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Introduction	
	

To	 hear	 their	 names	 announced	 from	 the	 honor	 roll,	was	 a	
dream	come	true	for	John,	Brad	and	Javier.		The	long	road	to	
getting	their	business	degrees	from	the	University	of	Utah	had	
now	come	to	an	end.		Everything	was	in	place.		Javier’s	Father	
had	consented	to	becoming	their	silent	financial	partner.		He	
had	committed	to	the	asked	for	One	Million	Dollars	US	and	had	
already	 written	 a	 $50,000	 check	 to	 Brad,	 which	 had	 now	
cleared	the	bank.	 	This	money	was	 in	good	faith	and	was	to	
help	John	and	Brad	set	up	the	business	in	Miami	while	Javier	
went	back	to	France	 to	visit	his	 family.	 	He	would	 later	 join	
them	in	Florida.	

Graduation	day	was	exciting	as	everyone	was	there	with	
congratulatory	handshakes	to	all	three	of	them	for	graduating	
with	 honors	 and	 for	 their	 exciting	 future	 in	 the	 business	
security	 software	arena.	 	They	had	all	been	 researching	 the	
best	areas	for	a	new	business	start	up	and	had	all	agreed	that	
Miami	would	give	 them	 the	perfect	home	base	 for	business	
and	 fun.	 	 They	 were	 young,	 good	 looking,	 ambitious,	 and	
determined	on	making	millions	of	dollars	as	fast	as	they	could,	
and	they	all	loved	the	sun	and	the	ocean.	

The	 day	 after	 graduation,	 John	 and	 Brad	 said	 their	
goodbyes	to	 Javier	at	 the	hotel	before	he	 left	 for	 the	airport	
with	his	parents.		John	and	Brad	had	arranged	an	appointment	
at	the	Salt	Lake	Mercedes	Dealership	to	lease	their	new	cars.		
Once	they	had	secured	the	leases	they	would	pick	the	cars	up	
in	Miami	to	save	on	shipping.		

Their	 credit	 was	 limited	 but	 they	 knew	 the	 sales	
manager	 and	 along	 with	 a	 large	 down	 payment,	 the	 loan	
approval	would	be	easier	locally.			

That	evening	they	boarded	a	direct	flight	to	Miami.		On	
the	plane	they	looked	at	each	other	and	started	laughing.			

“Can	you	believe	the	past	two	days?”	said	Brad.			



John	said,	“Pinch	me	man.”			
They	were	as	giddy	as	choirboys	before	a	performance.			
The	next	morning	they	ordered	room	service	from	their	

seventeenth	floor	hotel	suite	that	over	looked	the	bay.		As	they	
sipped	their	orange	juice	from	their	balcony	they	went	over	
the	days	itinerary.			

First,	get	down	to	the	Mercedes	dealer	by	10	AM	to	take	
delivery	of	their	new	rides.		At	2	PM	they	were	to	meet	their	
office-leasing	manager	to	sign	for	their	new	office,	then	at	4	
PM	they	were	meeting	with	their	real	estate	gal	to	check	out	
their	new	high-rise	apartment	overlooking	Miami.			

It	was	a	little	excessive	they	both	agreed,	but	it	was	all	
part	of	 the	million-dollar	budget.	 	Besides,	 they	had	worked	
hard	to	be	at	the	top	of	their	class,	a	requirement	from	Javier’s	
father	when	he	agreed	to	fund	their	new	venture.			

They	knew	they	needed	 to	celebrate.	 	They	also	knew	
that	it	was	a	little	pre-mature	since	they	still	didn’t	have	the	
million-dollar	 funding	 in	place.	 	They	decided	 to	put	off	 the	
victory	dance	and	start	interviewing	programmers	as	soon	as	
possible	 in	 preparation	 for	 Javier’s	 arrival,	 and	 more	
importantly,	his	father’s	check.			

Javier	was	scheduled	to	arrive	the	following	Friday.			
	
Friday	 came	and	 John	 and	Brad	were	 anxious	 as	 they	

waited	for	his	plane	to	come	in.			
Everything	had	gone	according	to	plan.		The	apartment	

was	amazing.	 	 It	came	completely	 furnished	and	was	a	total	
bachelor	 pad	 perfect	 for	 entertaining	 and	 impressing	 new	
lady	friends.			

The	new	cars	were	impressive.		Two	black	identical	CL-
500’s.	 	 The	 payments	were	 steep,	 but	 again,	 it	was	 all	well	
within	the	budget.			



The	office	was	the	perfect	Miami	environment	complete	
with	a	modern	gym	and	a	luxury	spa	of	the	highest	level.		This	
was	going	to	be	an	amazing	ride.		They	were	set.			

The	sun	was	slowly	sinking	to	the	west	as	Javier’s	plane	
touched	down.		They	watched	as	it	taxied	to	the	gate.		As	the	
passengers	 started	 to	 appear	 from	 the	 door	 way	 their	
anticipation	grew	even	more.	 	They	had	dreamed	about	this	
moment	 for	 a	 long	 time	 and	 it	was	now	becoming	 a	 reality	
with	Javier’s	presence	and	his	fathers’	capital	investment.			

The	plan	was	to	get	the	check	in	the	bank	first	thing	in	
the	morning.		Secure	Javier’s	apartment	down	the	hall	then	go	
crazy	on	Miami	with	their	anticipated	pent	up	celebration.			

The	last	passenger	came	through	the	door,	but	it	wasn’t	
Javier.		They	waited	a	few	minutes	longer	thinking	Javier	was	
pulling	 one	 of	 his	 predictable	 jokes	 by	making	 them	wait	 a	
little	longer.		Still,	no	Javier.			

Something	 was	 wrong.	 	 They	 stood	 at	 the	 main	 gate	
confused	as	the	attendant	said	there	was	no	one	on	the	flight	
by	that	name.		John	said,	“Can	you	please	check	your	computer	
again?	 	 His	 name	 is	 Javier…”	 The	 stink	 eye	 look	 from	 the	
attendant	validated	that	he	was	definitely	not	on	the	plane.			

In	a	panic	they	called	Javier’s	cell	number	forgetting	it	
had	already	been	disconnected	since	they	had	all	agreed	to	get	
new	cell	phones	once	they	were	established	in	Miami.			

John	 and	 Brad	 found	 a	 table	 at	 one	 of	 the	 airport	
restaurants	so	they	could	sit	down	and	figure	this	thing	out.		
They	realized	they	had	no	number	for	Javier	in	France.		They	
had	no	information	on	his	family	or	his	father	as	Javier	always	
did	the	communicating.		This	didn’t	make	sense.		All	they	could	
do	was	wait.		There	must	be	some	sort	of	explanation.		Javier	
would	call.		They	knew	he	would.		They	hoped	he	would.	 	



CHAPTER	1.		
	
There	is	something	special	about	Miami.	 	It	seems	like	

every	 high-rise	 window	 faces	 east,	 ready	 and	 prepared	 to	
catch	the	early	morning	sun	as	its	soft	light	greets	the	day.			

Brad	and	John	were	early	risers,	a	habit	they	had	learned	
together	as	missionary	companions	in	Paraguay	many	years	
ago.		They	were	both	Mormon.		Brad	was	from	Salt	Lake	City	
and	John	had	been	raised	in	Sacramento,	California.			

They	 both	 had	 an	 amazing	 work	 ethic	 and	 they	 had	
always	 prided	 themselves	 in	 being	 impeccable	 with	 their	
word.	 	Through	 the	years	 they	had	 shared	books	with	each	
other.	 	 One	 of	 their	 favorites	 was	 a	 book	 called	 “The	 Four	
Agreements,”	by	Don	Miguel	Ruiz.		The	first	agreement	was	to	
be	“Impeccable	With	Your	Word.”		It	states	this.		“Speak	with	
integrity.		Say	only	what	you	mean.		Avoid	using	the	word	to	
speak	 against	 yourself	 or	 to	 gossip	 about	 others.	 	 Use	 the	
power	of	your	word	in	the	direction	of	truth	and	love.”			

Many	 people	would	 think	 that	 being	 impeccable	with	
your	word	was	 to	 always	 tell	 the	 truth.	 	 This	 is	 not	 exactly	
what	it	was	saying.		The	power	of	the	word	can	be	so	strong	
that	it	can	literally	bring	people	to	tears	in	a	good	or	in	a	bad	
way.		Being	kind	to	others	and	to	yourself	through	your	words	
was	 the	 true	 meaning	 of	 the	 first	 agreement	 and	 it	 was	
something	they	both	believed	in.			

When	 the	 boys	 announced	 that	 they	 were	 moving	 to	
Miami,	 it	 was	 met	 with	 mixed	 emotions	 from	 family	 and	
friends.	 	 Being	Mormon	 seemed	 to	 place	 a	 protective	 layer	
around	those	“in	the	faith.”		Every	member	tries	to	safeguard	
the	fold	from	the	evils	of	the	world	by	giving	their	opinion	and	
their	unsolicited	advice,	 usually	 all	 church	based.	 	 John	and	
Brad	 felt	 secure	 in	who	 they	were	and	what	 they	stood	 for.		
They	 knew	 they	 would	 be	 fine	 even	 within	 the	 clutches	 of	



Miami,	 one	 of	 the	 most	 famous	 cities	 for	 many	 unsavory	
practices.	 	 Mormons	 believed	 that	 they	 should	 live,	 “In	 the	
world,	but	not	of	the	world.”			

John	 finally	 broke	 the	 silence.	 	 “Where	 the	 heck	 is	
Javier?”			

“I	wish	I	knew,”	said	Brad.			
They	both	sat	in	silence	for	the	next	few	minutes.	 	Not	

knowing	was	the	worst.	 	They	had	met	Javier	in	one	of	their	
classes	 and	 instantly	 became	 friends.	 	 They	 loved	 his	
enthusiasm	and	his	goal	to	become	a	self-made	millionaire.		He	
didn’t	ever	want	to	be	thought	of	being	in	his	fathers	shadow	
or	 to	 be	 introduced	 as	 the	 son	 who	 worked	 for	 the	 family	
business.		Javier	was	driven.		He	had	always	been	reliable.		He	
had	 always	 been	 impeccable	 with	 his	 word,	 and	 now…	
nothing.	 	They	left	the	airport	together,	without	Javier…	and	
without	their	funding.			

The	next	morning	Brad	was	up	 early	 and	went	 to	 the	
fridge	to	fill	his	glass	with	orange	juice.		He	joined	John	out	on	
the	balcony	to	enjoy	the	sunrise	and	to	think.	 	The	morning	
sun	was	still	low	enough	where	it	wasn’t	too	hot	to	be	sitting	
outside.			

“Let’s	go	over	this	thing	again,”	said	Brad.		“Did	Javier’s	
father	seem	any	different	to	you	at	graduation?		Do	you	think	
he	changed	his	mind?”			

John	chimed	in,	“Who	gives	away	fifty	thousand	dollars	
for	fun?		He	must	have	been	serious,	I	mean	he	gave	us	fifty	
thousand	frickin’	dollars.”			

	
The	boys	went	back	and	forth	with	thoughts	of	foul	play,	

to	Javier	being	in	trouble,	to	his	father	having	a	change	of	heart	
to…	who	knows	what.		

“Just	 going	 cold	 and	 shutting	 us	 out	 with	 no	
explanation?”	said	John.			



The	 whole	 thing	 was	 a	 mystery	 with	 absolutely	 no	
answers	to	make	sense	of	the	situation	they	were	now	in.			

The	sun	was	starting	to	get	a	little	too	intense	for	sitting	
on	the	balcony	of	their	sixteenth	floor	luxury	apartment.		They	
went	inside	closing	the	sliding	door	behind	them.			

“What	to	do?”	said	John.			
“OK,”	 said	 Brad.	 	 “We’re	 not	 getting	 anywhere	 sitting	

here,	let’s	move	forward	as	if	we	have	no	investment	money	
coming.		First,	lets	figure	out	who	we	know	who	can	throw	us	
a	million	bucks.”			

They	both	knew	the	answer	to	that.		It	made	sense	that	
Javier’s	father	would	help	us.		He	was	rich	and	he	loved	his	son.		
Javier’s	father	never	even	asked	for	an	in-depth	business	plan,	
it	was	all	too	perfect.			

Here	was	the	problem.		Because	they	thought	they	had	a	
million	dollars	to	work	with,	everything	hinged	on	that.		They	
really	didn’t	need	the	huge	apartment,	the	fancy	cars	and	the	
high-end	 office	 to	work	 from,	 but	 now	 the	 leases	 had	 been	
signed	and	the	down	payments	had	been	made.	 	Not	a	great	
way	to	start	life	right	out	of	college.			

They	decided	that	it	would	be	too	premature	to	take	the	
cars	back	to	the	dealership	right	now	and	that	backing	out	of	
their	 real	 estate	 commitments	 would	 be	 embarrassing	 and	
could	cause	some	serious	repercussions.		This	course	of	action	
would	 ruin	 their	 credit	 and	 would	 sour	 any	 new	 financial	
partners	down	the	road.		They	had	to	secure	a	new	partner,	a	
rich	partner,	and	it	had	to	happen	as	soon	as	possible.		They	
were	about	to	sink	in	a	boat	they	hadn’t	even	built	yet.			

John’s	 cell	 phone	 rang.	 	 It	 wasn’t	 Javier.	 	 It	 was	 the	
furniture	people.		They	were	giving	us	the	heads	up	that	the	
furniture	would	be	delivered	to	the	office	in	an	hour	or	so	and	
they	needed	someone	to	be	there	with	a	key	to	let	them	in.			

The	boys	showered,	dressed	and	drove	John’s	Benz	ten	
blocks	over	to	the	new	office.		The	furniture	arrived	right	on	



time.	 	 It	was	 somewhat	 exciting	 removing	 the	plastic	wrap,	
exposing	 the	 fine	 Italian	 leather	 couches	 and	 chairs.	 	 The	
movers	placed	everything	where	it	needed	to	be	and	left.		John	
and	 Brad	 rearranged	 everything	 several	 times	 hoping	 this	
would	stimulate	some	new	ideas	with	some	options	to	take.		
They	 had	 decided	 they	 didn’t	 need	 an	 office	 phone	 since	
everyone	had	a	cell	and	they	were	going	to	be	writing	software	
not	answering	incoming	calls.		The	new	computers	would	be	
delivered	in	a	couple	of	hours	so	they	decided	to	brainstorm	
until	they	arrived.			

“Man,	what	a	mess,”	said	Brad,	while	falling	back	into	the	
new	black	leather	sofa.			

“STOP	FUCKIN’	SAYING	THAT,”	yelled	John.			
In	all	the	years	they	had	known	each	other,	neither	one	

had	 ever	 raised	 their	 voice.	 	 It	 was	 not	 the	 Mormon	 way.		
Remaining	calm	and	in	control	at	all	times	was	their	mantra.		
Mormons	never	swore	and	the	“F	word”	was	never	uttered.			

Brad	looked	at	John	in	disbelief	and	said,	“Excuse	me?”		
“I’m	so	sorry,”	said	John.	“I	don’t	know	where	that	came	

from.”			
“I	forgive	you,”	said	Brad.	
It	was	no	secret	that	there	was	some	tension	in	the	air.		

A	knock	came	at	the	door.		Brad	got	up	and	answered	it.		The	
new	Mac	 computers	had	arrived.	 	The	only	 things	 they	had	
decided	to	buy	not	lease.		At	least	if	things	blew	up	they	would	
still	have	the	tools	to	keep	writing	software.		
	 	



CHAPTER	2.		
	
Stress	is	caused	by	not	being	able	to	control	events	that	

are	happening	around	you.		Someone	once	said	that	there	are	
only	two	ways	to	handle	stress.		The	first	way	was	to	simply	
increase	 your	 ability	 to	 handle	 more	 stress.	 	 This	 usually	
ended	badly	as	eventually	the	stress	level	gets	to	be	too	much,	
ending	in	some	kind	of	mental	breakdown	or	anxiety	attack.		
The	second	and	best	way	to	handle	stress	was	to	get	control	
over	 the	 situation	 causing	 the	 stress.	 	 Having	 no	
communication	with	Javier	and	simply	not	knowing	what	the	
heck	was	going	on	was	causing	more	stress	than	the	boys	were	
used	to	as	they	had	no	way	of	controlling	anything	regarding	
Javier.			

For	the	most	part	John	and	Brads	lives	had	been	pretty	
sheltered	 and	 almost	 scripted.	 	 They	were	 taught	 from	 the	
time	they	were	little	boys	the	correct	path	their	lives	were	to	
follow.		You	graduate	from	high	school,	you	go	on	a	two-year	
mission,	you	come	home	and	get	married,	and	then…	you	get	
your	 college	 degree.	 	 If	 children	 came	 along	 God	 would	
provide,	as	starting	a	family	was	not	to	be	postponed	for	any	
reason.		Those	were	the	steps	and	that	was	the	order.			

The	boys	had	elected	 to	miss	a	 step	and	 to	not	worry	
about	marriage	until	they	were	financially	stable.		The	Church	
was	big	on	teaching	the	concept	of	free	agency.		Even	though	
the	 church	 leadership	 had	 laid	 out	 the	 correct	 path,	 the	
individual	 members	 still	 had	 their	 free	 agency	 to	 choose	
which	direction	they	wanted	to	follow.			

Brad	 and	 John	 had	 spent	 hours	 talking	 about	 this	
subject.		They	had	a	mutual	friend	who	had	returned	home	off	
his	mission,	got	engaged	within	4	months,	married	a	month	
later	 and	was	 in	 his	 first	 year	 of	 college.	 	 This	 guy	was	not	
happy.		He	did	what	he	thought	was	right,	trying	to	please	his	



parents	 and	 his	 church	 leaders.	 	 He	 confessed	 that	 he	 felt	
trapped	and	woke	up	one	morning	feeling	like	he	didn’t	even	
know	the	person	 lying	beside	him.	 	What	made	 things	even	
more	 stressful,	 his	 wife	 had	 just	 announced	 that	 she	 was	
pregnant.			

Brad	 and	 John	were	 in	 a	 tough	 spot.	 	 They	 definitely	
were	 stressed	 out.	 	Was	 God	 trying	 to	 teach	 them	 a	 lesson	
because	 they	 had	 put	 their	 education	 before	 finding	 their	
eternal	mate?	 	Had	God	withdrawn	 from	 them,	 did	 they	no	
longer	have	His	guidance	or	favor?			

Brad	 confessed	 that	 he	 hadn’t	 knelt	 down	 to	 pray	 for	
quite	 some	 time.	 	 Trying	 to	 get	 through	 college	 and	
graduation,	you	know	it’s	a	very	busy	time.			

The	boys	were	feeling	guilt.		Guilt	is	a	huge	issue	in	the	
Mormon	Church.	 	 Since	 childhood	you	are	 taught	 to	 always	
“Choose	 The	 Right.”	 	 In	 fact	 as	 little	 kids	 you	 were	 always	
encouraged	 to	 wear	 your	 CTR	 ring,	 which	 would	 always	
remind	you	to	do	the	right	thing.			

“Stop,”	said	Brad.	“This	is	crazy.	 	God	still	loves	us	and	
maybe	this	is	just	a	test	to	see	how	tough	we	really	are.		After	
all,	things	have	gone	pretty	dang	smooth	until	now.		Let’s	not	
worry	so	much	and	put	our	faith	in	God	that	everything	will	be	
fine.”		Famous	last	words…		

They	spent	the	next	week	outlining	their	plan	for	their	
first	software	product.		They	chose	software	because	their	exit	
strategy	was	to	eventually	sell	 the	company.	 	 Investors	 love	
software	products	because	they	can	be	improved	upon	for	all	
the	 customers	 via	 the	 Internet	 and	 you	 don’t	 need	 a	
warehouse	to	store	it	in,	such	as	manufactured	products.			

The	boys	worked	late	into	the	night	and	were	back	at	the	
office	early	every	morning.		They	decided	to	leave	the	nightlife	
alone	 for	 a	while	 since	 getting	 their	 first	 product	 ready	 for	
market	 was	 more	 important.	 	 They	 worked	 well	 together.		



They	were	both	excellent	programmers	and	were	 taught	by	
some	of	the	best.			

Their	first	product	was	going	to	be	a	security	product	for	
consumer	computers.		It	would	sell	for	$29.95	and	once	loaded	
on	your	computer	no	one	could	hack	into	it,	grabbing	personal	
account	information	etc.		It	was	fool	proof.		They	already	had	
interest	 from	 some	 of	 the	 big	 box	 electronic	 stores	 and	 of	
course	Walmart	and	Costco	had	reached	out	as	well.			

This	 job	really	required	more	than	the	two	of	 them	to	
get	 it	 done	 quickly,	 so	 they	 hired	 two	 talented	 young	 guns	
from	a	recruiting	agency.		The	fees	the	agency	charged,	along	
with	their	high	hourly	rate	and	the	extra	money	for	the	“rush	
job,”	plus	their	overtime	pay,	pretty	much	cleaned	them	out.		
They	knew	that	the	money	they	were	spending	was	a	lot	but	
would	 be	 well	 worth	 it,	 just	 knowing	 that	 their	 software	
program	would	be	finished.			

The	problem	was	this.	 	 Javier	had	most	of	the	code	on	
one	of	his	hard	drive’s	which	was	given	up	as	security	for	his	
father’s	comfort	in	advancing	the	fifty-thousand-dollars.		This	
fact	was	now	forcing	Brad	and	John	to	redo	all	of	their	hard	
work	trying	to	remember	what	they	had	already	done.			

“The	way	I	see	it,	we	are	good	for	about	six	more	weeks,”	
announced	 John.	 	 “With	 the	 leases	 all	 paid	 up	 for	 the	 next	
month	or	so	and	with	the	cash	we	have	in	the	bank,	we	should	
be	 good	 for	 about	 that	 long	 until	 things	 start	 getting	 ugly	
around	here.”			

The	boys	both	knew	that	 if	 they	put	their	heads	down	
and	with	the	added	help,	they	could	get	the	software	done	in	a	
timely	fashion.			

Brad	was	also	skilled	in	artwork	and	design	and	was	a	
wiz	 at	 Illustrator	 and	 Photoshop.	 	 He	 had	 already	 laid	 out	
some	proofs	for	the	packaging.	 	The	customers	would	buy	a	
5x6	piece	of	 glossy	 colorful	 cardboard	 that	 contained	 a	 key	
allowing	 the	 software	 to	be	downloaded	on	 line.	 	When	 the	



customer	paid	for	the	software	at	the	register	the	key	became	
active.		This	is	what	the	box	stores	wanted,	and	they	wanted	it	
as	soon	as	possible.	 	



CHAPTER	3.	
	

What	 an	 accomplishment!	 	 Five	 weeks	 of	 bell-to-bell,	
eight	to	faint,	and	of	course	lots	of	Diet	Coke.		Weeks	of	long	
hours	were	necessary	in	order	to	get	everything	finished	and	
tested.		Everything	was	now	done.		It	was	late	Friday	afternoon	
and	the	boys	decided	to	celebrate.			

They	knew	they	had	about	a	week	before	the	next	round	
of	lease	payments	came	due	on	the	office,	the	apartment	and	
the	cars.		They	knew	that	the	cash	was	not	going	to	be	pouring	
in	right	away	but	with	a	few	impressive	purchase	orders	from	
Costco,	Walmart	and	Best	Buy	they	knew	they	could	buy	some	
time	with	their	creditors	or	better	yet,	secure	a	business	loan	
from	a	local	bank.			

Miami	beach	is	amazing	at	night.		The	neon	lights	create	
a	seductive	glow	showing	off	the	scantily	clad	female	patrons	
strolling	 up	 and	 down	 the	 boulevard.	 	 Everyone	 is	 in	 party	
mode.	 	 Happy	 people	 with	 money	 driving	 glossy	 colored	
European	rides.	 	This	was	like	the	Disneyland	for	the	young	
nouveaux	 riche.	 	 Dance	 clubs,	 restaurants,	 bars	 and	 balmy	
night	air…	all	the	makings	of	the	pleasure	and	diversion	the	
boys	were	looking	for.			

John’s	 black	 polished	Mercedes	 fit	 right	 in	 as	 it	 crept	
down	 the	 street	 keeping	 pace	 with	 all	 the	 other	 high-end	
traffic.		The	boys	were	in	awe.		They	had	never	seen	so	many	
tanned,	beautiful,	absolutely	gorgeous	women	all	in	one	place	
before.	 	 They	made	 a	 couple	 of	 passes	 on	 the	 boulevard	 of	
beauty	and	decided	to	park	and	find	a	restaurant	to	eat	at.			

They	 found	a	valet	and	started	afoot	sauntering	down	
the	 glamorous	 strip	 of	 clean,	 unblemished	 asphalt.	 	 They	
walked	into	a	restaurant	that	looked	inviting	and	waited	for	a	
table.		They	were	escorted	outside	to	the	patio	right	beside	the	
boulevard,	almost	like	the	hostess	had	read	their	minds.		They	



both	 agreed	 that	 this	 was	 a	 most	 excellent	 vantage	 point.		
From	 this	 location	 they	 could	have	 a	wonderful	 dinner	 and	
still	keep	an	eye	on	the	streets	activities.		They	were	in	heaven.			

Due	to	their	conservative	up	bringing,	the	boys	retired	
home	early	for	the	night.		They	weren’t	ready	or	experienced	
for	all	that	Miami’s	seductive	nightlife	had	to	offer.			

They	agreed	 to	get	up	early,	 find	a	nice	breakfast	café	
then	cruise	down	to	the	ocean	in	search	of	a	sugar	white	beach	
and	bikinis	to	look	at.			

The	boys	were	not	as	 tanned	as	 they	wanted	 to	be	so	
they	 definitely	 wanted	 to	 shed	 their	 T-shirts	 and	 walk	 the	
beach	getting	some	morning	sun.		The	software	was	finished,	
their	stress	was	gone	and	life	was	good.			

They	 decided	 that	 first	 thing	 Monday	 morning	 they	
would	spend	their	time	reaching	out	to	their	box	store	clients	
who	would	place	product	orders	that	would	help	sustain	their	
determined,	yet	embryonic	company.			

Saturday	was	spent	mostly	at	the	beach.		They	had	met	
some	girls	who	were	vacationing	from	Georgia	the	next	state	
north.		They	were	seniors	at	Georgia	Tech	and	were	taking	a	
weekend	break.	 	They	hung	out	for	a	while,	bought	the	girls	
lunch	and	exchanged	phone	numbers.	 	The	boys	decided	 to	
conserve	their	money	and	stayed	in	that	night.			

Sunday	morning	found	them	enjoying	another	beautiful	
sunrise	on	the	balcony.		The	boys	had	decided	to	look	up	the	
nearest	Mormon	Church	congregation	to	attend	that	morning.		
It	 had	 been	 weeks	 since	 they	 had	 attended	 any	 church	
meetings	and	they	both	felt	it	was	time.		They	also	knew	that	
they	would	probably	be	calling	their	parents	that	night	to	let	
them	 know	 how	 things	 were	 progressing	 in	 Miami	 and	 it	
would	 be	 an	 added	 bonus	 to	 let	 them	know	 they	were	 still	
attending	church.			

As	 they	 walked	 into	 the	 chapel	 a	 man	 in	 his	 forties	
greeted	them.		He	shook	their	hands	welcoming	them	with	a	



program	outlining	the	Sacrament	Meeting	talks.		They	learned	
that	his	name	was	Brother	Stewart	and	he	had	lived	in	Miami	
his	whole	life.		He	sold	Life	Insurance	and	was	the	greeter	for	
todays	meeting.	 	 Everyone	 in	 the	Mormon	 Church	 is	 called	
Brother	and	Sister.		It	might	sound	odd	to	outsiders	but	it	felt	
completely	 comfortable	 to	 the	 boys	 and	 they	 felt	 right	 at	
home.			

They	sat	through	the	meeting	and	listened	to	the	talks	
given	by	three	members	from	the	congregation.	 	Two	adults	
and	 one	 youth	 speaker.	 	 The	 youth	 speaker	was	 a	 sixteen-
year-old	girl	who	was	very	bubbly	and	spoke	rather	fast.		Her	
talk	was	about	overcoming	adversity.		A	perfect	topic	for	what	
the	boys	were	going	through.			

John	leaned	over	to	Brad	and	said,	“What	does	she	know	
about	adversity?		She’s	only	sixteen.”			

With	that	they	pretty	much	dismissed	her	comments	on	
the	subject.			

The	Church	ward	was	 located	in	a	small	city	 just	west	
and	inland	from	Miami.		It	seemed	that	no	matter	where	you	
went,	 the	 Mormon	 people	 always	 looked	 and	 acted	 in	 a	
familiar	way.			

Brad	said,	“It	feels	like	these	folks	are	all	related	to	the	
members	 I	 used	 to	 go	 to	 church	 with	 back	 home.”	 	 He	
chuckled.			

John	nodded	in	agreement	saying,	“Ya,	us	Mormons,	we	
all	look	alike.”			

Church	 was	 slow	 and	 a	 little	 boring,	 especially	
compared	to	the	 lifestyle	the	boys	were	embarking	on.	 	The	
day	ended	with	calls	home	to	 family	and	 friends.	 	Everyone	
back	home	was	eager	to	hear	about	the	boy’s	success	and	of	
course	to	hear	about	their	social	life.		Since	there	really	was	no	
social	 life	 due	 to	 their	 frantic	 schedule	 they	 diverted	 the	
questions.		All	they	wanted	the	folks	back	home	to	know	was	
that	everything	was	great.		Everything	was	fine.	 	



CHAPTER	4.		
	
The	Monday	morning	calls	were	going	out	and	by	noon	

the	boys	would	be	counting	the	orders,	which	translated	into	
money	and	being	able	to	stay	in	Miami.			

The	 news	 that	 came	 in	 on	 the	 other	 end	 was	
heartbreaking	and	almost	criminal.		They	were	told	that	they	
were	about	three	weeks	too	late.		The	stores	had	already	inked	
a	deal	with	another	product.		A	near	identical	product	that	was	
scheduled	to	be	on	the	shelves	within	the	next	few	days.			

Brad	 asked	 the	 fatal	 question,	 “Where	 is	 this	 new	
product	based	out	of?”	

The	answer	came	back,	“France.”		Silence.	
How	could	he?		The	picture	was	now	clear.	 	Javier	had	

beaten	them	to	the	punch.		It	was	obvious	that	Javier’s	father	
made	good	on	his	promise	to	fund	the	company	knowing	he	
could	keep	Javier	 in	France,	meanwhile	making	more	on	his	
investment	without	John	and	Brad	tagging	along	as	partners.			

This	news	just	changed	everything.		The	boys	knew	that	
this	was	really	bad.		Brad	sat	down	on	the	stylish	black	sofa	in	
his	large	office.		John	sat	down	behind	Brad’s	desk.			

Brad	 said,	 “Never	 saw	 that	 coming.”	 	 They	were	 both	
speechless.			

“It	 was	 all	 our	 idea,”	 said	 John.	 “Everything	 was	 our	
idea…	 we	 laid	 it	 all	 out	 to	 Javier.	 	 Ninety	 percent	 of	 the	
programing	had	all	been	done.		Why	did	we	allow	him	to	have	
the	only	copy?”	

“We	trusted	him,”	said	Brad.	
It	was	 clear	 that	 the	million-dollar	 offer	 from	 Javier’s	

father	 was	 to	 get	 them	 so	 high	 into	 the	 clouds	 that	 they	
wouldn’t	suspect	a	thing.	 	He	probably	felt	 justified	since	he	
gave	them	fifty-thousand	dollars.		He	had	bought	their	idea	for	
fifty-thousand,	but	it	was	worth	so	much	more.	 	Since	Javier	



wasn’t	the	fastest	or	the	brightest	programmer,	the	boys	were	
sure	that	he	had	hired	help	to	get	the	project	done.		Everything	
was	on	the	table	now.		The	mystery	of	Javier	and	his	rich	father	
was	no	more.	 	 The	boys	had	 just	 learned	a	 valuable	 lesson,	
what	 that	 lesson	was	they	weren’t	sure,	but	 there	definitely	
was	a	lesson	in	there	somewhere.	 	



CHAPTER	5.		
	
Years	ago	in	Sunday	School	the	boys	had	both	heard	a	

lesson	on	chastity.	 	To	save	yourself	 for	 the	woman	of	your	
dreams.	 	 The	 teacher	 compared	 chastity	 to	 a	 pillow	 full	 of	
feathers,	 that	 once	 you	 give	 it	 away,	 it’s	 like	 releasing	 the	
feathers	in	the	wind,	and	you	can	never	get	the	feathers	back…	
or	your	chastity.		They	always	thought	that	lesson	was	more	
for	the	girls	in	the	class	than	for	the	guys.		Funny.	

Feathers	in	the	wind,	hmm...	Seems	like	everything	they	
had	worked	so	hard	for	had	just	blown	away…	never	to	return	
again.	

John	said,	“We	have	to	look	on	the	bright	side	Brad.		You	
and	I	are	the	creative	force	in	this	whole	thing	right?		Think	
about	it.		The	only	reason	we	involved	Javier	was	because	of	
his	 father’s	deep	pockets.	 	His	own	 father	knew	of	his	son’s	
limitations.	 	Why	else	would	he	 take	our	 idea	and	give	 it	 to	
him?		Why?		Because	he	knew	he	wasn’t	capable	on	his	own.”		
John	continued,	“We	can’t	forget	about	all	our	other	ideas.		All	
the	ideas	we	never	told	Javier	about.”			

Brad	said,	“We	both	knew	that	once	we	had	sold	this	first	
product	we	would	have	had	enough	money	to	buy	him	out	so	
we	could	move	on	right?”		

“Exactly,”	said	John.	“We	were	never	really	that	excited	
about	Javier	 in	the	first	place.	 	Remember	the	day	he	baited	
us?		Remember	when	he	said	he	could	get	his	father	to	fund	
us?		Remember	when	his	father	suggested	that	Javier	be	the	
international	marketing	guy	and	you	and	I	would	be	the	main	
programmers?”			

“Wow,	it	all	makes	sense	now,”	said	Brad.		“We	are	not	
done,	just	delayed.”	

Just	then	John	made	the	announcement.			
“Brad,	you	know	I	love	you	like	a	brother?”			



“Yes,	go	on,”	said	Brad.			
John	went	on	saying,	“Well,	I’ve	been	thinking.	 	I	think	

I’m	going	to	find	a	job	with	an	established	company	so	I	can	
stay	 here	 in	 town.	 	 Let’s	 maybe	 rethink	 everything	 and	
regroup	down	the	road.		By	that	time	we	might	meet	someone	
who	 we	 can	 share	 our	 ideas	 with	 and	 get	 some	 growth	
capital?”			

Brad	was	in	shock.		All	the	excitement,	all	the	dreams…	
all	feathers	in	the	wind.	

A	few	days	passed	when	the	first	of	several	calls	started	
coming	in.		The	Mercedes	lease	payments	were	past	due	and	
by	noon	 the	 apartment	management	 called	 giving	 them	 the	
option	 to	 vacate	 or	 to	 come	up	with	 the	 rent,	 plus	 an	 eight	
hundred	dollar	 late	 fee.	 	Being	 late	on	 the	office	and	all	 the	
furniture	payments	the	course	of	action	was	now	clear…	it	was	
over.			

Brad	called	Mercedes	and	said	he	was	going	to	deliver	
his	car	as	a	voluntary	repo	back	in	Salt	Lake	City.		He	decided	
to	take	a	few	days	to	drive	back	home	to	mentally	sort	things	
out,	if	possible,	to	see	the	countryside	and	to	enjoy	the	last	ride	
in	his	dream	car.			

The	boys	divided	the	leftover	cash,	which	came	to	about	
six	 hundred	 each.	 	 The	 next	morning	 they	 would	 say	 their	
goodbyes	and	Brad	would	be	on	his	way	back	to	Utah.		They	
tied	up	the	loose	ends	as	best	they	could	but	they	suspected	
fines	would	follow	over	the	next	few	weeks.		You	don’t	break	
leases	in	Miami	and	walk	away	without	any	repercussions.	 	



CHAPTER	6.		
	
When	 things	 come	 to	 a	 halt	 and	 dreams	 become	

shattered,	it’s	as	though	someone	has	died.		Brad	walked	over	
to	the	fridge	to	get	one	last	glass	of	orange	juice	to	enjoy	the	
sunrise	on	 the	balcony	one	 last	 time.	 	As	he	sat	 looking	out	
over	Miami,	he	reflected	over	the	past	whirlwind	of	events.		He	
was	sad.			

Is	 this	 the	 way	 life	 goes?	 	 You	 get	 all	 revved	 up,	 all	
excited,	you	make	plans	then	everything	crumbles	leaving	you	
empty	and	sick?		

Everything	was	different	now.	 	The	balcony	patio	was	
not	as	inviting	as	it	was	before;	even	the	morning	sun	was	not	
as	welcoming.			

He	 got	 up,	walked	 inside	 and	 poured	 out	 his	 half	 full	
glass	of	juice	in	the	sink.		He	was,	well,	really	pissed.		A	word	
his	mother	hated	and	made	him	promise	as	a	child	to	never	
say.		Right	now	it	was	the	only	word	that	really	described	his	
feelings.		

Brad	threw	his	clothes,	which	were	not	many,	 into	his	
roller	 not	 taking	 time	 to	 fold	 anything.	 	 Shirts,	 tees,	 socks,	
underwear,	shave	kit.		Throw	it	all	in	and	zip	it	up.		He	grabbed	
his	MacBook	shoulder	bag	and	headed	to	the	apartment	door.		
He	turned	to	take	one	last	look	around	as	John	came	walking	
down	the	hall	into	the	kitchen	rubbing	his	sleepy	eyes.			

“You	off?”	he	said.				
“Ya,	I’m	heading	out,”	replied	Brad.			
The	boys	had	pretty	much	said	their	goodbyes	the	night	

before.		They	were	both	pretty	solemn	and	there	really	wasn’t	
much	left	to	say.		They	hugged	and	Brad	left.	

The	elevator	 ride	down	 to	 the	parking	garage	seemed	
longer	 than	 normal.	 	 Everything	was	 quiet.	 	 It	 was	 Sunday	
morning	and	all	of	Miami	was	sleeping	in	from	the	activities	of	



the	night	before.		Brad	reached	his	car.		Chirped	the	door	open	
and	 sat	 down	 in	 the	 drivers	 seat.	 	 He	 pulled	 the	 door	 shut	
noticing	 once	 again	 the	 sound	 of	 German	 engineering.	 	 He	
pushed	 the	 ignition	 button	 and	 the	 motor	 responded.	 	 He	
made	his	way	out	of	the	parking	garage	like	a	sleek	black	feline	
seeking	its	prey.		He	popped	out	of	the	west	door,	looked	both	
ways,	 and	 then	 slammed	 the	 pedal	 down.	 	 The	 immediate	
response	from	the	car	threw	him	sideways	as	smoke	from	the	
screeching	rubber	and	the	roar	of	 the	beast	under	the	hood	
was	 heard	 up	 and	 down	 the	 street.	 	 He	 yelled,	 “SO	 LONG	
MIAMI,	 I’LL	BE	BACK.”	 	He	booted	up	 the	GPS	 and	verbally	
commanded	the	words,	“Salt	Lake	City.”	

Hitting	the	freeway	with	very	little	traffic	was	the	best	
way	to	leave	Miami	quickly.	 	He	wanted	to	get	away	fast	yet	
really	hoped	the	trip	home	would	last	forever.			

His	chest	was	pounding	as	his	mind	felt	like	a	mouse	on	
a	wheel	with	one	nagging	question	swirling	around	over	and	
over	 in	his	head.	 	A	 little	voice	 that	kept	getting	 louder	and	
louder,	demanding	answers.	 	 “What	are	you	going	 to	 say	 to	
your	parents?	 	Where	 are	 you	going	 to	 live?	 	What	 are	 you	
going	to	do	next?”	kept	repeating	the	voice.			

Brad	looked	down	at	the	speedometer	as	he	was	going	
over	a	hundred	and	twenty	miles	an	hour.		The	Mercedes	was	
so	smooth	and	so	quiet	he	doubted	the	illuminated	gauge	in	
front	of	him.		“I	better	keep	this	thing	at	the	speed	limit,	that’s	
all	I	need,	a	night	in	jail	for	speeding,”	he	thought.		“Although	
it	would	make	for	a	great	story,”	he	laughed	out	loud.	 	More	
story	is	not	what	he	needed	right	now,	he	had	plenty	of	that.		

It	was	now	past	one	o’clock	and	Brad	decided	to	stop	for	
lunch.	

“Time	passes	quickly	when	you’re	riding	in	comfort,”	he	
thought	to	himself.			

Brad	loved	music	but	on	this	trip	he	elected	to	drive	in	
silence,	he	needed	to	think.	 	He	 found	a	mom	n’	pop	burger	



joint	and	walked	inside.		There	were	a	few	locals	and	a	couple	
of	road	warriors	who	had	just	gotten	off	their	Harleys	eating	
their	 lunch	 in	 a	 booth.	 	 In	 the	 corner	was	 a	 guy	 in	 his	mid	
twenties	with	a	couple	of	young	children,	a	boy	and	a	little	girl.		
It	appeared	he	was	divorced	and	it	was	his	weekend	with	the	
kids…	sad.			

He	thought	about	his	own	parents.		Had	they	been	happy	
all	these	years?		Were	they	still	in	love?	

“Number	51,”	came	the	voice	over	 the	small	overhead	
speaker.			

Brad	looked	down	at	his	ticket	number,	51.	 	It	was	his	
lucky	and	favorite	number	since	he	was	little.		He	chuckled	and	
thought,	“Maybe	things	will	get	better	now,	and	maybe	I’ll	get	
lucky?”		He	laughed	out	loud.			

His	outburst	startled	the	older	couple	who	were	looking	
up	at	the	reader	menu	beside	him.			

“Sorry	folks,”	he	said,	picking	up	his	tray.		
So	this	is	the	U.S.	of	A.		What	a	road	trip.		From	Miami,	

the	southern	most	tip	of	the	country	all	across	to	the	Great	Salt	
Lake.	 	 Brad	 had	 never	 driven	 this	 many	 miles	 in	 one	 trip	
before.		He	didn’t	even	figure	out	how	long	it	would	take.		He	
didn’t	really	care	because	there	was	nothing	to	rush	home	to.			

Brad	felt	safe	on	the	road	since	he	didn’t	have	to	think	
about	anything	except	driving.		The	road	appeared	in	front	of	
him,	he	pushed	the	gas	pedal,	the	car	moved	and	everything	
was	fine.	 	The	constant	movement	and	the	freedom	to	think	
was	cathartic.		He	needed	this	time	to	clear	his	head.		He	was	
glad	 he	 had	 chosen	 to	 return	 the	 car	 in	 person	 versus	 just	
flying	home,	besides,	who	would	he	have	wanted	to	pick	him	
up	at	the	airport?		No	one,	that’s	who.		

Brad	wasn’t	sure	how	much	gas	it	would	take	to	drive	
across	the	country	but	he	was	confident	he	had	enough	cash.		
He	decided	to	sleep	in	the	car	when	he	got	tired.		He	and	John	
had	limo	tint	 installed	on	their	cars.	 	 It	was	what	you	did	in	



Miami.	 	 The	 windows	 were	 super	 dark	 and	 it	 was	 almost	
impossible	to	see	who	was	 inside.	 	He	felt	confident	that	no	
one	would	see	him	snoozing	when	the	time	came.			

He	marveled	at	how	smooth	and	quiet	the	car	was.		He	
admired	quality.		This	car	was	a	reminder	to	himself	to	always	
create	products	that	brought	quality	to	the	end	user.		His	mind	
flashed	to	 Javier	 taking	their	 idea.	 	He	wondered	how	much	
money	he	was	making.		How	many	millions	was	he	putting	in	
his	pocket?		Money	that	could	have	sustained	them	in	Miami.		
Greed.		It’s	a	real	thing.		

The	 GPS	 was	 guiding	 him	 north	 to	 Atlanta	 then	 up	
through	Tennessee.		He	had	distant	family	and	a	few	friends	in	
Atlanta	but	decided	this	was	not	one	of	those	trips.		He	knew	
that	stopping	to	visit	would	bring	out	the	story	or	a	complete	
lie	about	his	life	and	he	wasn’t	about	to	tell	either	tale.			

The	 southern	 states	 are	 green.	 	 Georgia	 seemed	 to	be	
covered	in	green	and	pine	trees	were	abundant.		A	large	leafed	
plant	had	been	brought	into	Georgia	from	Japan	years	ago	as	
ground	cover	and	 it	was	 flourishing.	 	The	problem	was	 that	
each	plant	grew	over	a	foot	daily	and	it	was	impossible	to	kill.		
It	would	 cover	 complete	 abandoned	barns	 in	 the	 fields	 and	
creep	towards	the	freeways	making	its	way	to	the	other	side.		
State	workers	would	spray	the	leaves	in	an	attempt	to	control	
the	monstrous	weed	only	to	find	it	alive	again	two	weeks	later.		

“Kudzu.”		Brad	laughed	out	loud.	 	He	had	remembered	
what	the	plant	was	called.		“What	a	funny	word,”	he	thought.		

Brad	was	a	fan	of	Rock	n’	Roll.		His	younger	brother	had	
turned	him	on	to	a	group	called	“Rush”	years	ago.		The	band	
was	 out	 of	 Canada	 and	 had	 been	 around	 since	 the	 early	
seventies.		The	drummer	for	the	group	was	Neil	Peart	and	he	
was	world	famous	for	his	intricate	and	precise	rhythms	and	
drum	fills.		He	wrote	the	lyrics	for	all	the	songs.		He	was	a	great	
writer	 and	 an	 even	 better	 drummer.	 	 Every	 kid	 with	 a	
Christmas	drum	set	wanted	to	be	him.			



A	few	years	ago	Neil	lost	his	daughter	to	an	auto	accident	
as	she	left	for	college	one	evening.		The	same	year	his	wife	died	
of	cancer.		Neil’s	wife	had	bought	him	a	BMW	motorcycle	for	
Christmas	the	year	before	she	passed	away.		To	deal	with	his	
grief,	Neil	set	out	putting	over	fifty	thousand	miles	on	his	bike	
within	about	thirteen	months.		He	rode	across	Canada,	up	to	
Alaska,	 back	 down	 across	 the	 US	 and	 ended	 up	 in	 Latin	
America	somewhere.		He	later	wrote	a	book	of	his	experience.		
It	was	called	“Ghost	Rider.”		Neil	explained	that	the	continual	
movement	forward	is	what	kept	him	sane.		Many	days	were	a	
blur	 just	 looking	 through	 the	 glass	 of	 his	 helmet	 visor	
travelling	at	who	knows	how	fast.			

Brad	 understood.	 	 Even	 though	 his	 problems	 were	
nowhere	near	what	the	famous	drummer	had	gone	through,	
his	problems	were	still	real,	and	difficult	for	him	to	fathom.		He	
felt	he	had	somehow,	something	in	common	with	Neil	Peart	as	
the	zombie	miles	flew	by.		

Brad	and	John	had	met	during	their	mission	in	Paraguay.		
He	thought	back	to	the	hours	they	spent	talking	about	their	
post	mission	life.		They	had	become	so	close	they	could	finish	
each	other’s	sentences.		They	thought	alike	and	had	the	same	
aspirations	to	be	successful.			

In	the	Mormon	Church	it	is	taught	that	when	you	do	the	
right	things	and	obey	the	commandments	you	will	prosper	in	
the	land…	words	taught	from	the	Book	of	Mormon.		Everybody	
pretty	much	agreed	that	prospering	in	the	land	meant	making	
money,	being	blessed	 financially.	 	Those	who	had	money	or	
financial	 success	 were	 thought	 of	 as	 having	 God’s	 favor	
amongst	the	church	members.		If	they	have	wealth	they	must	
be	doing	something	right.		They	are	blessed.		God	loves	them	
because	of	 their	obedience	and	has	opened	 the	windows	of	
Heaven	for	their	financial	benefit.		

“So	where	does	that	leave	me?”	Brad	thought.			



His	mind	was	racing	back	to	all	the	things	he	might	have	
done	 against	 God	 and	 his	 religion.	 	 Not	 serious	 things	 but	
maybe	serious	enough	to	lose	God’s	favor.			

He	didn’t	always	make	it	to	Church	or	attend	the	Temple	
like	he	was	expected	to	do.		Maybe	the	telling	of	the	occasional	
off	color	joke,	or	simply	not	reading	his	scriptures	every	day	
made	God	upset.		He	was	painting	a	pretty	thick	layer	of	self-
doubt	 on	 himself.	 	 All	 this	 thinking	 had	 made	 him	 very	
depressed	as	he	was	now	taking	 the	blame	 for	 the	 fiasco	 in	
Miami.		He	was	convinced	that	God	was	trying	to	teach	him	a	
lesson	by	taking	everything	away	from	him.		Just	like	Job	in	the	
Bible.	

Brad	decided	to	stop	for	more	gas	and	grab	some	dinner.		
He	 felt	 mentally	 beaten	 up	 and	 emotionally	 exhausted	 and	
wasn’t	thinking	very	clearly.		He	felt	like	he	wanted	to	cry.		He	
was	a	few	hours	from	Nashville…	fatigued	and	hungry.	

Brad	pulled	into	a	gas	station	along	the	interstate	to	fill	
black	beauty’s	tank.	 	As	the	gas	flowed	he	found	a	squeegee	
and	started	to	clean	the	front	windshield.		It	must	have	been	
bug	season	as	the	bug	protein	was	pretty	thick.	 	He	finished	
cleaning	 the	windshield	 for	 the	 second	 time	 and	 heard	 the	
nozzle	click	 indicating	the	tank	was	 full.	 	He	put	 the	cap	on,	
shut	the	lid	and	tore	off	his	receipt.		

It	was	the	first	time	he	had	ever	used	his	credit	card.		He	
received	 it	 from	 a	 local	 Salt	 Lake	 City	 Credit	 Union	 as	 he	
graduated	 from	 college.	 	 He	 got	 the	 application	 in	 the	mail	
saying	he	was	pre-approved	for	a	thousand	dollars	so	he	filled	
it	out	and	sent	it	in.		Two	weeks	later	he	got	the	card.		He	called	
in	and	activated	it	but	had	never	used	it.		At	least	he	had	some	
food	 and	 gas	money	 even	 though	 it	would	 all	 be	 on	 credit.		
Using	the	card	somehow	made	him	feel	successful.		Weird.		

Brad	pulled	up	to	a	sleepy	diner	and	parked	on	the	west	
side.		The	area	was	dimly	lit	and	he	decided	to	rest	his	eyes	for	



a	moment.		He	fell	asleep	and	awoke	the	next	morning	at	8:30	
AM.			

“Wow,	I	must	have	been	pretty	tired,”	he	thought.			
His	 mind	 flashed	 back	 to	 his	 high	 school	 graduation	

night.		He	had	taken	his	girlfriend	to	the	graduation	dance.		She	
was	a	year	older	and	from	another	high	school.		A	much	bigger	
high	school	and	she	was	quite	a	catch.		Actually	her	name	was	
Lorraine	and	she	attended	his	church	ward.	 	She	was	really	
cute	but	had	no	intentions	of	going	to	the	all	night	graduation	
party	his	high	school	had	become	so	famous	for.			

Every	graduation	party	was	held	at	a	special	location	on	
the	banks	of	the	Jordan	River	that	ran	through	town.		Brad	had	
never	 touched	 alcohol.	 	 But	 this	 was	 graduation,	 “his”	
graduation.	 	He	was	 curious	and	excited	 to	attend	 the	 river	
party.			

He	drove	Lorraine	home	and	went	back	to	his	house	to	
change	out	of	his	suit.		He	was	pretty	tired	and	decided	to	take	
a	 quick	 nap	 so	 he	 would	 have	 energy	 for	 the	 “all-nighter”	
down	by	the	river.		He	laid	across	his	bed,	shut	his	eyes…	and	
woke	up	the	next	morning	at	8:30…		He	had	missed	the	whole	
thing.		

Brad	 laughed	 it	 off.	 	 Looking	 back	 he	 decided	 it	 was	
God’s	way	of	protecting	him	from	drinking	or	doing	something	
he	might	have	regretted	later.		Either	way	he	always	felt	bad	
that	the	one	chance	he	had	to	attend	the	keg	party	at	the	river	
was	lost	forever.		Brad	found	out	later	that	the	party	had	also	
been	attended	by	the	local	police	who	confiscated	all	the	beer	
and	made	several	arrests.		God	works	in	mysterious	ways.		

Brad	walked	into	the	café	and	headed	for	the	bathroom.		
His	bladder	was	full	and	he	knew	he	would	feel	much	better	
after	relieving	himself	and	washing	his	face	with	cold	water.		
He	came	back	out,	picked	a	table	and	ordered	bacon	and	eggs.		
The	 food	 came	quickly.	 	The	 smell	 of	 the	bacon	and	whole-
wheat	toast	took	him	back	to	his	childhood.			



His	mother	was	 famous	 for	 her	 breakfasts.	 	 He	 loved	
waking	up	to	the	smell	of	bacon	cooking.		Brad	thought	a	lot	
about	his	home	life	while	driving.		It	was	a	simpler	time	back	
then	 it	 seemed.	 	 School,	 homework,	 girls,	 football	 games,	
dances	–	it	was	a	great	time.		Sometimes	Brad	felt	he	had	been	
a	 little	 too	 sheltered	 being	 in	 the	 clutches	 of	 the	 Mormon	
Church.		His	life,	looking	back,	had	really	been	planned	out	and	
he	had	followed	that	plan	to	a	T,	up	until	Miami	at	least.			

“Let’s	not	think	about	Miami,”	Brad	thought	to	himself.	
The	sign	up	ahead	read	Nashville,	five	miles.	 	So	much	

history	in	the	south,	he	thought.	 	He	wanted	to	sightsee	and	
thought	about	relaxing	a	bit,	maybe	hit	 some	music	venues,	
but	he	just	couldn’t	do	it.		In	his	DNA	for	some	reason,	he	felt	
undeserving	of	 life’s	pleasures	and	couldn’t	partake	until	he	
was	financially	stable	and	successful.		He	felt	he	needed	to	put	
in	 the	 work	 before	 earning	 the	 reward	 of	 travel	 and	
sightseeing.	

His	focus	now	was	getting	the	car	back	to	the	dealership	
and	figuring	out	his	next	move.		His	depression	had	left	him.		
He	agreed	to	not	let	all	those	bullshit	thoughts	come	into	his	
head	again.		He	knew	God	loved	him	no	matter	what,	just	like	
a	Father	loves	his	Son.		God	isn’t	about	trying	to	punish	him	or	
anyone	else.		God	was	on	his	side	and	he	still	had	faith,	not	to	
mention	his	determination	to	be	successful.	

“Wow,	the	power	of	positive	thinking,”	he	thought…	and	
did	he	just	use	the	term	“bull	shit?”		Brad	chuckled	out	loud.		
Next	stop,	St.	Louis.		

At	 times	 it	 seemed	 like	a	waste.	 	To	be	 flying	 through	
great	cities	on	the	freeway	and	not	taking	the	time	to	stop	and	
experience	America’s	history…	from	the	Coca-Cola	Museum	in	
Atlanta,	to	the	home	where	“Gone	with	the	Wind”	was	written,	
to	Music	 City	 USA	 and	 the	 Grand	Ole	 Opry.	 	 It	 didn’t	make	
sense.		Brad	vowed	that	one	day	he	would	return	with	so	much	
frickin’	money	that	he’d	have	the	freedom	to	see	everything	



this	country	had	to	offer.	 	He	was	determined.		He	was	Brad	
Frickin’	Stevens.		He	laughed	out	loud	at	how	the	word	“Frick”	
was	allowed	within	the	Utah	culture	but	how	dare	you	replace	
the	“ri”	with	the	“u”	and	say	the	“real”	F	word.		Silly.	

Brad	noticed	some	changes	starting	to	take	place	deep	
within	him.		He	had	experienced	various	emotions	during	this	
trip	home.	 	He	had	gone	 from	feeling	not	adequate	 in	God’s	
eyes,	to	feeling	mad	about	the	goings	on	in	Miami,	to	now,	a	
new	determination	that	was	almost	bursting	from	his	chest.			

“Oh	shit,”	said	Brad,	“I’m	bipolar.”	
He	laughed	at	the	thought	of	being	wacko	then	laughed	

even	harder	at	the	way	the	word	“shit”	fell	off	his	tongue.	
“Why	 do	 we	 Mormons	 make	 so	 much	 over	 a	 stupid	

word?		It’s	actually	a	very	descriptive	word,”	Brad	thought.			
He	 then	 proceeded	 to	 think	 of	 all	 the	ways	 the	 funny	

little	“shit”	word	could	be	used.			
The	list	included:		
You’re	the	shit	–	You	don’t	know	shit	-	Did	you	buy	all	

that	shit?	–	Pick	up	your	shit	–	That	store	had	some	really	nice	
shit	–	Shit…	I	forgot	to	wake	up	for	my	graduation	party	-	Shit	
Mom,	that	bacon	smells	great.	

With	each	new	way	 to	use	 the	once	 taboo	word,	Brad	
chuckled	out	loud	as	he	cruised	west.		

The	St.	Louis	Arch	was	now	visible.		Brad	had	heard	from	
a	friend	that	one	could	actually	take	an	elevator	up	inside	the	
arch,	 to	 the	 top,	 where	 you	 could	 actually	 feel	 the	 wind	
swaying	 the	 structure.	 	 Brad	 hated	 roller	 coasters	 and	
anything	that	was	high	up	made	him	woozy.			

He	 thought	 to	 himself,	 “Why	 am	 I	 so	 wimpy,	 so	
conservative?”	 	 “Because	 of	 the	way	 I	 was	 raised,”	 was	 his	
answer.			

It	 was	 always	 too	 easy	 to	 blame	 everything	 that	 was	
conservative	or	a	tad	bit	askew	on	the	Mormon	religion.		He	
knew	his	life	had	been	sheltered.		His	friends	growing	up	were	



from	the	congregation	or	ward	as	they	called	it.		It	seemed	that	
every	day	of	the	week	had	some	type	of	church	influence	and	
as	a	kid	it	kept	him	busy	and	out	of	trouble.		Maybe	it	wasn’t	
such	a	bad	 thing.	 	His	Mother	always	 said	 that	 if	 she	got	 to	
Heaven	and	found	out	the	Mormon	Church	was	not	the	true	
church,	she	would	look	God	square	in	the	eye	and	say,	“You	
show	me	a	better	way	to	raise	four	kids	on	earth.”		That	was	
my	Mom’s	main	defense,	that	the	Mormon	Church	was	“The	
Only	True	Church	on	Earth,”	as	they	claimed.			

Being	the	oldest	of	four	children	brought	with	it	heavy	
responsibility	and	pressures.		Brad	was	to	set	the	example.		All	
his	siblings	looked	up	to	him.		He	had	to	be	perfect	and	had	to	
obey.		This	to	Brad	meant	always	being	happy,	always	smiling,	
always	being	in	a	good	mood	and	always	being	eager	to	give	
of	 himself	 when	 anyone	 needed	 anything.	 	 Oh,	 and	 always	
following	the	rules	of	the	Church.		

Expectations	included	good	grades	at	school,	serving	an	
honorable	mission,	climbing	the	leadership	ladder	within	that	
mission	including	becoming	the	Assistant	to	the	President	or	
in	Mormon	slang	becoming	the	AP,	which	of	course	Brad	had	
become.	 	 Being	 an	 AP	 out	 of	 several	 hundred	missionaries	
within	the	mission	was	an	honor	and	it	wasn’t	just	handed	out	
to	just	anyone.		It	was	a	title	that	return	missionaries	could	use	
for	 their	 benefit	 in	 dating	 the	 best	 looking	 girls	 to	 getting	
respect	from	other	church	members.	

Brad	himself	reflected	back	to	the	many	times	he	would	
intentionally	 slip	 and	 let	 a	 particular	 female	 know	 of	 his	
importance,	 wearing	 his	 invisible	 past	 title	 as	 a	 badge	 of	
worthiness	to	win	her	favor.		Every	mother	and	father	in	the	
church	would	 love	 their	 daughter	 to	marry	 an	AP.	 	At	 least	
that’s	what	 all	AP’s	believed,	 and	 it	 probably	wasn’t	 too	 far	
from	the	truth.		Oh	the	little	games	we	play.			

Coming	 back	 home	 and	 not	 being	 able	 to	 make	 the	
announcement	was	becoming	real.		The	closer	Brad	got	to	Salt	



Lake	City,	 the	more	of	a	 failure	he	became.	 	This	wasn’t	 the	
way	it	was	supposed	to	have	happened.	 	He	couldn’t	go	 live	
with	 his	 parents.	 	 He	 couldn’t	 just	 show	 up	 at	 church.	 	 He	
couldn’t	start	dating	old	girlfriends.		The	reality	of	his	plight	
was	getting	heavy	and	he	felt	some	anxiety	starting	to	surface.		

Brad	pulled	over	at	the	next	exit	and	found	a	street	with	
some	 shade.	 	 He	 got	 out	 of	 the	 car	 and	 slammed	 the	 door	
behind	him.		He	started	walking.		The	faces	of	his	parents	and	
those	who	 had	 attended	 his	 graduation	 seemed	 to	 be	 on	 a	
looping	reel	up	on	a	screen	in	his	mind.	 	The	congratulatory	
smiles,	the	handshakes,	the	laughter,	over	and	over	again.	“We	
know	you	are	going	to	be	a	huge	success.”		“The	world	is	going	
to	hear	 from	you.”	 	 “What	are	you	going	to	do	with	all	your	
money	Mr.	Millionaire?”		“We	couldn’t	be	prouder.”		Repeating	
over	and	over	and	over	again.		

The	truth	shall	set	you	free.		A	statement	Brad	used	to	
live	by,	until	now.		The	truth	will	have	to	stay	hidden,	just	for	
a	while	he	thought.		No	one	needs	to	know	the	truth	right	now.		
Besides	 it	was	nobody’s	business	and	 the	real	 truth	was	 far	
from	feeling	free.			

Keeping	 secrets	 is	 not	 easy	 within	 the	Mormon	 faith.		
Organized	 programs	 called	 “Home	 and	 Visiting	 Teaching,”	
assigned	men	 and	 women	 various	 ward	 families	 to	 call	 on	
during	each	month	to	see	how	they	were	getting	along.		During	
these	 visits	 no	 topic	was	 sacred.	 	 Pretty	much	 every	 family	
secret,	news	and	goings	on	was	discussed.		Was	this	by	design?		
A	program	that	kept	 the	ward	 leaders,	 “In	 the	Know”	about	
every	family?		Brad	made	an	oath	to	himself	that	his	life	was	
to	remain	private.		He	turned	around	and	walked	back	to	the	
car.		

Brad	discovered	that	Nebraska	was	boring.	 	Miles	and	
miles	of	not	much	to	look	at.		Then	he	discovered	Wyoming…	
it	was	worse.		Why	do	people	live	out	here?		He	looked	across	
the	horizon	at	the	vast	prairie	of	brown	wisps	of	grass	bowing	



in	 the	wind,	and	 then	he	realized,	 that	no	one	did	 live	here.		
Miles	of	nothing.		No	people	anywhere	in	site.			

It	appeared	to	be	windy	outside	as	he	observed	the	dead	
grass	waving	on	the	side	of	 the	highway.	 	With	all	 the	wind	
Wyoming	 was	 famous	 for,	 Brad	 marveled	 at	 the	 quiet	 and	
solid	ride	the	Mercedes	provided.			

Brad	thought,	“One	day	I’ll	have	another	Mercedes,	even	
better	than	this	one,	except	I’ll	pay	cash	for	it.”			

As	 companions	 during	 their	 mission,	 Brad	 and	 John	
shared	the	fantasy	of	having	so	much	money,	that	they	could	
walk	 into	any	high-end	dealership	and	pay	cash	 for	any	car	
they	wanted.		They	also	agreed	that	it	would	have	to	be	from	
the	showroom	floor	and	no	test	drive	would	be	necessary.	

Brad	admitted	that	the	way	they	had	acquired	the	cars	
wasn’t	what	 they	 had	 planned.	 	 They	were	 posers	 of	 sorts.		
They	had	the	look	of	success	but	was	it	really	success?		They	
were	set	up	like	a	house	of	cards	with	a	storm	coming	in.		Well,	
the	storm	hit…	thanks	to	Javier.	 	Yes,	he	was	still	the	easiest	
person	to	blame	especially	since	he	wasn’t	around	to	defend	
himself.		Then	again,	what	defense	could	he	possibly	have	for	
literally	stealing	our	idea?	“Asshole,”	Brad	said	out	loud.		What	
just	came	out	of	his	mouth	would	also	remain	a	secret,	Brad	
smirked.			

By	 nightfall	 Brad	 was	 entering	 familiar	 territory.	 	 He	
started	 to	 recognize	 small	 towns	 and	 landmarks,	 as	 he	 got	
closer	to	Salt	Lake.		He	decided	to	stop	and	sleep	for	the	night	
at	a	truck	stop	just	outside	Park	City.		He	went	into	the	Flying	
J	restaurant	and	ordered	the	meat	loaf.	 	It	was	okay,	but	not	
like	his	Mother’s.		He	wanted	comfort	food	and	meatloaf	was	
the	ticket.		The	mashed	potatoes	were	definitely	instant	and	it	
was	obvious	the	meatloaf	was	hours	old.		That’s	what	you	get	
when	you	stop	for	dinner	at	10	PM.		Back	in	the	car,	he	reclined	
the	powered	seat	all	the	way	back	and	fell	asleep.		



Early	the	next	morning	Brad	took	a	ten-dollar	shower	at	
the	truck	stop.		The	shower	was	a	private	bathroom	complete	
with	 sink,	 toilet,	 beautiful	 tile	 flooring	 and	 a	 huge	 corner	
shower	with	hot	water	and	tons	of	pressure.		He	felt	great	and	
knew	 it	might	be	a	while	before	he	could	do	 this	again.	 	He	
knew	that	within	the	next	hour	he	would	be	handing	the	keys	
to	his	ride	to	some	guy	at	the	Mercedes	dealer	in	Salt	Lake.		He	
would	be	on	foot	with	a	roller	and	a	laptop	shoulder	bag,	the	
only	possessions	he	owned.		

The	 sun	 was	 rising	 in	 the	 east	 behind	 him	 as	 he	
descended	down	the	summit	into	the	Salt	Lake	Valley.		He	saw	
the	panoramic	view	open	up	to	the	valley,	which	appeared	to	
be	still	asleep	in	front	of	him.	

He	wanted	to	arrive	at	the	dealership,	hopefully	before	
anyone	 else	 was	 there.	 	 He	 took	 the	 State	 Street	 exit	 off	
Highway	80.		He	stopped	at	the	red	light	before	turning	right	
onto	State	Street.		Looking	to	his	right	before	making	the	turn,	
he	 locked	 eyes	 with	 a	 large	 homeless	 man	 with	 an	 unruly	
beard.	 	 The	man	 had	 piercing	 blue	 eyes	 and	was	 holding	 a	
cardboard	sign	that	read,	“Anything	will	help,	God	Bless.”		The	
homeless	 man	 looked	 at	 Brad’s	 car	 and	 shrugged	 his	
shoulders	as	if	to	say,	“Nice	car,	now	throw	me	a	twenty.”		Brad	
tried	 to	 communicate	 with	 hand	 gestures	 through	 the	
window,	 “Man	 it	 isn’t	 what	 it	 looks	 like,	 I’m	 broke	 and	
probably	 worse	 off	 than	 you,	 my	 car	 is	 being	 repossessed	
today.”	

As	Brad	was	having	a	quick	mental	 conversation	with	
the	 rough	 looking	 character	 the	 light	 changed	 and	 he	
instinctively	hit	the	gas	pedal.		He	looked	back	just	in	time	to	
feel	the	man’s	demonic	blue	eyes	pierce	into	his	as	the	dirty	
old	man	yelled	some	obscenity	also	communicating	with	hand	
gestures	 giving	 him	 the	 finger.	 	 “Well,	 that	 was	
uncomfortable,”	Brad	thought.		



A	few	minutes	later,	Brad	pulled	into	the	dealership.		He	
walked	around	and	found	a	janitor	making	his	last	pass	with	a	
mop	on	the	showroom	floor.	

He	 said,	 “Hey	 I’m	 dropping	 this	 car	 off,	 can	 you	 give	
these	keys	to	the	manager	when	he	gets	in?”	

Brad	handed	him	the	keys	along	with	an	envelope	with	
all	 the	 particulars	 inside.	 	 He	walked	 out	 of	 the	 dealership	
hoping	to	never	hear	from	them	again.	 	



CHAPTER	7.		
	
Brad	 was	 not	 a	 drinker.	 	 His	 religion	 and	 moral	

convictions	coupled	with	the	fear	of	his	Mother	helped	make	
his	decision	"not	to	drink”	an	easy	one.		As	he	walked	slowly	
down	 the	 sidewalks	of	 Salt	 Lake	City,	 he	 actually	 started	 to	
understand	why	 some	men	did	 drink.	 	He	was	 discouraged	
and	 borderline	 depressed.	 	 He	 walked	 for	 several	 hours	
stopping	 into	a	 few	 luxury	hotels	 to	 take	advantage	of	 their	
deep	comfortable	leather	couches	in	the	lobby.		When	he	felt	
he	was	overstaying	his	welcome	he	got	up	and	moved	on.	

It	was	interesting	how	he	had	lived	most	of	his	life	in	Salt	
Lake	and	had	never	been	in	any	of	these	beautiful	buildings	
before.		The	Grand	America	Hotel	was	one	of	his	favorites.		It	
had	been	built	by	a	local	wealthy	oilman.		Brad	thought	the	oil	
business	would	be	a	great	direction	for	his	new	career	judging	
by	the	swank	of	the	Grand.		Everything	in	the	hotel	was	made	
from	 the	 best	 the	 world	 had	 to	 offer.	 	 Marble	 from	 Italy,	
statues,	 fountains,	custom	rugs	and	by	far	they	had	the	best	
lobby	couches.	 	He	fell	asleep	in	one	and	was	asked	to	leave	
when	he	started	snoring.	

It	 was	 late	 afternoon	 and	 Brad	was	 still	 walking.	 	 He	
found	a	little	place	called	The	Jackelope,	a	local	biker	bar	in	the	
heart	of	Salt	Lake	City	nestled	between	two	concrete	high-rise	
office	buildings.		The	windows	were	cluttered	with	neon	beer	
signs	and	the	colors	were	attractive.		Brad	walked	inside.		He	
remembered	a	Sunday	School	lesson	that	explained	how	Satan	
uses	 bright	 colors	 and	 beautiful	 fancy	 labels	 on	 beer	 and	
liquor	bottles	to	attract	people	to	sin.		He	shook	his	head	and	
smiled.	 	The	actual	truth	was,	he	knew	he	wouldn’t	run	into	
anybody	he	knew	in	a	place	like	this.	

There	were	a	couple	of	men	at	the	bar.		Brad	pulled	back	
a	 tall	 stool	 and	 hopped	 up.	 	 He	was	 greeted	 by	 the	words,	



“What’ll	 ya	 have.”	 	 He	 chuckled,	 “Just	 like	 the	 movies,”	 he	
thought.	

He	said,	“Ya,	give	me	a	whiskey.”	
The	bar	tender	replied,	“What	kind?”	
Not	really	knowing	how	to	respond	since	he	never	had	a	

need	to	realize	there	were	many	kinds	of	whiskey	out	there,	
and	being	quick	on	his	feet	he	responded,	“Surprise	me.”	

With	that	a	small	shot	glass	of	amber	liquid	appeared	in	
front	of	him.	 	He	was	 curious	yet	determined	 to	 let	 a	drink	
numb	 his	 anxiety	 and	 restless	 inner	 turmoil.	 	 “Just	 like	 the	
movies,”	he	thought.	

Brad	put	his	fingers	around	the	shot	glass	and	stared	at	
the	liquid	gold	contents.		As	he	built	up	his	courage	to	throw	
the	glass	back	in	one	smooth	move,	he	hesitated.		What	could	
he	expect?		Maybe	he	should	just	sip	it	slowly	he	thought?	

Just	 as	he	was	determined	 to	 commit	 to	 the	drink,	 he	
heard	a	gruff	voice	say,	“Had	a	bad	day	fella?”	

Brad	 jumped	and	 looked	 to	 the	direction	of	 the	voice.		
There	 sat	 a	 large	man	 to	 his	 right	with	 a	 gnarly	 beard	 and	
tattered	clothing.		He	looked,	well,	homeless.	

Brad	answered,	“Ya,	something	like	that.”	
It	 was	 as	 if	 the	 man	 sensed	 his	 clumsy	 attempt	 at	

drinking.	
“Tell	me	about	it,”	pressed	the	old	man.	
Brad	 said,	 “Well,	 the	 funding	 for	 my	 company	 fell	

through	 and	 I’m	 pretty	 much	 homeless	 now	 and	 a	 little	
depressed.”	

The	old	man	pulled	out	a	 large	wad	of	hundred-dollar	
bills.		He	peeled	one	off	and	slapped	it	down	in	front	of	Brad	
and	said,	“This	one’s	on	me	son.”	

Brad	noticed	the	wad	of	bills	and	turned	to	the	old	man	
asking,	“What	the	heck	do	you	do?”	

The	old	man	replied,	“Well,	I	decided	to	retire	today	and	
I’m	celebrating.”	



Brad	 said,	 “I	 wish	 I	 could	 figure	 out	 a	 way	 to	 make	
enough	money	to	just	stay	alive.”	

The	old	man	took	a	small	dirty	white	plastic	“planner-
like”	 booklet	 out	 of	 his	 shirt	 pocket	 and	 said,	 “Here	 ya	 go	
buddy,	 this	 here	 is	 my	 little	 White	 Bible.	 	 It’ll	 teach	 you	
everything	you	need	to	know	about	how	to	make	more	money	
than	you’ll	ever	need.”	

Brad	said,	“You	look	very	familiar,	have	we	ever	met?”	
The	dirty	old	man	laughed	showing	his	yellow	teeth.		He	

said,	“No	my	friend,	I’m	pretty	sure	we’ve	never	met.”	
He	 walked	 out	 the	 door	 and	 Brad	 sat	 there	 trying	 to	

figure	 out	 what	 had	 just	 happened.	 	 He	 snatched	 up	 the	
hundred-dollar	bill,	asked	for	change,	paid	for	his	untouched	
drink	and	 ran	out	 the	door	 to	 find	 the	old	man.	 	He	 looked	
around	frantically.		He	ran	to	the	corner	and	looked	both	ways	
up	and	down	the	street.		The	old	man	was	gone.	

Curious,	Brad	decided	to	go	back	and	sit	down	to	look	
over	his	newly	acquired	White	Bible.	 	Little	did	the	old	man	
know	that	Brad	as	a	missionary	was	given	the	same	type	of	
white	plastic	pocket	folder	that	contained	all	the	mission	rules	
when	he	was	in	Paraguay	many	years	ago.		All	the	missionaries	
in	Paraguay	carried	the	same	booklet	that	was	referred	to	as	
the	“White	Bible.”	

The	old	mans	little	white	bible	contained	information	of	
a	 huge	 organized	 group	 of	 people,	 misfits	 if	 you	 will,	 who	
stand	on	corners	all	over	the	nation,	 in	every	city	with	card	
board	signs	saying,	“Will	work	for	food”	or	“Anything	will	help,	
God	Bless.”	

Brad	felt	a	shiver	go	up	his	back.		That	face…	He	quickly	
realized	where	he	had	seen	the	old	man;	he	was	the	old	guy	
begging	 for	money	 on	 the	 corner	 earlier	 that	morning.	 	 He	
looked	back	at	the	front	of	the	white	bible	and	saw	the	name	
“Big	 Joe	 Smith”	hand	written	 in	 faded	blue	 ink.	 	What?	 	 Joe	



Smith,	as	in	Joseph	Smith	the	Mormon	Prophet?		Brad	let	out	
a	nervous	laugh.	

Brad	 left	 the	bar	and	walked	down	the	street	 towards	
the	Grand	America	Hotel	where	he	decided	to	hit	 the	coffee	
shop.	 	He	was	hungry	and	needed	a	safe	haven	to	study	Big	
Joe’s	White	Bible.	

After	some	time,	Brad	left	the	luxury	hotel	and	found	a	
Motel	6	down	the	street	and	got	a	cheap	room	for	the	night.		
He	read	the	white	bible	through	several	more	times.		For	years	
he	had	wondered	about	the	homeless	people	who	stood	on	the	
corners	of	Salt	Lake.		He	had	assumed	they	were	homeless	and	
down	on	their	luck	and	had	wondered	how	much	they	could	
make	 in	 a	 day	 pan	handling.	 	He	 had	 even	wondered	 if	 the	
whole	 thing	was	organized.	 	Now	here	 it	was,	all	 laid	out	 in	
black	 and	 white.	 	 It	 Was	 organized,	 highly	 organized	 with	
managers,	employees,	territories,	marked	corners	and	more.		
It	was	almost	 like	a	franchise	opportunity	for	the	down	and	
out.		Brad	was	broke.		He	was	desperate.		He	made	the	decision	
that	 he	 had	 no	 choice	 but	 to	 follow	 the	 instructions	 of	 the	
white	bible	and	to	put	it	to	the	test	the	next	morning.		He	felt	
he	had	nothing	to	lose.	 	



CHAPTER	8.		
	
Brad	got	up	early	the	next	morning	and	picked	a	corner,	

not	 just	 any	 corner	but	one	 that	was	described	as	 a	money	
corner	in	the	white	bible.		He	had	his	old	piece	of	cardboard	
carefully	 selected	 with	 the	 words	 “Anything	 will	 help,	 God	
Bless”	written	in	black	felt	pen.		He	had	a	few	days	growth	on	
his	face	and	he	looked	very	scruffy.		He	had	made	a	trip	to	the	
near	 by	 thrift	 store	 and	 found	 some	 older	 styled	 wrinkled	
clothes	and	some	out	of	style	brown	dress	shoes	and	removed	
the	laces.		He	followed	the	white	bible	to	a	“T.”	

The	first	hour	was	slow.		He	was	nervous	and	he	felt	it	
showed.	 	 He	 imagined	 looking	 up	 and	 locking	 eyes	 with	
someone	 he	 knew	 from	 his	 ward	 as	 they	 pulled	 up	 to	 the	
stoplight	 wondering	 what	 their	 reaction	 would	 be.	 	 His	
problem	had	always	been	that	he	was	forever	afraid	of	what	
people	thought	of	him.		“Screw	people,”	he	thought.	“This	is	life	
or	death	right	now.”	

The	 white	 bible	 told	 him	 to	 be	 disjointed	 from	 the	
customers…	a	name	the	white	bible	described	as	the	fine	folks	
in	cars.		To	look	down,	yet	keeping	one	eye	on	their	face.		Brad	
could	almost	feel	when	someone	was	reaching	for	their	wallet.		
It	was	like	a	non-verbal	communication	was	happening	with	
the	customers.	

After	a	few	days	Brad	had	swallowed	his	pride	and	was	
fully	engaged	in	his	new	career.		His	biggest	fear	was	to	look	
up	one	day	to	see	his	mother	or	father	at	the	wheel,	staring	
back	at	him	in	disbelief.		He	shuddered	at	the	thought	and	got	
back	 to	 work.	 	 His	 income	 had	 varied	 but	 was	 steadily	
growing.		Within	the	first	five	days	of	being	on	three	various	
corners,	Brad	was	up	$1800	and	virtually	had	no	expenses.		
After	the	first	full	month	he	bought	a	small	car,	had	cash	on	
hand	and	wondered	if	he	should	call	John.	



John	was	a	brilliant	programmer	and	had	 found	work	
with	 a	 Miami	 firm	 that	 wrote	 software	 for	 all	 kinds	 of	
applications,	but	he	felt	like	a	rat	on	a	wheel.		He	showed	up,	
did	his	work	and	collected	his	monthly	salary.		He	hated	it.	

The	whole	goal	he	and	his	friends	had	had	in	college	was	
to	be	self-employed	and	to	have	no	ceiling	as	to	their	income	
potential,	and	here	he	was	doing	the	very	thing	he	detested,	
working	for	the	other	guy.	

He	had	come	up	with	some	brilliant	new	ideas	for	the	
various	programming	jobs	he	was	working	on.		He	was	quickly	
made	aware	that	any	idea	he	came	up	with,	now	belonged	to	
the	 company,	 not	 him.	 	 They	 were	 writing	 the	 checks	 and	
whether	he	liked	it	or	not,	they	owned	him.	

Brad	had	a	hunch	how	 John	was	probably	 feeling	and	
would	use	this	to	his	advantage.		Brad	also	knew	he	couldn’t	
blurt	out	what	he	was	doing	as	 John	might	hang	up	on	him.		
Brad	decided	to	delay	his	call	to	John.	

Two	months	had	gone	by.		Brad	now	had	twenty-three	
people	working	for	him	on	various	corners	around	town.		With	
the	purchase	of	his	little	green	Subaru,	he	now	had	the	luxury	
of	 driving	 from	 corner	 to	 corner	 checking	 on	 his	 new	
employees.		A	couple	of	times	a	week	he	would	go	down	to	the	
local	food	bank	and	stand	in	line,	not	for	the	purpose	of	getting	
food	but	to	interview	potential	new	hires.		This	was	too	easy.		
It	was	evident	that	someone	had	figured	this	whole	thing	out	
through	trial	and	error	and	only	wrote	down	the	good	stuff	
that	actually	worked	creating	the	white	bible.	

Brad	had	over	$32,000	saved	in	cash.		He	had	never	had	
this	much	money	before.		He	had	paid	the	agreed	amounts	to	
his	employees	and	he	had	cleared	thirty-two	grand.	

He	was	now	 living	 in	a	 cheap	 furnished	apartment	on	
the	west	side	of	the	tracks.		The	day	he	signed	his	month-to-
month	lease	he	started	laughing	about	his	new	address.	 	He	
was	still	keeping	up	the	façade	with	his	occasional	calls	home.		



His	family	and	friends	had	no	idea	of	the	truth	or	what	he	was	
up	to	and	now	he	was	living	on	the	“west	side	of	the	tracks,”	
literally.		His	family	ate	up	his	false	stories	of	the	fantasy	life	in	
Miami.		Then	again	why	wouldn’t	they?	

“I’m	now	living	at	the	very	location	we	all	feared	as	kids.		
People	from	the	west	side	would	kill	you	if	you	even	looked	at	
them	wrong.		As	kids,	this	is	what	we	believed.		My	how	things	
have	changed,”	Brad	chuckled	to	himself.	

Brad	got	out	his	cell	and	looked	up	John’s	number.		He	
had	only	spoken	to	him	once	since	he	left	Miami.		He	knew	he	
had	secured	a	job	but	it	had	been	almost	three	months	since	
he	had	heard	his	voice.	

“Hello,	Brad	is	that	you?”	John’s	familiar	voice	instantly	
put	a	smile	on	Brad’s	face.	

Brad	said,	“Hey	old	man	how	are	ya?”	
“Dude	get	me	outta	here,	I’m	dying.”	
“That	bad	huh?”	said	Brad.	
John	proceeded	to	tell	him	how	crappy	it	was	working	

for	the	other	guy.	 	Giving	up	his	great	 ideas	to	the	company	
and	being	told	when	to	go	to	the	bathroom,	he	hated	his	life.		
He	 was	 sharing	 a	 small	 two-bedroom	 apartment	 with	 a	
complete	 stranger	 and	 he	 had	 no	 social	 life.	 	 He	 too	 was	
driving	a	used	car.		Not	as	rough	as	Brad’s	Subaru	but	certainly	
a	long	way	from	the	new	Mercedes	of	old.	

After	some	small	 talk,	Brad	asked	the	question.	 	 “How	
would	you	like	to	come	back	to	Utah	and	help	me	expand	my	
business?		I’ll	make	you	a	fifty-fifty	partner.”	

John	said,	“What	kind	of	business	are	we	talking	about?”	
Brad	had	previously	thought	long	and	hard	as	to	what	

his	answer	would	be,	knowing	that	John’s	question	would	be	
asked.	

“It’s	 pretty	 lucrative	with	 virtually	 no	 overhead	 and	 I	
have	 forty-five	 thou	 in	 the	bank	after	 the	 first	ninety	days,”	
replied	Brad.	



“You	have	my	attention,”	said	John.	
Brad	basically	assured	him	that	 the	new	business	was	

legal	but	said	he	would	only	share	the	details	with	him	if	he	
came	 back	 to	 Utah	 and	 promised	 to	 be	 his	 partner.	 	 Brad	
explained	his	financial	projections	over	the	next	two	years.		It	
was	huge.		Brad	sensed	the	excitement	on	the	other	end	of	the	
line.	

John	said,	“Give	me	a	few	days	to	think,	I’ll	call	you	by	
the	weekend.”	 	



CHAPTER	9.		
	
It	 was	 Sunday	 night.	 	 Brad	 had	 just	 walked	 into	 his	

humble	apartment	when	his	cell	rang.		It	was	John	in	Miami.	
“We’ll	 I	 quit	 my	 job	 Friday	 and	 I’m	 flying	 to	 Utah	

Tuesday	afternoon,”	John	said	with	enthusiasm.	
“Say	what?”	asked	Brad.	
“Yep,	I	couldn’t	take	it	anymore	and	I	quit	cold	turkey,	

cleaned	out	my	desk	and	walked	out,”	boasted	John.	
This	was	a	little	unexpected,	but	Brad	was	thrilled	at	the	

news.	
Tuesday	evening	arrived	and	Brad	was	waiting	at	John’s	

baggage	claim.		There	he	came,	walking	towards	him	with	that	
huge	smile	of	his	and	an	amazing	tan.	

“Wow…	you’re	so	tanned,”	said	Brad.	
“Wow…	 you’re	 so	 grubby,”	 said	 John.	 “What	 the	 hell	

happened	to	you?”	
Brad	said,	“We’ll	talk	in	the	car.”	
The	last	few	days	Brad	was	trying	to	figure	out	the	best	

way	to	break	the	news	to	John	about	exactly	what	his	business	
entailed.		He	decided	to	tell	him	the	truth.		They	were	hungry	
so	Brad	drove	them	both	to	a	MacDonald’s	drive	through	and	
ordered	a	couple	of	burgers.	

As	they	ate	their	food,	Brad	went	back	to	the	day	John	
and	he	had	said	their	goodbyes	back	in	Miami.		Brad	explained	
the	 tears	 he	 had	 while	 driving	 the	Mercedes	 cross-country	
towards	 Salt	 Lake	 City.	 	 How	 he	 felt	 like	 his	 life	was	 going	
backwards	and	he	kept	asking	God	the	question	why?		He	told	
John	of	how	he	met	Big	Joe	Smith	in	the	bar	that	day	and	all	
about	the	white	bible.		He	told	him	everything.	

When	 he	was	 finished	 talking,	 the	 two	 of	 them	 sat	 in	
silence	in	the	Subaru	behind	MacDonald’s.	



John	looked	at	Brad,	grinned	then	said,	“You	have	got	to	
be	shittin’	me?”	

Brad	had	never	heard	John	swear,	ever.		It	was	evident	
that	the	fast	paced	Miami	life	had	made	a	small	impact	on	John	
and	his	casual	language.		Brad	didn’t	care.		He	just	looked	into	
John’s	eyes	and	said,	“I	shit	you	not.”	

They	both	started	laughing	uncontrollably.		This	whole	
thing	was	 hilarious.	 	 No	 one	would	 ever	 believe	 this	 story.		
Everything	Brad	had	told	John	was	starting	to	sink	in	and	now	
came	the	questions.		How	much	money	have	you	made	again?		
Where	do	you	get	the	people	to	stand	on	a	corner	all	day	long?		
Is	this	legal?		And	every	other	question	Brad	had	asked	himself	
just	months	before.	

The	cat	was	out	of	the	bag.		Brad	felt	relieved	that	there	
were	 no	 more	 secrets	 between	 them.	 	 John	 now	 knew	
everything.	

Brad	 had	 prepared	 an	 excel	 spreadsheet	 of	 all	 the	
finances.	 	What	corners	brought	 in	 the	best	customers,	who	
his	best	sales	people	were	and	the	potential	of	moving	to	other	
states	and	major	cities.		Every	city	had	homeless	people	who	
were	not	dumb,	down	on	their	luck	maybe,	but	not	dumb.	

Brad	 had	 employed	 men	 who	 had	 owned	 their	 own	
businesses	 in	years	past.	 	They	had	been	successful	but	had	
fallen	 prey	 to	 some	 bully	 lawsuit	 that	 left	 them	 bankrupt	
without	a	penny	or	a	roof	to	live	under.		Good	men	who	had	
lost	their	credit	and	their	families	due	to	divorce	with	a	spouse	
that	couldn’t	handle	the	thought	of	being	poor	and	having	to	
rebuild	their	life	again.		Wives,	who	felt	it	would	be	easier	to	
pull	 the	plug,	go	back	on	the	dating	scene	and	marry	a	man	
with	means.	

Yes,	 it’s	a	cruel	world	out	 there.	 	Brad	 felt	 like	he	was	
actually	 doing	 a	 good	 thing	 helping	 smart	men	 and	women	
who	were	so	down	on	 their	 luck,	 that	 they	had	no	problem	
standing	on	a	corner	in	the	hot	sun	with	their	hand	out.	



John	 got	 a	 schedule	 from	 Brad	 of	 the	 coming	 week’s	
activities	and	decided	to	make	the	rounds,	observing	the	work	
force	in	motion.		He	told	Brad	to	just	do	his	thing	and	to	give	
him	 some	 time	 to	 digest	 this	whole	 unorthodox	 jungle	 that	
was	his	legit	moneymaker.	

“We	need	to	talk,”	said	John.		
It	 was	 Monday	 morning	 and	 a	 free	 day	 for	 everyone	

involved.	 	 Mondays	 were	 the	 perfect	 day	 to	 take	 off.	 	 The	
customers	were	running	late	and	had	nothing	on	their	minds	
but	getting	to	work	to	start	the	weekly	grind.	 	They	weren’t	
thinking	about	giving	some	homeless	person	a	handout.	

“What’s	up?”	
John	 said,	 “Do	you	have	any	 idea	what	we	have	here?		

The	way	I	see	it,	we	can	have	over	a	million	cash	to	fund	our	
business	back	in	Miami	within	the	next	eighteen	months.”	

“Exactly!”	said	Brad.		
John	chimed,	“No	business	loans,	no	more	partners,	no	

Javier	 weirdness,	 just	 simple	 self-funded	 straight-forward	
business.”	

Tuesday	morning	was	greeted	with	new	energy.	 	 John	
had	spent	Sunday	afternoon	and	evening	developing	a	simple	
software	 program	 that	 would	 organize	 the	 business	 even	
more	allowing	for	national	expansion.		They	boys	were	excited	
and	high-fived	their	new	partnership.	 	



CHAPTER	10.		
	
Their	new	business	was	 running	 smoothly.	 	 They	had	

recruited	 more	 employees	 and	 money	 was	 flowing.	 	 They	
promised	 bonuses	 as	 per	 the	 white	 bibles	 guidelines	 and	
everyone	was	content	 to	do	 their	work.	 	 Several	weeks	had	
gone	 by	 since	 John	 had	 joined	 forces	 and	 he	 was	 already	
planning	on	moving	 to	 the	next	 state.	 	They	had	decided	 to	
move	into	Las	Vegas	then	onto	major	cities	in	California.	

It	was	Tuesday	morning	and	by	10	AM	the	boys	were	
getting	 reports	 from	 all	 their	 employees	 that	 fights	 were	
breaking	 out	 on	 their	 assigned	 corners.	 	 Strangers	 were	
showing	 up	 unannounced	 claiming	 they	 had	 stake	 on	 that	
particular	corner.		Brad	had	a	hunch	this	might	happen,	as	it	
seemed	too	good	to	be	true	that	there	was	no	competition	in	
and	around	Salt	Lake.	

“Are	we	in	trouble,”	Brad	thought.	
They	were	so	wrapped	up	in	all	their	financial	success	

they	had	 failed	 to	 think	 that	past	white	bible	holders	might	
come	back	 to	re-stake	 their	claim.	 	 It	was	now	obvious	 that	
another	group	had	previously	organized	the	business	and	it	so	
happened	that	Brad	had	gotten	the	white	bible	from	someone	
who	should	have	never	let	it	out	of	his	grasp.	

“This	could	get	ugly	really	fast,”	said	Brad.	
“What	are	we	going	to	do?”	asked	John.	
That	night	a	text	had	been	forwarded	from	one	of	their	

employees	telling	them	to	have	their	boss	call	the	displayed	
cell	number	or	all	hell	would	break	loose.	

Brad	said,	“We	have	no	choice	but	to	call	the	number.”	
“You	know	what	this	could	mean?”	questioned	John.	
	Brad	called	the	number	while	John	sat	across	from	him	

on	the	couch	of	the	small	apartment.	



A	 voice	 on	 the	 other	 end	 answered,	 “Do	 you	 assholes	
have	any	idea	what	you’re	doing	and	who	you’re	dealing	with?	

Brad	asked,	“Who	is	this?”	
“Listen	punk,	write	this	down.”	
Brad	wrote	quickly.	
“Be	there	at	11:30	tonight	and	the	two	of	you	need	to	

come	alone.”	
The	phone	went	dead.	
“OK,	 let’s	 not	 panic,”	 said	 Brad.	 “This	 is	 all	 a	 big	

misunderstanding.”	
“What	 if	 they	drive	us	out	 to	 the	desert,	 shoot	us	 and	

throw	us	down	an	old	mine	shaft?”	said	John.		“Don’t	panic	you	
say?”	

“We	have	no	other	choice.		These	guys	know	who	we	are.		
They	can	come	after	us	anytime	they	want	to.		Let’s	have	some	
faith,”	said	Brad.	

“Now	might	be	a	good	time	to	start	praying	again,”	said	
John.	“What	have	we	gotten	ourselves	into?”	

Not	 having	 a	 clue	 as	 to	what	was	 going	 to	 happen	 at	
11:30	PM	except	that	some	very	angry	people	might	kill	two	
best	friends,	they	decided	to	meet	their	fate	head	on.	 	These	
people	were	obviously	very	upset.		After	all,	they	had	walked	
on	their	turf.	

Brad	and	John	knelt	in	prayer,	the	first	to	be	uttered	by	
either	one	of	them	in	months.	

Brad	said,	“Heavenly	Father,	I	know	I’ve	neglected	you	
for	a	long	time…	but	we	really	need	your	help	on	this	one.”	

John	 thought,	 “Isn’t	 it	 funny	how	 religious	people	 get,	
when	they	are	facing	a	possible	gun	barrel?”	

Brad	finished	the	prayer.		They	stood	up	and	embraced	
each	other.	

Brad	said,	“We’re	going	to	be	fine,	keep	the	faith.”	
It’s	easy	to	say	keep	the	faith	right	after	praying.		They	

were	 computer	nerds.	 	They	didn’t	belong	 in	 a	world	being	



confronted	 by	 big	 tough	 guys	who	 probably	 have	 guns	 and	
wouldn’t	think	twice	about	shoving	a	pistol	in	your	face	and	
pulling	the	trigger.		This	was	bad.	

The	little	green	Subaru	came	to	a	stop.		There	was	a	lone	
street	 lamp	 on	 the	 street	 behind	 some	 industrial	 buildings.		
Brad	 checked	 the	 address.	 	 Just	 then	 a	 large	 black	 SUV	
approached	with	tinted	windows.	

“Crap,”	said	John.	“Just	like	the	frickin’	movies.”	
A	man	got	out	of	 the	SUV	and	walked	 slowly	 towards	

them.		He	tapped	on	the	window	with	the	barrel	of	his	pistol	
and	 Brad	 pushed	 the	 down	 button.	 	 The	 man	 was	 white,	
middle-aged	and	said,	“You	two	need	to	come	with	me.”	

The	boys	both	got	out	and	did	what	they	were	told.		They	
were	motioned	to	get	into	the	SUV,	they	did.		They	were	each	
handed	a	black	bag	and	were	told	to	put	it	over	their	heads,	
they	did.		The	SUV	started	moving.		No	one	spoke.	

About	twenty	minutes	went	by	when	the	SUV	came	to	a	
stop.		The	doors	opened	and	someone	took	Brad	by	the	arm	
and	said,	 ”Stay	close	and	 follow	me,	and	 if	you	struggle	 I’ve	
been	instructed	to	shoot	you	both.”	

John	was	holding	on	tight	to	Brad’s	other	arm,	as	he	was	
completely	blind.		The	night	was	cool	and	very	quiet.		They	had	
no	idea	were	they	were.	

They	were	 brought	 up	 some	 stairs	 stumbling	 upward	
then	 turned	 into	 the	 door	 of	 a	 house	 or	 building.	 	 They	
continued	down	what	seemed	a	long,	narrow	hallway.		They	
turned	left,	up	four	more	stairs,	down	another	hallway,	turned	
right	into	a	hot	smelly	room	where	they	were	told	to	stand	still	
and	not	to	move.		Someone	came	over	and	took	off	their	heavy	
black	bags.	 	The	boy’s	faces	were	covered	with	sweat.	 	They	
squinted	as	they	tried	to	adjust	their	eyes	to	the	bright	lights	
that	were	shining	into	their	faces.	

A	mans	gruff	voice	from	behind	the	lights	said,	“Who	are	
you	guys?”	



Brad	started	first.		He	felt	we	had	nothing	to	lose	but	to	
tell	them	anything	and	everything	they	wanted	to	know.		The	
story	 started	 from	 when	 they	 had	 met	 in	 college	 to	 the	
present.		When	Brad	had	finished,	they	were	told	to	sit	down.	

The	 lights	 were	 of	 industrial	 strength	 and	 they	 were	
close,	causing	the	boys	faces	to	continue	sweating.	

“The	voice	asked,	“Do	you	have	any	other	partners?”	
Brad	said,	“No,	I	swear	we	were	just	trying	to	raise	some	

money	to	get	back	to	Miami	to	re-start	our	business	again.		We	
weren’t	thinking	long	term	on	our	Hobo	Club.”	

“What	 the	hell	did	you	 just	 say?”	yelled	 the	man	 from	
behind	the	lights.	

“With	 all	 due	 respect	 sir,	 we	 affectionately	 call	 our	
business…	Hobo	Club.”	

“Do	 you	 think	 I’m	 a	 hobo?”	 he	 continued.	 	 “For	 your	
information	we	are	highly	organized	with	 charters	 in	 every	
state	 and	 in	 every	 major	 city	 throughout	 the	 USA.	 	 We	
generate	 millions	 of	 dollars	 every	 week	 in	 cash	 and	
undetected	by	the	IRS	and	you	call	it	a	hobo	club?”	

John	touched	Brad	on	the	leg	as	if	to	say	let	me	talk.	
“Sir,	 we	 totally	 respect	 your	 business	 and	 we	 were	

amazed	at	how	lucrative	it	was.		The	white	bible	said…”		John	
was	abruptly	cut	off.	

“What	did	you	say?		How	did	you	know	about	the	white	
bible	and	where	the	hell	did	you	get	it	from?”	yelled	the	man.		
“Stand	up,	both	of	you,”	he	ordered.	

They	could	see	his	silhouette	getting	up	to	stand.	 	“Oh	
no,”	thought	Brad.		“This	is	it,	we’re	going	to	be	shot	right	here	
and	now.”	

The	 man	 asked	 someone	 to	 turn	 the	 lights	 on.	 	 The	
ceiling	lights	went	on	as	the	interrogation	lights	went	off.		The	
boys	were	trying	to	get	their	blinded	eyes	to	focus.	

After	a	moment,	Brad	 looked	up	and	without	 thinking	
blurted	out.	“Big	Joe?”	



“Oh,	you	remember	me,	do	you?”	said	the	man	Brad	had	
met	in	the	bar	a	few	months	before.	

This	was	really	getting	weird	but	the	boys	both	felt	less	
threatened	after	the	introduction.	

Big	Joe	said,	“The	day	I	met	you	in	the	bar	I	had	decided	
to	get	out	of	the	business.		I	was	tired.		I	wanted	to	go	find	an	
island	and	do	nothing	for	a	while.		Years	ago,	I	too	had	fallen	
hard	and	was	down	on	my	luck.		I	too	had	lost	everything,	my	
family,	my	kids,	my	business	and	my	religion.		I	too	had	served	
a	mission	for	the	Mormon	Church.		I	too	had	a	white	bible	and	
when	I	started	this	business	I	thought	it	would	be	a	good	idea	
to	implement	a	book	of	rules	on	how	things	should	be	done,	
just	like	the	mission.”	He	explained.		“I	don’t	go	to	church	any	
more	but	I	still	believe	in	God	and	all	that	stuff.		I	just	have	one	
thing	 to	 say.”	 	He	 paused,	 smiled	 then	pointed	his	 finger	 at	
Brad,	“How	in	the	hell	did	you	put	this	whole	thing	together?		
I	mean	it’s	incredible,	and	all	from	my	little	white	bible,	man	
that	is	too	funny.”	

Brad	explained	that	he	was	expanding	to	200	employees	
and	that	John	had	written	a	computer	program	to	help	better	
control	and	track	the	income	of	the	business.	

Big	Joe	explained	how	big	his	organization	was,	 it	was	
national	and	was	a	multi-million-dollar	enterprise.		While	Big	
Joe	was	figuring	out	his	mid-life	crisis,	he	had	ordered	his	staff	
to	shut	down	operations	in	Salt	Lake	City.	 	At	the	same	time	
the	 streets	 were	 quiet,	 Brad	 starts	 up	 his	 hobo	 business	
without	 competition	 because	 everyone	 was	 taking	 time	 off	
and	had	left	town.	

Big	 Joe	 started	 rolling	 with	 laughter.	 	 “This	 is	 all	 too	
damn	funny,”	he	kept	saying.		Then	he	got	serious.		He	looked	
at	the	boys	and	said,	“I’m	going	to	ask	you	one	question.		“Does	
anyone	else	know	about	any	of	this?”	

The	 boys	 in	 unison	 shook	 their	 heads	 and	 said	 a	
convincing	“NO.”	



“One	more	question…	Do	you	still	want	to	continue	with	
your	plans	in	Miami?”	

Brad	looked	at	John	and	they	both	looked	at	Big	Joe	and	
nodded	yes.	

Big	Joe	paused,	smiled	then	said,	“Tell	ya	what	I’m	gonna	
do	fellas.		I’m	gonna	give	you	your	million	dollars,	cash	money,	
with	no	strings	attached…	except	 for	one	 thing…	you	 forget	
this	whole	thing	ever	happened	and	you	tell	 the	story	to	no	
one.		Agreed?		Oh	yea…	and	I	want	my	little	white	bible	back.”	

Brad	took	a	few	steps	forward	and	handed	him	the	little	
white	book,	then	backed	up	slowly.	

“Well	 boys,	 it’s	 been	 real.”	 With	 that	 he	 turned	 and	
walked	away	into	the	shadows	shaking	his	head…”Hobo	Club”	
he	said,	chuckling	to	himself.	

The	bags	fell	once	more	over	their	heads.		They	took	the	
SUV	ride	and	found	themselves	back	at	the	Subaru.		They	were	
told	to	count	to	a	hundred	before	taking	the	bags	off.	

Brad	took	his	hood	off	first	then	said,	“They’re	gone.”	
In	front	of	them	were	two	large	black	gym	bags.	 	They	

carefully	 unzipped	 the	 first	 bag.	 	 They	 could	make	 out	 the	
stacks	of	bundled	bills	in	the	moonlight.		The	boys	looked	at	
each	 other	 speechless.	 	 They	 quickly	 grabbed	 the	 bags	
swinging	them	into	the	back	of	the	small	station	wagon.		Brad	
revved	the	engine	and	popped	the	clutch	leaving	the	scene	at	
full	speed	taking	the	first	corner	on	two	wheels.	

Brad	 looked	 at	 John	 and	 yelled	 above	 the	 screaming	
engine,	“You	have	got	to	be	shittn’	me?”	 	



CHAPTER	11.		
	
John	and	Brad	were	back	in	the	saddle	again.		They	both	

agreed	that	they	had	learned	a	few	of	life’s	lessons	during	the	
past	several	months.		Did	they	really	need	the	lavish	office	and	
apartment	back	in	Miami?		Did	they	really	need	the	twin	black	
Mercedes?	 	 They	 promised	 each	 other	 they	would	 be	more	
conservative	this	time.	

They	left	for	Miami	that	night	in	Brads	green	wagon	with	
nothing	more	 than	 their	 clothes,	 their	 computers	 and	 their	
dreams…	oh,	and	a	million	bucks…	in	cash.	

	
“Mom,	I	can’t	wait	to	see	you	all.		Yes,	the	weather	is	still	

warm	here	and	you	are	going	to	love	it.		I’ll	see	you	in	a	couple	
of	weeks,”	Brad	hung	up	his	cell.		

A	couple	of	months	had	passed	and	the	boys	had	wasted	
no	time.		They	were	busy	creating	software	products	that	were	
going	 to	 be	 revolutionary.	 	 They	 had	 talent	 and	 were	
extremely	innovative	in	their	thinking.		They	had	put	in	long	
hours,	they	had	their	funding,	and	all	was	well	in	Miami.		They	
frequently	talked	about	their	Hobo	Club	experience	when	they	
were	alone	and	out	of	earshot.		They	knew	it	could	have	ended	
badly.		Something	told	them	that	Big	Joe	had	taken	mercy	on	
them.		He	obviously	had	taken	pity	on	Brad	back	at	that	little	
bar	in	Salt	Lake	and	had	a	soft	spot	in	his	heart	for	the	down	
trodden.		Whatever	the	case,	things	were	back	on	track	and	it	
was	a	miracle.		They,	for	whatever	reason,	had	received	God’s	
favor	and	they	were	more	than	thankful.	

Brad’s	calls	back	home	were	now	legit.		His	family	was	
proud	of	him	and	they	were	planning	on	coming	out	 in	 two	
weeks,	 flying	 first	 class	 with	 the	 tickets	 he	 had	 sent	 them.		
They	had	no	idea	as	to	the	truth	and	what	the	boys	had	really	
gone	through,	and	that	truth	would	remain	buried	forever.	 	



CHAPTER	12	
	

Two	days	before	Brad’s	family	were	to	arrive	in	Miami,	
he	got	a	mysterious	call.			

He	answered,	“Hello?”		
“Brad?”	came	the	reply.			
“Is	that	you?”	Brad	croaked.	 	“Wow,	 it’s	been	too	long,	

how	are	you?”	
“Wow,”	said	Javier.	“I	wasn’t	sure	you’d	take	my	call.”	
“Of	course	I’d	take	your	call,”	said	Brad.	
Javier	said	he	was	in	town	for	a	short	time	and	wanted	

to	know	if	we	could	all	get	together.		We	agreed	to	meet	him	
at	our	favorite	restaurant	patio	beside	the	boulevard	on	the	
strip.		They	set	the	time	for	7	PM.	

Brad	hung	up	the	phone	and	said,	“Javier	is	in	town.”	
What	did	he	want?	 	No	doubt	he	wants	 to	partner	up	

again.	 	Did	he	have	a	 falling	out	with	his	old	man?	 	Was	he	
broke	and	needed	a	handout?	

Little	did	they	know	in	their	assumptions	that	nothing	
was	further	from	the	truth.	

Javier	walked	in	and	he	looked	great.		He	was	in	shape	
and	was	dressed	to	the	nines.		They	welcomed	him	with	open	
arms.		He	was	still	their	friend	and	we	had	both	forgiven	him	
months	 ago.	 	 It	 turned	out	 that	 Javier’s	 Father	had	 recently	
died	of	cancer	and	Javier’s	conscience	had	gotten	the	best	of	
him	and	he	 felt	remorse	 for	 the	way	he	had	treated	his	 two	
best	friends.		Even	though	it	was	all	his	Fathers	doing,	he	still	
knew	he	had	to	make	amends	with	his	college	buddies,	as	he	
owed	them	an	explanation.	

Javier	said,	“I’m	so	sorry	guys,	I	didn’t	really	know	how	
bad	my	Father	wanted	me	to	stay	in	France.		I	had	no	idea	he	
was	terminal,	as	he	told	no	one.	 	 In	my	Father’s	defense,	he	
really	meant	no	harm,	as	he	didn’t	learn	about	his	condition	



until	we	returned	home	after	graduation.		He	needed	me	and	I	
just	couldn’t	leave	him	there	to	die	alone.”	

Brad	said,	“Javier	you	could	have	called,	we	could	have	
worked	something	out.”	

“I	know,”	He	said.	“Time	passed	and	I	was	embarrassed.		
All	I	can	do	is	make	it	up	to	you	now.”	

With	that,	Javier	produced	paperwork	he	had	drawn	up	
with	his	attorney	giving	John	and	Brad	their	equal	share	of	the	
security	 software	 product.	 	 They	 were	 impressed	 with	 his	
honesty	 and	 straight	 forwardness.	 	 They	 signed	 the	 papers	
and	he	gave	them	each	a	copy.	

In	 their	 minds	 they	 were	 thinking,	 “Okay	 Javier,	 how	
much	money	have	you	made	up	to	this	point…and	where’s	our	
cut?”	

Javier	said,	“I	also	need	to	share	some	other	news.		Your	
security	 software	product	was	 a	hit	 right	 out	 of	 the	 gate.	 	 I	
know	 my	 lack	 of	 communication	 was	 wrong	 and	 the	 way	
everything	went	down	will	probably	remain	unforgivable,	but	
here’s	the	good	news.”	He	said	proudly,	“So	far	we’ve	grossed	
over	thirty-million	dollars.”	

You	 could	 have	 heard	 a	 pin	 drop,	 even	 in	 the	 busiest	
restaurant	in	Miami	they	heard	a	pin	drop.	Definitely	a	pin	had	
dropped.		The	boys	were	dumbfounded	as	they	looked	at	each	
other	like	two	fools	who	had	just	been	taken	to	the	cleaners.	

Javier	said,	“I	came	here	for	two	reasons.		First,	I	came	
here	 to	 beg	 for	 your	 forgiveness…	 and	 second,	 I	wanted	 to	
hand	you	these…	in	person.”	

He	 handed	 them	 each	 an	 envelope	 with	 their	 name	
typed	on	the	front.		The	boys	opened	their	envelopes	and	took	
out	their	checks.		Their	jaws	almost	dropped	to	the	floor.	

Brad	looked	at	Javier,	“Eight-million	dollars?”		“For	real	
Javier?”	

“Yes,	 after	 expenses	 and	 company	 taxes,	 that	 is	 your	
take.		Eight-million	each.”		He	continued,	“The	best	part	is	that	



there	 will	 be	 more	 coming	 down	 the	 road	 as	 our	 future	
projections	look	very	strong.”	

They	 were	 dumbfounded.	 They	 were	 astonished,	 and	
they	were	absolutely	 stunned	at	 their	good	 fortune,	 as	 they	
had	not	expected	any	of	this.	

Javier	stood	and	excused	himself	as	he	was	catching	the	
red	 eye	 back	 to	 France.	 	 They	 all	 hugged	 and	 said	 their	
goodbyes.	

The	 two	boys	 just	 sat	 there	 in	 silence	 staring	 at	 their	
checks	 in	 disbelief	 as	 the	 unheard	 bustle	 of	 the	 restaurant	
surrounded	them.	

Brad	said,	“You’ve	got	to	be…”	
John	cut	him	off	saying,	“I	know,	I	know...	don’t	say	it.”		

They	both	laughed.	
Catching	their	breath.	 	“How	about	some	dinner?”	said	

Brad…	“I’m	buying.”	
Time	to	recount:		So	here	they	were	in	Miami	with	their	

wildest	 dreams	 coming	 true.	 	 They	 had	 hired	 over	 twenty	
programmers	who	were	busy	coding	all	their	newest	of	ideas.		
The	office	was	bustling	with	energy	and	the	excitement	was	
contagious.	 	 John	and	Brad	had	to	pinch	themselves	as	 they	
had	been	truly	blessed…	and	the	mystery	of	Javier	had	been	
solved…	and	they	knew	God	loved	them.	

Brad’s	 family	 had	 come	 to	 visit	 and	 it	 had	 been	 a	
welcomed	 reunion.	 	 They	 visited	 all	 the	 sights,	 spent	 some	
time	in	Key	West	and	they	all	had	a	wonderful	time.	

It	was	Friday	and	they	were	leaving	the	office	early	for	
the	weekend.		Brad	asked	John	if	he	would	like	to	accompany	
him	to	the	Mercedes	dealership	to	attend	to	some	unfinished	
business.		As	if	he	read	Brad’s	mind,	John	immediately	said	he	
would	love	to	accompany	him.	

They	 drove	 Brad’s	 trusty	 green	machine	 down	 to	 the	
bank	where	they	withdrew	more	than	enough	cash	for	their	
dream	cars.		They	headed	down	to	the	dealership,	parked	right	



in	front,	and	walked	through	the	front	doors	 leaving	behind	
the	old	Subaru	wagon	with	steam	coming	out	from	under	its	
hood.	

On	 the	 showroom	 floor	 sat	 two	 matching	 black	
Mercedes	S	550’s.		They	were	regal	and	beautiful	and	seemed	
to	be	waiting	just	for	us	to	take	them	home.	

There	was	a	table	in-between	the	two	cars	where	John	
placed	his	travel	bag	full	of	the	banded	stacks	of	cash.	

A	 well-dressed	 older	 salesman	 having	 witnessed	 our	
entrance,	 approached	us	and	 condescendingly	asked,	 “Can	 I	
help	you	young	boys?”	

John	politely	said,	“Yes	Sir,	how	much	are	these	black	S	
550’s?”	

The	 man	 smiled	 and	 with	 a	 slight	 smirk	 on	 his	 face	
leisurely	responded,	“Young	man,	we	have	a	saying	in	Miami…	
if	you	have	to	ask	the	price,	you	probably	can’t	afford	it…	and	
I	suppose	you	want	a	test	drive?”	

John	smiled	and	spoke	slowly	so	 the	man	was	sure	 to	
understand,	 “Actually	 sir,	 we	 really	 don’t	 care	 about	 your	
prices,	and	your	offer	of	a	test	drive	won’t	be	necessary.		What	
we	really	want,	sir…	is	another	salesman.”	

John	pointed	 to	a	younger	 sales	person	and	motioned	
him	over.		He	said,	“Could	you	please	write	these	two	cars	up	
for	us.		There	should	be	plenty	here	to	pay	for	them	both	and	
please	feel	free	to	keep	the	left	over	cash	for	your	trouble.“	

With	that	he	unzipped	the	black	canvas	bag	and	slowly	
dumped	its	contents	onto	the	table	with	half	the	stacks	falling	
onto	the	floor.		A	small	crowd	of	staff	and	customers	had	now	
gathered	witnessing	the	verbal	exchange.	

The	 older	 salesman	 was	 absolutely	 stunned	 and	 was	
completely	 speechless.	 	He	 stared	 at	 the	 sizable	pyramid	of	
cash	as	the	chosen	salesman	picked	up	the	loose	stacks	from	
the	floor,	quickly,	hoping	John	might	not	change	his	mind.	



The	 older	 distinguished	 salesman	 turned	 to	 John	

blurting,	“You’ve	got	to	be	shittin’	me.”	

Without	blinking	an	eye,	John	and	Brad	looked	up	in	unison	

saying,	“We	shit	you	not!”	

	
The	End	
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