gear	

appeared	with	a	push	of	a	button.	 	 It	was	magnificent.	 	The	

plane	 and	 the	 ground	 slowly	 started	 getting	 closer	 to	 each	

other,	until	finally,	right	in	front	of	the	whole	town,	the	wheels	

touched	the	ground,	the	nose	dropped,	and	the	plane	slowed	

to	a	perfect	landing.		We	gave	each	other	a	high	five	for	a	job	

well	done.		

I	taxied	the	plane	around	in	front	of	the	cheering	crowd	

who	were	now	out	of	their	seats	and	on	the	football	 field.	 	 I	



shut	the	engines	down.		Everyone	wanted	to	shake	our	hands.		

The	Mayor	was	back	on	the	microphone.		He	was	the	perfect	

MC	and	was	no	stranger	to	speech	giving.		He	invited	Brian	and	

me	up	in	front	of	everyone	and	said,	“On	behalf	of	myself	and	

everyone	 of	 Red	 Rock	 City,	 I	 congratulate	 you	 boys	 on	 a	

perfect	and	successful	 flight.	 	What	a	day!”	 	He	 then	 invited	

Dad	up	and	handed	him	the	microphone.			

Dad	was	no	speech	giver	and	usually	shied	away	from	

attention,	but	today	he	rose	to	the	occasion.		He	took	the	mic	

and	said,	“I	just	want	to	let	my	boys	know	how	proud	I	am	of	

their	accomplishment,	and	as	promised,	here	you	go.”			

He	 handed	 us	 the	 cashiers’	 check,	 and	we	 all	 hugged.		

Mom	 and	 her	 parents	 were	 beaming	 and	 couldn’t	 wait	 to	

congratulate	us.		Smitty	shook	our	hand	and	thanked	us	for	an	

amazing	 day,	 excited	 to	 get	 back	 home	 to	 watch	 his	 video	

footage.		We	all	stood	in	front	of	Big	Betty	as	Joey	Cortolla	from	

the	newspaper	snapped	photos	of	us	all.		

The	 crowd	 started	 to	 dissipate	 and	 the	 excitement	

started	to	fade.		Mom	said	she	had	to	get	her	parents	back	to	

the	retirement	center	as	 it	was	now	getting	to	be	 lunchtime	

and	they	were	hungry.			

Dennis	Little	Bear	helped	us	get	Big	Betty	back	 in	 the	

truck	 for	her	 trip	back	home.	 	The	Mayor	 thanked	us	again,	

saying	 we	 were	 good	 examples	 to	 other	 youth	 in	 the	

community,	and	he	was	proud	that	we	lived	in	Red	Rock	City.	



We	got	home,	put	Big	Betty	back	in	the	garage	and	said	

goodbye	to	Dennis.		Dad	was	in	the	den,	and	Mom	was	in	the	

kitchen	making	 lunch.	 	We	washed	 up	 and	 sat	 down	 at	 the	

table.		

“Wow	 can	 you	 believe	 she	 flew	without	 a	 hitch,”	 said	

Brian.		Dad	walked	in	and	nodded	his	approval.		He	said,	“Let	

today’s	 flight	 be	 a	 reminder	 of	 the	 importance	 of	 good	

planning,	and	careful	workmanship.”			

Brian	 said,	 “We	 learned	 it	 all	 from	 you	 Dad.”	 	We	 all	

laughed	 and	 rehashed	 over	 the	 days	 events	 with	 Mom’s	

lemonade	and	turkey	sandwiches.			

	 	



	

CHAPTER	FOUR	

WORD	TRAVELS	

	

The	weekend	was	spent	talking	about	the	flight	and	how	

well	it	went.		Monday	started	with	Dad	reading	the	article	in	

the	local	paper	below	our	picture.			 There	we	were	in	print,	

standing	by	Big	Betty,	along	with	the	Mayor,	Smitty	and	Mom	

and	Dad.		The	article	mentioned	Smitty	and	his	“Hobby	Shop”	

in	Sioux	Falls	and	also	that	he	got	credit	for	naming	Big	Betty.		

We	were	happy	since	we	loved	him	and	his	shop	and	we	hoped	

the	 extra	 advertising	 would	 help	 his	 success.	 	 The	 story	

focused	 on	 us	 saving	 our	 own	 money	 by	 working	 at	 our	

weekend	jobs	and	working	together	as	brothers	to	complete	

the	 build.	 	 It	 was	 obvious	 that	 our	 story	 was	 directed	 at	

encouraging	other	teens	to	do	constructive	things.	

Red	Rock	City	was	a	community	of	Christian	 faith	and	

was	 taking	advantage	of	promoting	a	 story	 that	would	help	

others	be	better	people.		We	didn’t	mind.		We	just	thought	it	

was	cool	that	out	picture	was	in	the	paper.	 	Fame	was	great	

but	not	really	that	important	to	us,	but	trying	to	make	us	an	



example	to	other	kids	was	a	little	too	much	pressure.		All	we	

had	set	out	to	do	was	build	a	plane.		

Word	got	out,	and	it	wasn’t	long	before	we	received	calls	

asking	if	we	would	come	and	demonstrate	Big	Betty’s	 flying	

ability	 for	other	schools.	 	The	best	part	was,	 they	offered	to	

pay	us	for	our	time,	as	we	explained	we	had	to	take	the	plane	

apart	every	time	we	moved	her,	and	it	would	take	gas	money	

for	every	trip.	

Brian	negotiated	a	two	hundred	and	fifty	dollar	fee	for	

every	showing.		A	hundred	dollars	each,	and	fifty	for	the	gas	

fund.		Before	the	snow	season	hit,	we	had	managed	to	fly	Big	

Betty	four	more	times	in	front	of	students,	parents,	and	other	

town	dignitaries.		This	part	of	the	country	was	a	pretty	tight	

group.	 	Our	Mayor	had	already	 spoken	 to	other	 small	 town	

mayors	in	the	area	of	the	positive	trickle	down	effect	Big	Betty	

was	having	 on	 other	 teens.	 	Dad	 even	 said	 he	 had	 received	

some	calls	of	mixed	emotions	from	other	parents	whose	teens	

now	wanted	plane-building	kits	for	Christmas.		He	thought	it	

was	funny.		He	always	gave	parents	the	advice	that	they	made	

sure	their	kids	helped	pay	for	the	kits.		

It	was	hard	to	believe	that	the	holiday	season	was	again	

right	 around	 the	 corner.	 	Thanksgiving,	Christmas	and	New	

Years,	all	made	up	the	holiday	season	for	our	family,	and	each	

day	had	its	own	special	traditions.		Brian	and	I	discussed	what	

we	wanted	for	Christmas	this	year.		We	honestly	didn’t	know,	



telling	Mom	and	Dad	that	we	would	get	back	to	them	on	that	

one.		After	Big	Betty,	everything	else	paled	in	comparison.			

We	 were	 mostly	 excited	 for	 Thanksgiving	 as	 Mom’s	

older	brother	Bob,	his	wife	Nancy	and	their	two	boys,	Jim	and	

Phillip,	would	be	joining	us	this	year.		They	were	from	the	tri-

cities	area	and	we	usually	got	 to	 see	 them	 just	once	a	year.	

Their	 two	 boys	 were	 similar	 in	 age	 to	 Brian	 and	 me.	 	 We	

enjoyed	their	company	and	they	were	really	smart.		We	always	

envied	 that	 they	 lived	 in	 a	 huge	 city,	 and	 had	 more	

opportunities	than	us	country	bumpkins	ever	did.		

It’s	interesting	how	fast	things	change	when	the	weather	

turns	cold	in	Red	Rock	City.		Lower	temperatures	pretty	much	

controlled	everything	in	our	small	town.	 	The	leaves	change	

color	and	start	falling,	which	starts	a	chain	reaction	of	raking	

and	the	filling	of	large	leaf	bags	to	be	left	out	on	the	curb	for	

pickup.		Grocery	stores	fill	with	eager	customers	who	want	to	

be	prepared	with	enough	food	to	stay	inside,	anticipating	the	

first	 snowfall.	 	 Snow	 blowers	 are	 dropped	 off	 for	 their	

seasonal	 tune-ups,	 in	 line	with	even	more	preparation.	 	The	

gas	 company	 vans	 are	 seen	 all	 over	 town,	 honoring	 their	

winter	furnace	check	up	coupons.		Cold	weather	was	good	for	

the	economy.		

It	 was	 Wednesday	 and	 school	 was	 out	 for	 the	

Thanksgiving	weekend.		On	my	bed	was	a	small	package	that	

contained	a	videotape	from	Smitty.		He	took	all	the	footage	of	

the	virgin	flight	of	Big	Betty,	and	edited	together	all	the	best	



parts,	 complete	 with	 music.	 	 I	 watched	 about	 the	 first	 five	

minutes	 and	 decided	 it	 would	 be	 a	 great	weekend	 activity,	

especially	 since	 our	 “big	 city	 cousins”	 would	 be	 here	

tomorrow.	

Minneapolis	was	about	a	four-hour	drive	to	our	house	in	

Red	 Rock	 City.	 	 The	 cousins	were	 planning	 on	 getting	 here	

around	noon,	with	dinner	starting	at	4:00	PM,	giving	us	plenty	

of	time	to	watch	the	video	before	our	feast	of	turkey	and	all	

the	trimmings.			

Mom	always	gets	up	extra	early	on	Thanksgiving	day,	

something	about	getting	the	turkey	in	the	oven	on	low	heat,	

and	allowing	it	plenty	of	time	to	cook.		We	never	questioned	

her	 yearly	 tradition	 as	 her	 turkey	 was	 always	 cooked	 to	

perfection.			

A	 little	 after	 12:00	 noon,	 the	 doorbell	 rang,	 and	 the	

cousins	 started	pouring	 in.	 	 It	was	so	great	 to	 see	everyone	

again.	 	 We	 took	 their	 coats,	 made	 a	 little	 small	 talk,	 then	

headed	 into	 the	 den	 to	watch	 the	 video.	 	 Dad	made	 a	 brief	

introduction	 borderline	 bragging	 about	 our	 recent	

accomplishment.		Then	he	pushed	play	and	the	video	began.			

It	was	cool	to	see	us	on	our	TV	screen	reliving	the	first	

flight.		It	gave	us	a	whole	new	perspective	being	able	to	relax	

without	the	controls	in	hand,	just	simply	watching	the	flight	as	

a	spectator.	

Smitty’s	son	was	on	the	other	side	of	the	runway	filming,	

as	he	wanted	 to	 catch	 the	 reaction	of	 the	 crowd	during	Big	



Betty’s	flybys.		During	one	pass,	Smitty’s	son	included	a	slow	

motion	effect.		Just	as	his	camera	had	panned	the	crowd,	Dad	

yelled,	“STOP!...		Was	that…”	He	ran	to	the	front	of	the	room,	

hit	the	rewind	button,	then	quickly	hit	play.		All	of	a	sudden	he	

hit	the	pause	button.		Our	jaws	dropped.		There	in	the	crowd	

in	 a	 trench	 coat	 appeared	 a	 man	 that	 looked	 just	 like	 Don	

Smith.		Could	it	be?		But	Don	Smith	was	dead.			

The	cousins	were	a	little	freaked	out	at	our	reaction	to	

the	paused	video.		Dad	ran	into	the	kitchen	and	brought	Mom	

back	by	her	arm.			

“Honey,	who	does	that	look	like	to	you?”		She	said,	“Oh,	

my	God,	that’s	Don	Smith.”			

So	we	weren’t	 crazy,	Mom	 thought	 it	 looked	 like	Don	

Smith	too.		Dad	pushed	play.		We	never	saw	the	man	again	in	

any	of	the	rest	of	the	footage.		Dad	explained	the	story	to	our	

cousins	so	they	weren’t	completely	in	the	dark.		We	all	agreed	

the	man	in	the	video	looked	like	Mr.	Smith.		It	was	weird	and	

a	little	eerie.		

Dinner	was	amazing.		We	were	almost	too	full	and	very	

sleepy.		Luckily	we	had	plenty	of	soft	chairs	and	sofas	for	the	

adults	to	stretch	out	on.	 	Brian	and	I	took	the	cousins	out	to	

the	garage	to	see	Big	Betty.		She	was	still	in	pieces	since	our	

last	field	trip.		We	were	glad	we	had	the	video	footage	since	it	

saved	us	trying	to	explain	all	the	events	of	that	special	day.		We	

got	caught	up	on	life	in	the	big	city.		Both	Jim	and	Phillip	were	

into	sports.			



We	 liked	 sports;	we	 just	weren’t	 good	enough	 to	play	

any.		Besides	we	didn’t	have	an	interest	in	playing	sports,	at	

all.			

Jim	was	the	oldest	and	was	the	high	school	quarterback.		

He	had	broken	records	and	their	team	was	favored	to	take	the	

State	Championship	this	year.		He	was	already	getting	offers	

from	colleges	around	the	mid-west.			

Phillip	 was	 into	 tennis.	 	 He	 too	 was	 destined	 for	

greatness.		We	loved	hearing	about	their	accomplishments,	as	

they	were	so	diverse	from	ours.			

The	 time	 came	 when	 Uncle	 Bob	 made	 the	

announcement	 that	 it	was	 time	 for	 them	 to	go.	 	They	had	a	

four-hour	 trip	back	 to	 their	home	and	 it	was	starting	 to	get	

dark.	 	 We	 said	 our	 goodbyes	 as	 Mom	 handed	 them	 some	

cupcakes	 for	 the	road.	 	We	waved	and	watched	as	 their	car	

went	down	the	street	and	out	of	sight.		

Dad	said,	“Boys,	grab	that	video.		We’re	heading	over	to	

Dennis	Little	Bears	house.”		

Mom	and	Nancy	had	done	the	dishes,	which	allowed	us	

the	freedom	to	leave	the	house	for	a	while.		In	the	car	Dad	said,	

“Did	you	boys	see	who	was	standing	beside	Don	Smith?		It	was	

Dennis	Little	Bear.		A	cold	shiver	went	up	my	back	and	I	looked	

at	Brian	mouthing	the	words,	“What	the…?”		

Dad	knocked	on	 the	door.	 	Dennis	answered	and	said,	

“I’ve	been	expecting	you.”	



We	followed	Dennis	into	the	back	family	room;	he	shut	

the	 door	 behind	 us.	 	 Dennis	 lived	 alone	 but	 sometimes	 his	

cousin	stayed	over,	for	whatever	reason,	he	wanted	the	door	

shut.	

Dad	said,	“Dennis	what	is	going	on	here?	 	We	were	all	

watching	 the	 Big	 Betty	 video	 when	 we	 saw	 Don	 Smith	

standing	beside	you	in	the	light	of	day.		Is	it	true,	is	he	alive?”			

“Not	exactly,”	said	Dennis.		

“But	we	saw	him,”	said	Dad.		

“I	know,”	said	Dennis.	“Sit	down,	let	me	explain.”		Dennis	

went	 on.	 	 “Sometimes	 spirits	 come	 back	 when	 they	 have	

unfinished	business	here	on	earth.		This	is	the	case	with	Don	

Smith.”		He	went	on.		“Don	Smith	was	a	friend	of	mine	and	he	

knew	he	could	communicate	with	me	due	to	my	special	gifts.		

I	was	standing	there	watching	the	plane	like	everybody	else	

when	he	appeared	to	me.		I	saw	the	camera	panning	the	crowd	

and	I	wasn’t	sure	if	Don	as	a	spirit	would	show	up	on	the	video.		

Well	he	did,	and	you	all	saw	him.”	 	He	continued.	 	 “After	he	

delivered	his	message	to	me	he	disappeared	and	I	haven’t	seen	

him	since.”		

We	were	all	taken	aback	by	this	amazing	story.		It	was	

very	hard	to	believe	but	we	knew	what	we	saw	and	we	trusted	

Dennis	completely.			

Dad	blurted,	“Well	what	did	Don	say	to	you?”			



Dennis	said,	“I’m	not	at	liberty	to	say	right	now,	but	in	

due	time	I	will	tell	you,	right	after	I	attend	to	some	business	

and	right	a	wrong.”			

Dad	 knew	 enough	 not	 to	 push	 Dennis	 for	 any	 more	

information.		We	said	goodnight	and	left.		The	short	trip	home	

was	a	quiet	one.		

We	all	went	to	bed	early	after	a	fast	game	of	dominos,	

another	family	tradition.			

I	knocked	on	Brian’s	door	and	walked	in.		“Dude	what	is	

going	on	with	Dennis	and	this	Don	Smith	thing?”	I	said.			

“I	don’t	have	a	clue,”	said	Brian.		

We	 both	 agreed	 that	 there	 was	 something	 about	 the	

slow	motion	effect	that	picked	up	Don	Smith	as	a	spirit.		There	

he	was,	plain	as	day.	 	 Just	 like	he	and	Dennis	were	having	a	

normal	conversation.	 	We	both	agreed	that	 in	time	we	were	

going	to	find	out	what	the	truth	was.		We	both	knew	that	no	

matter	how	good	the	lie,	 in	time,	the	truth	always	manifests	

itself.		I	said	goodnight	to	Brian	and	went	back	to	my	room.		

Brian	 and	 I	 never	 really	 had	much	 homework,	 which	

was	perfect	since	we	loved	going	to	our	jobs	every	Saturday.		

Being	 Thanksgiving	 weekend	 no	 one	 was	 at	 the	 architect’s	

office.		I	decided	to	go	in	on	Friday,	so	Saturday	was	left	free	to	

maybe	take	in	a	movie	in	Sioux	Falls	with	Brian.		By	now	I	had	

been	entrusted	with	a	key	to	let	myself	in	and	out	so	I	didn’t	

have	to	rely	on	anyone	else	to	open	up	the	office	for	me.			



The	 town	 was	 quiet.	 	 It	 was	 brisk	 out.	 	 I	 decided	 to	

bundle	up	and	walk	down	to	the	office.		It	was	only	six	blocks	

away,	and	besides,	I	needed	to	work	off	the	huge	turkey	dinner	

from	the	day	before.			

The	old	door	creaked	as	I	pushed	it	open	then	locking	it	

behind	me.		I	went	from	office	to	office	turning	on	the	lights	

thinking	 it	 would	 cheer	 the	 place	 up	 a	 bit.	 	 I	 grabbed	 my	

cleaning	supplies	from	the	janitor	closet	and	started	my	work.		

Being	a	holiday	week	there	didn’t	seem	to	be	much	clutter	and	

the	office	was	in	pretty	good	order.		I	made	the	rounds	making	

sure	 everything	 was	 in	 tip-top	 shape	 before	 I	 left	 for	 the	

weekend.	

In	my	bosses	office,	I	couldn’t	help	but	notice	some	plans	

lying	on	his	side	table	where	he	and	his	colleagues	would	sit	

discussing	the	various	plans	they	were	working	on.		I	saw	the	

fresh	set	of	plans	on	the	table	and	couldn’t	help	myself.		I	had	

to	take	a	look.	 	I	started	at	the	first	page	and	slowly	worked	

through	the	rest	of	the	large	blue	inked	pages.			

The	 plans	 were	 for	 a	 new	 county	 building	 that	 was	

scheduled	to	break	ground	in	a	few	weeks.		I	turned	back	to	

page	three.	 	There	was	something	askew	with	the	structure.		

The	 roof	 trusses	were	 too	 far	 apart	 and	 I	 knew	 they	would	

prove	to	be	unsafe	especially	with	any	sort	of	added	weight	

from	snowfall.		I	also	noticed	that	the	gauge	thickness	of	the	

electrical	wire	was	not	correct	and	was	below	code.		I	decided	



to	 take	 this	 information	 home	with	me,	 to	 decide	 later	 if	 I	

should	bring	it	up	to	my	boss	next	week.		

The	next	morning	being	Saturday,	Brian	and	I	decided	to	

drive	into	Sioux	Falls	for	the	new	James	Bond	movie	that	had	

just	 been	 released.	 	 Brian	 knew	 my	 love	 for	 gadgetry	 and	

James	Bond	had	plenty	of	it.	 	The	early	show	started	at	1:30	

PM.		We	left	early,	allowing	us	time	to	hit	Taco	Johns	for	lunch.		

A	quick	tank	of	gas	and	we	were	Sioux	Falls	bound.		

James	Bond	did	not	disappoint.	 	He	had	 lasers	coming	

out	of	his	watch	that	could	cut	metal.	 	He	had	chewing	gum	

that	was	really	plastic	explosives	and	he	had	a	hearing	device	

that	tucked	in	his	right	ear	that	allowed	him	to	listen	in	on	any	

conversation,	even	through	walls.		His	car	was	tricked	out	with	

everything	 that	 could	 help	 him	 escape	 any	 emergency	

situation.			

The	trip	back	to	Red	Rock	City	was	full	of	repeating	our	

favorite	scenes	and	 thinking	how	cool	 James	Bond	was.	 	He	

was	definitely	one	of	a	kind.		We	knew	better,	but	we	talked	as	

if	he	were	real.			

I	 asked	 Brian	 if	 he	 was	 ever	 going	 to	 get	 around	 to	

working	on	his	home	laser	kit.	

Brian	said,	“I’ve	been	meaning	to	talk	to	you	about	the	

laser	kit.”	

“What	do	you	mean?”	I	asked.	

He	said,	“You	know	I	have	been	purposely	down	playing	

that	kit	to	you	ever	since	I	got	it	last	Christmas.”	



“What	exactly	does	that	mean?”	I	responded.		

“Steven,	I’ve	made	some	discoveries	that	are	very	scary	

and	I’ve	hesitated	telling	you	about	them,”	he	stated.	

“But	Brian,	we	always	share	everything,	remember,	no	

secrets?”	

“Yes,	I	know	but	this	is	different.”	

“How	in	the	hell	is	this	so	different?		You	need	to	tell	me	

and	you	need	to	tell	me	now,”	I	said	sternly.	

Brian	pulled	the	BMW	off	the	main	highway	and	into	a	

rest	 area	where	 a	 few	 eighteen-wheelers	were	 parked.	 	 He	

stopped	the	car.	

“Ok,	just	hear	me	out.”	He	said.	“I	got	the	laser	built,	and	

yes,	it	burned	paper	and	lit	match	heads,	but	I	wanted	to	know	

if	 it	 could	 do	 more.	 	 I	 did	 some	 research	 and	 found	 some	

stronger	diodes	that	were	much	more	powerful	than	what	the	

kit	came	with.		The	diodes	were	from	China.		The	problem	is,	

they	are	illegal	here.		I	just	couldn’t	tell	you	for	fear	I	would	get	

into	 some	sort	of	 trouble	with	Mom	and	Dad,	or	worse,	 the	

law.”	

I	said,	“How	much	more	powerful	are	we	talking?”	

Brian	said	slowly,	“You	wouldn’t	believe	it	even	if	I	told	

you.”	

“Brian,	 I’m	 starting	 to	 lose	 patience	 with	 you.	 	 Come	

clean,	tell	me	everything.”	

“Okay,	okay,”	he	said.		“Remember	when	the	neighbor’s	

complained	about	their	cat	missing?”	



“Brian,	you	didn’t,”	I	said.	

He	hung	his	head	and	sheepishly	said,	“Yes,	yes	I	did.”	

“Brian,	what	happened	to	the	cat	when	you	hit	 it	with	

the	laser?”	I	demanded.	

“It…	it,	stopped	dead	in	its	tracks.		I	didn’t	know	what	to	

do.		I	buried	it	in	the	back	yard.”	

“Anything	else?”	I	asked.	

“Yes,”	he	said,	“There’s	more.”	

The	air	in	the	small	car	became	so	still	you	could	almost	

hear	it.		Brian	was	staring	out	into	the	darkness	as	if	he	was	

fearful	of	what	was	going	to	come	out	of	his	mouth	next.	

“Go	ahead	Brian,	you	can	tell	me.”	I	said.	

Brian	proceeded	to	tell	me	that	he	had	discovered	that	a	

laser	could	also	be	used	as	a	microphone.		He	had	discovered	

a	way	to	attach	the	 laser	beam	to	a	hearing	device	allowing	

him	to	tune-in	to	conversations	from	a	considerable	distance.		

He	also	had	disguised	the	lasers	into	fountain	pens	as	not	to	

be	detected	by	anyone.			

“So	let	me	get	this	straight	Brian.	You	have	two	lasers.		

One	 that	 can	 kill	 people	 and	 one	 that	 can	 listen	 in	 on	 any	

private	conversation	you	desire?”	I	said.	

“Yes,”	said	Brian.		“And	they	look	like	ordinary	fountain	

pens.”	

Brian	started	the	car	and	headed	for	the	freeway.	 	We	

both	decided	to	get	along	our	way	as	not	to	worry	our	parents	

due	to	our	tardiness.		We	could	talk	as	we	drove.	



“So	Brian.”	

“Yes,”	he	asked.	

“Do	you	realize	what	we	have	here?”	I	said.	

“You’re	not	upset?”	He	asked.	

“Upset?”	I	said.		“Brian	this	is	fricken	amazing.		No,	I’m	

not	upset.		I’m	amazed	and	I’m	very	impressed.”	

“But	what	about	the	cat?”	Brian	said.	

“Screw	the	cat,”	I	said.	 	“None	of	us	liked	that	old	bath	

mat	anyway.”	

I	got	him	to	at	least	chuckle.	

Red	 Rock	 City,	 described	 by	 some,	 is	 a	 sleepy,	 boring	

little	 town.	 	 I	 get	 that.	 	 Our	 theater	 had	 closed	 down.	 	 The	

fiberglass	plant	had	closed	down.		Kids	who	graduated	from	

high	school	would	leave	town,	never	to	be	seen	or	heard	from	

again.		They	would	all	end	up	moving	to	the	big	cities	seeking	

better	opportunities.	

Not	much	was	happening	for	kids	our	age.		So	Brian	and	

I	 had	 developed	 a	 love	 for	 reading.	 	 Books	 had	 become	 a	

passion	 for	 us	 and	we	 had	 plenty	 of	 them.	 	We	 found	 that	

books	 presented	 more	 opportunity	 for	 our	 creative	 minds	

than	 even	 watching	 an	 adventure	 movie	 like	 the	 fictitious	

James	Bond.	 	 In	 fact,	we	would	read	a	book	 then	attend	 the	

movie	by	the	same	name	discovering	that	the	book	was	much	

more	exciting.		But	now,	my	own	brother	had	actually	created	

a	“real”	James	Bond	type	laser.		I	knew	things	would	never	be	



the	same	from	here	on	out.		We	had	a	huge	secret	and	we	had	

to	keep	it	as	such.	

We	 both	 had	 been	 tested	 at	 school	 for	 our	 reading	

abilities	 and	 discovered	we	were	 labeled	 as	 speed-readers.		

Speed-readers	have	the	ability	to	simply	scan	a	page	quickly,	

fully	understanding	what	is	written	there	and	retain	it.	 	Yes,	

we	 loved	 to	 read	 and	 we	 could	 read	 fast.	 	 Every	 year,	 we	

anticipated	the	renewal	of	our	city	library	card	as	we	spent	a	

lot	 of	 our	 time	 there.	 	Our	parents	had	 encouraged	 reading	

since	we	were	very	young.		They	had	been	over	protective	of	

things	like	the	Internet,	computers	and	cell	phones.		Here	we	

were,	in	our	mid-teens	and	we	still	didn’t	have	a	cell	phone,	or	

a	 laptop.	 	 We	 had	 no	 home	 computer	 and	 of	 course,	 no	

Internet.	 	 Come	 to	 find	 out	 that	 Brian	 had	 been	 using	 the	

library	 computers	 to	 do	 all	 his	 laser	 research	 and	 used	 his	

debit	 card	 to	 order	 laser	 parts	 from	 China,	 having	 all	 the	

packages	shipped	to	his	work	address	at	the	newspaper.	

“Steven,	if	Mom	and	Dad	were	to	know	about	this	they	

would	kill	me.”	

“Relax,	I’m	your	brother,	no	one	is	going	to	know	about	

any	of	this.”	

“Thanks,”	said	Brian.	

Being	Thanksgiving	weekend	Mom	had	planned	on	us	

all	attending	the	Methodist	Church	on	Sunday	morning.		Dad	

always	wore	a	suit,	Mom	a	stylish	hat	and	Brian	and	me,	white	

shirts	and	a	tie.		We	called	these	clothes,	our	“Sunday	best.”		



We	arrived	a	few	minutes	early	and	sat	down	to	listen	to	

the	organ	music.		It	was	peaceful.		I	looked	over	and	noticed	

Mrs.	 Smith	 sitting	 alone.	 	 She	 appeared	quite	 stoic	 and	was	

looking	straight	ahead.	 	The	chapel	started	to	fill	and	by	the	

top	of	the	hour	everyone	was	in	their	place	and	the	meeting	

started.	

Again,	we	were	 not	 avid	 churchgoers.	 	We	 didn’t	 talk	

about	religious	topics	around	the	dinner	table	except	maybe	

at	Christmas.		You	might	call	us	cafeteria	Christians	as	we	kind	

of	 pick	 and	 choose	 when	 we	 attend	 church.	 	 We	 were	

respectful	of	religion	but	we	definitely	were	not	all	the	way	in.		

We	pretty	much	 stayed	neutral	 regarding	 all	 things	 church.		

Sundays	for	us,	were	days	spent	together	as	a	family.	

I	actually	enjoyed	todays	service.		The	minister	spoke	on	

compassion	and	taking	care	of	the	elderly	and	those	who	had	

lost	a	loved	one.		Dad	must	have	taken	the	message	to	heart	as	

he	 approached	Mrs.	 Smith	 after	 the	meeting	 and	 shook	her	

hand.		Dad	knew	Don	Smith	really	well	but	Mrs.	Smith	always	

was	quiet	and	kind	of	just	kept	to	herself.		It	appeared	Dad	had	

made	the	first	move	to	maybe	befriend	her.	 	She	looked	sad	

and	very	forlorn.	

On	 the	way	home	Dad	announced	 that	 later	 today	we	

were	going	to	visit	the	Smith	home.	 	He	said	he	agreed	with	

the	message	we	had	all	heard	at	church.		He	approached	Mrs.	

Smith	and	she	said	we	could	all	come	by	at	5:00	PM	for	a	visit.		



We	didn’t	 care,	 as	we	 never	 really	 had	much	 else	 going	 on	

anyway.			

We	rang	the	doorbell	and	Mrs.	Smith	answered.	

“Hello,	Mrs.	Smith,”	said	Mom	at	the	door.	

“Oh	please,	call	me	Marjorie.”		

She	brought	us	into	a	modest	yet	well	kept	living	room.			

Dad	asked,	“So	how	are	you	holding	up	these	days?”			

She	 said,	 “Well,	 not	 very	 well.	 	 People	 are	 cruel	 you	

know.	 	Rumors	are	running	rampant	all	over	town	that	Don	

started	the	 fire	 that	burned	down	our	business.	 	 It	 just	 isn’t	

true.”			

Dad	said,	“What	do	you	make	of	the	evidence	that	arson	

was	the	reason	for	the	fire?”		

She	said,	“They	can	say	whatever	they	want	but	my	dear	

sweet	 Don	 had	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 it,	 and	 now	 he’s…	 well,	

dead.”			

She	put	her	head	down	and	started	to	cry.	

Dad	said,	“Marjorie,	is	there	anything	I	can	do	for	you?”		

She	said,	“Yes,	find	the	person	that	lit	that	fire	and	clear	

my	husbands	name.”	

We	made	some	more	small	talk.		She	served	us	some	hot	

cocoa.		We	got	her	laughing,	talking	about	Big	Betty	and	how	

Dad	 was	 hoping	 she	 didn’t	 fly	 so	 he	 could	 keep	 his	 five	

hundred.		Dad	didn’t	dare	mention	the	Don	Smith	look	alike	in	

the	video.	



As	we	got	up	to	leave,	Dad	motioned	for	us	to	go	out	to	

the	car,	as	he	obviously	wanted	to	talk	to	Marjorie	alone.	 	A	

few	minutes	later	he	appeared,	opened	the	car	door,	got	in	and	

started	the	car,	and	we	headed	for	home.		He	said,	“Marjorie	

had	heard	from	Dennis	and	he	gave	her	some	news	from	Don	

but	she	wouldn’t	say	what	it	was.		She	just	said	she	hoped	the	

truth	would	prevail.”		

Christmas	 was	 unique	 this	 year.	 	 Brian	 and	 I	 were	

getting	older	and	our	gifts	now	mostly	consisted	of	clothes	and	

gift	cards	and	cash.		That	was	fine	with	us	as	we	pretty	much	

had	everything	we	needed.	 	Brian	would	be	graduating	 this	

year	then	heading	to	university	in	Rapid	City,	a	six	hour	drive	

to	the	west	of	Red	Rock	City.		I	knew	I	was	going	to	miss	him	

but	I	put	off	thinking	about	that,	as	it	was	still	months	down	

the	road.		

Christmas	Day	was	interesting.		This	year	we	decided	to	

drive	into	Sioux	Falls	to	help	serve	food	to	the	homeless.		Dad	

had	called	prior	in	the	week	and	got	the	details	of	where	the	

building	was,	etc.	

As	we	arrived,	there	was	a	line	of	mostly	men	around	the	

building.	 	At	12:00	noon	 sharp,	 the	doors	opened	and	men,	

women,	and	a	few	children,	came	pouring	in	from	the	street.		

Christmas	dinner	consisted	of	turkey,	mashed	potatoes	and	all	

the	trimmings	with	pecan	pie	for	dessert.	

We	were	not	a	shy	family,	and	after	everyone	was	fed	we	

went	out	and	mingled	with	the	patrons.	 	Most	of	them	were	



willing	to	share	their	stories.		Some	had	been	prominent	men	

in	other	states	and	cities	and	somehow	ended	up	here.		Some	

were	toothless	and	hadn’t	been	to	a	dentist	 in	ages.	 	Others	

seemed	to	accept	that	this	was	their	plight	and	they	were	fully	

adjusted	to	it.		We	came	away	from	the	experience	with	more	

understanding	 of	 others	 lives	 and	 we	 recognized	 just	 how	

blessed	and	lucky	we	all	were.		

We	arrived	home	by	3:00	PM	and	Mom	had	precooked	a	

ham	with	scalloped	potatoes	for	us.		She	had	baked	a	couple	of	

pies	 and	we	 spent	 the	 day	 relaxing	watching	 reruns	 of	 old	

Christmas	shows	on	TV.		

Dad	surprised	us	all	with	a	home	computer.		He	even	had	

the	Internet	all	hooked	up	and	ready	to	go.	

Brian	said,	“Really	Dad?		What’s	next…	cell	phones?”	

“Actually,	Merry	Christmas!”	Dad	said,	while	handing	us	

two	unwrapped	iPhone	boxes.	

Brian	and	I	looked	at	each	other	in	disbelief.		Dad	said	he	

had	 had	 a	 really	 good	 year	 and	wanted	 to	 get	 us	 some	 cell	

phones,	besides	we	were	well	beyond	the	age	and	it	definitely	

was	 time.	 	We	all	 laughed.	 	Wow,	 finally…	cell	 phones,	who	

knew?	

Christmas	traditions	seemed	to	go	out	the	window	this	

year.		Usually	we	opened	our	gifts	in	the	morning.		This	year	

Dad	suggested	that	we	wait	until	after	we	served	the	homeless	

to	 have	 our	 family	meal,	 then	 later	 that	 evening	we	would	

open	 our	 gifts.	 	 Brian	 and	 I	 were	 okay	with	 that	 and	Mom	



never	 questioned	 our	 father’s	 good	 judgment.	 	 Dad	 also	

suggested	that	we	all	clear	the	table	and	help	wash	and	dry	the	

dishes.	 	 This	 was	 new.	 	 We	 actually	 loved	 the	 time	 spent	

together	as	we	told	stories	while	passing	the	wet	plates	down	

our	small	drying	assembly	line.		

Dad	 lit	 his	 pipe	 sitting	 back	 in	 his	 favorite	 chair	

anticipating	the	paper	ripping.	 	Brian	and	I	opened	presents	

mostly	 consisting	 of	 new	 clothes,	 sweaters,	 dress	 shirts,	 a	

couple	of	ties	and	new	dress	shoes.	

Then	came	the	big	boxes.		Brian	and	I	both	got	Sunday	

dress	suits	complete	with	matching	vests.	 	Brian’s	was	dark	

blue	because	his	eyes	were	blue,	that’s	what	Mom	said,	and	my	

suit	was	black	to	match	my	hair.		We	were	somewhat	giddy	as	

we	changed	into	our	suits	parading	around	the	living	room	in	

a	mock	fashion	show.		Dad	instructed	us	on	the	proper	way	to	

tie	a	tie.		He	was	a	pro,	since	he	pretty	much	wore	a	suit	and	

tie	everyday	to	work.		We	both	agreed	we	looked	a	tad	James	

Bondish.	 	We	 had	 the	 suits,	 the	 cell	 phones,	 and	 let	 us	 not	

forget,	the	lasers,	something	we	would	forever	keep	a	secret.	

Brian	 and	 I	 pitched	 in	 and	 got	 Mom	 and	 Dad	 a	 gift	

certificate	to	the	Alex	Johnson	Hotel	in	Rapid	City.		A	one	night	

stay	 plus	 dinner	 on	 the	 eleventh	 floor	 restaurant.	 	 It	 was	

expensive	 so	we	 used	 part	 of	 Dad’s	 Big	 Betty	 flight	money.		

Mom	loved	the	Carry	Grant	movie,	 “North	by	Northwest”	as	

the	Alex	Johnson	Hotel	was	featured	in	it.		She	always	said	that	

she	wanted	 to	 stay	 there	 sometime.	 	 Brian	 and	 I	 thought	 it	



would	be	a	natural,	since	they	now	had	a	place	to	stay	in	Rapid	

City	when	they	paid	Brian	a	future	visit	at	school.			 	

Dad	said,	“I’m	going	over	to	check	on	Don	Smiths	widow.		

Mom	said,	“Do	you	want	us	to	go?”	 	He	said,	“You	guys	play	

with	the	computer.		I	won’t	be	long.”		

Ever	since	Don	Smith	took	his	life,	Dad	seemed	a	little	

different.		We	mentioned	it	to	Mom	and	she	said,	“We	all	have	

our	different	ways	of	grieving	and	your	Dad	will	be	fine.”		

The	 week	 between	 Christmas	 and	 New	 Years	 was	

always	cold	 in	Red	Rock	City.	 	The	wind	blew	hard,	causing	

drifts	of	snow	to	appear	around	town	 like	small	white	sand	

dunes.		The	snowplows	were	out	in	full	force	to	keep	up	with	

the	wintery	demand.		There	was	even	a	winter	advisory	one	

night	telling	folks	to	best	stay	indoors	and	not	to	travel.	

Mom	and	Dad	had	a	surprise	for	Brian	and	me	for	New	

Years	 Eve.	 	 There	was	 a	 big	 dinner	 dance	 planned	 in	 Sioux	

Falls	at	the	Ramada	Hotel	and	everyone	was	going.		Brian	liked	

a	girl	named	Julie	Jensen	and	when	Mom	mentioned	that	her	

mother	 had	 called	 to	 make	 sure	 Brian	 would	 be	 there,	 he	

started	to	blush.	

Sioux	Falls	was	only	a	forty-five	minute	drive	from	Red	

Rock	City,	but	during	the	winter	that	could	easily	change,	so	

Dad	announced	that	we	should	all	 leave	extra	early	to	allow	

for	bad	roads.	

As	luck	would	have	it,	I	came	down	with	a	cold	and	fever	

on	New	Years	Eve	morning.		My	body	temperature	was	at	102	



degrees.	 	 Mom	 suggested	 that	 we	 should	 probably	 all	 stay	

home	from	the	festivities	in	Sioux	Falls	since	I	was	in	no	shape	

to	go.	 	Brian’s	face	dropped.	 	Dad	looked	at	Brian,	then	said,	

“Let’s	monitor	how	Steven	feels.		Maybe	he’ll	be	well	enough	

to	go	when	the	time	comes.”		Brian	smiled.		

At	6:00	PM,	Mother	took	my	temperature	again.		It	had	

gone	down	to	101	degrees	and	I	still	felt	terribly	sick.	 	I	had	

been	 vomiting	 most	 of	 the	 day	 and	 had	 stayed	 under	 the	

covers,	except	for	running	to	the	bathroom.	

Mom	said,	“That’s	it,	we	should	all	stay	home.”		

Dad	saw	Brian’s	disappointment	and	said,	“Steven	will	

be	fine	staying	home	on	his	own.”		

I	 nodded	 and	 said,	 “Look,	 go	 have	 a	 good	 time,	 I’ll	 be	

fine!”		I	didn’t	want	Brian’s	love	interested	to	be	disappointed	

on	my	behalf.	 	“Besides,	Brian	can	keep	tabs	on	me	with	his	

new	cell	phone.”	

Mom	felt	my	head	and	popped	the	thermometer	under	

my	tongue	once	again.	It	read	100	degrees.		

She	said,	“His	temperature	seems	to	be	getting	back	to	

normal.”		

That’s	all	Brian	needed	to	hear	and	within	minutes	he	

was	 coming	down	 the	 stairs	 in	his	new	 suit,	 rehearsing	 the	

words,	“Bond…	James	Bond,”	no	doubt	to	impress	his	lady.			

The	weather	had	cleared	and	the	roads	were	all	plowed.		

Mom,	Dad	and	Brian	all	looked	fantastic.		Mom	said	she	would	

call	when	they	got	to	the	Ramada	Hotel	to	check	on	me.		I	was	



actually	 excited	 to	 have	 an	 evening	 alone	 with	 the	 new	

computer.		

We	said	our	good-byes,	and	they	were	off.			

I	said,	“See	you	later	Bond.”		Brian	smiled	as	he	tugged	

on	the	cuff	of	his	new	suit.		

The	night	was	quiet	for	me.		I	still	didn’t	feel	well.		I	made	

several	trips	to	the	fridge,	but	nothing	really	looked	appealing	

to	eat.		I	spent	an	hour	on	the	computer	interrupted	by	Mom’s	

call	saying	they	were	at	the	Hotel.		She	asked	how	I	was	doing.		

Of	course	I	said	I	was	fine,	and	for	the	most	part	I	was.	 	She	

suggested	 I	 take	 some	nighttime	 cold	medicine,	 as	 it	would	

help	me	sleep,	I	said	I	would.	 	Then	I	said,	“Is	Brian	married	

yet?”		She	laughed	and	said,	“Almost.”		

I	decided	to	read	a	book	until	the	night-time	medicine	

kicked	in.			

	

The	room	was	still	very	dark	as	I	awoke,	startled	by	the	

shadow	of	a	large	person	standing	over	me.		I	heard	the	loud	

voice	of	a	man	shouting	at	me,	“Steven	wake	up,	Steven	wake	

up.”	 	 The	man	was	 shaking	me	 violently.	 	 I	 was	 dazed	 and	

disoriented	jumping	upward	only	to	have	the	bedroom	light	

turn	 on	 blinding	my	 eyes.	 	 I	 was	 somewhat	 dizzy,	 and	 still	

groggy	 from	 the	medicine	 I	 had	 taken	 earlier.	 	 The	 familiar	

male	voice	repeated,	yelling,	“Steven	wake	up.”		I	opened	my	

eyes	 and	 focused	 on	Dennis	 Little	 Bear	 standing	 beside	my	



bed.	 	I	rubbed	my	eyes	and	said,	“	What	are	you	doing	here,	

and	how	the	hell	did	you	get	in?		You	scared	me.”	

Dennis	said,	“No	time	to	talk.		Your	parents	have	been	in	

a	bad	accident.		A	drunk	driver	hit	their	car.		It’s	not	good.		We	

have	to	get	to	the	Sioux	Falls	hospital	right	away.”	

Still	groggy	and	stunned	by	the	news	I	managed	to	get	

dressed,	grabbed	my	coat	and	stumbled	out	to	Dennis’	truck.	

In	 the	 truck	 Dennis	 told	 me	 he	 got	 a	 call	 from	 the	

hospital.	 	They	tried	to	call	our	house	and	my	cell	but	there	

was	no	answer.		They	found	his	name	and	number	on	a	piece	

of	paper	in	Dad’s	wallet	so	they	called	him.	

“Dennis,”	 I	 asked,	 “Are	 they	 okay,	 and	 what	 about	

Brian?”	

Dennis	said,	“I	don’t	know	buddy,	but	brace	yourself	for	

the	worst.”		

I	 said,	 “Dennis,	 with	 your	 gifts,	 did	 you	 not	 see	 this	

coming?”		

Dennis	said,	“Sometimes	things	happen	so	quick	I	get	the	

information	too	late,	but	this	I	feel,	is	really,	really	bad.		I’m	so	

sorry,”	he	kept	saying.		

The	trip	to	Sioux	Falls	was	a	blur.		We	hit	the	curb	as	the	

truck	bounced	back	coming	to	an	abrupt	stop	right	in	front	of	

the	emergency	entrance.	 	Dennis	 threw	it	 in	park.	 	We	both	

jumped	 out	 and	 ran	 towards	 the	 large	 glass	 sliding	 doors.		

Dennis	 ran	 up	 to	 the	 front	 desk	 and	 yelled,	 “THE	 SOUDER	

FAMILY!”	 	 A	 doctor	 appeared,	 and	 said,	 “Follow	 me.”	 	 We	



followed	him	closely	as	he	led	us	into	a	dimly	lit	side	room	at	

the	end	of	the	hall.	 	This	wasn’t	a	hospital	room;	I	knew	this	

was	going	to	be	bad	news.		We	were	told	to	take	a	seat.	

I	introduced	myself	explaining	my	parents	and	brother	

were	in	the	car.		He	shook	his	head,	looked	down,	paused	then	

looked	at	me	with	tears	in	his	eyes	and	said,	“Your	parents	are	

both	gone…	and	your	brother	is	in	critical	condition.”	

“Wait…	 back	 up,	 what	 do	 you	 mean	 my	 parents	 are	

gone?”		I	stammered.		

“They	are…	dead,	Steven.		They	died	at	the	scene	of	the	

accident,	I	am	so	sorry,”	said	the	Doctor.		“Feel	free	to	stay	here	

for	as	long	as	you’d	like.	 	I’m	going	to	check	on	the	status	of	

your	brother.”		

With	that	he	left.			

Dennis	put	his	arm	around	me.		His	shoulders	started	to	

shake	as	he	tried	to	hold	back	the	tears.		

“I’m	so	sorry	Steven.		I	felt	so	helpless.		I	had	no	chance	

to	warn	them.”		

I	 was	 in	 shock,	 and	 sobbing,	 and	 trying	 to	 catch	 my	

breath.	 	 I	had	a	burning	 lump	 in	my	 throat	 that	 couldn’t	be	

swallowed.		This	was	worse	than	anything	I	could	have	ever	

imagined.	 	 I	 felt	 I	was	having	an	out	of	body	experience,	 as	

none	of	this	seemed	real,	how	could	it	be	real?	

Dennis	and	I	stayed	in	the	small	hospital	chapel	feeling	

too	emotional	to	sit	in	the	waiting	room	with	the	other	people.		

An	hour	passed.		



The	Doctor	walked	in.		I	stood	up;	he	put	his	arm	around	

me	and	said	he	was	sorry.		He	told	me	Brian’s	neck	had	been	

broken,	his	spinal	cord	severed,	and	if	he	survived,	he	would	

no	doubt	be	a	quadriplegic.		He	said	he	was	in	a	coma	and	was	

being	kept	alive	by	a	life	support	machine.		I	sat	down	again	in	

the	dimly	lit	small	hospital	chapel.		

Dennis	was	a	rock.	 	I	needed	him	and	he	did	not	leave	

my	side.		We	took	a	walk	down	the	hall.			

Here	I	was,	looking	out	a	hospital	window	from	the	tenth	

floor.		It	was	New	Years	Day.		It	was	cold	and	dark.		There	was	

snow	covering	the	trees	and	the	city	below.		My	parents	were	

both	dead	and	my	brother	may	live	out	his	 life	paralyzed.	 	 I	

was	numb.	

Later	that	afternoon,	Dennis	and	I	were	allowed	to	see	

Brian.	 	He	was	unconscious	and	breathing	through	a	tube	in	

his	throat.	 	Brian	had	been	riding	in	the	back	seat	and	upon	

impact;	his	body	was	thrown	from	the	car	as	it	rolled.		He	was	

in	bad	shape.		I	stared	at	his	head	wrapped	in	gauze,	with	his	

eyes	 black	 and	 blue,	 and	 the	 sound	 of	 a	machine	 doing	 his	

breathing	for	him.		My	mind	flashed	back	to	Big	Betty	and	that	

magical	 day,	 and	Brian’s	 face,	Mom’s	 face,	Dad’s	 face.	 	 I	 felt	

nauseous.		

It	 was	 now	 after	 4:00	 PM	 and	 word	 was	 getting	 out	

about	 the	 accident.	 	The	waiting	 room	was	beginning	 to	 fill	

with	friends	from	Red	Rock	City,	many	who	had	been	at	the	

dance	the	night	before,	including	Julie	Jensen	and	her	parents.	



Dennis	 and	 I	went	 down	 the	 hall	 through	 the	 big	 tall	

doors,	turned	the	corner	and	were	greeted	by	many	emotional	

people.		The	room	was	somber	and	at	a	whisper.		Many	hugs,	

many	 tears	 and	 the	 sound	 of	 heartbreak	 and	 sobbing	 was	

heard.	

Julie’s	 eyes	were	 red	 as	 I’m	 sure	 she	 had	 been	 crying	

since	 Red	 Rock	 City.	 	 She	 approached	 me,	 got	 close	 and	

whispered,	“Is	he	going	to	be	ok?”		I	put	my	arm	around	her	

and	said,	“I	sure	hope	so…	he’s	my	best	friend.”		I	broke	down	

and	started	sobbing	again.		Julie	held	me	even	tighter,	sobbing	

out	of	control	embracing	me.		

How	ironic	that	New	Years	Day	landed	on	a	Sunday.		It	

was	though	church	didn’t	matter	today.		Many	opted	to	come	

by	the	hospital	versus	attend	their	place	of	worship.		I	always	

felt	 that	 Sundays	were	 different	 than	 the	 other	 days.	 	 They	

were	more	formal,	more	somber,	and	this	Sunday	was	all	of	

that,	and	more.	

The	 sun	 came	 out	 and	 I	 felt	 nothing.	 	 This	 day	was	 a	

blurry	space	of	surreal	numbness	with	memory	flashes	of	past	

happy	family	moments	mixed	with	a	sick	reality,	all	inside	a	

sterile	hospital	setting.	

People	were	sweet	and	kind.		I	mean,	what	do	you	say	to	

someone	whose	family	just	got	wiped	out,	all	gone,	never	to	

return	again?		

Brian,	poor	Brian.		Never	to	be	his	brilliant	self	again.		My	

James	Bond	brother.		I	wondered	where	his	suit	was.		Where	



was	Mom’s	Cadillac?	 	Where	did	the	accident	happen?	 	Why	

did	 it	 happen?	 	Who	was	 the	 drunk	 that	 killed	my	 family?		

Would	I	get	to	see	Mom	and	Dad	before	the	funeral?		Did	they	

suffer?		

It	 was	 now	 7:00	 PM.	 	 I	 was	 exhausted.	 	 Dennis	 had	

awoken	me	at	3:00	AM	this	morning	and	I	was	still	not	well	

from	being	so	sick.		I	needed	some	sleep.		I	spoke	to	the	Doctor	

and	 he	 said	 he	 would	 call	 with	 any	 changes	 of	 Brian’s	

condition.	 	The	Doctor	offered	Dennis	and	me	a	room	at	the	

hospital.	 	 I	 said	no.	 	 I	wanted	 to	go	home,	almost	 like	being	

home	would	make	things	better	again.			

I	asked	Dennis	to	stay	with	me.		He	said	he	would	and	

curled	up	on	the	couch	in	the	den.		I	went	upstairs	to	my	room.		

I	 stopped,	 went	 back	 and	 pushed	 open	 Brian’s	 door,	 as	 if	

hoping	to	see	his	silhouette	curled	up	sleeping	peacefully	 in	

his	bed.	 	The	bed	was	empty.	 	 I	peeked	into	Mom	and	Dad’s	

bedroom	at	the	end	of	the	hall.		Mom’s	New	Years	perfume	was	

still	lingering	in	the	air.		Their	bed	was	made	and	everything	

was	as	they	left	it,	only	hours	before.		I	went	back	to	my	room.		

I	fell	on	the	bed	hoping	to	fall	deep	asleep,	waking	later	to	find,	

that	it	had	all	been	a	cruel	dream…	but	I	knew	better.		

It	was	just	after	9:00	AM	when	I	was	awakened	by	the	

sound	of	our	telephone.		I	answered	to	a	feeble	voice	saying,	

“Is	it	true,	did	everybody	die?”		It	was	grandma	on	the	phone.		

I	 tried	 to	 explain	what	 happened	but	 I	 could	 tell	 she	 didn’t	

understand.		How	did	she	find	out	so	fast?		I	discovered	later	



that	someone	was	visiting	their	parents	and	stupidly	said,	“I’m	

so	 sorry	 for	 your	 loss”	 to	my	 grandparents	who	 hadn’t	 yet	

heard	and	they	were	completely	blindsided	and	confused.	 	 I	

said	 goodbye	 and	 hung	 up	 the	 phone.	 	 I	 realized	 that	 this	

accident	would	affect	many	people	for	many	years	to	come;	I	

just	had	no	idea	of	how	true	that	statement	would	be.	

I	walked	downstairs.		Dennis	was	in	the	kitchen.		He	said,	

“Hey	Steven	how	are	you?”	I	said,	“I’m	okay,	I	guess.”	

I	begged	Dennis	to	help	me	through	the	next	few	weeks.		

I	offered	to	pay	him	for	his	time.		He	smiled	and	said	he	had	

plenty	of	money	but	would	gladly	stay.	

The	 Doctor	 called	 saying	 Brian	 was	 stable	 but	 still	

wasn’t	breathing	on	his	own	and	was	still	in	a	coma.		I	asked	

Dennis	if	he	knew	of	Brian’s	future,	anything	at	all	that	could	

help	me	know	if	he	was	going	to	get	better	one	day,	would	he	

ever	be	normal	again?			

Dennis	smiled	and	said,	“Do	you	really	want	to	know?”		

I	said,	“Yes,	tell	me	everything.”		

Dennis	said	that	Brian	would	spend	the	rest	of	his	life	in	

a	wheel	chair	and	would	never	be	able	to	communicate	again.		

He	had	hit	his	head	and	would	be	brain	damaged	forever.	

“What	about	my	parents?”	I	said.		

“You	 mean	 where	 are	 they	 now,	 and	 are	 they	 ok?”	

Dennis	could	read	my	thoughts.		

I	 said,	 “Exactly	 Dennis,	 tell	 me	 everything,	 I	 have	 to	

know.”	Dennis	asked	me	to	sit	down.	



Dennis	explained	that	when	people	die	from	a	traumatic	

accident,	something	that	happens	completely	unexpected,	and	

it	happens	fast,	there	is	some	confusion	when	they	try	to	pass	

over	to	the	other	side.		He	assured	me	that	my	parents	did	not	

suffer.	 	 It	 happened	 quickly.	 	 Brian	 on	 the	 other	 hand	 felt	

tremendous	pain,	so	much	so	that	he	passed	out	and	is	now	in	

a	 coma	as	a	 result.	 	He	 said	 that	Brian	would	 spend	his	 life	

paralyzed	from	the	neck	down	and	would	never	know	anyone	

again.		He	said	Brian	would	be	like	a	living	dead	person.	

Tears	 filled	 my	 eyes.	 	 To	 hear	 news	 like	 this	 was	 so	

unreal	and	so	unfair.		

Dennis	 continued,	 “There	 is	 more	 Steven.	 Your	 Dad	

visited	me	 last	night	 in	 the	hospital	chapel.	 	He	said	 that	he	

loves	you,	and	wants	you	to	take	care	of	Mrs.	Smith.”		

“What?”	I	said.	“First	off	why	didn’t	Dad	come	to	me,	and	

second,	why	is	Mrs.	Smith	involved	in	any	of	this?”	

Dennis	said,	“There’s	more	Steven,	do	you	want	to	hear	

it?”	I	sat	back	down	and	asked	Dennis	to	go	on.	He	explained	

that	my	Dad	was	the	one	responsible	 for	 the	ACE	hardware	

store	fire.	 	He	said	that	since	Dad	did	the	accounting	for	the	

Smith	family,	he	knew	that	they	were	broke	after	their	out	of	

state	 real	 estate	 deal	 went	 south.	 	 The	 problem	 was,	 the	

authorities	 investigation	 proved	 arson	 and	 the	 insurance	

company	would	 not	 pay	 out	 the	 insurance	 since	 they	were	

certain	that	Don	Smith	was	the	culprit.		Then	to	make	matters	

worse,	Don	took	out	more	life	insurance	on	himself,	then	took	



his	own	life.		Since	his	death	was	by	suicide	the	insurance	was	

no	good.		“It’s	a	real	mess,”	said	Dennis.	

I	 thought	 a	 minute	 and	 said,	 “I	 can’t	 believe	 my	 Dad	

would	 do	 such	 a	 thing,	 why	would	 he	 put	 himself	 and	 our	

family	in	jeopardy	like	that?”	

Dennis	said,	“It’s	simple	Steven.		Don	Smith	saved	your	

father’s	life	in	Vietnam.		Your	Dad	was	shot	and	was	being	left	

for	 dead.	 	 Don	 was	 his	 friend;	 he	 stopped,	 put	 him	 on	 his	

shoulder	and	got	him	to	the	helicopter.		He	saved	his	life.”			

Everything	started	to	make	sense.		Dad	always	wanted	

to	visit	Mrs.	Smith	to	see	if	she	was	all	right.		I	said,	“But	Dennis	

in	a	way	Dad	was	responsible	for	Don’s	suicide.”	

“Yes,”	said	Dennis.	“He	felt	sick	about	it	especially	when	

he	was	just	trying	to	help.”		

I	said,	“You’re	right	Dennis,	this	is	a	real	mess.”	

Dad	 had	 never	 talked	 about	 Vietnam	 to	 any	 of	 us,	

including	Mom.		In	fact	we	just	thought	Dad	knew	Don	Smith	

from	town,	that	he	just	did	his	taxes.		I	had	no	idea	that	they	

fought	 together	and	 that	Don	had	saved	Dad	 from	dying.	 	 It	

now	made	 sense	 to	me	 that	Dad	wanted	 to	 financially	 take	

care	of	Mrs.	Smith.	

Dennis	said,	“There’s	more	if	you	care	to	hear	it.”		

I	said,	“Yes,	go	on.”		

Dennis	 continued.	 	 Mrs.	 Smith	 and	 your	 father	 were	

engaged	before	he	went	to	war.		He	told	Don	all	about	her	and	

upon	his	return,	Don	won	her	heart	and	they	got	married.		She	



was	told	that	your	father	had	been	badly	wounded	and	would	

probably	not	make	it	home	from	Vietnam	alive.		Your	Dad	was	

a	 gentleman	 and	 never	 made	 any	 waves	 about	 it	 when	 he	

returned.		He	met	your	Mom,	fell	in	love	and	the	rest	is	history.	

I	sat	there	trying	to	absorb	what	I	had	just	heard.		

“Wow	Dennis,	the	things	you	learn	when	your	parents	

suddenly	die,”	I	said.	

	 	



	

CHAPTER	FIVE	

FUNERAL	FOR	TWO	

	

The	 number	 of	 funerals	 I	 had	 ever	 attended	 could	 be	

counted	 on	 one	 hand.	 	 I	 never	 liked	 attending	 funerals	 and	

mostly	did	so	to	oblige	my	parents,	and	here	I	was,	actually	

planning	their	funeral.	

With	 the	weighted	 heaviness	 of	 the	 certainty	 of	 their	

absence	still	not	settled	 in,	combined	with	 the	reality	of	my	

brother’s	condition,	my	demeanor	was	hazy	at	best.	 	I	found	

myself	relying	more	and	more	on	Dennis	for	strength.		He	was	

wonderful.	 	 I	 know	 he	 felt	 somewhat	 helpless	 knowing	 he	

couldn’t	warn	or	help	my	parents	avoid	 the	crash.	 	 It	didn’t	

matter	now.		They	were	both	gone.	

Dennis	 and	 I	 both	 felt	 it	 best	 to	 focus	 on	 getting	 the	

funeral	 behind	us	before	 attending	 to	Brian.	 	The	Doctor	 in	

charge	of	Brian	had	left	messages	letting	us	know	that	there	

was	no	change	in	his	condition.		He	was	still	in	a	coma	and	only	

machines	were	keeping	him	alive.		We	knew	he	was	in	good	

hands	which	allowed	us	to	focus	on	Mom	and	Dad.		



My	 father	 was	 conscientious	 of	 details.	 	 He	 had	 life	

insurance	 in	 place	 for	 everyone	 in	 our	 family	 in	 case	

something	like	this	ever	happened.		I’m	sure	my	father	in	his	

wildest	 dreams	 could	 not	 have	 imagined	 such	 a	 fate	 for	

mother	 and	 himself.	 	 As	 an	 accountant	 he	 was	 following	

protocol.	 	 He	 taught	 his	 clients	 things	 that	 had	 to	 do	 with	

money	and	preparedness,	and	having	life	insurance	was	one	

of	them.	

I	received	word	from	Bob,	Dad’s	attorney	and	business	

partner	that	life	insurance	checks	would	soon	be	written	and	

not	 to	worry.	 	The	 funeral	home	was	 comfortable	with	 that	

and	 allowed	 Dennis	 and	 I	 to	 follow	 through	 choosing	 the	

caskets	and	arranging	the	burials.		

I	 knew	 that	 Dennis	 would	 help	 me	 go	 through	 my	

father’s	 papers	 at	 home	 to	 find	 out	 the	particulars	 on	bank	

accounts	and	all	things	financial.		Dad	never	talked	about	his	

affairs	openly	but	I	knew	he	was	an	organized	man	and	that	

everything	would	be	in	place	somewhere	in	the	house.		I	knew	

there	was	a	small	safe	downstairs,	but	I	had	no	idea	as	to	the	

combination;	one	more	mystery	to	solve.		We	set	a	date	for	the	

funeral.	 	It	would	be	this	coming	Saturday	at	2:00	PM	at	the	

Lutheran	Church	in	Red	Rock	City.		

It	was	now	Thursday.		People	were	coming	by	the	house	

offering	their	condolences	and	bringing	food.		More	food	than	

Dennis	and	I	could	ever	eat.			



My	teachers	from	school	had	all	paid	a	visit	letting	me	

know	to	take	my	time	coming	back	to	school.		They	knew	that	

I	was	a	good	student	and	getting	behind	wasn’t	 really	a	big	

deal.		They	knew	I	needed	time	to	grieve.			

With	all	the	knowledge	I	now	had	from	Dennis,	in	regard	

to	the	connection	with	my	father	and	the	Smith	family,	I	wasn’t	

surprised	when	Mrs.	Smith	called.		She	asked	if	she	could	come	

by	 later	 in	 the	 evening	 when	 things	 calmed	 down	 a	 bit.	 	 I	

agreed.		

10:00	PM	sharp,	a	knock	came	to	the	door.		I	answered	

it	to	find	Mrs.	Smith	standing	on	the	porch.	 	I	 invited	her	in.		

We	sat	down.		I	offered	her	something	to	drink.		She	declined.			

I	asked	Dennis	 to	stay	 in	the	room,	which	was	 fine,	as	

Mrs.	Smith	knew	him	well.			

She	said,	“I’m	sure	by	now	Dennis	has	told	you	about	my	

relationship	with	your	father.”			

I	nodded	yes.		She	went	on.			

“Your	 Father	 and	 I	 were	 high	 school	 sweet	 hearts.		

Before	he	left	for	Vietnam	he	gave	me	a	ring	as	a	promise	to	

marry	upon	his	return.”		She	went	on	to	say	that	Don	and	he	

were	in	the	same	platoon	and	became	fast	friends.	 	She	said	

that	Dad	wanted	her	to	write	letters	of	encouragement	to	Don	

since	 he	 had	 no	 family	 support.	 	 Through	 the	 letters	 they	

became	closer	than	expected.		Don	returned	home	early	and	

made	a	trip	to	Red	Rock	City	to	look	her	up.		They	fell	in	love.			



She	 said,	 “Since	 Don	 had	 saved	 your	 fathers	 life,	 he	

stayed	away	allowing	us	to	marry	and	start	a	life	together.		He	

was	a	real	gentleman.”		She	had	tears	in	her	eyes.			

I	asked,	“Did	you	love	my	father?”		

She	 answered,	 “Yes,	 very	much,	 but	 I	 was	 young	 and	

impressionable	and	things	happened	the	way	they	did.”			

She	then	opened	up	a	small	hanky.		Inside	was	a	small	

ring.			

She	said,	 “This	 is	 the	promise	ring	your	 father	gave	to	

me.		I	kept	it	all	these	years,	and	I	want	you	to	have	it.”			

What	was	I	supposed	to	do?		I	held	out	my	hand	and	she	

softly	placed	the	ring	into	it.			

I	 said,	 “Mrs.	 Smith,	 how	 are	 you	 doing,	 I	 mean	

financially?”		She	put	her	head	down	and	started	to	cry.			

She	said,	 “Don	 left	me	 in	quite	a	mess.	 	The	 insurance	

companies	 have	made	 their	 case	 and	 refuse	 to	 pay	 out	 any	

insurance.		My	kids	are	helping	out	here	and	there	but	I	will	be	

forced	to	sell	the	farm.”			

I	 told	 her	 I	would	 come	 see	 her	 after	 the	 funeral	 and	

maybe	I	could	help	out	a	bit.	 	She	smiled,	stood	and	walked	

towards	the	door.		She	turned	and	gave	me	a	hug.		She	was	a	

beautiful	woman	and	had	aged	well.	 	 I	understood	what	my	

father	had	seen	in	her.		I	watched	as	she	drove	away.		

I	said,	“Dennis,	does	Mrs.	Smith	know	that	my	Dad	was	

responsible	for	the	fire	at	their	ACE	hardware	store?”			



He	said,	“Yes,	she	is	fully	aware.		She	didn’t	take	the	news	

well.		She	now	knows	that	her	husband	didn’t	start	the	fire,	but	

the	whole	town	still	thinks	he	did.		It’s	complicated.”		

I	 said,	 “I	 just	wish	 I	could	do	more,	you	know,	 to	help	

ease	her	pain.”		

Dennis	and	I	started	going	through	the	dropped	off	food	

offerings	in	the	fridge	to	see	what	looked	good.		Neither	one	of	

us	really	had	an	appetite.		We	settled	on	mashed	potatoes	and	

meat	loaf.		Dennis	fixed	us	both	a	plate	and	heated	them	one	

by	one	in	the	microwave.	

The	house	was	somewhat	eerie	as	we	ate	our	comfort	

food	in	silence.		To	think	that	just	over	a	week	ago	I	was	sitting	

here	 with	 my	 Mom	 and	 Dad	 and	 my	 brother	 enjoying	

Christmas	together.		This	wasn’t	fair,	this	really	sucked.			

“Why	Dennis,	tell	me	why	this	had	to	happen?”		

Dennis	looked	at	the	ground	and	said	nothing.		

“Please	Dennis,	 talk	 to	me,	why	does	 this	shit	happen,	

and	why	did	 it	happen	 to	me	and	my	 family?	 	Why,	 tell	me	

why?”			

Dennis	 cleared	 his	 throat,	 looked	 at	 me	 and	 said,	

“Steven,	a	man	left	a	bar	the	other	night,	probably	celebrating	

New	Years	Eve.		He	was	drunk,	got	in	his	car	and	headed	out.		

He	 probably	 nodded	 off,	 went	 across	 the	 line	 and	 hit	 your	

parent’s	car.		That	is	exactly	what	happened.		I	don’t	know	why	

it	happened,	it	just	did.”			

I	was	mad	and	not	happy	with	his	answer.	



The	newspaper	had	sent	a	lady	by	to	help	me	write	my	

parents	obituary.		It	was	fairly	long,	as	it	spoke	of	their	life,	and	

all	their	accomplishments.		She	had	worked	with	Brian	at	the	

paper	and	asked	how	he	was.		“No	change,	he’s	still	in	a	coma,”	

was	my	reply.		My	emotions	were	all	over	the	map.		I	would	

feel	anger,	remorse,	sadness	but	most	of	all,	I	just	felt	numb.			

The	support	from	the	funeral	home	was	amazing.		These	

men	all	knew	my	parents	personally	and	they	did	their	very	

best	 to	make	 the	 funeral	 special.	 	Bouquets	of	 flowers	were	

everywhere.		I	could	tell	they	added	more	staff	to	handle	the	

influx	of	people.	 	 I	had	no	idea	how	many	people	our	family	

had	touched	over	the	years.		Stories	of	how	my	Mom	and	Dad	

had	 dropped	 off	 envelopes	 filled	 with	 money	 to	 those	

struggling	in	the	neighborhood.		How	they	helped	pay	the	cost	

of	a	friends	car	repair.		How	they	took	groceries	to	folks	out	in	

the	country.	 	How	they	paid	off	debts	for	folks	who	had	lost	

their	 job.	 	 How	 they	 secretly	 provided	 Christmases	 for	

struggling	 young	 families.	 	 Yes,	 I	 found	 out	 a	 lot	 about	 the	

character	of	my	parents	this	past	week.		

The	health	of	my	mother’s	parent’s	had	gone	down	hill	

over	 the	 past	 six	 months.	 	 They	 were	 both	 suffering	 from	

dementia	 and	 they	 hardly	 knew	 what	 day	 it	 was.	 	 We	 all	

agreed	that	they	were	not	in	a	position	to	attend	the	funeral.	

This	took	some	pressure	off	of	me.		The	thought	of	their	

living	quarters	made	me	nauseous.		The	sights	and	smells	of	

an	old	folks	home	is	something	you	don’t	forget.		They	correct	



you	by	saying	it	is	a	“retirement	community”	not	an	old	folks	

home.		Call	it	what	you	will.		The	bottom	line	is	that	it’s	a	place	

where	 you	 go	 to	 die,	 to	 check	 out,	 your	 final	 residence.	 	 I	

always	 felt	 that	 every	 patron	 in	 that	 place	 was	 drugged.		

Everyone	 was	 so	 lethargic;	 it	 was	 obvious	 they	 were	 on	

something	to	make	them	beyond	mellow.		Poor	people.		Even	

though	my	parent’s	lives	were	cut	short,	I’m	glad	they	never	

had	to	experience	“The	Retirement	Death	Ranch.“	

Before	the	funeral,	the	officiating	Pastor	asked	if	I	would	

like	 to	 make	 any	 comments	 from	 the	 podium.	 	 I	 honestly	

thought	for	a	split	second	about	clearing	Don	Smiths	name	by	

telling	the	truth	about	my	father’s	weak	moment.		I	decided	to	

let	it	be,	and	I	declined	the	offer.			

Things	 that	 had	 happened	 were	 over.	 	 Just	 like	 my	

parent’s	death.		It’s	final,	and	they	will	never	return.		They	are	

gone.		Let	it	be.	

At	the	back	of	the	chapel	there	were	sliding	accordion	

doors	 that	opened	up	 into	a	 gymnasium	 the	youth	used	 for	

basketball	games	and	other	activities.		The	ushers	opened	up	

the	doors	for	more	space	as	others	brought	in	folding	chairs	

from	 under	 the	 stage	 to	 accommodate	 more	 people.	 	 The	

funeral	started	a	little	late	due	to	the	steady	stream	of	funeral	

goers.		

At	 2:05	 PM,	 the	 Pastor	 stood	 up	 at	 the	 podium.		

Everyone	 stood	 out	 of	 respect.	 	 The	 staff	 and	 a	 few	 of	 my	



father’s	 close	 friends	 wheeled	 in	 the	 two	 caskets	 on	 shiny	

polished	chrome	frames.	

I	 had	 picked	 out	 two	 identical	 cherry	 wood	 caskets.		

Dad’s	 casket	 was	 pushed	 down	 the	 isle	 first,	 with	 Mom’s	

closely	following.		A	beautiful	flower	arrangement	was	on	top	

of	each	casket	with	a	 large	ribbon	with	one	visible	word	on	

each.		FATHER	on	the	first,	and	MOTHER	on	the	second.	

The	first	row	was	reserved	for	family	and	friends.		I	sat	

directly	in	front	of	the	two	caskets	along	with	my	cousins	and	

their	parents.		Dennis	sat	to	my	right.		Dad’s	pallbearer	friends	

sat	with	their	wives,	filling	up	the	first	row.		The	pastor	asked	

for	 everyone	 to	 be	 seated.	 	 It	 was	 a	 reverent	 and	 solemn	

setting.		

With	 everyone	 seated,	 the	 Pastor	 proceeded	 to	 read	

Mom	and	Dad’s	obituary.		My	mind	drifted	away	to	stories	of	

when	Mom	and	Dad	first	met,	their	wedding	day,	when	they	

bought	their	first	home.		The	thought	of	how	Dad	must	have	

felt	upon	returning	to	Red	Rock	City	only	to	find	that	his	first	

love	was	now	married	to	his	comrade	who	had	saved	his	life	

in	Vietnam.			

I	focused	back	to	the	Pastor.		His	mouth	was	moving	and	

I	could	hear	his	words,	but	my	mind	was	floating	elsewhere.		I	

thought	of	Don	Smith	hanging	himself.		I	mean,	how	distraught	

do	you	have	to	be	to	carry	out	such	a	thing?		I	just	wanted	this	

day	to	be	over.		I	wanted	my	life	to	get	back	to	normal,	but	I	

knew	nothing	would	ever	be	the	same	again.		



Yes	I	was	smart	with	a	high	IQ,	but	I	was	still,	just	fifteen	

years	 old.	 	How	 could	 anyone	my	 age	 ever	 be	prepared	 for	

such	a	tragedy?		How	on	earth	am	I	supposed	to	process	all	of	

this?		I	kept	thinking	how	absolutely	final	death	is.		Then	there	

was	poor	Brian.		Mangled,	laying	in	a	hospital	bed,	being	kept	

alive	by	a	machine.	 	 I	 felt	my	head	was	about	 to	explode.	 	 I	

wanted	to	cry	out	but	somehow	I	kept	my	composure.		It’s	as	

though	my	other	person	had	risen	to	the	occasion	to	get	me	

through	this	day.		Maybe	I	was	still	in	shock	and	the	reality	had	

not	caught	up	to	me	yet?			

As	smart	as	I	was,	I	kept	asking	why?		I	couldn’t	figure	

out	any	kind	of	logic	to	this	whole	mess.		

Thank	God	I	had	Dennis.		I	loved	this	man.		So	peaceful,	

so	calm,	so	full	of	grace	and	love.		Dennis	remained	composed.		

I	 guess	 he	 knew	 he	 had	 to	 hold	 his	 emotions	 together	 as	 I	

needed	him	to	lean	on.	 	I	mean,	if	Dennis	fell	apart,	I	knew	I	

would	lose	it	right	here	in	public.		Dennis	was	my	strength.		

The	Pastor	read	from	his	notes,	stories	about	my	Mom	

and	Dad.		They	were	loved	by	many	and	were	good	people.		I	

was	proud	of	that.	

We	 were	 asked	 to	 stand	 and	 sing	 together	 the	 song,	

“Amazing	 Grace“	my	mother’s	 favorite	 hymn.	 	 As	 I	 stood,	 I	

looked	 behind	me	 to	 see	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 congregation.	 	 The	

chapel	was	 full,	all	 the	way	to	the	back,	 including	the	entire	

gymnasium.		People	were	teary	eyed	and	most	were	holding	a	

hanky	or	tissue.	



As	I	went	to	look	forward,	I	caught	the	eye	of	Brian’s	girl	

friend	Julie.	 	She	looked	like	she	had	been	crying	for	days.	 	I	

almost	lost	it.		I	grabbed	Dennis’s	arm.		He	moved	in	closer	as	

if	to	say,	“I’ve	got	you	buddy,	stay	strong.”		

I’ve	 heard	 it	 said	 that	 people	 suffer	 three	 emotions	

before	 being	 able	 to	 accept	 the	 loss	 of	 loved	 ones.	 	 Denial,	

anger,	and	then	depression.		Well,	isn’t	that	great	that	I	have	

some	options	to	look	forward	to.	

What	about	losing	your	whole	God	Damn	family?		What	

do	the	experts	have	to	say	about	that?		Damn	right	I	was	angry.		

The	Pastor	talks	about	the	grace	of	God?		What	kind	of	a	God	

would	even	allow	this	kind	of	tragedy	to	occur?		God,	and	his	

love	for	us?		Bullshit.		It’s	all	bullshit.			

I	just	wanted	this	day	over	with.		I	wanted	to	scream	out	

loud.		I	wanted	to	tell	everyone	to	go	home	and	to	fuck	off,	and	

to	leave	me	the	hell	alone.		I	started	to	chuckle	inside	to	myself.		

I	had	never	in	my	life	uttered	a	swear	word.		I	marveled	at	how	

easy	 it	was	 to	 say	 the	F	word,	 even	 if	 it	was	 just	 to	myself.		

Saying	 that	 word	 somehow	 made	 me	 feel	 better…	

empowered.		

The	 funeral	was	 coming	 to	 a	 close.	 	 The	 congregation	

was	to	remain	seated	while	singing	the	final	hymn.				

Dennis,	the	pallbearers,	and	I	were	instructed	to	roll	the	

two	caskets	to	the	two	hearses	waiting	outside.	 	Those	who	

chose	to	do	so,	could	follow	the	car	procession	to	the	cemetery	



west	of	town,	where	we	would	have	a	small	graveside	burial	

service	and	prayer.				

We	 all	 gathered	 around.	 	 I	 noticed	 Mrs.	 Smith	 in	 the	

crowd.		I	motioned	for	her	to	stand	up	front	with	Dennis	and	

me.		She	did	so.		I	wondered	if	anyone	in	town	knew	the	story	

about	her	and	my	Dad.		Then	I	thought,	this	is	Red	Rock	City…	

everyone	knows	everything	about	everybody	in	this	little	two	

horse	village.		Nothing	is	sacred.			

I	 committed	 to	myself	 that	 I	would	 leave	 this	place	as	

soon	as	it	was	possible.		I	really	hated	it,	and	I	hated	the	people	

who	seemed	to	have	nothing	better	to	do	than	to	talk	about	

others	problems.	 	Well,	 I	have	a	problem.	 	I	have	no	fucking	

family	to	go	home	to,	and	my	brother	who	had	more	brains	

than	half	this	town	put	together,	is	now	a	fucking	vegetable.		I	

wonder	what	they’ll	have	to	say	about	“me	and	my	problems?”		

Fucking	people.		Fucking	Red	Rock	Village.			

Wow…	 where	 did	 that	 come	 from?	 	 I	 better	 stop	

swearing	to	myself	as	I	might	slip,	saying	something	in	public	

at	the	wrong	time,	like	when	I’m	delivering	a	speech	in	front	

of	my	class	at	school.		Now	that’s	funny.		I	almost	chuckled	out	

loud.		I	obviously	had	drifted	off	again.		

Dennis	 clutched	 my	 arm,	 turned	 to	 my	 left	 ear	 and	

whispered,	“Almost	done	Steven.		Hang	in	there.”			

The	Pastor	finished	his	graveside	remarks	with	a	prayer	

and	folks	started	to	leave.		We	were	instructed	to	go	back	to	



the	chapel,	as	the	community	ladies	had	prepared	a	lunch	for	

us	all.			

This	was	a	tradition	in	our	town.		You	attend	a	funeral,	

then,	you	get	fed.	 	I	went	along	with	the	customary	practice.		

Dennis	and	I	were	 the	 last	ones	 to	 leave	the	cemetery.	 	The	

funeral	 home	 limo	 that	 brought	 Dennis	 and	 me	 to	 the	

cemetery	was	waiting	to	take	us	back	to	town.		Dennis	offered	

a	burial	prayer	in	his	Indian	tongue,	customary	to	his	Dakota	

Tribe	ritual.		We	both	took	handfuls	of	dirt	and	sprinkled	it	on	

the	top	of	both	caskets.		We	turned	and	silently	walked	back	

towards	the	shiny	black	limousine.		

The	church	was	active.		Everyone	at	the	funeral	was	now	

in	the	gymnasium.		Tables	and	chairs	had	been	set	up	and	the	

food	was	being	served.		It’s	what	Red	Rock	City	did.		They	even	

served	 funeral	 potatoes	 along	 with	 the	 ham.	 	 How	

appropriate.	 	 Funeral	 potatoes,	 served	 at	 a	 funeral.	 	 I	 was	

overwhelmed	at	the	people	who	came	up	and	shook	my	hand,	

giving	 me	 their	 condolences.	 	 Most	 funerals	 have	 large	

families,	aunts	and	uncles,	parents,	grandchildren,	all	sharing	

in	the	handshaking.		Not	at	this	funeral.		It	was	all	falling	upon	

me.	

I	could	see	the	sick	look	in	people’s	eyes.		I	could	almost	

hear	their	inner	thoughts	as	they	shook	my	hand.		Things	like,	

“Poor	kid,	what	is	he	going	to	do	now?”	or,	“How	is	he	going	to	

go	home	to	an	empty	house	full	of	memories	of	his	parents	and	



brother?”	 	 I	 knew	 that	 was	 what	 everyone	 was	 thinking,	

because	I	was	thinking	the	same	exact	things.		

I	was	 offered	 a	 plate	 of	 food.	 	 I	wasn’t	 hungry.	 	 I	 just	

wanted	the	day	to	be	over	with.	 	As	young	as	I	was,	 I	didn’t	

have	 the	social	skills	or	 the	maturity	 to	handle	 this	wave	of	

lament	 coming	 at	 me	 from	 all	 sides.	 	 I	 was	 completely	

overwhelmed.		I	was	completely	exhausted	and	felt	like	I	could	

sleep	for	a	week.		

I	walked	up	 the	stairs	 to	 the	back	door	of	my	 family’s	

home,	 unlocked	 the	 door,	 and	walked	 in	with	 Dennis	 close	

behind	me.		It	was	strange,	as	it	was	the	first	time	I	ever	had	a	

key	to	unlock	the	door.	 	The	doors	 in	my	house	were	never	

locked	as	Mom	and	Dad	were	always	there,	doing	something.		

Either	Mom	was	in	the	kitchen	getting	lunch	or	dinner	ready	

or	Dad	was	in	the	den	reading	his	paper	smoking	his	pipe.		Oh,	

the	smell	of	Dad’s	pipe.		I	miss	it	already.		

I	sat	down	at	the	kitchen	table.		Dennis	sat	down	across	

from	me.			

He	said,	“How	are	you	partner?”			

I	 said,	 “Dennis,	 is	 any	 of	 this	 real?	 	 Please	 tell	me	 I’m	

going	 to	wake	up	 tomorrow	and	 find	out	 that	 this	was	all	a	

very	bad	dream.”			

Dennis	said,	“You	need	some	sleep,	I’m	going	to	give	you	

a	mild	sleeping	pill	to	help	you.		We	can	talk	later.”			

I	listened	to	Dennis.		He	was	wise	and	I	knew	he	knew	

what	 was	 best.	 	 I	 took	 the	 pill	 with	 some	 water	 and	 went	



upstairs	to	my	room	to	take	a	nap.		I	fell	across	my	bed	still	in	

my	 Sunday	 best,	 the	 suit	 and	 tie	 I	 got	 for	 Christmas.	 	 I	 fell	

asleep.		

People	mean	well	but	sometimes	they	don’t	get	it.		The	

rest	of	that	day	Dennis	spent	answering	the	door	to	folks	who	

had	been	out	of	town	or	had	just	heard	the	news	for	the	first	

time.	 	He	was	very	patient	and	accepted	 the	 cards,	 the	well	

wishes	and	more	prepared	food.		Good	people.		Bless	them	all.		

Sleep,	God	bless	sleep.		Thanks	to	my	exhaustion	and	the	

little	pill	Dennis	gave	me,	I	slept	well	into	the	next	day.		I	woke	

slowly.	 	 I	 sat	 up	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 my	 bed	 with	 thoughts	 of	

yesterday’s	 funeral.	 	 I	 called	out	 for	Dennis.	 	He	yelled	back	

from	downstairs.	

He	 knocked	 on	 my	 door.	 	 He	 opened	 the	 door	 and	

peaked	in	and	said,	“How	was	your	nap?”			

I	said,	“It	was	great.		What	time	is	it?”		

He	said,	 “It’s	almost	noon.	 	Go	get	a	shower	and	come	

downstairs	and	I’ll	fix	you	something	to	eat.”		I	nodded	and	he	

shut	the	bedroom	door.			

There’s	something	comforting	about	a	hot	shower.		Just	

standing	under	hot	water	with	your	eyes	closed.	 	It’s	like	all	

your	troubles	fade	away.		I	knew	I	had	been	under	the	water	

longer	than	normal	when	I	felt	the	cold	water	creeping	in.		The	

hot	water	 tank	had	given	up	 its	contents	and	 it	was	 time	to	

step	out	and	dry	off.		



It	 was	 a	 bright	 day,	 a	 bit	 cool,	 and	 it	 was	 Sunday.	 	 I	

walked	downstairs	barefoot	with	only	a	T-shirt	and	jeans	on.		

Dennis	was	in	the	kitchen	looking	through	the	fridge.			

“What	do	you	feel	like	eating?”	he	said.		

“You	know	Dennis,	I’m	really	not	that	hungry	to	tell	you	

the	truth.		This	whole	thing	has	taken	away	my	appetite.”	

“You’ve	got	to	eat	something,”	he	said.		

“How	about	some	orange	juice?”	I	said.	

Dennis	had	organized	the	fridge	and	had	cleaned	up	the	

kitchen.		

I	 said,	 “Dennis,	 I	 have	 some	 crazy	 thoughts	 running	

around	in	my	head.”			

He	said,	“I’m	listening.”		

I	said,	“I	don’t	want	to	go	back	to	school.”			

Dennis	looked	at	me	and	asked	me	to	continue.		

“I	don’t	have	anything	in	common	with	anyone	at	school.		

I’m	almost	sixteen	and	finishing	up	eleventh	grade.		I	know	I’m	

smart	enough	to	test	out	of	the	twelfth	grade	and	also	a	few	

college	classes.”			

This	was	 interesting,	as	Steven	had	been	 invited	to	be	

placed	into	the	same	grade	as	Brian,	but	their	mother	felt	 it	

would	be	better	if	the	boys	had	their	own	identity,	in	their	own	

grade,	and	she	didn’t	think	it	would	be	healthy	to	have	Steven	

always	in	Brian’s	shadow.			

Dennis	said,	“Steven	I	have	known	your	family	for	many	

years.		Now	that	everything	has	changed,	only	you	can	make	



the	rules	and	only	you	can	say	what	is	best	for	you.		I	think	you	

should	follow	your	instinct.”			

Dennis	said	exactly	what	I	wanted	to	hear.	 	It’s	settled	

then.		I	will	sit	down	with	the	principle	next	week	to	discuss	

my	options.			

“So	Dennis,	what	do	you	say	we	take	a	drive	into	Sioux	

Falls	to	see	Brian?”	I	said.		

Dennis	nodded	and	said,	“Let’s	do	it.”		

Getting	into	Dennis’s	old	truck	and	driving	was	what	I	

needed.		Dennis	and	I	made	small	talk,	mostly	about	my	future	

and	getting	out	of	high	school	early.		I	loved	the	idea	of	getting	

out	of	Red	Rock	City,	being	on	my	own	and	starting	the	life	of	

an	adult.		I	didn’t	have	all	the	details	worked	out	but	I	knew	

good	things	were	up	ahead.		I	missed	my	parents	and	I	knew	

they	were	never	coming	back	but	I	also	knew	that	I	had	to	kick	

things	into	action,	if	for	nothing	else,	to	keep	my	sanity.	

We	arrived	at	the	hospital	and	made	our	way	to	Brian’s	

room.		He	still	looked	terrible	and	there	was	no	change	in	his	

condition.			

A	 few	minutes	 went	 by	 before	 Brian’s	 doctor	 walked	

into	the	room.		He	asked	if	he	and	I	could	talk	alone.		I	said	that	

would	be	fine,	but	Dennis	was	part	of	my	family	and	he	would	

have	to	be	present.				

Dennis	and	I	followed	the	doctor	down	the	hall	and	into	

a	larger	room	with	a	large	oval	table	with	chairs	around	it.		We	

all	sat	down.			



“Let	me	proceed,”	 said	 the	Doctor.	 	 Steven	as	 the	 soul	

survivor	in	your	family,	you	now	have	power	of	attorney.		The	

only	problem	is	that	you’re	not	eighteen	yet.”		

“What	are	you	getting	at	Doctor?”	I	asked.				

He	said,	“We	have	done	some	tests	on	Brian.		He	has	no	

brain	activity,	he	is	in	a	coma	and	he	is	being	kept	alive	by	a	

machine	as	he	is	unable	to	breath	on	his	own.”		

I	 said,	 “Are	 you	 asking	 me	 to	 pull	 the	 plug	 on	 my	

brother?”		

The	 Doctor	 said,	 “Steven	 I	 am	 not	 asking	 you	 to	 do	

anything,	but	I	would	like	you	to	consider	your	options.		Right	

now	and	forever,	your	brother	will	never	be	like	he	was.		In	his	

condition	he	is	alive,	but	he	is	basically	dead,	and	will	never	

have	any	quality	of	life	different	than	what	you	see	right	now.”			

I	said,	“Doctor,	I	did	not	come	prepared	for	this.	 	I	just	

buried	my	 parents	 yesterday,	 please	 give	me	 some	 time	 to	

process	this.”			

He	said,	“Of	course,	I	understand.		Here	are	some	forms	

you	can	go	over	at	home.”		

With	 that	 he	 left.	 	 I	 was	 amazed	 at	 how	 calm	 I	 was.		

Dennis	said	he	would	support	any	decision	that	 I	made	and	

that	it	was	strictly	my	decision	and	to	not	be	swayed	by	some	

Doctor.		

We	returned	to	Brian’s	room.			



I	held	his	hand,	told	him	I	loved	him,	kissed	his	forehead,	

then	 left	 the	 hospital	 with	 Dennis.	 	 It	 was	 evident	 that	my	

brother	was	never	going	to	recover	or	be	human	again.				

Dennis	said,	“Let’s	get	some	ice	cream.”		

We	stopped	at	Dairy	Queen	and	got	a	couple	of	medium	

size	cones,	then	headed	for	home.		

I	said,	“So	Dennis,	what	if	I	decide	that	taking	Brian	off	

all	the	machines	was	what	I	wanted	to	do?		I’m	still	too	young	

to	be	his	power	of	attorney.”			

Dennis	looked	at	me	then	said,	“Then	let	me	help	you.”			

This	made	sense.		We	both	agreed	to	call	Dad’s	Lawyer	

first	thing	in	the	morning	to	see	if	Dennis	could	step	in.		I	didn’t	

see	the	use	of	trying	to	keep	Brian	alive.		I	felt	that	I	needed	to	

set	him	free,	the	only	humane	choice	left	for	him.			

Ice	cream	sure	seems	to	be	a	wonderful	distraction.	 	 I	

had	a	hunch	I	would	be	on	a	quest	for	other	distractions,	as	

simple	distractions	kept	me	 from	dwelling	on	 the	gravity	of	

my	situation.		

I	asked	Dennis	if	he	would	stay	at	the	house	for	a	couple	

more	weeks.		He	said	he	would.		We	arrived	home.			

I	said,	“Hey	Dennis,	let’s	take	a	look	at	Brian’s	car.”		

We	walked	into	the	garage	where	we	had	built	Big	Betty.		

Dad	had	rearranged	the	shop	back	into	a	garage	because	Brian	

was	 so	 fussy	 about	 keeping	 his	 BMW	 clean	 and	 out	 of	 the	

elements.			



“I	guess	Brian’s	car	is	now	mine,”	I	said.		I	wasn’t	trying	

to	be	brash	but	faced	the	fact	that	he	would	never	be	able	to	

drive	it	again.			

Dennis	 said,	 “He	 would	 have	 wanted	 you	 to	 have	 it	

Steven.”	

Tears	 filled	my	eyes.	 	 I	 said,	 “I	know	Dennis,	he	really	

was	a	giving	person	and	he	would	be	happy	to	know	I	would	

take	care	of	his	baby.”			

We	walked	back	into	the	house.		

Dennis	said,	“This	week,	why	don’t	we	make	a	list	of	all	

that	needs	to	be	done,	so	you	can	tie	up	lose	ends	for	college	

life.”			

I	said,	“What	do	you	mean?”		

He	said,	“Well,	your	Dad’s	car	for	example.		Will	you	be	

needing	it?		You	might	want	to	sell	it.		You	need	to	make	some	

calls	 regarding	 the	 life	 insurance,	 going	 over	 your	 fathers	

finances,	closing	out	bank	accounts,	finding	the	will.”			

I	said,	“Oh	my	God,	the	will,	did	Dad	have	a	will?		I’m	sure	

he	did.”		

“All	 of	 those	 things	 need	 to	 be	 taken	 care	 of,”	 said	

Dennis.		

“Looks	like	we’re	to	have	a	busy	day	tomorrow,”	I	said.		

I	asked	Dennis	 if	 I	 could	have	another	one	of	his	 little	

pills	and	went	upstairs	to	retire	early.		

I	over	slept	but	not	as	bad	as	yesterday.		It	was	9:30	AM	

and	 I	 had	 a	million	 things	 on	my	mind.	 	 I	 grabbed	 a	 quick	



shower,	dried	my	hair,	dressed	and	ran	down	the	stairs	to	find	

Dennis	up,	showered	and	ready	for	the	day.		I	grabbed	a	bowl	

and	 poured	 myself	 some	 raisin	 bran.	 	 I	 opened	 the	 fridge,	

grabbed	the	milk,	popped	the	cap	and	smelled	its	freshness.		It	

was	good	to	go.			

The	 phone	 rang.	 	 I	 answered	 to	 find	 it	 was	 Dad’s	

attorney	on	the	other	end.		He	said	he	had	some	things	to	go	

over	and	asked	if	I	could	drop	by	his	office	in	an	hour	or	so.		I	

said	yes.				

Dennis	 said,	 “Looks	 like	 things	 are	 falling	 into	 place	

Steven.”	

We	arrived	at	the	attorney’s	office	and	sat	in	the	front	

reception	area.	 	My	 father’s	partner	and	attorney	was	a	 tall	

slender	man	with	limp	grey	hair.		His	name	was	Bob	Lampert.		

He	 invited	 us	 into	 his	 office.	 	 He	 knew	 the	 connection	 our	

family	had	with	Dennis	and	said	nothing	about	his	presence.			

Bob	said,	“	I’m	very	sorry	about	your	parents	and	your	

brother	Brian.		How	is	Brian	doing?”	he	asked.		

“Not	well,”	I	said.			

I	 explained	 about	 his	 condition	 and	 that	 the	 Doctors	

gave	 him	 zero	 chance	 of	 recovery	 since	 he	 had	 no	 brain	

activity	and	was	in	a	coma	staying	alive	only	by	a	machine.			

“I’m	so	sorry,”	he	said.	“What	are	you	going	to	do?”	he	

asked.		



I	 told	him	about	my	conversation	with	the	Doctor	and	

my	being	underage	to	hold	the	title	of	power	of	attorney.		He	

agreed	that	we	could	have	Dennis	fill	that	roll	if	need	be.		

“Your	 father	 must	 have	 had	 a	 premonition	 about	 his	

death,”	said	Bob.		

“What	do	you	mean?”	I	asked.			

He	 continued,	 “A	 month	 or	 so	 ago	 he	 took	 out	 some	

accidental	death	life	insurance	policies	and	he	made	you	the	

beneficiary	on	all	of	them,	except	one.”		

“Except	one?”	I	asked.		

“Yes,	 there	 is	 a	 policy	 here	 for	 a	 million	 dollars,	 an	

accidental	 death	 policy	with	 the	 beneficiary	 being	Marjorie	

Smith.”		

My	jaw	dropped	as	I	looked	at	Dennis	in	disbelief	as	to	

what	I	had	just	heard.			

“Marjorie	Smith?”	I	asked.			

He	went	on	to	say	that	it	was	a	strange	thing	but	it	wasn’t	

up	to	him	to	comment	or	to	make	any	judgments.		

He	said,	“I	also	hold	in	my	hand	your	fathers	Last	Will	

and	Testament.		Would	you	like	me	to	tell	you	what	it	says?”			

“Yes,”	I	said	sheepishly.		

He	continued	to	say	that	the	house,	the	cars	and	all	the	

assets	 now	 belonged	 to	 me	 as	 the	 soul	 surviving	 family	

member.		He	said	that	Brian’s	name	was	not	once	mentioned,	

as	if	father	knew	he	would	not	be	in	any	condition	to	assume	



the	responsibility.		He	said	it	was	strange,	since	Brian	was	the	

first-born	and	the	eldest	son.		

Dennis	 looked	 forward	 the	 whole	 time	 as	 if	 to	 be	

communicating	with	an	unseen	spirit.			

Bob	continued,	“The	total	of	your	father’s	assets	and	life	

insurance	policies,	which	you	now	own,	total	over	1.8	million	

dollars	plus	the	value	of	the	home,	the	household	goods	and	

the	cars.”		He	continued,	“Your	father	also	stipulated	that	you	

hand-deliver	 the	million	dollar	check	personally	 to	Marjorie	

Smith.		I	suggest	you	take	it	over	as	soon	as	you	leave	my	office	

today.”		

Bob	recommended	I	open	up	an	account	in	Sioux	Falls	

with	a	national	bank	versus	a	local	bank	here	in	town.		He	said,	

“People	in	Red	Rock	City	talk,	and	it	would	serve	you	well	not	

to	do	your	banking	here	in	town.”			

I	promised	I	would	get	him	the	new	account	numbers,	

which	then,	he	would	have	the	life	insurance	money	wired	to	

my	new	account.		Bob	continued	to	say	that	he	would	help	me	

with	investments	when	I	felt	the	time	was	right.		I	found	out	

that	Bob	was	not	just	an	attorney,	but	also	a	financial	planner	

and	an	insurance	agent.		He	had	known	my	father	since	high	

school.		

Dennis	 and	 I	 left	 Bob’s	 office.	 	 He	was	 all	 business.	 	 I	

thought	at	least	he	would	have	told	some	little	stories	about	

Dad	 in	 high	 school,	 but	 nothing.	 	 I	 had	 a	 folder	 with	 some	

protocol	 instructions	 to	 read	over,	 the	check	 for	Mrs.	 Smith	



and	 Dad’s	 Will.	 	 We	 headed	 for	 the	 Smith	 residence	 as	

promised.		

Just	about	ten	miles	from	town	is	a	small	bluff	of	trees	

surrounding	a	modest	rambler-styled	home	with	an	attached	

garage	and	a	large	building	with	two	huge	sliding	doors	on	one	

end.	 	Don	Smith	had	enjoyed	flying	and	I	assumed	this	large	

building	had	held	his	airplane	in	days	past.		There	was	a	front	

entrance	lane	coming	in	from	the	road,	which	curved	in	front	

of	the	house.		There	was	another	large	opening	between	the	

trees	at	the	back	leading	out	to	the	dirt	field	behind	the	house,	

which	appeared	like	it	could	have	been	a	runway.			

Dennis	stopped	the	car	and	I	walked	up	to	the	front	door	

and	knocked.		I	heard	some	shuffling	from	inside	as	the	door	

opened.		It	was	Mrs.	Smith.		

I	said,	“Hello	Mrs.	Smith,	can	I	come	in?”		She	looked	out	

at	the	car	and	said,	“Only	if	you	bring	Dennis	with	you.”			

I	waved	to	Dennis.		He	got	out	of	the	car	as	I	waited	for	

him	at	the	front	door.		We	both	sat	down	in	the	living	room	as	

Mrs.	Smith	offered	us	some	cocoa.		We	both	declined.	

“It	was	a	lovely	funeral,”	she	said,	breaking	the	silence.		

“Yes,	it	was,”	I	replied.		

“I’m	going	to	miss	your	parents	dearly	as	I	miss	my	dear	

husband	Don.	 	 So	many	deaths	 so	 close	 together,”	 she	 said,	

shaking	her	head	of	graying	hair.			

“Mrs.	Smith,”	I	said.		

“Please,	call	me	Marjorie,”	she	insisted.		



“Yes…	 Marjorie,	 I	 just	 learned	 this	 morning	 that	 my	

father	had	taken	out	an	accidental	death	policy	on	himself	just	

about	a	month	ago,	and	he	named	you	as	the	beneficiary.”			

She	 looked	 puzzled.	 	 I	 handed	 her	 the	 envelope.	 	 She	

looked	at	me	still	bewildered	as	she	opened	it.		She	took	out	

the	 check,	 unfolded	 it,	 squinted,	 reached	 for	 her	 bifocals	

hanging	around	her	neck	and	looked	back	at	the	check.				

She	gasped	for	air.	“One	Million	Dollars?”	she	exclaimed.			

I	thought	she	was	going	to	fall	forward	off	her	chair.		She	

started	crying.		I	knelt	down	on	the	floor	in	front	of	her	holding	

her	 hands	 with	 the	 folded	 check	 on	 her	 lap.	 	 Marjorie	 had	

suffered	 from	depression	 for	years.	 	This	had	caused	her	 to	

become	a	sort	of	recluse	and	her	health	had	suffered	because	

of	 her	 condition.	 Although	 she	 was	 similar	 in	 age	 to	 my	

Mother,	she	appeared	older.	 	I	personally	think	that	she	had	

regretted	her	decision	of	not	waiting	for	Dad	to	return	from	

the	war.		

“It’s	like	he	knew	he	was	going	to	die,”	she	said.		

I	told	her	that	Bob	suggested	she	call	him	for	advise	on	

how	 to	 keep	 this	 large	 amount	 quiet	 from	our	 small	 towns	

general	gossip	mill.		She	said	she	would.		With	that,	Dennis	and	

I	showed	ourselves	to	the	door	and	left.			

On	the	way	home	Dennis	said	that	he	felt	she	wanted	to	

elaborate	on	her	relationship	with	my	Dad.		I	told	Dennis	that	

I	felt	the	same	thing	but	I	just	wasn’t	in	the	right	frame	of	mind	

for	that	just	now.		I	knew	that	the	day	would	come,	after	some	



more	 healing,	 that	 Marjorie	 Smith	 and	 I	 would	 discuss	

everything	in	great	detail,	but	as	for	right	now,	it	would	have	

to	wait.			

Dennis	 and	 I	 dropped	 over	 to	 Long’s	 Café	 for	 some	

lunch.		We	walked	in	and	everyone	there	seemed	to	stop	what	

they	were	doing	and	just	stared	at	us.		It	was	uncomfortable,	

so	we	left,	knowing	we	had	plenty	of	food	at	home.				

In	 the	 car	Dennis	 said,	 “We	won’t	 do	 that	 again.”	 	We	

both	laughed.	

	 	



	

CHAPTER	SIX	

MOVING	FORWARD	

	

Life	 is	 for	 the	 living.	 	Such	a	cold	statement	but	 it’s	so	

true.		Life	continues	on	and	the	memories	of	loved	ones,	who	

have	 passed	 away,	 slowly	 start	 to	 fade.	 	 Dwelling	 on	 the	

hurtful	past	gets	old,	especially	for	someone	who	is	young	and	

exceptionally	impatient.				

My	mind	was	sharp	and	it	seemed	to	be	steps	ahead	of	

everyone	and	I	had	to	hold	back	from	finishing	other	people’s	

sentences.	 	 I	 could	 think	 at	 double	 the	 speed	of	 light,	 and	 I	

didn’t	 do	 well	 with	 sadness	 and	 my	 recent	 past.	 	 I	 was	

becoming	a	“get	down	to	business”	kind	of	person	now.		It’s	as	

though	my	brain	was	pushed	into	a	hyper	mode	of	speed	as	a	

defense	mechanism	to	keep	my	sorrow	at	bay.		

Within	the	first	week	after	my	parent’s	funeral,	I	made	

arrangements	at	school	to	test	out	of	the	eleventh	and	twelfth	

grade	as	well	as	several	general	education	college	courses.		I	

opened	up	a	new	checking	and	savings	account	in	Sioux	Falls	



and	had	received	all	the	funds	from	my	father’s	life	insurance	

policies	as	Bob	had	promised.		

I	 had	 made	 arrangements	 with	 the	 hospital	 to	 have	

Brian	taken	off	life	support.		I	felt	it	had	to	be	done	and	it	made	

no	sense	to	wait.		I	opted	to	have	Brian’s	body	cremated.		I	had	

the	urn	containing	Brian’s	ashes	at	home	until	I	decided	what	

to	do	with	them.			

I	didn’t	see	the	need	to	have	a	service	for	Brian	just	yet	

as	 I	 was	 still	 coming	 off	 the	 emotional	 low	 from	 the	 week	

before.	 	 It	would	 appear	 to	 some	 that	 I	 had	 turned	 into	 an	

unfeeling	and	insensitive	ass.		In	reality,	I	was	just	trying	to	get	

on	with	my	life	and	was	tying	up	loose	ends	quickly.				

I	was	about	to	turn	sixteen,	but	I	felt	I	was	turning	into	

someone	much	older.		I	was	moving	forward	and	was	doing	it	

as	fast	as	I	could.		

I	had	no	need	to	continue	working	at	my	Dad’s	friend’s	

office	and	decided	to	drop	by	in	person	to	let	him	know.		My	

boss	was	sitting	in	his	office	with	his	head	in	his	hands	when	I	

arrived.				

I	said,	“Hello...	John?”		

He	looked	up	and	said,	“Oh	Steven,	come	in,	come	in.”		He	

said,	“	I’m	so	sorry	about	your	parents…	I	was	at	the	funeral	

and	had	to	leave	right	after	and	didn’t	have	the	chance	to	come	

over	to	say	hi.”			

“That’s	alright,”	I	said.	“How	are	things	going	for	you?”		



Mr.	 Abrams	 went	 on	 to	 explain	 that	 he	 had	 just	 lost	

another	job	due	to	his	bid	being	too	high.			

“Man	I	wish	I	knew	what	I	was	doing	wrong,”	he	said.			

I	immediately	thought	that	somehow	I	was	going	to	help	

him	get	back	on	track.		I	just	wasn’t	sure	how	I	was	going	to	do	

it.		

I	announced,	“I	just	dropped	by	to	let	you	know	I	won’t	

be	working	here	any	longer.		I’m	getting	ready	to	go	to	college	

in	Rapid	City.”		

My	boss	figured	as	much	and	thanked	me	for	being	so	

attentive	 to	my	work	and	 for	also	helping	 find	errors	 in	 the	

various	blueprints	I	had	looked	over.		I	wished	him	good	luck	

in	 the	 future,	 shook	his	hand	and	 left.	 	On	 the	walk	home	 I	

made	 a	 pact	 that	 I	was	 going	 to	 figure	 out	 a	way	where	he	

wouldn’t	ever	lose	another	bid	ever	again.	

It	was	Saturday	and	exactly	one	week	since	Mom	and	

Dad’s	funeral	and	four	days	since	Brian	stopped	breathing.				

Dennis	and	I	decided	to	make	a	trip	to	Rapid	City	to	drop	

by	the	University	to	look	around	and	maybe	meet	with	some	

faculty	members.		I	had	taken	the	necessary	entrance	tests	the	

day	before	and	would	get	the	results	back	the	following	week.		

I	already	knew	I	had	nailed	it.		I	needed	to	get	out	of	town	for	

a	few	days,	as	the	weather	was	cold	and	depressing	and	sitting	

at	home	was	just	too	hard.	

“Dennis,	 do	 you	 ever	 have	 the	 urge	 to	 go	 some	 place	

warm	during	the	winter	months?”	I	asked.			



“All	the	time,”	was	his	answer.		

“I	 think	 we	 should	 visit	 a	 travel	 agent	 in	 Rapid,	 you	

know,	just	for	fun,”	I	said	smiling.			

Dennis	 smirked	 at	 me,	 unsure	 if	 I	 was	 really	 serious	

about	my	proposal.		

“Florida	would	be	nice,”	he	said,	keeping	his	hand	on	the	

steering	wheel	and	his	eyes	on	the	road.			

“Yes,	Florida	has	a	nice	ring	to	it,”	I	agreed.	

Rapid	City	was	cold	and	somewhat	bleak	and	windy.		We	

checked	 into	 the	 Best	 Western	 and	 decided	 to	 take	 a	 nap	

before	heading	out	for	dinner.		I	couldn’t	sleep	and	decided	to	

watch	TV.		Dennis	however,	could	sleep	through	any	kind	of	

noise.		I	wasn’t	sure	how	he	was	able	to	block	things	out	like	

the	TV	but	he	could.		I	kept	the	volume	low	anyway	so	he	could	

drift	off.				

I	had	to	think	that	the	last	two	weeks	had	been	hard	on	

Dennis	too.		I	relied	on	him	for	everything.		He	had	to	drive	me	

everywhere	 and	he	had	become	my	 constant	 companion.	 	 I	

discussed	 everything	 with	 him	 before	 I	 made	 a	 move.	 	 He	

agreed	that	Brian	had	no	future	and	it	made	no	sense	to	keep	

him	hooked	up	to	a	machine	that	forced	him	to	breath	and	to	

live.		Dennis	had	suggested	that	we	scatter	Brian’s	ashes	over	

Lake	 Benton	 since	 Brian	 loved	 going	 there	 so	 much.	 	 We	

agreed	 to	 wait	 until	 early	 summer	 when	 the	 weather	 was	

better.		



As	I	laid	back	on	my	double	pillows	half	watching	the	TV,	

I	kept	thinking	of	how	I	could	help	my	boss	win	more	bids.		I	

knew	the	best	way	was	to	have	first	hand	information	as	to	

what	was	happening	behind	closed	doors	at	City	Hall.		I	kept	

thinking	of	possible	ways	to	hear	long	distance	conversations	

without	bugs	or	wire-tapping.	 	A	device	 that	was	handheld,	

something	 that	 could	 be	 pointed	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 people	

talking,	something	like	a	laser.		Brian’s	laser.	

That’s	it,	“Brian’s	laser,”	I	thought.			

I	decided	that	when	I	got	back	to	Red	Rock	City,	I	would	

make	a	visit	 to	City	Hall	 and	see	what	 I	 could	 find	out	with	

Brian’s	 hearing	 device.	 	 I’m	 sure	 it	 was	 in	 his	 room	

somewhere;	I	just	needed	to	find	it.		I	fell	asleep.	

I	awoke	a	few	hours	later.		I	too	must	have	needed	some	

rest.		I	looked	over	and	Dennis	was	gone.		He	must	have	gone	

out	for	some	air.		I	went	to	the	bathroom,	washed	my	face	and	

grabbed	one	of	the	fluffy	white	towels	to	dry	off	with.		I	could	

hear	Dennis	fumbling	with	the	key	in	the	door	lock.		He	walked	

in	and	said,	“Hey	sleeping	beauty,	did	you	have	a	good	nap?”		

I	said,	“Man,	I	must	have	been	tired,	it’s	almost	six.		You	

hungry?”		

We	agreed	to	drive	over	to	the	local	steak	house	to	have	

dinner.		I	wanted	to	tell	Dennis	about	Brian’s	hearing	device	

but	 hesitated	 since	 I	 promised	 to	 keep	 Brian’s	 secrets	 to	

myself.		It	was	the	least	I	could	do.	



We	 ordered	 some	 steaks	 complimented	 with	 baked	

potato,	 a	 dinner	 salad	 and	 a	 couple	 of	 Cokes.	 	 Everything	

tasted	amazing.	 	 I	was	so	hungry.	 	My	appetite	had	been	so	

interrupted	by	all	the	past	events,	and	the	fact	that	I	had	an	

appetite	at	all	said	I	was	moving	forward.			

Dennis	made	a	statement	that	I	hadn’t	considered.	 	He	

explained	that	I	still	had	not	mourned	the	loss	of	my	parents	

not	 to	 mention	 my	 brother	 and	 best	 friend	 Brian.	 	 He	

explained	that	everyone	handles	mourning	in	his	or	her	own	

way.		It	might	happen	sooner,	it	might	happen	later,	and	that	I	

didn’t	need	to	feel	guilty	if	it	didn’t	happen	for	a	while.		He	said	

that	some	people	push	pain	so	far	back	that	it	might	take	years	

for	it	to	come	out.		I	hadn’t	really	thought	about	it,	but	thanked	

Dennis	for	his	wisdom.	

I	 knew	 that	 I	 needed	 to	 move	 forward.	 	 I	 craved	 the	

unknown	and	the	mysteries	of	life.		I	had	a	determination	to	

excel.	 	 I	needed	the	stimulation	as	 it	helped	 to	shut	out	any	

pain	that	may	try	to	raise	its	ugly	head.		I	was	insistent	on	not	

going	back	to	the	past,	recent	or	otherwise.		I	wanted	to	be	in	

high-gear	and	moving	forward.		

Dennis	listened	as	I	tried	to	explain	what	I	was	feeling.		

He	understood.		He	knew	me	better	than	I	knew	myself	almost.		

He	told	me	to	follow	my	heart	and	my	head	and	to	take	things	

as	fast	or	as	slow	as	I	wanted.		I	needed	to	hear	that	from	him.		

He	had	become	my	best	friend	and	he	was	the	only	person	I	

could	confide	in.				



I	asked,	“Dennis,	with	all	your	special	gifts,	what	do	you	

see	in	my	future?”		

He	smiled,	paused,	then	said,	“My	friend	I	don’t	always	

get	to	choose	what	I	see,	but	I	can	tell	you	what	I	know.		Your	

near	 future	 is	going	 to	be	a	blur.	 	You	are	going	 to	surprise	

yourself	 at	 how	 fast	 you	 will	 accelerate,	 especially	 your	

understanding	of	things,	especially	your	mind.”			

I	smiled	and	said,	“I	know,	it’s	like	I	can	already	feel	it	

starting	to	happen.”	

We	were	so	full	we	decided	to	forgo	desert.		We	drove	

back	to	the	hotel.			

The	next	morning	I	awoke	with	the	laser	on	my	mind.			

I	said,	“Dennis	I	need	to	get	to	a	computer	to	do	a	little	

research.”		

He	said,	“Maybe	you	can	use	one	at	the	University	when	

we	visit?”		

“Perfect,”	I	said.			

We	got	ready	and	decided	to	hit	MacDonald’s	for	a	quick	

breakfast	before	finding	our	way	to	the	School	of	Mines.			

The	University	specialized	in	Engineering	and	was	full	

of	brilliant	students	from	all	over	the	country	as	well	as	some	

International	students	who	had	exceptional	IQ’s.		I	felt	I	would	

fit	 right	 in	 and	 couldn’t	 wait	 to	 get	 started.	 	 I	 knew	 I	 was	

probably	going	to	be	one	of	the	younger	students	on	campus	

but	it	didn’t	bother	me.		I	felt	confident	and	knew	I	was	up	for	



the	challenge	and	could	compete	toe	to	toe	with	anyone	when	

it	came	to	brains.			

We	headed	 for	 the	 administration	 office	 and	 asked	 to	

speak	to	a	counselor.	 	We	were	introduced	to	a	middle-aged	

lady	named	Joanne	Bourne.		She	had	helped	my	brother	Brian	

become	 acquainted	 with	 the	 school.	 	 She	 expressed	 her	

sympathy	but	quickly	got	down	to	business.		I	liked	her	style.		

She	suggested	I	take	some	paperwork	home,	study	it,	and	then	

make	an	appointment	to	go	over	all	the	details.		She	also	would	

need	all	the	records	and	test	results	from	my	high	school.	 	 I	

agreed.		She	asked	if	I	would	like	a	tour	of	the	campus,	I	said	it	

wouldn’t	be	necessary.	 	 I	knew	that	once	I	 figured	out	what	

degree	 I	 wanted,	 I	 would	 dig	 in	 and	 get	 it	 as	 quickly	 as	

possible.		I	didn’t	plan	on	hanging	around	these	old	buildings	

forever.	 	 In	 and	 out	 was	 my	 game	 plan.	 	 I	 wasn’t	 here	 to	

socialize	or	to	make	friends,	I	was	here	for	one	purpose,	get	a	

degree	as	fast	as	humanly	possible.	

Dennis	and	I	made	our	way	to	the	library.		I	explained	to	

the	lady	at	the	front	desk	that	I	would	be	attending	the	school	

in	 the	 fall	 and	 asked	 if	 I	 could	 use	 a	 computer	 for	 a	 few	

minutes.		She	agreed	and	showed	me	to	a	bank	of	computers	

that	appeared	to	be	brand	new.			

I	logged	on	and	started	my	quest	to	find	the	particular	

hand-held	 laser	 I	was	 looking	 for.	 	 I	discovered	 that	Brian’s	

discovery	 was	 correct	 and	 that	 it	 was	 possible	 to	 create	 a	

hearing	device	using	laser	technology.		I	found	that	a	simple	



laser	pointer	was	all	I	needed	plus	some	enhancements	of	my	

own.	 	 I	 had	 to	 create	 a	 slider	 control	 that	would	 adjust	 the	

length	 of	 the	 beam	 allowing	 me	 to	 capture	 the	 sound	

vibrations	made	from	conversations.		I	would	create	a	device	

that	would	turn	the	vibrations	into	audible	sound	waves	that	

would	be	amplified	through	a	small	earpiece.		

I	also	needed	to	find	an	invisible	laser,	as	red	or	green	

lasers	would	be	detectible.	 	After	a	 few	minutes,	 I	 found	my	

source	and	ordered	two	small	lasers	on	my	credit	card.		I	had	

opened	a	P.O.	Box	in	Sioux	Falls	under	a	company	name	called	

“Little	Bear	Research”	in	honor	of	Dennis.		I	thought	it	best	to	

place	some	distance	between	my	home	address	and	myself.		

Having	attained	what	I	wanted,	I	blurted,	“Hey	Dennis,	I	

have	the	address	of	a	local	travel	agent.		Let’s	pay	them	a	visit.”			

He	looked	a	little	taken	back	as	if	to	say,	“What	are	you	

up	to	now	Steven?“	

We	drove	across	town	and	found	Rapid	Vacations	Travel	

Agency.	 	We	walked	 in	 and	were	 greeted	 by	 a	middle-aged	

lady	 who	 had	 been	 in	 the	 travel	 industry	 for	 years.	 	 We	

suggested	we	were	interested	in	some	place	warm	for	a	few	

days,	maybe	a	 few	weeks.	 	She	suggested	Hawaii.	 	We	were	

thinking	 some	 place	 closer	 then	 I	 realized	 it	 really	 didn’t	

matter.		It’s	not	like	we	had	anything	to	rush	home	too.				

I	said,	“When	does	the	next	flight	leave?”		

She	said,	“In	about	two	hours.”			



“How	 about	 it	 Dennis?”	 I	 said.	 	 He	 shrugged	 his	

shoulders	as	if	to	say,	“Why	not.”		

Done.		We	were	going	to	Hawaii.		I	laid	down	my	credit	

card	and	collected	the	printed	tickets	in	my	hand,	thanked	the	

lady	and	we	were	off	to	the	airport.	

We	arrived	at	the	gate	and	still	had	plenty	of	time	before	

boarding.			

Dennis	said,	 “Steven	 I	don’t	have	enough	clothes	 for	a	

trip	like	this.”		

I	said,	“Relax,	we	have	plenty	of	money	to	buy	whatever	

we	need.”		

This	 was	 a	 new	 concept	 for	 Dennis	 and	 me.	 	 Having	

money.		The	moment	you	realize	that	anything	you	desire	is	

within	reach	financially,	is	the	day	the	whole	world	opens	up	

to	you.			

While	 waiting	 for	 the	 plane,	 Dennis	 and	 I	 found	 a	

magazine	 shop	 in	 the	airport.	 	 I	was	 interested	 to	 see	what	

magazines	 Dennis	 would	 gravitate	 to.	 	 He	 picked	 up	 a	

magazine	 called	 Cabin	 Living.	 	 I	 watched	 as	 he	 thumbed	

through	 the	 pages.	 	 He	 stopped	 at	 a	 page	 and	 smiled.	 	 He	

looked	at	me	and	said,	“Wouldn’t	this	be	great?”			

I	looked	over	at	his	open	page.		There	was	a	centerfold	

of	an	amazing	log	cabin	on	the	shore	of	a	beautiful	lake.		The	

cabin	was	not	a	huge	luxury	home	that	some	rich	oil	tycoon	

had	 built,	 but	 a	 cozy	warm	 log	 cabin	with	 a	majestic	 stone	

chimney	on	one	end	and	a	wrap	around	porch	on	the	other,	



complete	 with	 rocking	 chairs.	 	 A	 canoe	 was	 clearly	 visible	

laying	upside	down	on	the	shore	waiting	for	its	next	dip.			

I	looked	at	Dennis	and	said,	“You	like	that?”		

He	said,	“	I	have	always	dreamed	of	having	a	place	like	

this,	where	I	could	carve	my	pipes,	have	solitude	and	fish	till	

dark.	 	 I	 have	 seen	 this	 exact	 cabin	 in	 my	 dreams.	 	 Dennis	

explained,	 “There	was	 a	 resident	 loon	 in	my	dreams	whose	

enchanting	 call	 echoed	 across	 the	 lake	 greeting	 me	 each	

morning.		This	to	me	is	Heaven.”		

I	said,	“Dennis,	we	are	going	to	make	this	dream	of	yours	

a	reality,	I	promise!”		

		 With	that	I	grabbed	the	magazine	along	with	my	own	

selection	 and	 made	 my	 way	 to	 the	 cashier.	 	 I	 handed	 the	

magazine	back	to	Dennis	and	said,	“Something	to	read	during	

the	flight.”	

The	 lift	off	was	smooth.	 	Looking	down	on	Rapid	City,	

South	Dakota,	during	wintertime	was	a	bleak	sight	to	say	the	

least.		Seeing	the	Black	Hills	from	the	air	for	the	first	time	was	

exciting	to	me.	 	 I	could	make	out	Pactola	Lake,	 the	dam	and	

Cheyenne	Crossing	where	my	parents	used	to	take	us	as	kids.		

I	could	plainly	see	the	open	gold	mine	at	Lead	and	the	small	

town	of	Deadwood	just	below.		The	captain	banked	the	plane	

pointing	 out	 Mount	 Rushmore	 over	 the	 loudspeaker.	 	 I	

reclined	my	 seat	 and	 settled	 in	 for	 the	 trip	 to	 Los	 Angeles	

where	 we	 would	 catch	 our	 connecting	 flight	 to	 Hawaii.	 	 I	

observed	Dennis	opening	up	his	magazine	to	the	earmarked	



page	of	his	lakeside	cabin.		He	closely	studied	the	main	picture	

and	 slowly	 read	 the	 article	 turning	 the	 pages	 to	 find	more	

pictures	of	its	interior.				

The	 cabin	 was	 on	 Lake	 Okoboji,	 a	 sacred	 area	 to	 the	

Dakota	 Sioux	 Indians.	 	 Even	 though	 the	 lake	 had	 changed	

through	 the	years	with	 the	 influx	of	population,	Dennis	 still	

felt	a	connection	with	the	lake	and	had	dreamed	of	living	out	

the	 rest	of	his	 life	 there.	 	The	 lake	was	 less	 than	 two	hours	

south	 east	 of	 Red	 Rock	 City,	 and	 now	 there	 it	 was	 in	 a	

magazine	all	about	cabin	living.		This	was	too	coincidental.		I	

promised	Dennis	that	we	would	seek	out	his	cabin	as	soon	as	

we	returned	to	Red	Rock	City.		

Descending	upon	 the	 lights	of	 southern	California	and	

LAX,	it	became	obvious	that	the	weather	was	warmer	and	the	

whole	city	ended	at	the	ocean.		I	promised	that	our	flight	back	

would	be	during	the	daytime	so	we	could	see	the	California	

coastline	 from	the	air.	 	 I	actually	suggested	that	we	spend	a	

few	days	 in	LA	on	 the	way	back	 since	we	had	no	 reason	 to	

hurry	home.			

Dennis	had	never	really	travelled	away	from	Red	Rock	

City.	 	 He	was	 from	 a	 poor	 family,	 but	 even	with	 the	 recent	

government	checks	and	those	from	his	partial	tribe	ownership	

payments	 from	the	 local	reservation	casino,	he	didn’t	spend	

money.	 	 He	 lived	modestly	 and	was	 content.	 	 I	 could	 see	 a	

gradual	change	in	him	even	with	his	conservative	background.		

His	eyes	were	starting	to	open	up	to	the	possibilities	our	new	



fate	had	presented.		Dennis	was	now	the	only	family	I	had	left.		

My	 grandparents	 were	 incoherent	 of	 who	 I	 was,	 their	

surroundings,	 and	 it	was	 all	 due	 to	 their	 old	 age	 and	plight	

with	Alzheimer’s	disease.	 	 I	 fully	 intended	 to	 share	my	new	

wealth	with	Dennis,	if	he	was	willing	to	accept	it.		

Our	layover	was	less	than	an	hour.		We	located	our	new	

departure	gate,	boarded	the	Hawaii	bound	plane	and	settled	

in	for	the	five-hour	red-eye	flight.	 	We	started	to	shed	some	

clothing	as	we	were	still	outfitted	for	winter.		

As	 the	 plane	 gradually	 ascended	 high	 into	 the	 dark	

heavens,	we	were	offered	a	beverage.		I	ordered	a	Coke,	Dennis	

a	 Sprite.	 	 We	 didn’t	 talk	 much	 as	 it	 was	 very	 late	 and	 the	

passengers	were	 all	 trying	 to	 sleep.	 	 I	 could	 clearly	 see	 the	

moon	that	was	in	the	shape	of	a	large	slice	of	orange	hanging	

in	 the	night	 sky.	 	The	 flight	was	 smooth	and	 I	drifted	off	 to	

sleep.		

I	must	have	slept	deeply	as	I	awoke	to	a	nudge	on	the	

shoulder	from	a	blonde	flight	attendant	named	Elizabeth.		She	

was	beautiful	and	had	a	nice	smile.			

She	 said,	 “Please	 put	 your	 seat	 back	 to	 its	 upright	

position	as	we	are	getting	ready	to	land.”			

I	looked	over	at	Dennis	who	had	heard	the	request	and	

was	already	sitting	upright	in	his	chair.			

I	said,	“Did	you	get	much	sleep?”		

He	said,	“A	little.		I	kept	reading	about	my	cabin	on	the	

lake	and	it	kept	me	from	dozing.”		



I	smiled,	as	we	both	knew	we	would	visit	that	cabin	one	

day	to	see	if	the	pictures	did	it	justice.		Dennis	seemed	at	peace	

like	he	had	just	had	a	glimpse	of	his	own	future,	and	liked	it.		

Hawaii	 was	 paradise.	 	 The	 minute	 we	 felt	 the	 balmy	

breeze	walking	off	the	plane	we	knew	we	were	in	for	a	treat.		I	

had	time	to	think	about	Red	Rock	City	and	what	I	was	missing	

back	home	while	on	the	plane.		I	came	to	the	conclusion	that	

nothing	back	home	really	mattered	right	now.		I	also	came	to	

realize	that	in	a	real	sort	of	way,	Dennis	too,	had	lost	his	family.		

He	had	been	a	friend	to	my	parents	long	before	I	was	born.		He	

had	always	been	welcome	in	our	home	and	I	knew	that	Mom	

and	Dad	approved	of	this	trip.		We	needed	it.		We	needed	the	

diversion.				

We	found	our	luggage	and	headed	for	the	hotel	shuttle	

bus.		Our	agent	lady	in	Rapid	City	had	suggested	we	book	some	

island	tours.		We	declined.		We	did	however	decide	we	would	

rent	 a	 car	 if	 necessary,	 so	we	 could	 get	 to	 know	 the	 island	

better.	 	We	were	told	that	the	 island	of	Maui	was	a	relaxing	

place	to	be,	so	we	decided	to	cut	our	stay	to	just	three	days	on	

Oahu,	then	spend	a	week	or	so	on	Maui.			

The	 first	 thing	 on	 our	 list	 was	 to	 see	 the	 ocean.	 	We	

checked	 into	our	hotel.	 	 It	was	right	on	 the	beach.	 	The	one	

thing	I	had	requested	of	our	agent.		She	didn’t	disappoint.		We	

were	on	the	17th	floor	and	we	had	a	view	west	of	 the	most	

amazing	beach	and	ocean	I	had	ever	seen,	literally.			



I	 said,	 “Dennis	 we	 need	 some	 swimming	 gear.”	 	 We	

caught	the	elevator	down	to	the	lobby	and	had	someone	point	

us	towards	the	gift	shop.		We	found	the	bathing	suits.				

I	 said,	 “Dennis	pick	out	a	 couple	of	your	 favorites,	 get	

some	flip-flops	and	a	few	T-shirts.”			

We	grabbed	our	bag	of	goodies	and	went	back	up	to	the	

room.		We	changed	in	record	time	and	took	another	elevator	

ride	downstairs.		We	shuffled	through	the	west	lobby	and	out	

through	some	open	doors.		We	wandered	through	a	courtyard	

full	of	tropical	plants	and	trees	with	swimming	pools	complete	

with	waterfalls.		

Dennis	said,	“Somebody	pinch	me.”		

Dennis	was	a	man	of	few	words	and	it	was	my	quest	to	

get	him	talking	more	on	this	trip.		

		 I	said,	“Hey	Dennis,	are	you	hungry?”			

We	were	so	excited	to	see	the	beach	we	had	forgotten	

that	we	hadn’t	eaten	much	since	the	day	before.		We	decided	

to	order	brunch	poolside.		We	sat	down	and	within	seconds	a	

waitress	 in	a	bright	pink	bikini	placed	some	 floral-designed	

menus	in	front	of	us.			

Our	early	 lunch	 consisted	of	burgers,	 complete	with	a	

slice	of	pineapple	 in	 the	middle,	 sweet	potato	 fries	and	 two	

virgin	Piña	Coladas.		We	enjoyed	every	bite	only	stopping	to	

verbalize	 our	 contentment.	 	 We	 sat	 there	 for	 a	 moment.		

Dennis	was	taking	it	all	in.		I	guarantee	that	neither	one	of	us	



had	ever	seen	so	many	bikinis.		The	Red	Rock	City	public	pool	

was	no	match	for	this	place.			

“Ready	for	the	beach?”	I	asked.		

Dennis	said,	“Yes	I	am,	let’s	go.”			

Dennis	signed	the	bill	charging	lunch	to	our	room.		We	

got	up	and	 followed	the	path	 to	 the	sand.	 	The	ocean	was	a	

shade	of	blue	that	I	had	only	seen	in	pictures.		Kids	were	body	

surfing.	 	Families	were	playing	with	beach	balls.	 	Kites	of	all	

colors	 were	 floating	 effortlessly	 on	 the	 ocean	 breeze.	 	 I	

wondered	why	Mom	and	Dad	had	never	brought	us	to	Hawaii.		

I	decided	that	it	was	probably	a	money	issue	combined	with	

their	conservative	nature.		

We	 agreed	 to	 walk	 down	 the	 beach	 until	 we	 decided	

otherwise.	 	 Our	 hotel	 was	 hard	 to	 miss	 as	 it	 had	 a	 huge	

rainbow	mural	on	one	side	from	top	to	bottom.	 	We	headed	

out	carrying	our	flip-flops	in	one	hand	and	our	refilled	drinks	

in	the	other,	making	sure	our	feet	were	in	the	cool	water	as	we	

walked.		The	sand	was	white	and	smooth	on	our	feet.		This	was	

wonderful.			

I	said	to	Dennis,	“What	are	you	feeling	right	now?		Talk	

to	me.”		

Dennis	paused	and	said,	“Should	we	be	feeling	guilty?		I	

mean	considering	the	past	events	and	all.”			

I	 said,	 “Stop	 Dennis,	 things	 are	 different	 now.		

Everything,	I	mean	everything	has	changed,	and	nothing	will	

ever	 be	 the	 same	 ever	 again.	 	 I	 know	 most	 people	 would	



probably	say	that	I	am	selfish	and	how	dare	I	take	a	vacation	

so	soon	after	the	death	of	my	parents	and	my	brother.”			

I	continued,	“Dennis,	I	am	moving	on	to	a	new	life,	My,	

new	life.”	

I	 refused	 to	 sit	 in	 self-pity	 and	 to	 be	 continually	

depressed	about	the	past.		It’s	the	past,	it’s	over,	and	I	was	not	

going	to	feel	guilty	of	anything.			

Dennis	looked	at	me	and	said,	“Man	I	have	never	met	a	

fifteen	 year	 old	 with	 such	 a	 wise	 perspective	 on	 life	 and	

tragedy.”		Dennis	said,	“I	agree	with	you	Steven,	and	I’m	going	

to	make	you	a	promise	right	here	and	now	that	I	will	support	

you,	 one	 hundred	 percent,	 in	 any	 and	 all	 of	 your	 future	

pursuits.”			

One	more	thing	said	Steven,	“I	need	you	to	sign	the	legal	

guardian	papers.		I	need	you	to	help	me	sign	up	for	school	and	

other	 things	 that	will	 pop	 up	 due	 to	my	 being	 only	 fifteen.		

From	 now	 on,	 you	 will	 be	 my	 legal	 guardian	 until	 I	 turn	

eighteen.”		

Dennis	smiled	and	agreed	with	a	nod	of	his	head.		

Oh,	and	one	more	thing	said	Steven,	“I	need	you	to	talk	

more.”		They	both	laughed	and	continued	down	the	beach.		

Dennis	said,	“The	reason	I	want	to	live	on	a	lake	is	that	

Indians	 believe	 in	 the	 healing	 powers	 of	 water.	 	 Water	 is	

constantly	flowing	and	is	full	of	energy.”		He	said,	“Just	feel	the	

energy	 rolling	 in	 from	 the	 waves.	 	 The	 energy	may	 not	 be	

visible,	but	trust	me	it’s	there.”		He	continued,	“I	think	it	is	fate	



Steven	that	we	are	here.		We	both	need	cleansing	and	we	both	

need	healing.”		

With	 that	 Dennis	 turned	 and	 headed	 into	 the	 ocean	

dropping	his	T-shirt	and	flip-flops	behind	him.		I	followed.		The	

temperature	 of	 the	 water	 was	 cool	 but	 not	 cold.	 	 It	 was	

refreshing	and	it	made	you	want	to	stay.	 	Dennis	and	I	 took	

turns	watching	each	other	dive	deep	then	ascend	rapidly	by	

pushing	up	from	the	sandy	bottom	with	our	body	shooting	out	

past	the	surface	crashing	backwards	into	our	wet	playground.			

We	paddled	 around,	 talked	 some	more,	 enjoying	 each	

other’s	company	like	Brian	and	I	used	to.		Dennis	was	starting	

to	open	up	more	and	more.		He	had	come	from	a	broken	home.		

His	father	was	a	raging	alcoholic	who	delighted	in	beating	his	

mother.	 	 He	 had	 been	 raised	 on	 a	 reservation	 and	 it	 was	

impossible	for	his	mother	to	call	the	authorities	when	her	life	

felt	 threatened.	 	 White	 folk	 were	 not	 welcome	 on	 the	

reservation	as	 the	 Indians	 lived	by	 their	own	rules.	 	Dennis	

learned	at	an	early	age	that	children	should	be	seen	and	not	

heard.	 	 He	 understood	 that	 keeping	 quiet	 with	 your	 head	

down	kept	you	from	getting	beaten.		That	was	usually	the	rule	

but	wasn’t	always	the	case.		Dennis	at	times	became	the	target	

of	his	fathers	drunken	rage.		To	this	day	he	does	not	talk	about	

his	childhood	much.		In	a	way,	Dennis	and	I	have	experienced	

similar	tragedies	and	sadness	with	one	major	exception,	my	

parents	always	 treated	me	with	 love	and	respect.	 	Knowing	

some	of	the	stories	my	father	told	me	about	Dennis	helped	me	



to	understand	his	demeanor	and	to	not	take	it	personal	when	

he	gets	pensive.		

As	 we	 arrived	 back	 at	 the	 hotel,	 Dennis	 and	 I	 were	

talking	 freely	 back	 and	 forth	 and	we	were	 actually	 sharing	

some	laughs	about	some	of	the	quirky	people	back	in	Red	Rock	

City.	

I	started	to	witness	a	small	transformation	coming	over	

Dennis.		He	was	starting	to	trust	me	more	and	more	with	his	

persona.		He	knew	I	had	his	back	and	that	I	would	never	turn	

on	 him.	 	 I	 felt	 his	 trust	 growing	 as	 we	 spent	 more	 time	

together.			

Things	were	winding	down	at	the	beach,	as	it	was	late	

afternoon.	 	 More	 and	 more	 sunbaked	 vacationers	 were	

heading	 into	 the	 hotel	 to	 shower	 and	 to	 freshen	 up	 before	

dinnertime.	

Dennis	and	 I	had	no	desire	 for	nightlife.	 	Bar	hopping	

was	 never	 a	 thing	 with	 Dennis.	 	 He	 vowed	 to	 never	 touch	

alcohol	as	he	saw	the	devastating	toll	and	negative	effect	it	had	

on	his	family.		I	was	under	age	for	drinking	and	my	idea	of	a	

party	was	reading	a	good	novel.		Call	me	weird	but	that	was	

how	I	was	wired.		

Dennis	and	I	had	a	deluxe	suite.		We	each	had	our	own	

room	and	our	 own	bathroom.	 	We	 shared	 a	 common	 living	

room	that	was	spacious	and	was	complete	with	comfortable	

oversized	chairs,	a	couch	and	a	big	screen	TV.		While	Dennis	

was	still	in	the	shower,	I	turned	on	the	TV	and	started	flipping	



through	the	channels.		I	grew	up	not	really	watching	TV.		My	

family,	was	into	classical	music,	talk	radio,	and	books.		I	turned	

the	TV	off	and	went	to	the	outside	windows.	 	I	pushed	open	

the	sliding	glass	doors	and	stepped	out	onto	the	balcony.		The	

sun	 was	 just	 starting	 to	 set,	 casting	 a	 warm	 golden	 glow	

against	the	glass	curvature	of	the	large	hotel.		The	ocean	was	

calm,	almost	 lake-like.	 	 I	 thought	 to	myself,	 if	Heaven	 is	 like	

this,	I	hope	my	family	is	there,	content,	warm	and	happy.		

My	belief	 in	God	had	never	been	 challenged	before.	 	 I	

knew	 I	 wasn’t	 all	 that	 religious,	 as	 I	 never	 really	 attended	

church	on	a	regular	basis.		I	had	heard	some	people	discussing	

becoming	 spiritual.	 	 I	 still	didn’t	 fully	understand	what	 that	

meant.		I	knew	that	I	believed	there	was	a	God.		I	believed	in	a	

life	here	after.	 	 I	 believed	we	would	be	 reunited	with	 loved	

ones	again.		I	believed	that	things	could	happen	without	any	

logical	 answers,	 such	 as	 drunk	 drivers	 and	 their	 poor	

decision-making.		

The	bottom	line	was,	I	believed	in	me,	and	that	I	had	the	

control	to	react	to	hardship	in	a	manner	that	can	be	resolved	

within	my	own	heart	and	mind.		I	thought	to	myself,	“That	is	

exactly	what	 I’m	doing	here	 in	Hawaii.	 	 I	am	reacting	 to	my	

tragedy	in	a	way	that	would	help	me	better	cope	and	to	start	

making	 sense	 of	 the	 hand	 I	 had	 been	 dealt,	 no	matter	 how	

difficult.”		

Dennis	walked	out	onto	the	balcony.		

“Oh	my	God,	how	beautiful,”	he	said.		



We	watched	in	silence	as	the	glow	from	the	setting	sun	

started	to	dissipate	as	the	ocean	swallowed	up	its	light.	 	We	

walked	in	and	sat	down	on	the	oversized	chairs.			

Dennis	said,	“Steven,	I’m	getting	a	little	hungry.		Want	to	

head	down	stairs?”			

“You	read	my	mind,”	I	said.			

We	caught	the	down	arrow	and	walked	into	the	lobby.		

Folks	were	dressed,	well,	Hawaiian-like.		Shorts,	sandals,	and	

Hawaiian	print	shirts.		We	made	an	agreement	that	we	were	

going	 shopping	 first	 thing	 tomorrow.	 	 We	 needed	 some	

vacation	 clothes.	 	 We	 found	 the	 in-house	 restaurant	 and	

ordered	the	surf	and	turf.		

Sleeping	in,	what	a	concept.	 	Actually	waking	up	when	

your	 body	 says	 it	 has	 had	 enough	 rest,	 versus,	 jumping	

straight	up,	startled	from	the	sound	of	an	alarm,	all	because	

life	had	given	you	a	job.		

The	 breakfast	 buffet	 was	 everything	 Hawaiian.		

Complete	 with	 banana	 pancakes	 and	 lots	 of	 fresh	 colorful	

papaya,	mango	and	pineapple	chunks	scattered	everywhere.			

The	 hotel	 shuttle	 was	 in	 full	 operation.	 	 You	 were	

instructed	to	climb	on	board	and	simply	tell	the	driver	where	

you	wanted	to	go.		

“Shopping,”	I	said,	“We	want	to	buy	some	new	duds.”	

We	were	dropped	off	in	a	touristy	part	of	town.		There	

was	 a	 lot	 to	 choose	 from.	 	Dennis	 and	 I	 spent	 the	next	 two	

hours	 amusing	 ourselves	 trying	 on	 shorts,	 Hawaiian	 print	



shirts,	sun	glasses,	sandals	and	straw	fedora	hats.		We	looked	

like	typical	Hawaiian	tourists.		

Getting	 back	 to	 the	 hotel	 required	 getting	 a	 cab.	 	We	

arrived	back	 at	 our	 suite	 and	put	 away	our	newly	 acquired	

clothes.			

Dennis	said,	“Let’s	take	a	day	and	just	sit	on	the	beach,	

you	know,	and	read,	relax,	do	nothing.”		

I	agreed.		We	didn’t	want	to	get	caught	up	in	all	things	

Hawaiian,	like	taking	all	the	tours	and	watching	the	dancers	at	

the	 Polynesian	 Culture	 Center,	 and	 picking	 pineapples.	 	We	

needed	to	just…	“Simply	be.”		

We	put	our	bathing	suits	back	on	complete	with	a	T-shirt	

and	headed	down	to	the	beach.		I	asked	Dennis	if	he	would	like	

something	to	read.		We	both	picked	up	a	paperback	novel	from	

the	gift	shop.		Today	was	to	be	spent	reading	and	working	on	

our	 tan.	 	 Our	 hotel	 had	 an	 attentive	 staff	 that	 would	

periodically	come	by	our	beach	chairs	making	sure	we	had	the	

beverage	of	our	choice	at	all	times.		We	felt	important.		

The	 day	 presented	 another	 perfect	 blue	 sky	 with	

occasional	fluffy	white	clouds.		The	temperature	never	varied	

from	eighty	degrees	and	we	could	feel	the	breeze	of	a	slight	

trade	 wind	 coming	 on	 which	 slowly	 swayed	 the	 tall	 palm	

trees.		We	took	turns	going	into	the	water,	taking	a	dunk,	and	

then	returning	to	our	lounge	chairs	to	dry	off	in	the	warm	sun.		

Dennis	had	an	olive	skin	complexion	and	the	Hawaiian	

sun	was	turning	him	a	golden	brown.		They	say	no	one	burns	



in	 Hawaii.	 	 I	 was	 sporting	 sunblock	 just	 in	 case.	 	 I	 always	

thought	that	rich	people	spent	all	their	time	doing	this,	I	mean,	

just	sitting	on	the	beach,	getting	a	tan	and	holding	a	glass	with	

a	little	umbrella	in	it.		Let	me	just	say,	that	after	a	few	days	of	

beach	sitting,	it	gets	to	be	somewhat	boring.		

It	was	Friday	morning.		We	were	up	earlier	than	normal,	

which	told	me	we	were	getting	the	rest	we	needed.		I	walked	

out	onto	the	balcony.		The	day	was	starting	out	the	way	every	

day	seemed	to	start	out	in	Hawaii…	absolutely	perfect.		

“Dennis,	we	have	a	10:00	AM	 flight	 to	Maui.	 	Let’s	get	

ready	to	roll!”	

The	short	 flight	 to	Maui	was,	well…	short.	 	We	 landed	

and	were	 shuttled	 to	 our	 new	place	 of	 lodging,	 a	 two-story	

bank	of	condos,	again,	right	on	the	beach.		Maui	had	a	different	

vibe	 all	 together.	 	 The	 locals	were	 friendlier	 and	more	 laid	

back	and	no	one	seemed	to	be	in	a	hurry.			

Dennis	and	I	got	 into	some	really	great	conversations.		

We	talked	about	the	history	of	the	Dakota	Sioux,	Lake	Okoboji	

and	 Big	 Spirit	 Lake	 and	 how	 the	 influx	 of	 population	 had	

changed	 everything.	 	 People	 and	 their	 powerboats	 would	

flood	 in	on	 the	weekends	and	summer	holidays	making	 it	a	

loud	party	atmosphere	versus	the	spiritual	retreat	the	Indians	

once	knew.		

Dennis	said,	“It	will	be	interesting	to	see	if	my	cabin	is	

secluded	on	a	part	of	the	lake	where	few	people	go.”			



Dennis	was	already	visualizing	“his”	cabin,	the	one	in	the	

magazine.		I	liked	the	fact	that	he	was	thinking	that	way.		We	

talked	about	maybe	selling	Mom	and	Dad’s	house	in	Red	Rock	

City.		We	would	have	to	clean	out	all	the	stuff.		All	the	stuff…	

what	am	 I	going	 to	do	with	all	 the	 stuff?	 	We	agreed	not	 to	

worry	 about	 it	 right	 now.	 	When	 the	 time	 came	we	would	

know	what	to	do.			

After	a	few	days	on	Maui,	we	both	felt	restless	and	were	

ready	to	go	home.		I	knew	that	as	soon	as	I	felt	the	cold	weather	

on	my	face	back	in	South	Dakota,	I	would	wish	I	were	back	in	

Maui.		

I	called	the	travel	 lady	back	 in	Rapid	City	and	asked	if	

she	could	arrange	our	trip	back	home.		She	paused,	and	then	

said	there	was	a	6:00	PM	flight	leaving	from	Maui.		It	had	a	few	

layovers	but	we	didn’t	mind.		Our	car	was	back	in	Rapid	and	

we	still	had	a	six-hour	drive	back	to	Red	Rock	City.			

Rapid	City	was	cold.		Dennis	and	I	looked	at	each	other	

and	shrugged	our	shoulders.		

“We	should	have	stayed	in	Hawaii,”	Dennis	said	with	a	

smile.		

The	drive	back	 to	Red	Rock	City	was	 a	 chance	 to	 talk	

about	 our	 future.	 	 We	 both	 agreed	 that	 Hawaii	 felt	 like	 a	

fantasy	trip,	not	really	real,	and	now	we	were	back	home,	back	

in	reality.	 	We	laughed	about	our	shorts	and	Hawaiian	print	

shirts	and	that	we	would	probably	never	wear	them	again.		

	 	



	

CHAPTER	SEVEN	

A	HOUSE,	NOT	A	HOME	

	

Walking	into	the	house	gave	a	feeling	of	altered	energy.		

The	 heat	 had	 been	 turned	 down	 just	 low	 enough	 to	 save	

energy,	 but	high	 enough	 to	 keep	 the	pipes	 from	 freezing.	 	 I	

walked	 into	 the	 various	 rooms	 turning	 on	 the	 lamps	 and	

ceiling	lights.		Out	of	habit,	I	wanted	to	call	out	for	Brian	and	

Mom	and	Dad.		I	stopped	mid	sentence,	knowing	they	weren’t	

there.		The	house,	despite	its	physical	temperature,	felt	cold.		

It	was	no	longer	a	home.		It	was	a	shell,	a	space	with	rooms,	

beds,	books,	plates,	cups,	and	Fish	and	Game	magazines.		It	felt	

as	though	Dennis	and	I	had	walked	into	a	vacation	rental	that	

the	prior	occupants	had	just	left.	

“That	answers	that,”	I	said.		

Dennis	 looked	 at	 me	 and	 said,	 “You	 want	 to	 sell	 the	

house?”	

“Absolutely,”	was	my	answer.		

Again,	things	had	changed.		I	refused	to	get	sucked	into	

the	past.	 	Trying	to	hold	onto	something	secure	that	was	no	

longer	there.		As	I	looked	around,	it	was	all,	just	stuff.		It	meant	



nothing	to	me.	 	The	collected	treasures	of	my	 family	almost	

gave	me	the	creeps.		I	felt	like	I	had	just	walked	into	some	sort	

of	 sick	 movie,	 where	 I	 was	 to	 wait	 for	 Mom	 and	 Dad,	 not	

knowing	 if	 they	 were	 ever	 coming	 back.	 	 I	 felt	 ill,	 which	

reinforced	my	decision	to	sell	the	house	even	more.			

I	called	a	local	real	estate	office	and	talked	to	the	owner.		

He	 said	 he	 would	 come	 out	 at	 two	 o’clock	 to	 discuss	 my	

options.		Once	a	“For	Sale”	sign	was	placed	in	the	front	yard,	I	

knew	 people	 in	 town	would	 talk.	 	 I	 could	 already	 hear	 the	

criticism	in	my	head	of	how	disrespectful	I	was	to	my	parent’s	

legacy,	that	I	was	a	kid	out	of	control.		The	way	I	saw	it,	this	

was	 not	my	 legacy,	 it	was	 theirs,	 and	 they	were	 gone	 now,	

gone	forever.	

I	couldn’t	wait	to	leave	this	one-horse	town.		I	felt	like	I	

wanted	to	scream	and	this	place	depressed	me.		I	didn’t	feel	I	

belonged	here	anymore.		

Dennis	and	I	sat	down	to	discuss	my	feelings.	 	He	was	

great.		He	got	me.		He	knew	that	the	future	could	not	hold	me	

here	in	Red	Rock	City.		I	had	a	feeling	he	knew	my	future,	but	

was	holding	back,	and	was	not	telling	me	everything.		That	was	

okay.	 	I	knew	I	needed	to	move	on	and	had	to	get	out	of	my	

hometown	 forever.	 	 I	 didn’t	 want	 to	 see	 or	 hear	 one	more	

person	say	they	were	sorry	about	what	had	happened.		I	was	

done.		

The	real-estate	man	knocked	on	the	 front	door	at	 two	

o’clock	sharp	as	promised.		He	was	older,	as	everyone	in	Red	



Rock	City	seemed	to	be.		His	name	was	Dan,	typical.		He	said	

he	would	have	the	home	appraised	so	we	would	better	know	

what	we	could	sell	it	for.		Of	course	he	knew	Mom	and	Dad	and	

said	he	was	sorry…		Arrrg.		

While	Dennis	and	I	were	gone,	a	small	pyramid	of	letters	

and	catalogues	had	gathered	on	the	floor	below	the	mail	slot	

on	our	front	door.		Most	of	the	stack	was	junk	mail.		I	found	the	

letter	I	was	waiting	for	from	the	school	board.		I	opened	it	and	

scanned	the	letter	finding	what	I	needed	to	know.		I	had	passed	

all	the	exams.		I	was	now	ready	to	go	to	University.		This	was	

good	news.	 	 I	never	had	to	step	 foot	 in	my	high	school	ever	

again.		I	just	tested	out	of	twelfth	grade.		No	graduation	party	

for	me.		It	sounded	weird	that	I	didn’t	care	about	all	the	things	

that	were	so	important	for	the	young	adult	growth	process	but	

I	literally	didn’t	care,	I	just	wanted	to	take	things	at	my	own	

pace	and	nothing	was	going	to	hold	me	back.		This	letter	was	

liberating.			

“Dennis,	I	need	to	go	into	Sioux	Falls	and	check	my	P.O.	

Box	for	mail.		I’m	expecting	a	package.”		I	was	sure	my	lasers	

were	in.			

As	 Dennis	 drove,	 I	 scribbled	 out	my	 “to	 do”	 list	 on	 a	

yellow	pad.		Something	was	happening	to	me.		My	brain	was	

in	hyper	mode	and	everything	was	flying	from	my	brain	onto	

the	note	pad.		I	knew	exactly	the	next	steps	I	needed	to	take	to	

get	to	where	I	wanted	to	be.		I	collected	my	package	at	the	post	

office	in	Sioux	Falls.		I	decided	to	open	it	later	in	the	privacy	of	



my	room	back	home.		Dennis	and	I	stopped	at	Taco	Johns,	our	

trusty	lunch	place.		I	thought	of	Brian,	as	he	loved	Taco	John’s	

too.	 	Dennis	and	 I	decided	to	make	the	 trip	 to	Lake	Okoboji	

when	 the	weather	 turned	warm.	 	 It	 was	 almost	 the	 end	 of	

January	and	still	really	cold.		I	now	hated	the	cold.			

“Hey	Dennis,”	I	said,	“Want	to	go	to	Hawaii	again?”	We	

both	laughed.	

On	the	way	home	I	told	Dennis	I	wanted	to	buy	a	van	for	

my	sixteenth	birthday.		I	was	turning	the	age	of	my	freedom	

on	February	fourth.		I	would	then	be	able	to	drive.			

“A	van?”	he	asked.		“Why	on	earth	would	you	want	a	van	

when	you	have	a	sports	car	in	the	garage?”		

“I	 want	 to	 get	 out	 of	 town	 for	 a	 bit,	 to	 travel,	 and	 I	

thought	 it	 would	 be	 smart	 to	 have	 a	 place	 to	 sleep	 versus	

always	getting	a	hotel	room.”	

He	said,	“Why	not	buy	a	small	motor	home	instead?”	

“Too	conspicuous,”	 I	said.	 	 “I	want	to	blend	in.	 	 I	don’t	

want	people	to	know	I’m	camping.”		I	explained.		“An	old	van	

won’t	attract	any	attention	and	no	one	would	ever	dream	that	

I	was	inside	taking	a	nap.”		

‘Why	do	you	want	to	be	so	secretive?”	he	asked.	

“I	guess	I’m	tired	of	everyone	knowing	my	business	and	

I	just	want	to	be	left	alone.”	

Dennis	seemed	to	be	okay	with	my	answer.	

I	made	a	call	to	the	DMV	to	see	what	I	needed	to	do	to	

prepare	for	my	license.		Dennis	said	he	would	teach	me	how	



to	drive	using	Brian’s	BMW	for	the	lessons.		I	arranged	to	visit	

the	 DMV	 early	 on	 the	 morning	 of	 my	 upcoming	 sixteenth	

birthday.			

Sell	the	house,	get	my	license,	sell	Dads	car.	 	That	was	

my	plan.	 	I	wanted	it	all	gone.	 	Dennis	agreed	that	he	would	

live	in	the	house	until	it	sold.		In	the	meantime	he	would	start	

clearing	out	all	the	books,	furniture	etc.	by	way	of	advertising	

in	the	local	paper.		I	told	Dennis	that	anything	that	didn’t	sell	

he	could	donate	to	the	Good	Will	store.		There	was	all	of	Mom	

and	Dad’s	clothes,	bedding,	lamps,	TV.	 	Again,	I	wanted	it	all	

gone.		I	wanted	no	ties	to	Red	Rock	City.			

I	had	decided	to	hit	the	road	in	Brian’s	car	as	soon	as	I	

had	my	license.		I	would	look	for	a	van	in	Rapid	City	and	use	

Brian’s	car	for	a	trade	in.		

Dennis	asked,	“Why	do	you	want	a	van	again?”		

“Stealth	 camping,”	 I	 said.	 	 “The	 van	 I	 want	 has	 no	

windows,	like	a	Ford	F-250,	white.		Everyone	will	think	it’s	a	

repair	van	not	ever	thinking	that	someone	is	inside	reading	a	

book.”			

Dennis	 laughed	and	 said,	 “That’s	my	boy.”	 	He	knew	 I	

was	capable	of	taking	care	of	myself	and	that	I	knew	more	than	

most	guys	my	age.		Deep	down	I	knew	he	was	concerned	but	

he	knew	it	was	of	little	use	to	question	what	I	wanted	to	do,	as	

I	would	do	it	any	way.		

A	few	days	later	the	appraisal	came	back	on	the	home.		

We	 met	 with	 the	 realtor	 and	 listed	 the	 home	 for	 sale.	 	 I	



received	a	phone	call	from	the	School	of	Mines.		They	said	they	

had	received	my	transcripts,	and	that	I	was	now	ready	to	be	

enrolled.	 	 Due	 to	 my	 circumstances,	 I	 found	 a	 government	

program	that	allowed	me	to	enter	school	on	a	special	grant.	

My	birthday	fell	on	a	Wednesday.		I	planned	on	being	at	

the	DMV	 the	moment	 they	 opened	 for	 business	 to	 take	my	

written	test.		I	passed	with	flying	colors.		They	took	my	picture	

and	printed	out	my	license,	my	new	ticket	to	freedom.		

Dennis	had	been	spending	time	teaching	me	to	drive.		I	

was	a	natural	and	he	felt	confident	that	I	was	ready	for	my	solo	

flight.		The	plan	was	to	head	to	Rapid	City	to	find	my	van.		I	had	

found	several	in	the	newspaper	and	had	already	made	calls	to	

a	 couple	 of	 dealers.	 	 I	 had	 planned	 on	 leaving	 first	 thing	

Saturday	morning,	but	it	was	Wednesday,	it	was	my	birthday,	

and	I	had	my	license.		I	was	anxious	to	leave	town.		At	the	last	

minute	I	invited	Dennis.		He	jumped	in	the	passenger	seat	and	

we	headed	for	Rapid	City.		We	could	have	gone	to	Sioux	Falls	

but	the	selection	was	better	in	Rapid,	plus	I	wanted	to	drop	by	

the	University	to	discuss	my	classes	for	the	fall.		

The	 BMW	 drove	 flawlessly.	 	 I	 now	 understood	 why	

Brian	 loved	 it	 so	much.	 	 I	was	 a	 little	 undecided	 if	 I	 should	

trade	it	in	or	not.		Maybe	I	should	keep	it	in	remembrance	of	

Brian.	 	 I	 never	 was	 one	 to	 get	 attached	 to	 anything,	 and	

material	possessions	never	meant	that	much	to	me.		I	loved	to	

learn	and	that	was	where	all	my	energy	and	focus	had	been	

spent	ever	since	I	was	a	child.		



It	 was	 late	 afternoon	 when	 we	 pulled	 into	 the	

dealership.	 	 This	 particular	 dealer	 sold	 used	 work	 vans.	 	 I	

found	a	white	Ford	van.	 	 It	was	exactly	what	I	wanted.	 	The	

dealer	had	bought	it	from	a	U-Haul	auction.		This	van	had	been	

a	 rental	 for	people	who	needed	 to	move	small	 items	across	

town.		The	inside	was	hardly	marked	up	and	it	had	less	than	

six	thousand	miles	on	it.		It	had	no	windows	in	the	back	and	

the	 air	 conditioner	 blew	 super	 cold.	 	 During	 the	 test	 drive,	

Dennis	 and	 I	 both	 agreed	 that	 I	 would	 have	 to	 replace	 the	

cheap	AM/FM	radio	in	the	dash	with	a	decent	stereo.		

I	decided	to	pay	cash	for	the	van	and	to	not	trade	in	the	

BMW.		Dennis	would	drive	Brian’s	car	back	home	and	put	it	in	

the	garage	until	further	notice.		I	took	the	paper	work	to	the	

bank	and	they	withdrew	the	appropriate	amount	and	printed	

out	a	cashier’s	check	for	the	dealer.		The	van	new	was	worth	

about	twenty	six	thousand;	I	was	paying	a	lot	less.		I	felt	good	

about	my	purchase.		

We	called	our	family	insurance	agent	making	sure	I	had	

full	coverage	before	I	headed	out.	 	 I	had	some	cash.	 	 I	had	a	

credit	 card.	 	 I	 had	 a	 license	 and	 I	 had	my	 freedom.	 	Dennis	

decided	to	get	a	cell	phone	so	we	could	better	keep	in	touch.		I	

gave	Dennis	a	hug	goodbye,	no	tears.			

I	 had	 expressed	 to	 the	 dealer	 what	 I	 wanted	 to	

accomplish	with	my	van.		He	suggested	that	I	contact	a	shop	in	

Fresno,	 California.	 	 They	 had	 an	 excellent	 reputation	 for	

converting	work	vans	into	campers.		Their	claim	to	fame	was	



converting	Volkswagen	vans	since	the	seventies	with	pop-up	

tops	and	sinks	and	stoves,	so	folks	could	camp.	 	He	gave	me	

the	name	and	address	of	the	shop	and	I	decided	to	head	west.		

The	 dealer	 gave	me	 a	 full	 tank	 of	 gas.	 	 I	marked	 down	my	

mileage	as	I	wanted	to	check	my	miles	per	gallon	at	the	next	

fill	up.		I	would	check	in	with	the	University	later.	

I	decided	to	make	a	visit	to	a	sporting	goods	store	before	

leaving	town.		I	bought	a	large	inflatable	mattress	for	the	back	

of	 the	van.	 	 It	 came	with	an	air	pump	 that	plugged	 into	 the	

cigarette	lighter.		In	the	parking	lot	I	inflated	the	mattress.		It	

fit	perfectly	in	the	back	and	it	was	super	comfortable.			

Something	was	missing.		I	went	back	into	the	store	and	

bought	 a	 huge	 down	 filled	 sleeping	 bag,	 two	 pillows,	 a	

backpack,	a	hammock	and	a	camping	folding	chair.		I	knew	I	

could	pick	up	anything	I	had	forgotten	further	down	the	road.		

I	was	 in	heaven.	 	 I	had	never	experienced	 this	kind	of	

freedom	in	my	entire	life.		I	was	on	my	own.		I	had	wheels.		I	

had	a	place	to	sleep.		I	had	money,	and	I	was	happy.		I	filled	my	

thoughts	with	future	trips	I	was	going	to	take.		I	was	a	dreamer	

and	I	had	an	imagination.		I	felt	the	whole	world	had	just	been	

laid	at	my	feet.		I	was	Fresno	Bound.		

I	 had	 been	 on	 the	 road	 for	 about	 two	 hours	 or	 so.	 	 I	

decided	to	pull	off	in	Casper,	Wyoming.		I	found	a	MacDonald’s	

and	stopped	for	a	small	cheeseburger	and	a	Coke.		It	was	all	I	

needed.	 	 I	 found	a	Walmart	parking	lot	and	jumped	into	the	

back	of	the	van.		The	down	sleeping	bag	was	light,	fluffy	and	



warm.		The	mattress	did	not	disappoint	and	it	stayed	inflated	

like	the	salesman	promised	it	would.		

I	awoke	at	4:00	AM.		It	was	still	dark.		The	van	was	cold.		

I	 climbed	 up	 into	 the	 drivers	 seat,	 drove	 over	 to	 the	 front	

doors	of	the	all	night	Walmart,	parked	and	went	inside	to	use	

the	bathroom.		I	bought	a	case	of	bottled	water,	a	cooler,	a	bag	

of	ice	and	headed	back	to	the	van.		

The	ability	to	get	up	and	drive	at	this	early	hour	without	

having	 to	 rely	 on	 anyone	 or	 having	 to	 get	 permission	 from	

anyone	was	something	I	was	starting	to	like.		

I	filled	up	in	Rawlings,	Wyoming.		It	was	a	rough	looking	

little	town	with	lots	of	cold	wind.		I	decided	that	I	hated	wind.		

I	 checked	my	mileage.	 	 I	was	getting	seventeen	miles	 to	 the	

gallon.		The	van	had	a	V-10	motor.		I	wanted	the	extra	power	

just	in	case	I	wanted	to	pull	something.		I	felt	good	about	the	

mileage.		

By	 noon	 I	was	 descending	 down	 the	 canyon	 into	 Salt	

Lake	City,	Utah.		As	I	popped	out	into	the	valley,	the	city	was	

spread	out	in	front	of	me.		I	didn’t	have	any	reason	to	stop,	or	

to	site	see,	so	I	kept	on	going.		I	was	on	a	mission	to	get	my	van	

more	livable,	and	that	could	only	be	done	in	Fresno.		I	stopped	

for	more	gas	on	the	west	side	of	Salt	Lake,	checked	the	oil	and	

proceeded	west.		Dad	had	always	taught	us	boys	to	check	the	

oil	and	antifreeze	levels	in	our	family	cars.		I	started	to	realize	

that	my	father	had	taught	me	many	practical	things	about	life	

and	for	that	I	was	grateful.		



In	between	Salt	Lake	City	and	Reno,	I	found	it	to	be	quite	

boring.		The	landscape	was	that	of	sand	and	flat	barren	ground	

with	sparse	vegetation.		The	weather	was	cool	but	there	was	

no	snow	on	the	ground.		I	noticed	a	change	of	scenery	once	I	

arrived	 in	Reno.	 	Trees,	 lots	of	spruce	and	pine	 trees.	 	They	

looked	healthy	and	they	were	tall.		So	far	I	realized	that	my	trip	

had	 taught	me	 that	 I	hated	wind	and	 I	 loved	green,	and	 tall	

trees.	 	 I	 chuckled;	 I	 never	 knew	 that	 about	 myself.	 	 I	 kept	

driving.		

It	was	getting	late	and	I	was	tired.		I	had	been	driving	for	

hours.		I	decided	Lake	Tahoe	would	be	my	next	stop.		I	found	

a	casino	that	advertised	a	late	night	buffet	on	a	billboard	I	had	

passed.		I	parked,	locked	up	the	van	and	headed	inside.	

No	one	in	my	family	ever	gambled.		The	sound	of	ringing	

slot	machines	was	everywhere.		I	found	the	sound	annoying.		I	

personally	had	no	desire	to	gamble.		I	never	even	played	card	

games	as	a	kid.		I	had	heard	stories	from	Dad	about	men	who	

had	 destroyed	 their	 lives	 because	 they	 were	 addicted	 to	

gambling.		I	was	sixteen	going	on	twenty-five	and	I	had	better	

things	 to	 do.	 	 Being	 underage	was	 definitely	 a	 deterrent	 as	

well.	 	 I	 passed	 lots	 of	 old	 people	 sitting	 at	 their	 personally	

selected	slot	machines.		They	appeared	almost	lifeless	as	they	

stared	 into	 their	 glowing	 screens	 lethargically	 pushing	

buttons	with	one	finger.		Retirement	didn’t	look	too	appealing.			

The	buffet	wasn’t	at	all	bad.		I	thought	that	being	late	in	

the	 evening	 I	 would	 get	 the	 dried	 up	 leftovers.	 	 I	 guess	



gambling	towns	are	used	to	hungry,	late	night	folk,	who	have	

worked	up	an	appetite	from	losing	all	their	money.		Comfort	

food	I	thought,	chuckling.	

After	dinner,	I	drove	around	finding	a	dark	area	of	the	

casino	parking	lot	where	I	could	crash	for	the	night.		I	crawled	

into	 the	 back.	 	 The	 sleeping	 bag	 didn’t	 disappoint.	 	 The	

mattress	was	still	full	of	air.		Man,	that	salesman	was	good;	I	

chuckled,	closing	my	eyes.		I	remember	thinking	how	secure	I	

felt	inside	my	van.		It	was	dark,	and	so	cozy.		

I	woke	up	at	about	5:00	AM.		I	laid	there	thinking	about	

the	whirlwind	of	events	that	had	taken	place	over	the	past	few	

weeks.	 	 So	 much	 had	 happened.	 	 I	 jumped	 up	 from	 my	

mattress,	I	wouldn’t	allow	myself	to	think	too	much,	I	had	to	

get	to	Fresno.		

I	climbed	up	into	the	captain’s	chair	and	turned	the	key.		

I	liked	getting	an	early	start	on	everybody	else.		The	freeway	

was	 quiet	 except	 for	 a	 few	 diesel	 trucks.	 	 I	 knew	 that	

Sacramento	was	only	about	two	hours	west	then	I	would	head	

due	south	on	the	99	Freeway	which	would	take	me	right	into	

Fresno.		I	was	getting	closer.	

The	name	of	the	company	was	Sportsmobile.		They	had	

started	building	pop-up	tops	for	Volkswagen	vans	back	in	the	

1960’s.	 	 They	 specialized	 in	building	out	 Ford	 vans	 as	well.		

They	 could	 add	 four-wheel	 drive	 to	 a	 van,	 complete	with	 a	

winch	and	solar	panels	to	just	some	basic	things	like	a	bed.		All	



I	wanted	was	the	interior	finished	off	with	good	insulation,	a	

bed	and	a	cabinet	for	my	clothes.			

I	 finally	 arrived	 at	 the	 Sportsmobile	 headquarters.	 	 I	

walked	 in	 the	 front	 doors	 excited	 and	 curious.	 	 I	 was	

introduced	to	one	of	their	on	duty	specialists.		He	showed	me	

all	 kinds	 of	 variations	 of	 van	 conversions.	 	 I	 decided	 that	 I	

needed	interior	lighting,	a	fold	down	table	and	some	plugins	

for	power.		We	shook	hands.		I	had	to	pay	a	little	more	to	be	

pushed	to	the	front	of	the	line.		They	said	my	build	wasn’t	too	

complicated	and	they	agreed	to	get	it	done	within	three	days,	

which	seemed	reasonable.	

My	Sportsmobile	rep	dropped	me	off	at	the	nearest	hotel	

and	off	he	went.		I	checked	in	and	decide	to	take	a	little	nap.		I	

awoke	an	hour	or	so	later,	opened	up	my	backpack	and	took	

out	the	package,	which	contained	the	two	lasers	I	had	ordered.		

I	inspected	the	lasers.		I	figured	out	how	I	was	going	to	build	

the	hearing	device.		If	someone	were	to	ask	me	to	explain	how,	

or	what	I	knew,	it	would	be	near	impossible.		I	knew	I	needed	

some	 tools.	 	 I	 used	 the	 hotel	 computer	 and	 located	 an	

electronic	wholesale	supply	store.		I	called	a	taxi	and	I	was	off.		

I	took	my	time	in	the	store	making	sure	I	got	exactly	the	

tools	and	supplies	I	needed.		I	got	back	to	the	hotel	an	hour	or	

so	later	and	started	my	build.		I	was	near	completion.		I	now	

needed	 a	 housing	 to	 hold	 my	 new	 invention.	 	 I	 called	 for	

another	taxi	and	made	my	way	to	a	high-end	stationary	and	

pen	 store.	 	 What	 I	 needed	 was	 an	 expensive	 looking	 pen,	



preferably	a	fountain	pen	since	they	were	generally	fatter	as	I	

needed	all	 the	room	I	could	get,	plus	that	 is	what	Brian	had	

used.		I	selected	two	Monte	Blanc	fountain	pens,	paid	the	ticket	

price	and	headed	out	to	the	awaiting	taxicab.			

Back	at	the	hotel	I	was	ready	to	test	my	listening	device.		

I	decide	to	sit	in	the	lobby	to	see	what	I	could	hear.		I	pointed	

the	pen	at	the	gal	at	the	front	desk.		She	was	standing,	talking	

on	the	phone	and	was	far	enough	away	that	I	couldn’t	hear	her	

with	the	naked	ear.		I	pointed	my	pen	and	started	to	move	the	

slider	allowing	the	laser	to	move	closer	to	the	subject.		I	had	

purchased	the	invisible	laser,	as	I	didn’t	want	any	green	or	red	

dots	bouncing	around	the	room	giving	me	away.			

I	honed	in	on	her	voice	frequencies,	and	there	she	was,	

clear	 as	 a	 bell	 in	 my	 ear.	 	 I	 could	 hear	 everything	 in	 the	

earpiece.		This	was	amazing,	and	even	better,	she	had	no	idea	

I	could	hear	every	word	she	was	saying.		I	knew	I	had	to	also	

devise	a	way	to	record	any	conversation.		This	could	come	in	

handy	down	the	road	if	I	needed	to	review	what	I	had	heard.		

I	could	probably	use	my	iPhone	for	that.		

I	had	two	days	before	my	van	was	ready	for	pickup.	 	I	

decided	to	catch	a	cab	downtown	Fresno	to	a	computer	store.		

I	needed	a	laptop.		Face	it,	my	parents	were	conservative	and	

they	would	never	spring	for	such	an	expensive	toy.	But	things	

were	 different	 now	 and	 I	was	 going	 to	 purchase	 any	 tool	 I	

needed	that	would	help	me	succeed.		



To	me,	walking	out	of	the	computer	store	with	my	new	

laptop	could	only	be	compared	to	a	new	father	walking	out	of	

a	 hospital	 with	 his	 first-born	 child.	 	 This	 was	 an	 amazing	

moment	in	my	life.		My	world	just	opened	up.		

I	spent	the	next	three	days	setting	goals	and	researching	

everything	 I	 could,	 especially	 lasers.	 	 I	 found	 that	 the	

government	was	working	on	a	laser	to	be	carried	by	navel	war	

ships	that	could	shoot	helicopters	and	oncoming	missiles	out	

of	 the	sky.	 	This	 laser	could	stop	motors	 from	working	with	

one	 single	blast.	 	 I	 found	 that	 there	where	 some	 lasers	 that	

could	be	used	for	delicate	cutting	and	cauterizing	in	hospital	

surgeries.	 	Lasers	were	amazing	and	they	were	the	future.		I	

spent	the	next	couple	of	days	in	my	hotel	room	glued	to	my	

laptop.		

		 I	got	the	call.		My	van	was	finished.		I	got	dressed.		Ran	

to	the	front	desk	and	called	a	cab.		He	must	have	been	close	as	

he	appeared	within	minutes.	 	We	arrived	at	Sportsmobile,	 I	

paid	the	driver	and	went	inside.	

My	sales	rep	greeted	me	and	said,	“Hey	Steven,	I	think	

you’re	going	to	like	what	we’ve	done	to	your	van.”			

I	followed	him	to	the	back	of	the	building.		There	were	

dozens	of	vans	 that	were	being	worked	on,	but	my	concern	

was	with	only	one,	mine.		We	turned	the	corner	and	there	it	

was.	 	At	their	suggestion,	they	had	put	a	two-inch	lift	on	the	

van	allowing	room	for	bigger	tires	and	wheels,	which	they	had	

already	installed.		They	had	installed	beefy	new	bumpers	front	



and	back	 that	were	 painted	 a	 low	 gloss	 black.	 	 The	 captain	

chairs	were	new	and	could	swivel	all	the	way	around	facing	

into	the	back	of	the	van.		The	front	side	windows	were	tinted	

dark	black.		The	back	of	the	van	now	contained	a	large	fixed	

bed,	which	went	from	the	back	of	the	side	doors	all	the	way	to	

the	back	of	the	van.		There	was	carpet	underneath	the	bed,	an	

area	 that	 could	 now	 be	 used	 for	 storage.	 	 They	 installed	 a	

fridge,	 a	 small	 gas	 stove	and	a	 small	 sink.	 	 I	now	had	a	 few	

drawers	 and	 an	 upright	 cabinet	 for	 hanging	 clothes.	 	 They	

installed	a	 tank	 for	water	storage	and	best	of	all,	a	portable	

toilet.			

I	was	set.	 	The	conversion	was	expensive,	but	 it	didn’t	

matter,	 I	 had	 the	 money.	 	 My	 salesman	 was	 thorough	 and	

taught	me	how	every	feature	worked.		

Driving	the	van	now	felt	even	better.		I	was	sitting	higher	

than	before.		My	line	of	sight	was	better	driving	down	the	road,	

and	I	was	totally	self-contained.		I	hadn’t	planned	on	adding	so	

many	extras,	but	a	good	salesman	knows	what	he	 is	 talking	

about	and	I’m	really	glad	I	listened.	

I	found	a	Safeway	grocery	store	and	decided	to	get	some	

supplies.		I	still	had	some	bottled	water	from	the	trip.		I	put	a	

few	bottles	in	the	fridge,	which	was	already	cold	inside.		I	came	

back	and	stocked	the	van	with	toilet	paper,	bread,	a	few	can	

goods,	vegetables,	fruit,	coffee	and	a	frozen	steak.		

I	 found	 another	 sporting	 goods	 store	 and	 bought	 a	

portable	 BBQ	 for	my	 steak.	 	 I	 bought	 some	 pots	 and	 pans,	



cutlery,	a	coffee	maker,	cups,	plates,	paper	towels	and	other	

necessities.		I	parked	and	stayed	in	the	back	of	the	van	putting	

away	my	purchases.		This	was	fun.		Like	a	kids	fort,	except	on	

wheels!		

Sitting	up	to	the	pop-up	table,	I	got	out	my	laptop	and	

found	 a	map	 of	 California	 so	 I	 could	 plan	my	 next	move.	 	 I	

wanted	to	see	and	visit	everywhere	and	I	wanted	to	try	out	my	

laser	 device	 everywhere	 I	 could	 as	well.	 	 So	 far,	 I	 had	 only	

listened	 to	 the	 girl	 at	 the	 front	 desk	 talking	 dirty	 to	 her	

boyfriend,	and	that	was,	well,	pretty	good.	

I	 decided	 to	 head	 west	 catching	 the	 Pacific	 Coast	

Highway	then	head	north	up	to	Monterey.		It	had	a	nice	ring	to	

it	and	I	wanted	some	beach	time.		The	weather	was	warmer	

but	still	too	cold	to	wear	a	bathing	suit	or	to	take	a	dip	in	the	

ocean.		

The	van	drove	flawlessly.		I	felt	somewhat	empowered.		

I	 could	 go	 anywhere	 at	 any	 time	 and	 stay	 for	 as	 long	 as	 I	

wanted	to.		Monterey	here	I	come.		

As	I	was	driving,	I	decided	to	mentally	list	all	the	types	

of	people	I	would	like	to	listen	in	on.	 	I	quickly	realized	that	

everyone	 would	 be	 a	 potential	 target.	 	 I	 knew	 that	 certain	

people	would	have	more	interesting	dialogue	than	others.	 	 I	

wasn’t	 interested	 in	 some	mother	 talking	 about	 her	 recent	

doctor	visit.		I	really	didn’t	want	to	listen	in	on	some	teenager	

talk	about	his	girlfriend.		What	I	wanted	was	something	more,	

something	deep.			



I	 resolved	 that	 men	 wearing	 suits	 might	 be	 a	 great	

target.	 	 I	 still	wasn’t	 sure	what	 kind	of	 range	 the	 laser	had.		

Could	 the	 laser	 be	 pointed	 at	 an	 office-building	window	 to	

hear	a	conversation	on	the	other	side?		I	wasn’t	sure	but	I	was	

anxious	to	find	out.		

I	was	a	 little	worn	out,	as	 I	hadn’t	slept	well	 the	night	

before.		I	decided	to	park	at	a	beach	and	take	a	nap	in	my	newly	

customized	van.		I	had	a	small	vent	installed	above	my	head	in	

the	 roof	 above	 the	 bed.	 	 I	 cranked	 it	 open	 and	 turned	 the	

switch	one	click.		The	fan	started	humming.		I	rolled	down	the	

front	windows	about	an	inch,	allowing	for	air	to	be	drawn	into	

the	back	by	the	small	 fan.	 	 It	was	working,	 the	vent	and	fan	

created	a	slight	breeze	of	fresh	air.		I	was	very	comfortable.		I	

requested	 that	 the	 mattress	 they	 installed	 was	 the	 deluxe	

extra	thick	model.		The	sleeping	bag	was	light	and	warm.		I	had	

the	black	curtain	behind	the	front	seats	drawn	and	it	was	dark	

in	the	back.		I	was	content	and	ready	to	doze	off.		

I	was	impressed	at	how	quiet	the	van	was	inside.		I	had	

asked	for	extra	insulation	to	be	installed	inside	the	van	walls	

and	ceiling.		I’m	glad	I	did,	since	the	quiet	allowed	me	to	get	to	

sleep	much	easier.		At	that	very	moment	I	didn’t	have	a	care	in	

the	world.		I	was	out.		

	 	



	

CHAPTER	EIGHT	

I	CAN	HEAR	YOU	

	

Listening	in	on	people’s	private	conversations	is	wrong.		

I	think	the	whole	idea	of	having	a	secret	device	that	allowed	

me	 to	 listen	 undetected	 started	 as	 a	 challenge.	 	 I	won’t	 lie,	

being	able	to	do	this	was	addicting.		I	found	myself	listening	to	

as	many	people	as	I	could.		The	things	I	heard	were	amazing.		

If	the	conversation	didn’t	interest	me	much,	I	pointed	the	laser	

elsewhere.	 	 Some	 men	 are	 addicted	 to	 gambling;	 I	 was	

addicted	to	eavesdropping.	

Eavesdropping	 had	 a	 nicer	 ring	 to	 it.	 	 It	 sounded	

harmless,	and	I	guess	for	the	most	part	it	was.		I	hung	out	at	

Starbucks	and	listened	around	the	room,	boring.		It	got	to	the	

point	where	I	could	tell	what	people	were	saying	without	even	

using	the	laser.		I	kept	it	in	my	pocket,	looked	around	the	room,	

decided	 what	 people	 were	 saying	 based	 on	 their	 body	

language	and	by	what	they	were	wearing,	then	I	used	the	laser	

to	 see	 if	 I	 was	 right.	 	 I	 usually	 was.	 	 People	 are	 pretty	

predictable	when	you	know	how	to	read	them.		



I	decided	to	walk	around	Cannery	Row	in	Monterey.		It	

was	 a	 touristy	 area	 and	 all	 kinds	 of	 people	 went	 there.	 	 It	

wasn’t	 the	 tourist	 season	 yet	 but	 it	was	 still	 pretty	 busy.	 	 I	

loved	 sitting	 on	 a	 bench	 in	 the	 sunshine	 just	watching	 and	

observing	people.	

Across	 from	me	 was	 what	 appeared	 to	 be	 a	 married	

couple.		They	looked	to	be	in	their	thirties,	and	they	seemed	

anxious	and	upset.		I	guessed	they	were	having	some	sort	of	

conflict.		I	had	to	listen	in.		I	held	the	pen	on	my	lap	and	pointed	

it	 in	 their	 direction.	 	 She	 had	 just	 confronted	 him	 about	

cheating	on	her.		She	had	suspected	him	for	months	but	finally	

followed	him	the	night	before.	 	He	had	once	again	given	her	

the	line	that	he	had	to	work	late.		She	was	parked	up	the	street	

from	his	office	in	a	rental	car	so	he	wouldn’t	detect	her.		She	

took	the	call	 from	him	on	her	cell	phone.	 	He	said	he	had	to	

work	late	again.		He	left	the	office.		She	followed	him.		He	drove	

to	a	small	motel.		He	got	out	of	his	car	and	was	greeted	by	a	

woman	from	another	car.		They	embraced,	and	then	went	into	

room	#12.		

She	gave	him	and	me	a	play	by	play.		He	was	denying	it	

at	 first	until	 she	got	out	her	 cell	phone	and	 started	 flipping	

through	the	pictures.		The	look	on	his	face	was,	“Damn	she’s	

good	and	I’m	so	busted.”		I	listened	a	little	more.		I	felt	sorry	

for	both	of	them.		I	got	up	and	walked	away.		

I	found	a	bench	at	the	end	of	the	pier	that	was	facing	the	

boat	dock.		I	noticed	that	on	one	of	the	bigger	boats,	(almost	



yacht	 sized),	 two	men	were	 sitting	 on	 the	 shaded	back	 end	

having	 drinks.	 	 They	 both	 had	 lit	 cigars	 and	 seemed	 to	 be	

celebrating	something.		I	couldn’t	help	myself.		I	tuned	in.		

“Joe,	when	 I	 saw	the	 look	on	 that	bastards	 face	 it	was	

priceless.	 	He	said	how	the	hell	did	you	know	the	stock	was	

going	to	go	up?		Just	a	lucky	guess	I	said,”	boasted	the	fat	bald	

man	on	the	left.	

The	other	man	said,	“		Do	you	think	he’s	on	to	us?”		

“Nah,	there’s	no	way,	he	could	never	connect	the	dots,	I	

mean	my	guy	is	good	and	there	is	no	paper	trail	on	any	of	this.”	

Now	this	sounded	interesting.		Something	big	must	have	

gone	down	that	was	somewhat	shady.		

“You	know	the	best	part	Joe?		This	stock	is	going	to	be	

split	again	on	the	20th	of	this	month	and	no	one	knows	about	

it.		We	can	hit	it	again	for	another	hundred	grand.”		

I	was	 intrigued.	 	 I	 had	 no	 idea	what	 these	 guys	were	

talking	about.		I	knew	it	involved	the	stock	market,	something	

I	 knew	 absolutely	 nothing	 about,	 but	 I	 knew	 I	 was	 a	 fast	

learner.	

I	 continued	 listening.	 	 I	 wrote	 down	 the	 name	 of	 the	

stock	and	 the	date	 it	was	 to	 increase	and	decided	 to	maybe	

make	a	play.		

I	headed	back	to	the	van.		I	climbed	in	the	back,	sat	on	

the	bed	with	my	back	to	the	wall	and	started	researching	the	

stock	market.		I	downloaded	over	twenty	of	the	top	suggested	



books	 on	 investing.	 	 I	 wanted	 to	 know	 more	 about	 stock	

trading	and	I	felt	this	was	a	great	place	to	start.		

I	spent	the	next	three	days	reading,	parked	at	the	beach.		

In-between	my	downloaded	books,	 I	would	walk	out	 to	 the	

ocean	 and	 catch	 some	 sun.	 	 During	 one	 walk,	 I	 decided	 I	

needed	an	account	with	a	brokerage	firm.		If	I	was	going	to	be	

in	 the	 stock	market	 I	 needed	 to	 get	 an	 account.	 	 I	 had	met	

someone	who	told	me	that	there	was	a	wonderful	brokerage	

firm	in	Carmel	just	south	of	where	I	was.		I	went	back	to	my	

van	and	headed	south.		

“Carmel-by-the-Sea.”	 	 It	 sounded	 nice	 and	 what	 a	

beautiful	place	it	was.	 	The	beach	was	almost	protected	and	

was	shaped	like	the	back	of	a	lazy	kidney	bean.		Its	small	cove-

like	bay	was	a	perfect	place	to	walk	and	to	get	my	feet	wet.			

People	in	Carmel	loved	dogs.		It	seemed	like	most	people	

had	one.		This	told	me	that	the	majority	of	the	population	here	

was	older,	retired,	single	and	liked	dogs	for	company.		I	was	

also	told	that	there	was	a	lot	of	money	in	Carmel,	and	it	was	

very	obvious	that	this	was	a	true	statement.		

I	went	to	a	local	coffee	shop	and	asked	if	any	one	knew	

where	 the	 brokerage	 firm	 was.	 	 I	 was	 directed	 down	 the	

avenue	 to	 a	 quaint	 little	 building	 just	 off	 the	 main	 street.		

Everything	about	Carmel	was,	well,	quaint,	from	the	buildings	

right	down	to	the	people.		

I	walked	in	to	a	Merrill	Lynch	office.		A	man	in	his	thirties	

looked	up	as	he	hung	up	the	phone.			



He	said,	“Can	I	help	you?”		

I	said,	“Yes,	I’d	like	to	chat	with	Fred	Barnson.”		

He	 said	 that	 Fred	 was	 his	 father	 and	 was	 somewhat	

retired	and	wanted	to	know	if	he	could	help	me	instead.		His	

name	was	David.	 	 I	 felt	comfortable	with	him	so	 I	asked	 if	 I	

could	open	an	account	for	trading.		He	asked	me	how	old	I	was.		

I	told	him	I	had	just	turned	sixteen.		He	smiled	and	said	that	I	

was	too	young	to	open	an	account	and	I	would	have	to	wait	

until	I	was	eighteen.		Then	he	said,	or,	why	don’t	you	have	your	

father	call	me	and	maybe	we	can	work	something	out.	 	This	

was	all	I	needed	to	hear.		I	left	the	office.		I	was	pissed	off	that	

he	enquired	about	my	deceased	father.	

I	walked	around	Carmel	and	got	a	taste	of	a	town	that	

smelled	of	secure	old	money.		People	were	content	here.		The	

homes	were	adorable	and	tucked	into	the	trees.	 	 I	studied	a	

few	real	estate	magazines.	 	The	average	home	was	over	two	

million	with	some	as	high	as,	well,	millions.			

I	 got	 back	 to	my	 van	 and	 started	 researching	 how	 to	

open	an	account	for	stock	trading.		I	knew	that	some	people	

lost	money	and	 I	knew	 that	 some	made	money.	 	 I	was	only	

interested	in	the	latter	and	I	knew	that	I	had	a	secret	tool	that	

could	help	me.	

“I	don’t	need	some	old	guy	telling	me	what	to	invest	in,”	

I	thought.		“If	others	can	do	it,	I	can	too!”		

Opening	a	Charles	Schwab	account	was	easy.	 	Except	I	

did	 have	 to	 be	 eighteen,	 so	 I	 called	 Dennis	 and	 got	 his	



information	over	the	phone	and	opened	up	an	account	in	his	

name.		I	came	up	with	all	the	pass	codes	so	I	could	buy,	sell	and	

have	complete	access	to	the	account	as	if	it	were	mine.			

Dennis	said,	“What	are	you	up	to	now?”		

I	laughed	and	said,	“I’m	just	having	fun.”		I	promised	to	

call	him	later	for	a	chat.		

I	followed	all	the	steps	that	were	needed	for	opening	the	

account	necessary	for	trading.		It	wasn’t	all	that	hard	to	do.		

I	now	had	a	trading	account,	and	I	had	a	bank	account	

with	money	in	it.		I	knew	I	wasn’t	ready	for	anything	big	and	I	

knew	I	had	to	 learn	more	from	books	and	online	courses.	 	 I	

thought	 about	 some	 college	 classes,	 too	 slow	 I	 thought.	 	 I	

needed	to	learn	faster	than	that.		I	just	had	to	keep	digging	to	

find	all	the	information	that	would	allow	me	to	feel	confident	

as	a	stock	trader.		

The	next	morning	I	parked	my	van	in	the	parking	lot	on	

the	beach	in	Carmel.		It	was	a	great	location	to	ponder,	to	walk,	

and	to	do	research	from	my	mobile	office.		

I	knew	I	needed	another	tip.		I	decided	to	visit	the	main	

street	again	in	Carmel.		I	sat	on	a	bench	and	tuned	in	secretly	

with	my	pen	from	across	the	street	to	some	older	folk	sitting	

under	colorful	large	umbrellas	having	lunch.			

I	heard	mostly	small	talk,	until	I	saw	David	walk	in.		The	

condescending	stockbroker	from	a	couple	of	days	ago.		He	was	

with	an	older	gentleman;	no	doubt	 it	was	his	 father	Fred.	 	 I	

thought,	this	should	be	interesting.		



“Dad,	this	is	going	to	be	big,”	said	David.		

“How	can	you	be	so	sure?”	said	Fred	in	reply.			

“I	have	an	old	college	friend	in	New	York	and	he	is	never	

wrong,”	said	David.	

I	got	out	my	note	pad	and	pen.		

David	 finally	 convinced	 his	 father	 that	 they	 should	

personally	invest	in	a	deal	out	of	Los	Angeles.		A	huge	movie	

studio	in	LA	was	about	to	purchase	a	music	library	company	

that	 they	 had	 been	 doing	 business	 with	 for	 years.	 	 The	

company	had	created	a	vast	library	of	music	that	was	used	in	

TV	and	movie	production.		Instead	of	leasing	the	music,	they	

would	now	own	the	entire	library,	which	in	the	long	run	would	

make	 the	 studio	 millions	 of	 dollars,	 virtually	 paying	

themselves	versus	the	other	company.		The	purchase	was	to	

take	 place	within	 two	weeks	 and	was	 for	 over	 fifty	million	

dollars.	 	They	expected	the	stock	of	 the	studio	 to	skyrocket.		

They	 talked	 a	 bit	more;	mostly	 small	 talk	 but	 I	 had	what	 I	

needed	all	written	down	on	my	yellow	pad.	

I	 went	 back	 to	 my	 rolling	 office	 and	 looked	 up	 the	

company.		They	were	a	twenty-year-old	company	that	created	

library	music	 for	movies	and	 television.	 	The	TV	and	movie	

industry	would	pay	royalties	to	them	for	every	piece	of	music	

they	used,	for	sometimes	many	years.		All	these	little	pieces	of	

music	added	up	to	millions	in	revenue.	 	The	main	LA	studio	

also	owned	a	library	and	with	the	purchase	of	this	somewhat	



unknown	entity,	it	would	push	their	new	value	way	over	the	

top	in	their	industry.		

I	found	the	trade	letters	and	decided	to	buy	some	stock.		

I	transferred	twenty-five	thousand	dollars	to	my	account	and	

bought	as	much	stock	as	the	money	would	allow.	 	 I	decided	

that	owning	stock	in	just	one	company	might	raise	a	red	flag	

so	I	transferred	another	seventy	five	thousand	and	invested	in	

several	other	companies	that	I	had	researched.		I	also	bought	

stock	in	the	company	that	was	to	split,	the	tip	I	heard	from	the	

docked	boat.		It	seemed	like	a	sure	thing,	I	invested	a	hundred	

thousand	in	that	boat	dock	tip.	

I	 still	 felt	sad	and	somewhat	damaged.	 	 I	 felt	 I	needed	

more	road	time	and	decided	to	drive	up	to	San	Francisco	and	

spend	some	time	there.		I	loved	the	city.		It	was	like	nothing	I	

had	ever	seen	before.		I	took	some	trolley	car	rides,	not	even	

having	a	destination,	just	to	say	I	did	it.		I	walked	around	the	

city	center	looking	at	all	the	tall	glass	buildings.		The	Red	Rock	

City	bubble	I	had	lived	in	back	home	seemed	a	million	miles	

away.		I	sat	on	a	bench	and	just	watched	people	coming	and	

going.		Nothing	interesting.		I	decided	to	get	a	coffee.		I	found	a	

small	coffee	shop	and	bought	a	cup.				

I	felt	safe	in	my	van	and	didn’t	like	spending	too	much	

time	away	from	it.		I	drove	further	north	into	a	small	hamlet	

called	Duncan’s	Mills.		A	place	where	the	Red	Wood	logs	were	

cut	down	then	floated	south	to	San	Francisco	helping	build	the	

city	when	it	burned	to	the	ground	in	1906.		Duncans	Mills	was	



part	of	the	Russian	River	Valley.		It	was	home	to	thousands	of	

huge	Red	Wood	trees,	numerous	old	vineyards,	and	the	curvy	

road	 was	 slow	 moving.	 	 The	 Red	 Woods	 were	 so	 close	

together;	 they	 formed	 a	 wall	 of	 bark	 only	 inches	 from	 the	

shoulder	 of	 the	 road.	 	 Their	 height	 literally	 blocked	 the	

sunlight	creating	a	claustrophobic	 feeling.	 	 I	connected	with	

the	main	road	and	decided	to	continue	north.	

Every	 few	 days,	 I	would	 take	 a	 peek	 into	my	Dennis-

Charles-Schwab	account	 to	 see	what	was	happening.	 	 I	was	

actually	 up	 a	 little	 money.	 	 I	 knew	 the	 time	 was	 fast	

approaching	 when	 the	 buyout	 and	 the	 stock	 split	 was	

supposed	 to	happen.	 	The	anticipation	was	 fun.	 	 I	made	my	

way	up	into	Oregon.			

My	cell	phone	rang.		It	was	Dennis.		He	informed	me	that	

someone	was	interested	in	the	house.		He	explained	that	the	

market	was	 down	 so	 they	 offered	much	 less	 than	what	we	

were	asking.	

A	tug	came	at	my	heart	when	I	realized	my	family	home	

could	be	sold.		Back	in	Red	Rock	City	I	was	so	cold	and	brash	

and	wanting	to	get	rid	of	everything,	thinking	it	would	help	me	

forget	my	painful	past.		But	now,	I	felt	a	longing	to	be	home.		I	

then	 had	 to	 stop	 and	 think.	 	Was	 I	 just	missing	my	 family,	

thinking	they	were	still	back	home	waiting	in	anticipation	for	

my	arrival,	excited	to	hear	about	my	travels?		I	knew	that	if	I	

were	back	in	Red	Rock	City	right	this	very	minute,	it	would	be	

uncomfortable.		Did	I	really	want	to	sell	the	family	home?		For	



a	minute	I	knew	our	home	was	probably	priced	too	high	and	

would	not	sell	 in	 the	 immediate	 future.	 	This	gave	me	some	

comfort.		I	told	Dennis	not	to	sell.		

I	 was	 parked	 beside	 the	 Oregon	 coastline,	 facing	 the	

ocean,	just	staring	out	into	the	crashing	waves.		I	was	missing	

my	family.		I	tried	to	divert	my	attention	to	my	surroundings,	

but	it	was	impossible	not	to	keep	coming	back	to	the	faces	of	

my	Mom,	my	Dad,	and	Brian.		I	closed	my	eyes	and	started	to	

think	about	Red	Rock	City	and	its	people.		I	thought	of	my	boss	

at	 the	office.	 	 I	 remembered	him	with	his	head	 in	his	hands	

after	losing	yet	another	bid.		I	thought	how	he	and	others	were	

just	 trying	 their	 best	 to	 eek	 out	 a	 living	 to	 support	 their	

families.		Trying	to	build	a	future	for	their	kids.		

I	thought	of	Marjorie	and	Don	Smith	and	the	pain	they	

had	gone	through.	 	I	thought	about	my	Dad	and	how	he	had	

tried	so	desperately	to	help	the	Smiths	even	to	the	extent	of	

burning	down	the	hardware	store.		Dad	must	have	really	cared	

for	Marjorie	to	do	what	he	did.		The	fact	that	Don	saved	his	life	

in	 Vietnam	was	 a	 deed	 he	 never	 forgot.	 	 I	 couldn’t	 imagine	

what	Dad	had	 gone	 through.	 	 To	 be	walked	by,	 lying	 there,	

wounded	and	bleeding	in	the	mud,	being	left	for	dead.		Then	a	

friend,	by	some	means,	finds	the	strength	to	pick	him	up,	and	

somehow	get	him	to	a	chopper,	saving	his	life.		Dad	always	had	

a	slight	 limp	that	none	of	us	ever	 talked	about.	 	No	doubt	a	

constant	 reminder	 of	 his	 near	 death	 experience	with	 every	

step	he	took.	



My	 thoughts	 went	 towards	 Dennis	 and	 what	 he	

experienced	as	a	kid.		Scared	to	death	of	his	father	who	could	

possibly	 kill	 him	with	 one	 blow	 during	 one	 of	 his	 drunken	

rages.		All	the	well-wishers,	and	the	tears	in	their	eyes	at	my	

parent’s	 funeral.	 	 People	 I	 hated	 a	 few	 days	 ago	were	 now	

becoming	 dear	 to	me.	 	 Brian,	 poor	 Brian.	 	 How	 cold	 I	 was	

towards	 you.	 	 Only	 thinking	 of	 myself,	 and	 my	 own	 pain.		

Wanting	to	brush	your	life	under	some	carpet	so	I	could	move	

on	 with	 mine.	 	 Julie,	 I	 owe	 you	 a	 huge	 apology.	 	 I	 never	

contacted	you	in	any	way	about	Brian	after	the	accident.		What	

you	must	have	gone	through.	 	Big	Betty.	 	Smitty.	 	Our	proud	

mayor.		The	cheering	crowd,	Dad’s	five-hundred	dollar	check.	

I	 felt	 ashamed.	 	 I	 was	 embarrassed.	 	 My	 parents	 had	

taught	me	better.		Here	I	was,	looking	out	at	the	ocean	I	had	

never	 seen	 before,	 and	now	with	 all	 these	 feelings	 flooding	

through	my	body.		I	was	humbled.		I	was	heartbroken.		I	was,	

grieving.	 	I	started	to	sob	uncontrollably.	 	I	opened	the	door	

and	 stepped	 out	 of	 the	 van.	 	 I	 was	 completely	 alone.	 	 The	

rolling	 home	 beside	 me	 was	 my	 only	 refuge,	 my	 only	 safe	

place.		

I	started	to	walk.		The	large	flat	rocks	beneath	my	feet.		

The	crashing	waves	beside	me.		I	stopped.		I	needed	to	make	

things	right.		There	was	enough	bad	in	the	world.		How	could	

I	make	things	better,	better	for	people,	the	people	that	I	loved?		



I	felt	an	instant	urge	to	be	back	in	Red	Rock	City.		I	had	a	

burning	desire	to	go	back	and	right	some	wrongs,	to	help	Red	

Rock	City	be	a	better	place.		

I	walked	back	 to	my	van.	 	 I	opened	 the	 side	door	and	

climbed	inside.		I	took	off	my	shoes	and	lay	back	on	the	bed.		I	

had	to	call	Dennis.		

“Dennis,	hello?”	I	said.		

Dennis	said,	“I’ve	been	expecting	your	call,	you’ve	been	

grieving	haven’t	you.”	

I	started	to	explain	to	Dennis	all	my	feelings.		I	told	him	

everything	I	had	been	doing.		I	told	him	about	my	van	and	how	

I	 loved	 it.	 	 I	 told	 him	 about	 my	 newfound	 freedom.	 	 I	 just	

wanted	and	needed	to	talk	to	someone.		Dennis	was	the	only	

one	I	had	left	in	the	world	that	I	could	confide	in.		

He	asked,	“So	what	are	you	going	to	do?”	

I	said,	“What	do	you	think	about	taking	our	home	off	the	

market?”	

He	said,	“I	think	you	need	your	home	right	now.”		

He	was	right.		I	asked	if	he	would	call	the	realtor	and	take	

our	home	off	the	market	until	further	notice.		

“Dennis,	I’m	heading	home.		I	don’t	know	how	long	it	will	

take	to	get	there,	but	I’m	heading	home.”		It	felt	good	to	hear	

those	words	coming	out	of	my	mouth.		I	climbed	up	front	and	

squeezed	in	behind	the	wheel.		I	turned	the	key	and	the	V-10	

responded.		I	was	off.		This	time	it	felt	different.		I	wasn’t	sure	

how	it	was	different,	but	it	was.		



	 	



	

CHAPTER	NINE	

TIME	TO	THINK	

	

Road	 trips	 are	 a	wonderful	 time	 to	 simply	 be,	 and	 to	

simply	 think.	 	 The	 constant	 hum	 of	 the	 rubber	 on	 the	

pavement,	 the	 endless	 stretch	 of	 asphalt,	 all	 combined	

together	 had	 a	 way	 of	 allowing	 the	mind	 to	 wander,	 to	 be	

creative,	to	organize,	to	dream.		I	decided	to	follow	the	Pacific	

Coast	Highway	all	 the	way	down	 to	San	Diego.	 	 I	 knew	Red	

Rock	 City	wasn’t	 going	 anywhere.	 	 Besides	 it	was	 still	 cold	

back	home	and	I	wasn’t	quite	ready	for	more	cold.	 	I	knew	I	

still	had	questions	about	my	role	in	helping	the	people	of	Red	

Rock	City.		I	had	miles	of	thinking	to	do	and	I	was	glad	I	had	

the	distance	to	help	me	figure	it	out.		I	headed	back	towards	

the	Golden	Gate	Bridge.	 	What	a	sight,	and	what	an	amazing	

feat,	to	think	somebody	designed	and	actually	built	it,	and	it’s	

still	 functional	 after	 all	 these	 years.	 	 I	 wanted	 to	 exit	 San	

Francisco.	 	 It	 was	 busy	 and	 I	 wasn’t	 in	 the	 mindset	 to	 be	

around	crowds.		I	kept	driving	through.		I	decided	to	stop	off	

in	Monterey	for	some	food.		I	parked	by	the	beach	and	made	a	

sandwich	in	the	back.		I	hadn’t	yet	cooked	my	frozen	steak.		I	



thought	I	would	find	a	campsite	somewhere	in	Big	Sur	and	get	

out	the	BBQ	later	that	night.		

I	stopped	in	Carmel	and	went	for	a	walk	along	the	beach	

still	 trying	 to	 process	 my	 earlier	 emotional	 breakdown.	 	 I	

stopped	and	looked	west	over	the	ocean.		The	seagulls	were	

bobbing	on	the	water,	the	occasional	seal	was	bearing	its	head	

while	some	young	surfers	were	out	patiently	waiting	for	the	

next	wave.		All	was	right	with	the	world.		Carmel	definitely	was	

a	piece	of	heaven	blessed	by	God	and	I	thought	it	would	be	a	

great	place	to	retire	when	the	time	came.	

I	knew	at	that	moment	that	everything	was	going	to	be	

fine.	 	 I	 also	knew	 that	Mom	and	Dad	and	my	brother	Brian	

were	okay.		I	felt	secure	about	my	future	for	the	first	time	since	

the	 accident.	 	 I	 wasn’t	 sure	 about	 the	 details;	 I	 just	 had	 a	

confirmation	 that	 all	 would	 be	 fine.	 	 I	 continued	 down	 the	

beach	until	the	cliff	touched	the	ocean	forcing	me	to	turn	back.		

I	was	exhausted,	emotionally	and	otherwise.		I	drew	the	black	

curtain;	I	laid	back	on	my	bed	and	fell	asleep.	

My	mother	always	believed	in	rest.	 	Many	times	when	

Brian	and	I	were	young,	she	would	cuddle	with	us	after	lunch	

and	we’d	all	take	a	nap	together	on	my	parents	king	bed.	 	It	

was	a	magical	time.		We	loved	that	bed.		She	would	read	to	us.		

She	would	 tell	 us	 stories	 of	when	 she	was	 a	 little	 girl.	 	 She	

would	tell	us	stories	of	how	she	met	Dad.		She	was	a	wonderful	

Mother.	



I	was	looking	up	feeling	the	slight	breeze	off	the	ocean	

coming	 through	 the	 small	 ceiling	vent.	 	 I	 smiled	 thinking	of	

how	wonderful	life	was.		I	was	relieved	that	I	had	experienced	

some	grieving.	 	I	had	never	grieved	before.	 	I	had	no	idea	of	

what	to	expect.	 	 It	was	very	emotional,	uncontrollable,	but	I	

had	 done	 it.	 	 I	 didn’t	 know	 if	 grieving	 continued	 for	 days,	

months	or	years.	 	 I	 just	knew	that	I	 felt	content	right	at	this	

moment.		I	knew	my	parents	loved	me	and	they	knew	I	loved	

them.		Brian,	of	course,	he	knew	how	I	felt.		I	loved	and	missed	

my	big	brother	terribly.		

Still	lying	back	on	my	bed,	I	studied	the	California	map	

to	get	a	good	look	at	the	road	that	would	take	me	south	down	

the	coastline.		“The	Pacific	Coast	Highway.”		It	was	famous	as	

it	was	the	original	road	between	LA	and	San	Francisco.		Now	

it	was	a	 tourist	destination	 for	 those	who	had	more	time	to	

travel.		The	road	was	twisty	and	windy	and	was	slow	moving.		

For	the	fast	moving	traffic	there	were	better	freeway	options	

to	 the	east.	 	Fast	moving	 freeways,	connecting	all	 the	major	

cities	and	towns	of	central	California.		

I	had	heard	about	a	campground	 just	up	the	road	so	 I	

headed	out.		It	was	late	afternoon	and	it	was	a	beautiful	time	

of	day	for	a	drive.		

The	 campground	was	 called	Los	Padres,	which	means	

“The	Parents”	in	Spanish.		How	fitting.		It	was	clean	and	full	of	

tall	trees	that	created	shade	that	fell	over	the	whole	area.		Lots	



of	 lush	grass,	well-groomed	campsites	 complete	with	 tables	

and	fire	pits.			

I	might	just	stay	here	for	a	couple	of	days	I	thought.			

I	started	setting	up	the	BBQ.		I	was	excited	to	cook	my	

steak.		I	had	some	garden	potatoes	that	were	still	fresh	as	the	

fridge	worked	flawlessly.		I	had	bottled	water,	as	I	never	was	

much	of	a	soda	drinker.		Grooming	from	my	parents	no	doubt.		

Why	does	food	taste	so	good	outdoors?		A	subject	always	

discussed	on	the	many	outings	we	had	with	Dad.		I	chuckled	

as	I	remembered	all	the	fun	camping	trips	with	him.		He	was	

so	dedicated	to	making	sure	we	had	a	normal	childhood	filled	

with	 adventure	 and	 fun.	 	 I	 thought	 about	 Dennis	 and	 how	

much	 he	 had	 missed	 out	 on	 during	 his	 bent	 and	 twisted	

upbringing.		Why	had	I	been	so	blessed?		Why	do	some	have	

so	much	while	others	do	not?		I	was	hoping	that	Mom	and	Dad	

would	be	allowed	to	ask	such	questions,	now	that	they	were	

in	heaven.	

The	steak	was	gone.	 	The	smell	of	potatoes	and	onion	

still	lingered	in	the	air,	mixed	with	the	sweet	smell	of	burning	

pine	from	the	fire	in	the	cement	pit.		The	sun	was	going	down	

through	the	trees.		I	was	located	high	above	the	ocean	on	a	cliff	

about	a	mile	from	the	edge.	 	 I	decide	to	take	a	walk	to	get	a	

better	look	at	the	sunset.	 	I	grabbed	a	jacket	and	a	flashlight	

for	the	dark	walk	back.	

I	 walked	 along	 the	 road	 to	 the	 entrance	 of	 the	

campground,	 turned	 left	when	 I	 reached	 the	 two-lane,	 then	



walked	till	it	curved	into	the	coastline.		I	found	an	open	area	

and	walked	off	the	road	getting	closer	to	the	cliffs	edge.		The	

view	I	saw	was	grandiose.		The	ocean	was	lying	there	before	

me	from	my	vantage	point	at	least	five	hundred	feet	above	the	

water.		The	sun	was	glowing,	a	big	illuminated	ball	falling	in	

slow	 motion,	 disappearing	 into	 the	 horizon.	 	 It	 was	

magnificent.	 	 I	 waited	 until	 it	 completely	 disappeared.		

Satisfied,	I	turned	and	started	back	to	my	campsite.	

The	campfire	was	now	some	warm	soft-glowing	embers	

down	 in	 the	 fire	pit.	 	 I’m	glad	 I	had	 the	 foresight	 to	pick	up	

some	supplies	for	smores,	one	of	our	many	family	traditions.		

A	couple	of	Hershey	bars,	a	bag	of	marshmallows	and	a	box	of	

graham	 crackers.	 	 Smores	 it	 is.	 	 I	 sat	 and	 roasted	 the	 first	

marshmallow.	 	 When	 it	 was	 golden	 brown,	 I	 placed	 it	 in-

between	 the	 two	 prepared	 graham	 crackers	 and	 chocolate.		

The	first	bite	was	heavenly.		

I	heard	a	voice,	“What	have	you	got	there,	smores?”			

Two	 young	 girls	 were	 walking	 by	 smiling	 at	 me.	 	 No	

doubt	they	were	my	camping	neighbors	from	across	the	way.		

I	invited	them	over.		I	offered	them	a	smores.		They	said	yes.		I	

handed	them	each	their	own	metal	marshmallow	cooker.		We	

sat	and	talked.		They	were	from	San	Diego	on	a	trip	with	their	

parents	going	up	to	San	Francisco	to	visit	relatives.		Sarah,	a	

blonde	haired	sixteen-year-old	and	her	little	sister	Kelsi	who	

had	just	turned	thirteen.		I	was	interested	in	Sarah	as	she	was	

my	age	and	really	cute.		



Sarah	 asked	 if	 I	wanted	 to	 come	 over	 and	meet	 their	

parents,	I	agreed	and	we	left	with	my	flashlight	in	hand.		They	

had	 an	 Airstream	 trailer	 that	 her	 father	 had	 bought	 a	 few	

years	back.		They	gave	me	the	tour.		It	was	so	much	bigger	than	

my	digs	back	at	Ford	central.	 	They	invited	me	to	sit	around	

the	fire	and	to	just	hang	out	for	a	while.		

Of	course	came	the	questions.		How	old	are	you?		Are	you	

here	by	yourself?		Where	are	your	parents?		Questions	I	would	

have	run	from	only	days	before,	but	now,	I	was	not	afraid	of	

the	truth.		

I	said,	“I’m	travelling	alone.	 	My	parents	were	in	a	bad	

car	accident	and	they	both	died.	 	My	brother	was	in	a	coma,	

but	now,	he	too	is	deceased.”		You	could	have	heard	a	pin	drop.		

I	looked	over	at	Sarah,	Kelsi	and	her	parents.		They	were	

all	staring	at	the	fire	with	there	mouths	open.			

“I’m	just	kidding,”	I	said,	“I	know	it	was	a	sick	joke.		I’m	

going	across	country	to	visit	some	relatives	just	like	you.”		

“Wow,”	said	Sarah’s	Dad,	“You	really	had	me	going	there	

for	a	minute.”	

We	said	goodnight	after	a	few	minutes	and	I	left.		

I	realized	right	then	and	there	that	maybe	the	truth	was	

best	not	told	in	certain	situations.		(Those	poor	unsuspecting	

people).			

I	awoke	early	to	start	my	morning	fire.	 	Sarah	and	her	

family	were	already	gone.		I	chuckled	feeling	bad	yet	amused	

at	the	same	time.		I	had	definitely	scared	them	off.			



Bacon	 cooking	over	 an	open	 fire	 in	 a	 cast	 iron	 skillet,	

there’s	 nothing	 better	when	 camping.	 	 The	 aroma	 of	 bacon	

was	in	the	air.		Other	campers	had	the	same	idea	as	I	did.		The	

only	problem	was,	I	had	no	bacon,	no	eggs,	and	no	cast	iron	

pan.			

	

Note	to	self:		Pick	up	bacon,	eggs	and	a	cast	iron	pan.	

	

I	put	out	my	 fire	and	decided	 to	 find	a	place	 that	was	

serving	breakfast.	 	I	folded	up	my	chair,	threw	it	in	the	back	

and	headed	out	seeking	bacon	and	eggs.		It	wasn’t	but	a	few	

miles	 down	 the	 road	when	 I	 spotted	 a	 neon	 sign	 that	 read,	

“Breakfast	All	Day.”		I	pulled	over,	parked	and	walked	inside.		

The	Café	was	total	Americana,	old	school	 if	you	will.	 	 It	was	

complete	with	a	middle-aged	waitress	with	a	name	badge	that	

read	Patsy.		She	was	a	darling,	energetic	middle-aged	woman	

with	 a	 broad	 smile.	 	 I	 swung	my	 right	 leg	 over	 the	 padded	

rotating	bar	stool	and	ordered	my	bacon	and	eggs	with	orange	

juice	and	whole-wheat	toast.	

Comfort	food.	 	I’ve	come	to	find	out	that	anything	that	

tastes	great,	but	is	bad	for	you,	usually	falls	under	the	category	

of	comfort	food.		Bacon	and	eggs	is	probably	at	the	top	of	both	

lists.		

The	coastline	had	a	vibe	all	 its	own	and	was	beautiful.		

The	 sun	was	 shining,	 the	 sky	was	blue	and	 the	 smell	of	 the	

ocean	was	 calming	 and	 no	 one	 seemed	 to	 be	 in	 a	 hurry.	 	 I	



spotted	 some	 cars	 to	my	 right	 in	 a	 parking	 lot	 next	 to	 the	

ocean.		There	seemed	to	be	something	going	on	as	people	were	

standing	 just	past	the	parked	cars	 looking	down.	 	Obviously	

something	 was	 happening	 down	 below	 on	 the	 beach.	 	 I	

stopped,	 parked	 and	walked	 over	 to	 see	what	 the	 fuss	was	

about.	

Unbeknownst	 to	 me,	 this	 time	 of	 year	 was	 when	 the	

Elephant	 Seals	 were	 giving	 birth	 to	 their	 calves	 and	 they	

always	chose	this	exact	beach	every	year.		How	fortunate	I	was	

to	 happen	 upon	 this	 beach	 at	 the	 exact	 right	 time.	 	 I	 stuck	

around	for	over	an	hour	walking	up	and	down	the	fenced	off	

area	staring	in	amazement	at	the	goings	on	just	below	me.		The	

barking	noise	was	horrendously	loud	as	the	larger	males	were	

picking	 fights	 with	 each	 other	 guarding	 their	 herds.		

Something	I	never	would	have	seen	back	in	Red	Rock	City.		

A	few	miles	down	the	road	I	saw	a	sign	pointing	east	that	

read	Hearst	 Castle.	 	 I	 turned	 and	drove	 all	 the	way	up	 to	 a	

parking	 lot	 that	was	 neatly	 groomed	 and	 half	 full	 of	 cars.	 I	

walked	in	and	decide	to	take	the	tour.		I	was	amazed	at	what	

money	could	do,	and	this	Hearst	guy	must	have	had	lots	of	it.		

He	mostly	made	his	fortune	in	newspapers	and	magazines	and	

built	 this	 elaborate	 compound	 to	 attract	 friends	 and	 guests	

from	 all	 over	 the	 world.	 	 I	 had	 never	 seen	 anything	 like	 it	

before	in	my	life.	

I	was	 really	 starting	 to	 love	 California.	 	 There	was	 so	

much	 history	 here	 especially	 considering	 that	 America	was	



still	known	as	a	young	country.		I	felt	proud	that	I	was	a	part	

of	this	great	country.		I	was	starting	to	feel	proud	about	being	

from	Red	Rock	City,	a	small	town	that	had	its	own	little	piece	

of	American	history.	

I	 visited	Morrow	Bay,	went	 inland	 to	 San	Luis	Obispo	

then	 down	 to	 Avila	 Beach	 for	 lunch.	 	 Just	 down	 the	 road,	 I	

drove	my	van	onto	Pismo	Beach	and	decided	to	stay	overnight.		

The	beach	here	was	one	of	the	last	California	beaches	where	

you	could	drive	right	up	to	the	ocean	on	the	sand.		You	could	

actually	start	a	bonfire	and	hang	without	any	law	enforcement	

bothering	 you,	 just	 like	 the	 days	 of	 old.	 	 I	 still	 had	 some	

firewood	left	from	my	camping	the	night	before,	and	decided	

to	prepare	a	bonfire	before	nightfall.	 	 I	got	down	and	dug	a	

deep	pit	 in	 the	sand	then	carefully	placed	the	split	 logs	 in	a	

teepee	fashion,	something	Dad	had	taught	me.		When	the	sun	

was	just	about	beyond	the	horizon,	I	 lit	my	fire.	 	 I	sat	 in	my	

folding	 chair	 behind	 the	 fire	 sipping	 on	 a	 bottle	 of	 water	

watching	the	florescent	white	tips	of	the	waves	touching	the	

shoreline	just	yards	in	front	of	me.		The	full	moon	was	hanging	

majestically	overhead.		It	was	a	night	I’ll	never	forget.		I	slept	

with	the	front	windows	half	open	so	I	could	hear	the	surf	in	

the	background.		I	slept	like	a	rock.	

		The	 next	 morning	 I	 made	 coffee	 and	 sipped	 it	 as	 I	

walked	along	the	beach.	 	I	was	the	only	human	in	the	whole	

universe	that	had	camped	out	on	Pismo	Beach	that	night.		For	

some	reason	I	found	that	to	be	an	accomplishment.		The	coffee	



was	gone	and	it	was	time	to	move	south.		I	continued	down	to	

a	beautiful	 city	 called	Santa	Barbara.	 	 I	parked	by	 the	small	

harbor	by	the	main	city	beach.		I	walked	out	onto	the	pier.		The	

weather	was	picture	perfect.		The	people	on	the	pier	all	looked	

happy.		I	noticed	all	the	families.		I	thought	that	maybe	I	would	

have	a	family	some	day,	just	like	I	used	to	have.		

There	were	times	when	my	mind	cautioned	me	to	not	

get	emotionally	close	to	anyone	for	fear	they	would	be	taken	

from	 me.	 	 I	 understood	 this	 to	 be	 a	 normal	 reaction	 from	

anyone	who	had	experienced	my	type	of	loss.		Spending	time	

alone	was	a	good	thing	for	me.		Most	people	have	trouble	being	

and	doing	things	alone.	 	At	first	it	isn’t	easy	as	we	all	have	a	

tendency	to	talk	too	much.		Not	talking	is	near	impossible	for	

most	people.		Being	alone	forces	you	not	to	talk	since	there	is	

no	one	to	talk	to.		Being	alone	starts	to	quiet	your	inner	mind.		

When	the	inner	mind	becomes	quiet,	magical	things	start	to	

happen.	 	 Ideas	 start	 to	 fill	 your	 mind.	 	 Your	 creative	

imagination	 starts	 to	 take	over	which	 generates	 excitement	

and	mystery	about	all	the	possibilities	life	can	offer.	

I	felt	this	happening	to	me.		I	used	to	daydream,	but	this	

daydreaming	was	 the	 ultimate.	 	 I	 could	 literally	 see	myself	

doing	things	as	if	watching	myself	in	a	movie.		I	saw	myself	at	

the	helm	of	a	huge	yacht.		I	saw	myself	in	nice	suits	wearing	

expensive	shoes.		I	saw	myself	with	a	collection	of	fine	cars.		I	

saw	myself	designing	and	building	a	beautiful	home.	 	 I	 saw	

myself	with	a	beautiful	wife,	and	children.		



These	dreams,	I	called	them,	seemed	to	be	appearing	to	

me	more	and	more	often.		At	first	I	saw	them	as	entertaining	

but	more	and	more	they	felt	to	be	the	norm,	meaning,	I	could	

actually	see	myself	becoming	all	of	those	things.		

In	 Red	 Rock	 City,	 affluence	 was	 never	 really	 talked	

about.	 	 It	 was	 a	 small	 farming	 community	 and	 everyone	

seemed,	well,	equal.		I	don’t	know	what	brought	on	my	special	

dreams.		Was	it	the	influence	of	visual	wealth	from	my	visit	to	

Hearst	Castle?		I	wondered.		

I	 had	 some	money	 in	 the	 bank	 so	 I	 never	 spent	 time	

worrying	about	money.		I	was	lucky	that	way.		However,	I	felt	

that	 if	 I	 was	 completely	 broke,	 I	 still	 wouldn’t	 be	 worried	

about	money	because	I	would	figure	out	a	way	to	get	what	I	

needed.			

Speaking	of	which.		It	had	been	days	since	I	checked	my	

Charles	Schwab	account.		I	walked	back	down	the	pier	to	my	

van,	climbed	inside	and	booted	up	my	laptop.	 	I	signed	in	to	

my	account.	 	 I	couldn’t	believe	my	eyes.	 	My	stock	had	gone	

way	up	and	my	initial	investment	was	now	worth	thousands	

more	 than	 I	 had	 started	 with.	 	 I	 thought,	 “I	 should	 have	

invested	more.”		I	knew	that	lack	of	money	would	never	be	my	

problem.	 	 I	 checked	 the	 stock	 split.	 	 It	 had	 increased	 my	

investment	by	double;	this	was	huge,	what	a	way	to	make	a	

buck.	

Would	my	recent	good	fortune	raise	a	red	flag?		Would	

anyone	be	knocking	on	my	door	wondering	why	I	picked	that	



stock?	 	 I	 decide	 to	 leave	 the	money	 in	my	 account	 and	 let	

things	settle	down	a	bit.		One	thing	I	knew	for	sure,	there	was	

money	to	be	made	 in	 the	stock	market,	you	 just	needed	the	

right	tip.		

	 	



	

CHAPTER	TEN	

FRIENDSHIP	

	

“Hey	Dennis,”	I	said.	“Want	to	come	out	to	California	and	

see	me?”	

Dennis	said,	“Did	you	move	there?”		

I	laughed	and	explained	that	I	wanted	him	to	fly	into	Los	

Angeles	where	I	would	pick	him	up,	and	then	we	could	drive	

back	to	Red	Rock	City	together.		He	laughed	and	said	he	would	

have	to	check	his	schedule.		We	made	plans	for	him	to	drive	to	

Sioux	Falls,	catch	a	flight	to	LA	where	I	would	pick	him	up	in	a	

couple	of	days.		As	soon	as	he	made	the	arrangements	he	said	

he	would	call	me.		

It	was	 interesting	how	Dennis	never	called	me,	except	

the	one	time	to	 let	me	know	there	had	been	an	offer	on	the	

house.		I	think	he	understood	that	I	needed	some	alone	time,	

plus	the	fact	that	he	hated	talking	on	the	phone.			

I	decided	to	stay	in	Santa	Barbara	until	I	got	Dennis’	call.		

My	 favorite	 Santa	 Barbara	 place	 for	 breakfast	 was	

Sambos.		It	was	right	across	from	the	beach	and	I	could	keep	

an	eye	on	the	ocean	as	well	as	all	the	passers	bye.	 	I	usually	



tried	 something	 different	 for	 breakfast	 every	 day.	 	 For	

example	 today	 I	 had	oatmeal.	 	With	 extra	brown	 sugar	 and	

raisins,	it	wasn’t	half	bad.		At	home,	Mom	could	never	get	me	

to	eat	the	stuff,	but	now,	I	was	becoming	a	real	fan.		I	thought,	

“Mom	would	be	proud	of	me.”		I	chuckled.			

Dennis	called	and	said	he	would	be	arriving	tomorrow	

around	4:00	PM	at	LAX.		I	was	excited	to	see	my	friend.		I	also	

wanted	to	share	Southern	California	with	him.			

I	 had	 rented	a	 room	at	 a	 small	 beach	hotel	 just	down	

from	 Sambos.	 	 It	 was	 clean	 and	 very	 retro.	 	 It’s	 like	 they	

opened	up	for	business	in	the	60’s	and	hadn’t	changed	a	thing.		

I	took	a	hot	shower,	got	into	my	shorts,	a	fresh	T-shirt	and	new	

tennis	shoes.		I	was	on	my	way	to	LA.		

I	planned	on	finding	a	hotel	in	Santa	Monica	for	Dennis	

and	me	to	stay	at.		I	booked	two	nights	at	a	place	called,	The	

Hotel	California.		Just	like	the	song.		The	pictures	on	line	looked	

great	and	it	was	close	to	the	beach.			

I	 parked	 and	 found	 the	 terminal.	 	 Dennis	 would	 be	

walking	 through	 at	 any	 moment.	 	 I	 was	 so	 excited	 to	 see	

someone	 familiar	 and	 Dennis	 had	 become	 my	 best	 friend.		

There	he	was.		We	embraced.			

“So	good	to	see	you	Dennis,”	I	said	with	tears	in	my	eyes.		

Dennis	looked	at	me	and	said,	“Have	you	been	grieving	

again?”		He	knew	that	I	had	because	I	never	shed	tears,	ever.		

He	had	recognized	a	change	in	me.	

I	said,	“I	have	so	much	to	tell	you	Dennis.”	



We	 found	 the	 van	 and	 headed	 to	 our	 hotel	 in	 Santa	

Monica.	

He	said,	“Looks	like	you	have	been	working	on	your	tan.”		

I	laughed,	“Something	like	that,”	I	said.		

I	started	telling	him	about	my	travels	and	my	grieving	

breakthrough	in	Oregon.		He	smiled	and	just	listened.		

I	said,	 “So	Dennis,	what	on	earth	have	you	been	doing	

since	I’ve	been	gone?”	

He	got	this	little	smile	on	his	face	and	said,	“You’re	not	

going	to	believe	this	but	I	have	really	gotten	into	old	movies.”			

He	went	 on	 to	 explain	 how	 he	 never	 got	 to	 go	 to	 the	

movies	 as	 a	kid.	 	He	had	 called	 the	 cable	 company	and	had	

subscribed	to	a	channel	that	showed	nothing	but	old	Hepburn	

and	Bogart	movies	and	the	like.			

Dennis	said,	“You	know	the	old	theater	in	town	that	shut	

down?	 	 I	 think	 I’d	 like	 to	 buy	 it	 and	 get	 it	 going	 again,	 you	

know,	and	make	the	movies	cheap	so	everyone	can	afford	it.		

I’d	like	to	start	with	the	old	movies.		They’re	so	great.”		

I	was	totally	 impressed.	 	Here	was	a	guy	that	had	 just	

found	his	passion	and	he	was	pushing	fifty.		I	was	all	over	his	

idea	and	said	we	would	go	check	it	out	when	we	got	back	to	

Red	Rock	City.			

Dennis	said,	“I	already	checked	it	out.		The	projectors	are	

still	 in	 place,	 all	 the	 equipment	 is	 still	 there,	 just	 like	 they	

packed	up	and	left	yesterday.”			



This	was	getting	good.		I	loved	his	enthusiasm.		He	told	

me	 that	 the	popcorn	makers	were	 still	 there,	 as	well	 as	 the	

soda	fountain	machines,	everything.		He	had	already	planned-

out	the	grand	re-opening.			

We	unpacked	at	 the	hotel.	 	We	 sat	 and	 continued	our	

conversation.		Dennis	said	that	a	few	people	had	been	by	the	

house.		Nosey	people	that	wanted	to	know	what	was	going	on,	

where	I	was,	why	Dennis	was	there.		Typical	Red	Rock	City.	

We	walked	down	 to	 the	beach.	 	Venice	Beach	and	 the	

boardwalk	was	like	a	circus.		Lots	of	homeless	folk	attracted	

by	 the	 warm	 weather	 no	 doubt.	 	 Street	 performers	 were	

everywhere.	 	 We	 saw	 musicians,	 jugglers,	 and	 sword	

swallowers.		Actually,	we	saw	anything	you	could	imagine	that	

might	loosen	tips	out	of	the	pockets	of	the	tourists.	

Dennis	and	 I	 loved	 it	and	we	were	 fully	amused.	 	One	

area	 was	 set	 apart	 off	 to	 the	 side	 of	 the	 boardwalk	 as	 an	

outdoor	 gym.	 	 Muscle	 men	 were	 working	 out	 lifting	 heavy	

weights	 while	 keeping	 an	 eye	 on	 the	 onlookers.	 	 It	 was	

interesting	to	us	at	how	diverse	this	place	was.		Here	were	all	

these	people,	all	so	totally	different,	yet	all	congregating	at	the	

same	place,	competing	for	attention	from	one	another.			

I	pulled	a	piece	of	paper	out	of	my	pocket.		“Dennis	I	have	

a	surprise	for	you.”		

“What’s	that?”	he	asked.	

“Tomorrow	 we’re	 going	 to	 take	 a	 look	 at	 this.”	 	 I	

unfolded	the	piece	of	paper	and	handed	it	to	him.		



I	had	found	a	1951	Ford	V8	Flathead	Hot	Rod	for	sale.		It	

was	Dennis’	 favorite	car	as	he	had	talked	about	owning	one	

ever	since	I	had	known	him.		It	was	located	near	by.		I	thought	

it	would	be	fun	to	take	a	look	at	it	and	maybe	strike	a	deal.		We	

could	rent	a	trailer	and	take	it	back	to	Red	Rock	City	with	us.		

Dennis	couldn’t	stand	it.		It	was	the	first	time	I	had	seen	

him	grin	ear	to	ear.			

I	said,	“Do	you	like	it?”	

He	said,	“Man,	what’s	not	to	like,	it’s	beautiful.”			

We	spent	the	day	talking	cars,	drinking	iced	coffee	and	

walking	on	the	boardwalk.		My	goal	was	to	get	Dennis	talking	

more	 and	 he	 was	 slowly	 coming	 around	 to	 my	 method	 of	

therapy.	 	 We	 pretty	 much	 discussed	 everything	 except	 the	

painful	things.		We	kept	the	conversation	light,	as	that	was	the	

safe	zone.		It’s	like	we	had	a	silent	and	unwritten	law	about	our	

choice	of	verbal	topics.			

	 	



	

CHAPTER	ELEVEN	

HEART	TO	HEART	

	

I	made	a	decision	to	tell	Dennis	everything.		I	told	him	

about	the	laser	and	how	I	had	listened	in	on	conversations	and	

about	the	stock	tip	and	the	money	I	had	made.		He	was	quiet	

and	looked	down.		I	felt	he	was	disappointed	in	me.		I	had	done	

something	wrong.	 	I	was	wondering	if	he	was	going	to	scold	

me.	

He	raised	his	head	and	said,	 “Sometimes	we	do	things	

that	 we	 shouldn’t.	 	 I	 know	 this	 device	 could	 become	 your	

weakness.		The	secret	information,	the	money,	could	all	tempt	

you	into	a	world	that	you	may	have	trouble	getting	out	of.”	

I	wasn’t	sure	what	he	was	getting	at.	

Dennis	continued,	“So	you	understand,	I	know	the	future	

of	this	device	and	the	further	use	of	it	will	begin	your	demise.		

Eventually	you	will	be	found	out	and	they	will	come	looking	

for	you,	the	dark	side.”	

“The	Dark	side?”	 	What	are	you	 talking	about	Dennis?		

“You	mean	they’ll	want	to	kill	me?”	



“Yes,”	said	Dennis.		“You	may	be	able	to	outsmart	them	

but	eventually	they	will	find	you.”		

I	just	thought	he	was	being	a	little	dramatic.		I	had	made	

some	money	with	that	stock	I	bought	but	no	one	would	trace	

anything	to	me.		It	was	a	perfectly	clean	deal.		I	mean,	it’s	done	

and	I	can’t	give	the	money	back.	

Just	then	my	cell	phone	rang.			

“Yes,	we	can	be	there	by	ten	or	so,	okay,	we’ll	see	you	in	

a	bit.”			

“All	set,”	I	said.		“Let’s	go	check	out	a	hot	rod.”			

We	 checked	 out	 of	 our	 hotel	 and	 headed	 for	 the	 405	

Freeway	then	headed	south	to	Oceanside,	a	little	beach	town	

just	north	of	San	Diego.		

We	arrived	just	a	little	after	10:00	AM.		James	the	owner	

was	waiting	in	the	driveway.		The	‘51	had	a	black	satin	paint	

job	 with	 a	 sparkly	 silver	 roof.	 	 It	 had	 black	 and	 white	

upholstery	and	had	huge	white	wall	tires.		The	roof	had	been	

chopped,	giving	 it	a	real	 low	and	mean	sort	of	 look.	 	Dennis	

was	ear	to	ear.			

James	threw	me	the	keys.		Dennis	and	I	jumped	in	and	I	

hit	the	ignition.		The	flathead	sounded	amazing,	like	it	wanted	

to	run.		We	pulled	out	of	the	driveway	and	headed	down	the	

street.		Two	blocks	down,	I	pulled	into	a	parking	lot	to	further	

inspect	the	car.		We	opened	the	hood,	looked	underneath	and	

checked	that	there	was	no	rust.		We	checked	the	AC,	checked	

the	oil,	and	made	sure	all	the	lights	were	working.		Everything	



appeared	to	be	new	and	in	working	order.		James	later	said	it	

was	a	frame	off	restoration.		The	motor,	power	windows,	air-

conditioning,	 steering,	brakes,	 transmission,	 everything	was	

new.			

I	told	Dennis	to	get	behind	the	wheel	and	we	headed	for	

the	freeway.		The	‘51	Ford	purred	like	a	kitten.		It	handled	and	

drove	like	a	brand	new	car	although	its	appearance	said	other	

wise.		

I	yelled	above	the	engine	roar,	“You	can’t	find	anything	

like	this	in	Red	Rock	City.”		

Dennis	smiled	and	nodded	pushing	down	the	gas	pedal.		

The	car	responded.	

We	returned	after	our	ten	minute	test	drive.	 	We	took	

turns	asking	James	more	about	his	car.		He	had	become	ill	and	

had	to	pay	some	medical	bills.		He	really	didn’t	want	to	sell	the	

’51,	he	said	he	was	forced	to.		I	wasn’t	about	to	try	and	talk	him	

down	off	the	price	and	said	we	would	buy	the	car.			

We	found	a	Chase	bank	and	I	collected	a	cashier’s	check.		

We	found	a	U-Haul	dealer	and	rented	a	trailer	to	haul	the	car	

on.	 	It	took	well	over	an	hour	but	we	made	it	back	to	James’	

driveway	and	took	care	of	business.		He	signed	the	title,	gave	

us	a	bill	of	sale,	helped	us	load	the	’51,	and	we	were	off.		

As	we	were	driving	away	I	said,	“Happy	Birthday	Dennis,	

you	now	own	a	1951	Ford.”			

He	let	out	a	Dakota	Sioux	war	cry,	at	least	that’s	what	I	

assumed	it	was.		



Dennis	kept	shaking	his	head	saying,	“I	just	can’t	believe	

I	own	this	car,	it’s	just	too	good	to	be	true.”		

He	would	now	be	the	most	eligible	bachelor	in	Red	Rock	

City	and	he	would	have	to	be	careful,	I	teased.		We	decided	to	

head	east	on	the	8	freeway,	which	turned	into	the	10,	which	

then	headed	to	Tucson,	Arizona.		We	would	then	head	north	

to	Denver	then	home	to	Red	Rock	City.		

We	 talked	about	 the	cabin	Dennis	had	dreamed	about	

and	how	fun	it	was	going	to	be	to	hang	out	by	the	lake.		To	be	

able	 to	 jump	into	his	boat	anytime	of	day,	and	to	 fish	 to	his	

hearts	content,	was	to	be	his	personal	idea	of	heaven.		

We	 talked	 about	 Dennis	 upgrading	 his	 old	 boat	 and	

maybe	getting	a	newer	truck	to	pull	it	with.		The	future	looked	

bright.		It	was	enjoyable	to	see	Dennis	starting	to	open	up	to	

all	 the	 possibilities	 life	 had	 to	 offer.	 	 If	 anyone	 deserved	 a	

break,	it	was	Dennis.		

On	one	of	our	many	pit	stops,	Dennis	thought	it	would	

be	fun	to	get	the	car	off	the	trailer	to	put	some	miles	on	it.		We	

backed	 the	 car	down	off	 the	 rental	 trailer	 and	drove	 it	 to	 a	

pump	to	fill	the	tank.		We	filled	up	the	‘51	and	we	were	off.		I	

told	Dennis	to	take	the	lead	as	I	would	video	him	with	my	cell.	

It	was	fun	watching	Dennis	pull	onto	the	freeway	and	hit	

the	gas.		I	couldn’t	believe	how	fast	and	how	loud	the	car	was.		

I	could	only	imagine	Dennis	screaming	like	a	kid	from	behind	

the	wheel.		



I	could	hardly	catch	up	to	Dennis	and	the	‘51	Ford.		He	

slowed	down	allowing	me	to	pass.		He	looked	over	and	smiled.		

He	was	having	way	too	much	fun.		Dennis	and	I	played	cat	and	

mouse	for	a	few	hours.		He	motioned	and	we	hit	the	next	gas	

station.		We	put	the	car	back	on	the	trailer.		

“How	was	it?”	I	asked.		

“It	was	like	a	dream,”	Dennis	responded.		

The	next	couple	of	days	were	spent	driving,	talking	and	

then	driving	some	more.		

It	was	mid	afternoon	when	we	pulled	into	Red	Rock	City.		

We	 found	 the	 U-Haul	 dealer,	 dropped	 off	 the	 trailer	 and	

Dennis	drove	the	Ford	to	our	house	with	me	close	behind.		It	

was	good	to	be	home.	 	Walking	 in	the	side	door	was	a	 little	

weird	knowing	that	Mom	and	Dad	were	still	not	there	to	greet	

us.		And	Brian,	that	“all	too	familiar	lump”	was	forming	in	my	

throat	again.		Poor	Brian.		

Dennis	walked	in	behind	me	and	said,	“Let’s	go	get	some	

food.”			

We	headed	out	in	the	van	to	the	grocery	store.		We	filled	

three	 huge	 carts	with	what	we	 thought	would	 last	 us	 for	 a	

while	and	went	to	the	check	out.		Mrs.	Miller	was	our	checker.		

As	I	pulled	out	my	wallet	for	some	money,	the	all	too	familiar	

words	came	out	of	her	mouth.			

“I’m	sorry	about	what	happened	to	your	Mom	and	Dad,”	

wait	for	it,	“And,	Brian	too,”	she	said.		

I	smiled,	and	said	a	simple,	“Thank	you.”	



Half	the	food	in	the	fridge	had	to	be	thrown	out.		Dennis	

didn’t	cook	at	all	while	I	was	gone.		He	had	a	standing	table	at	

Long’s	Café	three	times	a	day.		We	laughed.		

I	cleaned	the	fridge	with	some	wet	paper	towel	and	filled	

it	 with	 our	 newly	 bought	 foodstuffs.	 	 The	 house	 felt	 and	

smelled	stuffy.	 	We	opened	some	windows	to	bring	 in	some	

fresh	 air.	 	 We	 fixed	 some	 mac	 and	 cheese,	 drank	 some	

lemonade	and	called	it	good.				

“That	was	dinner,”	I	said.	

Dennis	wanted	 to	go	check	on	his	home	 to	make	sure	

everything	was	fine.	 	This	time	of	year	people	could	still	get	

frozen	pipes.	 	He	felt	 it	would	be	fine,	but	thought	he	would	

check	to	make	sure.		

Dennis	 hadn’t	 been	 gone	 twenty	 minutes	 when	 our	

home	phone	rang.		It	was	Randy	down	at	Long’s	Café.			

He	said,	“Hey	Steven,	a	real	seedy	looking	guy	was	here	

looking	for	Dennis,	I	think	he	might	be	in	trouble.”			

I	hung	up	the	phone,	jumped	into	my	van	and	headed	to	

Dennis’	house.	 	 I	 instantly	knew	 it	was	because	of	my	stock	

trade.		Everything	had	been	done	in	Dennis’	name.		I	used	his	

address,	 social	 security	 number,	 everything.	 	 Oh	 shit,	 what	

have	I	done?				

I	 turned	 the	 corner	 to	 see	 a	 new	black	 Tahoe	 leaving	

Dennis’	 house.	 	 It	 had	 Washington	 DC	 plates,	 government	

plates.		I	pulled	into	Dennis’	driveway,	jumped	out	of	the	van	

and	ran	into	the	unlocked	side	door.			



Dennis	 was	 sitting	 in	 his	 chair.	 	 He	 looked	 near	

comatose.	 	He	had	been	drugged.	 	 I	went	 to	 call	 911	 for	 an	

ambulance.	 	 I	 thought,	 “Hell	 I	 can	 get	 him	 to	 the	 hospital	

quicker.”		I	grabbed	Dennis	by	his	shirt,	got	down	on	one	knee	

and	hoisted	him	forward	over	my	right	shoulder.		Thank	God	

he	wasn’t	a	very	big	man	as	I	could	barely	handle	his	weight	

as	it	was.		I	made	my	way	out	the	back	door,	fumbled	to	get	the	

van	side	door	opened.		I	half	dropped	Dennis’s	limp	body	into	

the	van,	pushed	in	his	feet	and	legs	and	slammed	the	door.		

The	 trip	 to	 the	 hospital	was	 less	 than	 five	minutes.	 	 I	

called	 ahead	 telling	 them	 to	 have	 a	 rolling	 bed	 at	 the	

emergency	 exit.	 	 I	 explained	 that	 I	 was	 bringing	 in	 Dennis	

Little	Bear	and	that	he	had	been	drugged.		I	drove	up	in	front	

of	the	emergency	entrance.		They	had	listened	to	my	request.		

They	 had	 a	 wheel	 bed	 there	 and	 waiting.	 	 The	 two	 strong	

interns	rolled	the	bed	to	the	side	of	the	van	and	they	hoisted	

Dennis’	limp	body	onto	the	gurney.		

Everything	was	happening	so	fast.		I	followed	the	rolling	

gurney	 down	 the	 hall	 as	 it	 picked	 up	 speed.	 	 Doctors	were	

gathering	 around	 the	 gurney	 and	 immediately	 started	

working	on	Dennis	as	they	rolled.		They	all	disappeared	into	a	

set	of	double	doors	that	displayed	a	sign,	“Staff	Only.”	 I	was	

forced	to	stop.		I	walked	back	to	the	admittance	desk.		I	was	hit	

with	a	barrage	of	questions.	 	Who?	 	What?	 	Where?	 	When?		

The	only	question	I	needed	to	have	answered	was	why?		



Deep	down	I	knew	why.		What	had	I	done?		Was	it	so	bad	

that	they	sent	someone	to	kill	Dennis?		The	license	plate	was	

from	Washington	DC,	it	was	a	government	plate.		Nothing	was	

making	sense.		

Within	 twenty	 minutes	 a	 door	 opened.	 	 A	 doctor	

immerged	holding	a	clipboard.		He	looked	directly	at	me	and	

motioned	for	me	to	follow	him.	 	This	was	an	all	too	familiar	

flashback	 to	 the	 Sioux	 Falls	 hospital	 the	 night	 my	 parent’s	

died.		

The	doctor	didn’t	 hesitate.	 	He	 said,	 “Dennis	 is	 in	 bad	

shape.		You	got	him	here	just	in	time.		You	may	have	saved	his	

life.”	

I	couldn’t	believe	what	I	was	hearing.	

“What?...	How?”		I	stammered.		

“Drug	overdose,”	He	said.	“Heroin.”		

He	walked	away	and	left	me	standing	there	in	the	hall	

alone.		Dennis	was	alive.			

The	upper	class	in	Red	Rock	City	were	tired	of	Indians	

showing	up	dead	at	the	hospital.		A	waste	of	taxpayer	money	

they	 would	 say.	 	 Many	 felt	 that	 Indians	 weren’t	 worth	 the	

money	 spent	 on	 the	 ambulance	 ride	 to	 the	 hospital.	 	Many	

Indians	did	die	from	drug	overdoses	or	too	much	alcohol	and	

many	 white	 folks	 looked	 down	 their	 noses	 at	 them,	 some	

rejoicing	 that	 another	 “no	 good	 Injun”	 was	 taken	 off	 the	

planet.	 	 Dennis	 was	 not	 any	 of	 those	 things.	 	 He	 had	 been	



drugged,	 and	now	he	almost	died.	 	Worse,	 it	was	my	entire	

fault.		

I	 went	 back	 to	 my	 van,	 drove	 it	 away	 from	 the	

emergency	entrance	and	parked	in	the	dark.		I	needed	time	to	

think.		I	was	trying	to	figure	out	who	the	government	guy	in	

the	Tahoe	was.		Why	would	he	risk	driving	a	car	that	stands	

out	like	a	sore	thumb,	shiny	black	with	limo-tinted	windows	

with	a	government	license	plate	on	it?			

I	came	to	the	conclusion	that	he	had	no	fear	of	getting	

caught	in	this	one	horse	town.		He	threw	caution	to	the	wind	

because	he	felt	he	was	above	the	law.		It	only	made	sense	that	

he	 would	 hunker	 down	 in	 a	 local	 motel	 for	 the	 night.	 	 He	

probably	thought	he	was	too	important	to	drive	away	scared.			

I	 drove	 around	 Red	 Rock	 City	 checking	 all	 the	 motel	

parking	lots.	

“Could	it	be?”		I	said	out	loud.		There	it	was.		The	shiny	

black	Tahoe	parked	in	front	of	room	23	at	the	Rest	Inn	Motel.		

I	parked.		I	reached	into	my	door	side	pocket	and	pulled	out	

my	laser.		“Please	work,”	I	begged.		I	held	the	laser	up	pointing	

it	to	the	window	of	room	23	and	started	to	adjust	the	slider.		

“Yes,	 it’s	 done.	 	 Stupid	 Indian.	 	He	didn’t	 even	 see	me	

coming.	 	 Stabbed	 him	 right	 in	 the	 neck,”	 boasted	 the	 voice	

from	behind	the	window.			

I	didn’t	have	my	yellow	pad	handy;	I	didn’t	need	to,	as	I	

was	sure	I	would	remember	everything	he	said.		I	was	going	

to	take	care	of	this	myself.		I	didn’t	need	to	involve	anyone	else.		



Dennis	was	my	friend	and	no	one	was	going	to	get	away	with	

this.		I	felt	a	hate	coming	over	me	like	I	had	never	felt	before.		I	

was	going	to	get	to	the	bottom	of	this,	no	matter	what	it	took.		

I	decided	to	keep	listening	until	the	man	stopped	talking.		

“Ok,	 I’ll	be	back	 in	Minneapolis	by	noon,	yea,	 I’ll	 leave	

super	early.		Don’t	worry	they	won’t	even	know	I	was	gone.”		

He	continued,	“I’d	just	like	to	know	who	gave	him	the	stock	tip,	

it	might	have	been	that	guy	in	New	York,	stupid	Indian.		I	just	

wonder	 if	 the	 old	 Indian	 told	 anyone?	 	 He	won’t	 be	 telling	

anybody	anything	anymore,	that’s	a	for	sure.”		He	laughed.			

I	thought,	“He	works	for	the	government	and	says	they	

don’t	even	know	that	he	was	gone?”			

It	was	obvious	that	this	hit	on	Dennis	was	“not”	from	the	

government.		This	guy	is	dirty	and	just	happens	to	“work”	for	

the	government.		I	needed	to	know	who	was	on	the	other	end	

of	that	conversation.		I	was	going	to	have	to	follow	the	Tahoe	

man	in	the	morning.		

I	tried	to	catch	some	sleep.		I	knew	the	Tahoe	man	would	

be	leaving	around	7:00	AM	the	next	morning	as	it	was	a	four-

hour	drive	back	to	Minneapolis	and	he	wanted	to	arrive	before	

noon.		I	kept	thinking	of	Dennis.		This	was	bad,	but	could	have	

turned	out	worse.		At	least	he	was	still	alive.		

I	was	right.		Just	before	7:00	AM,	the	door	on	room	23	

opened.	 	 Out	 walked	 a	 tall	 middle-aged	man	with	 thinning	

hair,	 in	 a	 suit,	 wearing	 dark	 Ray	 Ban	 sunglasses.	 	 He	 was	

carrying	an	overnight	bag	and	seemed	somewhat	cocky.			



I	 followed	 the	 Tahoe.	 	 I	 pointed	 the	 laser	 at	 the	 back	

window.		He	was	on	the	phone	again.		

He	 said,	 “I’m	 just	 leaving	 now.	 	 I	 should	 be	 returning	

around	eleven	o’clock.	 	Yes,	of	course	I’m	sure,	no	one	could	

have	survived	that.		I’ll	call	you	later	today.”		

I	was	on	my	way	to	 the	tri-cities.	 	 I	was	 in	awe	as	 the	

Tahoe	pulled	into	FBI	headquarters	in	Minneapolis.		The	man	

got	out	and	headed	inside	the	building.		I	got	some	pictures	of	

him.	 	 I	 had	 purchased	 a	 good	 camera	 with	 an	 expensive	

telephoto	lens	while	I	was	in	California.		I	wanted	to	capture	

my	trip	with	some	clear	quality	photos.		

All	I	could	do	was	wait.		I	sat	in	my	van	across	the	street	

checking	in	with	my	camera	lens	every	few	minutes	to	see	if	

his	Tahoe	had	moved.		I	was	across	from	the	entrance	of	the	

building	with	a	clear	vantage	point	of	every	car	that	came	and	

went.	

As	luck	would	have	it,	he	was	on	the	move	again.	 	Out	

came	 the	 Tahoe	 from	 the	 parking	 lot.	 	 I	 followed	 from	 a	

distance.		I	pointed	the	laser	to	hear	him	on	the	phone	again.		

He	had	a	meeting	planned	in	thirty	minutes	at	a	Macaroni	Grill	

to	 collect	 his	 fee.	 	 Obviously,	 he	was	 a	 hired	 hit	man	 doing	

some	moonlighting	in	Red	Rock	City.		He	made	two	other	calls,	

one	to	his	wife,	the	other	to	his	daughter.	

While	 at	 home	 I	 searched	 through	 Brian’s	 room	 and	

found	 his	 death	 laser	 in	 his	 bottom	 dresser	 drawer.	 	 I	was	

hoping	that	all	I	had	to	do	was	aim	and	fire.		The	blast	would	



be	undetectable	but	sometimes	the	suspect	would	feel	a	slight	

tingle.	 	 At	 least	 that’s	 what	 my	 research	 taught	 me.	 	 The	

information	 I	 read	 said	 that	 the	 laser	 blast	 burned	 vessels	

inside	 the	 body	 causing	 them	 to	 disintegrate	 creating	 an	

aneurism	and	certain	death.		I	had	no	idea	as	to	the	range	this	

killer	pen	had;	I	just	hoped	it	would	work	on	the	Tahoe	man.	

My	cell	rang.		It	was	the	hospital	in	Red	Rock	City.		“Mr.	

Souders?”	came	the	voice.		“Yes,”	I	said.		“I’m	sorry	to	be	the	

bearer	of	bad	news,	but	 your	 friend	Dennis,	well	 he	passed	

away	early	this	morning,	I’m	sorry,	he	didn’t	make	it.”		

It	was	all	I	could	do	to	keep	my	van	on	the	road.		I	wanted	

to	ram	the	black	Tahoe.		That	bastard	had	just	killed	my	best	

friend	and	the	only	family	I	had	left	in	the	world.				

At	 that	moment	 I	 felt	 a	 calm	 come	 over	me.	 	 All	 of	 a	

sudden	 I	was	 this	amazing	hunter.	 	Was	Dennis	helping	me	

from	the	spirit	world?		I	felt	invincible.		I	knew	I	would	take	

this	guy	down.		I	would	right	this	wrong.		I	had	instincts,	killer	

instincts.		My	senses	grew	sharper.		My	hearing	and	my	sense	

of	smell	had	increased.		All	my	senses	were	better,	more	acute,	

more	alive	and	tingling.		Was	it	the	anger	mixed	with	hate?		I	

didn’t	care	what	it	was;	I	had	a	mission	to	accomplish.	

The	 Tahoe	 pulled	 into	 the	Macaroni	 Grill	 parking	 lot.		

Tahoe	man	got	out	and	walked	inside.		My	instincts	told	me	to	

wait.		This	guy	was	smart.		He	was	FBI	trained	and	I	needed	to	

use	caution.		I	had	to	hear	more	conversation.		I	saw	another	



man	enter	the	restaurant	alone.		I	knew	this	was	his	partner	in	

crime.		I	waited.		

After	a	few	minutes	I	realized	the	two	men	had	taken	a	

table	by	the	window.		This	was	too	perfect.		I	pointed	the	laser	

and	listened.		They	were	talking	about	another	deal	that	was	

about	 to	go	down.	 	They	had	an	 insider	who	 let	 them	know	

when	 to	move	on	stock	 trades,	 they	discussed	more	 insider	

information.		

They	talked	about	Dennis	Little	Bear.		They	knew	he	was	

up	to	no	good	and	had	made	a	substantial	trade	and	had	made	

a	 lot	of	money.	 	They	were	putting	out	a	message	 that	 they	

were	serious	about	anyone	coming	in	on	their	territory.			

I	picked	up	Brian’s	laser.		Would	the	blast	work	through	

the	window?		I	aimed,	and	pushed	the	button.		I	knew	Tahoe	

man	felt	something.		Immediately	he	touched	his	temple.		Now	

for	the	other	guy.		I	hit	him	as	well.		Bastards.		I	trusted	that	

the	laser	would	work	but	I	had	no	idea	how	well	it	would	work	

or	how	long	it	would	take	to	actually	kill	a	human.		

I	wanted	to	find	out	where	they	both	lived.		I	wanted	to	

track	them.		I	wanted	to	know	that	the	blast	worked.		I	wanted	

them	both	dead.		I	decided	to	follow	Tahoe	man.		

A	 half	 hour	 had	passed.	 	 They	 got	 up	 and	walked	 out	

together.	 	 I	waited.	 	Tahoe	man	got	into	his	shiny	black	SUV	

and	backed	up.		He	headed	for	the	freeway.		I	followed.			

Fifteen	minutes	passed.		I	kept	my	eye	on	the	Tahoe.		I	

was	not	going	to	let	him	out	of	my	sight.		He	was	about	ten	cars	



in	 front	 of	me,	 and	 he	was	 speeding.	 	 He	 started	 travelling	

faster	and	faster.		The	Tahoe	all	of	a	sudden	veered	right	at	90	

degrees	and	started	flipping	over	and	over	down	the	freeway.		

Glass	was	flying	and	doors	were	flapping	open	as	a	huge	cloud	

of	 dust	 exploded	 from	 the	 ditch	 as	 the	 Tahoe	 hit	 the	 loose	

gravel	flipping	and	rolling	in	the	dirt.		It	had	all	appeared	to	be	

in	slow	motion.		People	were	stopping.		I	pulled	over	as	well.			

What	 just	 happened?	 	 It	 was	 obvious	 that	 the	 laser	

worked	a	little	better	than	I	thought	it	would.		Tahoe	man	had	

a	stroke	while	driving	in	traffic.		I	was	speechless.			

I	headed	for	home.	 	I	was	sick.	 	I	had	just	killed	a	man	

and	Dennis	too	was	now	dead.		My	mind	was	on	fire.		I	had	just	

tasted	murder,	and,	I	liked	it,	yes,	I	was	starting	to	like	what	

had	just	happened.		My	sick	feeling	had	turned	into	a	feeling	of	

power	and	satisfaction	and,	revenge.		

I	decided	to	watch	the	obituaries	over	the	next	couple	of	

days.		I	knew	what	the	men	looked	like	and	I	wanted	to	know	

they	were	both	dead.		

	 	



	

CHAPTER	TWELVE	

SOME	DESERVE	TO	DIE	

	

My	logic	was	evolving.			

If	someone	was	a	bad	person	and	they	were	killing	good	

people,	should	they	be	allowed	to	live?		For	example,	the	man	

who	killed	Dennis.			

Our	 local	 law	 enforcement	would	 never	 have	 brought	

that	man	to	justice.		In	Red	Rock	City,	Dennis’	death	would	be	

chalked	up	to	him	having	had	a	drug	problem	and	one	night	

he	simply	overdosed.	

The	Tahoe	man	knew	that.		He	had	absolutely	no	fear	of	

being	caught	or	being	brought	to	justice	for	his	heinous	crime.		

To	me,	those	types	of	people	deserved	to	die.	

I	was	mad,	 in	every	sense	of	the	word.	 	 I	continued	to	

watch	 the	 obituaries.	 	 I	 knew	Tahoe	man	 had	 a	wife	 and	 a	

daughter.		I	was	pretty	sure	his	family	would	place	an	obituary	

in	 the	 tri-cities	 newspaper.	 	 I	 continued	 to	 watch	 every	

morning	on	line.	

A	few	days	later	there	they	were,	both	on	the	same	page.		

Tahoe	man	had	quite	a	write	up.		He	had	served	his	country	as	



a	law	enforcement	officer	and	was	later	recruited	by	the	FBI.		

At	the	time	of	death	he	had	a	wife	named	Jan	and	a	teen-age	

daughter	named	Stephanie.		The	obituary	praised	him	as	this	

wonderful	person.		Cause	of	death,	stroke.		

Tahoe	 man’s	 buddy	 was	 also	 a	 family	 man	 and	 a	

stockbroker.	 	 He	 had	 a	wife	 and	 two	 kids.	 	 Cause	 of	 death,	

stroke.		They	found	him	pulled	over	on	a	side	street.		His	car	

was	in	park	and	still	running	when	he	was	discovered.	

Two	things.		My	lasers	worked	and	I	could	take	out	bad	

guys.		And	the	third	thing,	and	no	one	would	ever	know.	

A	couple	weeks	passed.		I	laid	low	in	my	parent’s	house.		

I	 needed	 time	 to	 think.	 	 Dennis	 had	 no	 family	 except	 his	

daughter	and	no	one	knew	where	she	was.		I	was	allowed	to	

have	him	cremated.		He	had	no	will.		Everything	he	owned	now	

belonged	 to	 the	 State.	 	 I	 didn’t	 care.	 	 The	way	 I	 saw	 it,	 less	

cleanup	for	me.		I	spent	every	day	on	line.		I	was	obsessed	with	

learning	and	it	came	quickly.	

I	 couldn’t	 begin	 to	 think	 about	 leaving	Red	Rock	City.		

The	thought	of	selling	my	parents	house	was	overwhelming.		

This	place	contained	tons	of	stuff.		I	wouldn’t	know	where	to	

start.		For	the	time	being	I	decided	to	just	stay	put.	

The	problem	with	a	small	 town	is	everybody	is	nosey.		

Many	a	knock	had	come	to	my	door,	I	ignored	them.		When	the	

home	phone	rang,	I	ignored	the	calls.		The	local	Sherriff	even	

dropped	by	to	see	if	everything	was	all	right.		I	explained	that	

I	was	fine,	just	trying	to	get	over	the	death	of	my	whole	family	



and	my	best	friend	Dennis	Little	Bear.		Rumor	had	it	that	I	too	

had	turned	to	drugs	and	that’s	why	I	never	left	the	house.		

I	 had	 to	 move.	 	 I	 knew	 I	 would	 have	 to	 get	 rid	 of	

everything	in	the	house.		I	started	looking	all	over	the	house	

trying	 to	 find	 things	 of	 value.	 	 Dad	 had	 a	 small	 safe	 in	 the	

basement.		I	didn’t	know	the	combination.		I	knew	he	would	

have	written	it	down	somewhere	for	me	to	find.		I	just	hadn’t	

found	it	yet.		

The	 stack	 of	 papers	 from	 the	 attorney	 visit.	 	 I	 looked	

them	over	in	detail.		On	the	back	of	Dad’s	will	was	a	group	of	

numbers.		That	was	it.		65	78	93.		

I	ran	downstairs	to	the	safe	and	started	turning	the	dial.		

Did	I	start	turning	left	first	or	right	first?		I	started	with	right.		

No	Good.		Now	left.		It	worked.		I	opened	the	safe	door	to	view	

what	was	inside.		

I	pulled	out	a	 legal	 sized	envelope.	 	 I	 turned	 it	upside	

down.		A	key	fell	out.		Obviously	to	a	safety	deposit	box	at	Dad’s	

bank.		There	was	a	letter	in	an	unsealed	envelope.		Steven	was	

typed	on	the	front.		I	took	the	letter	out	and	started	reading.	

	

	

Dear	Steven,		

If	 you	 are	 reading	 this,	 it	 is	 probably	 because	 I	 am	 no	

longer	alive.		I	have	had	a	premonition	for	some	time	now	that	

my	life	was	to	be	cut	short.	



I	want	you	to	make	me	a	promise.		Take	the	key	and	find	

my	deposit	box	at	my	bank.		In	the	box	you	will	find	some	cash,	

some	gold,	a	pistol	and	an	envelope.		Inside	the	envelope	you’ll	

find	a	list	of	men’s	names	and	detailed	accounts	of	all	their	dirty	

dealings.	

Over	 the	 years	 I	 have	been	privy	 to	many	people’s	 lives	

since	I	was	their	accountant.		I	was	not	allowed	due	to	my	client	

relationship	to	expose	any	of	their	wrong	doings.		Some	I	had	to	

dig	to	find	out	exactly	what	they	were	up	to.		I	decided	to	make	

a	list	and	explain	in	great	detail	every	wrong	they	had	done,	and	

to	whom	they	had	done	it	too.		

It	is	my	last	wish,	to	have	you	take	care	of	these	bad	men.		

They	do	not	deserve	to	live.		They	are	continuing	to	hurt	more	

and	more	people	every	year.		I	know	this	is	a	huge	request,	but	I	

trust	you	will	accomplish	what	I	ask.	

Just	know	that	I	am	proud	of	you,	I	love	you	and	I	always	

will.		I	was	in	love	with	MS	since	high	school.		I	still	have	feelings	

for	her.		I	know	you	know	that	your	mom	is	still	the	apple	of	my	

eye	and	I	will	always	love	her.	

My	time	in	Vietnam	changed	my	life	forever.		That	damn	

war.		I	wish	it	had	never	happened,	but	it	did,	and	I	was	left	with	

new	choices	to	make	upon	arriving	home.	

Thank	you	Steven	for	all	the	wonderful	memories,	I	love	

you.	

	Dad	

	



	

With	my	mind	swirling	with	what	I	had	just	read	I	drove	

to	the	bank.		I	found	the	safe	deposit	box.		I	was	curious	whose	

names	 were	 on	 my	 father’s	 list.	 	 I	 understood	 my	 father’s	

request.		I	felt	the	same	way.		My	life	had	changed	too.		I	had	

no	family.		All	I	had	left	was	my	father’s	letter,	a	list	of	names,	

and	a	duty	to	perform.		

I	placed	 the	key	 into	 the	deposit	box	door,	 I	 turned	 it	

slowly,	pulled	out	the	box,	placed	it	on	the	table	behind	me,	

opened	the	lid	and	looked	inside.		Everything	my	father	wrote	

in	 his	 note	was	 there.	 	 The	 pistol,	 some	 gold	 coins,	 several	

thousand	in	cash,	and	of	course	the	names	list.	 	 I	decided	to	

leave	everything	in	place	except	the	list.		I	put	the	envelope	in	

my	shirt	pocket	and	locked	the	box.		I	drove	my	van	to	Lake	

Benton.		I	wanted	a	place	that	Dad	loved	to	visit.		It	was	a	short	

drive.		I	parked	at	our	old	campsite.		It	was	a	cool	day	and	it	

would	be	months	before	the	tourists	came	back.		I	pulled	out	

the	 envelope,	 took	out	 the	 four	 sheets	of	paper	 and	 started	

reading.	

I	was	astonished	at	what	I	read.		Good	men	in	our	town	

were	not	good	men	at	all.		I	knew	every	single	name	on	the	list.		

Some	of	their	dirty	deeds	were	almost	hard	to	believe.		They	

had	murdered,	swindled,	cheated	and	would	do	anything	 to	

get	what	they	wanted.		

My	father	was	a	Free	Mason	and	so	was	every	man	on	

the	 list.	 	 I	 had	 heard	 stories	 about	 the	 Illuminati	 and	 the	



Masons.		I	never	put	much	salt	into	what	I	had	read.		Now,	I	

was	starting	to	reconsider	everything.		

I	was	sixteen	years	old	and	I	had	been	thrown	into	a	life	

of	crime.		I	should	still	be	in	high	school	thinking	about	who	I	

was	going	to	ask	out	for	prom,	and	here	I	was,	looking	at	a	hit	

list	written	by	my	dead	father.		

I	headed	back	home.	 	My	mind	was	already	at	work.	 	I	

couldn’t	 stop	what	 I	was	 thinking,	 as	 if	 I	was	 on	 automatic	

pilot.		It’s	as	though	my	mind	was	cut	out	for	this	sort	of	thing.		

My	instincts	were	sharp	and	I	knew	exactly	what	I	was	about	

to	do.		I	re-read	the	letter.		I	would	start	with	the	first	name	on	

the	list.		

	

Howard	Thorne.	 	He	owned	the	auction	mart	 in	 town.		

He	 was	 the	 chief	 auctioneer	 and	 had	 cheated	 pretty	 much	

every	 farmer	within	 a	 hundred	miles	 of	Red	Rock	City.	 	He	

secretly	was	 beating	 his	wife	 and	 kept	 her	 hidden	 at	 home	

with	 her	 bruises.	 	 He	 had	 sexually	 abused	 his	 teenage	

daughters	and	 threatened	 them	with	 their	 lives	 if	 they	ever	

told	anyone	of	his	dirty	secrets.		Old	Howard	was	an	evil	man.	

The	 next	 day	 I	 drove	 out	 to	 the	 auction	market.	 	 The	

main	building	was	surrounded	by	dingy	white	wooden	corral	

fences	and	the	whole	place	smelled	like	cow	shit.		How	fitting.		

I	 waited	 in	my	 van.	 	 I	 decided	 to	 pay	 him	 a	 visit.	 	 I	 found	

Howard	sitting	in	his	office	holding	a	big	cigar	in	one	hand	and	

a	phone	in	the	other.		He	was	yelling	at	someone	on	the	other	



end.	 	I	walked	in	unannounced	and	just	stood	in	front	of	his	

desk.		He	put	the	phone	against	his	chest,	looked	up	at	me	and	

said,	“What	the	fuck	do	you	want?”		I	just	stood	there	with	a	

smirk	on	my	face.		He	hung	up	the	phone.	

He	looked	up	and	said	with	an	attitude,	“Yes…	what	can	

I	do	ya	for?”		

I	said,	“I	just	came	by	to	meet	the	son	of	a	bitch	that	beats	

his	wife.”	

He	said,	“What	the	hell…	and	who	the	fuck	are	you?”	

I	said,	“Do	you	really	enjoy	molesting	your	daughters?”	

His	face	turned	red	with	rage.	 	He	stood	up.	 	He	had	a	

large	belly,	was	somewhat	sloppy	looking,	had	a	balding	head	

with	 a	wispy	 comb	over,	 and	 looked	 prime	 to	 have	 a	 heart	

attack	at	any	moment.		In	a	word,	he	was,	gross.	

I	turned,	walked	back	and	shut	his	office	door.	 	I	came	

back	and	sat	down	on	the	big	leather	chair,	just	to	the	left,	in	

front	of	his	desk.		

With	 his	 big	mouth	 dropped	 open,	 he	 sat	 back	 down	

keeping	his	eyes	on	me	in	disbelief.	

He	looked	at	me	and	slowly	said,	condescendingly,	“Who	

are	you,	and	what	the	fuck	do	you	want?”	

I	 said,	 “I’m	 your	 worst	 nightmare,	 and	 I	 want	 some	

answers.	 	Again,	do	you	enjoy	beating	your	wife	and	having	

sex	with	your	daughters?”		

I	was	holding	the	laser,	steadily	pointing	it	at	his	chest.		

I	pushed	the	button.		He	felt	nothing.		



He	jumped	up	in	a	rage	like	I	had	never	seen	before.		I	

feared	he	was	going	to	pick	up	his	desk	and	throw	it	at	me.			

He	yelled,	“Get	the	fuck	out	of	my	office,”	while	pointing	

at	the	door.		He	was	spitting	as	he	continued	yelling	expletives	

at	me.		

I	 got	 up	 and	walked	 towards	 the	 door.	 	 I	 turned	 and	

calmly	said,	“Hey	Howard,	have	a	nice	life.”			

I	walked	out.	

	

#2.	Ben	Stewart	was	a	successful	man	in	Red	Rock	City.		

He	owned	the	largest	car	dealership	in	town	as	well	as	many	

others	across	South	Dakota	and	Minnesota.		According	to	my	

father’s	detailed	description	of	his	crimes,	he	was	a	big-time	

money	launderer.		He	would	receive	millions	of	dollars	in	brief	

cases,	 drug	 money,	 which	 he	 kept	 locked	 in	 a	 special	 safe	

underneath	his	office	at	the	Chevrolet	dealership.		Every	week	

he	would	attend	used	car	auctions	all	across	the	country	and	

buy	 cars	 for	 his	 dealerships	 using	 the	 dirty	 cash.	 	 The	 cars	

were	 then	 sold	 at	 his	 dealerships	 creating	 a	 legitimate	

cleaning	of	the	money.		

Auto	auctions	didn’t	care	where	the	money	came	from	

as	 long	 as	 the	 cars	 were	 bought	 and	 paid	 for	 before	 being	

loaded	onto	the	transports.	

I	decided	to	pay	him	a	visit.	 	I	drove	over	to	the	Chevy	

store.		It	was	a	modest	store	that	had	been	renovated	over	the	



past	 couple	 of	 years.	 	 It	 was	 neat	 and	 clean	 and	 had	 an	

inventory	of	about	three	hundred	used	cars	plus	new.		

Ben	Stewart	also	had	a	son	who	helped	run	the	business.		

My	guess	is	that	he	was	not	aware	of	his	father’s	behind-the-

scenes	business	practices,	as	his	name	was	not	on	my	father’s	

list.		

I	found	his	office	and	knocked	on	the	partly	open	door.		

Someone	 responded	 from	 the	 other	 side	 and	 invited	me	 to	

come	in.		I	was	curious	to	see	the	man	who	rubbed	shoulders	

with	drug	dealers.		I	personally	didn’t	know	him	or	his	family.	

I	opened	the	door	and	inquired,	“Mr.	Stewart?”		

“Yes,”	he	replied.		

“Hi,	I’m	Steven	Southers,	I	believe	you	know	my	father?”	

I	said.	

“Oh,	 of	 course,	 of	 course,	 he	 was	 my	 accountant	 and	

good	friend,	I	loved	your	father,”	he	said.		“I’m	so	sorry	about	

what	happened	son.		How	have	you	been	doing?”	he	asked.		

I	said,	“Well	I’m	alright.		I	wanted	to	come	buy	and	see	if	

we	could	talk	about	cars.”	

Ben	said,	“Well,	what	did	you	have	in	mind?”		

I	explained	that	I	had	my	father’s	car,	and	my	brother’s	

car,	and	I	needed	to	sell	them	and	wondered	if	he	could	help	

me.		

He	said	he	would	be	glad	to	help.		He	suggested	that	I	get	

a	ride	back	with	a	couple	of	the	lot	boys	and	drive	the	cars	back	



to	the	dealership,	and	if	I	agreed	to	the	price,	he	would	pay	me	

in	cash	for	the	cars.		

I	said	that	would	be	fine.			

With	that	he	paged	a	lot	tech	who	came	running	to	his	

office.	

Within	a	half	hour	we	had	both	cars	parked	behind	the	

dealership	close	to	Ben’s	office.		He	came	out	with	his	used	car	

manager.		

They	both	 looked	the	cars	over.	 	Ben	suggested	we	go	

into	his	office	to	work	out	some	numbers.	

I	wasn’t	a	 car	dealer.	 	 I	didn’t	 really	know	what	 I	was	

doing	but	Ben	showed	me	the	book	value	of	both	cars	and	then	

made	me	an	offer.		I	agreed.		

Ben	 asked	 me	 to	 wait	 for	 a	 minute	 and	 disappeared	

through	a	door	behind	his	desk.		

I	 followed	 and	 took	 a	 peak	 around	 the	 corner	 of	 the	

partly	opened	door.	

He	had	gone	down	some	stairs	 into	the	basement.	 	No	

doubt	to	the	cash	safe	my	father	had	described.	

I	went	back	to	my	chair	and	waited.	

He	returned	and	laid	the	bundled	stacks	of	twenty’s	in	

front	of	me.		This	should	do	it	he	said,	after	counting	out	all	the	

bills.		

I	shook	his	hand	and	asked	the	question.	“Where	do	you	

get	all	your	used	cars?”	



He	answered,	 “I	 fly	 to	auctions	all	over	 the	country	 in	

search	of	the	very	best	cars	for	my	dealerships.”		

“Wow,	it	sounds	like	a	big	job,”	I	said.	

As	in	typical	car	guy	fashion,	he	started	to	brag.		He	said,	

“Son,	I	buy	over	two	thousand	cars	a	month.		I	need	that	many	

to	supply	all	my	dealerships,	and	we’re	still	growing.”			

I	asked,	“Do	you	fly	your	own	plane?”	

He	said,	“As	a	matter	of	fact	I	do.		In	fact	I’m	leaving	later	

today	for	Las	Vegas.”	

I	 stayed	sitting	 in	 front	of	his	desk.	 	 I	asked,	 “Is	 that	a	

picture	of	your	family	behind	you?”	

He	 turned	 to	 get	 the	picture.	 	 I	 aimed	 the	 laser	 at	 his	

turned	back	and	pushed	the	lethal	button.	

He	turned	back	around	and	introduced	me	to	his	family	

in	the	picture.		He	had	felt	nothing.		I	shook	his	hand	and	left.	

The	 next	 morning	 I	 went	 to	 Long’s	 Café	 for	 some	

breakfast.		I	overheard	a	couple	of	old	guys	talking.			

“Yep,	he	had	a	heart	attack	on	the	way	home	from	the	

auction	market.		He	was	pretty	over	weight	you	know.”	

They	were	talking	about	old	Howard	Thorne	the	child	

molester.		I	was	expecting	to	hear	about	his	death	sometime	

today.	 	“The	poor	sorry	bastard,	good	riddance,”	said	one	of	

the	men.		

Later	that	day,	word	of	Ben	Stewarts	plane	crash	started	

spreading	 around	 town.	 	He	had	 taken	off	 from	our	 airport	



around	5:30	PM	last	night	and	crashed	his	plane	around	7:00	

PM	en	route	to	Las	Vegas.		

I	was	cold.		I	didn’t	care.		Both	men	were	bad,	and	in	my	

mind	the	world	was	now	a	better	place	without	them	in	it.	

I	wondered	how	much	cash	was	back	at	the	dealership	

in	the	secret	vault	downstairs.		It	wasn’t	about	getting	money;	

this	whole	thing	was	about	ridding	the	planet	of	these	turds	

my	father	despised.		

	

#3.	Keith	Lawson	was	the	City	Sheriff.		He	was	corrupt	

and	 played	 a	 part	 in	 bringing	 in	 drug	money	 to	 the	 Chevy	

dealership.	 	 His	 officers	 would	 be	 a	 part	 of	 drug	 raids	 and	

Keith	would	find	a	way	to	siphon	off	thousands	before	turning	

over	the	confiscated	money	found	at	the	scene.		He	had	been	

doing	it	for	years.		

I	had	a	plan.		I	alerted	the	FBI	in	Minneapolis	from	a	pay	

phone	about	the	goings	on	of	Ben	Stewart	laundering	money	

and	that	some	of	the	money	was	coming	from	our	local	sheriff.		

I	 gave	 the	 location	 of	 the	 safe	 downstairs	 in	 the	 Chevy	

Dealership	and	said	that	 it	would	be	emptied	out	tomorrow	

night	and	they	needed	to	be	there.		

I	didn’t	know	if	they	would	respond.		I	didn’t	care.		I	just	

thought	it	might	be	fun	to	stir	things	up	a	bit.		

I	headed	over	to	the	Sheriffs	office.		I	was	told	to	wait	as	

he	was	on	a	phone	call.	 	Being	 the	 impatient	 type,	 I	walked	



back	down	the	hall	when	the	receptionist	left	for	a	minute.		I	

opened	the	door	and	walked	in.		

I	said,	“Hello	Mr.	Lawson,	I’m	Steven	Souder	and	I	have	

some	information	that	I	think	you	need	to	hear.”		

Before	he	could	say	anything	I	blurted	out	my	message.		

I	said,	“You	know	Ben	over	there	at	the	dealership	who	

just	crashed	his	plane	last	night?		Well,	I	guess	he	has	a	whole	

bunch	of	money	in	his	safe	below	his	office	and	I	heard	it	was	

all	drug	money	and	I	thought	you	should	know	about	it.”		

The	 look	on	the	Sheriff’s	 face	was	beyond	description.		

He	said	stammering,	“How	do	you	know	about	all	this?”		

I	was	calm	and	sat	down	in	front	of	his	desk.	

I	said,	“Well	Sheriff,	Ben	told	me	himself.	 	He	said	that	

you	and	he	have	had	a	little	arrangement	for	years.		You	would	

steal	money	 from	 a	 drug	 bust	 and	 he	would	 buy	 used	 cars	

making	that	money	real	clean.”		

The	Sheriff	 raised	his	voice	a	 little,	 “You	come	 in	here	

accusing	me,	the	Sheriff	of…	are	you	out	of	your	mind?”		

“No	 sir,”	 I	 said,	 “And	 further	 more,	 I’m	 going	 to	 tell	

everyone	I	can,	starting	with	the	local	newspaper.”		

With	 the	 laser	 pointed	 at	 his	 crotch	 under	 the	 desk	 I	

pushed	the	button,	several	times…	ouch.		

He	felt	nothing,	but	yelled,	telling	me	to	get	out.	

I	left.	

I	sat	in	the	parking	lot	outside	his	window.		I	listened	in.		

He	was	already	on	the	phone	in	a	panic	yelling	at	someone.		He	



was	rattled.		He	should	have	detained	me	but	he	was	so	shaken	

up,	he	let	me	walk	right	out	the	door.		His	past	had	just	come	

back	to	bite	him.		Karma	can	be	a	real	bitch	sometimes.		

I	watched	him	 leave	 in	his	car.	 	He	was	headed	 to	 the	

dealership.		He	drove	around	the	building	then	left.		He	knew	

he	couldn’t	just	walk	in	and	take	money	from	a	safe.		Besides	

he	probably	didn’t	have	the	combination.		

The	next	day	I	went	down	to	Long’s	for	breakfast.	 	No	

one	was	talking	about	the	Sheriff	until	two	officers	walked	in	

and	 sat	 across	 the	 room.	 	 I	 listened	 in	 with	 my	 laser.	 	 It	

appeared	they	were	amused	that	the	Sheriff	was	rushed	to	the	

hospital	late	last	night.		Bleeding	of	the	scrotum	was	the	cause.		

This	one	I	felt	a	little	bad	about.		

	

#4.	Oscar	Gomez.	 	Oscar	 ran	a	 small	 chain	of	Mexican	

restaurants	 and	 was	 a	 major	 kingpin	 in	 drug	 trafficking	 in	

Minnesota.			

“Wow,	the	things	you	find	out	about	when	your	father	

dies,”	I	thought.	

Oscar	and	his	contacts	also	brought	dirty	money	into	the	

Chevy	dealership	 for	 laundering	and	 they	were	heavily	 into	

prostitution,	bringing	in	young	kidnapped	girls	from	Mexico.	

I	went	 over	 to	 his	 restaurant.	 	 Oscar	was	 at	 the	 front	

working	on	a	soft	drink	machine.		One	would	never	suspect	his	

real	source	of	income.		He	played	the	part	well.		He	was	busy	



wiping	down	tables,	 taking	orders	and	chitchatting	with	the	

customers.		

I	ordered	a	Mexican	platter.		He	was	cordial	and	polite.		

I	thanked	him	for	the	food	and	found	a	table.		

I	watched	him	from	a	short	distance.		He	seemed	like	a	

normal	guy.		I	could	only	imagine	he	had	a	wife	and	family.		I	

almost	had	a	conscience	about	what	I	was	doing.		

The	 important	 thing	 I	 had	 to	 remember,	was	 that	my	

father	knew	things	that	I	didn’t,	and	that	he	had	his	reasons	

and	I	was	committed	to	carrying	out	his	wishes.		

		 I	went	up	for	a	refill.		

His	back	was	turned	to	me.	

I	aimed	at	his	kidneys.		I	pushed	the	button.		He	was	soon	

to	be	a	dead	man.	

	

#5.	 Bob	 Lampert.	 	 I	 was	 surprised	 to	 see	my	 father’s	

attorney	 on	 the	 list.	 	 Bob	 Lampert	 and	 my	 Dad	 had	 been	

friends	 since	 college.	 	 They	 had	 investments	 together	 and	

worked	on	small	projects	together	such	as	a	small	subdivision	

on	the	south	end	of	town	years	ago.		Bob	was	a	smart	man	and	

my	Dad	liked	him	a	lot,	or	so	I	thought.		

Dad’s	letter	explained	that	Bob	was	to	pay	our	family	my	

Dad’s	share	of	all	the	investments	they	had	done	together	if	he	

should	ever	die.		The	value	was	over	two	million	dollars.		My	

Dad	 said	 that	 the	money	was	 in	 an	 account	 in	 the	 Cayman	

Islands.	 	 He	 also	 explained	 that	 Bob	 had	 his	 Last	 Will	 and	



Testament	and	would	handle	all	his	life	insurance	affairs	etc.		

I	was	to	confront	Bob	if	he	didn’t	bring	up	the	money	in	the	

Cayman’s.	

I	was	amazed	at	how	dishonest	people	can	be.		Here	was	

my	Mom	and	Dad	and	Brian,	all	dead,	and	this	so	called	friend	

of	my	father’s	decided	not	to	pay	me	the	money	he	owed,	just	

because	he	held	the	cards	and	knew	that	he	could	get	away	

with	it?		

I	had	to	think	this	one	through.	

The	next	day	I	paid	a	visit	to	Bob	at	his	office.		I	knocked	

on	his	door.		He	answered	and	was	friendly	and	very	polite.		

He	said,	 “Oh	Steven,	how	very	good	 to	see	you.	 	 I	was	

about	 to	 call	 you	 today	 to	 go	 over	 some	 other	 unfinished	

business	of	your	father.”		

I	was	confused.		Bob	was	actually	going	to	pay	me	what	

was	owed	from	my	father’s	investments?		

He	offered	me	a	chair	then	he	shut	the	office	door.		He	

sat	down	behind	his	desk	and	explained	that	he	and	my	father	

had	made	a	lot	of	money	together	and	they	kept	the	money	in	

an	offshore	account	in	the	Cayman	Islands.		

So	far	his	story	checked	out	and	was	exactly	what	Dad	

had	described	in	his	letter.		

He	continued,	“I	think	the	amount	that	is	owed	to	your	

Dad	 is,	 hold	 on	 to	 your	 chair	 Steven,	 just	 over	 two	million	

dollars.”		



I	couldn’t	believe	my	ears.		Maybe	my	father’s	attorney	

and	friend	was	a	better	man	than	dad	thought	he	was.	

Bob	continued,	“There	 is	only	one	problem	Steven.	 	 In	

order	for	you	to	collect	your	father’s	money,	we	have	to	make	

a	trip	to	the	Cayman’s	and	sign	some	paperwork	in	person.		As	

your	 Dad’s	 attorney	 and	 partner,	 I	will	 have	 to	 act	 as	 your	

guardian	with	full	power	of	attorney	because	of	your	age.		We	

can	 then	 set	 up	 a	 separate	 account	 in	 your	 name	 in	 the	

Cayman’s	or	we	can	wire	transfer	the	money	to	your	personal	

bank	account.		Whatever	you	decide	will	be	fine	with	me.”		

I	said,	“You	want	to	take	me	to	the	Cayman	Islands?”	

“Yes,	and	we	can	leave	today.		I	have	a	plane	available	in	

Sioux	Falls,	a	private	jet,	so	we	can	get	there	quicker,	without	

all	the	airline	hassle.		I	just	have	to	make	a	call.”		

I	was	taken	aback	but	I	agreed	to	go.		I	admit	I	was	a	little	

excited.	

Bob	explained	that	we	would	 fly	his	personal	plane	to	

Sioux	Falls	where	the	jet	would	be	waiting,	then	have	the	pilot	

fly	us	to	the	Cayman’s.			

Bob	said	we	could	take	off	at	3:00	PM.		I	agreed	to	meet	

him	at	the	airport	at	2:30	PM.		

I	left	the	office.		I	went	home	and	packed	some	clothes.		I	

decided	I	might	stay	at	the	Cayman’s	for	a	few	days,	or	weeks’	

maybe.	 	 I	was	glad	 I	 still	had	all	my	beach	clothes	 from	 the	

Hawaii	trip.		



I	 arrived	 at	 the	municipal	 airport	 in	Red	Rock	 City	 at	

2:30	PM	sharp.		I	met	Bob	at	his	hanger	and	helped	him	open	

the	 two	 large	 rolling	 doors.	 	 Inside	was	 a	 nice	 twin-engine	

plane.		I	knew	that	it	was	a	Beechcraft	Baron.		Easily	a	million	

dollar	plane	and	it	looked	brand	new.		

I	 thought	 it	 odd	 that	 my	 Dad	 never	 mentioned	 the	

Cayman’s,	 investments	 or	 anything	 about	 having	 a	 private	

plane.		My	Dad	had	proved	to	be	more	than	discreet.		I	don’t	

think	Mom	ever	knew	half	of	what	he	was	up	to.		

We	pushed	the	plane	out	of	the	hanger.		Bob	pulled	his	

car	inside.		He	then	had	me	pull	my	van	inside	as	well.		I	helped	

Bob	roll	the	hanger	doors	back	shut.			

We	both	got	in	the	plane.		Bob	started	the	engines	one	at	

a	time.		All	seemed	to	be	going	well	as	far	as	I	could	tell.		He	

radioed	to	the	tower	as	we	taxied	to	the	runway.		Bob	seemed	

super	confident	like	he	had	done	this	a	thousand	times	before.		

He	handed	me	my	headset	so	we	could	communicate	above	

the	roar	of	the	engines.			

We	were	off.		It	was	a	crisp	beautiful	clear	day.		Bob	was	

in	control	of	this	beautiful	plane	and	I	had	confidence	in	his	

ability	as	a	pilot.				

He	told	me	about	his	late	wife	and	how	he	missed	her.		

He	talked	about	my	Dad	and	how	they	met.		He	talked	about	

his	daughter	who	had	moved	to	Oregon.		He	said	they	had	lost	

touch	 after	 his	 wife’s	 death	 and	 they	 never	 talked	 to	 each	

other.		



The	flight	to	Sioux	Falls	was	very	short,	less	than	thirty	

minutes.	 	We	landed	and	taxied	to	the	private	 jet	area.	 	Bob	

pointed	to	the	jet	we	were	about	to	board.		This	was	all	pretty	

exciting	to	me.		

Bob	shut	down	his	plane.		We	got	out	with	our	luggage	

and	 started	 for	 the	 Lear	 jet.	 	 The	 pilot	 was	 standing	 and	

waiting	for	us	beside	the	plane.		He	had	already	filed	the	flight	

plan.		The	door	was	brought	down	and	we	climbed	the	stairs	

up	to	the	cabin.		

The	pilot	was	now	in	his	chair	and	had	both	jet	engines	

screaming.		My	mind	went	back	to	Big	Betty	and	the	sound	of	

those	little	jets	warming	up.		That	was	cool,	but	this	was	the	

real	thing,	the	big	time.			

The	 pilot	 received	 the	 go	 ahead	 from	 the	 tower.	 	 He	

slowly	pushed	the	large	throttle	handles	forward.		The	engines	

responded	with	a	continuous	roar.		He	released	the	brakes	and	

the	plane	motioned	forward	picking	up	speed.		A	rough	ride,	

then	nothing.		We	lifted	off	the	ground.		It	was	smooth	sailing.		

A	small	bump	was	heard	as	the	landing	gear	retracted	into	the	

planes	belly.		We	were	off	to	the	Cayman’s.		

Bob	sat	in	as	copilot	but	Stan	held	the	controls.		Stan	was	

a	Vietnam	Veteran	and	had	thousand	of	logged	air	miles.		He	

had	started	as	a	helicopter	pilot	 in	Nam,	and	then	became	a	

commercial	 pilot	 after	 the	 war.	 	 He	 was	 retired	 from	 the	

airlines	and	took	the	occasional	rent-a-jet	job	such	as	this	one.		

He	reminded	me	of	the	actor	Sam	Elliot	with	his	low	voice	and	



cool	demeanor.		He	would	wait	for	us	to	do	our	business	then	

fly	us	all	back	home	in	a	few	days.		

I	 relaxed	 in	 the	 back	 of	 the	 Lear	 jet.	 	 The	 tan	 leather	

chairs	were	comfortable	and	reclined	into	a	bed	position,	very	

different	 than	a	commercial	airline.	 	 I	 laid	back	 for	 the	 five-

hour	flight.		

I	 heard	my	 name	 coming	 over	 the	 speaker	 system.	 	 I	

awoke	to	Bob	sitting	across	from	me.			

He	said,	“Did	you	enjoy	your	nap?”		

I	said,	“Yes,	what	a	smooth	plane.		Where	are	we	now?”	

Bob	said	we	were	delayed	a	 little	due	 to	a	slight	head	

wind	but	we	 should	be	 touching	down	 in	Grand	Cayman	 in	

about	an	hour.		Bob	and	I	made	some	small	talk.		He	asked	if	I	

would	like	to	go	sport	fishing	the	next	day?			

I	said,	“What	about	our	business?”	

Bob	laughed,	“We	have	plenty	of	time	for	business.		Let’s	

have	a	little	fun	first.”	

Bob	explained	that	he	had	his	own	boat	and	it	was	well	

equipped	with	everything	for	sport	fishing	and	scuba	diving.		

I	was	excited.	 	Bob	seemed	legit,	but	I	still	wasn’t	sure	

how	I	felt	about	him.		My	Dad	would	not	have	put	him	on	the	

list	 if	 he	 didn’t	 think	 he	was	 capable	 of	 being	 dishonest.	 	 I	

trusted	my	father’s	judge	of	character.		I	committed	to	keeping	

both	my	eyes	open	around	Bob.		

Our	 landing	 was	 smooth	 and	 it	 was	 dusk	 when	 we	

touched	down.		Bob	had	a	car	waiting	for	us.		We	said	goodbye	



to	the	pilot	and	headed	for	our	hotel.	 	Bob	had	us	booked	at	

the	Ritz-Carlton.		It	was	close	to	the	airport	and	he	said	that	

my	father	loved	staying	there.			

I	asked	the	question.	“When	on	earth	did	my	father	ever	

come	down	to	the	Cayman’s?		

Bob	answered,	“All	the	time.		Remember	when	he	would	

go	to	conferences	in	the	tri-cities?		Well,	he	was	actually	down	

here	 with	 me	 in	 the	 Cayman’s,	 checking	 out	 our	 financial	

portfolios.		He	loved	it	here.”		

I	 wasn’t	 sure	 if	 I	 believed	 Bob	 but	 it	 somehow	made	

sense.		I	mean	it	was	a	pretty	quick	flight.		For	my	Dad	to	come	

down	to	the	Cayman’s	for	a	few	days	would	have	been	an	easy	

thing	to	pull	off,	especially	with	my	ever-trusting	mother.		

We	checked	into	the	Ritz.		We	had	adjoining	rooms.		Bob	

said	to	meet	him	at	breakfast	at	8:30	AM.		I	agreed.		I	said	good	

night.		

I	spent	a	few	hours	thinking	about	the	day’s	events.		My	

lasers	had	both	arrived	unscathed.		I	had	carried	them	in	my	

jacket	pocket.		The	advantages	of	flying	in	a	private	plane,	no	

one	checks	your	luggage.		

I	was	trying	to	figure	Bob	out.		I	liked	him.		He	was	acting	

more	normal	away	from	Red	Rock	City.		He	actually	seemed	to	

have	 taken	on	 a	 fun	 energy	 ever	 since	we	 landed.	 	 I	 hit	 his	

adjoining	door	with	the	laser	and	he	had	called	or	had	talked	

to	no	one.		I	felt	safe.		



I	wasn’t	that	tired	due	to	my	nap	on	the	jet.	 	I	thought	

about	the	men	I	had	killed.		I	hadn’t	yet	heard	about	the	fate	of	

the	Sheriff	or	the	Mexican.	 	I	was	sure	funeral	plans	were	in	

the	works	for	both	of	them.		I	was	sure	the	whole	town	was	

scratching	their	heads	about	all	the	deaths	that	had	occurred	

in	the	past	few	days.		

Little	did	they	know	how	undetected	they	all	were	and	

that	no	one	would	 ever	 link	 them	 to	me.	 	No	one,	 not	 even	

Dennis	 knew	 about	 my	 death	 laser.	 	 I	 knew	 I	 couldn’t	 run	

around	zapping	people.		I	took	my	responsibility	seriously.	

At	8:30	the	next	morning	I	met	Bob	at	the	hotel	breakfast	

café.	 	I	went	through	the	buffet	and	sat	down	at	Bob’s	table.		

He	was	sipping	his	morning	coffee	reading	a	local	newspaper.		

I	had	some	scrambled	eggs,	some	bacon	and	a	side	of	fruit.		

“Good	morning	Steven,”	he	said.	“Did	you	sleep	well?”	

I	told	him	the	bed	was	very	comfortable.		

He	smiled	nodding	in	agreement.		He	said,	“Yes,	the	Ritz	

never	disappoints.		So	are	you	ready	to	go	have	some	fun?”		

I	said,	“Yes	I	am.”	

We	took	a	cab	further	down	the	beach	to	a	small	harbor.		

We	made	our	way	down	to	where	the	private	entrance	was.		

We	got	out.		Bob	paid	the	driver.		He	produced	a	key	from	his	

pocket	with	a	small	yellow	tag	on	it.		He	opened	the	gate.		We	

walked	through	letting	the	iron	door	slam	behind	us.			



This	 was	 no	 small	 time	 boat	 dock.	 	 We	 went	 down	

passed	yachts	of	all	sizes	until	Bob	stopped	and	said,	“Here	we	

are,	we’re	home.”		

In	front	of	us	was	a	two	hundred	foot	luxury	yacht	called	

“The	Marjorie.”	

“Really?”	I	said,	looking	at	Bob.		

“Yes,	this	was	your	father’s	boat,	he	was	so	in	love	with	

that	woman,”	he	said.	

I	 had	 some	 questions	 for	 Bob	 about	 my	 father.		

Obviously	there	were	a	lot	of	things	I	didn’t	know	about	him.		

I	 decide	 to	 wait	 until	 we	 were	 out	 at	 sea	 to	 engage	 in	 my	

question	asking.	

Bob	 seemed	 to	be	quite	 the	 captain.	 	He	had	 the	boat	

untied,	engines	started	and	was	pulling	away	from	the	dock	in	

what	seemed	 like	minutes.	 	 I	 sat	beside	him	at	 the	very	 top	

where	 all	 the	 controls	 were.	 	 The	 vantage	 point	 was	

spectacular	as	we	reached	 the	open	sea.	 	The	water	was	an	

amazing	 greenish-blue.	 	 Looking	 back	 at	 the	 white	 sandy	

beaches	 was	 breathtaking.	 	 Grand	 Cayman	 Island	 was	 a	

beautiful	place.		

	 	



	

CHAPTER	THIRTEEN	

QUESTIONS	AND	ANSWERS	

	

The	yacht	was	massive.	 	I	would	have	asked	for	a	tour	

but	I	didn’t	have	that	kind	of	time.		I	had	questions	for	Bob	and	

I	didn’t	want	to	waste	any	more	time	chitchatting.	

We	travelled	several	miles	out	into	the	ocean,	which	was	

now	turning	a	deep	blue	color.	

Bob	shut	the	engines	down	and	dropped	anchor.		

He	said,	“Follow	me.”		

I	followed	him	to	the	back	of	the	yacht	where	we	took	a	

round	spiral	staircase	down	to	the	deck	below.		We	descended	

onto	a	beautiful	open,	yet	shaded	area	with	teak	wood	chairs	

and	a	beautiful	wooden	bar.			

He	said,	“Would	you	like	a	soda	Steven?	

I	said,	“Sure,	a	Coke	if	you	have	it.”	

Bob	 brought	 me	 my	 Cola	 then	 fixed	 himself	 a	 mixed	

drink.	

He	said,	“You	and	I	have	a	lot	to	talk	about.		By	the	way,	

how	did	you	kill	all	those	guys	back	in	Red	Rock	City?		Did	you	

use	some	kind	of	poison	or	something?”		



I	had	a	 lump	 in	my	 throat…	“Uh,	what	are	you	 talking	

about?”	I	stammered.	

“Oh,	 come	 now	 Steven,	 all	 the	 guys	 your	 Dad	wanted	

dead,	you	know	from	his	letter,”	he	said	smugly.		

“How	did	you	know	about	the	letter?”	I	asked.	

“Let	me	level	with	you	Steven.		We	are	out	here	on	the	

ocean	all	alone,	so	 let’s	both	be	completely	honest	with	one	

another,”	he	said.		“Further	more,	I	could	kill	you	right	now	if	

I	wanted	to	and	dump	your	body	in	the	ocean	for	the	sharks	to	

take	care	of.”		

“What	the	hell	do	you	want	from	me?”	said	Steven.	

Bob	 proceeded	 to	 tell	 me	 things	 I	 had	 never	 heard	

before,	private	things	about	my	father.		He	had	no	reason	to	lie	

to	me,	so	I	believed	pretty	much	everything	he	said.		Plus,	he	

had	just	threatened	to	kill	me.	

He	went	on	to	say	how	successful	my	Dad	had	been	in	

stock	trading	and	he	managed	a	huge	hedge	fund	and	it	was	

now	worth	millions	and	millions	of	dollars.		

He	said	that	since	my	father	had	died,	all	his	money	now	

belonged	to	his	next	of	kin,	which	was	me.		Bob	needed	me	to	

take	my	father’s	place	except	I	was	underage,	so	I	needed	to	

physically	come	down	to	the	Cayman’s	to	sign	over	a	power	of	

attorney	 to	him	and	guardianship.	 	Bob	 said	he	planned	on	

getting	rid	of	me	after	everything	was	in	his	name.		He	knew	

there	would	be	no	evidence	of	foul	play	since	no	one	in	Red	



Rock	City	ever	saw	me	come	and	go	and	I	was	always	out	of	

town	so	much.		It	would	be	the	perfect	crime.		

“So	why	are	you	telling	me	all	this,	out	here,	out	on	the	

ocean	on	my	father’s	boat?”	I	said.	

“I	don’t	know,”	said	Bob.	“I	guess	I	needed	someone	to	

share	my	plans	with.		I	don’t	have	a	lot	of	friends	you	know.		

You	 pretty	 much	 killed	 off	 everyone	 in	 town	 I	 used	 to	 do	

business	with,”	he	chuckled.		

Bob	continued.		“I	guess	my	biggest	question	is,	how	on	

earth	 did	 you	 kill	 all	 those	 guys	 without	 using	 a	 gun	 or	

something?”		

It	was	pretty	clear	Bob	had	no	idea	about	my	lasers	as	

no	one	did.		I	gave	into	his	question	by	saying	what	he	already	

thought	had	happened.				

I	said,	“I	poisoned	them.”	

He	kept	asking,	“But	how	did	you	get	them	to	take	the	

poison?		I	mean	I’ve	just	got	to	know.”		

I	said,	 “Bob,	 I’ll	make	you	a	deal,	 let	me	ask	you	a	 few	

questions,	 then	 I’ll	 tell	 you	 the	 absolute	 truth	 about	 how	 I	

killed	all	the	men	on	my	father’s	list.”		

He	agreed.	

I	asked	how	he	knew	about	my	father’s	letter.		He	said	

he	had	seen	the	combination	on	the	back	of	the	will	papers	and	

knew	it	must	be	to	a	safe	in	his	house	somewhere.		He	broke	

into	our	house	while	Dennis	and	I	were	away.		He	found	the	

safe	and	the	key,	which	led	to	the	letter.	



Bob	 said,	 “It	 was	 too	 perfect,	 I	 wanted	 all	 those	 guys	

dead	too.		I	just	didn’t	know	how	I	was	going	to	do	it.		They	all	

knew	 too	 much	 and	 they	 had	 all	 invested	 heavily	 into	 our	

hedge	fund.		With	them	gone	now,	I	don’t	owe	them	anything	

and	I	can	keep	it	all.”		

He	continued,	“When	I	read	your	father’s	letter	I	put	it	

back	knowing	you	would	eventually	read	it	and	carry	out	his	

wishes.”		He	said,	“Further	more,	I	knew	you	would	be	coming	

for	me	because	I	was	last	on	the	list.	 	When	you	knocked	on	

my	office	door,	I	was	ready	for	you.”		

I	asked,	“Did	you	have	any	intention	of	giving	me	any	of	

my	father’s	money?”		

“Absolutely	not,”	came	his	reply.		“In	fact	when	this	is	all	

over,	and	as	your	legal	guardian,	I’ll	have	access	to	your	bank	

account	insurance	money	as	well,”	He	said.		“I	knew	I	had	to	

get	you	away	from	Red	Rock	City	so	I	devised	a	plan	to	get	you	

down	to	the	Cayman’s	so	we	could	have	this	little	chat.”		

“So	here’s	the	bottom	line,”	said	Bob.	“You	are	going	to	

help	me	sign	everything	over	into	my	name.”		He	smiled	and	

said,	 “And	when	we	 are	 done,	 I’m	 going	 to	 feed	 you	 to	 the	

sharks.”		

I	was	amazingly	calm.		I	looked	at	Bob	and	said,	“You’re	

missing	something	Bob.”		

Confused,	he	looked	at	me	and	said,	“I	don’t	follow.”	



I	was	acting	on	pure	adrenaline	but	I	knew	I	had	to	act	

like	I	had	the	upper	hand.		I	knew	I	did	but	now	I	had	to	think	

quickly	on	my	feet	to	explain	how,	my	life	depended	on	it.		

As	if	I	was	receiving	the	words	from	on	high	or	from	my	

deceased	father	from	beyond	the	veil	I	said,	“Bob,	do	you	not	

see	the	bigger	picture?”		

Bob	said,	 “What	are	you	talking	about?	 I’m	confused…	

why	don’t	you	enlighten	me.”		

He	sat	there	looking	smug	but	I	knew	I	had	his	attention.	

I	said,	“Bob,	you	and	I	are	just	alike.		We	both	want	the	

same	thing,	and	personally,	if	you	really	knew	the	things	I	was	

capable	 of,	 you	would	 embrace	me	 and	 beg	me	 to	 be	 your	

partner.”	

Bob	chuckled,	“I’m	listening…	go	on.”	

I	was	flying	by	the	seat	of	my	pants	and	I	couldn’t	wait	

to	hear	what	I	was	going	to	say	next.		One	thing	I	did	know,	I	

had	hit	a	nerve	and	Bob’s	greed	wanted	to	know	more.		

I	 said,	 “Bob,	 how	 would	 you	 like	 to	 be	 privy	 to	 any	

private	 conversation	 in	 the	world?	 	 How	would	 you	 like	 to	

listen	 in	 on	 the	 most	 powerful	 people	 in	 the	 world?	 How	

would	 you	 like	 to	 know	 their	 every	move	 and	 all	 their	 evil	

plans?”		

I	continued…	“And	best	of	all	Bob,	how	would	you	like	to	

be	able	to	dispose	of	anyone	you	wanted,	without	the	use	of	

guns	or	any	physical	contact...	or	even…	poison.”		I	smiled	and	

said,	“Bob,	I	have	the	means	to	do	everything	I	just	said.”		



He	looked	at	me	and	said,	“You	didn’t	poison	those	men	

back	in	Red	Rock	City	did	you?”	

I	said,	“No	I	didn’t.		I	won’t	tell	you	exactly	how	I	did	it,	

but	I	will	say	this,	they	didn’t	know	what	hit	them,	and	they	all	

bled	to	death.”		

Bob	said,	“You	have	my	attention.		So	Steven…	what	do	

you	propose?”	

“Here	are	the	facts	Bob,”	I	said.		“You,	have	no	family	in	

Red	Rock	City.		I,	have	no	family	in	Red	Rock	City.		We	are	the	

same.		Killing	me	is	not	going	to	help	you	get	ahead	in	life.”		

Bob	Laughed,	“I	have	plenty	of	money,	I’m	already	ahead	

in	life.”	

I	 said,	 “Small	 potatoes	 Bob,	 I’m	 talking	 billions,	 not	

millions.		You	really	need	to	think	of	a	much	bigger	picture.”		

I	said,	“Bob,	you	have	knowledge.		You	have	an	internal	

structure	in	place	here	in	the	Cayman’s.	 	Look	how	well	you	

have	 done	 with	 common	 Red	 Rock	 City	 thugs.	 	 I’m	 talking	

about	taking	down	the	big	guys,	and	I	can	help	you	do	it.”		

He	still	looked	confused.	

I	said,	“Ok,	I’ll	let	you	in	on	my	little	secret.”		

Over	 the	 next	 twenty	 minutes	 I	 explained	 my	 whole	

experience	after	my	parents	death.	 	I	explained	about	my	IQ	

and	how	I	could	figure	things	out	in	my	mind.		I	told	him	about	

the	lasers.	



He	smiled	and	said,	 “I	knew	 it!	 	 I	knew	you	had	some	

kind	of	laser	gun	or	something!		I	just	didn’t	know	those	things	

really	existed.”		

I	said,	“Those	things	don’t	exist…	so	I	made	my	own.”	

Bob	was	in	deep	thought.		He	said,	“Well,	this	certainly	

sheds	some	new	light	on	things.		So	let	me	ask	you	Steven.		If	

we	teamed	up	what	do	you	think	we	could	accomplish?		What	

should	be	our	next	move?”		

I	said,	“Simple.		Think	about	what	information	you	want,	

and	then	who	you	want	taken	out	to	get	what	you	want.”		

I	could	tell	Bob’s	wheels	were	turning.		“Can	I	trust	you?”	

he	said.		

Well	Bob,	“I’ve	had	my	laser	pointed	at	you	for	the	last	

hour	and	I	haven’t	pushed	the	button	yet.”		

With	 that,	 Bob	 jumped	 up	 in	 total	 fear,	 grabbing	 his	

crotch	with	both	hands	while	his	feet	went	airborne	causing	

him	to	fall	back	behind	the	chair	on	his	way	down.	

Amused	and	with	a	smug	demeanor	I	calmly	said,	“Relax	

Bob,	we’re	partners	now…	right?”	

	 	



	

CHAPTER	FOURTEEN	

MAKING	PLANS	

	

Bob	and	I	needed	to	trust	each	other.		We	offered	each	

other	 a	 blood	 oath,	 with	 a	 knife	 and	 everything.	 	 He	 also	

needed	 me	 alive	 to	 sign	 papers.	 	 However,	 the	 game	 had	

changed.		I	now	wanted	my	father’s	half	in	my	account	in	Sioux	

Falls,	something	Bob	could	do	 from	the	yacht’s	computer.	 	 I	

told	 Bob	 that	when	 that	was	 done,	we	 should	 shake	 hands	

then	get	to	work.		

Bob	said,	 “Not	so	 fast	Stevie,	 I	 think	you	should	prove	

yourself	 first	 before	 we	 discuss	 your	 father’s	 money	 any	

further.”	

Bob	navigated	the	ship	closer	to	the	Grand	Cayman	Bay	

and	docked	beside	a	huge	yacht	owned	by	one	of	America’s	

wealthiest	men.		Although	we	were	about	a	quarter	mile	away,	

I	knew	the	laser	would	still	work,	especially	with	no	objects	in	

the	way	out	on	 the	 flat	ocean.	 	The	evening	was	perfect	 for	

listening	in.		

I	pointed	the	laser	at	the	master	suite,	tuned	the	slider	

and	 listened	 in.	 	 I	 had	 the	 laser	 Bluetooth	 on	 an	 external	



speaker	 that	 Bob	 had	 on	 the	 yacht.	 	 The	 signal	 was	 clear,	

mostly	small	talk	at	first.		The	man	was	talking	to	his	female	

friend,	 obviously	 not	 his	 wife.	 	 He	 was	 bragging	 about	

everything	 he	 owned.	 	 I	 was	 sure	 to	 record	 everything	 for	

future	reference.		

He	was	showing	off	to	her.		He	talked	in	detail	about	his	

dealings	 in	 the	oil	business	 in	 Iran.	 	The	names	he	dropped	

were	 huge.	 	 He	 talked	 of	 oil	 tycoons	 and	 players	 from	 all	

around	the	world.		Then	he	said	something	that	made	Bob	and	

me	sit	upright.		

He	obviously	had	been	drinking.		He	was	spilling	his	guts	

to	this	woman.		He	told	her	that	everything	of	importance	was	

in	his	safe	in	his	bedroom.		He	told	her	the	combination.		He	

told	 her	 inside	 the	 safe	was	 a	 brief	 case	with	 bank	 names,	

account	numbers,	 pass	 codes,	 everything	 she	would	need	 if	

anything	happened	to	him.		He	said	he	wanted	to	make	sure	

she	was	taken	care	of.		He	said	the	safe	was	in	the	closet	behind	

his	clothes.		They	made	small	talk.		She	agreed	to	marry	him.		

We	tuned	out	when	things	started	heating	up	between	them.		

Bob	 looked	at	me	and	 said,	 “Are	you	kidding?	 	All	we	

have	to	do	is	blast	those	two,	get	the	information	to	drain	his	

accounts	with	his	pass	codes.		This	is	too	easy.		It’s	like	picking	

grapes.”		

I	knew	I	needed	Bob’s	trust.		I	needed	to	prove	myself.		I	

agreed	to	head	over	to	their	yacht	after	they	had	fallen	asleep.		

Tie	up	my	dinghy	 to	 the	back	and	head	 for	 the	bedroom.	 	 I	



would	hit	them	both	several	times	with	the	laser	then	leave.		

The	next	morning	before	sunrise	I	would	return	and	get	into	

the	 safe,	 grab	 the	 briefcase;	 shut	 the	 safe	 like	 nothing	 had	

happened	and	head	back	to	The	Marjorie.	

Bob	liked	the	plan.		Why	wouldn’t	he?		I	was	taking	the	

risk	and	doing	all	the	dirty	work.	

I	listened	in	on	the	sleeping	couple.		They	were	both	out	

and	snoring	like	sleeping	drunks.	

The	dinghy	had	two	motors,	a	gas	and	an	electric.		The	

electric	motor	was	perfect,	as	it	made	absolutely	no	noise.	

It	was	common	for	rich	yacht	owners	to	give	their	crew	

time	 off,	 while	 they	 dropped	 anchor	 in	 the	 harbor,	

entertaining	a	new	flown-in	lover,	to	be	all	alone	on	their	big	

floating	playground.		

I	reached	the	yacht.		Tied	off	to	the	back	ladder.		Climbed	

up	 and	 headed	 for	 the	 cabin.	 	 I	 followed	 the	 sound	 of	 the	

snoring	with	the	laser.		They	were	still	deep	in	sleep	with	no	

idea	it	would	be	their	last	night	together.		

I	quietly	opened	the	cabin	door.	 	 I	got	up	as	close	as	 I	

dare.	 	 I	could	see	the	outline	of	their	bodies	underneath	the	

satin	sheets.		Their	faces	were	down.		That	was	fine	with	me	

as	it	made	my	job	less	personal.		

I	zapped	them	several	times	each,	making	sure	I	had	hit	

my	mark.		I	left	the	yacht.	

Back	 on	 board	 The	 Marjorie,	 Bob	 was	 making	 more	

plans.	 	 He	 had	 written	 down	 the	 names	 of	 several	 yachts	



around	the	harbor	with	ideas	of	who	he	wanted	to	listen	in	on.		

He	also	had	another	hit	list	of	other	hedge	fund	clients.		

I	had	to	curb	his	enthusiasm	and	explain	we	needed	to	

wait	for	a	while	to	see	how	tonight	panned	out.		

I	set	my	alarm	for	5:00	AM.			

Bob	 came	 crashing	 into	 my	 room	 still	 sleepy,	 but	 all	

excited,	 like	 he	 was	 five	 years	 old	 and	 it	 was	 Christmas	

morning.	

He	said,	“Stevie,	head	over	and	grab	that	briefcase!”		

When	I	walked	 into	 the	cabin	of	 the	drunken	 lovers	 it	

was	obvious	they	were	not	breathing.		I	had	written	down	the	

safe	 combination	 from	 the	 recording	 the	 night	 before.	 	 The	

rich	drunk	had	made	 it	 very	 clear	on	how	 to	open	 the	 safe,	

knowing	 he	 was	 explaining	 something	 new	 to	 his	 drunken	

female	lover.		

The	safe	opened.		The	briefcase	was	inside.		I	was	gone.	

Bob	and	I	toasted	our	champagne	glasses	as	the	sun	was	

coming	 up.	 	 Bob	 had	 already	 gone	 over	 the	 contents	 of	 the	

brief	 case.	 	 He	was	 giddy.	 	 This	 rich	 dead	 guy	was	 beyond	

wealthy.		He	was	the	heir	to	some	oil	tycoon	from	Oklahoma.		

He	was	probably	the	son	who	had	never	worked	a	day	in	his	

life.		

Bob	 had	 an	 account	 in	 Switzerland,	 a	 country	 where	

questions	were	not	asked.		It	was	in	the	name	of	a	corporation	

and	 was	 not	 linked	 in	 any	 way	 to	 him	 or	 his	 American	

credentials.	



He	said,	“Steven,	you	have	got	to	watch	this.”	

Bob	took	me	into	his	elaborate	office	and	sat	down	at	his	

computer.		He	had	already	opened	up	Mr.	Drunks	account	and	

was	about	to	transfer	all	his	money	to	Switzerland.		

I	said,	“Am	I	reading	that	correctly?”	

Bob	 said,	 “Yep,	 twenty	 two	 million,	 seven	 hundred,	

forty-eight	thousand	dollars.		This	sure	beats	working.		Plus	I	

got	a	new	Rolex.”		He	showed	me	his	wrist	sporting	a	watch	he	

had	found	in	the	briefcase.		He	pushed	the	transfer	button.		

Bob	said,	“Steven,	I’m	going	to	buy	you	a	big	steak	dinner	

tonight.”	

I	 started	 to	 realize	 how	 evil	 Bob	 was,	 but	 worse,	 I	

understood	 why.	 	 I	 knew	 better	 than	 anyone	 that	 when	

everything	you	hold	dear	 is	 taken	away,	you	 just	don’t	 care	

anymore,	 because	your	 thinking	 changes	 and	you	 lose	 your	

sense	of	feeling.			

This	was	becoming	a	sick	game,	and	neither	one	of	us	

cared	about	the	possible	consequences.		We	got	high	on	being,	

well,	evil.		We	had	nothing	left	to	lose	and	we	didn’t	care	about	

anything	or	anybody.		Nothing	seemed	sacred	anymore.		

One	thing	for	sure	is	that	I	had	Bob’s	trust.		He	needed	

me	and	he	wanted	to	see	what	else	we	could	pull	off.		

Bob	told	me	about	all	the	scuttlebutt	back	home	in	Red	

Rock	 City,	 with	 all	 the	 past	 deaths	 of	 the	 prominent	 men	

around	town.	 	He	had	called	his	secretary	who	filled	him	in.		

He	knew	we	should	be	heading	back	soon.			



I	told	Bob	that	I	wanted	to	stay	in	the	Cayman’s	for	a	few	

days	 to	 make	 sure	 there	 weren’t	 any	 repercussion	 of	 our	

night’s	activities.		He	agreed.		

I	said	goodbye	and	decided	to	stay	on	the	yacht	until	I	

decided	to	return	home.		Bob	was	to	call	me	when	he	got	back	

to	Red	Rock	City.		

In	a	strange	way	Bob	and	I	needed	each	other.	 	There	

was	no	one	we	could	talk	to	or	confide	in.		Things	had	turned	

around,	from	him	wanting	to	kill	me,	to	becoming	close	friends	

and	partners	in	crime.	

I	needed	time	to	think.		Bob	knew	I	could	have	taken	his	

life	at	anytime	but	he	knew	I	refrained.	 	It’s	like	I	wanted	to	

team	up	with	him.		He	had	assets	and	skill	sets	and	knowledge	

that	 I	 didn’t	 have.	 	 He	 had	 credibility	 as	 an	 attorney.	 	 We	

belonged	together,	as	sick	as	that	sounded.		

Bob	called	me	on	Monday	morning.		I	reported	that	all	

was	calm	here	but	 I	expected	someone	 to	climb	aboard	our	

friends	boat	when	he	doesn’t	answer	his	emails	or	phone	for	

the	next	few	days.	 	 I	knew	our	dead	drunk	friend	led	a	very	

private	life	and	I	was	pretty	sure	the	authorities	would	not	be	

looking	for	him	as	a	missing	person.	

A	few	days	later	I	noticed	a	small	boat	with	two	men	in	

it	approaching	 the	drunken	yacht.	 	They	boarded	and	spent	

some	time	hidden	from	view.		After	about	thirty	minutes,	the	

yachts	anchor	was	brought	up	and	it	headed	out	to	sea.	



I	knew	exactly	what	was	going	on.		The	men	found	the	

man	and	woman	dead.		They	weren’t	about	to	alert	the	media,	

so	they	headed	to	sea	to	give	them	both	a	proper,	and	a	very	

deep-six	burial.	

I	guess	no	one	will	ever	link	me	to	that	one.		I	felt	safe	

and	somewhat	stimulated	like	I	had	just	taken	cookies	from	

the	cupboard	without	anyone	knowing.		I	was	a	sick	man,	and	

worse,	I	didn’t	give	it	much	thought.	

I	called	Bob	and	gave	him	the	news	in	a	vague	way	as	if	

someone	 was	 listening	 in.	 	 Without	 saying	 too	 much	 he	

understood	exactly	what	I	said.			

Bob	was	bored.		He	wanted	more.		He	was	coming	back	

down.	

Three	 days	 later	 Bob	was	 back	 in	 the	warm	weather,	

back	with	me	in	the	Cayman’s.	

As	we	sat	on	the	back	of	the	yacht	eating	breakfast,	he	

said	something	interesting.		

“Steven,”	he	said.	“Do	you	ever	wonder	why	we	do	what	

we	do,	I	mean	what	compels	men	to	do	anything	that	they	do,	

good	or	bad?”		

I	 wasn’t	 awake	 enough	 to	 have	 such	 a	 deep	

conversation.		I	told	him	what	I	thought	the	reasons	were.		It	

was	because	of	 the	 loss	 in	our	 lives.	 	We	also	refused	to	get	

close	to	anyone	for	fear	that	they	might	be	taken	from	us.	

Bob	liked	that	answer.		It	was	as	though	he	needed	some	

justification	for	all	the	bad	things	he	had	done	in	his	life.			



I	said,	“Bob,	I	stopped	believing	in	God	a	long	time	ago.		

It’s	hard	for	me	to	imagine	a	God	that	allows	so	much	suffering	

for	so	many	innocent	people.		Not	like	the	assholes	we’ve	done	

away	 with,	 I’m	 talking	 about	 good,	 well	 meaning,	 innocent	

people.”		

He	agreed.	

Bob	 told	me	 about	 a	 similar	 conversation	 he	 had	 had	

with	my	father.		He	said	that	the	war	had	really	messed	him	

up.		Dad	told	him	stories	that	he	could	never	repeat	due	to	the	

nightmares	his	graphic	descriptions	had	caused	him.		

Bob	 looked	 at	 me.	 	 He	 had	 tears	 in	 his	 eyes.	 	 He	

proceeded	 to	 tell	 me	 about	 his	 wife.	 	 He	 was	 mad	 at	 God	

because	He	took	his	wife	away	from	him.			

He	said,	“Just	as	we	had	a	few	things,	and	some	money	

in	 the	 bank,	where	we	 could	 actually	 enjoy	 life	 a	 little,	 she	

contracts	cancer	and	three	months	later	I’m	putting	her	in	the	

ground.		What	kind	of	a	God	does	that?		A	bullshit	God	that’s	

who.”		

Bob	and	I	both	had	God	issues.			

	 	



	

CHAPTER	FIFTEEN	

HOW	MUCH	IS	ENOUGH?	

	

Bob	and	I	were	chatting	about	money.	

“I	mean,	how	much	money	does	a	person	really	need?”	

said	Bob.			

We	started	talking	that	maybe	our	mission	in	life	was	to	

rid	the	world	of	bad	people.		We	had	the	tools	to	do	it	with.		We	

both	agreed	that	there	were	way	too	many	creeps	in	the	world	

to	take	out.		

Bob	and	I	talked	about	our	feelings.		We	agreed	that	we	

really	 didn’t	 have	 any	 feelings	 anymore.	 	 We	 had	 become	

hardened	in	our	hearts.		

We	both	wondered	if	there	was	any	hope	left	for	us.	

He	said,	“Stevie,	you	are	just	a	kid	and	look	what	I	have	

you	wrapped	up	in.		How	are	you	supposed	to	have	a	future?”		

I	said,	“I’ve	thought	about	this	a	lot	Bob.		I	have	come	to	

the	conclusion	that	the	only	way	to	have	any	kind	of	life	is	to	

learn	 to	 push	 everything	 bad	 aside.	 	 It’s	 impossible	 to	 just	

forget	about	it.		So	I	have	figured	out	that	you	have	to	throw	it	



in	a	box	somewhere	in	the	back	of	your	mind,	and	lock	that	

box,	if	you	don’t,	you’ll	go	crazy.”		

The	sun	was	setting	in	the	west	and	it	was	beautiful.	

Bob	 and	 I	 decided	 to	 go	 back	 to	 town,	 find	 a	 nice	

restaurant	and	have	dinner.		I	was	craving	some	comfort	food	

like	mashed	potatoes	and	meatloaf.		Something	like	Mom	used	

to	make.		

We	found	a	nice	restaurant	at	the	first	resort	we	came	

to.	 	It	was	an	upscale	place	and	it	looked	like	a	lot	of	money	

passed	through	it.		

I	watched	Bob	as	he	looked	around.		I	knew	what	he	was	

thinking	 as	 he	 stopped	 and	 stared	 at	 a	 high-class	 looking	

couple	in	the	corner.			

I	handed	him	the	laser.		He	put	in	the	earpiece,	pointed	

and	started	tuning	in.		I	didn’t	care	how	cool	the	conversation	

was,	I	didn’t	want	to	hear	it.			

Eves	dropping	was	new	for	Bob	and	it	was	still	exciting.		

As	for	me,	I	was	over	it.		

Bob	 said	 the	 couple	was	 there	 from	Arizona	 and	 they	

were	 both	 cheating	 on	 their	 spouses.	 	 He	 listened	 like	 he	

couldn’t	get	enough.		

		 After	a	few	minutes	I	motioned	as	if	to	say,	“Okay,	give	

the	laser	back,	you’ve	had	your	fun.”	

Bob	 looked	 at	 me	 like	 a	 dejected	 child.	 	 He	 took	 the	

earpiece	out	and	handed	it	back	with	the	pen.		

“Awe,”	he	said,	“It	was	just	getting	good.”	



“I	know,	I	know,”	I	said.	

I	asked	Bob	if	he	ever	thought	about	closing	up	his	law	

practice	in	Red	Rock	City	and	retiring.		

He	said,	“What	would	I	do	then?”	

I	looked	around	and	said,	“This.”			

I	said,	“Bob	you	have	a	yacht,	money,	and	freedom	to	do	

anything	you	want.		Why	are	you	still	in	Red	Rock	City?”		

He	 honestly	 was	 stumped.	 	 He	 couldn’t	 answer	 the	

question.	

Then	he	said,	“Probably	because	no	one	ever	said	I	could	

leave.”	

I	said,	“Bob,	I’m	giving	you	permission	to	leave.”	

A	new	look	of	freedom	came	over	his	face.	

“Wow,”	 he	 said.	 “It’s	 like	 I	 can	 see	 myself	 selling	 my	

home,	getting	rid	of	everything	and	watching	Red	Rock	City	

disappear	in	my	rearview	mirror.”	

		 “A	total	feeling	of	freedom,”	he	said.	

Bob	had	been	in	Red	Rock	City	since	he	was	born.		His	

father	 and	mother	were	born	 there.	 	He	 lost	his	wife	 there.		

Their	firstborn	died	at	birth.		A	little	boy.			

He	was	afraid	to	leave.	 	It	was	all	he	had	to	remember	

his	losses	by.	

Bob	 looked	at	me	and	said,	 “Steven,	 you	are	 the	 son	 I	

never	had.		I’m	so	sorry	I	had	bad	plans	for	you.”		

I	said,	“You’re	forgiven.”	



Bob	said	he	would	arrange	to	have	a	new	bank	account	

opened	 for	me	 in	 Switzerland	and	also	 in	 the	Caymans	 and	

that	I	would	get	my	father’s	half	of	everything,	even	the	newly	

acquired	drunk	money.		

Bob	and	I	discussed	how	we	would	both	leave	Red	Rock	

City.		We	made	individual	lists	of	what	we	had	to	do	to	walk	

away	and	to	never	look	back.		

We	both	agreed	that	we	had	years	of	accumulated	things	

that	needed	to	be	gone	through.		

By	the	end	of	the	day	we	compared	lists.		We	both	agreed	

that	we	should	return	to	Red	Rock	City	and	start	checking	off	

our	list	items	one	by	one.		

It	was	a	little	unnerving	walking	back	into	town.		We’d	

been	gone	for	a	few	weeks	and	the	town	was	still	talking	about	

the	 oddity	 of	 all	 the	 deaths	 that	 had	 happened	 so	 close	

together.		Folks	were	all	saying	the	town	must	be	cursed.	

Looking	back,	I	realized	I	should	have	put	some	space	in	

between	each	laser	blast.	

I	 walked	 into	 the	 house.	 	 It	 smelled	 of	 uneaten	 food	

rotting	 in	 the	 sink.	 	 I	 was	 starting	 to	 get	 over	 this	 house.		

Nothing	appealed	to	me	as	I	looked	around.		All	the	memories	

had	disappeared	with	those	who	had	lived	there.	 	My	family	

was	gone.		

I	started	to	cry.		I	missed	them.		I	missed	the	smell	of	my	

mother.		I	went	up	to	her	closet	and	smelled	her	dresses	and	

her	 fading	 scent.	 	 My	 Dad’s	 closet	 was	 still	 untouched.	 	 I	



opened	 the	 bag	 of	 rum	 tobacco	 on	 his	 dresser.	 	 That	 old	

familiar	smell	filled	my	senses.		I	cried	some	more.	

If	the	authorities	came	crashing	through	the	door	right	

now	and	arrested	me	 for	every	bad	 thing	 I	had	ever	done	 I	

wouldn’t	have	even	cared.		They	could	lock	me	in	a	small	cell	

and	throw	away	the	key.		I	wouldn’t	care.		I	missed	my	family.	

I	sat	on	Mom	and	Dad’s	bed	and	thought	about	how	cruel	

it	was	to	not	be	caught	or	punished	for	everything	I	had	done.		

Being	 free	 to	 walk	 around	 knowing	 what	 I	 had	 done	 was	

punishment	in	and	of	itself.		

I	thought	that	getting	caught	would	actually	bring	a	sigh	

of	 relief,	 to	know	 it	was	 finally	over.	 	 I	 feared	 that	no	 relief	

would	ever	come.		I	would	just	have	to	take	my	secrets	to	the	

grave.		

	 	



	

CHAPTER	SIXTEEN	

IT’S	CLEAN	UP	TIME	

	

I	 called	 the	 city	 and	 ordered	 a	 huge	 dumpster	 to	 be	

placed	in	the	driveway.		I	put	Dennis’	car	in	a	storage	unit.		I	

started	going	through	every	paper,	every	box,	every	envelope,	

through	the	pages	of	every	book,	everything.		I	was	throwing	

out	 every	piece	 of	 anything	 that	 had	no	 value.	 	 There	were	

hundreds	of	Christmas	cards	my	mother	had	kept	through	the	

years.	 	 I	decided	to	keep	them.	 	 I	put	all	 the	books	 in	a	pile.		

They	were	mostly	my	Dad’s	collection.		I	decided	to	keep	them.		

The	problem	was,	everything	had	value,	sentimental	value.				

This	was	harder	 than	 I	expected.	 	At	 this	 rate	 I	would	

never	fill	that	dumpster.	

I	 started	 to	 develop	 a	 system	 about	 what	 would	 go	

where.		I	thought	it	silly	to	keep	all	my	parents	clothes.		I	went	

through	my	Dad’s	pockets	of	all	his	suit	pants	and	jackets.		He	

loved	 lemon	 cough	 drops.	 	 I	 found	 several	 along	 with	 the	

occasional	quarter	or	dime.		In	one	pair	of	pants	I	found	a	five-

dollar	bill.		Jackpot.		



I	filled	huge	black	garbage	bags	with	Mom’s	dresses	and	

things	that	I	would	take	to	the	good	will.		I	was	glad	I	had	the	

van	 so	 I	 could	 deliver	 everything.	 	 I	 finally	 decided	 to	 take	

Dad’s	books	and	magazines	to	the	library	as	a	donation.		

The	 furniture	was,	well,	worn.	 	What	amazed	me	was,	

with	all	the	money	Dad	had,	he	never	spent	any.		Keeping	a	low	

profile	I	guess.		

Day	after	day,	cleaning	out	one	room	at	a	time.		I	saved	

Brian’s	room	for	last.		The	memories	of	going	through	all	his	

things	caused	me	to	sit	and	cry	dozens	of	times.		Something	a	

brother	should	never	have	to	do.		Poor	Brian,	I	will	miss	him	

forever.		

It’s	amazing	how	certain	events	can	change	the	course	

of	life	for	everyone.		Even	Julie’s	life	was	changed.		What	if	she	

and	Brian	had	gotten	married,	had	children,	raised	them	to	be	

adults?		What	if,	what	if.		

This	whole	thing	made	me	nauseous.	 	It’s	no	wonder	I	

just	wanted	to	leave	this	place,	to	run	away	forever.		Will	I	ever	

come	to	terms	with	it	all?		

On	the	other	side	of	town	Bob	was	doing	the	same	thing.		

After	 years	 of	 pain	 he	 decided	 he	 was	 happier	 in	 warm	

weather	on	an	island	in	the	far	south.		

He	 too	 was	 purging	 and	 preparing	 to	 sell	 the	 family	

home,	to	close	up	his	practice,	to	leave	town	forever.	

	 	



	

CHAPTER	SEVENTEEN	

ALL	GOOD	THINGS	END	

	

It	 took	me	 almost	 a	 month	 to	 finish	 cleaning	 out	 my	

parent’s	home.		I’m	surprised	it	didn’t	take	longer.		I	donated	

pretty	much	everything	in	the	house	just	to	get	it	gone.		Dad’s	

garage	 tools,	 everything	 was	 taken	 somewhere	 and	 given	

away.		

I	 kept	 Big	 Betty.	 	 I	 just	 couldn’t	 let	 her	 go.	 	 She	

represented	 everything	 that	 had	 been	 good	 in	 my	 life.		

Everything	on	her	had	been	thought	about	and	created	by	two	

brothers	who	loved	each	other.			

I	put	Big	Betty’s	pieces	in	the	van	and	left	for	Sioux	Falls.		

I	went	to	Smitty’s	store	to	leave	her	there.		I	asked	Smitty	if	he	

could	have	cases	made	to	protect	her	 if	 I	were	to	put	her	 in	

storage	for	a	while.		He	said	he	would	call	me	when	the	cases	

where	done.		Then	I	had	a	change	of	heart.		I	walked	back	into	

the	hobby	 shop	 and	 told	 Smitty	 to	put	 big	Betty	 on	display	

along	with	showing	the	video	to	future	plane	enthusiasts.		He	

smiled	and	thanked	me	several	times.	



I	 returned	 home	 to	 Red	 Rock	 City.	 	 I	 listed	 the	 home	

again.	 	My	 intention	was	 to	 sell	 to	 the	 first	 offer	 that	 came	

along.	 	 The	 home	 had	 been	 paid	 off	 for	 several	 years	 so	 it	

would	be	an	easy	sale	with	no	loose	ends.		I	decided	to	leave	

Dennis’	car	in	storage	for	a	while	until	I	figured	out	what	to	do	

with	it.		

I	paid	a	visit	to	Bob.		He	had	just	listed	his	home	and	was	

making	his	final	preparations	to	leave	town.			

He	 said,	 “Hey	 Steven,	 why	 don’t	 you	 come	 with	 me?		

Come	down	to	the	Cayman’s	and	stay	on	the	boat.	

As	I	wasn’t	sure	exactly	what	my	next	move	was	going	

to	be,	I	said,	“I’ll	have	to	think	about	that	Bob.”		

I	knew	we	had	done	some	damage	together	and	I	wasn’t	

sure	if	I	wanted	to	team	up	again.		

We	hugged	and	said	our	goodbyes.	

Driving	out	of	Red	Rock	City	this	time	was	different.	 	I	

was	very	melancholy.		I	felt	remorse.		I	felt	sadness.		I	decided	

to	 take	 one	 last	 drive	 to	 the	 cemetery	west	 of	 town	 to	 say	

goodbye	to	Mom	and	Dad	and	Brian.		I	had	plans	to	sprinkle	

Brian’s	ashes	somewhere.	 	 I	decided	he	needed	to	stay	with	

Mom	and	Dad	so	I	had	his	urn	buried	beside	their	graves.		

I	stood	there	looking	down	at	their	headstones.		Seeing	

their	names	carved	in	the	stone	was	surreal.		They	were	gone,	

and	I	was	all,	all	alone.		I	turned	and	walked	away.		Was	there	

anything	that	could	ever	fill	this	void	I	was	feeling?	



I	got	in	my	van	and	just	sat	there	for	what	seemed	like	

forever.		I	felt	frozen.		I	had	nowhere	to	go.	

Just	then	my	cell	phone	rang,	breaking	the	silence.	 	

“Hello	 Steven,	 It’s	Bob.	 	Are	 you	 sure	 you	won’t	 come	

with	me	to	the	Cayman’s?		I’m	at	the	hanger,	please	come,	I’ll	

wait,	I	need	you.”	

I	took	a	deep	breath,	paused,	then	said,	“I’m	on	my	way.”					

(to	be	continued)	
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