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William J. Cann had spent four years in the U.S. Army. After his enlistment has ended, he was recruited as a soldier of fortune. He eventually became a personal bodyguard for the King of an oil rich country.
After years in the service of others he was planning on going home at the end of his last work day. Due to a critical injury while guarding the King, he wakes up in a Kansas City hospital some weeks later.
The story involves the people he comes in contact and interacts with. There are people in the hospital, a young girl without a father, saying goodbye to a loved parent and finding a lost love he never stopped thinking of.
There are all the people he meets while he is on his quest to make a new home for himself. He dreamed of having a real life in his hometown near the old neighborhood. The dream of having a home, family and his dream girl he left so many years ago.
His dream girl thought someday he would return and they would be together again. Her dreams were lost a few years ago when she thought he died. His uphill struggle against his physical and mental issues is almost constant. His lack of social graces causes concern and humor to his friends and newly created family.
Was it karma, fate or destiny that affected the lives of so many people, who knows?
Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, companies, products and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, companies or businesses or products or locales or persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental. This is a fictional story meant as entertainment.
This work is intended for adults only. Some of the content of this fiction is graphically violent and/or sexual in nature. It is intended for readers age eighteen or over. Anyone underage is prohibited from reading. Do no read if to do so is illegal in your jurisdiction.
If you develop a rash or other discomfort, seek medical help. If at any moment you become ill or displeased, stop reading immediately! No animals were harmed while writing this book


Dreams are never lost – Chapter 01

William Cann opened his eyes to the red glow of the clock radio. “Almost 5 AM,” he thought “Will I ever get to sleep past 5 AM? Rhetorical question, I’m never going to be in bed after 5 AM. What a life having an addictive personality and stuck with habits, change … no way; I need to get up right now.”

William has started his last day at work in a foreign country he has called home for well over the last decade. A tiny Middle Eastern country, that happens to be sitting on an ocean of crude oil. Now, it’s off to a brief fifteen minute exercise, shower, and get dressed and ready for another day at the office. William (Bill to his friends) works for Black Creek Solutions; a privately held corporation that provides ultra-high level security for heads of state and alike.

Black Creek Solutions also fights wars, squelches uprisings and overthrows governments. Black Creek Solutions is where professional soldiers go when their government military career has ended. Mercenaries for hire are what Black Creek Solutions does best. Totally military combat ready with full military hardware. Full ground and air support is available, except a flag (Private Corporation).

The ‘office’ was a room in the basement of the royal palace; off in a far corner that was clearly marked off limits in Arabic. Arriving at the ‘office’, Bill looked around; “What a dump! This place looks more like a dungeon than our headquarters; and what is that smell? You all know, I’m going to miss this place.”

Some of the other men in the room turned, there was grumblings; one voice spoke up louder than the others. “You’ll sign a new contract Bill. They will wave that big bonus check under your big nose; you’ll sign up again.” said Eric, Bill’s oldest friend. A couple of the others in the room murmured in agreement.

Bill looked over to the kitchen area; “You drank all the coffee again, thanks you jerks. Eric, you are so wrong. Today is it my friends, its August 26th and this is my last day. When today is over, I’m going to pack my bags and start the journey back home. I have had enough of this place.”

In a sympathetic voice Eric said “Clark and I are going to miss you buddy. Speaking of Clark, he left to check out where the King is going today. After all it is Thursday, you know what that means, we are going to the;” in unison everyone in the room spoke “The Al-lam Market”.

The Al-lam Market is an open air market place for the locals to sell their goods. It was created by King Aniq in memory of his late son Prince Al-lam. Bill hated the place because that is where the King’s son was assassinated. That’s when our government insisted to the King he have professional bodyguards. Professional soldiers of fortune or better known as mercenaries.

In a light hearted voice; “After being here for over a decade in this place, it somehow feels like home. Somebody might think I might actually miss this dump, NOT! I think I will miss King Aniq though. It’s hard to know someone for so many years without having some feelings for them.”

Al’s voice rang out from the other side of the room: “Yea, I’m sure the king is going to miss you calling him King Antique. Who’s going to watch those old gangster movies and westerns with him? You have to admit bro, Pacino speaking Arabic is dam funny. But John Wayne speaking Arabic is downright hysterical.”

Al switched to a John Wayne voice: “I’m going to kick your ass pilgrim. Now get on your camel and ride out of here.” On to his Al Pacino imitation: “Say hello to my little friend! Every time I think I’m out they drag me back in! Hahaha”

Everyone chuckled while they continued to prepare for the day. Everyone was prepping their weapons and gear, when orderly Yorio came in to the room. “Hey Bill, you got an urgent email with a video attached for you. I’ll set the laptop here so you can see. Don’t spill coffee on it again. These things are expensive and the paperwork to replace it is a pain in the ass, so be careful.”

“I don’t have any coffee; these fools drank it before I got here; assholes! What button do I push to see and hear the message?” Yorio mumbled “here” touching the keyboard. Suddenly, everyone in the room was standing in a semi-circle around Bill.

He snapped: “Has any of you ever heard of privacy?” Almost instantly he heard Yorio’s voice say “Nope! Now listen and watch. We need to finish getting ready and go.”
 
The motionless picture of an Asian woman appeared on the screen with the words “loading … please stand by” on the screen. The picture started to move along with his sisters’ voice was able to be heard.

Happy thirty sixth birth day to my big brother! You know what they say about men when they hit 36; it’s all downhill from there. Oh well big brother, your toast. I’m sure Yorio is in the room to help you operate the computer. Without him we would be using snail mail, and then it would be too late for a lot of things.”

Bill hunched over towards the screen waiting for his sister’s next volley of words. The look on her face turned more serious, she started to speak: “The doctors give mom a couple weeks at best. Most likely she has a few days left. Get your ass on a plane so you can see her before it’s too late. Mom would love to see you.”

The female voice became sarcastic. “How many years has it been? Oh, it was dad’s funeral. That was five years ago, asshole! We have not seen you since.” It was very clear by the tone of her voice Minori, Bills sister was pissed.

After a couple of seconds pause, Minori continued in a calmed down demeanor: “Anyway, I wanted to thank you for helping me get that job at the department of Homeland Security. You must have some real interesting friends at Black Creek with very powerful contacts in DC. I can’t tell you here where I’m working, but its big bro! It’s really big, that’s all I can say.” Minori finished with a girlish excitement in her voice and look on her face.

“Oh my god Bill, the clock is ticking! I really need to get going here. So let me finish up real fast, take notes. Remember the investment adviser you told me to work with? He is really good. The day Wall Street peaked in October 2007, he cashed in everything.

He liquidated everything and put your holdings into short term government bonds. Not to bore you with facts and figures, you had about fifteen million in cash.

Don’t panic, I know you heard the word ‘had’. You still have most of it. I’m sure you heard about how the economy is really bad. Now there are great real estate deals out there.

I bought you a big commercial building. I bought it with your money. You’re going to love it, besides it’s in the old neighborhood too! It’s the old Parkway Theater Building. There are six store fronts, a restaurant and two big apartments on top; one on each side of the theater.

I’ll fill you in when you come home. I had the apartments refurbished so you have a place to live when you get home. You can furnish which ever apartment you want. I have no idea what your bachelor lifestyle would like. I’ve got to jump on a plane to DC; can’t keep the bosses waiting! When you get back home, call me in D.C., I’m the only Minori Takahashi at Homeland Security. Bye big brother.”

The screen went still when Eric broke the silence with: “You asshole! I’ve known you for all these years. I wondered what you did with all your money. You sit around watching old movies dubbed in Arabic, drawing your pictures and listening to the radio. I never knew you had a family, much less Asian sister. Was she adopted by your parents? Where did she come from? Come on man, Al and I want to know.”

With a halfcocked smile on his face, Bill said: “Let’s finish getting ready first. Contrary to popular belief, it is possible to talk while we get geared up. To answer your questions by least importance first, there is no place to spend money around here. The company supplies me with everything I could need or want. Besides, there is nothing here to spend money on. I don’t drink or smoke. It’s better to send my payroll to my sister so she can take care of it.

I watch movies with King Aniq because he enjoys the company, none of the palace staff are allowed to watch movies with the king. Besides, his family thinks he’s nuts. The BBC comes over the shortwave radio really well. When there is absolutely nothing else to do, I sketch or tend to my rose garden. It’s a shallow life, but getting involved with any of the local women is a definite no. I don’t want to have my head chopped off by some girl’s father; no thanks.

On to my family, my parents found me on an Asian Christian church doorway. My mother could not get pregnant. They were at the church praying for a child. They were talking to the priest afterward. The priest told them if it was gods will for them to have a child; they would get a child in god’s good time. What they did not know was while they were inside; my birth mother was placing yours truly on that very church’s step outside the front door.

When my parents left the church, my mother tripped over me. My father caught her; started me crying. Mother looked down, started crying to my father. My mother told the priest god has granted her wish. My father told me there was no way he was going to argue with mother. They were somewhat new to this country, so my father believed the authorities would take care of everything.

The priest called the police who called the child welfare department. They came out and the department was having a bad week or something, because the officials from child welfare talked with the priest. The officials asked my parents if they could care for me for a while, because they had no foster homes available for infants. Well you can guess what she said. The agent had my dad fill out some paperwork granting them ‘foster parent’ legal guardian status for yours truly. On a temporary basis only you see.

Days turned into weeks, weeks turned into months and months turned into years. When I was getting ready to start grade school, my parents went to the church for guidance. The priest knew of a family court judge and a lawyer in the congregation. The priest talked to the judge and the lawyer. The lawyer did the adoption paper work. My parents went to court; the judge signed the adoption papers; that is it. Now you know the highlights of my personal history”

Eric, spoke up with a bit of sarcastic tone; “Why isn’t you name Takahashi? How did your sister come into the picture? You said your mother couldn’t get pregnant. What’s up with that? Did they adopt her too? Holly crap, wait until Clark here’s about this!”

Bill is starting to get very annoyed, “God works in mysterious ways my friend. Just after my third birthday, my mother conceived my sister. Now seriously guys, could this face ever pass for a guy with the name of Takahashi?”

Everyone was chuckling when Dara the interrupter entered the room. Everyone turned to see Dara stopping just past the doorway; King Aniq entering the room. Oops! The King has never come back here.

The king asked through Dara the interrupter; “Has everyone had their breakfast this morning?” While asking, the king roamed over to the make-shift breakfast buffet.

Everyone was shocked when the king started the propane stove, grabbed the fry pan, and sprayed it with non-stick spray. He cracked three eggs and started cooking them. Dropped two slices of toast in the toaster; popped some pre-cooked sausage patties into the microwave.

Through Dara the king said, “Your American breakfasts stink up this part of the palace every day.”

While the eggs were cooking the king looked around before speaking; “This place looks like a camel’s stall. You need to clean this place; now let’s see if I still have what it takes…..”

The King flipped the eggs in the pan without a spatula. He looked at the astonished group before stating in a humorous voice: “I am going to join you for breakfast. Don’t tell anyone; it would destroy my image.”

The King chuckled and everyone started nervous laughing. The toast popped up, Dara retrieved the toast. Everyone sat in nervous wonder while the unexpected guest ate his breakfast. The silence was profound. King Aniq looked around the room, his piercing eyes met Bills.

The king spoke in a very casual voice; “You are all wondering why I am here. Today is the Cowboy Capone’s last day. I understand it is a tradition in your country to ‘break bread’ with a friend. William Cann, you are much more than that; you have brought honor to my family name. You eliminated an outlaw family that claimed a jihad against my family and you. You avenged my son’s death without fear, you never once asked for compensation of any type.”

While sitting across the table form the King, Bill said: “My King, what I did was for”

“NO!” The king interrupted in a raised voice.

“I know what you did and why. My enemy became your enemy. I did not think you Americans had the will to do what needs to be done. You have the heart of a true warrior William Cann. In some ways, you are like a son to me. When you get back to your Kansas City, I have arranged something to remind you of that. I am done speaking. I will finish my meal now.”

After breakfast was finished, one by one everyone got up from the table and finished putting on their protective gear.

The King also arose: “My father insisted I be able to take care of myself. I understand you are far from home; you miss the pleasures and foods of home. You need to understand there are laws and customs in my country that need to be followed. Do not leave your food out for the palace workers to find. I don’t want you to subvert them any more than they already are. Some members of the staff seem to like your bacon. I can smell it on their breath. Now we go, not a word of this to anyone Dara; what was said in this room stays in this room.”

With that, we all walked down the various hallways to finally enter the courtyard where the motorcade was waiting. King Aniq had a very limited English vocabulary.

Bill heard the King; “Cowboy Capone, you keep me alive today.”

Bill looked over and seen the smile on the Kings face; “I sure will my King Antique!”

Into the motorcade they went. It was the usual twenty minute ride to the market place. Everyone but Eric exited the motorcade and scanned the area. Looking at faces and understanding body language is an essential part of the job. Someone planning something has a certain look about them that is not good. The normal citizens look like normal people try into get a glance at the King. The others have the look of desperation in their eyes along with quirky body language. They are the dangerous ones.

Eric yells out the “All clear.”

Clark escorts the King from the motorcade and down the street. King Aniq is walking down the street like a rock star; shaking hands and idle chit chat with the citizens’. Al notices someone moving behind the merchants in a big hurry darting up and down.

Al yells out the keyword ‘target’ for a possible threat.

“Target is coming up behind the date stand.”

Clark ran towards the date stand, pushing away spectators while trying to get to the threat.

Clark yelled out; “I lost him! He went down low I think!”

Bill turned to see the King was right next to him on the left side. He placed himself directly in front of the King where the possible threat could be coming from. He could see movement. Someone was pushing people aside to get to the king. There was no time to move, too crowded with no place to go.

“ERIC! I need help!”

The next instant he seen the machete coming at him and the man behind it. Instinct took over, two shots at the target point blank; the assassin released the machete. Bill tried to raise his weapon in a defensive move, but he was too late. A moment of intense pain, he felt himself falling, hitting the ground, that’s when lights went out.
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 02
William Cann could hear voices in the distance, they were just beyond comprehension. He felt very strange, as if he was not part of his body. Almost like floating on a cloud. It seems very pleasant and wonderful; then the voices became clearer and closer.

A female voice said; “Yes Doctor, we stopped the coma maintaining medications about six hours ago as per your instructions. He seems to be coming around now. He should be somewhat conscious in a couple of minutes.”
That’s when Bill felt himself falling fast. Suddenly the falling stopped with what felt like a crash on to a hard surface. Bill heard a moan; he realized the moan came from him. A panic attack was building very fast inside his mind.
My body felt paralyzed, nothing would move. Where am I? My brain is not in control. It feels like my brain is climbing out of a black hole. My eyes won’t open; flutter, bright light, faces, something is holding my arms, there are hands holding my face! Why doesn’t anything move! There is a face staring at me. I screamed HELP, but I heard nothing.
“Mister Cann, calm down. Stop fighting me! We are not here to hurt you. William! If you do not stop fighting me, I’m going to sedate you for your own good. Do you understand me Bill?”
Slowly, things started coming in to focus. The face was of an American woman. This woman knew my name, if she wanted me dead, I would be dead now. I need to gain control right now. Calm down, just calm down. My eyes started to focus; the lips on the face in front of me were moving.
I heard the female voice; “That’s much better. I’m going to remove my hands now. Okay? I’m going to let you go now.”
The hands moved away, my head rolled to the left. There was no control of my limbs what so ever. What the hell was happening to me? The face with the hands attached grabbed my head and placed pillows around my head so it would not roll. My sight was still not very good, no more than a couple of feet.
“Mister Cann, I am going to call you Bill, it saves so much time. I hope you don’t mind. My name is Nurse McIntyre; you can call me Nurse McIntyre. Now, if I get you some water, you won't choke on it now will you? We are going to see if you can swallow.

Since you cannot use your arms yet, I’ll use this big straw to give you one big straw full at a time. … You will be able to use your arms and legs in a couple of hours, you will be weak; it’s a side effect of the medications.”
That few drops of water were the most wonderful thing that has ever hit my tongue. The understanding of the word ‘dry’ had a new meaning now. This went on for a few minutes, water one straw full at a time. Finally I could talk. “What happened to me? Where am I? Where is this place?”

Nurse McIntyre told me I was in Kansas City Edgebrook Hospital. Also, I am coming out of a chemically induced coma because of my head injury. She would not elaborate on my injury other than to tell me I had a fractured skull, and I had been here for several days.

“The doctor will give you all that information tomorrow. Well Bill, tomorrow is going to be a really big day for you. I can see in your eyes you are about to fall asleep. You need to get some real REM sleep. Coma is not natural sleep, it shuts everything down.”
I came out of a coma and I am exhausted. With my site mostly back, I saw Nurse McIntyre inject something into one of my IV’s.
“I’m giving you a vitamin injection along with your saline solution. This will help bring back your muscle response and help you move under your own power.”
A black hole opened up in front of my mind, I fell right in. That’s when the dreams started; bizarre dreams they were. There were dreams of when I was a child, the dreams of my high school love Marcy, dreams of my military career; the recurring dream of that night in the hideout we called ‘The Al-Qaeda Motel’. I could hear the screaming voices.
I was fighting for my life; I could see some of them running for their lives. When the shooting was done, there was the silence that was deafening. I could hear my heart pounding and that sickly smell of death. Walking away I felt my crotch getting warm and moist. I looked down and seen the blood flowing across my stomach from my left side to my right. I knew I was hurt, but I didn’t realize I was holding my organs in with my left hand. That’s when the panic set in. My legs folded under me.
“Eric, Clark! I need help.” I yelled for all I was worth. The panic over took me.
I screamed out again “Eric, Clark!”
When I awoke, I found myself back in the hospital, it was all a dream. Nurse McIntyre was removing the IV’s and various monitor sensors from my head.
“Mister Cann, you were having some very bad night terrors. I know the drugs you are taking have some side effects, but you were reliving things. Did you know you talk and scream in your sleep? Who was Marcy? Who were Eric and Clark? You said Marcy with a smile on your face, you screamed out Eric and Clark twice. That’s when you started sweating profusely and holding your stomach. Other than being covered with sweat and looking exhausted, how do you feel this morning?”
“My head hurts; I’m still shaking from those dreams. I need to pee; other than that, I feel better than yesterday.”
Just waking up, I need to use the bathroom. As soon as she finished removing the last sensor, I tried to get up. I was barely able to move my arms and legs. I moved my legs to the side of the bed and tried to sit up. Wow, what a mistake. The room started spinning; I was getting sick. I was falling forward and had no power to stop. Nurse McIntyre’s arms stopped me from falling onto the floor.

"Hold on Bill, were getting a little ahead of ourselves. Let’s get some extra hands in here. Press the call button; it is taped to your hand.”

I felt the button and pressed it for all it was worth. Suddenly a small entourage was entering the room. Nurse McIntyre did not let me go when the others arrived. She held me like a child that needed comfort.

She asked; “Where did you think you were going in such a hurry”

“I need to pee! Real men don’t use bed pans. Children are treated that way, not real men.” Was all that would come to mind, I was so embarrassed at myself because of wearing this open back hospital gown. I didn’t have the strength to get out of bed much less walk to the bathroom. Now there are more strangers in here staring at me; the panic started again. Fright overwhelmed me to the point I could hardly think.
Nurse McIntyre barked at me; “I’ll give you a bed pan; it’s not the end of the world. That’s why we have them. Even real men use bed pans, lay back down.” I pushed back with every ounce of energy I had.

“You’re resisting me. What’s wrong? You’re shaking like a leaf! What’s the matter?”
I could feel the tears running down my face. My world has collapsed no control of anything, defenseless against everyone.
In a voice that came out in a whisper, my soul started pouring out to this woman; “I am so scared right now. If I can’t do this … I’m done. Please help me; you’re all I have going for me right now. If this is my future, give me a huge Morphine shot and take me out. Living like this is not an option.”
Nurse McIntyre spoke to the others in a commanding voice; “Ed, you take his left side, Sid, you take his right side. We are going to walk Mister Cann to the bathroom. Sit him on the toilet, don’t let him fall.”
When Ed and Sid had a hold of me, Nurse McIntyre released me.
She took a look at me; “Wait a minute, there is something in Mister Cann’s eyes.” She grabbed some tissues and blotted the tears from my eyes.
Off to the bathroom we went. I was so scared, relived; the flood of emotions was overwhelming. The emotions from my physical condition, possible paralysis and possible euthanasia, I started crying openly. Sid and Ed kept their hands of my shoulders so I would not fall, but said nothing. The orderlies had seen this behavior so often; it didn’t faze them at all. 
I regained my composure after what seemed like forever. The only thing I could think of saying was; “Thank you.”
With that, Sid called out to the Nurse, they asked her to bring in some tissues. When Ed, Sid and I returned from the bathroom, they did not need to support all my weight. My legs were starting to help support me, but not completely. McIntyre instructed them to place me in the chair while the orderly’s made my bed.
To sit in an upright position was relief, to be out of bed felt great. Then this woman that had the air of authority about her entered the room. The idle chatter stopped, Nurse McIntyre gave this woman my update.
“Hello Doctor, Mister Cann went to the restroom, urination only, not under his own power. BP is 120 over 75, Pulse is 60. All medications were stopped fifteen minutes ago. Doctor, may I speak with you privately for a moment?”
The doctor nodded affirmative, Nurse McIntyre and the doctor stepped in to the hallway for a few moments and re-entered the room. The doctor could not have been five feet tall. Blonde hair that fit her age, about sixty something. Her face had the signs of experience and quite a bit of experience at that. When she spoke, it reminded me of a female version of the commandant from the movie Stalag 17.
“Good morning Mister Cann. I am Doctor Goldberg, welcome back to the real world. Let’s clear the air right now. You have not had use of your extremities for weeks. To put it simply, you were put in to a coma, your muscles went to sleep; they haven’t fully woke up yet. You will be back to normal within a day or two. I am your neurologist; I am also Chief resident and Director of Neurosurgery of this hospital.”
In her commandant sly voice; “I normally do not interact with patients. You have a very interesting and powerful friend Mister Cann.”
Her voice drifted to a more normal tone while; “Your friend knows exactly how to make this hospitals administrator sit up and take notice. I think it was the two million dollar check as a down payment to cover your medical expenses had quite a bit to do with it.”
She stopped and looked me in the eyes; “The young man that met with the administrator made quite an impression on him. He was very insistent that you received the best care possible. Spare no expense for your care and comfort. Trust me, we have not.”
The Doctor is getting in to her comfort zone. She rearranged herself in the chair across from me; she spoke like we knew each other.
“Now let’s talk about you Mister Cann. You arrived here a few weeks ago with a compound fractured skull, with brain matter exposed. It seems your head was struck by a machete that was intended for a Middle Eastern King. Doing your job came very close to costing you your life. You are not going to do anything rash today Mister Cann.
You have had two surgeries. The first surgery I preformed was to remove bone fragments from your brain. The second surgery I preformed was to repair the damage to your skull after your brain swelling went down. That was yesterday morning.
The Plastic Surgeon removed about half of your scalp; he folded it to one side. I mounted the platinum mesh plate over the open area where your skull is missing. I attached it with titanium plates and screws. The plastic surgeon reattached your scalp.
You now have a metal mesh plate covering a large portion of the left side of your head. The plastic surgeon used over 200 staples to reattach your scalp. Under those bandages, you head looks like it has a suitcase zipper. The staples will come out next week. It will take at least six months for the bone material to completely reform itself.”
At that point my eyes glazed over, the Doctor must have read the confusion on my face; “Allow me to rephrase what I just said. The metal mesh plate is attached to your skull, where the bone material is missing. The plastic surgeon reattached your scalp after I had finished. Going through security at airports will be very interesting.”
With that she smiled; “Is everything clear so far?”
“Yes Doctor, I hope someone is keeping notes.”
“Don’t worry; you will remember what is important.”
I was still confused to say the least; “What else are you not telling me? I have this feeling you’re holding something back, what is it?”
The doctor shot me this sly look; “Nurse McIntyre will inform you about the details of your medications, life style changes, side effects and other issues. You need to have the staples removed in a few days. After the staples are removed, keep your head clean. Avoid the sun; wear a scarf, no hats, perhaps a nice toupee. Good bye for now Mister Cann.”
With that, the doctor left without another word. Nurse McIntyre moved in to the chair and said the words I was dreading, but knew I would hear.
“You’re going to start physical therapy today. You’re going to learn how to walk again, right after your bath.”
In a very upbeat almost humorous voice; “The scent you are emitting is rather pungent. Goats on the farm have smelled better. Get on the bed Mr. Cann. It will all be over in a few minutes.”
Nurse McIntyre gave me the coldest stare. I knew there was no chance in getting out of this.
My response was; “Will this be the last form of humiliation for me or do you have others planned?”
Nurse McIntyre spoke with a surprise, almost shock in her voice; “Good grief, I am a married woman. The women in this room are old enough to be your mother. Part of their job is bathing patients. Besides, you can’t see your family smelling like a goat, now can you?”
“My mother is here? Where is she? No! Don’t let her see me like this. I need clothes, shoes, socks! Oh, you must help me out, please!”
“Calm down, your mother isn’t going anywhere. You get cleaned up and we will get you decent to see her. Your sister sent us a beautiful robe and some very interesting slippers for you. They don’t match, but who cares, you’re in a hospital. You will see your family tomorrow, I promise. Sid, Ed, help Mister Cann on to the bed.”

The women that bathed me were totally preoccupied with talking about their personal family matters. Flames could be shooting out of my head and they probably would not have noticed. “Move this, turn that, lean this way and lift that” was all they said to me. After the bath, one of them said “Here; cover yourself, done.” These two rather large older women removed the bed linen after Sid and Ed placed me back in the chair wearing my green hospital gown.
Nurse McIntyre came back into the room and opened the closet. She removed a gorgeous black with red roses, full length genuine Kimono robe, along with the dumbest pair of fuzzy cow slippers you can imagine.
Nurse McIntyre sad; “Your sister has interesting tastes in gowns and footwear.” Sid and Ed were trying everything to keep from laughing.
“Here you two, help Mister Cann put these slippers on, then get the walker. Mister Cann, we are going for a walk. Just down the hall for now, but if you want to leave and go home; you must be able to walk under your own power.”
That day was spent getting to know my new friend, the walker. Walk awhile and rest. I kept repeating that all day. By dinner time, I could walk the entire length of the corridor and back under my own power. After dinner, Nurse McIntyre came in and sat down on the other chair in the room.
In a very upbeat voice she spoke; “You should be released tomorrow. First, there are a few things that need to happen before you can be released. They are; a blood test, a review of your medications and you need to have a bowel movement.” 
While Nurse McIntyre is speaking, a nasty metallic taste starts in my mouth. That’s the last thing I remember. When I opened my eyes, I’m on the floor; people are looking down at me. My head hurts like someone is pounding a hammer inside. I can see faces with lips’ moving but the pain in my head is getting worse, I can’t hear or see through the pain. Someone holds my arm; a needle prick then that black hole opened up again and swallowed me.
When I awoke the next morning Nurse McIntyre is in the room; “Hello Bill, you had quite an evening yesterday. How do you feel today?”
“Like a train ran through my head. What happened to me? ... I think I’m going to be sick.”
Nurse had a small plastic pan in her hand. She lifted me forward and placed it in front of me just in time. … Trying to wrap my head around what happened; I raised my arm to wipe off my mouth and noticed I was wearing a blue hospital gown. No Kimono robe, no stupid cow slippers and I was in a chair before.
“What happened to me?”
Nurse McIntyre spoke with a scary sympathetic voice; “You had a little set back. You had a seizure last evening. Doctor gave you a sedative as a precaution along some anti-convulsion medication. Because of this, you are going to stay here one more day for observation.”
“Why did I have a seizure? I thought I had to pass ‘solids’ as you put it before I could leave. What happened to my Kimono robe and my slippers? I don’t see them anywhere in the room.”
Nurse McIntyre got this wide eyed look on her face like this is a very uncomfortable subject; “The seizure was not totally unexpected, considering your injury. Yesterday, when you had the seizure, um, the ‘solids’ issue was taken care of. Your Kimono robe is being cleaned. Your designer slippers are on the floor, waiting for you when you’re ready to get up. Can I ask you a very personal question?”
“Since you seen me at my absolute worse, not to mention half dead and naked, ask me anything’s on your mind.”
“Thank you, I have two questions. First off, that tattoo on your left forearm. The skull and crossed rifles with a knife embedded through the skull. The quote ‘Death, been there, done that’, what is that about?”
“I was critically injured during an operation to get rid of a threat by an Al-Qaeda splinter group. The group was in a hideout we called the Al-Qaeda Motel. They had declared a jihad against King Aniq of Choam and his personal bodyguard, yours truly. I decided not to wait for my assassination, I would remove the threat. While removing the threat, I was critically injured. Lucky for me, orderly Yorio came looking for us in his Hummer.
Eric and Clark, my co-workers and best friends were dragging me back for medical attention when Yorio found us. Our transport was almost a half mile away. It is kind of hard to sneak up on people unless you’re walking. They told me I died on the way to get medical attention that night. So you see I’ve already been dead. Is there anything else I can answer for you?”
“Yes, my second question, you have night terrors; these are way beyond night mares. Even under mild sedation you scream, contort your face and scare the hell out of the staff here. I won’t repeat the language you use. They close the door so you don’t scare the other patients. Have you ever considered talking to someone professional about ‘The Al-Qaeda Motel’?”
“Perhaps someday I will, but not now, definitely not to a woman. There are some things nobody needs to hear. Certainly there are things I have done that no woman on earth needs to hear under any circumstances.”
Nurse McIntyre fidgeted uncomfortably in her hospital chair; “I did not mean to get you upset, I’m sorry. You will need to talk to someone before you melt down. You have built up such a shield of armor to protect yourself; it’s going to destroy you. Mister Cann, you need to let someone in. You need to let down that shield of armor you built. I know someone that can help, my husband is a psychologist; he specializes in post-traumatic stress.”
“Nurse, with all due respect, I’m sure your hubby is well qualified at what he does. It will be fine, don’t worry about me, I’ll get over it. I’m a big boy now. I need to man up a little.”

Nurse McIntyre shocked me when she said; “Doctor Goldberg and Mister Lewis insist you meet with a psychologist. My husband will be here after lunch. I will stop by before dinner. After that, barring any more seizures, you should go home the day after tomorrow. Now let’s get on to more pleasant things. There is a hospital robe you can use in the closet. I’ll get a wheel chair so we can go visit your mother.”
Within a minute or two, nurse returned. Off we went in the hospital chariot, down the halls I had walked many times in the last couple of days, then on to the elevator. We exited on to the sixth floor that was very quiet. It looked a lot like the second floor. The layout was mainly the same, but with much less activity. The area has a slightly dimmer look, with almost an air of morbidity about it.
“Nurse McIntyre, what types of patients are on this floor? The place has a morbid feel about it. It is as quiet as being in a library except for the monitors beeping in the back ground.”
“Terminally ill patients are on this floor. Mostly comatose, some drift in and out of consciousness. I want you to be prepared for what you’re going to see. A double mastectomy, chemo therapy and radiation can have quite an effect on people. We have reduced your mother’s pain medication at her request, so she can be with you in a clear mental state.
Your sister was here, your mother sent her away because she did not want your sister in the room when she passes away. Your mother was vehement about that. As soon as your mother’s pain medication was lowered, she could make rational decisions, she said goodbye to your sister.”
Through a doorway, Nurse McIntyre rolled me into a low lit room. In a fake cheery voice, Nurse McIntyre announced; “Here we are Mrs. Takahashi, I brought someone to see you.”
The nurse left the room quietly, she never looked back. On the bed was this frail woman crying. She raised her left hand to cover her face and her right hand to cover her now bald head.
“William, you should not see me this way. I am so ashamed; you should never have to see me like this.”
“Mom, let me wipe away those tears and mine so we can see each other.”
She paused for a moment, then lowered her arms, turned her head towards me; “I really need to see you before it’s too late. I knew you would come as soon as you could.”
My emotions took over, the tear flood gates opened. We hugged, then composed ourselves the best we could. After a few moments, mom looked at me with that questionable motherly look.
“Your head is all covered in bandages? How bad did they hurt you? Are you going to be alright? Why didn’t you…”
I had to interrupt; “Mom! … I’m going to be fine. It’s hardly more than a scratch. The doctor told me I’ll be fine in a few days. I’m here now; I’ll stay with you for as long as you want.”
After a long awkward pause; “Mom, I don’t know what to do or say to help you.”
“William, there is nothing you can say or do. My time is coming to an end, we all know that. I remember that night at the church when you found me and I found you. The moment I seen you, I knew you had a destiny. I could not have asked for a better son if you were of my own flesh and blood.
Your father was so proud of you. When you went into the Army, he knew you were going to be a great soldier. When you went to become a bodyguard, father and I were frightened for your safety. Looking at you now, I see our fears came true.”
“Oh Mom it was only a job, but it paid very well. But those days are over now.”
“William, don’t lie to your mother. You are a horrible liar. I have known you for thirty six years and you never could lie to me without me seeing right through you. Your sister knows all about you and your job. I haven’t been this sick forever; I know what’s going on. I even know about what you were doing when you were almost cut in half and died.”
The tears suddenly stopped; I must have had a look of total shock on my face. I had no idea what to do or say next.
That motherly sympathetic look came over her face; “I knew all my life you had a level of courage and braveness that one day would provide you with a lifetime of security or you would meet your death.”
Mom squeezed my hand, she started smiling. I thought she was drifting off mentally.
“William, I need you to find your courage one last time for me.”
Her eyes cried out to me. The flood of tears from her eyes told me what was coming next.
The silence was broken by mom; “Billy, help me go, please. I cannot take the pain anymore. Please make it stop; let me go so I can be with your father.”
“Mom, I don’t have that kind of courage. I can’t do anything to hurt you, I’m sorry.”
“Billy, I hurt so much, please stop the hurting. Please don’t make me live like this.”
Her crying, then the low level moaning left me with no alternative; I looked at the IV machine dripping the morphine based pain solution in to her arm. There was the touchpad controls for increase and decrease. I turned the unit around and found a button, under a door on the back marked “Prime”.
I reached over with my left arm, hugged her; “I love you Mom, goodbye.”
With my right hand behind the machine, I pressed the ‘prime’ button. I heard a slight click; the pain IV drip went from a drip every few seconds to almost a constant flow.
The next thing I heard was my mother softly crying; “I love you Billy, thank you, goodbye.”
Her words dropped off and she went to sleep. A couple of minutes later, the heart monitor alarm started. Nurse McIntyre along with others came in almost instantly.
I heard a voice say; “Time of death 11:44 AM”
Nurse McIntyre saying; “It’s time to go now.”
The only thing in my mind was to say; “She's gone, the pain is done, it’s over.”
Nurse McIntyre wheeled me out of the room. The trip back to my room was a blur. Someone helped me from the wheel chair to one of the hospital chairs in my room. Everyone left the room silently, I felt so alone. I heard someone moving in the other chair, I looked over.
“Minori, mom’s gone.”
At that moment, I could not feel any emotion. No tears, no nothing. What the hell is wrong with me?
Minori spoke; “I know what mom wanted, I couldn’t do it, not indirectly or directly. Mom and dad used to brag about your level of duty, honor and courage. Dad always said you were a reincarnated Samurai with the honor and bravery of one of the forty seven Ronin. I always thought that was parental bragging rights for a son, I was wrong big brother, thank you for Mom’s sake.”
“Minori, I’m so sorry, I am not up to talking right now. I feel like I’m emotionally bankrupt. If you will forgive me, my head is about to explode. Please hit the call button.”
Within a few moments someone was taking my blood pressure. My head was pounding so badly, I couldn’t see.
I heard Nurse McIntyre’s voice; “Get me a sedative stat. His BP is so high; he’s going to stroke out. Where’s that sedative!”
The hammering in my head was deafening. I almost didn’t feel the pin prick in my arm. That black hole opened up in front of my mind, I dove right in to that swirling black pool.
When I awoke, I noticed I was still in the chair, wearing my hospital gown and robe, but also covered with a blanket. My sister was sitting in the chair across from me, reading a newspaper. She did not even look over the top of the newspaper before she spoke.
“You snore while you sleep Bill. You also talk, yell and scream. I stayed around until you came back to the real world. I wanted to make sure you were alright before I left to finish mom’s funeral arrangements.”
Minori arose from the chair, set the newspaper down and grasped her purse.
She looked at me; “Bill, I’m an emotional wreck, I’m barely hanging on. I’ll be back tomorrow morning to help you get released. We can catch up with each other then, not now. I’m too burned out right now to be social; you better talk to Doctor McIntyre before you lose it completely. I need to leave, now.”

I watched her walk out the door and say to someone off to the side; “He has some very serious demons inside his head trying to take over. Please help him, I can’t lose him too.”

This guy in a modest looking suit came in. He looked to be in his late 50’s; he walked in with a noticeable limp. White shirt, very loose tie and dress pants. His face looked like it had some miles on it. That look of experience like; ‘I’ve done that, been there before’ look. He outstretched his hand to introduce himself.
“Doctor Donald McIntyre, you already know my wife, Nurse McIntyre. I have been observing you during your stay here in the hospital. Whether you realize it or not, you are on a crash course with a mental breakdown. I am a psychologist; I’m willing to help you.”
“Good to meet you Doctor, thank you for your concern and your time. I’m going to be fine. I’ve been in tougher spots than this. Guess I’ll have to ‘man up’ a little bit and work my way through. Thanks for the offer, but civilian shrinks are not what I need or want right now.”
Doctor McIntyre rolled up his left sleeve; there was the tattoo of the insignia for the 1st Cavalry Division, Air-mobile. He pointed to it; “Vietnam 67, 68. I was a door gunner in a gunship. I was shot down twice. The second time I was shot down, my leg got broken in six places. I earned my degree through the GI Bill. So William, I have been down that road before.”
“Doc, I have seen and done things I am afraid to even think of. Take no offense but because we were both in the Army, that doesn't mean I'm not going to sit down with you over a beer and spill out my deepest inner thoughts. I never told my best friends in the world I had a sister, they only found out by looking over my shoulder. No doc, I’m not a touchy freely kind of guy. Some things need to stay close to the vest; my thoughts and feelings are my own.”
The doctor looked at me while he rearranged himself in the chair; “Are the night terrors getting to you? You feel powerless right now don’t you? Feel your forehead, your sweating profusely. You’re shaking like a dope addict twenty four hours since his last fix. Your heart is pounding so loudly, I can almost hear it over here.”
He was right on every count. But there is no way I was going to let some stranger inside my head to see my deepest thoughts under the pretense of mental help.
“William, you have built yourself a suit of impenetrable armor. That armor is weighting you down and getting heavier all the time. There are cracks forming in that suit of armor. There are more forming every day. Your subconscious is trying to get out through those cracks. One day, your subconscious is going to break out.”
The doctor arose from the chair; “I fear for you when you’re armor breaks and falls away. I hope someone is around to pick up the pieces when that happens. If not, you may fall into a world of darkness you may never escape from. Good day Mister Cann, we will meet again tomorrow morning."
End of chapter 02
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 03
The rest of the day was spent reading the newspaper along with what seemed to be an endless stream of people taking blood, checking my pulse, taking my blood pressure and asking; “How are you feeling today?” I have had enough already, I feel like a lab rat and a pin cushion.
Its late afternoon, the last orderly had walked out the door when another person walked in. With what I perceived as another completely mechanically fake voice asking me; “How are you doing today Mister Cann, would you like some company?”
I never looked to see whose voice that was; I burst out in a fit of rage screaming; “My mother died today, I have a metal plate in my head, and people think I’m losing my mind. I have no home, no friends here and you people keep sticking needles in me. How the hell do think I feel? I’m goddam scared is how I feel! I’m frightened as a child without his blanket all alone in the dark. Now get the hell out of here before I rip your arm off and beat you to death with it!”
I reached over, picked up the tray that contained the water pitcher. I was about to throw it; when I looked through my rage that was now starting to subside when I see a young girl in her late teens wearing a volunteer outfit. I saw the look of shock on her face, then her tears. The waves of remorse started coming over me. The weight of my actions was crushing. I was so ashamed of myself; I wish I could have found a hole to crawl in to.
Within a minute, while I was wallowing in my own stupidity and rudeness, both the McIntyre’s entered my room. The anger on Nurse McIntyre’s face told me what was on her mind without saying a word. She spoke without reservation.
“Donald, you stay out of this; don’t even say one word.”
Dr. McIntyre stopped in his tracks half way between the door and me. Nurse continued towards me and leaned over, then placed her hands on the chairs arm rests. She stopped advancing when her face was about a foot from mine. Her eyes were piercing into my soul; by the look on her face it was crystal clear she was super pissed.
“What gives you the right to treat a girl like that? Are you the only injured person here? No! That girl over heard the nurses talking about you. She made the mistake of thinking ‘maybe he needs a friend, I’ll go over and see if he needs a friend to talk to’. 
Not you tough guy, you verbally slapped the kid around and kicked her in the gut. You may be tough, but I’m glad you’re leaving here and not soon enough. By god if I was half a man I would slap the crap out of you.”
Nurse was so pissed, she was shaking. She rose up and exhaled a “Woo!” of relief.
She snapped again in a completely sarcastic voice; “Just so you know tough guy, her name is Nancy Swenson, but you don’t you care. … I’m so pissed off right now I could spit!”
Nurse was so right; I need to fix my life starting right now, before someone else gets hurt. My emotions were flowing in every direction. I started shaking; I had to break out of this dismal state of mind. I closed my eyes for a moment to focus on stopping my shaking.
I opened my eyes, Nurse was staring at me with her arms folded with her husband was standing behind her in silence. Beyond them, I noticed a semi-circle of hospital staff in the hallway, eaves dropping outside my door.
“Nurse, you are right, I do need the shit slapped out of me, that’s the minimum that I deserve. I can’t go on living like this; I’m going down a road that has no end, no future. Doc, can we talk after you and Mrs. McIntyre have had your dinner? Could we include Mrs. McIntyre as an observer? I feel that I owe you at least that much nurse Mac.”
Doc smiled and said “That would be fine with me. I cannot speak for my wife; and why after we have had our dinner? Why not right now?”
Nurse still had a scrawl on her face until I responded; “There is someone that I have caused a great injustice to. My sincere hope is that young girl has at least a speck of forgiveness in her heart for me.”
Nurse didn’t say a word; she nodded to her husband.
Doctor smiled; “It’s Five o’clock now. The atrium closes at seven o’clock; let’s meet there at seven thirty; we will see you then.”
After the McIntyre’s left, I went to the bathroom, looked in the mirror, that’s when I realized I had quite a beard growing. Walked over to the closet and found that my kimono had been cleaned and returned. I still had the hospital gown on, that’s fine. I walked over to the nurse’s station; most of them were busy. Two of them were sitting and staring me down with disgust in their eyes. 
The one on the left said with a slightly cocky voice; “You can’t wonder around here without an escort, mister.”
The hair on the back of my neck raised, I could feel myself going into attack mode. I decided to ignore her words and force a smile.
I said through my gritted teeth and fake smile; “I am looking for Nancy Swenson, the young lady that I needlessly offended and attacked. Do you know where I can find her, please?”
The angry scowl on both of their faces was working on my nerves.
I wanted to yell out; “Just do your dam job already!”
The nurse on the left picked up the phone and punched in a few numbers and over the paging system; “Nancy, you have a visitor at the nurse’s station.”
The nurse on the right never stopped staring at me with that scowl look on her face. I finally broke the stalemate by saying; “Nurse Frost and Nurse Ice, my intensions are totally honorable. On the other hand, my thoughts towards you two are rather on the frigid side.”
As I had finished, this young girl came around the corner saying; “Nurse Caley, you said there was a …” she stopped dead in her tracks; a look of fear came across her face. She walked very carefully with her back against the wall until she was centered behind the station.
Semi softly she said; “Nurse Caley, you said I have a visitor, I don’t see any visitor.”
The kid had this incredible nervous look about her.
Before Nurse Caley could respond, I spoke; “Young Miss Nancy Swenson, I am in your debt and I owe you an apology. Please accept my most humble and sincerest apology for miss-treating you.
I have needlessly wronged you. I also caused you great discomfort. You were only trying to show kindness with a hand of friendship. I am so ashamed of my behavior, I have dishonored myself. If you never speak to me again, I will understand. That is the least of the punishment I deserve. I will never forget you for trying to be my friend offering comfort in one of my darkest hours.
Nurse Caley and Nurse Smith, I must apologize for referring to you as Frost and Ice. That was very rude of me, I am sorry. I can say confidently that I have made a fool out of myself enough for one night; I’m going back to my room now.
I have no slippers on, my feet are freezing. Good night ladies, it’s been a hard day for all of us, no thanks to me.”
I turned and started walking towards my room, it was only about fifteen paces way from the nurse’s station. I heard Nurse Caley say “Oh my god! I think he might be human after all.”
Nurse Smith said; “I think there might actually be a heart beating in that chest.”
I was only a couple of steps away from my room when I felt a small hand grab my left arm.
Nancy spoke; “You know that you need an escort when you walk around the hospital in your bare feet. You might slip, fall and break something if I’m not here. Besides, your apology is accepted."
At that moment, a flood of emotions passed through my mind. First was relief that I was forgiven. The wave of despair came. How could I have behaved in that way? I was feeling remorse for my actions against this young person. What the hell was happening to me? When we entered the room, my place of sanctuary, the tears started again. I went into the bathroom to hide my tears and to regain my composure.
Exited the bathroom and was half surprised to see Nancy still standing in my room; “Mister Cann, are you going to be alright? I can stay for a while if you would like to talk.”
“I'll need an escort to the Atrium. I have a seven thirty meeting with the Doctor McIntyre. Could you help me or should I ask Nurse Frost or Nurse Ice for the escort?”
She laughed “I would be glad to give you an escort to the Atrium.”
I walked over to the closet and grabbed my kimono. Nancy’s eyes lit up like stars when she seen the full length kimono.
“May I see that, please?”
I removed the kimono from the dry cleaners plastic cover, held it up for her to see. Nancy reached out, touched it like it might break. Her eyes scanned up and down, taking in the long stem rose designs on the black material.
“Here, hold this while I put on my slippers.”
She held it like it was so fragile, it might break; “Is this real silk?”
“Knowing my sister, it’s silk and most likely hand made. She will spend twenty five dollars on a pair of slippers and two thousand on a kimono. By the way, would you like to wear the kimono while you escort me to the Atrium? I’m sure you would be a hit with the staff!”
“Oh yes! … How do I put this on? … It is so beautiful.”
I helped place the gown over her shoulders, wrapped it and attached the belt around her waist. The gown was so long, it almost brushed the floor. She kept looking at the gown and twirling to see it flare out. She was holding the gown out with her extended right hand. It was very clear to me that this child had never seen anything like this before. The smile on her face, the shine in her eyes told me everything.
“If you keep doing that, you’re going to get dizzy and fall.”
Nancy giggled and in a girlish happy voice; “Oh my, I am getting dizzy. I better stop before I fall. Woo! Give me a second to catch my breath. … Okay, let’s go to the Atrium.”
What would have been a two or three minute journey; turned into a little over ten minute show and tell. Everyone that Nancy seen, she had to tell them it was made of real silk. When we arrived at the Atrium, there was only one person there; the maintenance man emptying the garbage cans.
“Hey Wally, what do you think of the robe I’m wearing?”
The old guy turned; “That sure is a pretty gown; it’s made all the prettier by you Miss Nancy.”
“Aw, thank you Wally, you’re the sweetest. The kimono belongs to my new friend here William. He is letting me borrow it for a while and I had to show it to everyone that I could find.”
The old man smiled and said; “Don’t spill anything on that robe young lady, good night.”
With that said, the old man left the room wheeling his garbage cart. Nancy and I sat on a rather stiff couch. I sat on one end and Nancy sat on the opposite end, with her legs folded facing me. We chatted about what it was like being in high school and other small talk.
Nancy told me that she had no idea who her biological father was. Mom became pregnant, the guy left the state. She told me about moving here after graduating high school. Her mother moved both of them here in search of a better job. That was weeks before the economy turned bad; now they are in a new city without friends or resources.
Mom works as a waitress at a restaurant, while she works days in a resale shop. She also told me her boss’s name was Marcy; she is very nice to her. The only other person she knows is some guy named Ricky. Who thinks he’s her boyfriend, she considers him a creep.
The conversation went on to what the army was like and what was living in the Middle East like? I kept my answers as interesting as I could for an eighteen year old girl. We drifted into talking about what her dreams for the future were. One of the things Nancy told me was college is out of the question until she can get a better paying job.
Her eyes drifted towards the ceiling for a few moments; “William, can I ask you something really personal without you getting mad at me?”
“Ask me anything you want. Friends should not be afraid to ask each other anything. If the question can be answered without fibbing to you, yes; ask away.”
Nancy looked around the room like she was making sure that we were truly alone. I thought she was going to ask about the patch work of scars or some other non-sense issue.
I almost choked when she asked; “Tell me about your girlfriend over there. What’s her name? What did she think about you being a body guard? Was she an exotic dancer like in the movies? Now that I think about it, where is she? Did you two break up before you were injured and that’s why she’s not here?”
“Wow! Slow down a little bit. Her name is rose, the garden variety. There was no girlfriend over there, I grew roses. Muslim women are strictly off limits to non-Muslim men. Other women; American and other Anglo women were married, lesbians or did not appeal to me. My job was too stressful to get involved in a relationship, so I never did.”
Without even a flinch or a blink of an eye she asked; “So are you gay or something?”
“Let me put it to you this way, there was a young girl that broke my heart. No, let me rephrase that. I scared a young girl that I was in love with. She broke my heart by telling me that she loved me, but I frightened her and I needed to go away.
I left and joined the army. After the army, I became a soldier of fortune then a bodyguard. To answer your question directly, I’m not gay and the ‘or something’ scares the heck out of me.”
She developed this puzzled look on her face for a moment. Then the look turned to sadness.

“You haven’t had a girlfriend since high school? You haven't 'hooked up' with anyone since? Oh my god, that has to be some kind of record.”

“I’ve been too busy living in the fast lane to have time for a love life. Now it looks like I’m going to be retired from that life style. There will be plenty of time to chase slow women. Because you’re my friend, I will be completely honest with you. ... I think I have a good idea what 'hooked up' means, two people doing the nasty deed. Do you remember a movie a couple of years ago about a middle-aged virgin? Well, enough said on the subject."
Her eyes turned into saucers. She gasped and held her hand over her mouth. I turned my head, looked up at the ceiling feeling totally awkward.
"Oh my god, I am so sorry I asked that. Oh my god, I'm so sorry. Now I hurt your feelings. I never meant to.... I thought that you have had ... I'm going to shut up now."
“Don't give it any more thought then it deserves, which is none. Things happen for people and sometimes things don't happen. I haven't lost any sleep over it, don't you lose any sleep over it. Sooner or later I'll 'hook up' with Miss Right, don't you worry."
Nancy looked over; "William, if it's any consolation, I've never 'hooked up' with anyone either. So you’re not alone in the virgin category. Someday I know I'll find mister right, like someday you’re going find Miss Right. Who knows, you may walk into a bar and find Miss Right, right then!"
She started to giggle. The squeaky door opened and the McIntyre’s came in to the Atrium.
Nurse McIntyre spoke first; “Well, it’s good to see that you two are laughing.”
Nancy looked at nurse; “It was all a misunderstanding between William and me. We have it all worked out now; we have things in common; don’t we William?”
“Yes we do my friend Miss Nancy. Now you must leave, there is business to be conducted with the McIntyre’s. You may keep the kimono for now; I won’t need it until I get discharged tomorrow morning. Until we meet again my new young friend. Good luck, good night, please call me Bill.”
Nancy turned and was walking backwards when she said; “I have to address you as William, we have a formal friendship going on here. As long as I am Miss Nancy to you, then you will be William to me. Besides, we would not want Nurses Frost and Ice to start talking about us, now would we?”
She laughed as she went through the squeaking door.
Doctor McIntyre pulled up two chairs near the sofa; “I would love to hear what the Nurses Frost and Ice comment was about, perhaps later. I spoke with Doctor Goldberg this evening and we went over your medications that you are currently taking. Take this capsule and here is some water to wash it down. Doctor Goldberg and I decided there is no risk of drug interactions with this medication.”
Bill gave a slight laugh; “I gave the two nurses at the station the names ‘Frost’ and ‘Ice’, that’s all. Nothing serious, my self-defense mechanism kicked in while having an ever so minor confrontation with them. They did not approve of me walking around without an escort. By the way, what does this pill do? Will it make me scratch my ear with my foot?”
Doctor retorted; “Was that a smile on your face and a hint of humor? Well, there may be some healing of those cracks in that suit of armor of yours after all. To answer your question, the capsule is going to help you relax. In laymen’s terms, you will speak what's on your mind without reservation. It will loosen you up so we can get what's on the inside, to the outside. Nurse McIntyre, will sit in the chair towards that end of the sofa. William, lay down on the sofa with your head toward my wife. That way Nurse is only a couple of feet from your head.”
“You should have told me what that pill was for earlier; a six pack of cold beer would have accomplished the same thing. By the way, how long do the effects of this pill last and Doc, a little formal are we, calling your wife Nurse?”
“William, this is not a social gathering in any way, this is a professional meeting. I am here because you asked for my professional help. My wife is here as an observer and as a medical assistant if needed. That mouth brace in Nurse's hand is only a precaution in case you have a seizure, so you don’t swallow or bite your tongue. If you have any unusual sensations in the way of tastes, odors or anything out of the ordinary let us know immediately. That may mean a seizure is coming on. The medications effect is very short, about fifteen minutes.”
“Fifteen minutes, that's good. I’ll let you know right away about any unusual sensations. May I keep my eyes closed while this is going on? It is so much more comfortable with my eyes closed, it’s like I’m wrapped in a security blanket where no one can harm me. The pill sure is starting to work.”
“William, there is nobody in the room but Nurse, you and me. Tell me about those good parts of the dreams you have every night. Only the good dreams, the good dreams you have about that girl Marcy, you remember her William. What was so special about her?”
“Doctor, it feels like I’m floating in a cloud. Is this alright? It sure feels good.”
“William, you’re doing fine. I would like to hear all about Marcy from High School.”
The Atrium door squeaked and someone entered. Doc said in a whispering voice; "Sit down and you both must stay completely quiet no matter what happens."
Doctor started talking to me again; "Sorry William for the interruption, let’s continue about Marcy and high school."
“Okay Doc, Marcy had moved into the school district during the summer between the third and fourth year of high school. That first day in homeroom was the day I seen the girl of my dreams. Our eyes met for the first time. She was about five foot 4, short brown hair, wearing brown slacks and a tan blouse. She was also wearing gold colored glasses and white sneakers.
I’ll never forget when I moved over to her, she said: Hello, my name is Marcy. She put her hand forth to shake; when my hand touched hers, it was magic. It felt like electric flowing through me, I remember falling over myself by stuttering out: I’m William Cann, you can call me Bill. She shot me down to the ground by saying: You can stop gawking and letting go of my hand any time now.
I must have turned five shades of red; my face felt like it was on fire. The only response I could utter was; I am so sorry. I did not mean to offend you in any way. I’m so honored that you would speak to me; I’m being such a fool. I’m so embarrassed.
I remember holding my head down in shame because I didn’t know what to do or say next. This beautiful girl reached forward and grabbed my hand and said: Bill, I think we are going to be good friends. The teacher was calling the roll call and called her name; Marcy L. Smith. She smiled, turned and walked away.
As the school year went on, she proved to be the silent type, a real life wallflower. The silent character trait made her a social outcast. Our fellow classmates called her Silent Susan, Mope Marcy, Crazy Quiet and so on. Being an outcast, Marcy and I had one thing in common, we were both outcasts. We would hang out together whenever we could. I wanted to ask her to be my girl; the fear of offending and possible rejection stopped me.
There was dance class at school. The teacher in charge was assigning boy-girl partners. It finally came down to two guys that were better off in a freak show, two girls that were very manly and Marcy. I raised my hand; ‘I would like to dance with Marcy.’ She stood there with her hands folded, smiled shyly and nodded with approval.
The first few minutes we had to listen to the insults hurled at us, which lasted only few moments. The lessons were a crash course in dancing. Every time our hands touched, it was the most wonderful feeling that was almost indescribable. The feeling was deep, warm and wonderful, I felt giddy all over. Love was in the air, I was breathing my fill of it.
We did the waltz. Oh my god, here I am holding this beautiful girl, she was holding me; and we were moving together to the music! This truly was paradise and I, a mere mortal was dancing with a goddess. The music stopped, we stayed there holding each other close, motionless, like we were waiting for the music to start again.
That's when the laughing and heckling started. We started to separate from each other when Marcy, hugged me and whispered; “This is for you…” She planted a kiss on me that shook my soul. It was no quickie. Needless to say, the favor was returned. I had never kissed a girl in my life before. My legs gave out, down we went. Doc, there was no question about it, love had arrived. The teacher was yelling at us about our display of affection being disgusting.
The reaction by our class mates was insults, cat calls, a few laughs and cheering. We walked towards our homes on cushions of air that afternoon. … Doc.... Are you getting board?”
"No William, I am not bored at all, I am listening to every word of your experience. Now I need you to tell me the darker side. Why didn't you and Marcy become a serious long lasting couple? What drove you two apart?"
"There was this family that moved into the neighborhood toward the end of the school year, I don't remember their name, don't care to. They had a kid that was my age; Gary was his name. Shortly after they moved in, Gary started hitting on my sister. While she would be walking to school, Gary would meet up with her, put his arm around her and make passes. It was stupid adolescent kid crap.
One day I was walking to school with Minori. Gary caught up with us, ignored me and started his crap with Minori. It was annoying but Minori was handling it well. That's when Gary grabbed at her breast and Minori screamed, 'don't you touch me scum bag. Don't you even look at me you pervert! You couldn't get a girl if you had a twenty dollar bill taped to your forehead!'
He went into a rage calling her everything except a human being. He went into the 'we should have killed all the Japs in the war'; then onto quite a blistering tyrant involving rape and murder. He called me a trader to white people because of my parents and a Jap lover. His mistake was he came over and provoked me by giving me a shove, I punched his lights out.
Later that day, I heard that Gary's father was looking to 'kill that jap loving son of a bitch that kicked his boys’ ass.' No problem, I went home, grabbed one of those novelty three-quarter sized baseball bats. Walked over to Gary's house and rang the front door bell. Gary's mom answered, without saying a word to me, she yelled 'It's for you Gary, one of your friends.' and walked away. Gary came to the door with a black eye and a swollen cheek, he wasn't pretty.
He shouted out, 'Dad, there's a guy at the door, he's here to see you.' Now that I think about it, what a strange thing to say. No warning, no identifying me, very strange. The father came to the door and said 'Yea, what do you want?'
"I understand that you are looking to 'kill that jap loving son of a bitch that kicked your boys’ ass. Well you don't have to look any farther, I'm right here.' That's when I hit him with the baseball bat on the side of the head; he went down like a sack of potatoes. Vaguely remember hearing screaming from the mother. I kicked him in the ribs a couple of times and then the full force up kick in the groin. I remember saying 'he'll live. Come looking for me again and I'll finish this for good.'
I walked away with adrenalin rush second to none. Somehow my best friend Danny found me walking home; he took the bat and disappeared. The police came and brought me to the station. My parents were so hysterical; they could hardly speak any English. The cops were trying to calm them down because they couldn't understand my parents. This one old cop, a Sergeant I think, took me into a room and sat me down. I was in handcuffs and scared all to hell. The old cop looked at me and said;
"You’re on a real bad path here William, you’re lucky that the man you attacked is not going to prosecute you. It seems that while the officers were taking his statement, the man reached into his kitchen drawer, pulled out a gun and told the officers he was going to use it on you. That was not too smart on his part, he almost got shot.
I looked and seen you don't have any record with us, that's a good thing. We made him an offer he could not refuse, don't sign a complaint against you and we will forget about pulling out a loaded gun and threatening you with it. The gun being unlicensed is another matter that we will deal with. ... Kid, you better do something with that temper. Join the military, your free to go."
He removed the handcuffs and out of the office I went. I met my parents and off towards home we went. Mom and Dad gave me quite a sermon about tolerance. It was the next day that my world collapsed. Marcy came by my house and told me she had something to tell me.
She told me that she loved me and her love reached down to her soul. 'But you frighten me Bill, you frightened me real bad. I'm sorry; I can't see you anymore, goodbye.' Her tears started, I never seen that goddess in the powder blue sundress with the white glowing circles again."
Doctor asked; "Marcy walked out on you. You remember the details of her sundress; tell me about what you were feeling."
"I was in shock and numb. Marcy's rejection shook my very soul. I still think of her every day. Do I have remorse for hurting her, oh god yes. ... Can I get another one of those blue pills? I'm feeling really down in the dumps."
"No, those little blue pills are to loosen your tongue, they don't make you feel better or worse, your mind does that. … Back to Marcy, you weren't angry at her for walking out on you?"
"Have anger at Marcy, never. I would stick my arm in fire today if she wanted me to. What happened just happened. Sad that Marcy left me, oh hell yes. That was one chapter of my life; I had to move on."
"Bill, your four years in the military was honorable. You became an Airborne Ranger and then went into a Para rescue platoon to rescue other soldiers. After your four years in the Army, you became a mercenary and then a mercenary bodyguard. Considering the baseball bat incident, your choice of occupations and the plethora of scars on your body; you have had quite a violent life style."
"No Doc, it's the way things worked out for me. Besides, my last job paid eighteen hundred tax free dollars a day. Sorry Doc, no regrets and no 'remorse' as you put it. ... Are you sure I can't get another one of those pills? All this talk is getting me really down."
"Bill, no more pills. I'm trying to get to the bottom of your night terrors, that's all. If getting you ‘down' as you say is on that path, so be it. This may get uncomfortable, I want you to relax and tell me what enters your mind. Tell me all about the Al-Qaeda splinter group that you had some unfortunate dealings with."
"Unfortunate? ... Doc, my dealings about them was their misfortune, not mine. ... This splinter group wanted to overthrow King Aniq of Choam and create terror by assassination. They assassinated the Kings’ son. They announced that they were going to kill the King and his personal bodyguard, which happened to be me. I'm not going to wait around for the Kings’ assassination or mine.
We, being the kings’ staff of bodyguards found out where the splinter group was living. We called the Al-Qaeda hideout 'the motel'. One night when there was a new moon, Eric, Clark and I went to the Al-Qaeda motel. We stopped about a half mile away and walked.
I insisted to Eric and Clark that this was my fight; do not get involved unless you absolutely have to. I entered with my sidearm fully loaded with a spare twenty round clip and an assault knife.
I absolutely insisted that Eric and Clark stay outside. If I was killed during this operation and somehow it was leaked, they would have deniability.
I'm ... I'm concerned for your wife, Nurse McIntyre. She doesn't need to hear this, the other people that entered the room, whoever they are don't need to hear this either."
"William, we are at the crossroads right here, right now. I need you to knock down that wall of armor and tell me what happened. Nurse McIntyre is tough, she can handle whatever you can dish out, go ahead. Think it’s only you and me, please continue."
"Nurse Mac and anyone else, I am sorry for what you’re about to here. ... My sidearm had a silencer, I entered the building. Things went so fast, but it seemed like slow motion. People sleeping, take aim, flashes of light from the muzzle of my weapon, then an empty clip, eject and reload. There was screaming, yelling, people frozen in motion from the gun flash. I was walking over bodies, empty clip again, SHIT! Drop the weapon, grab the knife, and look for movement anywhere.
There are bodies everywhere. The only sounds I could hear were my own breathing and my heart pounding. While checking every room, I stepped on the bodies, one moaned. I used the knife, the moaning stopped. Entered another room, the scene was repeated a few more times.
What a rush I was having when entering the last room, there's movement, there's one left and he’s uninjured. He pointed a gun at me ‘click’ it jammed. He dropped the gun and pulled out a knife.
He was a very large young man. I fought for my life for what seemed an eternity. Finally, it was over. The adrenalin rush must have started to subside. The first thing I noticed was the smell of death; it was awful."
I heard Nurse McIntyre yelp; "Oh God!” she got up and run a couple of steps, heard a little garbage can move, then vomiting, a cough and weeping.
"I can't stay here and listen to this."
A moment later, I heard the door squeak, I knew nurse McIntyre left.
Doctor McIntyre said in a surprisingly calm voice; "You; come over here and take nurse's place, hold this, it's a mouth brace. ... It's okay William, nurse will be fine. Must have been something she had for dinner that's not sitting well; please continue. So at this time, you have finished and are leaving the building?"
"Yes, I had left the building and was halfway to where Eric and Clark were waiting; they were about five paces away. That's when the realization set in that I didn't have my weapon.
The company would raise holy hell with me for losing a weapon, especially one with a silencer. I stopped in my tracks and told Eric and Clark that I need some help to retrieve my weapon; I lost it inside. Something was very wrong; Clark dropped his cigar and his mouth was wide open. Eric set his weapon down and told me to stop and not to move. Clark’s eyes were as wide as saucers.
That is when I noticed my crotch was wet; I looked down to see why. Blood was pouring over my left forearm and hand. That was because they were holding my guts in. There was no pain, I didn't realize that I was holding myself together, my legs gave out, and I fell to my knees. That's the last thing I remembered before waking up in the capital city hospital."
After a brief pause, the doctor said; "Would you like to know what really happened in the time between your collapse and the time you woke up in the hospital? Before you answer that, I had a long distance conference call with Yorio, Eric and Clark. For your protection, they never told you what really happened that night. You really need to hear the real story, not the crap they told you for your own good in the hospital. Are you ready for the truth, can you handle the truth?"
"Sure Doc, the day I'm not man enough to handle any truth, they’ll find me crying like a baby in a fetal position. I can't imagine there would be anything that my closest friends would hide from me; let it go Doc."
The Doctor takes a deep breath and then exhales; "You went into the Al-Qaida Motel that night to remove a threat. To protect your friends, you went in alone because the threat was against The King and you alone. You took it onto yourself to remove the threat once and for all. You told your friends to wait outside and kill anyone that comes out. Your intelligence reports told you there were might be six, maybe up to ten armed hostels inside.
Clark and Eric heard muffled gunshots, then more gunshots, screaming, yelling then the deafening silence. They thought you were dead when you didn't come out. Then they heard some very low moaning, they started for the door. They thought you were in trouble until they heard you screaming obscenities and a few moments later, you appeared coming through the door.
According to the doctors, you were shot twice, numerous cuts and abrasions almost everywhere, and you were almost eviscerated. That seventeen inch cut that extends across your midsection is proof to that. Your transport vehicle was a half a mile away, that fact you know. What you don't know is that Clark and Eric took turns trying to run while carrying you a half a mile back to the transport.
Yorio was nervous about you three leaving without telling him where you were going. He went looking for the three of you. Thanks to GPS, he found your car, but no people. He drove in the direction that your car was facing and found the three of you. They put you into Yorio's car and he drove you back to the city for emergency medical treatment.
When they put you on the gurney, there was no pulse and no blood pressure. You were indeed dead William. Obviously you were revived and put back together physically. Nobody knows how long you were dead, that doesn't matter. Eric and Clark went back to the 'Hotel' as you called it to look for the gun you dropped and to assess the damage.
Eric described the scene as a slaughter house that exploded. Clark said that he stopped counting after he ran out of fingers and toes twice. They found your gun and the empty clip; they incinerated everything to cover the trail. ... They never told you the details before because they didn't want you to know the truth. ... Bill, are you alright? You're looking really pale and starting to sweat."
"I'm fine Doc; I'm getting a headache. Can we finish please; my stomach is getting a little upset, must have been something I didn't eat for dinner."
"William; let’s cut to the chase. How do you feel about that night seven years ago? Do you have any remorse for your victims?"
"You call them VICTIMS? These sub-human third world mopes wanted me dead! Have any remorse for them? Not while I have a breath in my body. ... Doc, my head is not getting any better, can you give me something?"
"Sorry William, not at this time. There are a couple more questions. Tell me, have you ever felt remorse for your actions? Then we'll call it a night."
"Let’s make this quick, the first time was when I beat up that moron's father. That was the big one. I dishonored my parents by causing them shame and I lost the only girl I ever loved. I have no feelings about the incident at the Al-Qaeda Motel. It was a job that needed to be done. Yes I know there were others there besides the fighters, too bad. They were in the wrong place at the wrong time. Before you ask, if I remember their faces, no; not a one. 
The only other remorse I feel is from earlier this evening. I have never ever attacked anyone without a life threatening cause. I attacked a young lady for no reason whatsoever. She came offering a hand of friendship and was brutally attacked by me. ... I have lost my sense of honor, when I think of that young girl; I would do anything to make it up to her. She's my best friend now. ... I'm sorry Doc, we need to stop. Doc, my head is about to explode. I have that metal taste in my mouth again."
In the Atrium, Doctor McIntyre rose from the chair and said in an urgent voice, “Give that mouth brace to me, quickly!”
The person sitting in what was Nurse’s chair grabbed Bill’s jaw and pushed down, causing his mouth to open and shoved the rubber mouth brace between his teeth. Almost immediately, the convulsions started.
“That was really fast thinking on your part. His convulsions will stop within a minute or so. Keep him from rolling off the sofa. Nancy had this puzzled look on her face for a moment while mumbling to herself “how should I do this?”
Her face cleared, she thought of a solution. She keeled on the floor, next to the sofa. She leaned over and hugged Bill’s chest. Within a minute or so, the convulsions subsided to a couple of twitches, and then stopped completely.
William’s breathing went back to normal. “Doctor, is it safe to remove the mouth brace now?”
“Yes; you can remove it; the danger has passed.”
Minori had this surprised look of concern on her face when she spoke with a commanding tone; “What the hell do you think you’re doing with my brother little girl?”
Nancy replied in a slightly teenager sarcastic voice, without taking her head from Bill’s chest; “I am following doctor’s orders, I’m keeping William from rolling off the sofa.”
“Doctor, when is my brother going to wake up so she can release my brother from her death grip and we can take him back to his room?”
“He should wake up anytime now. We are going to need one of those wheelchairs off to the right of the doors.”
At that moment, Nurse McIntyre came through the doors. Nancy never looked up for even a second.
“Nurse McIntyre, could you bring one of those wheelchairs with you please? We are going to need it to move my brother. How are you feeling? You look awfully pale. Are you Okay?”
“Here’s your chair, I’m feeling better now, thank you.”
Nurse had this blank gaze on her face; “I have seen so many things during my career, patients passing away in ways that I cannot repeat.”
She looked in Bill’s direction; “When that man talked about, the carnage, the atrocities he committed, it got to me. I’m sorry for making a scene by getting sick; but Donald, that man needs your help desperately.”
Nurse McIntyre took a few moments to compose herself. Doctor McIntyre moved toward her to give her comfort.
She raised her hands and snapped; “Don’t touch me right now. I’m going to be fine Donald; I need to regain my composure.”
Nurse McIntyre sternly said; “Nancy, do you understand what you’re doing is not appropriate?”
“I have no idea what you are talking about. It’s like I told Minori, I’m following Doctors orders.”
Nurse started getting a little huffy; “You seem to be enjoying ‘following doctors’ orders a little too much. If you’re still holding him when he wakes up, there’s a good chance he is going to emotionally bond with you. Then you’re going to have an adult man on your hands. That is a very dangerous game you’re playing considering your age differences. That could be a bond that would be hard and painful to break.”
Nancy moved her head around so she could see Nurse; “When William wakes up and I know he is safe and won’t roll off the sofa, I will let him go and say good night, period. Besides, we bonded earlier this evening; what’s the big deal?”
Minori yelled; “You what? Why you little hussy! I’m going to….”
Doctor yelled; “Stop! All of you stop! Minori, stay quiet, you’re not helping. Diane, my wife of many years, please let me finish this alone. Nancy without being too graphic, describe to us how you and William ‘bonded’ this evening.”
At that moment, Bill started talking in a low voice “Nancy?”
“Everyone in the room moved closer to Bill so they could hear what he was about to say.
“Nancy, is that really you?”
“Yes William, it’s me, your friend Nancy!”
“Nancy, your ribs are crushing the back of my right hand.”
Nancy let go of her hug on Bill and leaned back; “William, don’t roll of the sofa, Okay?”
“Don’t worry about me; I’m not going anywhere. My head hurts too much to move.”
With that, Nancy rose to her feet and moved away from the sofa. She repeated the entire story about their first encounter in his room, the apology, the kimono and there almost two hour conversation right there in the atrium.
She turned to Nurse McIntyre; “Nurse McIntyre, William is old enough to be my father, not my boyfriend. Since I never had a father, the best I can hope for is a really good fatherly aged friend.
Minori, I’m not out to steal your brother. I am not a Femme Fatale by any stretch of anyone’s imagination. I’m only a girl that turned eighteen a few of weeks ago. I only came back tonight to return William’s kimono so he has it for tomorrow morning.”
William sat up on the sofa under his own power and everyone turned to him; “What is with you people, don’t you think that Nancy has been through enough for one night? God I know I’ve had enough. Nancy, wheel that chair over here so YOU can bring me back to my room.
The rest of you, don’t worry about me; I’ll get into the chair under my own power without help from any of you. Minori, Nurse and Doc, don’t say a goddam word, just go. Your insinuations about Nancy are really pissing me off to the point that you should all leave right now; GO!”

Everyone grabbed their belongings and left without saying a word. They gathered outside for a few moments and disappeared. Nancy wheeled Bill back to his room without saying a word. Bill climbed into bed and seen that Nancy was still in the room.
“Fatherly aged friend? Oh do I feel old. Good night my daughterly aged friend.”
Nancy put the kimono in the closet and started walking backward towards the door; “Good night William, I hope to see you again.”
In a half sleeping voice; “You will, good night.”
End of chapter 03
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 04

Breakfast was done a couple of hours ago, lukewarm eggs, decaf coffee and nothing to do but wait. Bill was alone in his room and totally bored. Looking out the window, down the halls and being antsy. 10:30 in the morning, still nothing.

Bill went over to the nurses’ station and asked; “When are you going to take my blood and do whatever else that needs to get done so I can get out of here?”

Nurse reached over and picked up Bill’s chart.

After a few moments of reading; “According to your chart, you are not being discharged today. You need to have your blood tested for anti-convulsive medication level. … Mister Cann, can I be honest with you? … We are waiting for Doctor Goldberg to arrive. Nobody here is going to take your blood; nobody wants the risk of confrontation with you. Doctor can deal with getting your blood sample; we are not paid enough to get beat up by you.”

With that, the six feet plus, well over two hundred thirty pound man pulled the kimono sleeves up to his shoulders and put both arms on the counter in front of the nurse, palms up.

“Nurse Tucker, let’s show the rest of the staff how tough you are. I will be the perfect patient for you right here, right now. Pick an arm, take my blood. You are qualified to draw blood aren’t you?”

Nurse gave him the evil eye; “Of course I am; you’re sure you won’t hit me Mr. Cann?”

“Nurse Tucker, I can assure you that I am a man of my word and my word is my bond. I won’t give you as much as a dirty look, even if you stick the needle in sideways and roll it around a bit. You can even stab me a few times looking for a vein if you would like.”

“This is highly unusual. … Okay, come over here, sit in the chair.”

Bill moved around to the other side and leaned on a short cabinet; “Will this work for you? I’ve been sitting all morning; I really don’t want to sit anymore.”

Nurse gathered the blood draw supplies, prepped everything to do the draw. She placed the syringe just above his arm. She started moving forward when Bill yelled; “Oh my god that hurts! Hahaha”

Nurse shot him a look that could freeze water, then smiled a little; “Don’t do that! I’m nervous enough with everyone‘s eyes on me. I don’t need you scarring the crap out of me too.”

Everyone giggled, and then the entire area went quiet.

“Nurse Tucker, I have complete faith in you. I’m sure that you won't take any revenge for my inappropriate behaviors against your coworkers. Besides we are alike in many ways, it’s not personal; we’re just doing our jobs.”

Right at that moment, nurse inserted the needle and turned to Bill with a look of sour disgust on her face; “Mister Cann, let’s make one thing very clear, we are not alike in any way, size, shape or form. At the end of my day, I go home, have an adult beverage, eat dinner and relax with a clear conscience knowing I did my job to the best of my ability.”

His response was; “That’s exactly the way I felt too! I’ve done my job to the best of my ability. Only I don’t drink, so I used to draw and tend to the palace rose garden; it was a hobby of mine. My rose garden was the best on the palace grounds.”

“No Mister Cann, you are so very wrong. When I go home, I don’t leave a trail of corpses along with the wreckage of people whose lives I have destroyed. We are completely different; don’t associate me with you or your line of work. I hold you in absolute fear and disgust.”

“Nurse Tucker, the last time you were at a picnic, did you hesitate to brush off the ants that were invading your space or hesitate to swat a buzzing fly? Did you care about the family of that cockroach you stepped on and squashed? I don’t think you gave any of those actions the slightest thought; neither did I.”

Nurse looked about as nervous as a mouse to a hungry cat. She tried putting on a brave face by folding her arms and moving to a cocky body stance. It was clear by the look on her face she was very frightened and upset.

“Nurse Tucker, let me give you a little metaphor. When law and order can’t protect you, your friends can’t protect you and you don’t know where to call for help; you call men like me.

You want us to get rid of your cockroach problem. You don’t ask or want to know how we solve your problem, so long as we make you safe. Then you want us to go away until were needed again. … Sorry, I’m here and I‘m not going anywhere.”

With that, Bill reached down and pulled the syringe from his arm; handed it to the nurse and said; “Here, you need this more than I do.… By the way, I used to sleep like a baby when I was in country.”

Neither Bill nor Nurse Tucker had noticed that Doctor Goldberg had been standing just outside the elevator observing the confrontation.

Doctor said; “Mister Cann and Nurse Tucker, are you two finished? If so, Mister Cann, go back to your room, please? Nurse Tucker, you need to keep your personal opinions to yourself. Remember that these people are patients, not members of the debate club. All of you remember that professionalism comes first, last and always. Leave your personal prejudices at home, they are not welcome here."

No one said a word; the quiet was broken by the ding of the arriving elevator.

Nurse Tucker spoke in her defense; “It’s not our fault, the man is a walking confrontation time bomb. He has half the staff freighted; the other half won’t even come to this floor! Nobody in their right mind is going into his room to take his vitals, much less take blood.”

The Doctor became incensed, “Are you telling me nobody took his vitals or blood since last night? What about his medications? Please tell me, you at least gave him his medications.”

“According to his chart, the last blood work and vitals check was … 4:30 yesterday afternoon. Nobody would go in there after the Nancy Swenson incident.”

A man’s voice came from the background; “Hello again Doctor Goldberg, I understand Bill has gotten your staff a little upset. Nurse Tucker, allow me to introduce myself, my name is Lewis Elliott, I am Bill’s employer. Bill is a good man with a few very serious issues. With time and help, he’ll get over them, I’m sure of that. … Nurse Tucker, I need to give you and the staff some advice; you need you listen very carefully.

William has lived in third world countries for over fourteen years. In that time, he has been home once to bury his foster father. His last job was to stop any assassin from killing King Aniq of Choam. If that involved taking a knife, bullet or machete to protect the King, so be it.

William has an incredibly short fuse. He sees through fake pleasantries like glass. If you need something from him don’t ask, tell him. Take your blood sample, the vitals and be done with it. When your people bother him every hour with what he perceives as nonsense, he thinks your yanking his chain. Don’t let Bill think you’re yanking his chain; that could be very dangerous as that young girl Nancy Swenson and the other staff found out. 

Now that we are crystal clear on William’s needs, I would like to make it up to the staff on Bill’s behalf.”
With that, Lewis reached into his pocket, pulled out a stack of twenty dollar bills and handed them to nurse; “Nurse Tucker, could you please arrange for the entire hospital staff to have lunch on Bill? Thanks, you’re an angel. … Doctor, let’s see the patient.”

Nurse along with the staff were standing there in amazement. Nurse counted fifty, twenty dollar bills.
“I think tomorrow’s lunch is going to be fantastic! Thank you Mister Elliott!”

Elliott and Doctor Goldberg entered Bill’s room. He was reading some out of date magazine he found at the nurses’ station. He noticed Elliot right away; it’s pretty hard not to recognize the man that hired you.

Bill rose up; “Two of my favorite people, in my room at the same time. Hello Doctor and hello my old friend Lewis. You’re my first visitors of the day. Lou, did you bring the doctor to break me out of here so I can go back to work? How rude of me please sit down Lou, we have a lot of catching up to do.”

For Louis, this was not a social call; “Bill, let the Doctor speak first. She has other things to do; we can talk afterwards.”

“Thank you Mister Elliott, Mister Cann, your outbursts of bad behavior are not tolerable in this hospital, do I make myself clear?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Mister Cann, you need to remain here at least one more day so we can monitor the level of the anti-convulsion medication in your blood. This is not open for negotiation. The monitoring will be an ongoing process of getting blood tests and watching for seizures. … Since you frightened the staff, you set everything back twenty-four hours. I’m going to send in the medications for your pain and seizures. Please try not to assault the staff.

They are going to be coming in every couple of hours to take blood and see how you are doing. When they ask you how you are doing, they are looking for adverse reactions to the medications. They are not yanking your chain as Mr. Elliott put it.

Please be gentle with them, they are not paid to be assaulted while doing their jobs. Goodbye Mister Cann, I will see you tomorrow morning about 9AM. If all goes right, you should be discharged and on your way by 10AM. … Good to see you again Mister Elliot.”

“Like wise Doctor, it was a pleasure to see you again, goodbye.”

Mister Elliot’s eyes followed the doctor as she walked out the door. Lewis turned to Bill; “It’s good to see you’re still breathing Bill. I heard about the attack on you, I didn’t realize how much damage was done until now. That must hurt like hell, what kind of pain medication are they giving you? The good stuff I hope.”

“I've had nothing since sometime yesterday; I guess that’s my fault for being an idiot. … I know you’re not here for a social visit or to checkup on my health, what’s going on?”

“Bill, you were the best of the best. When we received the contract to guard King Aniq, your name came to the top of the list for that job. You performed very well Bill. You kept the company’s name out of the news when you and your team handled the Al-Qaeda Motel incident. That could have turned into a publicity nightmare for us, thank you again for that.

Bill, all good things must come to an end. … Shit, I’m going to tell you straight up; you’re retired from Black Creek Solutions effective immediately. I’m sorry, but that’s the way it has to be. … Before you say anything, let me finish. Yesterday, I heard from both Doctors Goldberg and McIntyre. You’re physically not up to the jobs performance requirements; I’m referring to that extremely expensive metal plate in your head.

Your mental state is another matter, you’re burned out Bill. Look at the confrontations with the nurse’s, the girl last night and the security guards. How close did you get from physically attacking someone?”

“It was closer than I want to think about Lou, perhaps a nanosecond before I stopped myself.”

“That’s why were at the end of the road buddy. … You’re broken and you need time to heal. … It’s time for you to move on to a real life. … You can start doing nice things for people, like be a community volunteer or something.”

William sat in the chair with a completely blank look on his face. Moments later, the look of despair came over him.

He said very slowly; “Lou, I don’t know what a real life is. For half my life I’ve had a loaded sidearm. Now you’re throwing me out on the street. This is what I get for giving you fourteen years of loyalty? I get a hearty handshake, a pat on the back and a warm so long asshole; it’s been a slice.”

“Bill, it’s not that way at all. The company is taking care of all your medical expenses. You will have the resources of the company at your fingertips. Kathy, my wife is the COO of the company. Here is her direct phone number. Whatever help you need, call.

You’re not going to be alone for long, you’ll make new friends. By the way, I heard that you have struck up quite a friendship with a young Nancy Swenson. From what I hear, she’s a good kid, just had a couple of bad breaks. … I have to go Bill; I’m off to meet a representative from Angola, a civil war problem. I’ll tell you what, when you get better, I might see a consultant position within the company.”

The two men arose from their chairs and shook hands.

Lewis said in a softer voice; “William, give yourself a chance by getting healed physically and mentally. Please talk to Doctor McIntyre. I’ll pay for whatever it takes to make you right old friend. Keep in touch through Kathy, goodbye Bill.”

For the first time in 18 years, he had no job to go to and no marketable skills of any kind. The question ‘What do I do now?’ echoed in his mind, no answer ever came back. When he was in country and bored he could always tend to the garden or in the evenings sketch the images that were in his mind. The sketching always provided a tranquil island of comfort.

Bill drew images of the roses he grew, the people that lived or worked in the palace mostly. Sketching the Muslim women was dangerous because he would need permission from their husbands, it’s a property issue.

To avoid possible conflict, he almost never sketched Muslim women. On those lonely evenings when it was very quiet, the image of Marcy would enter his mind. Another portrait of the dream girl would appear on the paper that would provide both comfort and the fuel the feeling of loss.

Technicians came and drew blood every couple of hours. During that time, lunch came and went. Bill had no appetite whatsoever. He stared out the window or lay in bed contemplating the age old question, ‘what’s next?’ Dinner came and went. Nurses Caley and Smith came in wanting to know why he did not eat lunch or dinner.

Bill looked at the nurses; “Of all the nurses on duty, I am amazed that you two came in to check up on me. Ladies, I don’t have an appetite today. I’m a little depressed with everything that is going on. So if you will excuse me, I’m going to rest for a while.”

“We know you sent your lunch back without touching it. You sent your dinner back without touching that also. We can try to get you something else for dinner if you would like us to. … Mister Cann, you can’t take the pain meds on an empty stomach, they will make you very sick.”

Bill turned his attention to the window facing the parking lot; “I’ll skip the pain meds; it doesn’t matter anymore. I'll be fine.”

The nurses mumbled something to each other and walked away. He sat in the chair wondering of the future, rolling one possible scenario after the other through his mind.

The silence of being alone with his thoughts was broken when a familiar voice spoke; “Hey buddy, why are you causing nurses Frost and Ice problems? Are you on a hunger strike or something?”

The voice belonged to Nancy and she was holding a bag of something that smelled really good.

“Hello my young friend Miss Nancy, you’re in civilian clothes, what brings you here? How did you know I was still here? You thought I was going to be discharged this morning. By the way, what’s in the bag?”

“I know hospital food is not fine dining, so I brought you some dinner. It’s a pulled pork sandwich with sweet potato fries. My mom told me that pork is taboo in the Middle East. You most likely haven’t had a pulled pork sandwich in years.”

With his mouth half full of food, it took a few moments to swallow before he could talk; “Oh, I don’t remember the last time I had a pulled pork sandwich. … It is good to see you again, especially with some gourmet food. Why are you here? You’re in civilian clothes, so I know something is up. Level with me, there's no secrets between friends.”

Nancy’s face had this warm glow; “The nurses tried calling me at home, they got my mom instead. My mom called me at the resale shop, she told me to call Nurse Caley. When I called, she told me after you talked to your old boss; you stopped taking your meds and won’t eat. So here I am, how’s the food?”

“Fantastic! You made my evening my young friend. … I have no wallet, so I have no money to repay you. Where is the resale shop where you work? I want to take you out to lunch and dinner so I can make this up to you.”

“Do you know where the old Parkway Theater Building is? I work in the resale shop there. Don’t worry about the food, Nick, he owns the restaurant in the same building, gave me a 25% discount because my mother works there as a waitress.”

“I remember the old Parkway Theater from when I was a kid; I know exactly where that’s at. … This Nick didn’t give you the food!? Nice guy, not. Your mother works there and this guy can’t spare a few bucks for an employee’s kid? … I think I’m going to get to know ‘Nick’ real soon.”

“Oh it’s alright William, Marcy works there as the evening cook. She tried to give the food to me but Nick was sitting by the register. He gave Marcy some crap for trying to give away food. Don’t worry about him, he’s a jerk. … Besides, were hoping the new building owner will buy the restaurant.”

“Is the restaurant for sale? Do you know why it’s for sale? Now that I am retired from my old job, I might be interested in owning a restaurant.”

My mom told me Nick is in real deep trouble with the IRS. She told me that he didn’t pay taxes for a few years. Now he owes them close to a hundred thousand dollars. The IRS may freeze his bank accounts. Mom thinks he’s going to skip town and fly back to Greece with a month’s worth of the restaurants receipts. Nick has until November first to settle with the IRS. She figures he will be on a flight Halloween night, stiffing the employee’s and the restaurant suppliers.”

“Here is what I would like to do; I hope to get out of here tomorrow morning. Let’s you and me do lunch tomorrow. You and your mom pick a place, date and time for dinner. Any place you would like, price is no object; okay?”

“Sounds great, mom hasn’t been out to dinner since we arrived here. … Question my fatherly aged friend, what are you going to wear when you leave here? The kimono is nice but not for street wear.”

“Oops! I never thought that far ahead. I need to call my sister; I’ll have her get me some clothes, handkerchiefs and shoes. I would draw attention walking down the street with my head exposed, wearing a kimono and fuzzy cow slippers.”

“Never mind calling your sister. Give me all your sizes and I will take care of everything by tomorrow morning. I work in a resale shop; we have everything you will need to make a fresh start in your new life.”

With that, Bill wrote down all the sizes that Nancy would need for tomorrow morning; they bid each other good night. Shortly thereafter, Nurse Caley came in with the evenings medications. Within a few minutes, Bill was sound asleep.

End of Chapter 04
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 05
William woke up and looked out the window; the sun has already risen on a new day. He exits the bed and swaggers into the bathroom for the morning shower. After the shower, he sees a pair of scissors next to the sink with shaving cream and a razor. After a moment of contemplation, he says out loud; “Na” and brushes his teeth. After thirty-six years of no facial hair, he wanted to see what it’s like having a beard.
Bill walked over to the closet/cabinet combination. He found packages of brand new socks, briefs, tee shirts and handkerchiefs. Also two slightly used flannel shirts with two pairs of used blue jeans. Also in the cabinet was an overnight bag. Now completely puzzled, Bill looked around for clues. That’s when he found the note taped to the screen of the TV.
‘Good morning William, I went to the resale shop after I left to pick up your clothes. Marcy said you can pay the resale shop back when you are able to. We don’t sell underwear in the shop, so I went to The Big Box Mart to buy you your underwear. That was the strangest feeling, buying a man’s underwear. There is two pair of shoes in the closet drawer. Don’t forget our lunch date; pick me up at the resale shop at noon.
I am and will always be your friend, Nancy’
Bill is now pumped, ready to get dressed and leave. On go the new briefs and socks. He remembers that there will be another blood test this morning. The hell with the open backed hospital gown, on goes the terrycloth robe. Bill decides which shirt and pants he’s going to wear and packs the rest of the clothes in the overnight bag Nancy brought.
A little after 7:30, breakfast arrives. 8:00 here comes the technician to check vitals and draw blood. It’s now 8:30; they pick up the breakfast tray. 9:00 now where is the doctor? 9:10 the doctor comes in with an entourage.
Doctor Goldberg says with a smiling voice; “Good morning Mister Cann, I came with reinforcements today. … That was my feeble attempt at humor. Oh well, now that I have completely embarrassed myself, how are you feeling today?”
“Good morning Doctors Goldberg and McIntyre, Nurse McIntyre, Hi Minori. Doctor, I feel absolutely great. I had no seizures, ate a special dinner last night and slept like a baby. I have been very nice to the staff, took a shower this morning, ate my breakfast and I even went potty a couple of times.”
“Thank you Mister Cann, that was quite enough detail about your history this morning. We are a little late this morning because we were reviewing your chart. The anti-convulsion medicine level seems good; we will have to check the level for a couple more days.”
Bill started to rise from the chair with a really pissed off look on his face.
“Mister Cann, sit back down, the drawing of your blood will be done on an outpatient basis. You do not need to stay here; that would be foolish. I don’t think the hospital or the staff would be able to put up with your antics any longer.
Now that we have covered that, it’s on to more serious things. William because of the staples in your head; where a scarf or a big handkerchief at all times. Keep your head clean. Stop back one week from today to have the staples removed. Here are your medications; Nurse McIntyre will explain them along with their side effects to you.
Because of the possibility of more seizures, do not drive a car, do not operate equipment of any type, and do not prepare any food that involves cooking. Do not drink anything with caffeine or alcohol in it.
Your sister Minori tells me that you are going to be staying with her at your mothers’ condo, that’s fine. Minori gave us the phone number. A nurse will stop by in the mornings to draw blood on her way to work. She will let you know when she is coming by calling first.
Minori has the list of all our phone numbers. Do not hesitate to call any of us at any time. We are available 24/7 if you need us. Any questions Mister Cann?”
“No Doctor, I can’t think of a single thing, except to thank you for putting my head back together, thank you.”
“You’re welcome; what I was able to take care of the physical repairs; the rest is up to you. Good luck in your new life. I will be monitoring your blood work. Good bye Mister Cann.”
With that, Doctor Goldberg smiled and left the room. Nurse McIntyre took Doctor Goldberg’s chair.
“Bill, here are your medications. There are instructions on every label, so you can read them whenever you need to. To keep things easy, I had the pharmacy put everything in different size containers and label the lids.
Bottle #1 contains your pain medication. Take one pill at a time up to six times a day, no more than that. More than that will cause severe constipation.
Bottle #2 contains your tranquilizers. Take one after breakfast only. They will keep you slightly mellow; take the edge off. Trust me, you really need these. With a metal plate in your head, you don’t need to get into physical confrontations.
Bottle #3 contains blood thinning medication, take one at bedtime. It’s a precaution against blood clots. There are only a few weeks’ worth here, that’s all you should need. Don’t cut yourself because you will bleed profusely.
Bottle #4 contains your blood pressure medication. It is designed to keep your blood pressure from going too high causing a stroke. Take one after breakfast and one after dinner. The side effect of this medication is your sexual performance will be greatly inhibited.
Bottle #5 has your anti-convulsion medication, take one in the morning after breakfast and one before bed. The side effect is it will make you very sleepy after you have been awake all day. Take it and you will be asleep within minutes.
Do you have any questions about anything I have gone over so far?”
“No, I can’t think of a thing to ask other than, when am I going to be discharged?”
“Get dressed and gather your things. I will get a wheel chair and bring you down to the first floor entrance. You’ll sign some papers and away you go, it’s that quick and easy.”
Nurse raised herself form the chair and left the room, Doctor McIntyre sat in the chair next.
“Doctor McIntyre, I know you have something on your mind, I suppose you’re next. Let’s get it over with so I can get the hell out of here.”
“William, you’re shattered, broken; pick your own verb. I’m not going to sugar coat this or play games with you. You have my phone number; it’s in your new cell phone. The day will come when you realize you are ready for my help. Call me before your mind comes crashing down around you. Last night was a good start, it was only a start. Remember that, good luck and I hope to hear from you soon.”
“Thank you Doctor, good bye.”
The Doctor exited the room leaving Minori and Bill in an awkward silence.
Minori walked over to the closet; “I forgot to get you clothes to wear for the ride home, but it seems that was taken care of. Who’s your guardian angel? I don’t suppose it was that little vamp Nancy was it?”
Bill gave his sister a sinister look; “You know sis, two things are going on here. First, I think you were a criminal prosecutor for too long; it’s made you too cynical. Secondly, you’re doing a really great job of pushing my hot buttons and pissing me off. Hand me a shirt and pants so we can get out of here.”
Bill dropped the robe on the bed revealing that he was only wearing briefs. Minori turned to hand him his clothes and let out a very loud; “Holy shit!” She dropped the clothes; her eyes went as wide as saucers and both hands went over her mouth.
After several long moments; “Don’t panic, it’s not the first time you’ve seen me in my underwear.”
Minori slowly lowered one hand, then the other half way; “Oh my god Bill, the scar on you face are one thing.
The zipper on your head is very hard to look at; but you have so many scars, you look like you’ve been through a few wars. … Do you even know how many times you’ve been shot or stabbed? … No, don’t answer that, I don’t want to know.
Please get dressed so we can go. … Now that I’ve seen you almost naked, I’ve got that image of you burned into my retinas; I’ll never get rid of it. … Oh this is great, see your brother almost naked and need therapy to get the image out of your mind.”
Bill put on a pair of shoes, but they were very uncomfortable. He tried on the second pair, they were a great fit. He grabbed the rest of his belongings; “Sis, let’s go so I can start my new life, that scares me something fierce.”
Nurse McIntyre was waiting outside the room with a wheelchair. He walked over and sat down it its seat.
Nurse looked down; “When I thought you were done shocking people, you shock your sister.”
With that said, nurse wheeled Bill down to the lobby level and over to the main entrance. Everyone said their goodbyes. Bill and Minori entered one of the waiting taxi cabs.
“Where do you want to go first Bill, Mom’s condo or see your property?”
“Let’s see this building you bought with my money. Minori, whatever possessed you to buy that? I would really like to hear that story, I’m sure it’s something else.”
“I was in the law office when one of the probate attorneys that was working on a case, caught the flu. Mr. Anderson, my boss at the time asked me to step in and take over a simple probate case. It turned out that a Mister Jenkins purchased the Parkway Theater Building for back taxes, less than fifty thousand dollars. The theater had been closed for several years and the two apartments were vacant.
Here’s how it all started; Mr. Jenkins sold his auto parts business and purchased the theater building a couple of years ago. He used the money from the sale of his auto parts business to rehab the theater. On the day the rehab was finished, he had a series of strokes and died.
He never told his two sons about the rehabbing of the theater. The two sons knew he bought the building for back taxes; that was all they knew. They wanted the building to clear probate as soon as possible so they could sell it. It was really obvious they were looking for fast money. Those two morons never looked inside the theater, only the totally nasty vacant apartments.”
“Little sister, the suspense is killing me. How did you know the theater was rehabbed and dumb and dumber didn’t?”
“Dumb and dumber brought boxes of paperwork to the law office. They were trying to figure out where the money from the sale of the auto parts business went. They seen an airline ticket stub from Las Vegas, they assumed dad blew it all in Vegas. The two dummies never looked at the date. It was for an auto parts convention four years ago.
I looked through the paperwork and found current receipts from Never Lost Restorations for work performed at 2001 Walnut Avenue, Kansas City. The total came to over six million dollars. I offered the two rednecks a million in cash for the building. They signed the paperwork and picked up their checks after the closing became official.”
“How did you keep the two morons in line before the closing? That had to be a really great trick? Tell me, what did you do?”
“I had Ding and Bat sign over power of attorney to my buddy Phil that works in the mailroom. Phil would do anything I ask him to as long as he thinks he’s going to sleep with me someday. I bought; I mean you bought Ding and Bats families’ all-expense paid two week trips to a resort. Phil signed the papers while Ding and Bat were on vacation.
When Dumb and Dumber came to pick up their checks, they waited until they had their checks in their hands and started laughing, saying I was screwed on the deal. They told me that the building is a wreck; I should have looked through the window at the lobby. They left with their checks laughing. That was the last I ever seen of them.
Now my curiosity was up, so I came over to the theater. I found the lobby was still covered in protective plastic for the cleanup crew. The stuff on the floor was the contractors’ supplies. Mr. Jenkins was eight hours from seeing his dream come true. Now it’s your dream big brother.”
“Minori, I can see why you got out of the prosecutor’s office and went into the private sector. That’s where the real money is. Don’t you feel bad for cheating those dummies?”
“Not one bit. They said they wanted to get through probate court super-fast so they could sell the property right now. They were screaming they wanted to sell the property that day if possible. With a phone call to the right judge and a donation to his retirement fund, the probate issue was solved in 24 hours.
Bill, you have no idea what goes on behind closed doors with the big players. There are property auctions where everyone in the room knows what property to bid on and which ones not to. Nobody bids against each other so everyone gets the property that they want for the lowest possible price that the seller will accept. There are property auctions where only one lawyer is present. I seen office buildings sell for a few thousand dollars. I did exactly what dumb and dumber wanted. Enough already, here’s your building.”
Minori and I walked around the entire building; I forgot how big it was. The theater was in the center. To the left was the restaurant, a beauty shop and a convenience store. To the right were a gift and card shop, empty store that used to be a Laundromat and the resale shop. 
Minori was holding a set of keys; “Now big brother, here is the real prize!”
She unlocked the front door of the theater. The contractor had finished removing his supplies. The cleaning crew had done their post construction cleanup as well. The place looked like it was ready to have the candy brought in and open for business. We walked around the lobby; I noticed the place had that new carpet and fresh paint smell.
Everything looked like it did when the theater opened before the great depression.
“They did a fantastic job, this is beautiful. What does the theater seating area look like?”
“I’ve been saving the best for last Bro. Would you like door number one or door number two? Never mind, they both enter the seating area. Wait here a minute while I turn on all the lights.”
She opened a small access door on the wall and started flipping switches; “Now we can go in and tell me what you think.”
We went through the door and I think my jaw cracked when it hit the floor. It was a totally restored theater, ready for stage productions and movies. The ceiling was blue with wisps of clouds and little lights flashing like stars. There is an opera box on each side of the theater. The walls resembled a castle motif. The place is exactly like it was back in 1928.
After walking all over the theater, we shut everything down and went upstairs to the north apartment. My sister told me that both apartments were gutted and rebuilt. Three bedrooms each, full kitchens and bath, living and dining rooms. There is new everything, including appliances, except no furniture. It was apparent I would be staying at my mothers’ condo for a while.
“Well now big brother lets lock up and go downstairs. I want a cup of coffee and something to eat. I need to bring you up to speed on your finances.”
We locked up the apartment and went to the restaurant downstairs. Minori asked for a booth so we could conduct some business. The waitress took us to a small dining room behind the main dining area. She told us that this room is only used on Sundays, so we could use it at as long as we wanted. With coffees and sandwiches in hand, my money education started.
“The building cost a million dollars plus miscellaneous expenses of about 150 thousand. The building needed a new roof, heating and cooling systems, that was around 350 thousand. The apartments were around 250 thousand each; so you have around a two million total investment. That leaves you around eleven and a half million in the bank.”
Minori smiled like a cat that just caught a mouse.
“Ah sis, what were the miscellaneous expenses of about 150 thousand for? That is a hell of a lot miscellaneous expenses.”
Minori leaned over the table and whispered in my ear; “Bill, you don’t need to know, trust me, you don’t want to know.”
I shot a look at her and let it go. She continued with her class on my finances.
“Here is your debit card, here is your check book, and here is your credit card.”
On she went about how to use all these cards. She handed me my cell phone, the only thing that I understood. I have something that I could use without wondering how it works.

“Your bank is right across the street, if you have any questions they can help you out. Here are your identification cards and two thousand in cash. The only thing I can think of is you need a wallet, a belt, shoes and a suit for mom’s wake and funeral. Is there anything else you need big brother?”
“Yes, mom’s address, a key to her place, and for you to start drinking decaf coffee. … My head is like mush right now. … Why don’t you take off, there are plenty of stores around here for me to find whatever I need. Will I see you for dinner or should I fend for myself?”
Minori said in an ever excited voice; “I’ve have so much stuff going on; I’ll grab something to eat somewhere. You take care of yourself; I’ll leave the address for the wake on mom’s TV.”
“Sis, get going. There are plenty of cabs outside. I’ll see you at mom’s condo or at the wake; I’ll pick up the lunch tab.”
Out she went and into a taxi with my medications, overnight bag, mom’s address and the condo keys.
With the food check in hand, Bill reached into his pocket and realized that he only had twenty dollar bills. The service was good, but not worth a $20 tip. Bill went to the cash register to pay the bill and get change for a gratuity.
There was a man in his late 40’s or perhaps in his early 50’s guarding the register. Bill figured that this guy must be the ‘Nick’ that Nancy told him about who is in trouble with the IRS and is probably going to skip town. Should I make a move to buy this place? I wonder how desperate he is. The two men exchanged good morning pleasantries.
“Nice place you have here, the service was excellent. By the way, I didn’t notice the hours on the door when I came in, is this place open for dinner?”
“Yes we are; we offer carry-out also. Do you live nearby? I’ve never seen you in here before.”
“I’ll be moving into the area within a few days. Since I don’t cook, I’m going to need a place to eat. It looks like I found the perfect place to have my meals.”
“Thank you; I hope the restaurant stays open, it’s up for sale. Perhaps you know someone interested in buying a restaurant. I don’t own the building; I only own the restaurant.
“I may be interested in going into the restaurant business. I am seriously looking for a career change. My old career unexpectedly came to a sudden end. I have some money saved, let’s talk again. I am interested in buying this place for the right price; but I’m busy for the rest of today and all day tomorrow.”
Nick chuckles, “Yeah, I’m busy also. Banking and travel issues that I can’t handle over the phone. You know how that goes I’m sure.”
“Oh yes I do. … Get all the books, records and documentation for the restaurant ready for the day after tomorrow, 10 AM. We can talk business and make a deal then. Bring your lawyer if you want and be prepared to close on a deal.
By the way, let me pay my tab so I can give the server a tip. I heard the staff call you ‘Nick’, my name is William J. Cann. I’ll see you the day after tomorrow Nick, at 10 AM.”
Bill walked over to the server that waited on him and gave her $5.
He looked at the name tag; “Thank you Jill for the hospitality and fine service, be seeing you.”
As Bill was walking towards the door, Nick said; “William, you didn’t ask me the price for the restaurant.”
Bill turned; “Nick, think about the price that you will accept. We will meet and talk the day after tomorrow at 10 O’clock. By lunchtime, we will have closed the deal. You will have a certified check or cash and I will own this restaurant; be seeing you.”
Out the door Bill went thinking, ‘that was the fastest deal I have ever made for anything in my life. This guy really has to be desperate.’ While standing in front of the theater, he picked up his cell phone and called Kathy Elliott at Black Creek.
“Hello Kathy, this is Bill Cann, do you have time to talk? … Great, I need some help with an issue. First I need a financial background on a Nicolas Petros, he owns the Parkway Restaurant 2001 Walnut Street Kansas City. I know he’s in trouble with the IRS. What I need to know is how much he owes the IRS. Also, I need any bank account transactions concerning him and the restaurant.
Whatever information you can get to me within 36 hours at the latest would be great. Please text the information to my cell phone when you get the time. When you talk to Lewis, tell him I’m buying a restaurant. Thank you Kathy, Bye.”
Thinking about the wake, Bill realized that he needs a watch, belt, and clothes for tonight and the funeral tomorrow. He looked around to see what stores are available. Not knowing where to go first, he went to the resale shop.
Bill opened the door and heard the bell dinging, announcing that someone has just entered.
He heard two voices talking in the back of the store when a voice called out; “Be right there!”
Bill was looking around with his back towards the rear of the store when he heard a familiar voice; “How can I help you today? Is there something I can help you find?”
Without turning around; “I’m looking for a young blonde girl around five feet tall, 18 years old, bluest of blue eyes, very cute and perky. Do you know where I can find one?”
“William! You’re here! Gosh it’s good to see you, but you’re too early for lunch.”
“My dear friend Nancy, I am here on business. I owe you and the store money, I always pay my debts. So how much do I owe the store and you?”
Nancy pulled out her wallet; “You owe the store about $48 and $25 to me. You can pay us whenever you’re able to. We know you just got out of the hospital; don’t have a job yet do you?”
“No, I don’t have a job; Minori gave me some spending money. So I’m going to be okay. … Those receipt totals don’t seem right to me.”
“I have the receipts right here, do you want to see them?” Nancy’s voice had some apprehension in it.
“Yes I would if you please.”
After a few seconds of looking at the receipts, Bill said; “Ah Ha! Found what’s wrong. There is no delivery charge on the resale shop receipt.” Nancy had the most puzzled look on her face; it was worth a thousand words.
“This receipt from Big Box Mart store doesn’t have your shopping or delivery fees on it. Here is the money for the resale shop clothes and here is your money for the Big Box Mart shopping trip.”
Nancy counted the money and said; “That’s too much money! You only owe the store $48, not a $100. You gave me way too much; you gave me $200! I can’t accept that, no way.”
“Nancy, now tell me if I’m wrong with this story. You came here from the hospital last evening to pick out clothes for me. You went back on the bus and delivered the clothes to my room. Am I correct so far?”
“Yes. But I…”
“Shush, don’t interrupt. You took the bus to Big Box Mart store, shopped for my underwear and stuff. You took the bus back to the hospital and delivered my briefs. I owe you for all that time you spent. … You’re a loyal friend Nancy; I want to return your kindness.”
“William, this is so much money, I can’t take this.”
“Yes you can, you should not work for free. Besides, Minori gave me that for spending money this morning.”
“Well since you put it that way and Minori gave it to you, I guess it’s alright. … Thank you, very much. I’ll put this toward my college fund. … What brings you here other than paying your debts William?”
“I need to find a wallet, belt and a watch. I also need a clothes and shoes for tonight. Do you have any ideas were I should go?”
“Let me ask my boss Marcy if I could have part of the day off, to help you out.”
Nancy turned around and headed towards the back room to ask Marcy if it would be alright.
She never made it 10 feet when a voice from the rear called out; “go ahead and take off the rest of the day, business has been really slow lately.”
With that settled, they walked out the door and hailed a cab. The pair spent the rest of the late morning going from store to store buying Bills clothes for tonight. When they were finished it was a little past lunch time.
“Nancy, I don’t know about you, but all this shopping has made me very hungry, let’s get some lunch. You go ahead and chose where we eat.”
The two settled on an upscale bistro. Nancy was very impressed and kept looking around the room. She had never been to an upscale, white table cloth restaurant before. It became very clear she was way out of her comfort zone.
Bill noticed Nancy’s discomfort after they had sat down at the table. Bill signaled to the Matradee, he asked to be seated in a booth off to the side. The couple was reseated in a corner booth.
Bill put his hand on Nancy’s, leaned over; “I thought it would be best to get you out from the middle of the room. You’re so pretty; the other women in the room were getting jealous. … Do you feel better now?”
“Yes, thank you. I felt like I was in a fish bowl. I’ve never been in a place like this before.”
The two ordered and ate their lunch with the usual small talk. Bill suggested she call Marcy and ask if she would like some lunch from the bistro. Nancy replied that she could not because she does not have a cell phone. Bill handed her his phone so she can make the call. The phone conversation was very short.
“Marcy wants a roast chicken sandwich, if it’s not too much trouble.”
Nancy ordered the sandwich while Bill had another cup of coffee. After lunch, they hailed a cab and returned to the theater building. Nancy went into the resale shop with Marcy’s lunch. As soon as Nancy exited the cab, Bill called his sister to get mom’s address so he could get ready for the wake.
Meanwhile, after Bill dropped off Nancy, she went into the resale shop and handed the sandwich with all the side dishes to Marcy. The conversation was mostly about shopping for clothes with an adult man and she related the incident at the bistro.
Nancy told her friend; “It was a real nice place; everyone in there looked wealthy. They sat us at a center table. I felt like I was in a fish bowl, it felt like everyone was staring at me. I felt so out of place, I wanted to leave. 
William called over the restaurant host, he asked for us to be moved to a corner booth. The host moved us to a booth near a rear corner, which was so much better. The host asked William to remove his head covering. William got up from the booth and told me he would be right back.
He told the host that he needed to see him away from the customers. They walked into the coat check room. Within maybe 30 seconds, they both came out and William was fixing the handkerchief that was covering his head.
I asked him what happened, he said that it was a misunderstanding, don’t worry about it. Very strange, I didn’t think about it again until now.”
Marcy said in her questioning voice; “Did you notice anyone else wearing anything on their heads? Or was YOUR William the only one?”
Nancy sat expressionless for a moment; “Now that you mention it, nobody had anything on their heads, no hats, and no scarves, no anything. I’ll have you know boss, he is not MY William.”
“Almost every high end restaurant has a dress code. Head coverings are never allowed for men. … I am sure that YOUR William brought the host into the coat room and removed his handkerchief exposing the stitches. I’m sure the host would rather see the handkerchief than the stitches.”
“He is not MY William. I’m not sure if anyone will ever claim him. I hope so for his sake. … Marcy, if I ever had a dad, I wish he would have been like William.”
“Nancy, whether you know it or not, he is YOUR William. Whether he knows it or not, you are his young Nancy. Before you jump on me, I am not talking about you two ‘hooking up’. I seen the look you two gave each other this morning, how the room lit up.
You two were so involved with each other; you didn’t notice me standing off to the side, next to the coats. I can see what’s happening with you two; a very strong bond building.”
The two women chatted away until it was time to close the store for another day.
That evening when the wake was over, Bill and Minori went back to mom’s condo, they were both tired. It had been a long day for both of them. She took moms bedroom, while Bill slept on the couch. Bill’s mind was buzzing, it was quite late before he was able to sleep, even with the medication, and it was almost 1:30 in the morning before dozing off.
The next morning, Minori and I had a quick breakfast before mom’s funeral. At the funeral, both of us said kind words about our mother. We sat down and let the funeral director recite a poem mom really enjoyed. It was by Choko. “This final scene I'll not see to the end - my dream is fraying.”
After the poem the funeral wrapped up. Since mom had but a few friends, the funeral went fast. In her Will, she wanted to be buried next to her husband; her wish was granted.
After the funeral, we came back to the condo and started going through her stuff. The first thing I spotted was a signed picture of Joe Montana posing with his arms around mom and dad. Mom had the Chiefs #19 jersey and Dad had the 49’ers #16 jersey. Both of them had camera’s hanging around their necks and giving thumbs up. They looked just like Japanese tourists at a football game.
Minori started the conversation that I knew was coming; “Moms Will stated that we are to split everything 50/50. Should we sell the condo and split the proceeds?”
“No. You keep the condo and keep everything for yourself. What am I going to do with moms’ jewelry and furniture? I only want dad’s personal things. You’re not interested in dads stuff anyway; there are a lot of things dealing with our family lineage. Our family history has always fascinated me.
Mom and Dad’s history is really important to me since they found me on the church doorsteps. I would like to know more about them. Like how they came to America or how old was dad when he married our mother. Since our parents are gone, I want to keep their history alive. I always felt there was something missing, our parents loved us and they did the best they could. They had a lot of customs that a Caucasian child really didn’t fit in to.
It must have been tough sometimes being a white kid with Asian parents. Mom was a stickler for Japanese customs; she tried to include you in them. I remember the looks on the other Japanese people’s faces when mom showed up with you at a tea ceremony. Mom always stood up for you and she lost a lot of friends because of it. She gave up many friends because of her love for you was so much stronger than her friendships.”
“Sis, I’ll sign the paperwork whenever you want me to. The condo, furniture, everything is yours. That way you have a place to live when you leave the government. Besides, the condo is paid for.”
“Thank you big brother; speaking of paperwork, my power of attorney for you will expire tomorrow. You’re on your own financially and legally. Since I know you probably lost the originals, here are a couple of notarized copies. The bank will hassle you about signatures; these will take care of that.”
We were looking through moms books on Japanese customs. One custom that was really fascinating to me was their tea ceremony. There are no other people that have the tea ceremony like the Japanese. Other nationalities have brunches, tea times and afternoon teas.
It is believed the tea utensils have souls. Japanese customs and traditions are very elegant and are steeped in a long history. We continued to go through moms’ things as the day went on. We were going to take a break, when I found moms’ tea ceremony pot, cups and utensils. Needless to say, that went into the pile that’s going with me. Around noon we went out for lunch. When we returned to the condo, Minori was noticeably quiet.
“Hey sis, the silence in here is deafening, no radio, no talking, what’s going on? Have I somehow offended you?”
Minori responded in a solemn voice; “I found this scrapbook and diary in moms’ very personal stuff. Remember that girl Marcy that you were head over heels in puppy love with? … Well Marcy kept a scrap book about you for years. … She had every news article she could find about you and the King of Choam. Every assignation attempt on the King and every time a body guard was injured. She was watching you from seven thousand miles away.
According to moms’ diary, when the news of your death was released, Marcy came by crying. She gave mom the scrapbook and told her; ‘This is to help you remember your son, goodbye.’ Mom wrote in her diary, ‘That was to be last time I was to ever see that young girl.’
Bill? Are you alright? You look like someone just walked on your grave.”
“I’m sorry sis, it wasn’t puppy love. … A day doesn’t go by that I don’t think about her. … Can we talk about something else, please?”
“Sorry, you have enough wounds already; you really don’t need me opening up any more. … So what’s the story with that Nancy girl? Don’t give me the sugar coated version. What’s the real bottom line? Are you trying to get her in the sack or what? Come on, man up and tell me.”
Bill had the look of semi-disgust on his face when he responded; “If you have ever had a partner, you’ve had more than me. I have never even touched a woman. … Not that I didn’t want to, just never had the opportunity is all.”
Minori went to the refrigerator and poured two glasses of wine and sat down at the kitchen table.
Bill spoke in a calm almost tranquil voice; “Minori, having sex with Nancy is the farthest thing from my mind. I think I should get involved with a woman closer to my own age, not a flat chested teenager. What I do feel is an unusual friendship or bond with her. I’m drawn toward her; I know we will be very important to each other someday.”
“Bill, pour me some more wine. Well, far be it from me to question your instincts big brother, they seemed to have severed you well so far. Remember what some writer said; ‘cher che la femme’, it means ‘behind every problem, there is a woman who caused it.’”
“Thanks Minori, you’re a real confidence booster. I’ll call you the next time I need my morale boosted.”
“I remember what Nurse McIntyre said about you drinking caffeine or alcohol, you’re not supposed to. I think drinking that stuff amplifies the effects of your medications. How do you feel?”
“To be real honest, I’m flying real high right now.”
His cell phone chimed announcing that a text message has arrived; “It’s from my old boss’s wife, she’s sending me some information I requested. … Minori, I need your help. Your old law office handled IRS cases didn’t they?”
“Yes, why would you ask me that?”
Bill explained the entire restaurant situation and the two plotted their strategy. Minori started making phone calls. She arranged for an IRS agent and an attorney to meet Bill tomorrow morning at 10 AM in the restaurant. Minori said she would be there also.
“Sis, I’m going to take a nap. When Nancy calls, write down the information. I’m taking her and her mother out to dinner tonight. By the way, can I have the picture Joe Montana with Mom and Dad?”

Later that afternoon Minori called out; “Hey sleepy head, it’s time to wake up. It’s 4:30, Nancy called for you.”
Bill struggled to get the cob webs out and get focused. He staggered into the bathroom and washed his face. That greatly helped the wakeup process. Minori gave him the time and place to meet for dinner, 6PM at Sal’s Italian Restaurant.
Bill went through the bags of clothes that he had purchased today, put on brand new shirt and slacks. He preferred to wear the shoes from the resale shop because they were comfortable, being that they were already broken in.
Bill arrived at Sal’s just before six. He looked down the street, he seen Nancy and Jill getting off the bus. Nancy was pointing and waving.
The trio assembled in front of Sal’s when Jill said; “I remember you from the restaurant yesterday morning. You must be the William that Nancy won’t stop talking about. Well, I finally get to meet you on a social level.”
Jill extended her hand to William. He gave her a warm smile and shook her hand.
“Now I know where young Nancy gets her good looks from. … Nancy, Jill shall we go inside and be seated?”
The trio went inside and Bill asked for a secluded booth if at all possible. The Hostess did the best she could with the seating request. Nancy and Jill on one side, Bill sat on the other.  The conversation was very mundane until Jill finished her first drink.
“Nancy, go to the ladies room to fix your makeup.”
“There’s nothing wrong with my makeup, I checked it before we left. Everything is perfect. Are you trying to get rid of me so you can beat him up?”
“Why don’t you go and fix something, anything, go fix your hair so I can have an adult talk with William.”
“William, can I borrow your cell phone? That way when Mother gets her teeth out of your neck and is done clawing at you, have the hostess call me in the restroom.”
Nancy left in a bit of a huff. Jill started; “Now that there are only adults here, I’ll be blunt. What do you see in her? Do you see a young impressionable girl that a suave character like you can make his bedroom toy? What are your real intensions with my daughter?”
“Jill, I like a woman who is protective of her legal aged daughter and is willing to fight for her. I am really impressed with you. … I’m going to be blunt also, so pardon me if I get a little rough. I have great affection for your daughter. During one of the darkest hours of my life; your daughter threw me a lifeline of friendship. She pulled me back from the abyss. She stayed with me through some dark times for no other reason than friendship. Thanks to some prescribed drugs, she heard things that no woman should ever have heard, much less an 18 year old girl.
Jill, my intensions for her are only the most honorable. I would never harm her or allow her to be harmed in anyway, size, shape or form. My wish is that our friendship grows to where Nancy would want me to walk her down the aisle at her wedding. I wish to do other things for her; none of them involve physical contact. … But thank you for thinking I’m a suave character. I’ve been called a lot of things, but with a face like this, suave character has never been one of them.”
“Nancy, you’re back already! William and I were just finished a most enlightening conversation.”
“Well, I don’t see any teeth marks on his neck, so the conversation must have gone smoothly. Did you ask all your questions, mother?”
“William and I are fine where you are concerned. You and I are going to have a long talk tonight.”
“Mom, were not going to have the birds and bees talk again are we?”
“No we are not. This discussion is over for now. William, it looks like you need another soft drink. I know I need another Martini.”
The rest of the evening involved dinner, a couple more Martini’s loosened Jill’s tongue. The conversation drifted towards Jill being an unwed mother and how hard it was to raise Nancy on a single woman’s income. Bill could see that Nancy was getting embarrassed by her mothers’ comments.
During a ladies room break for Jill, Nancy mentioned that her mother almost never drinks. Perhaps this would be a good time to call it a night.
Bill paid the check for dinner. He would arrange for their ride home. The trio went outside were cabs were waiting. Nancy and Jill entered a cab; Nancy gave the driver her address. Bill, standing outside the cab asked the driver how much the fare will be.
The driver said $20 to $30; Bill gave him $60. He told the driver to get them home safely.
“You’re a real gentleman Bill, thank you for a lovely evening, goodnight.”
Bill grabbed the next cab and went back to the condo. Minori asked how the evening went. He told her that Nancy’s mom was the waitress that served them this morning, everything went very well. Minori yawned, said goodnight and went to bed. Bill watched a few minutes of TV, turned it off and went to sleep on the sofa.
End of chapter 05
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 06
The following morning, Minori and Bill gathered all the documents for the 10AM meeting with Nick. While at breakfast, the two were reviewing their plans like it was a strategic operation. Afterwards, they entered a cab for the journey to see Nick.
Twenty minutes later, they exited the cab at the Parkway Theater Building. They greeted the others that had arrived for the meeting. Everyone went inside and exchanged pleasantries with Nick. Once everyone was seated in the back dining room, Bill started the meeting.
“Nick, here is the offer. It is not negotiable in any way. If you don’t like the offer, we will leave with no hard feelings.”
Nick’s reply was; “that is fine with me.’”
“Here is the offer, $150,000 for the restaurant business. That includes fixtures, equipment and related items; everything in this restaurant. Are we clear so far?”
Nick had a ‘cat that ate the mouse’ look on his face; “That is a very generous offer; I will accept that offer right now. When do I get the money, today?”
“Before we go too far, let’s talk about a couple of other items that need attention first. According to my sources, the restaurant bank account has a balance of $12. Your personal bank account had a balance of over $35,000 as of the close of business yesterday. This morning, you closed your account.
You owe your apartment landlord three months back rent. You owe the owner of this building six months’ rent, your car is a worthless piece of junk. Your Greek passport is current, so you could leave town in a heartbeat. As a matter of fact, I think that’s what you are planning.”
Nick looked at Bill with wide eyes and a surprised look on his face.
“Oh don’t give me that ‘I’m shocked’ look. I noticed the suitcases next to the cash register when I came in. I know that you owe the IRS over $100,000 in back taxes and penalties.
This is Mr. John Rowe from the IRS. He works for the enforcement and recovery division. You may have noticed that Mr. Rowe arrived in a black sedan with government license plates; there are two men inside. They are US Marshals; they are here to take you into custody because they believe you’re going to leave the country.
I also know that you owe your food venders and the utility companies at least $20,000 minimum. So here is the final deal; I will make your tax problem go away right now. $150,000 minus the $100,000 you owe the IRS leaves us with $50,000 for the restaurant. Minus the $20,000 you owe the restaurant vendors, leaves us with $30,000.
Minus the $30,000 you owe the landlord for six months of back rent, leaves me owing you nothing. … Since I’m a nice guy, I’ll forgive the last month’s rent. So I owe you $5,000. I have it here in cash. … I also have a check made out to the IRS to take care of your tax problem. … All you need to do is sign these contracts of sale that Mr. Anderson has here. My sister will notarize them.
I will give Mr. Rowe a check to settle your IRS problem. He will leave with the two US Marshals. … You will be free to go with $5,000 in fresh $20 bills. What would you like to do Nick? Keep your freedom and go back to Greece with over $40 grand in cash or spend some quality time as a guest of the federal penal system. … The choice is yours Nick.”
Nick had a look like someone walked over his grave. After a pause for a moment, he uttered some expletives and called Bill a vulture.
Nick rubbed his face; “Give me the contracts, where do I sign.”
He signed the contracts, Mr. Rowe signed as the witness, and Minori applied her notary public seal to the contracts. Mr. Anderson gave Mr. Rowe the check for the IRS. Mr. Rowe gave Nick the release papers.
Nick looked at the tax documents and seen ‘Total Debt owed $104,000; he never read the entire document. If he would have read the document, he would have seen the line: ‘settlement amount 15% or $15,500.
Nick rose up from the table and said; “You now own a restaurant, good luck, you’ll need it.”
He walked out of the back dining room, said something inaudible to the wait staff that ended with goodbye. Out the door he went, never to be seen from again.
John Rowe spoke; “good to see you again Michael, how’s everything going at the law offices of Anderson and Anderson?”
“Doing very well thanks. Are we still on for golf next week?”
It was very clear that John Rowe of the IRS, Michael Anderson (Minori’s old boss) and Minori were old acquaintances.
The group left the room and stopped by the front door. Michael and John wished Bill good luck with the business, then left. Bill looked around and seen Jill. It was obvious that she had a little too much to drink at dinner last evening.
Jill said; “This sure has been a few days of surprises. So you’re the new owner. … I sure hope you can run this place better than jerkoff Nick did. The only thing he did was run the place into the ground. … So where do we go from here, Boss?”
The realization that he owns a restaurant hit him like a ton of bricks. He had absolutely no idea what to do or say next. Minori seen that her brother was totally lost, took control of the moment.
“Jill, when Nick’s not here; who’s in charge?”
“I guess you could say I am. I do the paperwork, order supplies and so on. Nick stood by the cash register, collected the money while talking on the phone.”
Bill overcame his shock of being the new owner of an operating business; “Jill, in spite of your obvious hangover with bloodshot eyes, do you think you are able to manage this place?”
“I haven’t had a Martini in years; it’s your fault I look and feel like this. … To answer your question; yes, I have no doubt I can do the job.”
“Good, you’re in charge for an hour or so. I’m going across the street to the bank to open up a new checking account for the restaurant, we will be right back.”
Out the door Minori and Bill went. Minori grabbed Bill’s arm; “You’re on your own now bro, I need to pack and get back to D.C.”
“That’s it? You’re out of here? Dam sis, it seems like we’re always saying goodbye.”
The two hugged, said their goodbyes; Minori sped off in a waiting taxi. Bill went across the street to set up a new bank account for the restaurant. The banker informed him that he should have a second signatory on the account. He told the banker to hold on for a few minutes, he would be right back.
Moments later, Bill went through the door of the restaurant to find Jill; “Hey Jill, grab your purse, come with me please. I need the restaurant manager over at the bank right away.”
When they returned from the bank, Jill had something on her mind; “Let’s get this perfectly clear, I am not going to manage this place for $2.35 an hour plus tips. Nick paid me an extra $10 an hour, two hours a day to do the paperwork and order supplies. … What are you going to pay me?”
He thought to himself for a moment before responding; “I have absolutely no idea what to pay you to manage the place. … Here’s what I’ll do for the rest of October and all of November. You draw a salary of $12.35 an hour for every hour that the restaurant is open for business. I will pay you whether you are here or not, seven days a week. Do we have a deal?”
“Wow! That’s a deal! … Is there anything you would like me to do while managing the place?”
“Yes, get this place in shape. Take an inventory of cleaning supplies. What we don’t have, get. We won’t open for business Monday; instead we can start with a complete cleaning from front to back. Every cooler, shelf, countertop, wall and floor needs to be cleaned. Every piece of equipment needs a complete cleaning. … Everyone that comes in for cleaning Monday will get a $500 cash bonus.
Take an inventory of what needs to get repaired or replaced. Arrange to get that done. Get a furniture repair company to re-upholster the booths. Have those repairs done at night while we’re closed. … If there are vendors that are giving you a hard time, find new ones. … Jill, I want you to run the place like it’s your own.”
The place went so silent, you could hear everyone breathing. Bill realized he was preaching. He looked around at all the faces; he knew he had to do something fast.
“Hi everyone my name is Bill Cann; I’m the new owner, if you haven’t figured that out already.”
Everyone chuckled for a moment.
Bill noticed Jill was not writing anything down; “Since you didn’t write anything down, I know you have a perfect memory. … I have one thing to add to your list. Call ‘The Bistro’ and ask them what brand and blend of coffee they use. The crap we’re serving here tastes like swill.”
Jill’s reply was; “Nick only purchased the cheapest food and supplies he could find. That’s why the business is dying a slow death. We have fewer customers every week.”
“Let’s start right now, open the checkbook. See the balance amount? I think we can afford better food and supplies from our venders. Minori told me there was no soap and about the single ply toilet paper with the wood chunks in the bathroom.”
Everyone started laughing; “I’m going to the store to buy some hand soap and good toilet paper. As a matter of fact, I’ll buy the best toilet paper I can find for the employee’s bathroom! That’s the kind of owner I am.”
Everyone giggled again.
The phone started ringing; nobody answered it; “Will someone answer the phone? It might be a customer wanting to buy some food.”
Linda, one of the servers answered the phone. “Hello, Parkway Restaurant.”
A long pause ensued; “Jill, get to the resale shop right away. Nancy’s stalker is at it again outside the store.”
Jill and Bill were out the restaurant door in a flash. Bill reached Nancy and the stalker before Jill. He saw some guy holding Nancy’s wrist and screaming at her.
“You’re my little bitch; you don’t understand that yet.”
The attacker made a fatal mistake. He backhanded her across the face, giving her an instant bloody nose. Bill forced his way in between the predator and Nancy, forcibly removing the offending hand. There was screaming and yelling by almost everyone. Bill remained quiet sizing up the threat.
All he heard was background voices yelling; “I called the police.”; “What are you doing to my daughter.”; “Stop this right now.”
There was the sound of a siren, then tires squealing.
Nancy’s crying voice came through crystal clear over all the other yelling voices; “Ricky, I’m not your girlfriend. I never was and I never will be you scum bag! … You hurt me!”
Bill was totally focused on Ricky’s face. He seen Ricky’s lips mouthing the words; “Get out of the way asshole, she’s my little bitch. I’ll do what I want with her.”
Blind rage took over. Bill’s left hand grabbed a hand full of Ricky’s stomach. The right hand went to the front of his throat. The more he squeezed, the better it felt. The background voices were getting louder, he couldn’t care less.
“Let the man go right now or I will be forced to Taser you!”
Bill was totally zoned out. He felt pulling on his arm and Nancy’s voice saying; “Let him go, he’s not worth it.”
A male voice saying; “stand clear of them ma’am.”
Ricky was turning colors and gurgling when his eyes rolled back into his head.
Nancy was still pulling at his arm when he heard her loud and clear; “Daddy! Let him go.”
Bill’s hand opened and Ricky dropped like a sack of potatoes. All the screaming stopped. He became suddenly conscious that Nancy was attached to his arm.
Bill looked at Nancy and said; “Daddy?”
Minori had returned because she forgot to give Bill a set of keys to the condo. The police handcuffed Bill and the semi-conscious Ricky. They propped Ricky up against a light pole while sitting him on the sidewalk. The police wanted to know who’s who. Minori identified herself as Department of Homeland Security. Jill identified herself as Nancy’s mother and Nancy announced Bill as her father.
Marcy made a brief appearance stating to the police she called when Ricky pulled Nancy from the store. Minori told the police that she seen the whole thing. Ricky dragged the girl from the store by the wrist. He started screaming at her and hit her in the face.
Minori yelled; “Look, she has a bloody nose! You can’t blame a father for defending his daughter!”
The two officers walked over to Bill; “This is over now, I’m going to remove your handcuffs. You’re not going to do anything stupid are you?”
Bill still starring at Ricky; “No, I won’t do anything stupid. I will not harm him anymore; today.”
The officer removed the cuffs and started taking statements from everyone. Bill walked the few steps to where Ricky was sitting, still handcuffed. Bill bent over, grabbed Ricky by the chest and pulled him off the ground and within an inch from his face.
In a voice that could have come from the grim reaper himself, Bill said loudly; “If I ever hear you looked at her, I’ll rip your head off and gouge your eyes out. … If you even dream about hurting her, you better wake up, call me and apologize. … If you ever touch her again, I will rein terror on you that will be legendary. The last thing you will ever smell will be my bad breath the moment before I kill you.”
Bill dropped Ricky and stood up. He looked around; everyone was silent, standing perfectly still listening and watching him.
Nancy spoke first; “Daddy, your shirt sleeve is torn off.”
“Dam, this is the shirt you bought me the other day. … Officers, could we get this thing out of my site? … Are you going to press charges, daughter?”
“No Daddy, I think everyone deserves a second chance. … Don’t you think so, daddy.”
“Maybe your right, your eighteen and you know what’s best. … Officers, could you make this thing go away? Maybe he’s holding some contraband or something.”
Officer Jim replied; “We’ll give him a ride to the station and have a little chat on the way. If you need us, call.”
The officers left with Ricky. Minori walked up to Nancy and Bill.
“For crying out loud, I leave you for 15 minutes and you almost get arrested for trying to kill someone. Dam it Bill, this isn’t Choam. … Nancy, I owe you a big apology. I really thought you were a gold digger looking to financially screw my brother. I am so sorry that I had you so wrong. … Bill, you were right about her, she kept your ass out of jail by calling you daddy.”
Nancy gladly accepted Minori’s apology, the crowd dispersed. Bill took the keys to the condo. Everyone mulled around chatting small talk.
Bill looked over at Jill; “I think I’ve done enough here for one day. I’m going back to my sisters’ condo for a new shirt and to relax for a while. I’ll be back for dinner at the restaurant about five. We can have any discussion that you would like and answer any questions that you may have.”
Jill replied; “First, I want to thank you for protecting my daughter. Secondly, is that how you treat people that you have a problem with? Like your employee’s perhaps?”
“Good grief Jill, he harmed someone that I deeply care about. I am really trying to be a nice guy, that’s why that punk got off so easy; he’s still breathing. … Besides, he would never be an employee of ours, his social skills suck. … See you at five.”
Nancy was standing next to him; “Come into the store William, Marcy picked out a new shirt for you.”
They walked into the store, she handed him a shirt that was on the counter; “The other shirt that we sold you must have been defective. … I heard you talking to my mom; did you buy the restaurant from Nick?”

“Yes, I now own the restaurant, your mother manages it. You and all employees eat for free. … Now let me get this old shirt off so I can get the new shirt on. I want to get back to my sister’s condo.”

Bill removed his torn shirt exposing his battle scared torso. Nancy let loose with a gasp as she rapidly breathed in while covering her mouth.

“I am so sorry; I should have done this in the back of the store. I know what my body looks like; I didn’t mean to offend you. I’ll hurry up and get this on as fast as I can. Shit! It’s inside out.”
Nancy slowly walked over; “Slow down, let me help you with that.”
She removed the shirt and made it right.
“Put your left arm in this hole, now put the other arm in the other hole.”
While he was pulling the shirt up over his shoulders, Nancy moved in front and was staring at his torso with saucer sized eyes. She grabbed the shirt front to prevent him from buttoning it.
She yelled out; “Marcy, are you here?”
There was no answer. He noticed her voice was cracking. The two stood there motionless. Bill was staring at the ceiling, refusing to look down. Nancy’s hands slowly opened to let go of the shirt. Bill could hear her sniffle and a very soft whine. He felt the most ever so slight touches on his torso. He looked down and she was slowly outlining the scars on his body with her fingertips.
Bill gently grabbed her wrists, in an ever so calm voice; “I am so sorry you had to see me like this.”
He let her go and started buttoning his shirt. Nancy had tears in her eyes, stiffened up, took a step back.
“I didn’t understand. … I just didn’t understand. … In the Atrium, they were just words that I didn’t understand. … Now I see the pain and the horror. …. Oh my god, I think I understand what you’ve been through. Oh my god, the pain you must have suffered.”
Bill bent over, hugged her and whispered in her ear; “You are the only woman that knows and understands what’s going on in my soul. Now, I need a friend that I can confide in. Can I trust you with my soul? Are you strong enough to be that person?”
He let her go and was looking into her blood shot eyes.
She said with complete sincerity; “William, you can trust me with your soul as completely as I trust you with mine. I will never let anything get in between our friendship.”
With that, the two hugged and Bill reminded her that she still had dried blood under her nose. They said their goodbye’s and went their separate ways.
Nancy heard the back door; “Is that you Marcy?”

“Yes, come back here and give me a hand with this footlocker. … The delivery guy was such a wimp; he could hardly get it out of the van. I’m sure YOUR William could have taken this with one hand.”
“Speaking of MY William, did you see the tattoo on his arm?”
“No, I did not; I wanted to tell the police that I called. The only thing I seen was Ricky turning red, then pale white, and finally blue. … You called William; Dad, which was very deliberate.”
“I was scared half to death before my knight in shining armor came to vanquish the evil Ricky. Which he did quite well I think, don’t you?”
“Yes he did indeed. It frightens me to think what would have happened if you didn’t stop him. Anyway, what did the tattoo say? Some girls name?”
“No, it said; “Death… Been there, done that. … It was on the only place he wasn’t scared. Thanks for replacing his shirt. You know he owns the restaurant now don’t you?”
“I was wondering why he was talking to your mom so much out front.”
“Let me tell you what’s going on. Nick’s gone, William owns the restaurant now. Mom is the new manager, employees and I eat for free. You’re going to meet him tonight; he’s having dinner with mom at the restaurant. Also to meet and talk with the evening crew.”
The two women’s conversation went on about this morning’s activities and the mysterious foot locker. They speculated that ‘Cowboy Bill’ must be William. Why the ‘Cleared Customs’, ‘Diplomatic Carrier’ seals and the shipped from address being from the Middle East.
That afternoon Marcy answered the ringing phone; “I don’t know. … Where did they come from? … Who is paying for this? … 9AM tomorrow, goodbye.”
Nancy was as curious as a cat; “What was that phone call all about?”
That was an antique moving and display company. They wanted to know when they could deliver and set up two display cases containing antiques. You heard the questions I asked, the crates came from an antiquities dealer in Japan. Everything has been prepaid. Now you know as much as I do.”
The two women finished out the day with the usual few customers poking around and not spending much at all. At five o’clock, they locked up the resale shop. Nancy walked with Marcy to the restaurant. They met and chatted with Jill about today’s happenings. Getting rid of Ricky was the first topic.
There was the speculation about the new restaurant owner Bill and what changes might happen. Everyone was worried about their jobs; the rumor factory was working overtime. A little after five, a cab pulled up out front, Bill exited the cab and entered the restaurant. Marcy went directly to the back and started changing into her cooks outfit.
Bill spoke in a jovial voice; “Two of my favorite women, Hello Jill, Hello Nancy.”

The trio exchanged the usual pleasantries and went to the back dining room. Bill asked Nancy to leave so he could conduct restaurant business with her mother. Nancy left the room.
The two ordered light dinners. Bill brought a bottle of wine from the convenience store. They sat, drank wine and idle conversation until dinner was served.
“Now that you’ve had a few hours to think things over, what’s on your mind?”
Jill went into a plethora of things that she had on her mind about the restaurant. It was mostly little stuff to Bill, big stuff to her.
When she was done, Bill said; “The restaurant is staying family style. It’s going to be cleaned and repaired. Throw out the worn out stuff and replaced it with new. I may own the place, you need to run it.
Don’t ask me to make decisions on how to run the restaurant; that’s what I’m paying you for.  The only things I want are; we turn this into a money making venture; employees eat for free, including your daughter. Now that we have covered my involvement in the business, let me meet the evening staff.”
“One more thing that I’m dying to know; what’s your real story? The soldier of fortune nonsense you sold Nancy won’t fly with me buddy. Pardon me but you look pretty rough. The way you handled that kid this morning, you really held back didn’t you? I’d be willing to bet a week’s pay you’re a real bad ass with a bad ass history.”
“Jill, don’t bet your paycheck on me. My personal history is of no concern to you what so ever. Since you’ve been on the payroll since this morning, your concern should be with running this place. Right now I need to see the staff, please excuse me.”
Bill left the table, walked around introducing himself to the staff and assured everyone that nobody is losing their job. He went to see Marcy the cook and he found her with a scarf wrapped around her face similar to a Muslim woman. Only her eyes were exposed.
“You’re the Marcy that runs the Dreams resale shop aren’t you?”
“Yes I am; its pleasure to meet you, William. You have made quite an impression on our mutual young friend Nancy. She can’t stop talking about you. Thank you for helping her out today. She’s a great kid and I wouldn’t want anything to happen to her.”
“She’s someone special to me also. I am sorry that I made the situation ugly in front of your emporium. Thank you for replacing my shirt; I will re-pay your kindness very soon.”
“Please don’t give it a thought; you have more than made up for it already. It was a pleasure meeting you, I really need to get back to my prep work; be seeing you.”
That’s when Nancy popped into view; “I knew you would like my friend Marcy. By the way, are you ‘Cowboy Bill’?”
In a surprised voice Bill said; “I used to be called that by someone very important. Why would you ask me that?”
“There is a foot locker that was delivered to the store addressed to ‘Cowboy Bill’ and it is covered with ‘Customs and Diplomatic’ labels. Marcy also received a phone call from some antique company that is going to deliver two display cases with antiques in them. What should we do with that stuff?”
“Come with me and I’ll show you.”
They left the restaurant and went upstairs to the apartment on one side of the building. Bill turned on the lights and showed Nancy around.
“Let’s make the front bedroom my office and den. Have the movers deliver whatever it is to this room. Here’s $40 to give to them as a tip if they move the foot locker up here also.”
“Okay, I’ll need a key to let them in and the alarm code.”
“Here’s the key, keep it; you might need it someday. The alarm code is real easy to remember, 0826, our birthday.”
They locked up the unfurnished apartment and returned downstairs. Bill said good night to everyone. Hailed a cab and returned to the condo. After looking at the mail, he took his medications and lay down on the sofa. He was sound asleep within a few minutes. What he did not know was the confrontation that was about to take place between Nancy and her mother.
The two women arrived in their apartment and started their normal evening routines without saying a word to each other.
To break the silence, Nancy asked her mom; “What do you think it will be like working for William? I think it will be awesome.”
Jill replied in a cocky voice; “It would be nice if I knew his history like someone else does. You can tell me all about him, you know all there is to know. Mothers’ intuition tells me you know a lot more.
“Mom I can’t tell you anything that I heard at the hospital. I’m sworn by the patient confidentiality laws.”
“Don’t give me this confidentiality crap, Nancy. I’m your mother who I’m I going to tell?”
“I can’t discuss things that go on in the hospital, especially during a psychological session. I am bound along with all the other staff by law. None of us can discuss any cases; we would be fired and sued. You always taught me to follow the law.”
“I can understand the staff being bound by those laws; you’re a candy stripper. You don’t get paid much; you’re hardly more than a volunteer. So how can the law apply to you? I demand that you tell me what happened right here and now.”
“I have to follow the rules. … Mom, I wasn’t even supposed to be in the room during that session. I cannot and will not ever tell anyone what went on in that room. I also gave my word to William.”
“As long as you live here, under my roof, you will do what I say; tell me what I want to know. Do I make myself crystal clear?”
“Yes you are crystal clear. While I am under your roof; then I need to get out from under your roof. I’ll get a few things for tonight and leave. I’ll be back tomorrow to pick up the rest of my belongings.”
Jill just stood there, with a look of disbelief of her face. Nancy went into her room. Within a couple of minutes she came out with a small suitcase stuffed with clothes.
“This will hold me over tonight. I’ll be back sometime tomorrow for the rest of my clothes. I’ll drop off the apartment key tomorrow. … I love you Mom, but there are some things that I just can’t do, I’m sorry.”
Without any other words being said, Nancy walked out the door. Once she arrived on the street, she realized that she had no idea where she was going to spend the night. After a few moments of contemplation, she realized that she had Bill’s keys. She could stay in his vacant apartment. Nancy walked the few blocks to the apartment.
When she arrived, she dropped off her suitcase. That’s when reality set in; there is no bed, no nothing. Off to the resale shop downstairs for a cot, pillow and blankets. With those items in place, she noticed there was no toilet paper. Back down to the convenient store where she purchased toilet paper, deodorant, toothpaste, and a toothbrush.
This was the first time in her life she was ever away from home, trying to sleep in a strange apartment was not easy. The conflict with her mother was weighing heavy on her mind, sleep finally came.
The following morning, Jill arrived at the restaurant hoping to find Nancy; she was nowhere to be found. She called Marcy at her home thinking that Nancy may have stayed there, but she didn’t.
Suddenly, Nancy came walking through the door of the restaurant; “Hi mom, I’m her to take William up on his free meal offer.”
Jill in a half panic voice; “Where did you sleep last night? I couldn’t find you anywhere.”
“I was safe and secure. I slept like a baby upstairs in William’s apartment.”
Jill’s jaw dropped. She briskly walked to the restaurant phone and called Bill.
A couple of moments later Jill asked; “Where the hell are you right now? … In your condo getting your blood drawn? … Never mind, I’ll see you when you get in.”

She looked over at Nancy with an embarrassed look on her face; “I take it you were alone in the apartment and Bill was at his condo all night.”
“Of course I was alone mother; besides I have no idea where the condo is. By the way, the condo belongs to his sister. Sleeping on a used cot is not the best night’s sleep, but I’ll get used to it. It’s better than sleeping in the park. Can I get some breakfast now, I’m hungry. I have to go to work soon.” 
“What would you like for breakfast?”
“Two eggs over easy, ham off the bone, raisin toast and coffee please.” 
Nancy finished her breakfast, placed a tip on the counter and left; she didn’t want to be late for work. The hospital Human Resources department wanted to see her at nine.
Later that morning Bill walked inside to the restaurant to order his breakfast; he asked Jill what the panic phone call was about.
“Nancy walked out of our apartment last night. I had no idea where she was. I called her only friend Marcy the night cook; she had no idea where she was. Nancy comes in this morning and tells me she slept in your apartment. You have no idea what was running through my mind when I heard that?”
“Oh yes I do.”
Jill gave him this look, like ‘I thought so.’ Which Bill didn’t enjoy one bit. The conversation trailed off and eventually ended.
Bill left for the hospital. While in route, he was wondering if he had made the right choice with Jill running the place, if the pressure was too much for her. The other thought was how he was going to smooth Nurses McIntyre’s feathers, since he wasn’t taking his meds. The story about him needing his edge wouldn’t cut it were she was considered. Bill was learning how to keep his temper under control; keeping busy really helped.
Bill first said hello to everyone before going to see nurse Macintyre, they exchange pleasantries then got down to business. Right away she wanted to know why he wasn’t taking his tranquillizers.
Bill said he really needed his edge in life, he didn’t like how the tranquillizers made him feel. He didn’t like being all doped up. He asked how his other levels were. To him these were the important ones anyway.
“You’re other levels our fine. Have you had any problems, we should know about?”
“None at the moment Nurse McIntyre, can you tell me where I might find Nancy, is she here today?”
“Yes, she is here today. She’s with Human Resources, she should be through soon.”
“Okay, I’ll wait in the atrium, have you updated your magazines or are they still at least six months old?”

“Unfortunately there still six months old, people have cut back on their magazine subscriptions with the recession.”

“My mother subscribed to a few, I’ll bring them in so the other patients can read some new material.”

“Thank you; the patients will appreciate it and so will I.”
Bill was reading an article on global warming when Nancy came in; “Hi William what are you doing here? … Are you all right?”
“Yes I am I’m more interested in why you’re in my apartment. Nancy when I gave you my keys I never meant you to setup housekeeping.”
“I had no choice, mom wanted to know about you’re history and who you are. We had a falling out and for the first time in my life, I needed a place to stay.”
“Nancy I don’t like you and your mother arguing, do you think her job is creating too much stress for her to handle? If it is I’ll replace her in a heartbeat.”
“My mother can definitely handle the job. Our argument had nothing to do with the restaurant. She noticed your tattoo today; she demanded I tell her everything about you and what went on at the Atrium session. I told her I couldn’t betray the hospital or you, she pulled that ‘I’m your mother’ crap. That’s why I left.
Your place was the only place I could go to; did you want me to stay in the park? Today, I’ll ask nurse McIntyre if I can stay here, they may have a spare room that no one using.”
Bill was very proud of Nancy for sticking to her moral standards and not revealing his past. He was very mad at her mother for putting her daughter in that situation. He told Nancy she couldn’t stay at his apartment; she could stay in the condo for now.
“We’ll go when you’re done here and get you settled in the condo. What time do you get off today?”
“I only came here in this morning because Human Resources wanted to see me. I’m heading back to the resale shop right now. We close the shop at 5:00 today.”
“That works out perfectly. I’m heading back to the restaurant right now. Let’s get a cab and get you back to the resale shop.”
They left the hospital; the ride back was swift and uneventful. Nancy went into the resale shop and Bill went to the restaurant to have a little chat with Jill. He greeted everyone and asked Jill to come to the back dining room for a moment. A few moments later, she entered the rear dining room; Bill requested she close the door.
“Jill, your family problems are spilling over to my business. That does not make me a happy person. You’re actions chased your daughter out of your home and into my apartment. That is not acceptable; she was only following my request and hospital orders by not divulging what she heard in my psychological session.
Knowing anything about my past isn’t going to help you run this restaurant. Nancy seems to think you can handle the pressure, can you? Or is this job to much for you to handle? Before you answer that, you’re over protectiveness of Nancy with regard to me, ends right here and now.
Because you became pregnant by your slick boyfriend at 17 doesn’t mean she will. I have had enough, period. Do I make myself clear, or I’m going to have to rethink our arrangement here. … What’s your decision Jill?”
After a few moments pause, Jill replied; “Yes, you are crystal clear. I glad for the opportunity; as far as I’m concerned the matter is closed.”
“Good! What progress have you made in fixing things around here?”
“The repair guys our coming this evening to fix the refrigerators, stoves ovens and tomorrow night the seats will be upholstered.”
“Good, so in a few days, the place will be ready for our grand reopening under new management and owner celebration. How are you going to get people to come back?”
“I thought we would bring samples outside for people to try out, also hand out coupons for during the week. Buy one meal, get the second meal free. Kids under 12 could also be free, doesn’t that sound family friendly boss?”
“Yes it does, that’s great work. Call the sign store, have them make up two big banners that read; ‘Open under New Management and Ownership’
Is Marcy ready in the kitchen? Make sure there is enough food so she will be able to prepare any meal on the menu without running out of food.”
“What do you think of the new menu? I cut it down from a small book to three pages; Breakfast, Lunch and Dinner pages. Do you like the dishes we have on the menu?”
“Yes, let’s keep it simple and serve good food. Good standard breakfast and lunch items. There’s nothing fancy about dinner. These are a great line up of good wholesome family food. I’ve looked at other restaurants menus. The only difference I see is there salads. Everyone serves fried chicken, spaghetti, meatloaf, and pizzas. Great job, I would have hated to replace you.”
“Thanks Bill, can I ask you a business but kind of personal question?”
Bill shot her a look that would freeze water; “What is it now?”
“I hate to ask you this, when do I get paid? Things are a little tight right now, business has been very slow. Tips are way down, and….”
“Stop already, get me the checkbook. Never mind, it’s in the office.”
The pair walked to the office, Bill spoke first; “Call a locksmith and have all the locks on every door changed today. By the way, you name is Swenson correct?”
“Yes it is. … Can I vent on you a little? I have a couple of things on my mind.”
“Sure, go ahead. I can write a check while listening.”
“I presume Nancy told you about my history of getting pregnant and the sperm donor leaving town as soon as he found out. What happened was I missed a period, and then I missed a second one. So I told him that I was pregnant, we needed to get married. After all, we always talked about getting married.
He told me he was going to the store to get cigarettes. That was the last time I ever seen him. I went to his house and found out that he was living with his aunt. He came home, stole all the cash in the house, her purse and left.
My parents disowned me. There I was 17 years old, pregnant and no home. I went to my uncle’s house and begged for help. Uncle Peter and his partner hated my parents with a passion. They took me in and let me live there for the next few years. Uncle Peter died and his partner died a month later.
When they died, they were broke. Nothing was left, I was able to work enough to pay the rent and hold our heads above water. We came here seeking our fortune, very bad timing on my part. … My life has been a disaster and I let my fears overwhelm my judgment. … I am sorry for behaving like a helicopter mom.”
After a pause Bill looked up; “Now that you got that off your chest, do you feel better now?”
“Oh gosh yes. … I thought I was going to rattle myself into the ground if I didn’t tell someone. Thank you so much for listening, I really needed that.”
Bill gave her the check for $2500; “Good, I’m glad you feel better. Now you have a total of six paychecks coming. Remember, if you need clothes, shoes or accessories related to your job, charge them to the restaurant. Okay, it sounds like everything is under control here. I’m going to finish my errands.”
He left the restaurant, entered a cab and away he went.
End of chapter 06
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 07
While Bill was on his errands, there was a sad conversation going on in the Dreams Resale shop. Marcy was telling Nancy that she was shutting down the shop at the end of the month. Sales were so bad; they didn’t cover the rent and utilities. Both women discussed getting full time jobs else ware.
Marcy thought that she may get more hours as a cook in the restaurant, if business improves with the new owner. Nancy on the other hand thought she might get a full time job at the hospital doing something.
The talk shifted to their biggest dreams and what ifs.
Nancy started with; “If my dad suddenly showed up, nope; it would be my William adopting me. … To have him as my dad would be a dream come true.”
Marcy smiled; “Wow! You two really must have bonded big time.”
Nancy had a gleam in her eyes and a radiant glow on her face when she replied; “I don’t know exactly how to say this so it won’t sound strange, I seen into his soul.”
Her face turned pale; “He relived memories I didn’t understand at the time. It wasn’t until I seen the physical scars from those memories when I realized I had seen into his soul.”
Marcy had a look of semi-shock on her face when she asked; “Was there physical contact between you two?”
After a moment’s pause, Nancy half turned away and softly spoke; “Yes.”
She then told Marcy every detail about the shirt changing encounter yesterday.
A warm motherly glow came over Marcy’s face; “It’s a dam good thing that you’re not double your age, otherwise you would have a man on your hands.”
The two women giggled and Marcy’s dream was to win the lottery. She could find a bigger store and open up ‘The Dreams Prep Kitchen’ where people can prepare their meals in advance.
“I would help them make up menus for their tastes and needs. It would be a full commercial kitchen with plenty of space for everyone. … Now all I need to do is play the lottery and that won’t happen.”
As she finished describing her dream, three men wearing jump suits came in. They were the antiques delivery people that were expected. Nancy asked them if they could use an extra $40 for lunch. She showed them the foot locker that needed to go upstairs. The two younger men grabbed the foot locker without question and followed Nancy upstairs.
It only took the three men a few minutes to bring the two six feet tall crates upstairs. While Nancy was supervising the location of the crates, Marcy came up to the apartment followed by a very tall dark haired woman in her 30’s. She was very well dressed, perfect hair and makeup. This strange woman had style, grace and a perfect figure. What the hell was she doing here? Nancy thought.
“Oh Nancy, this is Miss Susan Braden. She’s from the interior design company to make sure the antiques are displayed correctly in the display cases.”
The two women exchanged “Hello, nice to meet you” greetings with a great deal of frost on Nancy’s part.
Afterwards in an icy tone Nancy said; “I’ll be down stairs in the shop.”
She immediately left without saying another word. Marcy was close behind her.
Around noon, Bill returned and seen the moving truck parked outside. The hallway door leading up to his apartment was open. While walking up the stairs, he heard indistinct male voices. Upon entering the apartment, he heard the following:
Young male #1; “Nice little underwear; look at this tiny bra. It’s an A cup at best, hahaha.”
Young male #2; “’A’ cup, it looks more like child’s training bra! Hahaha”
Older male; “Cut the horse crap; leave the kids’ stuff alone. We have work to finish.”
 Bill spoke with calm anger; “Now that you’re done sniffing and playing with my daughters’ underwear, all of you leave my home right now.”
The men gathered their equipment and left without saying a word. He heard noises coming from the front den/office. He walked to the room and stopped dead in his tracks at the doorway. A woman with a great figure was working on the contents of the display cases. She was wearing an above the knee dark grey skirt, black blouse and had very long silky legs.
“Excuse me, this is my apartment, well it will be when I get it furnished.”
She turned around and the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in was now facing him. She looked to be in her early to mid-thirties, big light brown eyes, wearing double strand pearls that emphasized her abundant cleavage.
“You must be ‘Cowboy Bill’; I’m Susan Braden from the Nippon Antiques Company. The antiquities company hired me to set up the display cases so the artifacts are displayed correctly.”
The two exchanged brief pleasantries and Susan explained that the display case on the left contained the Samurai attire while in service to his Shogun. The other contained the battle armor of the Samurai. Both outfits were certified to be those worn by one of the members of the 47 Ronin around the turn to the 18th century.
The two continued their conversation for a few minutes when he heard her stomach growl.

Her face turned red; “I am so sorry, a slice of toast and an apple doesn’t make it for breakfast.”
“With your figure, your breakfast choices seem to be working just fine. … Oops! Did I just say that?” 
The pair laughed. Bill suggested that they both continue their conversation over a free lunch downstairs in his restaurant. Bill and Susan walked into the restaurant, directly to the back dining room. They never noticed Nancy sitting at the counter eating her Cheeseburger and fries.
Nancy did notice them though. She gathered her lunch and sat in the booth directly next to the back dining room door so she could hear everything that was said. After the pair ordered lunch, the conversation went something like this:
“Well Bill, I didn’t know that you had a daughter and why is she sleeping in a vacant apartment? You really need to tell me that story. I’m dying to hear the details.”
“Well, she’s not really my daughter, her mother manages the restaurant. I had given her the keys to my place to let your crew in, that’s why she has the keys. … Anyway, her and her mother had a falling out last night. She crashed in my place. The cot, blanket and pillow came from the resale shop. She had to go somewhere safe for the night, no big deal.”
“So with a vacant apartment, where are you staying?”
“I’m staying at my sister’s condo for now. I want to furnish my apartment as soon as possible so I can move in.
“Upstairs you called Nancy your daughter. Was that a Freudian slip or is it something more? Come on, you can tell me.”
“Here comes our lunch. Yes, there is more. She kept my ass from going to jail by calling me daddy in front of the police who wanted to arrest me. There’s more, but I don’t want to bore you.”
The conversation during lunch went on about Susan being an interior decorator and how she could decorate his apartment. She could pick out the furnishings and make the apartment ‘move in ready’ down to the towels and the dish soap. Bill asked her if he could get a discount for doing two apartments at the same time; since he owns the building and there are two identical apartments.
Nancy was sitting in a rear booth watching through the doorway. She almost fell out of the booth and onto the floor when Susan leaned forward, put her hand on Bill’s; “I’m sure we can work something out.”
To Nancy, Susan’s sultry warm smile to Bill was like that of a hungry wolf looking at a piece of meat. The anger was building to a fever pitch in Nancy’s mind. ‘I am not letting this gold digging bitch get her claws in my William!’
Nancy walked over and stood behind Bill’s chair; she put her hands on his shoulders; “This man is like the world’s best dad to me. William protects me and I try to protect him. … Being that he has been out of the hospital for only a few days, I need to act as his business manager to make sure nobody takes advantage of him. … Now that you have seen the apartment, why don’t you send me your proposal and keep in touch.
Enjoy the rest of your lunch. Dad, could you come to the resale shop when you’re done with Miss Susan? Thanks; good meeting you, bye.”
Nancy left the rear dining room, walking out like she was on top of the world.
Bill had a smirk on his face; “I’m not exactly sure what that was about but I do need to listen to her; at least for now. Why don’t you call me in a couple of days and we can see if we can work something out.
The lunch and conversation ended within a couple of minutes. Susan and Bill said their goodbyes. While Bill was aiming for the front door, he was stopped by Jill to answer some questions about the restaurants vendors. Meanwhile at the resale shop, Nancy was in a hyper state while filling Marcy in on all the details of what just happened.
Marcy was shocked; “Oh kid, you really stuck your foot in it now. Are you going to furnish the apartments? Do you know how hard it is to furnish a vacant apartment so it’s ready to move in? … Do you have any idea what’s involved with that? What kind of furniture, towels, dishes, pots and pans? Do you have any idea what your William’s tastes are like?”
Nancy stood there with a mystified look on her face; “Ah, I don’t have the slightest clue.” She looked around the room like she would find the answers waiting in the air.
After a little thought, Nancy asked; “Why don’t we do it? We can go to the convenience store, buy some magazines and show them to William. That way we know what style of furniture he likes. We can ask him what colors he likes or dislikes. You said business stinks; this could be a great side line for you.”
As she finished, Bill walked in.
“Hello Ladies, Young Miss Nancy, I would like to have some words with you. … That stunt in the restaurant was pretty outrageous. … You chased away my interior decorator, now what am I supposed to do? … I have two vacant apartments that need to be made into ‘turn the key and move in’ condition. This puts me into a quandary. Now that you appointed yourself as my business manager, what are you going to do about it?”
Without missing a beat; “You can hire Marcy and me to make your apartments ready. Marcy knows how to do that kind of stuff. She lived in an apartment before. Don’t worry, we have you covered.”
Bill gave her a half concerned look, and smiled; “Should I be worried or relieved about this? Marcy, you’re awfully silent on this matter. Did our mutual friend draft you into this?”
From the far side of the store; “Drafted, hell I was kidnapped by her! She can be a real piece of work at times, but she has a big heart and means well. … Count me in; I’m not making much money here and I can use the income. … Do you have any style of furniture that you like or is American Contemporary your style?”
“I have been living in hotel rooms and dormitories for the last 18 years. I need color and I need style. The stuff I seen advertised on TV might be a little on the cheap side. Check out the apartments and do want needs to get done. … Now, let’s talk details and fees.
I’m looking for furniture that’s going to last for years. I don’t want custom handmade furniture. On the other hand, I don’t want that cheap crap that falls apart in a year or two. Middle of the road furniture would be fine. You both work for a living, what would you buy if you could afford it? That’s what I want, working class furniture. Now you both understand what I want. When you’re done, both apartments will be 100% ready to live in, minus the food, right?”
Both women echoed; “Right.”
Bill reached into his wallet and gave Nancy a credit card. She looked at it, smiled; “Hey, my name is already on this card! … What’s going on here?”
“I knew that I would need some help adjusting to my new life. I also realized that I would need a personal assistant to help me out. I think I chose wisely, don’t you?”
Nancy had tears of joy flowing when she ran over and hugged him; “I won’t let you down William; I’ll be the best personal assistant ever.”
“Now ladies, think of what you’re going to do and how you’re going to do it. … How does two thousand dollars each sound for your fee? Is that fair enough for you?
Both women smiled and agreed. The trio agreed to meet one more time after dinner to finalize any other details and questions that may come up. He also informed Marcy that he was the new building owner and that the rent will stay the same.
Marcy asked him about the rent checks that were made out to the management company that were returned marked: ‘Business Account Closed’.
Bill smiled; “It’s your lucky day, destroy those checks. Rent starts January 1st, have a happy Christmas.”
Out the door he went; the two women stood looking at the door in shock, not believing what just happened.
Marcy asked; “Is he always like that? Makes deals on a whim or at the spur of the moment?”
“Yep; from what mom told me, he started the deal with Nick after he had breakfast. The opening conversation took less than two minutes. The actual deal to buy the place was done two days later in less than five minutes. He made mom the very well paid manager in under a minute. So yeah, he seems to be mister do-it-now.”
The two women started planning their shopping lists. They came to the mutual idea to go upstairs to better visualize the layout so they have an idea of what furniture to buy.
When they arrived upstairs, they found Bill going through his foot locker. He seen them, but didn’t give them much attention. He was involved with the lockers contents. A DVD marked ‘To Cowboy Bill’, his old clothes from Choam, his drawing pads and various personal items.
Underneath everything was a false bottom, Bill removed the bottom that exposed a small arsenal. He found his assault knife with scabbard. There was his semi-custom made Glock 10MM handgun, silencer, 3 spare 20 round clips and 100 rounds of ammunition. He starred at the items for a few moments and felt a panic attack coming on. He dropped the false bottom cover back in place without touching any of the weapons.
The visions started, he was back at ‘The Al-Qaeda Motel’. He was seeing the carnage and the stomach pain like before. Like every other time, his mind jumped into that dark pool of unconsciousness. 
Bill regained consciousness and realized that someone was shaking him. He heard a voice that was kind of familiar. Fearing what he might see, Bill opened his eyes slowly. The first thing he seen was Nancy’s face with a look of absolute horror.

“Dad, are you alright? Are you coming back to me now? William! Say something to me!”
He replied; “Yeah, I’m okay, I think. I forgot to take my medications. Nurse McIntyre warned me that this would happen.”
In a relieved voice; “She sure wasn’t kidding; is there anything I can do for you?”
“Please finish taking the apartment measurements. I’m going to use the cot and lay down for a while. Call me around 4:30 so I can come downstairs for dinner. Better yet, Christine the day server goes home at 4:30. Have her bring me up a cup of coffee on her way home. Please lock the door on your way out.”
The two women went back downstairs to the resale shop and seen customers walking around when Marcy said; “Oh my god I forgot to lock the door. We have customers!”
The rest of the afternoon, was busy with a steady stream of customers looking for bargains and hidden treasures. This made the rest of the afternoon fly by. Before they knew it, the clock read 4:45 and it was time to start closing the store. 
Christine was one of the day waitress’s in the restaurant; she was also Marcy’s mother. She entered the resale shop and said in a concerned voice; “Marcy, didn’t you tell me that William’s apartment is to the right of the restaurant?”
“Yes mom, to the right, why are you asking?”
“I rang the bell and knocked on the door, no one answered. I came back downstairs and had Jill call him, but nobody answered the phone. What should I do now?”

Nancy grabbed her purse with Bill’s keys in it and was out the door in a flash. She ran up the apartment steps and opened the door. The cot was over turned and the pillow was also on the floor. The footlocker was open and a pile of clothes were nearby. The blanket was several feet away, it looked like it was dragged and dropped. She looked in every room, no William.
She checked the bathroom. At first look, it seemed empty. She noticed a dark shadowy figure in the shower stall. Opened the door and found Bill in the fetal position. She tried shaking him without any reaction. Panicking, she ran down stairs to get help from Christine and Marcy.
The trio went upstairs and pulled Bill from the shower stall onto the bathroom floor. They dragged him from the bathroom to the much wider hallway. He started to relax from the fetal position. Nancy noticed that he was dressed in the clothes that were in his footlocker, blood stained pants, shirt and a very heavy vest.
Nancy found his phone and called the McIntyre’s. She told them in a panicked voice what happened twice today. She told them where the apartment was and to please hurry. Christine told Marcy and Nancy to go downstairs, get a folding table, two chairs, and then lockup the resale shop.  She would stay with Bill until they returned. Christine covered him with the blanket and placed the pillow under his head.
She walked over to the footlocker and as she was getting ready to shut the lid, she noticed the sketch books. She removed the books and closed the footlocker lid so she could use it as a seat. After several minutes, the two women came back; setup the table and two chairs. Marcy asked; “Is he alright? Is there anything else you need mom?”
“Yes to both questions. He’s sleeping and it’s been a hell of a day so far. Go down to the convenience store and get me a six pack of cold beer. Nancy, be a darling and get William a big cup of decaf coffee.”
The two women left the apartment again. Bill came around; “Christine, I heard you send the girls for coffee and beer. I’m not sure which I need more right now. Why am I hearing your voice in my apartment? Never mind, I think I know the answer and it’s not good.”
Bill arose from the floor, walked to the table and sat down on one of the folding chairs. Christine traded the foot locker for the other folding chair at the table.
“Hello Bill, you gave the girls quite a scare, so I sent them on errands to get rid of them for a few minutes. It’ll give you time to clear out the cob webs. By the way, they called the McIntyre’s from your cell phone; they should be here soon also.”
Bill and Christine were sitting at the table when Marcy and Nancy came back with the beer and coffee. Marcy set the beer in front of her mother. Nancy set the coffee in front of Bill.
Marcy still had never made direct eye contact with Bill. She looked at her mother; “If this crisis is over, I need to get to work.”
“Bill and I have everything under control. You can go to work; Bill should be down for dinner soon.”
Marcy left without saying another word. Nancy was standing just a few feet from Bill staring at him like she was examining him. This did not go unnoticed by Christine.
“Child, what are you looking at? You look like you’re going to stare a hole right through him.”
With concern in her voice; “The holes in his vest match some of the scars on his chest.”
“Nancy, go downstairs and help your mother. William and I need to talk, alone.”
“My mother doesn’t need my help. I’m staying here with William, until the McIntyre’s get here.”
“I really would like to talk to Christine, alone. Nancy, please meet me downstairs for dinner. I will be down as soon as the McIntire’s finish with me.”
Nancy reluctantly agreed and went downstairs. The two were finally alone in the almost vacant apartment, sitting at a folding table. They were both staring at the six pack of beer.
Christine broke the awkward silence; “Ah Bill, I’m not trying to be too forward but could you change your clothes? The blood stains kill the conversation mood if you know what I mean.”
With that, she popped the top on a beer and started to indulge in the beverage. The table was only a few feet from where Bill dropped his civilian clothes earlier. He started to gather them when Christine started talking;
“There is no need to leave the room to change; I’ve seen grown men naked before. I’m sure you don’t have anything that would surprise me.”
While undressing down to his shorts; “Christine, are you making a pass at a younger man? Are you hitting on me in my own apartment? I’m shocked! You hardly even know me; hahaha.”
Bill was standing behind her; she turned around to see what he was doing. “Holy shit Bill! You look like ‘who did it and don’t do it again’. Dam kid, you’ve got to tell me what happened to you. Get over here, have some coffee and start talking; but please get dressed first.”
After getting dressed, he sat down and gave her the shortened version of his military career and being a mercenary. He embellished a few details about the drawing and gardening. He skipped over the violence that came along with the job. She seemed to enjoy the $1800 a day tax free part and what his sister did with the money.
“So anyway Christine, you try to grab my butt, make a pass at me and yet I know almost nothing about you. What’s your story other than you seem to like hitting on younger men in their underwear?”
Christine laughed; “Bill, call me Chris; let’s not be so formal. … Since you have no garbage can, I’m going to use the plastic bag for my empty cans. … You know I’m not married, I was once though. His name was William also, he was a truck mechanic.

He started coughing a few months after we were married. After I nagged him, he finally went to the doctor. He was diagnosed with stage 4 lung cancer. The cancer had metastasized, spread to his other organs and throughout his body. He died three months before Marcy was born.”
Bill could see the hurt on her face and the tears forming, so he left the room and returned with a roll of toilet paper from the bathroom.
“Thank you, I must look a mess with my mascara running.”
“Chris, you’re looking fine to me, have another beer”
In a tear filled happy voice Chris replied; “Are you trying to hit on me? I may be old enough to be your mother, but that don’t make me easy; hahaha.”
They both laughed as she opened up another beer.
“I raised Marcy by myself. William’s insurance money came in handy and helped keep our heads above water. I worked for a Fortune 500 company until a few years ago, it was bought out, and I lost my job.
I met who I thought was Mister Right, boy was I wrong. The bastard gave me genital warts, the Genital human papillomavirus that led to my cervical cancer.”
“Oh my goodness Chris, I had no idea you were so ill. So how are you doing with the battle? What’s the prognosis? I hope it’s good.”
“Well, I had the surgery a couple of months ago; they gutted me like a fish. I’m going back for a checkup in a couple of weeks. I’ll know more then, and sorry Bill, but jumping in the sack with anyone is not an option.”
After an awkward few moments, Bill put his hand on her’s; “Christine, I’m speaking to you as a friend. When you go back for your checkup, let me know what’s going on, good or bad, let me know. If you need help of any kind, ask.”
“Thank you, I will.”
With that, she opened up another beer; “It seems that the females in the family have their fair share of problems.
My daughter Marcy graduated high school and went to work for a big company. She started as a receptionist and then became the CEO’s personal assistant. She got her own apartment. She had stock options and all that stuff. When the company was bought out, she made a fortune.
She moved to California to become an actress. The only acting she could find was the casting couch and pornography. She wanted no part of that what so ever. Within a month, she moved back in with me and my partner. She almost married to this low life named Ray something; I forgot the bastard’s name. A few days before the wedding, Marcy told the asshole she couldn’t have children.

You know that bastard beat the crap out of her! Broke her nose and called her everything but a human being. That very night, I was working late subbing for someone that didn’t show up for work. My drunken live in was cooking something on the stove and fell asleep. Marcy walked in and found the pan smoking, so she grabbed the pan to bring it to the sink. The grease in the pan caught fire; the drunken son of a bitch woke up in a panic and hit the pan. She must have turned her head, because the fiery grease got her real bad.
She fell and hit her head on the table and was knocked out. Drunk and stupid took too long to put the fire out. She lost the left side of her face and ear to third degree burns. The burn scars go to the edges of her eye and mouth. That’s why she always wares those big scarves that cover her face.”
“Chris, I am at a loss for words. Now I understand why she has been so standoffish towards me. … Hell, I thought she was a Muslim woman that wanted to see the infidel dead.”
“You couldn’t be farther from the truth. Marcy used to like men; she dumped her high school sweetheart, stupid girl. Then she hooked up with that Ray character, goddam looser. That’s it Bill, end of story. Dam, this is the last beer I’m having tonight. I still have to go home to drunk and stupid.”
“Dam Chris, my former employer told me to get a life, volunteer, do good things for people. I thought my life was screwed up, listening to you makes me feel lucky.”
With that, there was a knock on the front door. Bill opened it and as expected, it was the McIntyre’s. The usual introductions and greetings took place.
Chris spoke; “I think I better leave all of you. I haven’t had a beer since before my surgery and I have quite a buzz going on. I’ll take my beer along with my empty cans home with me.”
“Chris, go down to the restaurant. Call your live in and tell him you’re working late. Ask him what he wants for dinner; I will pay for the dinners and a cab to bring you home. How does that sound?”
“You’re the best Bill, thank you.”
The McIntyre’s said their goodbyes to Chris; focused on Bill. 
Doctor McIntyre was first; “Bill, don’t give me any bullcrap, you have had at least two incidents since you stopped taking the tranquilizers. They are designed to take the edge off, make the flash backs like a dream, not a trip back to a previous reality. … The more of these flashback trips you take, the worse and more frequent they will become. You will become institutionalized if these flashbacks are not brought under control.
You understand that they will take over your mind, pushing out everything else until you live in a continuous flashback. Post-traumatic stress disorder is something that you just cannot ‘man up’ and make it go away. We need to find a solution and we need to find it before it consumes you. Linda, I’m done, did you have anything to say?”
“Yes I do. William, I called your Mr. Elliott. What a very strange man, the first words out of his mouth were; ‘Why are you calling me? Bill’s a big boy now, he don’t need you holding his hand.’ I told him about the Nancy and Ricky incident and asked how I could possibly help you to get better.
Mr. Elliott said he was shocked that Ricky was not dead. That means you were well on your way to becoming a well-adjusted civilized human being; then he started laughing.
After he stopped laughing he said to give you a message. I quote: ‘Tell that asshole to take the goddam medications like he’s supposed to and see the goddam doctor to get his goddam head screwed on straight.’ … Mr. Elliott is a very blunt man; those were his words, not mine.”
Bill agreed to start taking all his medications as they were prescribed. He invited the McIntyre’s to dinner, they declined. They were at dinner when Nancy called. Nurse McIntyre suggested that Bill get Nancy a cell phone so he can call her in case the need arises.
The trio went down to the street level and said their goodbyes. Bill entered the restaurant; he was greeted by Nancy and Chris. He asked the two women to order him whatever the daily special was, he would be right back. He needed to speak to Jill for a moment.
“Jill, could you come into the office for a minute, please?”
“Sure Bill.” The two walked back to the office and Bill asked her to sit down.
“Jill, since Nancy decided to move out of your apartment, she is going to stay at my mothers’ condo. I know she will be safe there for the time being, but that’s not why I called you in. Nancy told me that she applied for full scholarships to several Universities and colleges.
Yesterday, I went to The University of Missouri at Kansas City and made arrangements for Nancy’s college education. She is getting a full scholarship, on campus housing; everything included.”
Jill started shaking with happiness and was speechless.
“Now here’s where you come in, during our dinner tonight, I am going to suggest to Nancy that she re-apply to the University of Missouri at Kansas City. You suggest that perhaps she didn’t cross all the ‘T’s or filled out something wrong. Here is the scholarship application I picked up yesterday. I filled out the name of the scholarship that she is applying for already. Hopefully, she won’t notice.”
Jill composed herself somewhat; “Thank you so very much, but why did you do this for a girl that you only met a few days ago? That has to be outrageously expensive, are you sure you really want to do this?”
“I want to do this more that you will ever know. Nancy told me that she had a dream of going to college, dreams should never be lost. Outrageously expensive is a relative term. Let’s just say that sending Nancy to college won’t make a dent in my finances. … Anyway, she’s to take the application directly to the Office of the Chancellor and ask for Chancellor Randall Gibbons. Everything will be taken care of from there.

Oh, make sure she has enough cash for cab fare. Take it from the cash drawer and write a check to replace it; we must keep the books balanced! … Now, if you don’t have any pressing issues, let’s get some dinner.”
“Bill, I don’t know what to say but thank you so very much from the bottom of my heart.”
“Your very welcome, wipe your eyes before you get to the dining room.”
Chris, Jill, Nancy and Bill sat down for dinner and he started the conversation about college. The chat went exactly according to plan, except for one small problem; Jill forgot who Nancy was supposed to see.
That’s when Bill said; “You left the note on your desk, it said; ‘take the application directly to the Office of the Chancellor, ask for Chancellor Randall Gibbons’ he will take care of everything.”
Nancy was looking at the application. She surprised everyone with; “Oh my god! It’s already been approved! … I’m going to college!”
She studied the form and the wide eyed look of glee faded a little; “William and Mom, you two lie like a rug. I’m applying for the Prince Al-Lam Scholarship and deliver the paperwork to the Chancellor? … Mom, I forgive you because William put you up to this. … William, I don’t know how I’m ever going to repay you.  I don’t know what to say, but thank you.”
“Maybe you can repay me, then again maybe not. It’s your dream; I am the really lucky one here. I’m able to make your dream come true; it’s up to you to make the best of it. After you visit Randall, I mean Chancellor Gibbons tomorrow; let’s go shopping for a computer. I know you will need that for school and my business manager needs a cell phone.”
Chris said; “Well, this calls for a celebration, Jill I have three beers left. You look like you need one right about now.”
The group laughed and toasted Nancy’s good fortune. She had to tell all the employees of the restaurant, including Marcy. Afterwards everyone settled down for dinner.
After dinner, Christine, Nancy and Bill entered a cab. They brought Christine home first. Then continued on to Jill’s apartment, that way Nancy’s could get some of her clothes. She could get the balance of her belongings tomorrow, on her way back from the university. The last stop of the evening was the condo.
It was mid-evening when the pair entered Bill’s temporary home. The reality of the situation hit them both at the same time. Neither of them has ever lived with a person of the opposite sex before. Bill decided to gather his clothes and medications and go back to the apartment.
He figured sleeping on a cot isn’t the worst thing in the world. Nancy saw him putting his medications in a bag and gathering some clothes.

“Where do you think you’re going? Are you thinking of going somewhere without me?”

“I’m going to my apartment yes, without you.”
“No you are not! With what you have put me through today, with your zoning out twice, there is no way I’m leaving you alone. You’re stuck with me for at least tonight. I’ll sleep on the couch and you sleep in the bed. Okay, now that’s settled, let’s watch some TV.”
With a smile on his face; “I think there are a few details missing here. Number one, did you bring any pajamas with you? Two, I sleep in my briefs. What about bathroom breaks in the middle of the night? Lastly, you’re sleeping in the bedroom. I have been sleeping on the couch while my sister was here; I’ll do fine there.”
“Pajamas; I haven’t worn pajamas since I was eight. So you sleep in your briefs, big deal. Middle of the night bathroom breaks, I’ll shut the door so I won’t wake you up. Can I have the shirt you’re wearing? It’s so big; I can use it as a nightgown.”
“Of course you can, I can’t have you running around with nothing on, and you’ll catch cold. I need to have my business manager healthy. She is going to help me run my properties.”
“William, I don’t know how to run a business, Marcy ran the resale shop. The only thing I ever did was take the money from people and organize stuff.”
“Right now you don’t, after college you will learn how to do all the paperwork involved with running a business or two; but that’s down the road, so let’s watch some television.”
“You said ‘television’ that is so old school. It’s called TV now.”
The two settled on the nine o’clock local news cast and went to sleep shortly thereafter.

End of chapter 07
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 08
Bill awoke before 5 AM; he thought to himself that even many time zones away, he still can’t break the waking up before 5 AM habit. He rolled off the sofa and went to the bathroom. Gathered his medications and went to the kitchen looking for a drinking glass. While standing at the sink, dispensing water into a plastic glass, a small moving figure caught the corner of his eye.  
He forgot Nancy was in the condo. While walking by, she looked at him with one eye half open and said; “Could you make a little more noise when you pee? Please try aiming for the porcelain and closing the door next time.”
Bill stood at the kitchen sink in wonderment thinking; ‘What do I do now?’ 
Nancy went into the bathroom and closed the door. A couple of moments later, he heard the toilet flush, then the door opened. She walked over to him, took the glass of water from his hand, and drank about half of it.
“Try holding the noise lever down to a roar. I’m going back to bed.” 
Bill walked over and shut the bedroom door to keep the sound out. That’s when he realized he has been in his briefs the entire time. ‘That’s embarrassing!’ he thought.
He took his meds, gathered the clothes for the day and a towel. After taking a final inventory of the necessary clothing for the day, he locked the bathroom door and showered. 
After his personal hygiene and grooming were completed, he exited the bathroom and found Nancy’s bedroom door still closed. A check of the kitchen clock revealed its 5:45 AM ‘Gosh I need coffee, bad.’ he thought. … Bill remembered that there was a convenience store about two blocks away. Off he went on a coffee run. 
When he returned, Bill noticed a couple in their late 50’s standing inside the condominium building vestibule. He exchanged a brief ‘good morning’ with the couple and returned to the condo. He found the bedroom door still closed. ‘It’s all most 6:15’.
Bill came up with what he thought was the most wonderful idea ever. He would sing a wake up song, or what he could remember of one. He opened the bedroom door and walked back to the kitchen. Grabbed a cup of coffee and started walking towards her bedroom.
He was singing in a very light whispery voice; “Wake up, wake up you sleepy head, wake up, you’ve got a big day a head. Wake up and jump out of bed you sleepy head, you’ve got bad hair and helmet head.”
Nancy opened one eye, then the other; “I’ve got bad hair and helmet head? … If you’re going to wake me up with what you call singing every morning, I’ll move back in with my mother. … William, is that coffee you’re drinking? I’ll have mine with a little cream, thank you.”
Bill went and sat down at the kitchen table and was reading the newspaper when Nancy walked in still wearing his shirt. She walked over to the kitchen counter and was adding cream to her coffee.
She turned and started walking to the table when Bill asked; “Are you going to put on a robe or something?”
With her eyes half open she stopped in mid stride, pulled up one side of the shirt and said; “See William, I wear briefs too.”
Nancy dropped the shirt tail and plopped in the available chair, grabbed the TV remote control and started watching the morning business news.
During a commercial break, she looked at Bill; “I slept like a baby last night. Wearing your shirt with your scent was like you were holding me all night long.”
Unfortunately, Bill was in the middle of a drink of coffee when she made the analogy. He choked and the coffee he was drinking came back out places it wasn’t supposed to. He grabbed paper towels and wiped himself and the table off.
Nancy was laughing; “You didn’t leave me finish my sentence, silly. It was like a father watching over and protecting his daughter from evil. … I don’t think I have ever felt so secure in my life. … So what’s going on today that’s so important that you had to make up that awful song, dad?”
“Thank you for thinking that I make you feel secure, especially since I have only known you for a few days. Today is Friday, you need to go see the Chancellor at the University, get your clothes from your moms’ apartment and bring them here.
You need to go to the cell phone store and get a cell phone. When I need my business manager, I need to be able to find her. You will need a computer for school, get two really good laptops. Don’t buy the cheap crap; get carrying cases and a spare battery for yours if you want one. … That’s what’s going on today.”
Nancy looked at him with surprise and wonder. The look of concern came to her face. “William, as your business manager, I am concerned about your money situation. You’re spending a fortune and you have no income that I can see. What’s going on here? Are you a millionaire or something?”
Taking a drink of coffee first, he set the cup down; “Yes I am. When we were in the Atrium, I told you I was a soldier of fortune. As a body guard, I made $1800 a day tax free for many years. I never spent any of the money I earned, I sent it to my sister and she invested it. I have no idea what things are worth other than seeing what things cost on TV.”
“No wonder you’re paying my mom $2500 a week! That’s way more than she used to make in a month working as a waitress. Oh my, you really are out of touch with the value of money.” 
“I look at your mother as a good investment. There’s a lot of work to do getting that place in shape. She is going to be putting in some very long days. I have no idea how to run a restaurant, your mom does. $2500 a week for six weeks is a small price to pay for a professional to make my restaurant look good and work correctly. … December 1st, your mom and I will come up with a long term compensation package.”
“Okay, I guess you’re right. If I’m going to see the Chancellor today, move from my mothers’ apartment, buy two computers and get a cell phone, I need to get going!”
“Go and do whatever it is young women need to do in the morning, we can go get breakfast down the street. Tomorrow is Saturday; you and I will go over all the finances so you understand what’s going on with them. Now go and try to make yourself prettier than you already are, I’m hungry.”
“Did you forget my bad hair and helmet head?”
Bill smiled; "No, but you have bed hair. It's flatted on one side, that's all. The helmet head part rhymed and it sounded funny. ... Thank you for calling me 'dad', that really means a lot to me. ... Now get your little butt in gear so we can get some food."
They both left the table and Nancy gave him a big hug; "I've had 18 years without a dad. ... A week ago tonight, a big scary man became my best friend in the whole wide world; then became my dad, whether he knows it or not. ... The next time my mom and I have some of that 'quality time' together, I’ll let her know that I took care of 'my dad' situation."
"Thank you from the bottom of my heart. I love you as much as any father could. ... But your bear hug is not getting you dressed. ... Dad to daughter, let’s get going."
Nancy wiped her eyes, sniffled and let go of Bill. ... After her shower and personal grooming, the pair went out for breakfast. Bill noticed another couple in the condominiums vestibule starring at them. He wished them a good morning and opened the door for Nancy. Never giving them another thought until much later.
The pair came up with the following plan. Nancy would to go to the University first, since that was the most important thing to get done. Next would be move out of her moms’ apartment and move her clothes to the condo. After that, run the rest of her shopping errands.
Bill would stay at the condo looking through his fathers’ books and things. They would meet back at the condo in the late afternoon and go to the restaurant for dinner. That way they could talk about the college with Jill. When the pair had finished their breakfast, Nancy hailed a cab and went off to the university while Bill went back to the condo.
While looking through his fathers’ scrapbooks and journals, he found his father had been looking into the Takahashi family lineage. So much of the paperwork was in Japanese, it was difficult to decipher. He was limited by how much Japanese he could read. From the documentation, he found out that his father was a direct descendant from one of the forty-seven Ronin.
After exhausting his fathers’ material, he found another smaller box of documents that traced his mothers’ family history. Because of Japanese culture, his mothers’ history only went back three generations. He was very surprised to find out that great grandma was a Geisha. She was a grand dowager, which is a top ranking in the Geisha world.
Bill found it very difficult to imagine his parents’ descendants were anything other than working class people. Mom the school teacher and Dad the maintenance engineer. They almost never talked about their relatives, except once in a while they would speak of ‘those in the old country.’
He gathered all the scrapbooks and journals to take back to the apartment, and placed them near the front door. Since he will be moving into his apartment soon, it would be better to make small trips of stuff rather than one big one.
As Bill finished this round of gathering the collectibles, his stomach started growling. He looked at the clock, ‘11:45 no wonder I’m hungry’, he thought. Down to the condominiums vestibule where there were several people talking indistinctly. He walked over to them and asked if anyone had any advice for a non-fast food lunch place.
The people had the look of fear and disgust on their faces. He instinctively reached for his head to make sure the bandana was in place. That was fine, so what is these peoples problem he thought.
One aristocrat looking old man stepped forward; “There’s a good restaurant close by. Go out the front door, turn left, go two blocks; it’s on the corner, called Phil’s. By the way, aren’t you staying in Mrs. Takahashi’s condo?”
“Yes I am. It used to be my mother’s condo. When she passed away, she left it to my sister and me. … Are the association dues past due? If they are, send me a bill and I will have my business manager bring everything up to date.”
The old man relaxed his stance; “You must be Mrs. Takahashi’s son William that she talked so much about. … Sorry to hear about your mother, nice woman. … William, I’m with the condominium association and we are concerned about the morality of you living here with your very young female companion or should I say partner. You understand of course, it looks bad to the residents.”
The small group that was standing silent until now, started mumbling and shaking their heads in agreement. Bill could feel his blood pressure rising and was exercising great restraint before he spoke.
“Mister Representative of the condominium association, and to all you other busy bodies; hear me very clearly. My sister and I own that unit. … If you have a problem with my daughter or me living here, find a very good lawyer and you better have very deep pockets. … Other than that, my personal affairs are my own. Is there anything else bothering you? … No? … Be seeing you.”
With that, Bill turned and walked out of the complex. While walking to lunch, Bill had a funny thought that made him smile; ‘The tranquilizers must be working; I didn’t want to rip his head off.’

After lunch, he walked back to the condo. There was a taxi parked out front with the trunk lid open. Something told him that Nancy had returned. Walking inside the condo vestibule, there was nobody in site. When he returned to the condo, he was surprised by finding a female stranger, the condo representative that he had words with earlier and Nancy.
“Hi Dad, this is Mr. Braun, he’s one of our neighbors and this is Phyllis the taxi driver. They’re helping me unload my clothes and stuff from the taxi. Mr. Braun, Phyllis this is my dad, William.”
Mr. Braun spoke first; “Nancy, I met your dad earlier today. Hello William, it was very clear that Nancy needed some help, so I pitched in. I hope you don’t mind.”
Bill reached out his hand to Mr. Braun; “Thank you for taking the time to help Nancy, and pardon my misunderstanding earlier. I sometimes become a little over protective of her.”
Nancy spoke up; “A little over protective, that’s putting it mildly. I’m not made of glass you know.”
With that, everyone chuckled a little.
Bill out stretched his hand to Phyllis; “Good to meet you Phyllis, are you available for on-call fares? The reason I ask is I don’t own a car. I do need transportation from time to time. Would you be willing to take Nancy or me as a fare from time to time?”
“Sure, whenever you need a cab, call me. The more notice the better. If I’m not close by, I’ll call my partner and see if she’s available.”
“That will be fine. Now I see that Nancy has not made it to the stores yet. I have an idea; you and Nancy go get some lunch; bring her to the stores and back here. I’ll pay the meter fare, the lunch tab and $50 to boot. That’s if it’s okay with Nancy.”
“Fine with me, I’m starving and I was wondering how to get back with the computers safely. How about it Phyllis? You get a good fare, lunch and $50 to boot!”
“Okay, I’m hungry too. You’re a very generous man William. I’ll make sure your little girl stays safe.”
Mr. Braun said; “Well, it looks like everything is under control here. William, see you again sometime. Young Nancy, it was a pleasure meeting you. Bye.”
Bill spoke up; “Mr. Braun, will you be around later this afternoon? I really would like to apologize to the others for my rude behavior.”
Nancy jumped in by saying; “My dad being rude with strangers? I’m shocked you hear! I’m shocked to hear about that behavior dad!”
Before Bill could speak, Mr. Braun said; “Nancy, it was me being rude to your dad about you. I was at fault, not your dad. Forgive me, the members of the condo board thought you were someone other than William’s daughter.”

Nancy had this look on her face and paused a moment before she said in a skeptical manor; “I guess it’s because we look nothing alike. My dad has grey steel eyes and I have blue eyes. He is over 6 feet 2 and I am 5 feet even. Yeah, I can see how that could raise questions, I guess.”
Bill interjected; “Phyllis, it’s good to meet you. Nancy, please take Phyllis to lunch and finish your shopping. See you back here later this afternoon.”
The ladies said there goodbye’s, they left Bill and Mr. Braun alone.
Mr. Braun spoke first; “Call me Frank, Mr. Braun sounds so formal.”
“Frank, call me Bill.”
The conversation went on for a few minutes, about Bill’s mother and how she had to tell everyone in the complex about her son the bodyguard to a King. When the mood was very comfortable between the two men, Frank said that he would pass on the fact that Nancy was Bill’s daughter to the other ‘busy bodies’ in the complex. The two exchanged pleasantries and went their separate ways.
Bill needed to make a decision about Nancy. He knew in his heart what he must do without any further hesitation. Call the lawyer John Anderson and get the ball rolling.
The phone conversation went like this:
Hello John, this is William Cann; you helped me out with the restaurant purchase. … I need your help again. … I want to adopt someone. … She’s 18 years old. … No I’m not crazy, well maybe a little. … What do you mean I can’t adopt an 18 year old? … How about a contract that she agrees to become my daughter and I become her father? … No, no expiration date. … Make it either person may cancel the contract at any time. … That’s great! … I don’t mean to be a jerk, but can I get it tonight? … Have two of your staff that are notary publics deliver the contract to the restaurant. We can get everything signed, witnessed and notarized. I’ll pay whatever your fee is. … Tell whoever your sending, in addition to their extra pay I’ll throw in dinners to boot. … Thanks John, you’re the best.”
Bill became a little shaken when he thought about what he had set into motion. In his heart, he knew it was the right thing to do. Bill returned to looking through his parents affects. He found his mother’s scrapbooks; he found the scrapbook that Minori pointed out. It was the one that Marcy Smith kept until she thought he was dead and gave it to his mother. He figured that Marcy was a housewife somewhere raising two or three kids by now.
He tried to visualize Marcy carrying a toddler in one arm, trying to make two others stop misbehaving while standing on a front porch. Her house would have a big front yard and a white picket fence. … Along with a kids swing set and toys everywhere.
The images in his mind gave him comfort for a few moments, then brought along a rush of sadness. He put the scrapbook in the pile and decided to take a nap and try to shake the blues. While Nancy was away, Bill discovered that the sofa was really a sofa bed. The front slid out, the back lowered and a twin bed emerged.
Nancy and Phyllis arrived back at the condo around 4:30 in the afternoon. They placed the packages on the dining room table. Because Bill was sound asleep and talking up a storm, Nancy asked Phyllis to wait in the cab for a few minutes. She told Nancy that she was going to get fuel and return within 20 minutes.
Nancy walked towards Bill and noticed he was sweating profusely; his head was rocking back and forth and his body contorting. She had seen this before when he was in the hospital, it was the night terrors again. She was afraid to wake him from the terrors by shaking him, she had no idea what his reaction might be.
She thought of a saying her music teacher in school said; ‘music sooths the savage beast’. Nancy walked over to Bill and sat on the floor next to him. She started to sing the only song she remembered from high school; Amazing Grace.
Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me.
I once was lost but now am found,
Was blind, but now I see.

At this point, Bill started to calm down and the contortions stopped. Bill’s breathing started to return to normal. A couple of deep breaths later, she knew he was coming back.

T'was Grace that taught my heart to fear.
And Grace, my fears relieved.
How precious did that Grace appear
The hour I first believed.

His eye’s started blinking, fast at first, then slowed down. She knew he was waking up. With a leap of faith, she held his left hand with both of her hands. She placed one on top and one underneath.

Through many dangers, toils and snares
I have already come;
'Tis Grace that brought me safe thus far
and Grace will lead me home.

When Bill’s right hand suddenly rose, Nancy almost recoiled in fear, but never missed a lyric. Bill wanted to cover his eyes to hide the tears. His left hand grasped her hand and wrist. For the briefest of moments, she thought he was going to crush her hand. But the grip was only a firm one.

The Lord has promised good to me.
His word my hope secures.
He will my shield and portion be,
As long as life endures.

Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
And mortal life shall cease,
I shall possess within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

When we've been here ten thousand years
Bright shining as the sun.
We've no less days to sing God's praise
Than when we've first begun.

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me.
I once was lost but now am found,
Was blind, but now I see.

He released his grip on Nancy’s hand, lowered the arm from his blood-shot eyes; “Nancy, if angels could sing, they would have your voice. … Oh Nancy, you would not believe the horrible dreams I was having. … I need to get up and wash my face. … You can let go of my hand now. … By the way, your voice and your hands were life lines for me; thank you.”

“You’re welcome, I’m glad I could offer you some comfort. By the way, how long were you awake listening to me sing? Don’t you fib to me!”
Bill sat on the edge of the sofa-bed; “I was in the middle of a night mare of terror when I heard the voice of an angel singing Amazing Grace, everything stopped dead in motion. I heard the second verse in a dream state where the terrors were disappearing. That brought me back to reality. You sang it so beautifully and with so much passion, I didn’t want it to stop. It was truly wonderful.”
“Wow, I don’t know what to say except Phyllis is on her way back to drive us back to the restaurant. You better wash up; she should be here in a few minutes.”
Bill went to the bathroom and splashed some water on his face. The two reviewed her purchases from the computer and cell phone stores. She started to tell Bill about the college, he asked her to wait so she could tell her mother at the same time. The doorbell rang, it must be Phyllis.
The pair went downstairs and entered the cab; the ride consisted of little small talk. Phyllis even commented about how subdued the mood in the cab was. Nancy explained that Bill had just woken up and was not quite up to speed yet. Bill asked that they be dropped off at the convenience store by the restaurant, that way he could buy some wine to celebrate.
Bill paid the cab fare and gave Phyllis the extra $50 that he promised. She thanked him and gave him a few of her business cards. That’s when it struck him that he didn’t have business cards or a legal business. He was personally liable for anything and everything! He knew he needed to talk to his lawyer first thing Monday morning.
The pair went into the convenience store where William purchased three bottles of wine and a wine bottle opener. He chatted briefly with the proprietor and discovered that this small convenience store was owned by the Patel brothers. He was speaking to Kumar, the younger of the two. Udu is the older brother that works days. They alternate weekends with the wives.
William told them he was the new building owner and that he would see one of them tomorrow with the proof that he owns the building. Kumar asked if the rent was going to be increased. Bill told him there is no rent increase and suggested to take the returned rent check money and make improvements to the store. The pair left the store and walked the few paces to their destination.
They went into the restaurant and ‘hellos’ were exchanged by everyone. Jill asked Bill to come back to the office, to talk about various restaurant business items. In the office, Jill told him about some decisions that she had made about new equipment and personnel changes.
Bill spoke with a wide smile on his face; “Jill, it’s obvious that you are the right person for the job. Do whatever you feel that you need to do. I own the place, but it’s your restaurant. Do what you think is best, I refuse to micro-manage the place. If I have to do that, what would I need you for? … I bought three bottles of wine, let’s have some wine with dinner so you can go home and get some sleep.”
Jill and William joined Nancy and two visitors in the back dining room. The two visitors were Melanie and Carol from the Anderson and Anderson law office.
“I would like you to meet the daughters of my attorney, John Anderson.”
Greetings were exchanged and William asked; “Do you have the documents ready?”
Carol replied; “Dad had us working on these from the second he got off the phone with you. Melanie worked on the adoption contract and I worked on the Limited Liability Corporation paperwork.”
Everyone’s head popped up and eye’s went wide open when they heard what Carol had said.
Melanie looked around the table; “Nice going genius, Dad said we were supposed to give these to Mr. Cann. You’re not supposed to broadcast everything like a radio station. Wait until dad and mom hear about this screw-up.”
William needed to take control of this right now, before these women start a shouting match. Bill arose from the table and walked around to Nancy.
He kneeled next to her and tried to use a voice of comfort; “Jill and Nancy, please allow me to explain. Nancy, you are as dear to me as a daughter can be to a father. You told me that you had the ‘dad’ situation taken care of. I could not think of a better gift to you than becoming your dad, legally. Would you accept my offer of becoming your dad?”
Nancy was speechless with shock and her eyes looked like saucers. Jill, who had finished opening the wine while Bill was talking, poured a glass and drank the entire contents without stopping.
She poured another glass, looked directly at Nancy; “You have whined for years about not having a father. … Think about this carefully, are you really sure about this?”
Melanie broke the tension; “Nancy, I wrote the contract, so let me explain it to you in basic terms. … This contract has no time limit. … It goes on until one of you signs the cancellation on the bottom or dies. … William Cann becomes your legal father and you Nancy Swenson become his legal daughter. It’s a contract between legal adults in the state of Missouri.”
Nancy sat motionless for a moment, looked at Jill; “Mom, I love you so much, I can’t find the words to tell you how much. … I’ve known this man for exactly seven days. … I could not ask for a better man to be my dad.”
Nancy wiped the tears that were forming in her eyes; “Oh my god yes!”
The two hugged and everyone at the table cheered, congratulations to Bill and Nancy were given by everyone.
When everyone calmed down a bit, Jill asked; “What’s it like having a father? Or is it too soon?”
Nancy replied; “I had my first lesson on having a dad this morning.”
Nancy went into how Bill sang the wakeup song along with all the mornings’ activities. Everyone was laughing except Bill; his back was turned because it was Nancy’s moment; he didn’t want to ruin it.
He regained his composure, turned around and asked; “Are we going to sign this or what?”
Nancy insisted that she sign it first, then Bill. Her mother Jill insisted that she sign as a witness and Carol signed as notary public. Once everyone had signed the six copies of the contracts, they all toasted with what was left of the second bottle of wine. Congratulations were flowing and for a few moments, the room was alive with cheer.
When everything quieted down, it was time for the next order of business. Carol Anderson then explained to everyone the need for setting up a Limited Liability Corporation.
When she asked William what was going to be the name of the LLC, Nancy said; “As my dad’s business manager, it will be called ‘The Parkway Theater Building LLC’. Then we will need a Limited Liability Partnership or LLP for the Theater. We will call that ‘2001 Walnut Avenue LLP’, to protect us from legal issues.”
Everyone at the table was surprised and shocked by Nancy’s business prowess.
She looked around; “I’ve been reading about business and watching the business networks for a while now. I like to think I have a basic understanding of what goes on in the business world.”
Bill spoke; “Nancy, why don’t you and the Anderson sisters get together after dinner and discuss what other legal issues we need to resolve. … For now tell us what happened at the college today, while your mom opens up the last bottle of wine.”
Nancy proceeded to tell everyone how she went to the Chancellors office and was treated like royalty. They asked what her major and minors would be. Nancy chose Business Administration as her major and Business Finance as her minor. Since the school year has already started, she could take her classes and tests online to catch up. Once she is caught up, she will attend classes and live on campus.
The evening wrapped up with Nancy talking to the Anderson sisters about legal business issues and William talking to Jill. It was clear that she had been working very long hours because the wine was having a dramatic effect on her. Jill was sad that her daughter had moved out and she was all alone. She has the best job she ever had, but she’s lonely. Jill continued on with her impromptu confession until the wine ran out.
By that time, Nancy and the Anderson sisters had made plans to meet again to discuss other legal issues. She was sitting across the table listening to her mothers’ ramblings. Finally she had heard enough.
“Mother, it’s time to go home. Dad and I will drop you off at your apartment. You don’t handle wine very well and if you start talking about your lack of a love life, I’m going to scream.”
Jill looked over at Nancy; “I never had a love life because you were my first concern. I couldn’t have a ‘male companion’ if you were home or might come home.”
Bill motioned for Nancy to get up and follow him to the other side of the room.
“What should we do with her? I think the wine is talking now, you know your mother better than I do. Should we drop mom off at her apartment or take her with us. There is a spare bed in the bedroom that my mother used as an office. It’s up to you.”
“Dad, I like the way that rolls off my tongue. My reaction is let her walk home, it’s two blocks away. She can sober up on the way. My concern is she’s in such a depressed state; let’s take her home with us. Why do I feel that I am going to regret this?”
“I hope not. She’s your mother, so you ask her. It would not be appropriate for me to ask her to sleep over. I’m going to run upstairs to the apartment and get that DVD that was in the foot locker. I’ll meet you out in front at the cab stand in five minutes.”
Nancy snickered; “We wouldn’t want anyone to think that the owner was fraternizing with the employees, now would we. After all, you have your ‘status’ to maintain.”
“Daughter, don’t worry about my status. I know someday my ‘status’ will change. With the medications that I’m taking, ‘status change’ can’t happen. … Why am I having this conversation with my daughter anyway? Now I’m the one that’s confused.”
Giggling she said; “Dads and daughters don’t have secrets from each other, I’ll fill you in on my mother later. You get going and I will see you at the cab stand with mother. I’m going to find out if she gets a ride to her home or ours.”
Bill left and went upstairs to retrieve the DVD and Nancy went to find out what her mother wants to do. She had a thought; she would exercise her new found freedom. Tell her mother that she is going to stay the night at the condo. Hoping that mom would reject the idea because it came from her daughter.
“Mom, you’re coming home with William and me so you won’t be alone tonight.”
Nancy thought she pulled the perfect power play against her mother.
“Oh Nancy, you’re such and angel. I would love not to be alone tonight; I really need to be with someone tonight. Thank you so very much, I promise to be on my best behavior.”
Nancy had this look on her face like the ground opened up and swallowed her. The trio met out front of the restaurant at the cab stand, before Bill could ask; Nancy gave the taxi driver the address of the condo.
Bill looked over; “Judging by the look on your face daughter, things didn’t go as you planned.”
She shot Bill a look and the ride to the condo was silent. Jill leaned into Bill’s shoulder and smiled.
When the trio arrived at the condo, William showed Jill around the condo.
“This is the Master bedroom, Nancy’s sleeps here. She gets the King sized bed. Next to it is the spare bedroom. Sorry Jill, it’s only a queen size bed.”
Jill asked; “Is this where you slept last night, the room next to Nancy?”
Nancy sharply said; “No mother! William slept on the sofa because he’s a gentleman.”
Jill’s response was silent but the look on her face was one of oops!
“Here’s the bathroom, right next to your room. The living room and dining rooms are down the hallway. There are plenty of night lights so you can find your way around. My mother kept spare nightgowns and robes for guests in the spare bedroom closet. … If there is anything you want or need, just ask.”
Jill replied; “Thank you both; it’s been a long day and too much wine. I’m going to bed; good night William, good night dear.”
Jill disappeared behind the bedroom door. Nancy and Bill went into the living room. He asked Nancy to play the DVD that came from his apartment. He told her that he had no idea what was on it. They would both be surprised at the same time. Nancy sat on the right side of the sofa and Bill sat next to her towards the center. The screen came alive.
Two faces appeared on the screen; “Those are my two best buddies in the world. That’s Eric on the left and Clark on the right. I never thought I would ever see them again.”
Eric spoke first; “Hey Cowboy Bill! We recorded this on the day after you were attacked. If you’re seeing this, you must be alive. We packed up your stuff that you had here. We sent the clothes, boots and flak jacket that you were wearing. You might like that stuff for old time’s sake. We packed your drawing books because we know what they meant to you.”
Nancy stopped the DVD and in a very aggressive voice; “Those are the assholes that caused you to have that flashback yesterday? … Those clothes are going out tomorrow. You are not going through that again, not if I can stop it before it starts.”
She let loose with a huff and pressed the ‘play’ button.
Eric continued; “When nobody’s around, remove the false bottom. We put in your ‘personal’ stuff and a little extra. Al told Mr. Elliott that your sidearm, silencer, extra clips and assault knife were lost at the market place. The ambulance people must have taken them. Oh man was he pissed! I don’t think he believed Al, but who cares? We don’t.”
Clark took over; “You made history dude! When you were injured, after the emergency first aid, they put you on the Kings’ jet and flew you straight to Tel Aviv. That has never happened before, a direct flight from Choam to Israel. The Israeli Air Force was going to shoot you down. The moment you were injured, Yorio called Mr. Elliott.
Mr. Elliott called his contact in Israel and told him if they shot down your plane, they would find out what ‘the wrath of god’s anger would be.’ … They had a full trauma team waiting for you at the airport. They took you to the hospital and stabilized you. The last we heard, they were going to send you back to Kansas City if you lived. That’s all we know right now. I hope that you’re seeing this old friend.”
Eric spoke; “Here’s a little news since you left. Al has taken over as chief bodyguard, big deal. Yorio is seriously involved with the Kings’ niece. One last thing, Clark and I will never forget your loyalty to us. You risked your life to keep us out of that shit storm called ‘The Motel’. We won’t ever forget that old friend.”
Eric turned to Clark and asked; “Should we tell him now?”
Clarks response was; “If you don’t tell him, I will.”
 Eric turned back to the camera; “We were sworn to secrecy, since you’re not even in the country, we will tell you a secret that we have kept for a few years now. … You have royal blood flowing through your veins.
When you were almost eviscerated, you were bleeding out so badly, you died. When your heart stopped, the blood loss stopped. When they revived you, the bleeding started again. They were giving you several units of blood at a time trying to keep you alive. In the emergency room, it looked like a slaughter house. The staff was sloshing around from all your blood that was on the floor dude.
They were sewing you up as fast as possible, but you were using up so much blood so fast, they were running out. Yorio, Clark, Al and me all gave two and three units of blood each. What you don’t know is the King himself gave at least three or four pints of blood. He ordered the hospital staff to take as much as they needed from him to keep you alive. When he passed out from blood loss, they stopped taking his blood.
We stayed overnight for observation and honestly; we were too weak to do much else. … The king stayed for a couple of days. It seems that they took about a third of his blood and put it into you. … Does that make you one third royalty? I don’t think so. I hope you get the chance to see this. Because if you don’t, that would mean Clark and I wasted some good poker time.”
Both men said in unison; “Love you man!” the screen went blank.
Bill sat expressionless and motionless facing the TV screen. Nancy had no idea what to do next; she knew that she had to do something to snap him back. She seen the DVD library and went over and grabbed a movie.
“Dad let’s get comfortable. Take off your shoes and give me your shirt. I’ll go change and we can watch the movie.”
Bill robotically removed his shirt and handed it to Nancy, who left the room. He removed his shoes leaving him in his sleeveless undershirt, pants and socks. A moment later, Nancy arrived wearing his shirt and some gym shorts. She popped the movie in and the word ‘Casablanca’ appeared on the screen.
She sat down on the sofa, and then her mother came in. She was wearing a cotton pullover nightgown that had about five or six buttons on top, which were not buttoned. This did not go unnoticed by Nancy.
“Hi everyone, I think I may be over tired because I can’t get to sleep. Do you mind if I watch some of this movie with you?”
Bill waved his hand signaling for her to come over and join them. She sat down making contact with Bill and within a couple of moments; her head was on his shoulder. Over the next few minutes, Jill stretched moving her legs forward, exposing her legs above the knees. She twisted her body so she was on a slight angle partly on Bill’s chest. Nancy thought that her mother was cuddling up so much, it was almost obscene.
This entire time, Nancy divided her time between watching the movie and her mother. Bill was trying to ignore Jill and watch the movie. Her left hand rose to brush her nose, on its way down, it brushed the night gown opening the top. Her hand landed on Bill’s thigh.
He turned and shot Nancy a look like; “HELP!” and pointed with his right hand to Jill’s now exposed chest. She had enough of her mothers’ antics. Off goes the TV, up from the sofa and around to her mother.
She grabbed her mother by her shoulders; “Here mother, let me help you up. Did you know your nightgown is open and your guns are not in their holsters?”
“Oh; how silly of me not to have buttoned my night gown. I’m not used to being around a man while in a nightgown.”
William arose and asked Nancy to move aside for a moment. He bent over and scooped Jill up in his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck.
When she was secure in his arms, he said in a sexy voice; “I know what you need right about now.”
“You do?” Jill responded.
In a sexy voice he replied; “Oh yes I do and I’m going to give it to you.”
He carried her towards the spare bedroom and asked Nancy to pull back the covers. Bill laid Jill on the bed and covered her with the sheet and blanket.
He kneeled down next to her face and in a soft voice; “Please don’t think less of me, perhaps another place and time we could have made beautiful music together. Good night sweet lady and I hope you dream of only the most pleasant memories.”
Bill gave her the slightest kiss on the cheek, left the room and gently shut the door. He turned and Nancy was only inches away. She looked at him with expressionless blue eyes and without warning gave him a hug. After a couple of moments, they released each other. Nancy was the first to speak.
“Dad, this is going to be a beautiful relationship. Can we go into the kitchen and talk for a while?’
“Absolutely, there’s fresh milk in the fridge and cookies somewhere in the kitchen, let’s do it right.”
They found the cookies and Nancy poured the milk. Nancy sat next to Bill, unlike this morning when she sat across from him. Bill noticed that she was slightly shaking. Her body language was all wrong; she was upset about something big.
“So my daughter of a few hours, what is on your mind? Remember there are no secrets between us. No matter what, I won’t get mad or offended, now you start.”
“I am so sorry about how mother acted, I know it was the wine and all the excitement but I’m scared.”
“You’ve got me; ‘Your William’, ‘You’re Dad’. What’s to be scarred of?”
“Mom told me that the last time she had relations with a man was before I was born. That was over 18 years ago. She always told me that she would never have a boyfriend as long as I’m in her home. Well I’m not in her home anymore, I seen the way she looked at you tonight. If I wasn’t in the room, I’m sure she would have ….”
Her lips were moving but no sounds were coming out, she was staring at the cookies, her hands were shaking.
Bill put his hands over hers; “Stop already, I know where this is going and you’re wrong. Your mom is my employee, period. Boss/employee romances do not work. I will never let anyone break our Daughter/Dad bond.”
“How about if you’re Marcy ever shows up? What would happen to us then?”
“You and I are bonded for life; we are a father and daughter team; that will never change. Someday you will meet Mr. Right, get married, move away and raise a family. That’s totally natural; that will have no effect on our bond with each other. Now drink your milk so I can go to bed.”
“Dad, you’re the best. Thanks for the conversation; my mind was conjuring up all kinds of scenarios; they all scared the hell out of me. … Just one request, you sleep in my bed and I’ll sleep on the sofa bed. I don’t trust mother.”
“Okay, but only this one time.” 
“Thanks; by the way, don’t forget to take your pills. That way you’ll sleep like a rock.”
With that, he took his meds and retired for the night. Within minutes, Bill was on his way to dreamland. Nancy had other plans. She checked on her mother who was sleeping like a log. She went back to the master bedroom and carefully pulled back the covers and climbed into bed. Her heart was pounding with apprehension.
‘What if he rolls over on me? What if he wakes up and finds me in his bed? Will it scare him? What if he’s not wearing anything?’
She was working herself into frenzy with what ifs. Finally, she pulled the covers over her and reached over to where Bill was. No body contact, he is sleeping on top of the covers. He’s covered by only the bed spread; they are separated by a sheet and a blanket. Her heart stopped when she heard Bill’s voice.
“Will you stop fidgeting already? You’re worse than your mother. If you’re going to crawl over and smother me, please do it and get it over with so I can get some sleep. Otherwise, you stay on your side and I’ll stay on my side.”
“Sorry, good night dad.”
End of chapter 08
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 09
Saturday morning has arrived, his eyes opened and as usual, before 5 AM. Off go the covers and that’s when he heard rustling on the bed. Who or what was there? Bill walked around the bed and opened the door to let some light in. It wasn't a dream after all. Nancy was in his bed! She was still wearing his shirt, gym shorts and socks. Instinctively, he reached for his briefs, ‘okay there on. I forgot about my guests!’
He pulled the covers over her and silently left the room, closing the door on the way out. He walked over to check on Jill, barely had the door half open when he noticed the pile of clothes on the floor that contained underwear and a nightgown! ‘Oops’ and shut the door very gently.
Like yesterday morning, he gathered his clothes for the day and went to shower. While bathing a cool breeze touched his wet skin, turned and seen the shower door closing.
"Don't come out!" Nancy's voice shouted.
After a few moments, he heard the toilet flush, the water pressure drop and heard; "You can come out now."
Bill exited the shower and quickly dried off. Wrapped the towel around his waist and started to brush his teeth. The bathroom door opened, it was Jill. She was holding the night gown near her neck, semi covering her modesty.
"Pardon me big boy, I have to go now."
Off to the kitchen to finish brushing his teeth and flossing. He walked over to Jill’s room and found her stomach down on the bed, death grip on the pillow and the covers only partially covering her back. He pulled the covers up over her shoulders, and gently closed the door. ‘It’s time to get dressed and get some coffee’ he thought.
While walking through the downstairs vestibule, he saw Frank Braun; “Good morning Frank, before you ask me, that other woman is Nancy’s mother. No, we are not married.”
“Well Bill, good to see you too. I wasn’t looking for your family history or an update on your personal life, but thank you anyway. What I would like to know is how did Nancy’s admission to the university go? When I talked to her yesterday, she was very excited about going and meeting the Chancellor.”
The two men chatted about Nancy’s scholarship and what she will be majoring in. Bill also took the opportunity to tell Frank that he and Nancy will be moving out of the condo soon. They went over the details about Minori being in Washington DC and she will be back from time to time. Bill told Frank that he would keep him informed of any changes. They exchanged a little more small talk and parted company for the day.
Bill walked down to the convenience store, purchased the daily paper and three cups of coffee. When he returned to the condo, both ladies were still sleeping. Off to the kitchen table, read the paper and drink coffee. Jill was the first to awaken. Into the kitchen she walked, wearing the nightgown this time.

“Good morning Miss Swenson, your coffee is on the counter. Sugar and cream are next to it.”
She prepared the coffee to taste and sat down at the table.
In a full groggy voice; “Did I make a fool out of myself last night by being a hussy? Or was it all a bad dream.”
“It was all a dream. You were very tired from being over worked and perhaps a little too much wine, is all.”
“Oh, I had this dream that you carried me to bed, whispered sweet words and promises in my ear.”
“Not quite, I escorted you to your room by giving you a shoulder to lean on, that was about it.”
“Bill, you lie like a rug, but thank you anyway.”
Nancy walked in dragging her stocking feet with her eyes half open. “Coffee … little milk … please.”
He replied; “Your coffee is on the counter, daughter of mine.”
While Nancy was preparing her coffee, Jill spoke up by saying; “Nobody slept on the sofa last night and you didn’t sleep in my bed. Now that you’re all grown up; you must have had a monumental night.”
Nancy took a drink of her coffee and snapped back; “Yes it was mother, it sure was a night of firsts for me. It started out with my mother acting the part of a hussy. … I got into bed with a grown man twice my age. … That very same man scolded me for fidgeting and told me to stay on my side of the bed. … I discovered what it’s like trying to sleep in the same room with someone that snores and has night mares. … Lastly mother, I went to bed a virgin and I’m still a virgin. Are you happy now?”
“Ladies, stop the bickering. Nancy, she is your mother. Jill, she is your daughter.”
“I’m your daughter too.”
“Thank you and Nancy is of legal age. Now both of you calm down and drink your coffee. By the way my innocent daughter, I did not enjoy the cold blast of air when you opened the shower door this morning.”
“I thought it may have been mom taking a shower. You know, to wash off the sleep and stuff.”
Like a school girl, Jill said; “You did what? … Tell me, what did you see?”
Snickering, Nancy said; “He has dimples on his butt! Hahaha.”
“Oh my god, we better keep that a mother and daughter secret. Hahaha.”
Both women started laughing while Bill turned red; “Are we done with critiquing my butt?”
“No!” and they continued to laugh. “When you looked, were they firm or saggy?”

“Mom, they are very firm with dimples!”
Both women were wiping the tears of laughter from their faces. Slowly, they composed themselves. Bill suggested that they prepare themselves for the day ahead. He would take them out for breakfast.
Jill wanted to take a shower, but she didn’t have a change of underwear. She explained after an eighteen hour work day, replacement undergarments were a must. He told her to check his sisters and his mothers’ bedrooms. They both had brand new clothes still in the wrappers. Perhaps something would fit.
Nancy retreated to the shower while her mother looked for clothes to wear. Bill relaxed and continued to read the newspaper. Suddenly, a scream was heard; then laughing. Wondering what happened, he walked toward the bathroom and heard; “I thought you were dad opening the door to get even with me.”
“Oh please, I don’t think you could get him in here if you cried out bloody murder. … I don’t want you to die in there and use up all the hot water.”
Bill turned around and went back to reading his paper. Suddenly he heard footsteps running and he looked up. It was Nancy running by the kitchen, wet hair and wrapped in a towel. Thump then slam went her bedroom door. … ‘What’s next, Jill walking around with a towel?’
His question was answered within a few minutes. Jill came walking in wearing a sweat pants and shirt outfit.
“I need some food and to get back to my apartment for a fresh change of clothes. Where’s Nancy anyway, have you seen her?”
“Yes, she was wrapped in a towel and was moving very fast towards her room. She fell and then slammed the door, I heard a thud, and then the door closed.”
A moment later, Nancy arrived and announced that she did slip and fell on her butt. She also noted that the floor was cold and started giggling. The trio agreed to get some breakfast. … The conversation during breakfast was very mundane. … They returned to the condo to pick up Jill’s clothes and purse. Bill called Phyllis for a taxi ride; she said she will be there in 20 minutes. Bill grabbed a small briefcase and made sure the condo was secure.
While waiting out front for the taxi, Jill suggested that she might keep him company when Nancy moves out to live on campus.
Bill turned to her; “I haven’t known you very long, but with a sense of humor like that, you should take it on the road.”
Nancy’s hand covered her mouth and she turned away to keep from busting out laughing. … Phyllis pulled up and everyone her taxi. Jill gave her address first and Bill said to drop them off at the restaurant last.
The usual small talk ensued during the ride across town. Phyllis commented on how the Restaurant/Theater is on one side of town, the college on the other and the condo way out west. They all agreed that the geography was spread out in an interesting fashion.
As the cab pulled up to Jill’s apartment, she asked Nancy to come upstairs for a moment. Nancy asked why. She came up with some totally lame excuse for Nancy to come upstairs. Once in the apartment, Nancy asked; “Okay; what do you want?”
Jill looked her straight in the eyes; “Is he gay or something?”
“Mother, how could you ask me that? Oh my god, I don’t believe you!”
“Honey, I tried everything to get him interested in me with absolutely no effect. Then you slept with him all night and you still had your clothes on when you woke up. Is he gay or what? … You know him better than anyone, what gives with him?”
“Mom, you have to promise that you won’t tell a soul. Do you promise?”
“Yes I promise, now tell me what you know.”
“Bill likes girls, but he has issues with certain things you know … because of his injuries, some things don’t work like they’re supposed to. … Ah, I’m in absolutely no danger having relations with him because his lack of …”
“Stop, I’ve heard enough. I don’t want to know anymore.”
Jill’s eyes almost popped out of her head and her face became flushed. Her hand went to her mouth and she gasped.
After a moment; “I feel so stupid for throwing myself at him. No wonder he never responded. I’m so sorry for doubting you and thinking that you and Bill were going to…. Never mind. I’ll see you tonight for dinner.”
“Bye mom.” Nancy went down the stairs and entered the cab smiling from ear to ear. Bill and Phyllis both asked what are you smiling about?
Nancy replied; “I think my mother and I finally had a meeting of the minds. … Let’s go to the restaurant and plan our strategy for the day.”
The restaurant was only a couple of blocks away, so the ride was very brief. Bill noticed a young girl walking very slowly down the street in front of the theater. She looked lost, sad and didn’t belong. She followed them inside and asked to use the restroom. He never gave her any more thought.

Once inside, they exchanged pleasantries with the day crew. Bill and Nancy retreated to the rear dining room. Bill opened his case, gave Nancy a legal pad of paper and a pen.
“Here, write a list of things that we need to cover this morning. What is going on with Marcy’s resale shop? Is she closing it down or what? The last time her and I talked, she said business is horrible. Can you shed some light on that for me?”
Nancy proceeded to tell Bill that Marcy is going to close down the shop because she is losing money. She also told him about her dream of making it a ‘prepare your dinners and cooking store.’
He remained silent for a moment; “Find a sign store and get those big paper window signs that say ‘New ownership and new management’, for the restaurant. Then, get two big signs that say ‘Going out of business sale’ on one line and the next line to read ‘everything is free’. … Keep that top secret.”
“What are you going to do with the second set of signs? Are you going to do what I think you’re going to do? You’re going to rehab Marcy’s store into her dream business?”
“I’m going to make Miss Marcy and offer that she can’t refuse. I need you to get the ‘Never Lost Restorations’ company down here sometime today, tell them I have a big job coming up in a couple of weeks.”
Nancy looked at him with the warmest look on her face; “Dad, you really do make dreams come true for people.”
“My old boss told me to ‘do nice things for people’; it seems like the right thing to do. Besides, since I have no job skills, I had better invest in my future now. … Anyway, Monday get in touch with the Anderson sisters and get our legal protections in order. … Have your mother get you the insurance company information. … Did you have anything to ask or add?”
“No … Yes, I forgot my phone at the condo.”
“Crap; I forgot my phone too. Anyway, let’s go to the bank first and get you signed onto the accounts.”
The two left the restaurant and walked across the street to the bank. Bill asked to see a banker to get Nancy on his accounts. … She was very shocked to find out his finances. She learned how to transfer funds from the brokerage money market account to either his personal or the restaurant checking accounts. They spent a solid thirty minutes reviewing procedures and signing papers of account authorizations.
The young lady that was helping them through the paperwork said; “Alright Mr. Cann and Miss Swenson, we are almost done. I need your finger print Miss Swenson for security purposes, fund transfers over five thousand dollars need your approval and must be done in person.”
She put her right forefinger on the machine and asked; “May I get a statement for all the accounts?”
A few key strokes later, a sheet of paper came from the printer on the woman’s desk and she handed it to Nancy.
“Holly Shit! You have over two million dollars cash in the checking accounts?” she exclaimed.
Bill responded with; “I think our business is concluded now. Thank you for all your help and time.”
The two exchanged pleasantries, Nancy was still starring at the document when Bill grabbed her by the arm and escorted her out of the building.
“Nancy, I think it goes without saying that everything you see and hear is between us and not for the general public. Is that clear?”
“Dad, it is crystal clear. I thought you were feeding me a line of guff trying to impress me when you told me you were a millionaire.”
“Nancy, as of a couple of minutes ago, you’re a millionaire too. Your name is on those accounts as well as mine. You have total access to those accounts, and that is only a fraction of it; my sister would never put everything in one account. There is several million in other brokerage accounts. When you need full access to those other accounts, you’ll get it.”
“I guess I do have a new level of responsibility. I don’t feel different, only more responsible.”
“Just try not to buy everything you see. If you need something, buy it. Please don’t buy crap because you want it. A home full of crap is not my idea of spending wisely. Now, we have other business to attend to.”
They walked across the street and the first stop was the Convenience store that occupies two store fronts and is owned by the Patel brothers. The pair walked in and asked for Udu. Bill introduced himself as the new building owner and Nancy as his daughter. He gave Udu a copy of the buildings ‘bill of sale’ proving ownership. He told Udu to keep the returned rent checks and improve the store with the money. The two men chatted for a few moments about how to improve the store.
The next stop was the beauty shop. The owner was a woman around Bill’s age named Monica Gregg. The conversation went mostly as before with one exception, the shop was in very good condition. Repairs were not needed at all; Monica already heard that Bill owned the restaurant.
Because of the free rent, Monica wanted to at least partly repay Bill for the several months of free rent. She came up with the idea to give all the female employees a free makeover.
“That includes you Nancy, tell the other ladies to make an appointment, consider the makeovers as a gift from me to you.”
Bill thanked Monica and off to the next stop. The card/gift shop; the conversation went mostly the same as it was in the convenience store. The pair went past the empty store front and in to the resale shop. The door opened and the bell signaling someone had entered rang. Marcy came out from the back of the store.
“Hello Marcy, I would like to introduce you to the new CFO of The Parkway Theater Building LLC. Since young Nancy doesn’t work here anymore, she needed a new job. It’s part time for now, perhaps something full time can be arranged in the future.”
Marcy replied; “Is your dad always this full of surprises? … What a week you have had young lady. College scholarships, move out of your mothers’ home, get a father and become a CFO of a corporation. Good grief, did I miss anything?”
“Yes, I’ll tell you about what happened at the condo last night and this morning over lunch. Right now, I think my dad wants to ask you something.”
“Miss Marcy, when are you two going to finish furnishing my apartments? I know you two are so busy, but I need my apartments finished. … Marcy, go forth and get it done, please.”
“Bill, there’s one problem. Who’s going to watch my store while I’m running around with Nancy shopping? I can’t afford to lose any sales. Are you going to watch it while I’m gone?”
“Yes, I do know how to read price tags and I can even make change if I have to. Nancy, stop back at the condo and get our phones. They should be charged by now, please bring mine back here. I know you’re going to call me about colors, textures or something girlie.”
“Dad, you’re killing me with the something girlie. Can I help out Marcy by filling up her car with gas?”
“Of course, whatever it takes to get my apartments done, that means both of them. Nancy, you pick out the furniture for one apartment and Marcy, you pick out the other. Or how ever it gets done is fine with me. Lunch is also included, now go and get my phone.”
The two women left the resale shop on a mission. Bill just walked around wondering what he was going to do with himself for a few hours alone and without a phone. Where’s the bathroom? That’s a priority!
He found the bathroom and within a few minutes, he knew every nook and cranny in the small store. Bill grabbed the huge key ring, walked outside and over to the vacant store front. After several tries, he found the key for the front door. It was the key tagged ‘empty store, front door’ and it was right next to the key marked ‘empty store, back door’.
He entered the place and found it was a Laundromat at one time. All the machines were gone, but the plumbing remained. After a look around, he left the door unlocked and returned to the resale shop. Bored silly, he walked outside and started asking people to come inside the shop and look around.
“Looking around is free.”
Bill had what he thought was a stroke of brilliance. That young teenage girl was still wandering near the corner looking totally lost.
He walked over to her; “You look totally lost young lady. I had seen you around here earlier. Are you waiting for someone?”

“Yes, I’m waiting for my boyfriend to come and get me.”
“Hi, I’m William and how would you like to make a fast twenty dollars by just telling everyone that walks by the store; ‘Looking is free and the merchandise is half off.’ That’s all you have to do.”
The kid looked puzzled; “Sure … I guess.”
People started coming in and shopping. He thought, what would happen if the women came back with his phone? Using the resale shops phone, he called his cell phone and Nancy answered.
“Hi honey, how far away are you?”
“We’re about two blocks away, why?”
“Never mind, I miss you so much. I’ll see you when you get here, bye.”
He ran outside and asked the girl her name. “Lori” she replied.
“Lori, here is the twenty dollars I promised you.
There is a car coming with two women in it, can you leave until they go away? It should only be a couple of minutes or so and I’ll give you another twenty when you come back.”
“Okay.”
“Lori you’re an angel.”
Young Lori made it to the corner when Marcy’s car came around to the front of the store and stopped. Nancy handed his phone to him.
“Dad, here’s your phone and you missed me so much? I’ve been gone for less than an hour, what are you up to?” 
Bill grabbed the sides of her head through the window and planted a big kiss on her forehead and said in an excited voice; “Good to see you, enjoy shopping and lunch, bye!”
After a moment of hesitation, the two women dismissed Bill’s hyper state to medications and too much coffee this morning. They continued on their mission.
Lori came back and asked for the twenty dollars that Bill had promised. Bill gave it to her and she continued to steer customers into the resale shop. By lunch time, he had sold around a hundred dollars of merchandise, at half price. This was good but not great. He went out front and thanked young Lori and asked her if she was hungry.
“Oh god I’m so hungry. I was going to take the money and get something to eat.”

“Here kid, save your money, I’ll buy you lunch for helping me out of a jam. Let me lock the door and I’ll take care of lunch, no strings attached.”
The kid looked nervous, Bill noticed that right away.
“I’m not going to bite you. Go to the restaurant on the corner, the one you were standing in front of. The managers name is Jill, tell her William said to give you anything you want. I’ll be there in a couple of minutes; I need to lock up the other store front.”
Lori walked over and into the restaurant. Bill locked the store front and joined Lori at the counter.
“Did you order your lunch yet? … Jill, get the kid a menu please.”
“Sorry Bill, the lunch rush has been a little crazy today. The way the kid was fidgeting and looking around, I thought she was waiting to meet someone. I didn’t think that she was waiting for your boss.”
Lori asked; “Are you the boss here?”
“No, Jill is the real boss here; she’s my managing partner of the restaurant. I only own the restaurant. Order whatever you want, I’m buying. Jill this is Lori, Lori this is Jill, give the kid whatever she wants. I’ll have a cheeseburger, fries and cold milk. I’ll be right back, I need to wash up.”
Bill never made it one step when Lori’s stomach growled very loudly.
Jill’s motherly instinct kicked in; “When was the last time you had something to eat? …. Did you know that you have a little dark smudge on your forehead? … Go to the ladies room and freshen up. I’ll fix you some lunch and you two can park yourselves in the back booth. I hope you like chicken soup; I’ll have a bowl waiting for you when you get back there. Bill, I need a word with you about Monday’s staffing.”
Lori got this look like she was going to run, then changed her mind and went to the ladies room.
Jill led Bill into the kitchen; “Are you nuts, crazy or plain stupid? …. That kid is a minor and a runaway. Dam it William, are you trying to go to jail?”
He placed his hands on Jill’s shoulders; “I know that kid is in trouble, I’m going to try and help. Have Christine stop by from time to time, in case I get in trouble.”
Jill shook her head; “I hope you know what you’re doing.”
Bill gave his hands a quick wash and was sitting down when Lori exited the washroom. It was obvious that she tried to fix her matted hair.
“You were in there for so long; I thought you may have fallen in; hahaha.”
She giggled nervously; “Mr. Bill, I don’t think people can fall into the toilet.”
“Lori, call me Bill. Have some homemade chicken soup that probably came out of a can. We’re going to have cheeseburgers, fries and milk. I hope that you don’t mind milk.”

“No, milk is fine.”
Bill put his phone on the table; her eyes were drawn to it like it was a magnet.
“My daughter had to go back home and get my phone. We both forgot our phones this morning.”
The food arrived and the kid ate like it was her last meal, this kid was starving. After she had finished her burger and fries, Christine came over. Bill ordered two slices of apple pie with ice cream. …. A few moments later, the ice cream and pie arrived.
Lori kept looking at the phone while eating the apple pie. Bill figured it’s time, he signaled Christine to come over for moral support if nothing else.
“So my new young friend, where did you sleep last night and why did you run away from home?”
The kid almost jumped out of the booth when Christine put her hand on the kids shoulder; “Kid, calm down already. Nobody here is going to call the police or harm you in any way. … By the way, your ice cream is melting.”
Lori was fighting back the tears with fear; “Freddie, my boyfriend and I were going to run away together. But he never showed up. When the restaurant closed, I didn’t know what to do. I was so scarred; I slept in an unlocked car behind the restaurant. … I don’t know what happened to him. Something must have happened to him or he would have come for me.”
“Lori, here’s my phone. Enter your Freddie’s phone number for me please.”
Lori entered the phone number and Bill took the phone back. The phone call went like this:
“Hi, can Freddie come to the phone please? …. This is Bill, I know Freddie from school. …. Thank You. (Long pause) Hi Freddie, this is Bill. I’m calling to see if you’re alright. …. Good, you’re not grounded or anything? … No! That’s great to here. By the way, I’m a very good friend of Lori, what happened to you last night? …. Hello? …. The little prick hung up on me.”
Christine said very sternly; “William, watch that language.”
“Sorry, I get a little carried away sometimes.”
Lori just sat there in silence. Betrayal by her boyfriend was written on her face.
“What’s your home phone number, I’ll have your parents to come and get you. I am sure they are worried sick wondering if you’re alright. Don’t worry; I’ll talk to them for you.”
“No you won’t, they never listen. They just talk, talk, talk and never listen.”
“Lori, look at me. Do I look like someone that can be ignored? I’m willing to bet you that I can fix your parents.”
“It’s a bet!” She said with a smile on her face. She gave Bill the phone number. He called it and that conversation went:
Hello, my name is William Cann. Your daughter Lori is alive, well and eating apple pie with melting ice cream at the moment. …. Calm down, I can’t understand you when you’re hysterical and screaming. … Let me speak with your husband, now. … Hello, I am calling about your daughter. … No, she is completely safe and fine. … Could you stop talking and quiet down that woman in the background. … Thank you. … Your daughter is in a restaurant at the corner of Parkway and Walnut. … She dripped some ice cream on her shirt, other than that she’s fine. … I’ll see you in ten minutes.”
He ended the call by letting out a ‘woo’ and shaking his head.
Looked over at Lori and said; “Your mother was hysterical when she found out you’re okay. Would you like to meet them outside or in here where I can control them?”
“You can control my parents? Well, I guess if I looked like you, I would scare my parents. … I meant if I was as big as you, I would scare my parents. I didn’t mean it the other way.”
“Yes you did, don’t worry about it kid, I look at this face every morning. … Chris, could you get my young friend here a new piece of pie? The ice cream melted all over this one.”
“Bill. That seems so strange calling an older man by his first name. What are you going to do to my parents? How are you going to fix them? I don’t see this happening.”
“I have many years of experience in negotiation and persuasion.”
The conversation went on about negotiation with Middle Eastern tribal leaders and a 10 minute history lesson about it being a scary world out there. That’s when a man and a woman in their fifties entered looking very nervous.
Bill walked over to them and introduced himself. They raced over to the booth where Chris was sitting next to Lori. Christine was there just in case she wanted to bolt while Bill was gone. The parents sat in the booth across from Lori & Christine.
Her parents did the hysterical ‘are you alright’ blah, blah and then they started preaching. He saw that Lori was shutting down and shutting them out.
Standing next to the table, Bill was getting very annoyed. I a commanding voice; “Hey, excuse me. Do you really want to know why Lori ran away? … You don’t communicate with her. You talk ‘to’ her. You talk ‘at’ her. You never talk ‘with’ her. …. Do you know what her ex-boyfriends name is? … Do you really know what her likes and dislikes really are? … Do you allow her to choose anything on her own or do you two make all the decisions for her?”
The silence was profound, the mother spoke timidly; “We only want the best for Lori. I think we know what’s best for her.”

“Lady, with all due respect, it’s not working. … How would you two like this to end? This can end as a happy family or as a broken one. The choice is yours; listen to your child.

You three go home and talk things over. Listen to what Lori is saying. … I have a bet with your daughter. … To settle the bet, you three have to come back here tomorrow night at 4 PM for dinner. Lori and I will see who wins the bet.”

Lori’s dad said, “What’s at stake with the bet?”

Bill leaned over the table; “Your families’ future is at stake.
Bill said to Lori; “If I don’t see you tomorrow, I’ll know I failed, you won the bet and lost your family.”

The group exchanged small talk for a moment, Lori and her parents left.

Christine looked at Bill; “You really are one hell of a piece of work Bill. That is one lucky kid you found and not some predator.”

“I love you too Chris.”

Lori and her parents had left the restaurant, Bill was walking towards the door when Jill called out; “That worked out very well, maybe. … Do you think they will be back tomorrow? I don’t think you will ever see or hear from them again.”

“I hope you’re wrong, but I think you’re right. I really need to get a life. Adopting a daughter, making a waitress a managing partner, I’ve got to stop.”

In a humorous tone Jill said; “Hey, stop that talk. The next thing you’re going to think of is to start to undo everything and that won’t do anybody any good. By the way, we’re known as servers.”

The restaurant phone rang; “Parkway Restaurant, Jill speaking. …. He’s here right now. …. I will personally bring him over to you right now. Good bye.

That was the hospital calling, you’re overdue to get the staples out of your head. Come on, I’ll drive you over there and bring you back. There’s a store that makes t-shirts near the hospital. I’m going to have them make up some that say ‘Parkway Restaurant’ on the front and back.”

“No wonder my head is itching so badly, it’s the staples!”

The door opens and a man many years Bill’s senior comes in; “I’m looking for a William Cann, I’m with ‘Never Lost Restorations’.”

Bill introduced himself and grabbed the keys from his briefcase and the two men walked over to the empty store front. He explained that he wanted to convert the area into a foodservice prep kitchen with sinks and plenty of outlets. The two men worked out the rough plans for the kitchen.

They planned along the far wall, a bank of sinks and prep tables. The dish washer would be at the back end. A row of prep tables and sinks down the center. Ovens and stoves would be where the dryers were. Wire racks for storage at various places and refrigerators all around.

Bruno, the owner of the restoration company said he would need to meet with someone who knows exactly what and where everything is going. Bill agreed to call him back within two weeks and at that time; he would have a comprehensive plan for Bruno to work from.

The two men said good bye for now and Bill locked up the store front. Jill was waiting for him to finish. They walked around the building to the back and that’s when he seen the car that Lori slept in last night. ‘What a clunker’ he thought.

“Jill, is this car going to get me to the hospital or put me in it?”

“My uncle gave me this car after Nancy was born so I could get to work. The speedometer has only turned over twice. I think it has a little life left, I hope.”

The ride to the hospital was silent because he was wondering if the car was going to make it. She dropped him off at the hospital ‘outpatient’ entrance and told him that she would pick him up here in about an hour. When Bill walked through the door and checked in with the clerk, he could not believe his eyes.

“Here are my three favorite medical professionals in the whole wide world, all together in one room, Nurses Smith, Caley and Tucker. So, are you ladies going to work on my head today?”

“Yes, sit in the chair over here. …. Because you have so many staples to remove, I’m going to hold your head still while Nurses Smith and Caley remove the staples in tandem. That way we can get this done as fast as we can.”

“I take it this won’t be a very pleasant experience.”

Nurse Tucker stood directly in front of Bill and asked; “Is everyone ready?”

Both Nurses replied “Ready when you are.”

“Mr. Cann, hold onto something, start removing the staples.”

He grabbed Nurse Tucker with both hands below her bra line and closed his eyes. The only sounds he heard were the ‘pings’ of the staples hitting the stainless steel pan. The pain became blinding and he was trying to shut out the outside world.

That’s when he heard a wheezing voice; “I … can’t … breath!”

He dropped his hands to her hips without ever opening his eyes and said; “I am so sorry. I’m not sure how much longer I can control the pain. Please hurry before I black out.”

Within a moment, he felt himself falling. That black pool opened up in front of him and he dived right in. This time the bottom seemed to cradle him while being soft and warm.

Bill awoke to feeling hands on his head, his hands on someone’s hips and his face resting against a female chest. He pulled himself together and tried to sit straight up in the chair.

“Nurse Tucker, I seem to have put some of my blood on your blouse. How long was I out?”

“You were out for a couple of minutes. Can you hold your head up now? I’m going to let go very slowly.”

She let go of his head; “There now, we’re almost done. I’m going to wash your head with a disinfectant sanitizer. It may sting a little because of the open staple holes, which will pass very fast. This will be very cold, stay still.”

Tucker wiped his head quickly and Bill opened his eyes as she was pulling the wipes away.

“Stop, I’m not finished yet.”

She proceeded to wipe his head again. This time the cotton gauze was mostly clear.

“Okay, you’re finished except for your blood sample. I tried calling you in the mornings but you never answer your mothers’ phone.”

“When we’re done, I’ll give you my cell phone number. Nurse Tucker, may I ask you a question?”

“Let me get the blood draw started and you can ask whatever you would like.”

Nurse started the draw; “Since you asked for my phone number, this doesn’t mean you think we’re going study does it?”

She shot him a look that could kill. A moment later she removed the blood draw; “Mr. Cann, you are finished here. On a personal note, I still despise you.”

Bill smiled; “I love you too Nurse Tucker, good afternoon ladies.”

He went back to the ‘outpatient door’ stepped outside and waited for his ride back. While sitting on a bench soaking up the sun, he noticed people starring and wincing as they walked by. ‘What the hell is their problem?’ he wondered. After a few minutes, Jill showed up and Bill entered the car.

“Thanks Jill, I was wondering if the car died and I was stranded. So how did the t-shirts project turn out?”

“Very well, you really need to wear a bandanna to cover that nasty scar.”

“Shit, I thought I was forgetting something. I have more at the condo that your daughter bought for me, but I don’t have the time to go back and get one. I’ll call Nancy and have her pick me up a couple on her way back.”

While they were driving back to the restaurant, Bill suggested that Jill get a cell phone and charge it to the restaurant. Also to get a credit card for the restaurant business needs. Jill agreed and she dropped him off in front of the resale shop.

He entered the shop and started rummaging through the tables of what he thought was junk. Then it happened, a table full of wigs and hair pieces. Since there was no one in the store, so he would have some fun. He grabbed a tray of hair pieces and walked over to a full length mirror that is hanging on the wall.

He tried on various hair pieces and the bigger the piece, the funnier he looked. Bill went back to the table and found woman’s wigs. He placed one on top of each hand and acted briefly like two animals were attacking each other. Laughing at his own silliness, he brought the tray of wigs to the mirror.

While trying on a huge blonde wig with big curls, he looked in the mirror and said out loud; “How on earth can women were high heels and stupid wigs, I’ll never know.”

At that moment, an image appeared in the mirror and a voice was attached the image.

“If you’re a woman you get used to the high heels, it’s in you DNA. If you’re a bald woman, you need the wig. Blonde really doesn’t match your complexion, I think red would be more of your natural color.”

He turned around still wearing the wig.

“Hi Marcy, you know I really felt like ‘this is me’, it takes people’s eyes off the stitches on my head.”

They both started giggling. Marcy turned and Bill put the wig back in the tray and walked the tray back where it belonged.

“So did you sell anything today?”

He reached into his pocket and handed her $103.77 that was all the money he had on him. She went over to the cash register and seen he had rang up a little under $150 in sales. What she didn’t know was Bill rang up everything at full price, only he was charging people around half price.

“Ah Bill, the register seems a little short. I’m not accusing you of anything but do you know how to make change? The register is empty and I seem to be very short.”

“Lunch, a friend stopped by and we went to lunch. That’s where the money went. Here, I have a blank check in my wallet.”

He reached into his wallet and pulled out a blank check. Signed it and gave it to Marcy.

“Here you fill it out, whatever the shortage amount is, you take care of it.”

“William, you’re a mad man. You trust me with a blank check that you signed. Why?”

“Your eyes are the windows to your soul. You’re an honest woman Miss Marcy, the only thing I would like you to do is fill out that check right now. For security reasons please.”

She filled out the check and asked; “How did you sell so much in just a few hours? What did you do, drag people off the street?”

“Yeah, I had a kid helping me get them in and my powers of persuasion took it from there.”

They talked for a few more minutes about the furniture and finishing the apartments. She stated Nancy and she will finish tomorrow if he could watch the store again. He agreed and noticed that Marcy never came closer than perhaps 5 or 6 paces. She never looked him in the eyes the entire time. Bill thought that was an interesting personality quirk. They chatted for a few more minutes; then he had a horrible thought. Nancy had to be upstairs in the apartment with the foot locker!

He suddenly excused himself and ran down the street and upstairs to his apartment. He flung open the door and Nancy was sitting at the table looking through his drawing books. The foot locker was open; the clothes were folded neatly on the floor.

With a face of complete innocence, Nancy looked up; “I can see your progression from an amateur to a very good sketch artist. … Are these sketches of your Marcy? …. She was a beautiful girl. …. I waited for you to come home before I throw out your clothes from Choam. …. You’re sweating pretty badly dad.”

Nancy arose from the table, walked over to the foot locker, bent over and pulled out the false bottom.

“Look, I know these are here. Nobody else needs to know, ever.”

She put the bottom back in; “I never touched that stuff and I never will. Now, we have a date with the garbage can. Are you going to do it or should I?”

Bill grabbed the clothes in one swoop and out the back door he went with Nancy following close behind. Downstairs and out to the dumpster. One throw and in the dumpster they went.

“Dad, do you feel better now?”

“Like a huge weight lifted off my shoulders. Let’s go upstairs and lockup so we can go home.”

The walk upstairs was silent. When they reached the apartment, he moved the foot locker into the front bedroom/office.

In a somewhat solemn voice; “I can use a cup of coffee, how about you?”
 
“I’m always up for a cup of coffee with you dad. I’m going to bring down one of your books so you can tell me about some of the sketches, if you don’t mind.”

“It would be a pleasure to go over the sketches with you. Since you have seen into my soul, you might get a different look into my mind or at the very least some snapshots of what was going on at that moment.”

Down to the restaurant and they went directly to the rear corner booth that is right next to the back dining room doorway.

“This is my favorite booth. I can see the entire restaurant from right here. I can also hear every word spoken in the rear dining room, my self-appointed business manager.”

With eyes wide and a look of ‘who me?’ on her face, Bill continued; “While you were eavesdropping, you fell out of the booth and onto the floor. I thought you may have hurt yourself. You were so interested in Miss Braden; an earthquake could not have broken your attention.”

“The way she was looking at you and when she touched you, oh my god. I thought she was going to seduce you right there on the table. I had to act quickly before she had you in her vixen grasp.”

Christine walked over and freshened up their coffees; “Nancy, have your dad tell you about the runaway kid named Lori today. What’s next Bill, are you going to start collecting stray cats? Have him tell you everything.”

Chris walked away and he told Nancy everything. When he was finished, she had this puzzled look on her face.

After a brief pause; “Dad, I’m at a loss for words. You took a huge risk helping that kid. Please don’t do that again. I feel asking you not to do that is almost a waste of breath, I’ll tell you why later. … Let’s look at your sketches so you can tell me about them.”

They went through the sketches and like a proud father; he explained the subject and his feelings behind each one. After they had gone through the book, they drank there coffee in contented silence.

Nancy told him about the shopping trip and the furniture would be delivered during the following week. Once that was done, they could put the finishing touches on the apartments. She told him that the big poster signs were wrapped up and in the restaurant office.

He told her of his plans for the resale shop. Knocking out part of the wall between the two stores and that he needed firm plans to continue. What equipment is needed and where is it going. Nancy suggested and he agreed that professional advice is needed.

“Let’s go to the condo and play computer expert and computer novice. We can order pizza and beer. You can show me how to surf the internet. Will I need a swim suit to surf?”

“No dad, only paper towels to wipe your fingers; hahaha.”

They left the restaurant, flagged down a cab and went to the condo.

“Hey dad, I made my very first phone call with my new phone, I ordered Pizza and root beer since you can’t drink yet. This phone even takes pictures!”

Dinner arrived and Nancy had to pay because Bill had no cash to his name. They set up the computers on the dining room table and the hours melted away. When he had his fill of the internet and computers, he closed the lid. Bill watched the young woman sitting across from him with a warm feeling of tranquility in a sea of chaos. His look did not go unnoticed.

“Dad, it still feels so right calling you dad. Are you having second thoughts about me? I can’t read that look on your face. Is there something wrong?”

“I feel like I’m the luckiest man in the world, that’s all. I do have a concern about you. While we were in the restaurant, you were going to tell me something later. Why I shouldn’t do something. I had seen something behind your eyes back then. What was that all about?”

She took a drink of pop; “One Friday night at the hospital, a young woman came in to the trauma center saying she was raped by her ex-boyfriend. She had a female friend with her.

I was on my way into the exam room and I stopped to listen. I had to make sure no exam was going on before I entered the room. I heard the two talking; the ‘victim’ was saying she was going to get even with her ex Dave. She told her friend that she was going to get even with him for breaking off their relationship.

She said that Dave would be arrested and charged for rape. He would get fired from his job and his life would be ruined. Her friend asked what about the evidence from the rape kit? It won’t match Dave’s DNA. What is she going to when the case comes to trial?

Her reply was, before the trial, she would move to another state. Dave would be acquitted but his life would be ruined. They both laughed and then the friend asked how the relation with Robbie was tonight.”

Bill took a deep breath and exhaled; “What on Earth did you do? You did do something didn’t you?”

“Oh yes, I went and found Nurse Tucker. I told her I had something very important and very secret to tell her. We went to the x-ray department because nobody was there at the time. She told me to tell her in every detail what I had heard. After I was done, she told me to never breathe a word of this to anyone. She would take care of it.”

“You’re killing me with the suspense, so what happened?”

“Nurse went back to the exam room; there was a doctor and two police officers there. Nurse Tucker told the police and the doctor that they were not needed because this was all a big mistake. …. there was some arguing and Nurse told the two women that she heard their conversation about Dave while standing outside the door.

The police officers were really pissed and threatened to arrest accuser. The only reason they didn’t arrest her was she never signed the complaint. Nurse told her to get dressed and get her rotten ass out of her hospital. What surprised me was the rape crisis woman that stopped by later. She said this is not unusual and it hurts women who really have been violated.”

They sat in silence while she stared at the can of soda, turning it slowly like she was looking for the answer.

Bill rose up from his chair, walked over to her side and kneeled down.

He gently held her hand; “I wish I knew why people do evil things for spite. I think that there is a man named Dave that still has his freedom and his life because of your courage. You did the right thing; you saved someone you don’t even know.

Come on already, it’s late and you need your sleep. You’re sleeping in your bed alone tonight. I’m going back to my sofa bed. I prefer a greater separation between us than a sheet and a blanket.”

“You forgot two shirts, two pairs of briefs and about two feet of space separated us also.”

“Never mind, go brush your teeth and go to bed. … I’ll clean up and throw my shirt on your bed.

Nancy went off to brush her teeth while Bill cleaned up the mess they made. He removed and dropped off his shirt as he had promised. As Nancy was passing him in the small hallway, she asked for and received a goodnight kiss on her way to bed.

Bill brushed his teeth and took his medications. He made himself comfortable on the sofa bed. He was a little restless and his mind was racing when he felt someone standing next to him. In the dim light he could see a bare pair of legs.

“Nancy, what’s the matter?”

“I can’t sleep. Can we talk for a little bit?”

“Sure, I don’t know how long I can stay awake. I took my meds.”

“You won’t get mad at me if I ask you something really personal will you?”

“No. I could not. Ask me whatever you want.”

“Dad, when we were in the atrium, you told Doctor McIntyre that you did not remember any of the faces of the people at the motel. You were lying, weren’t you?”

After a long pause; “Yes, I remember every one of them. I see them every night.”

“Do you ever think of making peace with your demons?”

“I was a soldier, it was them or me.”

“Did you ever think of telling them you’re sorry and they should rest in peace?”

“You are so innocent, you have no idea what these eyes have seen. Let me tell you this and I mean it with all my heart. …. You are the bond that is holding me together. … Good night and I will tell my demons that I am sorry, in Arabic.”

“Good night dad, are you sure you want to be all alone at the other end of the condo? What if you needed me for something in the middle of the night? How would I know?”

“If I need you, I will come and get you. Now go to bed and leave me get some sleep.”

“Okay. Good night dad.”

Later that night, it became obvious that I had drank way too much coffee and root beer. I started to get up when my foot touched something big and soft. It took a few moments to focus on the big lump on the floor.

Gently I picked her up, placed her on the sofa bed and made sure she was covered. After a bathroom run, I went to the recliner just a few feet away from her feeling secure with the thought that when I see my demons tonight, my angel would be at my side.

End of Chapter 09
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 10

Saturday was spent by William and Nancy learning about computers, cell phones and the internet at his mother’s condo. Meanwhile back at the restaurant, discoveries of a more personal nature were rolling out.

Right after the pair had left for the condo that afternoon, Christine looked around and seen that there were no customers. She filled a large Styrofoam cup of coffee with the right amount of cream in it. She removed a brown paper bag from one of the shelves at the hostess station.

“Jill, I’ll be back in a few minutes. I’m going over to Monica’s to drop off my wig.”

“Not the one you’re wearing I hope hahaha.”

“No no no, that would scare the hell out the customers! Monica does a nice job cleaning them. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

Christine walked over to the beauty parlor; Monica was working on a customer’s hair. Greetings and small talk were exchanged, she handed Monica the coffee and the brown paper bag. Monica removed the wig from the bag and told her it would be ready tomorrow afternoon at the latest.

“No hurry, I won’t need it till Monday late afternoon. I figure after the restaurant cleaning on Monday, I’m going to need a shower and clean hair. …. Monica, what you do for ladies like us is a blessing, I can’t thank you enough.”

She looked at that the girl in the chair getting her hair done. The hair style was unusual because it covered the right side of the girls face. She noticed her right arm was severely scarred, in addition to her left leg below the knee was missing.

“Child, I have a disfigured daughter. Fire removed part of her face; please forgive me for asking, but what happened to you?”

The young girl looked up; “It was a motorcycle accident. Some idiot was texting, ran a red light; now I look and live like this. …. Tell me, why do you ask?”

“My daughter has been hiding behind scarfs for several years now and I don’t know how to get her out of her self-imposed prison.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, I really am. I don’t know what advice I can give you. … After the accident, I was hospitalized for several days recovering from the physical injuries. After I recovered to a point, I was transferred to the Ozark Valley Rehabilitation Center. While I was there, the counselors would not let us hide behind anything material.

No scarfs, oversized shirts or hide in the shadows when people stare. Part of the healing process was to get back to a normal life or as normal as can be, taking into account physical limitations. I refuse to be an ongoing victim; hiding from people would be an example. Instead of wearing camouflage, Monica changed my hair style; I adjusted to the world around me. Life goes on.”

“You’ve got more courage than most people I know. I’m not sure I could do that. Maybe if I was a much younger woman like you, it would be different.”

“You’re a bald cancer patient. I seen that as you walked through the door. Your wig is not a very good one, it’s slightly crooked, you’re as skinny as a rail, you have no eyebrows and no eye lashes. … You’re a fighter too, you’re not giving up and you’re adjusting to the world around you.”

“May I ask you another question if I’m not imposing too much?”

“Sure, you’re imposing quite a bit, I really don’t mind.”

“Do you have a significant other in your life?”

The young woman smiled; “Yes I do have a significant other, my husband Johnny; he’s working tonight. When I leave here, I’m going to pick him up from work.”

“Were you two an item before the accident?”

“No, my boyfriend at the time dumped me as soon as he found out about the accident. While I was in the recovery room, after the amputation and being sewn back together, the jerk text messaged me that we are through. … I lay in a hospital bed wondering why he never came to visit me for days. It wasn’t until I went into rehab; they gave me my phone back. That’s when I found out. As soon as his bedroom toy was no longer available, so long honey, it’s been a slice. That didn’t do my morale any good.”

“Now you’ve got me going. So how did you and Johnny get together?”

“My two girlfriends insisted that I go out with them to see this ‘chick’ movie about wedding dresses. It was a horrible movie, I couldn’t wait to leave. I should have waited for the theater to empty, but I wanted to get out. … I was wheeling my chair towards the door and my purse strap got stuck in the spokes of the left wheel. The chair made a sudden left turn and stopped. The crowd knocked over my chair and I fell out onto the floor.

This guy comes over to help me and gets knocked down on top of me. I was using some very colorful language towards him. My two friends raised the chair and this Good Samaritan insisted on helping me by picking me up and putting me back in my chair.

I was yelling at him and I started swinging at him while he had me up in his arms. One punch caught him right in the nose. He dropped me about two feet into the chair, wham, I hit hard. I was shocked that he dropped me.

He looked at me with his nose bleeding; ‘You miserable handicapped bitch. Don’t let anyone show kindness or courtesy to your miserable punk ass.’

He walked out so dam mad, he was mumbling to himself. My two girlfriends told me that I owe him an apology and a new shirt, because of the blood that was all over the one he was wearing. They went after him and almost had to physically drag him back.

Looking back at it now, I was playing the part of a feel sorry for me victim and an angry bitch. … Sorry, I digress. We’ve been married now for a little over two years. … Before you ask, missing a portion of a leg has not affected our bedroom activities in the slightest.”

“Thank you very much young lady. I’m not sure what I learned, but I did enjoy our conversation. I hope that I can find some inspiration from our conversation and use it for some good. Oh my, I am so rude! After all this talking, my name is Christine.”
“Hello Christine, my name is Kim.”

The young lady lifted herself out of the salon chair and into her wheelchair. Handed Monica some money and said good afternoon.

The wheel chair bound woman stopped outside the salon and asked Christine; “Does your daughter work in the restaurant?”

“Yes she does, she’s the evening cook. Why do you ask?”

“I’ve seen her around and wondered what was going on with her. I normally get around with a prosthetic lower leg and a cane, but for right now I’m wheelchair bound. May I go in and pay her a visit? I want to ask her about the stuffed shells she made the other night.”

They went into the restaurant and headed towards the kitchen.

Chris went to the kitchens pass through window and called out; “Hey Marcy, you have someone out here that likes your food and wants to ask a question. Her name is Kim.”

Christine looked over to the front of the restaurant and noticed Jill was seating customers at tables, so she had to get back to work. Within a few minutes, Kim was on her way towards the front door. While she was passing Chris, she said goodbye and out the door she went. Curiosity took over and she watched Kim put her chair in the back seat of a car, hobble to the driver’s seat on one leg; enter and drive off.

She walked over to the kitchen and through the food serving window she asked; “Did you give that girl your recipe for stuffed shells?”

“No mom; that wasn’t what she really wanted to talk about. She told me to stop playing the part of a victim and stop hiding. She almost died; she refuses to allow people to shame her into the shadows because of her looks. We talked about other things also…. I remembered when I seen William this afternoon all by himself having fun with of all things, wigs! This afternoon, he sat with Nancy. He didn’t care who seen him. Both times he had no bandana on.”

Christine said in a very upbeat voice; “It sounds to me like William just got tired of hiding behind bandanas. Do you think that this means he might shave soon? I for one would like to see what William looks like under that beard.”

“Oh mom, cover for me please. I need a couple of minutes.”

“Sure, I’ll cover for you. Where are you going in such a rush?”

“I’m going to set up an appointment for my makeover with Monica”

Marcy was only gone for a couple of minutes. When she returned, she told Chris; “Mom, I did it! Five o’clock tomorrow. Monica is going to work on me after she closes. It was her idea so I would be more comfortable the first time with nobody else around. Mom, that woman is a gem.”

The rest of that Saturday was spent by the three women chatting about their upcoming makeovers and what the restaurant would be like after the cleanup. They were all looking forward to the new grand reopening on Tuesday.

Saturday evening, the restaurant closed at the usual 9 O’clock closing time. Jill’s car would not start, so the three went their separate ways. Jill lived two blocks north; Chris and Marcy lived two blocks west of the restaurant. Jill entered her apartment, laid down on the sofa for what she thought would be ‘a few minutes’. Within moments, she was out cold.

Chris and Marcy reached their little four room apartment; 2 bedrooms, kitchen and a living room. Duane (drunk & stupid) was sitting in his raggedy overstuffed armchair, that he occupies 14 hours a day. Duane’s life revolves around the TV, sleeping and the bathroom. He hasn’t worked in years.

The two women walked into the kitchen and were chatting about Marcy’s makeover for Sunday evening. Duane overheard the conversation and had to add his opinion, which he yelled from the arm chair.

“Marcy’s getting a makeover, for what? We don’t have money to waste on makeover crap for someone that looks like you. Do you think if you get a makeover, you’re going to get a boyfriend? Give me a break! What’s next, you think some self-respecting man is going to jump in the sack with you? I don’t think you could get a real man to plug you even if he felt sorry for you. I haven’t had any in ages and I wouldn’t do you, stupid bitch. Now go to your room and hide like you always do.”

Marcy fought the tears and went to her room and shut the door. Christine and Duane started a shouting match that went on for a few minutes. It suddenly stopped when Marcy exited her room carrying two suitcases.

She walked to the front door, opened it; “I will be back for the rest of my things tomorrow.”

Out the door she went, down the stairs and hailed a cab.”

Marcy arrived at the only safe haven she knew, the resale shop. Opened the door and realized that the cot was upstairs in the apartment. Lucky for her, Nancy gave her the keys to let the deliverymen in with the furniture. She locked up the shop and carried the suitcases upstairs. She prepared herself for a night on the cot. While lying on the cot, her mind was zooming over the events of the day. She cried herself to sleep once again.

It’s Sunday morning at the condo, William is starting the day a little bit differently. He decided to try some brief exercises. First a few knee bends, okay so far. Some arm stretching exercises, those worked out very well. ‘What the hell are the doctors talking about; I need to take it easy. I’ll try some sit-ups.”

He lay down on the kitchen floor and placed his feet under the cabinet so he won’t pop up. He placed his arms crossed on his chest and pulled himself up. On the 21st sit-up, without warning, he felt the most excruciating pain in his head. That old familiar black pool opened up and he fell right in.

Something was different this time; it doesn’t seem so deep as before. … While he was climbing out of that black pool, he heard a familiar voice asking him why is he on the floor. Bill opened his eyes and there was a familiar face connected to the questioning voice.

“Hello Nancy, why are you here?”

“I live here, remember? You invited me to live with you.”

“I meant why aren’t you sleeping? Not that someone as pretty as you need their beauty sleep, I’m just surprised to see you this early.”

“I was sound asleep having a great dream when you let out a loud cry of pain that woke me up. So I ran in and found you in nothing but your briefs, on your back and out cold. By the way, you still haven’t moved. Are you sure you’re alright? What the hell are you doing on the kitchen floor half naked?”

“Well mommy, it’s like this; I wanted to start exercising again. I think I may have over done it a little? …. Could you do me a couple of favors please?”

“Sure, I’m your daughter what would you like?”

“Please get my pain medication first.  My head hurts so badly when I move it, I’m not going to. While you’re getting my meds, put on the kimono. Lastly, on your way back, bring something to cover me.”

Nancy ran to the bathroom and grabbed all the meds and started reading the labels. Frustrated, she brought everything to the kitchen table; “Which bottle is it?”

“Bottle #1, give me one pill.”

She opened the bottle; “Let me get some water.”

She got a glass of water and the pill.

“How am I going to do this? You won’t move your head because it hurts, I know what to do.”

She kneeled down, dropped the pill in his mouth. She poured some water in. Bill started choking. He swallowed and the pill went down. Unfortunately, she poured too much water and some went up his nose. He started gagging, she thought it was funny. Nancy got a towel and cleaned him up by patting his face gently to dry the water.

The meds started kicking in within a few of minutes. He could finally move my head without it feeling like it was going to explode.

“Nancy; why are we both still half naked? Why aren’t you in the kimono and I am still not covered?”

“Getting you well is priority number one. … I don’t know where you put the kimono and lastly, you’re not naked. All the important stuff is covered. … I don’t believe I said that. … I’m getting like my mother! … Oh my god, I’m only 18 and sounding like my mother!”

“Trust me, I won’t tell a soul. … Help me get up and by the way, what were you dreaming about when I woke you up?”

Nancy placed Bill’s arm around her shoulder and let him use her as a crutch to get up. Once they both were on their feet Bill said; “After all this excitement, help me to the bathroom; I need a shower.”

Nancy not wanting to miss a golden opportunity to shock him, she replied; “You asked about my dream. Well, I was dreaming that I was Aphrodite, The Greek goddess of love, beauty and sexuality. I was being ravaged in many ways by my young lover Adonis.”

Bill was so shocked; his legs gave out from under him. Down he went, taking Nancy with him. The two somehow got their legs tangled together. Nancy was laughing so hard, she had tears coming from her eyes. After a few moments, Bill stopped laughing and embarrassment set in. Nancy was holding her side when she finally stopped laughing.

She commented; “The look on your face was worth a thousand words. I thought you were going to have a heart attack.”

She started laughing again. The laugh was much shorter this time.

“I’m so sorry; I didn’t think that you took me so seriously. I was really dreaming about standing on a stage in my graduation gown, getting my college diploma.”

“That scared the hell out of me for a moment. … Now that I give it a second thought, I remember when I was 18. … I thought I was Adonis! I was probably looking for Aphrodite; hahaha.”

The pair picked themselves up from the floor and decided who showers first and where to go for breakfast. After all the personal grooming was completed, Bill stopped at the cash station and the couple went for an early breakfast. After breakfast, they returned to the condo with the Sunday papers.

“Dad, your phone is beeping. That means you have voice mail waiting for you.”

Bill played the voice mail; it was Marcy asking to see him at the resale shop this morning, it is very important.

“Let’s head to the Parkway. I had a very disturbing call from Marcy; she wants to see me this morning. She says it’s very important.”

Downstairs they went and hailed a cab. When they arrived at the Parkway Building, they went directly to the resale shop. Knocked on the door and Marcy and let them in.

“William, Nancy, thanks for coming. I have decided that I have had enough living in the shadows. I don’t know how to say this, so I’m going to ask for your help.”

“Marcy, what do you need? Nancy and I are here for you. Name it and consider it done.”

Marcy told the pair what happened last night at her mothers’ apartment. She apologized for staying the night in Bill’s apartment, but she had nowhere to go. She would bring the cot downstairs and sleep in the resale shop until she could figure out what to do.

Nancy looked over at Bill and said; “I think we can fix this, don’t you?”

In a voice filled with compassion Bill replied; “Here’s what we do. We go to your moms’ apartment and get you moved out. I presume that its only clothes and you have no furniture?”

“Correct, there is no furniture. Maybe two more suitcases of clothes, that’s it.”

“Okay, we go over there right now and get your stuff. Then we come back here and move every last item of yours out of my apartment, including your tooth brush; we move everything into the other apartment that you haven’t finished furnishing yet. … Is that okay with you?”

She became very emotional and started crying. Through the tears; “But I have no money to pay apartment rent.”

“Don’t worry about the rent, there isn’t any rent. I was going to keep it for guests or for Nancy when she finishes college. You are a guest, it’s your apartment. Now let’s get you moved out and then moved in.”

Marcy excused herself and went to the bathroom to freshen up a little. The trio entered Marcy’s car and went to where Duane and Christine lives. Marcy opened the door with her key and Duane was in his chair, sound asleep.

The trio went into Marcy’s room, packed her clothes and everything fit into two suitcases. Now packed, the trio was walking towards the door when Duane woke up.

“Who the hell do you think you are coming in here with that slut and who’s the other little bitch? I should go over there and kick you asses into next week.”

Bill set the suitcases down and walked over to Duane.

In a completely calm voice; “Duane, read my lips because I’m only going to say it once. Marcy doesn’t live here anymore. She is under my protection now; if I ever have to come back here, I guarantee it will not be pleasant for either of us. Do I make myself perfectly clear, Duane?”

He sat motionless in his chair for a moment; “Get that ugly whore out of my sight before I get up, lick your ass and throw all you assholes out.”

William smiled; “Duane, I shake with absolute fear at the thought of you being violent. Hahaha … By the way you fat slob, you pissed yourself.”

Bill picked up the suitcases and the trio walked downstairs.

With cheer he said; Marcy, let’s get you started on a new life, and I can assure you it that the next twelve hours will be very interesting.”

They drove back to the Parkway and moved everything into the vacant apartment. When everything was done, the trio stood in front of the street level apartment door.

“Okay ladies, now you have a real mission. Did you both forget about towels, sheets and all the little stuff that one needs in an apartment? Dish soap, paper towels and so on. Now you need that stuff too! Goodbye ladies, Nancy, I will see you for dinner. Marcy, I will watch the store and something tells me that sales today will be fantastic!”

Bill walked over to the restaurant and told Christine about the confrontation with Duane, and where Marcy was living now. Chris breathed a sigh of relief that Marcy was finally out of the apartment. They chatted for a couple of moments but the Sunday morning breakfast rush prohibited too much interaction.

He went to the office and picked up the ‘going out of business, everything is free’ signs. Grabbed a large coffee to go and went to the resale shop. Bill taped the signs in the windows and waited for customers.

The first customers walked in like they were walking into the dungeon of doom. They had this look like they were afraid of being attacked. Bill reached for his head and found the bandana in place. The people couldn’t believe everything was really free.

Over the next few hours, he kept repeating the phrase; “It’s true; there is nothing for sale here, it’s all free. Just let me ring everything up on the register.”

By noon, the place was almost vacant. One customer wanted to buy the cash register. Having no idea what it was worth, Bill declined. He locked the door, hung the ‘closed’ sign and pulled down the big ‘going out of business’ posters. The balance of the merchandise was truly garbage, old pea green melmac dishes, used flat wear, nasty old discount store wigs, hats and an obviously dead toaster.

He rang up those items that were left and threw everything in the garbage dumpster behind the store. Bill looked around and noticed how much larger the place looked empty. Well almost empty, it still had a few fold-up tables, chairs, cash register and a small plastic garbage can.

‘Mission accomplished!’ he thought and smiled to himself. ‘Time for a cheeseburger, coffee and get cleaned up. Man is this place dusty!’ He locked the door and was walking to the restaurant when he seen Marcy’s car pull up. The ladies exited and started unloading bags and bags of stuff from the back seat.

“Don’t run away mister! My car has a trunk and that is loaded too! Nancy and I almost had to rent a van to get everything back here. So grab some bags and start bringing them upstairs.”

By the time the trio had made the fourth trip to Marcy’s apartment, the car was finally empty. Bill looked at the pile of bags on the floor and said; “You two have your work cut out for this afternoon, putting everything away will take all afternoon. Do you two want to get some lunch before you get started?”

Nancy replied; “No thanks, we had brunch while we were out. Marcy didn’t have any breakfast this morning. So how did your minding the store go this morning?”

“It went extremely well. Nancy, give Marcy a check for the sales receipts from this morning; I can’t remember what the total is. Check the cash register when you are done with the apartments. Oh, don’t forget to write Marcy a check for furnishing and preparing the apartments as a commission check. I know I’m forgetting something, but I can’t remember what it is right now.

I remember now; I’m thinking of making a new business in that empty store front next to your resale shop. It used to be a Laundromat way back when. … Anyway, I need your advice, we can talk later.”

At that moment his stomach growled very loudly and the three started laughing.

“Wow, my stomach is telling me something. … Anyway, the store is locked up; I need to get some food. I’ll be in the restaurant when you’re done here.”

Without saying another word, he walked out and closed the door behind him.

“Nancy; that is one of the strangest people I have ever dealt with. Don’t misunderstand me; he’s not a bad man by any stretch, he so dam odd. It’s like he has a weak grasp on social skills.”

“Yeah, that’s William alright. He means well and he wants to do what he thinks is best for the people around him. … I needed a father, he needed a friend. Now we are as close to each other as a father and daughter can be. He adopted me and I adopted him. Look at what he’s done for you so far and what he is doing for you with the resale shop.”

“What’s he doing with my resale shop?”

“He was watching it while you’re shopping silly. Let’s finish getting your apartment set-up. We can walk the stuff over to his apartment. By that time, he’ll be done with lunch and all three of us can have a talk.”

“I was born at night, not last night. What are you two planning?”

“Marcy, don’t get yourself worked up into frenzy. William was minding your store, selling your merchandise, that’s all. My dad has some ideas for a business venture; he needs your help and ideas. He wants to do something with the vacant store front next to the resale shop. I can assure you, when it comes down to William; it does not involve sex or anything evil.”

“It’s nothing personal, its business. Is that what you’re telling me my young friend?”

“That’s it, nothing more than that. I promise you he won’t bite hahaha.”

They put away what they could in the bathroom and kitchen. Without furniture, their progress was limited. … They gathered the stuff for the other apartment and repeated the process.

That being done, the girls walked across the street to the coffee shop to catch up on the financials. Nancy added up all the credit card receipts and the total came to just under $40,000. She wrote Marcy a check for $4000.

“Who should I make the check payable to? Never mind, you can fill that in. You might want to make it out to your IRA account or to your secret lover, hahaha.”

Both women laughed and drank their coffee. Marcy told Nancy about her makeover appointment set for this afternoon/evening and how she was looking forward to it. She also told Nancy about the girl that was involved in the motorcycle accident that was her inspiration. They continued their small talk about the events of the last twenty-four hours. The conversation drifted on to how their lives have changed since William has entered. Nancy recalled her encounter with William a week ago yesterday.

“The first time I met him, I honestly thought he was going to kill me. I remember the room he was in was dark except the light coming in from the hallway. I remember asking him something. The next thing I seen was this dark figure rising out from the darkness. It was getting bigger and bigger.

It started getting closer and started screaming at me. I remember those eyes piercing right through me. Marcy, I honestly thought I was about to die. Or at the very least, something really bad was about to happen.”

“Now you two almost function as one. What do you have some kind of magical power over men? Whatever it is, bottle it and sell it, you’ll make a fortune.”

“If I was double my age we might have been an item. But to be honest, he’s not what I think of when it comes to romance. William is too old and has way too much baggage for romance. Besides, he’s scolded me for not wearing pajamas. … Anyway, you’ve only known him for five days now. I think he’s had a little impact on your life, so far.”

“Nancy Swenson, I don’t believe what you said. That man has had an incredible effect on your life. You are the luckiest 18 year old on the planet. … Wait, something is fishy here. You said ‘so far’, you two are up to something. I can feel it as sure as I am looking at you with that smirk look on your face.”

Nancy picked up her phone and called Bill. “Hi dad, it’s me. Are you done with lunch yet? … When you are, could you come to the resale shop? … I think it would be better that you come over as soon as possible. … It’s not polite to belch while on the phone. … We’re across the street having coffee. … See you in ten minutes at the resale shop, love you, bye.”

“Nancy, I don’t mean to pry but this check has your signature on it. Did William give you access to his checking account? A man that you have known for a week, gives you check writing privileges? Wow, that’s trust!”

“I want to tell you something in complete confidence. That man’s soul is in turmoil. Don’t ask me how I know, I just know. Call it fate or just blind luck; but I am Williams anchor to reality. I never knew how shallow my life was before I met him. … I’m not sure how to say it, just trust him. … Come on; let’s figure out how much he sold at the resale shop today.”

The two left for the resale shop. While walking across the street, Marcy noticed the merchandise in the windows was gone. The first thought that ran through her mind was; ‘he rearranged my store!’ As they got closer, she looked through the window and seen the store was almost vacant.

In a panic, Marcy unlocked the door and entered without removing her keys from the lock. She entered and took several steps. She stood there in absolute shock and silence looking around.

Nancy noticed Marcy starting to panic so she called Bill. She didn’t notice him in the doorway. His phone started ringing while he was removing the keys from the door. Nancy hung up her phone, walked towards him and positioned herself between him and Marcy.

“What happened to my store? What the hell did you do to my store? If this is a joke you two are playing it’s not funny in the slightest.”

Bill stepped forward; “The empty clothes racks and tables are folded up in the back. Other than that, I sold your merchandise. I would have sold the clothes racks, tables and the cash register, but I don’t know what they are worth. So I didn’t sell them. … I hope you’re not angry with me for selling everything, but that is what you were in business for weren’t you?”

Marcy walked over to the register and looked at the total; “You’re going to tell me that you sold $1,417.42 in a few hours.”

“Yes, and Nancy is going to write you a check to prove it. Now that the shock is over, can we talk? …  Nancy told me you were going to shut down the resale shop because you were losing money. I expedited the process to help you out. Now you’re free and clear. All the merchandise has been sold and you are clear from your store rent liability. Can we move on now?”

“I have had so much going on within the last 24 hours, I don’t know if I can handle anymore. William, I need to sit down for a few minutes.”

With that, she sat on the only chair that wasn’t put away in the store. Nancy sat on the window seat and Bill walked around in circles for a couple of moments.

Calmly Bill said; “Miss Marcy, change can be very traumatic. Trust me on that, I know that all too well. … With your stores financial situation, I was going to have two empty stores. That is not a good thing in this economy. … I think the three of us should create your idea of opening up a prep kitchen. … I would like to call it; ‘The Dreams Prep Kitchen’ in the vacant laundromat space and ‘The Cooks Dream Emporium’ in this store. … You could sell cooking accessories here. What do you think?”

Her eyes became very glassy and unfocused. Bill moved like lightning and caught Marcy before she fell off the chair.

“Go to the restaurant and get Christine and some water, I think she fainted.”

Nancy was only gone for a few moments when she returned with Chris. By now, Marcy was coming around. The two women stopped dead in their tracks when they see Bill holding her. His left arm and hand was around her waist.  His right hand was holding the scared side of her face, under the now partly removed scarf.

She started blinking and moaned a “ooh, I feel so light headed. …. You can let go now, I promise I won’t fall.”

He removed his arm and slowly his hand. His action was gentle, trying not to startle her with an unfamiliar and possibly unwelcome touch. … Her eyes were still drifting slightly when Bill raised both hands to the ends of her scarf and pulled it tight.

“Excuse me ladies, with all this excitement I need a bathroom. Nancy, could you talk to Marcy about our plans for a minute? I’m going to go the restaurant, I’ll let Jill know that everyone is okay and go to the bathroom. Not necessarily in that exact order. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes.”

Out the door he went, Christine had the ‘worried mother’ look on her face. Marcy looked about as confused as she could get, trying to digest what just happened. Nancy had this warm smile on her face. Christine was the first to speak.

“Child, are you alright? You look like you just landed on another planet. Do you know where you are? … What happened to all that crap you were trying to sell?”

“Mom, I’m fine. I’ve had an overdose of William, that’s all. Trust me mother, I don’t think I’ve ever been better. William sold everything and I’m really confused right now, go back to work and I’ll call you later.”

Now that Chris was satisfied that her daughter is okay, she went back to work.

Nancy walked over and handed her the glass of water; “You realize where his hands where don’t you? One was around your waist and you know where the other one was.”

She instinctively reached for the scared left side of her face. Her eyes went wide and her face instantly displayed a look of shock on it; “No! … He didn’t!”

“Oh yes he did! That big hand was under your scarf cradling your face so you wouldn’t fall. Before you ask, he did not stare. Bill was very careful not to poke you in the eye when he placed his hand inside your scarf to hold you. That was very deliberate on his part.”

“Why did he do that?”

“William did not want to poke you in the eye you silly woman.”

“Now you’re being coy, why didn’t William hold me on the outside of the scarf? …. Why did he go through the extra effort? … You know him better than anyone, please tell me why.”

As Marcy finished, William came through the door; “Sorry for the delay ladies but nature calls from time to time. Now where did we leave off? Oh I remember, I was about to ask Marcy to be my business partner when she passed out. That sounds about right to me.”

“Dad, I think Marcy wants to ask you something. Go ahead Marcy, my dad’s here and you have his undivided attention.”

“Err; I want to thank you for not letting me hit the floor. That’s all I have to say, thank you.”

“You are very welcome. Now, are you up to hearing my ideas for ‘The Dreams Prep Kitchen’ and ‘The Cooks Dream Emporium’?”

“Yes I am. I would love to hear your plans.”

He gave Marcy the five minute basic idea and tour about stoves, tables and refrigerators in the vacant store front. Then the two minute idea on turning the resale store in to a Cooking store.

When he was done, Bill asked; “What do you think of it? After all, it was your dream, not mine.”

“Marcy looked around; “Excuse me for a moment please. Nancy, can we go outside for just a moment?”

They went outside; Marcy asked; “Is this guy mental or is he for real?”

“Yes to both. … I told him about your dream and he liked it. Now that you don’t have a store anymore to worry about, you can pursue your dream. Let’s go back inside before he starts feeling rejected.”

The pair entered the vacant store; “I love the ideas but I don’t have the money to invest and open up these businesses.”

Bill smiled; “I’m not looking for money that you don’t have. I need a business partner to help me develop and operate these ventures. With your brains and my money, these ventures should be quite a success. Do we have a ‘Dreams’ partnership Miss Marcy?”

Through her tears of joy she said; “Yes!”

After she composed herself; “What’s our first move, partner?”

“I will call up the restoration company and see if Bruno has an architect that can work with us. You will need to contact equipment companies for whatever you need in the way of equipment to build these businesses. I’m sure the architect can help you with your plans.

Nancy will get you set up with two checking accounts, one for each business. She will be the second signatory on the checks. After all, Nancy is my business manager. Her name is on all my accounts. Miss Marcy, is there anything else before I leave? … Good, I have things to attend to. If you should have any questions, you have my number.

Enjoy the rest of the afternoon and evening off. Nancy, I will see you for dinner at four. I am expecting guests that may or may not show up. Ladies, it has been pleasant experience.”

Bill turned and walked to the front door, turned; “I almost took your keys with me.”

Bill tossed the keys to Marcy and she asked; “Why did you touch my face? I really need to know.”

He gave her a look like he was looking through her; “It seemed like the right thing to do at the time. At that moment, it seemed like you could use a little human touch. Please don’t take offence, because none was intended.”

“Oh, don’t misunderstand me, it wasn’t unpleasant at all. I hope that you weren’t offended by what you touched.”

“Miss Marcy, these eyes have seen so many things that were truly repulsive. On the other end of the spectrum, I was able to touch the face of an angel that had a couple of bad breaks. … Good afternoon partner.”

Bill smiled and walked out the door.

Nancy looked over to her friend; “So my ex-boss, what do you think of my dad now? … I told you it would not involve sex and there wouldn’t be anything evil.”

“Your dad is a real gentleman and will make some woman a wonderful husband someday. … I’m going to my new apartment and get ready for my makeover at Monica’s.”

“It’s a good thing that all the furniture will be arriving this week; you will get tired of that cot after the first night. Trust me, I know.”

The ladies laughed, locked up the shop and went their separate ways. Marcy went to her apartment and Nancy went to her and Bill’s future apartment to retrieve another one of his drawing books. 

William walked the three quarters of a mile to Victory Park and found a park bench in a perfect spot under a big pine tree. ‘What a great location, shade and a warm Sunday afternoon.’ he thought. Looking around, there were people of all ages walking around the lagoon.

Some with their pets, some with their children and some were in love holding hands in courtship. The sense of smell came into play. He sat there absorbing the smells of fresh cut grass and barbecues. Bill enjoyed all the smells that were long forgotten.

Looking to the left of the lagoon was a field where youngsters were playing soccer, to the right of the lagoon was an open field where teenagers were playing football. Inside the lagoon, it was mostly young people courting while in small self-powered paddle boats.

This is heaven on Earth. This is the Kansas City that he remembered, nothing has changed so much that the best didn’t change at all. What a stark contrast from a few weeks ago. The landscape was barren, hot winds and the job. Fourteen hours a day armed, wondering where the next threat was going to come from, ten hours a day down time for rest and relaxation. Fourteen years of that life style was enough.

Bill looked down at the dirt below his feet and chuckled to himself thinking about the topsoil he wanted to make into a rose garden. ‘Dam it Bill! Do you have any idea how much it costs to ship a thousand pounds of dirt? It’s costing me ten dollars a pound!’ Oh Elliott was so pissed about that. Here there is good Missouri black topsoil everywhere.

Besides, there was nothing else to do. While in country, talking to Muslim women was strictly forbidden. It’s a male property issue. Here, I can openly talk to women without being stabbed, shot or some other confrontation. I can walk around alone and unarmed. I can even sit on a park bench, close my eyes in public and not have the fear that someone wants to kill the infidel.

All the sights, sounds and smells are so strange. They almost seem out of place somehow. William closed his eyes to concentrate on the sounds and smells.

In what seemed only moments later, the sounds faded and he started hearing voices speaking in Arabic. The voices were very clear, calm and close.

‘Death to the American infidels first and death to the King’ the voices became louder and closer. … There was a spinning whirlpool of sights. He found himself outside ‘The Motel’. He was holding his abdomen, looking around and calling for help. Everything was frozen in time. He yelled for help again, Eric and Clark stood motionless. …. The images faded to black and were gone.

He started to hear a different voice. It was a child’s voice in English asking; “What’s wrong with that man mommy?”

Despite his fear, he opened his eyes. His hands were clutching his stomach. There was a child about three or four year’s old standing about two feet away pointing at him. Bill noticed a young mother running and screaming; “Molly get away from him!”

The mother grasped her child and briskly walked away asking the child; “Did he hurt you? Tell me! Are you alright?” Within a couple of moments, they disappeared into the crowd. With a touch to his head, it was confirmed that the bandana was still in place. He walked over to the water fountain for a drink of water, bent over and was enjoying the cool refreshing liquid. When he looked up, a police officer was present.

“That’s him! That’s the man that was sitting on the bench yelling for help and frightening my daughter!”

The officer asked for identification and an explanation of what happened.

“I am so sorry; I closed my eyes and must have fallen asleep. I was dreaming that I was back in country. I did not mean to frighten anyone, much less a child.”

Bill looked over to the child; “I’m sorry sweetie, I had a bad dream about the boogeyman.”

Much to the mothers’ dismay, the child walked over to the bench where he was sitting and looked underneath and said; “There is no boogeyman here, he went away. You’re safe now. Bye.”

The child walked back to her mother; “The man is okay now, can we go see the ducks?”

The officer looked at him; “This whole situation seems to be a non-issue. … By the way, how long were you in country? I was in Afghanistan for three tours of duty before they sent me home for good, I was a tunnel rat. They told me I was spent and I could never go back.”

“I was in Choam for fourteen years as a private contractor. I have to tell you, all the sights, sounds and smells here are wonderful. This is the first time in a long while I haven’t had to worry about someone trying to kill me. … It feels nice to be off the edge. What really feels strange is not carrying a weapon.”

“Private Contractor … you were a mercenary over there. … Wait a moment, I remember you now. You’re the guy from the Parkway Theater building. There was that punk that slapped around that little blonde; you had him by the throat. I really thought you were going to kill that kid. … I was about to tazzer you when she got in my way and called you ‘dad’. … So how is your daughter and how long have you been back?”

“Her name is Nancy and she’s doing fine; she starts college tomorrow. … I’ve been back in the states for a few weeks, conscious for about ten days and this is day seven out of the hospital. … I guess you could say I’m still adjusting. … My apartment is in the Parkway Theater Building. I think I’ve had enough society for one afternoon. If you’re finished with me, I’d really like to go home now and see my daughter.”

“Good grief; let me give you a ride home. Perhaps it would be a good idea not to be alone until you’ve had some more time to adjust to civilian life.”

Bill went in the back of the car and their conversation continued during the short drive.

“Officer Jim, from one vet to another, may I ask you a question of a personal nature?”

“Sure, I’ll do my best to answer, but you won’t like what I have to say. You’re going to ask me about the nightmares, seeing the faces and when do they stop, aren’t you?”

“That’s exactly what I was going to ask. I’m living on the edge, when I’m busy, no problem. It’s that down time that is rough. You know, that’s when they creep in … mostly.”

“William is your name, right? … Well Bill, they don’t stop. … But with professional help, they subside and become less and less important. … Judging by your appearance, you’re not seeing anyone romantically are you?”

“No, I’m not at the moment. I have so much stuff on my plate right now; I need to ‘Man Up’ and take care of business.”

“Bill, it doesn’t work that way. Who do you have close around you for moral support, emotional help and guidance?”

“I have Nancy, the little blonde girl. We adopted each other a few days ago. I would walk through fire and ice for her without question. She truly is my anchor.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. That kid is what seventeen or eighteen and she’s your emotional bridge to the real world? Come on Bill; get yourself some help before you burn that kid out. You both deserve better than living between flashbacks.”

The squad car pulled up to the restaurant and Jill seen William sitting in the back of the car. She yelled out for someone to tell Nancy in the office that William has been arrested and is in a police car. … Nancy bolted through the restaurant, out the door and over to the police car. Officer Jim had already exited and was halfway around the front of the car, on his way to opening the right rear passenger door.

Almost hyperventilating, Nancy shouted; “Is he hurt? What did he do? Did he hurt someone? Did someone hurt him? Where did you find him? How much is his bail? Talk to me!”

“You must be Nancy, please calm down. Everything is fine, nobody is hurt. I met your dad in the park and offered him a ride home. It turns out we were both soldiers so we talked about the old days; that’s it.”

William exited the car; the entire working staff was outside. Everyone was buzzing around asking if he was okay and showing genuine concern for him.

When things calmed down, Officer Jim said; “It looks like you have quite the extended family that is very concerned about you. You’re a very lucky man. … I have to go now, don’t leave them down. There counting on you. From one vet to another, loose the beard. It doesn’t work for you at all.”

“Thank you Officer Jim. Thanks for everything; whenever you’re thirsty, stop by the restaurant. I own it and you’re always welcome to free coffee.”

Jim thanked him, entered his squad car and drove off. Bill assured everyone that he was fine. He told everyone he walked to the park and made a couple of new friends. Everyone mulled around on the sidewalk for a few moments, then went back inside.

He looked at the clock; 2 PM. Too late to go back to the condo and take a nap. The cot that was in his apartment was in Marcy’s apartment now, so that idea is gone. Bill walked over to the office, inside he seen Christine and Nancy going through one of his sketch books. Well, no nap here.

So he went downstairs to the basement that is cluttered with old chairs, tables and used food service equipment. He moved four chairs into a row and lay down. Within a couple of minutes, he was out like a light.

While he was in the basement sleeping, everyone upstairs was preparing for what they all hoped would be the last dismal Sunday dinner service.

Mrs. Lopez, the primary cook, decided that since the new owner was coming for Sunday dinner and he was having guests, dinner should be special. She made four turkeys and a couple of hams for the Sunday Specials. There is nothing like showing off your cooking skills for the new owner.

Christine and Nancy were still in the office looking at the last of Bill’s sketching books. On the last page was a sketch of a teenage girl. She was wearing a sun dress with what looked like circular patterns on it. Her face had a very sad look on it.

There were the words; “This is the last image I have in my memory of my dream girl that sent me away. I will love you always, where ever you are and I always will.

The two women of separate generations starred at the drawing in silence. After a few moments, Christine said; “That girl resembles my Marcy a little, oh maybe 15, 20 years ago.”

“Christine, since your Marcy’s mom, is her last name the same as yours?”

“Of course child, she never married. Came close once to marring some looser, but that never happened. To answer your question, when I married, I took my husband’s name. Smith is our last name. There’s the problem with a very common name like Smith. We have to use our middle name to avoid confusion, or at least try to.

My legal name is ‘Christine Florence Smith’ and Marcy’s legal name is ‘Marcy Leeann Smith’. She can’t stand the name ‘Leeann’, that’s my sisters’ name. We haven’t talked in years, I don’t ever want to. So unless she has to, she uses Marcy L. Smith.”

“Did Marcy have a boyfriend when she was in school or was she always an old maid?”

“Nancy Swenson, you are brutal! … Her first serious boyfriend was this tall skinny kid with big wavy hair. It was her last year of high school as I remember. 

That boy used to come around and they would go walking around holding hands. He was a real gentleman. The only time he put his arms around her was when he was kissing her goodnight. That boy treated her like she was a goddess that might break.

That boy was so shy; I remember one Sunday he stopped by to take Marcy to the movies. He came to the door and she wasn’t ready for some reason. That gave me the opportunity to talk to this young man and give him some advice. I can’t remember his name to save my life, but I said something to the effect;

‘Boy, she won’t break if you hold her. You should hug her and cuddle her in your arms. Tell her how much you love her. Tell her that you’re going to hold her close and never let her go.’

That boy never took his eyes off his shoes when he said; ‘Ma’am, there is nothing else in the world I would love to do. … But I am so afraid of offending a goddess and chasing her away, I can’t do anything like that.’

Marcy came to the door and they walked off holding hands. That was on a Sunday. The following day, she was another person. She was in a terrible down mood. I asked her what happened. That foolish child of mine told that young man to go way and never see her again. He did something to set her off.

The only thing she ever said was; she was scarred of him. I asked if he touched her in anyway or said something and she said emphatically ‘no’. That was the end of our conversation about that boy. He joined the army, that’s about all I knew.

She kept a scrapbook about him, his military career and then he went to work for some company that hires retired soldiers. She had every news article and scrap of information about him. … A few years ago, she received word that he was killed in an ambush by some terrorist types. … She gave the scrapbook to his mother and she never spoke of him again.”

“Oh my, no wonder Marcy is the way she is. … I never knew why she is so shy and reclusive. Marcy told me about working at a big company, then leaving and moving to be an actress. Being disillusioned with acting, broke and having to move back here with you.

She never told me about the accident with her face. One day in the shop, she took off her scarf to fix her hair. It startled me something bad; I never told her what I seen.”

Jill opened the office door; “Sorry to break up the artistic review committee; we have Sunday customers. Nancy, could you be a darling and give Mrs. Lopez a hand? She needs an extra set of ‘clean’ hands for a while. Lock the door on your way out. William would not be very pleasant if he found the office door unlocked.”

The three generations of women left the office for their separate duties. Jill had seated the customers. Christine went over to the tables and told them about the Daily Specials.

Nancy had washed her hands, put on an apron and went into the kitchen.

“Mrs. Lopez, my mom sent me back here to give you some help. What can I do to help you Mrs. Lopez?”

“Nancy, we are never going to get anything done if you keep calling me Mrs. Lopez, call me Carmen. Now, have you ever worked in a kitchen before?”

“I helped mom slice onions once; I have this scar on my thumb to prove it.”

“Ah, that’s not good. Here, wrap these potatoes with aluminum foil and put them in the oven. On that table is a bag of fresh peas. Open each pod and put the peas in this pot.”

Nancy went on being the prep cook for tonight’s dinners. She enjoyed working with Carmen and learned the very basics of food preparation.

Four o’clock rolled around and there was no William to be found. His guests have arrived and nobody knows where Bill is. Jill and Nancy started to go into the panic mode. They seated Lori and her parents. They asked where their host was that invited them to dinner.

Jill trying to act calm; “We seemed to have misplaced him. Please give us a few minutes and we will figure out where he went.”

Christine noticed the pair nervously chattering away and walked over; “I may be an old forgetful woman, but did either of you two think of calling him?”

The mother and daughter duo looked at each other and said in unison; “Oops!”

Jill has Bill’s cell phone number in her speed dial. In a voice that sounded like she just graduated charm school;

“Hello William, did I wake you? … I’m so sorry, but your guests that you invited to dinner are here. ….. Yes, Lori and her parents. …. Yes, it’s four o’clock. …. Where are you? …. You’re downstairs? …. Get your ass up here!”

Nancy walked over to Lori’s table; “My dad went downstairs and fell asleep. He should be up in a minute. He can fall sleep at almost any time and almost anywhere.”

William came out through the kitchen doors and went to the table. Nancy was introduced to the Donleavy’s and greetings were exchanged all around the table. The group engaged in the usual small talk for a few minutes when Jill arrived with two bottles of wine. She set the bottles down along with some glasses. Opened the bottles and in a cheery voice;

“Lori, your parents look like they could use something to loosen them up a little. Here folks, have a little something to take the edge off and loosen up your lips.”

Lori’s parents almost instantly poured themselves glasses of wine. They asked Bill if he wanted some, he declined sighting medical reasons. The group ordered their dinners. The Donleavy parents and Nancy ordered turkey, while Lori and William ordered ham. When the dinners arrived, the conversation turned to their mundane dinner choices.

Soon after they exhausted their small talk and dinners, William said; “So Brian, I was hoping that you and your charming family would show up for dinner today. I really figured that you and Melanie would be no shows. Since your all here, you must have discovered that you have a very interesting daughter.”

Brian finished another glass of wine; “Melanie and I thought it would be a good idea for the three of us to go out and break bread with the man that rescued our daughter. We have been listening and talking, mostly listening. It has been an enlightening experience.”

Melanie was in the middle of her third glass; “As you can see, we had her late in life. I was forty four when Lori came along. We try to be the best parents we can be. I don’t quite understand why Lori wanted to run away from home, I mean what was the real reason?”

Bill looked at Lori; “Should I tell them the real reason?”

Lori shrugged her shoulders; “Sure, I guess so. … How do you know the real reason? I never told you why I ran away from home.”

Nancy is having bad visions of what her dad is about to say. She had to say something fast; “Dad, do you really think this is the time and place for this?”

Bill leaned forward; “Oh hell yeah. Lori, your parents talked to you but never listened to you, this boy Freddie comes along and listens to your every word. He listens to your every word so he can tell you exactly what you want to hear.”

Lori was mesmerized by Williams’s voice and sat completely silent. Melanie asked; “Why would he do that?”

“The bottom line for that sixteen year old boy is to promise Lori anything she wants to hear so he can get into her pants.”

Nancy said in a stern voice; “Dad, these are dinner guests. Behave yourself please. You’re not in an army barracks with your buddies. … I am so sorry; my dad hasn’t had much practice with his social skills lately. … You folks are the first dinner guests we ever had.”

The Donleavy’s looked surprised and that did not go unnoticed by Bill. Trying to undo his rather shocking outburst of fact, he needed to defuse the situation.

“So Lori, how have your parents been treating you since we all last met? Please call me Bill. You and I had lunch together with ice cream; that makes us old friends.”

“I still feel so strange calling you by your first name. … They have been wonderful, mom and dad actually listen. … I don’t know what to say anymore.”

“I’ll take that as a ‘thank you’ and you’re welcome. To you Brian and Melanie, you are always welcome at my place for dinner; especially if I’m not buying hahaha.”

The whole group laughed and Melanie asked; “Bill, how old were you when your daughter Nancy came along? You look a little young to have an eighteen year old daughter.”

“To be accurate Melanie, I was thirty-six. To be honest and not mislead you, I am not Nancy’s birth father.

That’s why none of our facial features resemble each other. Nancy and I contractually adopted each other a few days ago as father and daughter.”

Brian sat there with a look of amazement on his face and poured another drink. Melanie looked almost offended.

“I’m going to be frank with you. Nancy and I have spent countless hours talking about everything and anything. It’s a parental communications thing. Oops, I don’t mean that the way it came out. I have absolutely no parenting skills or experience. You two are years ahead of me in that department.”

Lori leaned over towards Nancy and asked in a low tone voice; “Nancy, did you two ever talk about, well you know, ‘hooking up’?”

Nancy replied; “You mean sex don’t you? Sure we talked about sex. The first evening we met, we talked about sex. Let me tell you about how I met my dad and our first sit down and get to know each other meeting.”

She went into a shortened version of their first meeting and how Bill guessed at the meaning of the phrase ‘hooking up’.

Everyone chuckled when Nancy said; “The generations are separated by a common language, English. … Our parents think ‘hooking up’ involves a tow truck.”

When the laughing stopped, Brian asked; “William, how long have you been in the restaurant business?”

“I bought the place a few days ago.”

Melanie chimed in; “So what did you do before getting into the restaurant business? You have that rugged construction worker look about you. Lori told us that you had experience dealing with Middle Eastern tribal leaders. Were you in construction over there?”

“I look like this because of fourteen years in the very sunny Middle East as an employee for a private security contractor; I was a bodyguard for extremely high profile assassination targets. Before that, I was the Army for four years; Para rescue Recovery Specialist. We used to go and rescue soldiers and pilots from hostels. Before that, I was high school.”

Trying to break that line of conversation, Nancy asked; “Melanie, what do you and your husband do for a living?”

“Brian works for a delivery service company as a driver and I am working in the mailroom for an insurance company. Brian delivers the office supplies; I sort the mail and ration the supplies out. … Our jobs are not anywhere as exciting as your last two occupations must have been.”

“Melanie …. I wouldn’t exactly use the term ‘exciting’, more like boredom, followed by hours of diligence, which were occasionally infused with moments of absolute horror.”

The table fell dead silent. Nancy saw what was happening and tried to lighten up the mood.

“Now that the jobs situation is clear, let’s get some desert.”

Lori picked up on the somber mood; “The last time I was here, I had homemade soup that came out of a can. May I have some homemade apple pie that probably came from a factory?”

Everyone chuckled with restraint. Bill noticed the atmosphere was still a little thick. ‘What do I do now?’ he thought.

“Whatever your little heart would like, I can make it happen. There is one little problem with the factory apple pie; it’s not from a factory. Mrs. Lopez, the cook, bakes fresh pies at home and brings them here. … I think Mrs. Lopez is trying to show off her skills and talents to the new boss.”

Bill ordered pie, ice cream and coffee for everyone except Lori. She preferred milk instead.

After the desert and the small talk was finished, Lori said; “Mister Bill, I guess you won the bet. You fixed my parents and I bet you couldn’t. You won and I lost. Now what did I lose? We never talked about what we were betting for. Do I have to wash dishes?”

“Good grief, no dishwashing or anything like that. We both won; there is no loser in this bet. My daughter and I were able to have dinner with you and your parents. You won by making peace with your parents. Nobody really lost, we all won. … Now I know you all want to get home in a timely fashion, I have a couple more surprises.”

Bill walked over to the kitchen and asked Carmen to make up two turkey dinners and one ham dinner to go.

“I’ll be back in 15 minutes to pick them up. Thank you Carmen.”

He walked back to the table where everyone was standing.

“Come outside, I have something to show you.”

The group walked outside and Bill reached into his pocket and pulled out a ring of keys. He opened the theater door and invited everyone inside. He walked over and turned on all the lights.

“This is the crown jewel of the building.” he said with great pride.

William gave them the complete tour of the theater. When he had finished they all went outside.

Bill locked the door; “I’m going to open the theater as soon as I can work out the staffing details and stuff like that. Are you interested in a part time job at a movie theater Miss Lori Donleavy?”

The glow on her face and the shine in her eyes said everything; “Mom, Dad I could start saving for college! … Oh Mister Bill I’ll be your best worker! … Oh my, what would I be doing?”

“First you have to qualify for the job. You will have to do well in school and finish your homework first. No smoking and no getting pregnant. We can figure out the rest later. … Brian; let’s go back to the restaurant for a moment. Carmen has your dinners for tomorrow night ready for you to pick up.”

While walking into the restaurant, Brian asked; “Why the free dinners and the job offer for Lori? Don’t misunderstand me; I am really grateful for everything. But how did you know and why?”

“I read the newspapers every day; I know it’s tough out there. My old boss told me to do nice things for people. If I can help you and your family in some small way I will. Maybe I’m looking for redemption. Don’t worry about it. We all had an interesting evening; don’t give it more thought than it’s worth.”

Brian grabbed the to-go bags and the two men went outside where the ladies were waiting.

They all exchanged pleasantries and the moment before the Donleavy’s turned, Bill said; “Brian, tell Melanie and Lori that you love them, and you always will. They are too precious to lose for any reason, make sure they understand that.”

“William, thank you for everything and I certainly will.”

The Donleavy’s walked over to their old car and within a few moments drove off.

Nancy looked at Bill; “You really are something else; I really love you for it. I need to have a woman to woman talk or at least a mother daughter talk with my mom. Could you find something to do for a few minutes that don’t involve you getting in trouble or taking in stray cats?”

“Sure, I want to talk to Carmen anyway.”

Back into the restaurant they went and off to their separate destinations.

Nancy saw Jill first and walked toward her, while William went to the kitchen to see Mrs. Lopez.

The conversations went something like this: 

“Hey mom, do you have a couple minutes that you can spend with me? I need some help with a secret that is really bothering me.”

“Sure I can help you. … I didn’t think that my all grown up daughter that moved out would need advice from her mother. … Especially since my little Nancy is living with a man twice her age. … Now what’s the secret? Are you pregnant with Williams’s child? … Does he want you to do ‘things’ that don’t feel natural?

I remember when I was pregnant with you from that sperm donor Roy Bean, that’s your biological father. … He disappeared and I never heard from him again. … I kept my pregnancy a secret until I began to show. My father noticed my breasts getting larger rather fast.

As soon as I started showing, my religious fanatic parents threw me out of the house. I was so lucky that Uncle Peter and his partner Dean hated my parents so much, they took me in. I was seventeen, pregnant and living with two gay guys. At least I had a roof over my head. It’s a shame neither one could be a father figure to you, but I think we did alright.

I’m sorry dear; I got carried away with my old secrets. Now what advice can I give to my all grown up daughter? Now what’s bothering you darling? First time in bed with a man jitters? Don’t worry; nature will take care of everything. See, I’m always here for you.”

“Mom, you are so clueless it’s frightening. You need to find Mister Right real soon. The reason I asked to talk to you was I have questions about something I have no experience in. It is something that doesn’t involve sex mother; only people that were in love a long time ago. Never mind, I’ll work it out for myself.”

Nancy turned and walked towards the kitchen where Bill was. She met him coming out the kitchen door.

“Hi dad, how did your conversation with Carmen go?”

“It went great. I found out that Mrs. Lopez makes pies for several restaurants in the area at home. It’s extra income for her. To help her out, I asked her if she would like to use the restaurant kitchen to make her pies. There are plenty of prep tables and ovens she can use when we are closed. … She asked me how much rent, I told her one apple pie a week. I really like the apple pies with diced apples not the chunks.”

“What did she say to your offer?”

“She started crying and said thank you. She makes around 50 pies a week at home, using her kitchen table and stove. She would set a timer and sleep while the pies were baking. Now she can bake them all in a couple of hours before work. … Before I forget, I need to talk to your mother about a couple of things and then we can go home.”

“Okay, I’m going to talk to Carmen for a while. Come and get me when you’re finished with that psychotic woman that calls herself my mother.”

Nancy walked into the kitchen where it was obvious that Mrs. Lopez was in the process of finishing composing herself; “Oh Nancy, I didn’t expect to see you again this evening. … Is there something I can do for you?”

“Mrs. Lopez, I have a big secret and I don’t know what to do about it. I tried to talk to my mother, that didn’t work at all. I need some help with my dad William.”

“He is a wonderful man; did he tell you what he did for me? Whatever I can do for him or you; is no problem. Whatever you need, I will help.”

“Mrs. Carmen, can we go somewhere to talk in private?”

“My name is Carmen and we can go downstairs. That way we can hear anyone coming.”

The two women went downstairs, sat down and Nancy told Carmen everything about William’s long lost love for a Marcy L. Smith. How she put the pieces together talking to him, Christine, sketch books and scrapbooks. Nancy also told Carmen about the events of the day, where the two touched, but didn’t recognize each other.

“Marcy is getting a makeover and will probably head directly to her new apartment as soon as she’s done. I want to go, get her and bring her to William. But I’m afraid of what might happen with her being so sensitive and all.”

Carmen looked at Nancy with those soft brown eyes; “You’re in love, that is your problem.”

“No I’m not! He is way too old for me. I am not in love, no I’m not.”

“You’re in love with your father and you fear that ‘this other woman’ will take him away. Oh you’re not in love with him in a wife-husband way, but a daughter-father way. Without thinking about it, you will try to protect him from whatever you may think is a threat. That is a natural human instinct.

Here is what you do, you go home tonight and make peace in your mind that everything is going to be alright. … We need to keep Marcy and William separated tomorrow, that is your job. There is just too much going on here tomorrow. Marcy already told your mom that she will not be here for the cleanup or for opening day, that is good. She has to wait for the furniture to be delivered.

You figure out how to keep William busy tomorrow and have him shave before Tuesday morning. I will call my daughter, she works at a TV station along with one of my son’s and I will let them know that the restaurant is having a grand reopening at 11:00 AM Tuesday. I’ll also let them in on the surprise. Let’s do it about 11:30 AM that should make the lunchtime news.

Your mom wants to serve cheeseburgers as samples. Linda is going cut the burgers outside into quarters and hand them out with you. … At 11:30, I will ask William to help bring out a tray of burgers. When you see us both outside, run to the resale shop and tell Marcy that I need to see her right now. Tell her it’s super important. Tell her whatever you have to; just get her near the table.

When they get close, you introduce Marcy to William and I will introduce William to Marcy. …. If you’re right, my daughter will have a lot more to report than what they came for.”

“Mrs. Carmen, what a great plan. Let’s do it!”

“Your shaking Nancy, stop that. You and everyone will be fine. Here, wipe those tears away before your father becomes suspicious. I may be the oldest employee here, but my name is still Carmen.”

Nancy let out a chuckle while sniffling.

The door opened, Bill walked down the stairs; “I thought it was strange that you two could disappear without a trace. … It looks like two of my favorite women had a good talk. … Good, come on Nancy, let’s go over to Monica’s and peek in the window. We could see what Marcy looks like without her scarf and watch her getting her makeover.”

“No! Let’s go home and leave that woman alone. She’s had enough traumas for one day. Seeing your bearded face gawking through the window would not be the best therapy for her.”

“I’m kidding you silly girl. I would never even think of invading her or any woman’s privacy. Let’s go home. I’ve had too much food and too much Donleavy’s”

“Good deal, I need to talk to that psychotic woman again, it will only take a moment.”

The trio walked upstairs, Nancy walked up to Jill and their conversation was very short.

Jill looked at William; “Alright big boy, tomorrows going to be a long day. Almost all the employees are coming in to work, except Marcy. Nancy thinks I will need two more bodies, any ideas on who should I call?”

“Let me make a call, stand by and I’ll get right back to you.”

Bill looked through his wallet and pulled out a business card, looked at it and dialed a number.

“Hello, is this Phyllis? … Hi Phyllis, this is William Cann, Nancy’s dad. … Yes I am fine, thank you. The reason I am calling you is I was wondering if you would like to make five hundred dollars cash tomorrow. … No, it does not involve driving around. … I’m shutting down the restaurant for a day so we can clean the place. … Yes, and Jill the manager needs two more people to help clean. … Your partner is welcome to come along.

Yes she will get the five hundred cash also. … Great, does your partner have a name? … Bert, that’s short for Roberta. … Yes, I will let the staff know not to call you Phil. … Phyllis and Bert will be here tomorrow morning at six thirty. … No, I’m telling Jill the manager who is coming. … I think Jill figured out your situation because she is standing next to me listening. … I’m sure she couldn’t care less. … I don’t think there will be any problem with you and Bert. … Good night.

That was Phyllis the taxi driver. Nice woman, she strikes me as very honest. Just don’t call her Phil.”

Jill looked at Bill with puzzlement on her face; “Where the hell do you find these people? Only you could come up with a lesbian cab driver and her partner. What’s next; circus acrobats and clowns?”

“Mom, calm down. Phyllis is a nice woman. She drove me all around town the other day while shopping. She’s like you and me; well she’s not psychotic anyway.”

William noticed the hostility escalating fast; “I’ll stay away tomorrow. I don’t think I could stand the elevated estrogen levels if I were to show up. Thinking of the staff whining to me about you sends shivers down my spine. … This place is yours; I’ll see you Tuesday morning. Good night everyone, see you all Tuesday.”

Nancy and Bill walked outside. They were both looking at the darkened theater when Nancy said; “Let’s stop by the Patel’s and buy some popcorn. I feel like a movie.”

The pair walked over to the Patel’s convenience store and purchased micro-wave popcorn and a six pack of cold beer. They walked outside to the cab stand, entered a waiting cab and went back to the condo.

Bill went to the spare bedroom, changed into sweat pants and his old tee shirt. Nancy went into the master bedroom, undressed down to her bra and briefs. Completely at peace with the world, she walked over to Bill’s room, knocked on the door and yelled for him to pass her his shirt.

He was humming a song that he had heard on the radio earlier today. He heard the knock and opened the door wide to see her standing in all her glory with her hand outstretched.

“Ah! You scared the hell out of me. I’m not used to opening a door and seeing someone almost naked with her hand out.”

“Good grief, I came for your shirt; since there is ham glaze on it, give me the tee shirt you’re wearing. That will be even better. It will have more of your scent on it.”

“Here, now go make yourself un-naked, you’re making me nervous. I shouldn’t be around an almost naked teenager.”

She turned and walked away mumbling something to herself. A couple of minutes later; William is in the kitchen. Nancy walked in wearing nothing but her briefs and his sleeveless tee shirt. He took one look at her and said with absolute authority; “What you are wearing is fine if you were in a sorority house with a bunch of girls watching TV. That is unacceptable to watch TV with a man twice your age. Go find a robe or put more clothes on; then we can talk.

She left and returned a solid two minutes later wearing the very robe her mother held in front of her when she stayed the other evening. Nancy sat down at the kitchen table and had this down beaten look about her.

“Can I ask you something important? I mean I really need to know if I am falling out of favor with you. First I see you with Susan and then Lori. Then you scold me for acting like your daughter. I’ve got so much on my mind; I don’t know what is right and what is wrong anymore.”

“First, let’s have a beer and talk this out. You are not falling out of favor with me. Trust me; you will know when something bothers me. … Your state of undress upset me quite a bit. I am a grown man with feelings. I may look like some ne’er-do-well that came out of a dark alley, but I really do have feelings and emotions.

Even if I was your biological father that changed your diapers and gave you bubble baths as a young girl, it wouldn’t be appropriate seeing you undressed. You’re an attractive woman; you’re not a child anymore.”

Nancy replied in a very sharp tone; “I’ll bet you wouldn’t mind if Susan Braden was walking around wearing nothing but a thong and her boobs bulging out the sides of your tee shirt.”

“That is a very unfair thing to say, you are not Susan Braden.”

Aggressively Nancy responded; “Oh you’re so right. She has those silky long legs, perfect figure and huge breasts. Let’s not even talk about how beautiful she is with her perfect hair. Let’s not compare the ultimate woman that reeks with charm and grace to short, uncultured and unpolished me.”

He noticed the tears hiding behind the anger in her eyes while she twisted the beer can around in circles.

Bill looked and warmly responded; “I would not trade fifty Susan’s for you. You’re my daughter and my best friend. I don’t know whether to spank you being so foolish or hug you do death.”

With misty eyes she said; “How about a hug until I pass out.”

They hugged each other and she wiped away her tears.

William spoke first “Have some more beer and I will try to help you to understand where I’m coming from. I have lived my adult life with the Japanese code of Bushido. Which roughly translates to; ‘The Way of the Warrior’ or what we Americans would call the Japanese Samurai code of conduct. Some of the virtues that are emphasized are; duty, honor and loyalty.

Seeing you in undressed is not unpleasant to my eyes. On the other hand, you are an adult woman, half my age and my daughter. One side of my brain is saying; ‘Nice’ and my imagination would like to take off in that direction and the other side is saying; ‘Get some clothes on that child, what the hell is the matter with you?’

A few weeks ago, the only thing I would see on most women is their eyes and the faces of a very few. Besides that, I was constantly worried about being killed. Now my world is upside down. Since I woke up in the hospital, my world had been in chaos. I’ve been flying on instinct and I’m scared shitless.”

“Dad, you’re not alone. My entire life has been over shadowed by mom barely making ends meet. My clothes were from second hand stores. We moved here in that junk car and the economy goes to hell. Mom becomes a waitress at a dying restaurant and I get a part time job at a dying resale shop.

Then you came along. Wholly cow, have all of our lives changed. We all thought that our lives couldn’t get any worse and we had hit bottom. You came around and wow did things change. Do you have any idea how much of an effect you have had on so many people? There is no gauge that can measure it. All of us only want the best for you. It’s like I told Marcy; my knight in shining armor came and rescued me.”

 “Are you referring to that fat body Ricky in front of the resale shop?”

“Yes, tell me something please. Were you trying to scare or kill him?”

“Truthfully, I wanted him to understand the error of his ways before I squeezed the life out of him.”

“You were prepared to do that because that animal slapped and dragged me around?”

“Remember Bushido; duty, honor and loyalty. You are my friend and you are my family. I have a duty to take revenge on your enemies, my honor is at stake. I am as loyal to you as you are to me. … Back in the day of the samurai, to even touch their face was an insult. To strike a Samurai would likely result in the offenders death. Ricky left me with no choice, act or I would lose my honor.”

She sat there with eyes wide in wonderment. After a brief pause; “Wow, you think of me as a Samurai? … Dad, you’re the best. … I was beginning to think you were going to start taking in stray cats next.”

“No stray cats. Let’s nuke the popcorn and watch the greatest love story ever told. Let’s finish that movie Casablanca; with Bogart and Bergman.
Now that your mother isn’t here with her top open and being a nuisance, we can actually see the movie. I’ll grab the beer and you bring the popcorn.”

“Please don’t bring up my mother; I’ve had enough of her for one day. While were waiting for the popcorn, how many bushido virtues are there?”

“There are seven virtues and three related virtues. Oops the popcorn is almost done, let’s go watch the movie.”

After a few minutes, they retired to the comfort of the sofa. Bill asked; “Could you move the popcorn between us? I need beer and popcorn to watch this movie.”

After the movie was over, Nancy looked over at William; “They were so in love, they were willing to sacrifice anything and everything for the other. …. Oh my god, I wonder what it is like to love someone that much. … To love someone so much, that you’re willing to let them go.”

“It is devastating down to your very soul. I hope that you never ever have to experience that level of emotional pain. It leaves you hollow inside.”

After a long awkward pause; “My young Nancy, it’s time for bed. You sleep on the king size bed in the master bedroom. I will sleep right here on my sofa bed. … You ‘will’ stay in your bed at the other end of the condo, and I will sleep alone here. Understood?”

“Yes father dearest. Anything you say, right. I will obey your every wish.”

“Are you screwing with me because I’m tired and have quite a good buzz going on right now?”

“Yes I am. Go take your meds and get some sleep, we have a big day tomorrow.”

“Nancy; am I going to wake up in the middle of the night and find you in or near my bed?”

“Yes, I need to keep tabs on you. If you think I can sleep worrying about you at the other end of the condo, you’re very wrong.”

“Alright, you win. I’ll sleep in the spare room next to yours. I will even prop the door open so if you get up in the middle of the night, you’ll be able to see that I am fine. I promise I will sleep quietly tonight.”

The pair retired to their bedrooms. Later that night, William awoke to the sound of Nancy’s voice. He got out of bed and went into Nancy’s room where she was talking in her sleep.

Inside Nancy’s mind was a beer fueled dreamscape, the likes of which she had never experienced before. … She was standing at the end of a sand and gravel walkway, which was leading to a Shogun’s palace.

Standing about ten paces in front of her were two samurai, dressed in daily clothing. Each one was wearing a sword and tanto (dagger), both sheathed. Nancy on the other hand was wearing full samurai armor with sword and tanto drawn at her sides. … She took the sword that is in her right hand and drew a line across the path in the sand.

With the voice of absolute conviction; “I have been chosen to be the personal guard of the Shogun Cann. … I know that you have come to displace the Shogun’s Princess. … Susan and Jill, you have no Shogun, you are no longer Samurai. You have no honor, you are both Ronin.

I have drawn a line of death. Beware if you cross that line, you will be greeted by your ancestors.”

She stopped talking and lay on the bed in total silence, body rigid.

In her mind, she had crouched down into an assault position with sword raised so the handle was at eye level, waiting for the attack. She heard the Shogun’s voice coming from all around her.

At that exact moment, Bill leaned over and whispered; “Nancy Swenson, you are and always will be my friend. I love you Nancy Swenson, daughter of William; goodnight.”

Her dreamscape instantly faded away.

She exhaled a deep breath, rolled over and relaxed. William pulled the covers over her, went back to bed and wondered ‘what’s next?’ Within a few minutes, he was out cold.

End of Chapter 10
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 11

The following morning William woke up as usual, before 5 AM. He walked over to Nancy’s room and checked to see if everything is okay. He pulled up her covers and silently shut the door. Gathered his clothes for the day and went into the bathroom. He took a quick shower, attended to his personal hygiene and it was off to the convenience store to get some coffee.

Bill had the coffee and newspapers on the counter, ready to check out when his phone rang. He looked at the screen and it was Nancy calling. What’s wrong? What’s happened to Nancy? Is someone breaking in? Is the condo on fire? His adrenalin level shot through the roof thinking of all the things that could be wrong.”

“Nancy, what’s wrong? Are you alright?”

“Yes, I’m fine. Have you left the convenience store yet?”

“No, is there something you need? I’ll get it while I’m here.”

“I need a large coffee not that flavored crap, regular and financial newspapers, and tampons.”

“Nancy, there is something wrong with my phone. You want coffee, newspapers and what? I don’t understand that word and I am sure not going to repeat what I thought I heard.”

“Dad, go to the baby diapers isle. Tampons are usually in that isle. Just grab a package, it won’t bite you.”

(After several seconds of heavy breathing over the phone) 

“Okay, I found the isle that has you know what in it. Ah here we are; regular, super, super plus, scented and unscented. Who gives a dam if their scented or not? Why am I even asking that question? What the hell am I doing in this isle anyway?

Oh my god, the woman behind the counter is shooting me dirty looks! She must think I’m a pervert starring at all ‘those’ things.”

“Dad, you’re going to hyperventilate and pass out. You’re a big man, you can do this. Now compose yourself and repeat after me; regular tampon.”

“Regular Ta … Tam …. Tamper …. I can’t say that. Those female products women need.”

“Dad, grab the package that says regular and come home. Bring the coffee and newspapers with you.”

“What if someone sees me carrying them? What if the woman cashier says something? Should I have her come over and get them for me?”

“Dad, this is enough already. Take a deep breath …. You have to breathe out now. Reach down and grasp that package like it’s a bag of your favorite cookies. Do you have it in your hand?”

“No, yes, I got them.”

“Now what does the package say?”

“Tam … Tamp … Regular … Unscented.”

“Now stop shaking, walk up to the counter like you’re a manly man that is totally in charge. Smile and give her some money. I’ll see you back here in a little bit.”

William walks up to the counter, the cashier smiles and says; “I see that you found everything that you were looking for. … Did you see that we have the thirty-six count tampons on special this week? Would you like to get them instead? It will save you two dollars!”

“No thank you, I am feeling extremely ill at the moment.”

“You must be coming down with something, your all red and sweating.”

The woman rang everything up on the register and gave him his total. It seemed to him that she was in slow motion putting the tampons in a bag. She was putting everything else in the bag first, tampons last.

While the cashier was working, an attractive young woman came in and looked at the tampons on the counter. Bill swore that she let out a little giggle on her way past. After paying the total, he could not get out of the store fast enough.

Back at the condo, the two were laughing so hard about his encounter with tampons, Nancy’s side was hurting. The pair composed themselves and sat down at the table to drink their coffees. William looked over at Nancy while she was in the process of taking a drink; that’s when he dropped the bomb.

“Do you know you talk in your sleep little lady? That beer had quite an effect on you. It made you talk in your sleep.”

“That’s nice; I’m reading an article on how to pick stocks. The guy that wrote this is an idiot. He doesn’t have a clue about fundamentals.”

“I think you may have been dreaming about your mother and someone else.”

“Oh I don’t think I would waste my time dreaming about her or any another woman, that’s for sure. Please, spare me.”

Bill being slightly annoyed by being blown off; “I have been chosen to be the personal guard of the Shogun Cann. … I know that you have come to displace the Shogun’s Princess. … Susan and Jill, you have no Shogun, you are no longer Samurai. You have no honor, you are both Ronin. ... I have drawn a line of death. Beware if you cross that line, you will be greeted by your ancestors.”

The young daughter had a violent reaction with the coffee, the liquid came back up and out of places it is not supposed to. After she stopped choking and sneezing;

“Give me paper towels quick! … Oh the dreams I had last night. … If that’s what beer does, I don’t want anymore.

“You must have had one hell of a dream last night. You were talking so loudly, you got me out of bed.”

Nancy sat cleaning up the mess looking somewhat embarrassed.

“I promise I will never tell anyone what you said my little onna-bugeisha; by the way, that means female samurai. Now tell me where you were and what you seen in your dream.”

She told him about the palace and the walkway. Also about the clothes everyone was wearing. It was her turn to drop a little surprise of her own.

“I heard your voice saying; ‘Nancy Swenson, you are and always will be my friend. I love you Nancy Swenson, daughter of William; goodnight.’

I rolled over and you pulled the covers over me. Was that part of the dream too?”

“Well, that all depends on your point of view; Nancy Swenson, daughter of William. This is a dream that has come true for me.”

The two hugged and Nancy announced; “I need to get my butt in gear. I have to be at the university at 8:30 for orientation. Since the term has already started, they assigned a Mrs. Baker to bring me up to speed.”

She suddenly got the saddest look on her face. Bill noticed and asked: “What happened? You look like your best friend punched you in the stomach.”

“I was thinking when I was at the university; they had me take some tests. Mrs. Baker said that with my aptitude, I should be able to catch up within a week or so at home on the computer. Then I should move on campus and go into accelerated classes.”

“That is fantastic news! We need to figure out how to celebrate.”

“It’s not really good news. I move out of my mothers’ apartment and you take me into your condo. We are going to be moving out of the condo and into the apartment in a couple of days. I’ll get the apartment the way we like it; then I’ll be moving into a dormitory. … Everything is moving too fast right now.”

“Don’t give it a thought. We have our cell phones; we can talk and send pictures to each other. Don’t worry your Samurai head over this, it will be fine.”

“Dad, you’re the best thing that ever happened to me, even when you’re patronizing.”

They both laughed and went to breakfast. During their topics of discussions at breakfast, the topic of Marcy and the resale shop came up.

“Dad, since Marcy is sitting in an empty store, why not get the builder and the architect over there today? Let’s get this project started.”

“That is a wonderful idea! … I’ll call Bruno right now. He should know of a good architect that is available. It’s not like builders and architects are busy right now.”

Bill retrieved his phone and made the call.

“Good morning Bruno, this is William Cann from the Parkway Theater Building. … How’s business doing today? … It’s slower than molasses in January; that’s pretty slow. The reason I called is the resale shop that you and I looked at is vacant. … Do you know of an architect that is available so we can put this project on the fast track? …. Your son-in-law is available? … That is wonderful news. Could you two stop by the resale shop this morning and get this project going? …. Thank you Bruno, the girls name in the store is Marcy. Be gentle with her, she’s a little sensitive. …. Get my business manager some hard numbers; she will cut you a check for the down payment.

(Bruno arguing over the phone dictating his terms)

Bruno, are you done? ... Good, here are my terms. It is Monday morning; bring your architect to the resale shop. Figure out what you need to demo and get started. Get some hard construction cost numbers ready for my business manager by this afternoon. If you’re not too far out of line, she will cut you a check for ten percent of the total. If you finish by Friday night, she will pay the balance plus a ten percent bonus.

(Pause while Bruno is talking)

If you don’t finish Friday night, you don’t get paid until you’re done. And you can forget about the ten percent bonus. That is my deal Bruno.

(Bruno is using some harsh language)

Bruno, do you eat with that mouth? Good grief, if you’re too busy, I’ll take my business elsewhere. There’s that restaurant construction contractor over on the east side that keeps calling me. If you don't want my business, I’ll call him. I have his number here somewhere.

(Bruno is using some more language and apologizing)

So you and your son-in-law will be at the resale shop by 9AM, thank you Bruno. I will make sure Marcy knows you’re coming. By the way, she lives in the apartment upstairs. …. Oh, my business managers’ name is Nancy Swenson. …. Don’t worry, if you’re on the site, she will find you. …. Bye Bruno.”

William closed the phone and smiled at Nancy; “That is your first lesson in business. The construction rehabilitation industry is in shambles, there is almost no work out there. … So that leaves us writing the deal, not him.”

“Is there some contractor on the eastside calling you?”

“Of course not, I made it up. It’s a negotiation tool; tell whomever you’re in negotiations with, that you have an alternative. They lose their bargaining power and you get what you want or you go elsewhere. … Don’t use that technique to brow beat people. Use it to be fair and to keep people honest. When you meet Bruno, no matter what price he quotes you, look at the quote and say;

‘Bruno, at this price you must be using oak two by fours and gold pipe.’

Watch his face. Before he can speak, say; ‘okay, you drive a hard bargain. Who do I make the check payable to?’ Go ahead and write him a check. That way you establish a working relationship with him. It’s a way of saying ‘I’m watching and reading, don’t screw with me.’

Now, see if you can contact Marcy to let her know what’s going on. I’ll go pay the breakfast check while you take care of business.”

Nancy called the resale shop and left a message for Marcy to expect Bruno this morning. The pair went outside and decided to walk back to the condo. While walking back; the conversation was about Williams’ beard.

“Dad, I’m going to give you a piece of advice. The beard has to go, today. The bald head with the stitches is one thing; the rag nasty beard is not a good look. … I have time before school. When we get back to the condo, I’ll shave you!”

With question in his voice; “Ah, we’ll see about that.”

When they arrived back at the condo, Nancy had him sit on the toilet. She trimmed his beard the best she could with a pair of scissors, that way the hair would go down the toilet and not clog the sink.

She made him wash his face with very hot soapy water to soften the beard. While he was washing, she gathered the shaving cream and disposable razors. When he finished, she told him to sit back on the toilet. With two hands filled with shaving cream, she rubbed the shaving cream into the remaining stubble.

“Now do as I say, don’t talk or move unless I tell you to.” she said with authority.

Bill folded his arms and she proceeded to start the shaving operation. The first few strokes had Bill going into the panic mode. She was so clumsy; he thought she was going to cut an ear off or something. Then she seemed to be very at ease and she handled the razor like a pro. Nancy must have seen the concern in Bill’s eyes.

“I had to get used to holding the razor facing away from me, now it’s easy. Your beard is so hard; shaving you is like shaving a porcupine. Not that I would know what shaving a porcupine would be like. That is one tough beard mister.”

Nancy finished shaving and him and decided to ask a pertinent question; “I have an interesting question for you. How do you shave your head? I mean the area around the stitches there is no hair growing anymore. But what about the rest of your head, hair grows there doesn’t it?”

“When I shower, I lather up my dome and shave every other day. I rub my hand around and feel for the rough spots, that’s it.”

Nancy’s voice was filled with adventure and curiosity; “Hold still, I want to feel something.”

Bill felt Nancy’s hand gently touching the skin covering the metal plate in his head. He could feel pressure from her fingers on his skin. Then what felt and sounded like metal against bone.

“Your skull is soft where they repaired you; I can feel the metal plate. It feels like the soft spot on an infant’s head. When I pushed, it moved in and back out. Oh that is so gross.”

“Thank you for the shave and your medical opinion. I think it’s time for you to go to school.”

Bill washed up and Nancy put everything away. While the pair was leaving the condo, William made sure that he had his wallet, phone and today’s newspaper. They went downstairs and flagged a cab. Nancy gave the driver the address for their destination. While on her way to her first day at college, the conversation was very limited. They agreed to meet at the condo and go to dinner to celebrate tonight.

Nancy asked; “Are you going to stay out of trouble while I’m not around? You seem to have a proclivity for getting into trouble when you’re alone. Maybe I should take all my classes online. That way I can be around if you need me.”

“That is almost as funny as your mother wanting to move in with me while you’re away at school. You two would make a great comedy duo. I’m a big boy now, I’m sure I can make it through the day on my own. … I have a newspaper, I’m sure I can find something to keep me occupied.”

“I have visions of you in a confrontation with someone, again. You’re under arrest; I’m at school and unable to help. Promise me you are going to behave today and not do anything weird.”

The taxi pulled up to the university administration building.

"I promise mommy, I will be a good boy while you’re gone. … Now that we have established that I will behave myself, call me if you get done early. We can go to a museum or something.”

“Sounds good to me; as soon as I’m done, I’ll call you. Bye dad, I love you.”

She went out the door of the taxi. Her walk became slower and slower. Bill asked the driver to wait for a couple of minutes.

He exited the cab and caught up with Nancy; “First day jitters eh? I’ll walk you to the door if you like.”

“I’m fine, it’s so overwhelming. I’m trying to realize that I am really here and take it all in. Besides, the other students don’t have their parents walking them to school.”

With a voice of forgotten gallantry; “Miss Nancy Swenson, I would consider it a personal honor to walk you up the steps and open the door for you. But alas, the journey beyond that door is for you alone to take. Will I have the honor of taking your arm in mine, my samurai daughter?”

“Oh my, how could I ever refuse such a gallant offer with so many people watching us?”

The pair walked arm in arm up the stairs of the administration building. They briefly hugged, William opened the door and Nancy entered. Bill watched the door close and walked back to the taxi.

In a rather thick middle-eastern accent and broken English the diver asked; “Do you want to go back to where I picked you up?”

Testing the language barrier, Bill said in Arabic; “Take me to the 41st police precinct. I need to look up a friend and see if he’s working today.”

The conversation instantly turned into Arabic. Bill learned that the driver is from Choam and has three children in college. They agreed that bringing them to school for that first day is really emotional. When they reached the police station, Bill paid the fare and gave the driver an extra $20.

There was a bench in front of the station, Bill took advantage of it. While looking through the sports section, he found an advertisement for a sports ticket broker. He called the number that is listed.

“Hello, I seen your ad in the paper for tickets for today’s sold out Royals game. What are the best seats that you have available?”

The voice on the phone said; “I have five skybox seats available. It’s the skybox to the right of the press box. The five tickets that will cost you $10,000 are you interested?”

“How in the hell did you get those tickets? Did someone die and will the box to you?”

“No, it was a corporate box and the company went bankrupt. I bought the box at auction. …. Now everything is included, food, booze and wait staff. … Can I put you down for the tickets?”

“Maybe we can do some business. I’ve been back in country for three weeks and out of the hospital for a week now. I’ve got my settlement pay and I want to celebrate in style. … Could you make a little better offer, please?”

“Where were you messed up? Iraq, Afghanistan?”

“Severe head trauma in Choam, and I have about 200 stitches in my head. I can show you to prove I’m not giving you a line of crap.”

“Alright, $5,000 you come here and pick them up within the next hour. I will not hold them for more than an hour.”

“Thank you, it’s a done deal. My name is Bill Cann; I will see you within the hour, goodbye.”

He thought; ‘The clock is ticking, I really need to get things rolling.’

He arose from the bench and went inside the police station. Once inside he was met by a grumpy desk sergeant with the name tag of McNally.

“Good morning Sergeant McNally, I need to contact Officer Jim Smith. Is he working today? We were both in the Army and I need to get in contact with him as soon as possible. Could you help me out please?”

“No, I’m not his goddam social secretary. Come back Wednesday when Officer Smith is working again. Now go away, I’m busy.”

Bill thought to himself; ‘What an asshole!’ When another officer responded; “What do you want Jimmy for? Normally I’m his partner; but with the playoffs I’ve been reassigned.”

“Thank you; I’m a friend of Jimmy’s and I have some tickets for today’s game. I want to see if Jimmy would like to go to the game.”

“Okay, hang on for a minute; I can’t give you his phone number, I’ll call him and you can talk to him on my phone. By the way; I’m Donna Nakai, who are you?”

“I am William Cann of the Parkway Theater Building. Jimmy should remember me.”

“Hi Jimmy, it’s me Donna. I don’t mean to bother you on your day off but I have a William Cann of the Parkway Theater Building and he wants to talk to you. Is that okay?”

Donna handed Bill her phone.

“Hi Jimmy, I’m so sorry to bother you but I have a very time sensitive issue to discuss. Are you married with children? … Great, how old is your boy? … He’s 12 years old? Fantastic, I have five tickets to today’s game. I am inviting you, your wife and child to the game. … Come hungry because I have arranged a little lunch. … Tell your wife not to worry; these seats are not in the sun. ... Since parking is going to be a nightmare, take a cab or whatever and meet me on the corner of 18th and Vine before noon. ... Okay Jim, see you before noon.”

Bill handed the phone back to Donna; “Thank you so very much. Any time you’re around the Parkway Restaurant, stop in for free coffee.”

“Thanks but no thanks; they have the world’s worst coffee. It gives swill a bad name.”

“Donna, the restaurant has a new owner, manager and new coffee. Give it a try.”

“If you say it’s good, I’ll give it a try. I need to get back on patrol before the watch commander writes me up for not writing enough tickets, it’s a quota thing.”

“Thank you Officer Donna Nakai, you’re an angel. Be seeing you.”

Bill contemplated what to do with the extra ticket. He sent Nancy a text message asking her if she would be done before noon and to call him as soon as she knows.

It’s wasn’t a minute later when she called; “Hi dad, I should be done before eleven. What’s going on?”

“I need you to meet me at 18th and Vine when you get out of school. I have tickets to today’s game, are you interested?”

“Oh hell yeah; … I have to get back now, my break is almost over. I’m in the bathroom, that’s why you hear the echo.”

“That is way too much information for me. … See you before noon at 18th & Vine. Bye”

Bill walked across the street to the taxi stand. Entered the front cab and found DAvood, the same driver from earlier. They exchanged greetings and Bill gave him the ticket broker’s address. While in route, he saw advertisements for instant business cards in the newspaper.

When he arrived at the ticket broker, Bill identified himself as ‘Bill Cann, the guy with 200 stitches in his head’.

A brief conversation ensued and within a couple of minutes, he was out the door with the tickets in his pocket. Bill took a brisk walk to the instant printing store, which was less than a mile away.

He went through the available designs, colors and textures. Bill settled on a plain background business card that said; William Cann – CEO Parkway Theater Building LLC – 2001 Walnut Ave - Kansas City, Missouri. He figured he would write down his phone number if he wants someone to have it.

He sat in the print shop reading printing trade magazines while waiting for his business cards. Finally they were ready. He grabbed between 25 and 30 business cards from the box and asked to have the rest shipped to the restaurant. It was worth the extra ten dollars so he wouldn’t have to carry a box of business cards around with him.

Bill started thinking; ‘It’s 11AM and there is enough time to get 18th & Vine; find a coffee shop and get ready for a great afternoon. He hoped Nancy would not be running late.’

He found a local coffee shop on Vine Street off 18th; a great place to kill a half an hour. After finishing his coffee and the now tattered newspaper, he walked over to the meeting corner and waited. Within a few minutes, he was greeted by Nancy. Within a few minutes after her arrival, Jim Smith showed up with his wife and son. Introductions were made all around; Jim's wife, Sharon and their son Trevor.

They rode the taxi to the stadium and went to gate 'C'. Following the signs, William led the group to the concierge desk where they were escorted to the sky box. Once inside the sky box, they were treated like royalty. Food and refreshments were a plenty. A buffet was set up in the skybox along with several wall sized TV's. There was a bartender and two servers. William and his guests were in awe of the amenities. There were a total of 15 people in the sky box; those guests proved to be an even bigger surprise.

The other people in the sky box were the Mayor, Chief of Police, three city commissioners and all their wives. It proved to be a very interesting afternoon. The men talked about re-development of the city. Bill mentioned that he is the owner of the Parkway Theater Building and investing in several businesses.

The unlikely group was the best of friends by the end of the game. Bill passed out his new business cards and told the mayor that he could count on his financial support for his re-election campaign. He also told the county commissioners he would support them in their re-election campaigns. 

One of the commissioners was in charge of Economic Development. The men exchanged business cards and he told Bill how to get fifty percent of his investments back in government reinvestment grants. A good tax account could take care of the rest. His last words were; "Save each and every receipt for your business taxes."

The Royals won the American League Championship over the Tampa Bay Rays and were on their way to the World Series. When the celebrating was coming to a close, William decided to help out his new friend Officer Jim.

Bill told the Mayor and the police chief; "I think Officer James Smith of the 41st precinct would make a great detective. You might give it some thought. Here, I wrote his name and precinct on the back of my cards."

It was about twenty minutes after the game when everyone exited the sky box via the elevators. Once downstairs everyone exchanged good byes and the politicians left in their taxpayer funded chauffeur driven cars.

Among the mindless small talk, Jim said; "Thank you for the wonderful day, I feel bad because we have no way of repaying you for everything that you have done. Especially for that detective plug you put in with the Mayor and the Chief. That was awfully bold on your part."

Bill replied; “When you have the target in your site and it’s a clean shot, you pull the trigger. It seemed like the right thing to do at the moment. If it works, invite us over for dinner."

Jim asked; "Nancy, you’re awfully quiet about today's events. Is your father always this quick on his decision making?"

"You have no idea. Dad gets an idea and its full speed ahead. Let's do it right now. I could write a book about the last two weeks of my life with him. The only problem is everyone would think it is a work of outrageous fiction. Nobody would believe what really happened."

Jim spoke; “Don’t misunderstand me; everything was so wonderful, it boggles the mind. But Bill, I never asked for anything; why me?”

“You did me two very good turns. You didn’t tazzer and arrest me when you had the chance. Secondly, you helped me out in the park yesterday. I always repay my debits. Jim, Sharon and Trevor; look at it as someone wanted to help you out a little. There is nothing more to it than that. We had a great day that was loaded with fun, adventure and excitement; end of story. By the way, here’s a cab to take you home.”

Everyone exchanged good byes and the Smiths rode off in the cab.

Nancy spoke; “Let’s find a coffee shop so we can unwind before we go home. Besides, we need to talk about business cards and school.”

They both sat down in the coffee shop and talked about nonsense for almost an hour. They agreed to stop on the way home, get sandwiches, diet root beer and watch a movie.

When they arrived at the condo, Nancy decided to do laundry first. Bill reminded her to use the clothes dryer because he didn’t want to get tangled up in her underwear hanging in the bathroom. That led to a discussion about clothing shrinkage. Finally they sat down and watched ‘Now Voyager’.

After the movie was over, Nancy asked; “Are all these old movies love stories?”

“No, only most of them I watch are love stories. It’s time for bed. Same sleeping arrangements as last night I presume?”

“Sure, take off your shirt, I’ll take it with me now. I am so tired, I could pass out.”

“Good night Nancy, see you in the morning.”

“I don’t want to sound uncaring but could you close your door? Your snoring is a bit much. If I need to check on you, I’ll open the door.”

“I’ll close my door, good night.”

“Good night dad.”

End of Chapter 11
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 12

It’s Tuesday morning, Bill awoke and went through the morning rituals. By the time his walk to get coffee and back was finished, the newspaper was a welcome reward. While sitting at the kitchen table, Nancy arrived in her usual morning attire and glory; briefs, his shirt, nothing on her feet and only slits for eyes.

“Good morning sunshine.” He said in a cheery voice. She grunted something and went for the coffee on the counter. Grabbed the cup and took a drink.

“It’s black coffee! Are you trying to kill me? Oh my god, that is disgusting. The only thing worse is flavored coffee. You could have warned me.”

Bill didn’t even turn or look away from the paper; “I think Miss Sunshine is stuck behind a big black rain cloud this morning. Perhaps another hour’s sleep could change someone’s disposition.”

In a matter of fact tone of voice; “I know I’m half naked and I don’t care. It’s that time again, my hormones are raging, I’ve got cramps and I feel bloated. So please don’t start with me today. If you don’t like what you see, close your eyes.”

“Dam; that is way more information than I ever wanted to know. Is this something I have to look forward to every twenty eight days? I’m not sure what to make of you running around half naked and complaining like it’s the end of the world.”

After a couple more drinks of coffee; “This is not the best way to start the day. I’m sorry for acting like a brat. I’m so tense about everything that’s going on, I need to relax.”

“Go to your room and put on your sweat pants, my short sleeve tee shirt and come back when you’re done. I’ll show you a little secret I learned while I was in Choam.”

She gave him a puzzled look, took another drink of coffee and went to her room. Bill barely got down another sip of coffee when Nancy returned and told him she was ready.

“Now sit in the chair and relax. One of the luxuries I had while in country was getting massages. There was a rather large American woman named Gilda who was a masseur. She taught me how to give a great massage. Now stay calm, think of a sandy beach and the surf gently crashing on shore. You’ll feel my hands on your shoulders, relax.”

William worked on her shoulders, neck and center back for about three minutes. Not wanting to cross any line, he never made it past than the center of her back. Then he pulled a chair around to the front of her and told her to raise her legs, he massaged each foot for about a minute.

“There, now wipe the drool from your mouth and go take a hot shower. The tightness in your shoulders and back must have been bothering you something bad. How do you feel now? Is your headache gone?”

“I think I died and went to heaven. That was the most amazing bunch of sensations I have ever felt. I didn’t realize how tense and stiff I was; thank you very much.”

“Because of who I am, that is about as much massage as you’re going to get from me. A professional full body massage is much more involved with much less clothing on. I would be glad to pay for one if you would like. The masseuse can be male or female, whatever you prefer.”

“How much less clothing are we talking about?”

“Nothing but a small towel for me and two for you to cover the strategic places as needed.”

“Thanks for the offer but the thought of strangers’ hands on me is not at all welcome. I’m going to shower before this wears off.”

Nancy turned and went to shower while Bill finished his coffee and newspaper.

When she had completed her morning personal tasks, the duo made their usual trip to Phil’s for breakfast. During the breakfast conversation, Nancy reminded Bill she was supposed to see Bruno yesterday and write him a check.

“Don’t worry about Bruno, if he was concerned, he would have called already. He knows what he’s doing. After breakfast, I’ll go over the rough plans with Marcy and Bruno.”

Panic ran through Nancy’s mind. ‘No, he can’t see Marcy yet! I’ve got to think of something fast!’

“Dad, let me run this project. Let me handle it from start to finish, that way I can get some experience with real life business. Let me prove to you I can do this on my own.”

“Okay, this is as good of a time as any for you to be responsible. Let’s see if you have what it takes. It will be baptism by fire so to speak.”

“Thank you, now I can prove to you I have what it takes to get projects done. Besides, I’m sure my mother could use some help for opening day.”

With breakfast completed, they walked back to the condo. They gathered their business items for the day. Nancy retrieved her computer and cell phone. Bill found his cell phone and brief case with the keys to the building inside.

Outside, they hailed a cab and off to the Parkway Theater Building they went. When they arrived, it was obvious the construction crew was working inside the former laundromat.

Jill had mounted the ‘New Owner and New Management’ signs in the windows along with signs stating ‘Grand Opening 11:00 AM with free samples!’

They exited the cab and Nancy asked; “Now you’re going to stay away and let me run this project, right?”

“You’re the project manager, get it done. I’m going to the restaurant and see if I can help your mother out with whatever needs; see you later.”

Bill went into the restaurant and was surprised to see Jill looking well rested; “Good morning Jill, the place looks great. Is there anything I need to know?”

“You look strange without that nasty beard. Anyway, we are almost ready to open right now. I told everyone you would pay them at the shift change today. Phyllis and Bert were superstars yesterday. Bert spent the day fixing things that were broken, leaking, or about to break. We were finished by 4 O’clock. I ordered lunch for everyone and took everyone out to dinner and drinks at the pub down the street. I hope that was okay.”

“That was very good of you to do that. I have absolutely no problem with what you did at all. Do you have anything for me to do or should I walk around micro-managing.”

“Go see Carmen; she can always use help prepping. I don’t need you underfoot.”

“You did a great job with the place; thank you very much. I knew I hired the right person for the job.”

“You’re welcome Bill; now don’t misunderstand me, but please go away.”

William smiled at Jill and walked to the kitchen greeting the staff as he went. Once inside the kitchen, he noticed a bag of onions and a box of tomatoes on one of the prep tables; there was no Carmen to be found.

He thought he could hear the sound of her voice. Following the sound, Bill walked out the back door and found her with her husband. They were speaking Spanish, so he had no idea what they were saying.

“Good morning Carmen and Jorge. What’s going on between my two favorite Hispanic friends? Then again, you’re my only Hispanic friends.”

Carmen turned and said; “Oh my, you look so different without your face hair.”

The trio talked for a couple of minutes when the real reason behind their conversation came forward. Jorge lost his full time job as a cook in The Boneyard Restaurant that closed down. He was afraid to ask Jill to go from part time here to full time because there is no opening for another cook.

William smiled; “Jorge, talk to Jill. She’s crazy, but she knows she needs another cook. Can you and Carmen work together without fighting? If you can, Carmen you stay on the morning-lunch shift and Jorge, you go on the lunch-dinner shift.”

The Lopez’s started thanking Bill profusely. He told them they needed to talk with Jill right now. The trio found Jill and discussed the staff changes which she agreed to without reservation. Now with Marcy gone, another cook is essential.

Jill reminded Bill that Carmen still needs help prepping in the kitchen. Carmen and Bill went to the kitchen where she told him to start slicing the onions and tomatoes for today’s lunch. Bill spent the morning prepping food and helping out where ever he was needed.

While all of this was going on at the restaurant, Nancy was talking to the architect over at the resale shop construction site. She was trying to find out his background. He told her that he is a widow. Randy was married to Bruno’s daughter, but she died of cancer a few years ago. 

When she had finished talking to Randy, she went and talked to Bruno; Nancy was trying to get a handle on her first major project. During their conversation, Bruno asked her how she liked the offices upstairs.

Nancy replied in a questionable tone of voice; “What upstairs offices?”

Bruno and Nancy went outside and walked to the front of the theater. Inside the theater alcove next to the sidewalk was a non-descript door. If you weren’t looking for the door, you would not have seen it. 

Bruno asked Nancy for William’s keys and opened the door. The pair walked upstairs. There was a fully modern office space with four furnished offices, a couple of storerooms and a bathroom.

“I never had a sign painted on the door because Mr. Jenkins died. The sign Mr. Jenkins wanted was: ‘Office of the Building’ painted on the door, but he died before we could complete it. What would you and William want painted on the door?”

Without missing a beat she said: “Parkway Theater Building LLC Management Offices”

Bruno replied; “I’ll have the sign painter here tomorrow.”

They went downstairs and talked outside for a few moments. They walked back to the resale shop were Marcy was supervising the delivery of the furniture for her apartment.

Nancy excused herself and assumed the task of supervising the delivery of furniture to her and Bill’s apartment while Marcy supervised the delivery to her apartment. Nancy had previously covered the antiques with sheets she bought during her shopping trip with Marcy. No need to expose very expensive antiques to the delivery people and other strangers. 

The deliveries now completed, she met Marcy downstairs.

Marcy said with an exhausted voice; “It’s going to take me all day to get the apartments ready. …. Could you take care of Williams’ apartment so I can work on mine?”

“No problem, I’ll work on Bill’s apartment. You work on yours; if you need help, call me.”

Nancy looked at her friend; “You look a little giddy or jumpy. Are you alright?”

“I’m fine; I’ve been up since 5AM without coffee or food. I guess I should go to the restaurant and have Carmen fix something for me.”

Nancy went into the panic mode again; “My mom is probably bouncing off the walls right now with opening day jitters. I don’t think we want to go in her restaurant right now. Let’s go get a cup of coffee and a sandwich across the street.”

“I’ve been with Bruno and Randy all morning. I can sure use some coffee and a sandwich or something. I feel like I’m going to pass out. All these things are happening too fast. Move out of mom’s place, get a free apartment. Close down a tiny resale shop and start building a million dollar food prep kitchen. All this is because of some very strange man that I don’t even know his last name!”

Nancy ignored the statement and in damage control; “Let’s get some coffee and try to put your mind at ease.”

The pair walked across the street, purchased coffee and light sandwiches.

Nancy spoke first; “I shaved William this morning and does he look different. Speaking of different looks, how did your make over go? I can’t tell because you’re still wearing the scarf?”

“I’m like a child with a blanket; it provides me with great comfort and security.”

“Marcy, promise me you’ll lose the scarf. William was hiding behind his beard, he let me shave him. If he could shave, you should be able lose the scarf.”

“Okay my friend, to keep you happy; I’ll take off my scarf.”

Marcy reached up to remove the scarf and Nancy almost jumped out of the booth.

“Not now! I want you to do it in front of William. Since he kind of arranged for everyone’s makeover, you should reveal it to him. Besides, he’s your business partner.”

“My young friend Nancy Swenson, I feel like I’m being setup for something and I have no idea what. So be honest with me, what is it?”

“You’re the first to get a makeover so far; everyone is going to get one. That way we can surprise William, one at a time. … Today is going to be special because we are going to have a double reveal. William reveals to you and you to him! Isn’t that exciting?”

“Nancy, only your eighteen year old brain could think that is exciting. If it was anyone else, I would tell them where to jump. … If you insist, I’ll play along with this folly.”

“Great! I see that they have the table outside for the free burgers and coffee samples ready. Mom said that Linda was going to cut the burgers and put them on plates. Dad is going to hand out coffee samples and talk to the people passing by.”

“Is that why that news truck is out there? I was wondering why we have press coverage for a restaurant opening. Your William is something else. He arranged to have a TV crew show up for opening day, he is full of surprises.”

“Nope, it was me. Two of Carmen’s kids work at a TV station. We will get some free publicity. We should get to see my mom and William on the noon news. …. Come on, it’s almost 11:30. Let’s go over to the resale shop and check in. You can see your business partner without a beard.”

The duo walked across the street and walked into the now vacant resale shop. Randy the architect had some questions for Marcy. Nancy said she would meet him outside shortly. She ran down to the restaurant and found Carmen standing away from everyone.

Carmen’s daughter was interviewing Jill. She looked up and seen Marcy in the resale shop doorway, getting ready to walk over to the table.

Nancy ran to Carmen; “It’s going to happen now!”

Carmen whispered something into her daughters’ ear and started walking the few steps to where William was standing in front of the table. He started to look in Marcy’s direction when Carmen called out; “William, over here please.”

Bill turned away from Marcy’s direction and faced Carmen. Nancy was making a dash to be at Marcy’s side. She made it within ten steps of Marcy’s destination. When Nancy and Marcy were within a few steps of Bill, the plan was executed.

The camera operator turned towards the unsuspecting couple. Nancy asked Marcy to remove her scarf. As soon as she started to raise her hands to her scarf, Carmen grabbed Bill by the arm; “Turn to your left, I want you to meet someone.”

Bill turned as Marcy was removing her scarf; she was looking down as if to hide. Nancy said; “Marcy L. Smith, I would like you to meet William Cann, again.”

Marcy looked up with the look of shock and awe on her face. After an ever so brief moment she uttered; “I thought you were dead.” Her voice faded as she started to fall.

She never fell more than a foot before Bill had her in his arms. In a semi panic voice, Bill yelled; “Nancy, get me help now!”

Nancy ran down to the store where the construction workers were on lunch break and yelled; “I need help right now!”

Several of the workers ran, Randy was the very first to arrive. Bill said; “Hold me up. I’m afraid I might slip if I move; don’t let me drop her.”

Bruno arrived next. Randy and Bruno helped Bill regain his footing. They offered to take Marcy and Bill’s response was; “I let her go eighteen years ago; I will never make that mistake again.”

While Bill was holding Marcy, Bruno and Randy went into the restaurant and retrieved a couple of chairs and brought them out for Bill. Marcy started to come around and it was clear she was trying to focus.

After a couple of moments, Bill asked; “Are you alright?”

Marcy’s response was; “Yes, I’m fine. I need to sit down for a few moments.”

That’s when the small crowd of about ten people started cheering and applauding. Bill gently set her onto a chair; kneeled down and clasped her right hand with his left. His right hand was firmly placed on her left shoulder for support.

“Where’s Nancy? … Nancy, where’s my scarf?”

Nancy had tears in her eyes when she said; “I’m sorry my friend, you don’t need that anymore.”

The tears in her voice were profound; “William, is that really you? …. Oh my god, what have I done to you? …. I have done you so wrong. …. I am so sorry. … Please find it in your heart to forgive me for what I had done to you.”

Bill rose up, pulled her from the chair and hugged her. With the voice of a velvet whisper; “The long darkness in my soul is over, I never stopped loving you for a second. …. There is nothing to forgive you for. …. I’m the one that decided to leave, not you. …. I am the one at fault.”

Removing the hand from her shoulder, he put his right arm around her waist, he helped her up from the chair; “Please allow me to help you inside. We have a little catching up to do, if you wouldn’t mind.”

“Oh please get me off the street; I feel so foolish being here where everyone is starring and seeing me like this.”

“They should realize how lucky they are to be seeing a goddess.”

Jill chimed in with; “Hey Bill, what are we supposed to do now?”

Bill raised his head and yelled out; “Nancy; you’re in charge, take over here.”

He lowered his voice; “I have a long lost goddess to attend to.”

Bill walked his goddess to the back dining room where they spent some time catching up. Meanwhile Jill was miffed about being upstaged by her daughter being placed in charge. Carmen’s daughter Maria grabbed some napkins from the table and gave them to Nancy so she could wipe away her tears and compose herself.

Maria asked; “You seem to be a major player in this love story. Could you give us a little history of what is going on between those two?”

“Sure, they were an item around eighteen years ago. They separated and never made contact with each other again, until now. Marcy thought William had died several years ago, I don’t think that she ever stopped thinking about him. I know for sure William has never fallen out of love with her; that’s all I can really say.”

“That is an amazing story; and what is your name?”

“My name is Nancy Swenson. That woman that you were talking to is my mother, Jill Swenson.”

“What is your relationship to Marcy and William?”

“Marcy is my best friend. She used to be my boss and then she laid me off because the resale business was slow. … William, he’s my adopted dad.”

With a questioning voice Maria asked; “He is your adopted dad? You make it sound like you adopted him instead of the other way around.”

“We adopted each other by contractual agreement. He is my dad and I am his daughter, period.”

“Your Dad was passing out samples when we arrived. Do you work in the restaurant where your dad works?”

“No, I am my dad’s business manager; he has a few too many things on his plate right now. So I keep an eye on the businesses, keep the books and write the checks.”

“You’re kind of young to be a business manager. What type of business does your dad own?”

“We own The Parkway Theater Building, The Parkway Restaurant, The Parkway Theater, the under construction Dreams Prep Kitchen and soon to be Cooks Dream Emporium. That’s the working name for the cooking store.”

“That is quite an impressive resume for a young woman, is there anything else you would like to say?

“Come by the Parkway Restaurant, try our new coffee and check out our new menu. The restaurant has new ownership and new management.”

“Thank you, Nancy Swenson. I wish you and your dad the best of luck in the future. From in front of the Parkway Restaurant, I am Maria Lopez.”

The cameraman said something Maria heard in her ear piece. She developed the most surprised look on her face; “Oh my god, we were live the whole time! My earpiece died and I couldn’t hear a thing from anyone back at the station.

They were monitoring the feed at the station and decided to go live. … I thought everything was being taped and edited for a fluff segment on tonight’s news.”

Nancy went over to Maria; “I am so glad you could be here for this. Can I get a DVD of this please?”

“I’ll get you a copy before the weekend. I’ll have it made at the station and give it to my mom. She can drop it off for you at the restaurant. Also, don’t forget to have your DVD recorder going during tonight’s news. … Thank you all so much for a great story.”

The news crew packed up and left. The construction crew had already left and went back to finish their lunch break; leaving some of the restaurant crew outside. Only Christine and Jorge were inside to take care of customers. Christine was a borderline wreck because of Marcy and Bill. Jorge is in the kitchen cooking more burgers and making more coffee.

Jill looked at Nancy and said; “Okay Little Miss in charge; what should we do now? There are only two servers, Linda is out here and I don’t know what shape Christine is in. Something tells me we are in for a busy lunch rush because of being on TV. … Where do we go from here Little Miss in Charge?”

“Mother, put a cork in it. Call me Nancy or Daughter, like you have for the last eighteen years. … Let’s make the sample table is self-serve; I will get William out here to take care of that. … Mom, for right now you’re a server.

Make sure Christine is able to work. Carmen and Jorge can cook. Jorge can bring out samples. I will hostess and bus tables. … I’ll get Marcy to wait on tables, now run your restaurant.”

“Yes Ma’am!” Jill snapped a salute and went inside the restaurant.

Linda had this look of shock on her face when she said; “I wish I could tell my mother to ‘put a cork in it’; she would give me an ear full if I did.”

“My mother doesn’t realize it yet, I’m the one that will be signing her paycheck; I’ll deal with that later. Right now, let’s get ready for the lunch rush.”

The two women went inside. Nancy walked over to the two love birds Marcy and William. They were holding hands across the table and starring into each other’s eyes. They were still apologizing to each other when she interrupted.

“I hate to breakup this love fest, but there is a restaurant to operate. Marcy, I can assure you that William is not going very far. Dad, I can assure you that Marcy is not going away. … Now that you two don’t have that to worry about, I really need your help.

Dad, I need you to tear yourself away from Marcy and handle the sample table. Marcy, I need you to release my dad from your death grip and wait on tables. Please? I’m really in a bind here.”

Neither Marcy nor William broke their stare when Marcy said; “Do I really have to? It’s been such a long time, I don’t know if I can let him go even if I wanted to.”

William said; “Grab some people off the street and make them servers. My goddess and I are really busy right now.”

“Ah Earth to Dad, get people off the street? Aren’t you forgetting about my mother, the restaurant manager? She would go ballistic if I did that. Come on you two, help me out here, please?”

Nobody said a word for several seconds while the two smiled at each other.

“Marcy, I need to let go of you for a while, I have a daughter that is getting very upset.”

“Bill, I think she’s about to start hosing us down with cold water to get us separated.”

“I wasn’t thinking of that, but it’s a great idea. Please you two, help me out. If you don’t, I will send my mother over here. You can listen to that psychotic woman complaining about being under staffed.”

With great effort and super slow motion, they separated.

Nancy let out a sigh of relief; “Marcy, my dad will be right outside the front door. Anytime you want to see him, look out the window and he will be there. …. Dad, the same goes for you. If you want to see Marcy, stick your head in the door and wave. …. Okay, come on you two; we have customers to serve.”

Marcy, still looking at Bill said in a warm voice; “You live with this girl? She must be a terror in the morning.”

“Oh you have no idea how interesting mornings are. She is a tigress before she has her coffee. First thing in the morning she is walking around half naked, growling and eyes closed.”

“Marcy, don’t listen him. Mister manly man here almost had a nervous breakdown yesterday morning when I asked him to pick up some tampons. I thought I was going to have to call 911 to rescue him.”

“My William is afraid of tampons?” Marcy snickers and smiles with her hand over her mouth. Trying to hide how funny she thinks that is.

“Okay you two love birds. Now that we have been on TV, I expect a lunch rush. Please help me out here; besides you two are celebrities after all. People will come and want to see you.”

“Bill reached and grasped Marcy’s hands and said; “I am so sorry that I have to leave you again, but I will only be outside the front door. May I count on being with you again after lunch?”

“William, I would move the planets to be with you after lunch. Let’s hope that the clock will move faster so we can be together sooner.”

The trio walked over to Jill and informed her as to what was going on so they could get through lunch. Jill’s stress level went down a little and she became focused on the impending lunch rush. The lunch rush that Nancy had foreseen came to fruition. The customers came in a study flow wanting lunch and to see ‘The couple that was on TV’.

When the lunch rush finally ended around 2:30, everyone was exhausted. They shut down the samples table and packed everything away. Jill placed a ‘Closed – Will open at 4PM’ sign on the door. Everyone migrated to a large center table in the main dining room. Jill opened up a bottle of wine and everyone toasted their success.

Everyone except William was there. They tried to get Marcy to talk about William but she flatly refused by saying that it’s too new right now. She did comment about her makeover and how she feels liberated now.

The talk around the table was about how nobody remembered the restaurant being so busy. The older staff agreed that Nick ran the place into the ground trying to squeeze every dime out he could.

William finally returned with a vinyl pouch and handed it to Jill; “What’s this for?”

“It’s everyone’s cleaning bonus money. $5200 dollars, that’s $500 each plus a $100 bonus for making today such a success.”

Jill counted the money; “What’s the extra $200 for?”

Bill laughed; “Marcy and Nancy are very well compensated in other ways. Today was above and beyond the call of duty. Marcy and Nancy each get $100”

Jill handed out the bonus cash and everything went quiet.

Bill spoke up; “Jill, you realize that you need more staff don’t you?”

“I have some applications for servers; I’ll call them and get them on board right away.”

“Good, now there is one thing that I want to say to everyone. My beloved Marcy, Nancy and Jill, I want you to relay this to any new hires.

I will try my best to be a good employer. …. If someone has a problem, call me. …. I will do my best to help. …. If you’re behind on your rent, let me know. We can work something out. …. If someone needs something, ask. …. If you need food, I’ll take you to the grocery store and buy you food.

On the other hand, if someone is caught stealing from me, I will be their worst enemy. They will see the inside of a jail cell. Employees still eat for free. Cops get free coffee. Having them drinking coffee in here is not a bad thing. If nobody else has anything to add, I am going to the back dining room with Marcy.”

“Dad, I need to tell you about the offices I found.”

Bill shot her a look of disapproval.

Nancy reversed her thought; “On second thought, they’re not that important.”

Everyone mumbled that they all had nothing to say. Except for Jill, she had the most intense look on her face. Her body language screamed ‘there is something very wrong here’. 

Bill picked up on the facial looks and body language; “Jill is there something you would like to add?”

“No. … Yes. … Maybe, I’m not sure. … No, I’ll deal with it.  I’m fine, I have nothing to add. Let’s start getting ready for dinner service.”

William starred at Jill for a moment. Jill gave Bill the slightest glance and recoiled away. She would not make eye contact with him. Bill thanked everyone for their help. He asked Nancy to go to the new apartment and prepare it for them to move in within the next couple of days.

“Marcy, I am so sorry but something has come up that I need to attend to alone. May I call on you later and take you out to dinner? Let’s say 5 O’clock?”

Marcy replied; “I’ll go work on my apartment also, but only if you promise you will come and get me before five.”

Bill went down on one knee, placed Marcy’s hand in his; “I would move mountains to get to you. I will see you at your apartment before 5PM.”

Everyone that was left walked away from the table. Bill said; “Jill, could you stop please?”

Jill stopped and turned. Bill placed his hands on Jill’s shoulders and asked with a totally sympathetic tone of voice; “Now what’s bothering you? Are you angry at me because of Nancy? … Come on, talk to me.”

Jill’s reply had him confused at first. “Can we go to the office and talk? What I have to say is not for public consumption.”

“Sure, let’s go.”

When they entered the kitchen, Jill turned on Jorge’s radio to stop anyone from over hearing their conversation. Into the office they went and shut the door.

Jill spoke first; “I’m sure you didn’t live under a rock for the last 18 years. You must have heard about breast self-exams, looking for lumps.”

Getting nervous, he replied; “Yes I have read about that in various publications. I don’t understand why you are asking me such a question?”

“William, you are the closest male friend I have. My landlord is a creep and I honestly don’t know any men that I can trust. You said if we need help, come to you. Well, I’m coming to you for help now.”

“Thank you for thinking of me in that way; but with my background, what could I possible do for you?”

“A couple of days ago, Saturday night to be exact, I found a lump while in the shower. …. I’m scared and I don’t know what to do. …. I need a second opinion. I know about your mom, so I feel that I could trust you.”

“We can go to the hospital together. Christine needs her follow up lab work and I need a checkup. You can come along with us.”

“No, that is not what I had in mind. I want you examine me and tell me if there is something there or not. I am scared and I don’t know who else to turn to.”

“Why don’t you ask one of the women around here? Dam it; you’re putting me in a very tough situation here. I was a bodyguard, not a medic.”

Jill hit him with those baby blue puppy dog eyes. After pausing for several moments, Bill asked; “Which one is it and what area?”

“It’s not those, it’s on my back. It’s on the upper right side, under my right shoulder blade. I can’t see anything in the mirror, but I can feel it.”

Jill turned around, facing away from him. She pulled up her blouse which exposed her back. She felt his fingers roaming on her back, she heard him say; “I don’t feel a thing other than skin. I think your hallucinating.”

Much to his surprise, she reached around with both hands and unhooked the bra; “See? It’s right there, under the bra line!”

She felt his hand on her left side; then the other hand exploring the questionable area on the right side of her back. Bill reached over and opened the first aid kit. Pulled out a couple of items and Jill felt something very cold on her back and smelled the alcohol.

“I didn’t ask you to operate! What are you doing back there?”

“Hold still, you’re going to feel some pressure.”

“Ow! That hurt! What the hell did you do to me? Ow, that burns!”

“Oh be quite you big baby. You had a pimple on your back and your bra was aggravating it. I swabbed it with alcohol, popped it and swabbed it again. Hold still while I put a bandage over it.”

There was dead silence for a moment; “A pimple? I got myself worked up over a zit? I feel like an idiot.”

“Hold still while I figure out how to reattach this thing. Well look at it this way, my embarrassment saved you a couple of hundred dollars in doctor bills.”

“Ah Bill, don’t pull my bra so tight; enough to attach the hooks to the eyes. …. Thank you so very much.”

She straightened herself out and they exited the office. Nobody was around when Bill said; “If you don’t tell anyone, I won’t tell.”

“Bill, I won’t tell a soul."

“Don’t forget to pay the evening shift servers; Leslie and Carla. The two cab drivers Phyllis and Bert get paid when they show up. Did I miss anything?”

“Nope, you covered it all Boss.”

“I’m going upstairs and check out my new apartment, see you tomorrow. …. Oh by the way, when are you getting your makeover?”

“Tonight, I was going to ask Carla to double up as hostess also. Instead, could you ask Nancy to be a hostess for this evening so I can get my hair done?”

“Not a problem at all. She will be the hostess tonight. I will have her down here by five O’clock. Have a great afternoon Jill; I look forward to seeing you tomorrow. Remember, not a word.”

“My lips are sealed boss.”

Bill went upstairs where Nancy was making the beds and putting things away. She stopped and showed him the furniture that she bought. Nancy also told him about the four offices and how they could each have their own office.

He agreed and told her he needs her to be a hostess tonight for Jill. He asked Nancy to wake him up before five. He lay down on the new bed and was out like a light. Nancy continued to make the apartment a home for the both of them.

At 4:45, Nancy woke up Bill by singing the bad hair and helmet head song. He woke up smiling and slowly left the bed. He complimented Nancy on her choice of songs. Off to the bathroom for teeth brushing and deodorant. The pair went down to the restaurant together, Nancy to work as hostess for this evening and William to chat with Christine before she goes home.

Before he went very far, Nancy said; “I made your reservations for 5:30 at Sal’s Italian. I gave them my name; the reservation is being held for you. They asked me if I was the girl on TV, I’m a celebrity now.” 

“Congratulations on being a TV star; and thank you for taking care of the reservation for me. Now I need to find Christine.”

Bill found Christine; “Hello Mother Smith, you’re looking good today and your daughter isn’t bad either.”

“Bill, I had no idea you were that skinny kid with the wavy hair. Now that I’ve had the afternoon to think about it, there is something that I remember now. I need to tell you what Marcy told me when she first met you in high school.”

“Christine, you’re killing me; what did she say?”

“I remembered she came home that day all giddy; ‘Mom, I met this boy at school and I’m going to marry him someday. Mrs. Marcy L. Cann even sounds right. He doesn’t know it yet, but he will!’

I also remember the day you came by to bring her to the movies. You were the shyest young man ever.”

“I’m speechless Chris, I know she rocked my world that first day, I never knew the feelings were mutual.”

“I also want to thank you for getting her out of the apartment with drunk and stupid. The girl was miserable living there”.

“Chris, I’m glad I was around to help her out when she needed it.”

“Don’t take this the wrong way William, I’ve been thinking about this all afternoon, it’s kind of spooky. You two break up and go your separate ways. By the way, shame on you for listening to her and going away; but that’s neither here or there now.

She follows you through your career and does well for herself. She hears you were killed and her life goes to hell. You come back to life, and her life starts getting better, its creepy Bill.”

“Well Christine I’m going to rub my crystal ball and see what happens.”

Bill holds his hands up to his forehead; “I see Marcy at a fancy restaurant having dinner with a tall bald man.”

“Well no kidding Sherlock, she told me you two were going out for dinner and who knows what else. … Now go get that girl and be a man about it.”

“Yes madam!  Commandant Christine!”

They both chuckled; Bill went out the door and over to Marcy’s apartment. He was about to ring the bell when he looked through the glass in the door and seen Marcy sitting on the interior steps. Her face went from a sour expression to one of absolute bliss. She rose up, came out the door and locked it. She turned and planted a soul kiss that almost made him pass out.

Bill looked into her eyes; “The last time I was kissed like that was 18 years ago. Don’t move my knees are starting to buckle after that kiss.”

Marcy still had her arms around him; “I’m glad it was as good for you as it was for me. Do you remember our first kiss?”

“How could I forget? It was at dance class and the hecklers were going at it strong. You kissed me and my knees turned to mush, I fell and took you down with me.”

“That was funny, big 6-2 Bill gets kissed by little 5-4 me and falls down. Our legs got tangled in the process. I thought the teacher was going to have a heart attack.”

“From that moment on I knew you were the only woman that I would ever love.”

“Now seriously Bill, what if I would have met someone, gotten married and had kids? What would you have done then?”

“Let’s talk while we walk to the cab stand. … I had dreams of you living in a nice house with a white picket fence, inside the front yard was a swing set with toys everywhere, two small children were chasing each other and you were holding a toddler in your arms while getting the mail. That was one of the many dreams that I had about you.”

They entered the waiting taxi; “Sal’s Italian Restaurant please.”

“Bill, that’s a pretty high-end restaurant, I’m not sure I’m up for that, I need to go back and get my scarf. What if someone says something? What if they stare at me? What if someone …”

Bill abruptly interrupted; “Marcy, nobody is going to say or do anything. I promise you that all the rich yuppie bitches in there will be in awe of your style, grace and beauty.”

When they arrived, Bill checked in with the hostess. She picked up the phone and made a very quick intercom call; “Mr. Cann and guest have arrived.”

Within moments a very dapper looking man peppered hair in his mid-50s came out from a side office. He introduced himself as Sal Tomaino, the owner.

“Mr. Cann and Madam; thank you both for coming to my restaurant. Miss Marcy, you are so pretty on TV, you are so much more beautiful in person. Would the both of you please have your dinner in one of my celebrity dining suites? There are only four of them. They are upstairs overlooking the main dining room.”

“Sal, we would be honored.”

“Tiffany, please show Mr. Cann and Miss Marcy to suite two please.”

The trio walked up the stairs and around to the suite. When they entered and sat down; Sal sent up several bottles of wine for them to sample and decide on which they would like with dinner.

After the wine choice was made, dinner was ordered and consumed; along with much conversation about the old days at school and a couple bottles of wine. Bill asked Tiffany for the check.

“Mr. Tomaino has taken care of the check. He had seen you both on TV this morning. When your daughter called and made the reservations, he was ecstatic. He asked if you two would pose for a few pictures.”

Tiffany left and almost immediately returned with a camera. She shot about five photos, thanked the couple for her and Sal’s behalf. Bill reached in his pocket and gave her $200.

Bill put his index finger to his lips; “Shush, cash is still king when it comes to gratuities isn’t it? Screw the tax man.”

“Thank you so very much! Silence is golden.”

The couple left Sal's restaurant and decided to walk back to the Theater Building and Marcy's apartment. It was a warm fall evening and the journey would take them through the park with the lagoon. While they were walking, the conversation was about what happened after high school.

"I graduated high school, found a job at a big corporation and went to college part time. I studied marketing. Obviously I didn't do well at marketing; you sold everything in the store in a single afternoon."

"I have to tell you that I gave everything away and paid for all the merchandise out of my pocket. Sorry about that, I wasn't completely honest with you."

"Bill, you really are something else. You don't lie, but you sure stretch the truth."

"I didn't want you to think that I performed a miracle or something. So what did you do after the part time college thing?"

"The marketing thing wasn't working for me, so I went to cooking school at the community college after work for a couple of years.

When the big corporation was bought out by an even bigger corporation, I was let go or as they put it' 'your continued employment is not required effective Friday'.

They gave me six months’ severance pay and my retirement fund. Let’s sit on this bench; we can watch the ducks while we talk.

The following week, I read a news report that you had been killed. I had dreams that you would come back home and we could pick up where we left off. You were my only reason for staying around. With you dead, I sold everything, gave your mom the scrapbook that I was keeping, gave up my apartment and moved to California. I wanted to become an actress.

I went on so many auditions that were nothing more than casting couches and the promise of an acting role. What a load of crap. No casting couch, no job. The other girls that I ran into during auditions told me that they were promised the world to get them on the casting couch. The next day, the guy would never return their phone calls or 'The Audition was cancelled, the part was filled' and so on.

It wasn't too long before I was running out of money and hope. I read an ad that stated 'actresses wanted; no previous experience necessary. Tired of rejections? Want to earn top dollar? Open auditions. No actress has ever been rejected!'

This seemed too good to be true, but I went anyway. It was some dumpy hotel banquet room. A female that would fit right in at a freak show told all of us to get completely undressed. She said we would have to perform various sex acts. If we refused any request, audition was over. I left without removing a button. Almost broke, I bought a bus ticket back home. I moved in with Mom and Duane."

"Marcy, are you sure you want to tell me this? You don't have to if you don't want to, I will understand completely."

"Bill, I have been carrying this around inside me for years. You don't mind if I vent do you?"

"If talking about this gives you comfort, please continue. There is nothing you can tell me that would make me love you any less."

"Thank you Bill. ... With my dreams in shambles, I met Ray Nelson. He wasn't great, but at least he had a job and he treated me decently. He started pressing me about making babies. I figured he wanted to have sex.

I told him, not until we get married. He proposed, I accepted. A few days before the wedding date, I told him that I can't have children. He beat the crap out of me. Needless to say, the marriage was off along with any thought of sex.

That very night, mom was working late and Duane was passed out in his chair. He was frying something and the grease in the pan caught fire. I entered the apartment to find smoke and the fiery pan. I ran to the stove, turned off the gas and picked up the pan. I remember heading for the sink when Duane crashed into me. … After I got out of the hospital, I couldn’t find a job anywhere. Who’s going to hire someone as ugly as me?”

William abruptly stopped; “You are not ugly! Please don’t use that word to describe yourself. … You’ve been in an accident and injured. That doesn’t make you ugly. … I would hire you in a heartbeat, even if you weren’t my business partner.”

“William, don’t interrupt; but you are hopelessly sweet. Anyway, I cashed out my IRA and opened up the resale shop. I have never turned a profit from it. That’s why I was going to close it down; I couldn’t afford to keep it open any longer.

The resale shop was going under, the restaurant was going under, and my world was going under. … Then out of the blue, Nancy tells me about some really big dude’ that scarred the crap out of her in the hospital. You know she told me quite a bit about you. I never put it together because I thought you were dead.”

“Well my goddess, I’m back now. Besides, I have a sizable investment in the Dreams Prep Kitchen and the Cooks Dreams Emporium. We can’t let your dreams be lost, now can we.”

“William, I don’t mean to pry where did you get the money?”

“Fair question, I earned it. I sent most of my army money back to Minori to invest in mutual funds.  When I went to work for Black Creek, Minori started investing with the guidance of my new employer, I made a few dollars. Come on; let’s start walking before my butt becomes too comfortable on this bench.”

The duo started walking and Marcy asked; “You do understand about Nancy don’t you? You’re the father she always wanted and never had. I wonder how she’s going to react if someone else started living with her William.”

“It is really interesting that you mention that very subject; Nancy and I were discussing that very topic this afternoon.”

“So what was your consensus?”

“I assured her that our relationship will never change. The only change that I hope happens is a third toothbrush in the bathroom someday; along with longer waits to use the toilet in the morning.”

“I would like that someday, but not right now. My head is still trying to grasp everything that has happened since you entered my life. I’m scared, there is too much happening all at once. Let me give it some time so I can adjust.”

“Marcy, I thought I lost you 18 years ago. Take whatever time you need. I want you to make the right choice for you.”

“Thanks for understanding, you’re a real gentleman. … Now that you know everything there is to know about me, what about you? What happened after you died? Did you have a girlfriend? Did you have a line of woman wearing veils ready to service the King’s bodyguard?”

“You have seen too many movies. I started out as a bodyguard to the royal family. Whoever needed protection was my assignment. The King’s wife took a liking to me and insisted that I become the King’s personal body guard. I basically became his shadow.

The King had a fascination with American movies. He liked old gangster and old westerns mainly. Along with anything that had John Wayne in it. One evening, the King invited me to watch a movie he received. Stagecoach from 1939; dubbed in Arabic. From that evening on, we watched old movies 3 or 4 times a week.

His son was dead, his wife and daughter could not tolerate those movies. So I kept him company watching movies and drinking root beer.”

“Come on Bill, what about your girlfriends over there? You’re not going to tell me that a big strapping man like you didn’t have dozens of girlfriends over the years.”

He let go of her hand and stopped walking. She took a step before she noticed he wasn’t moving.
“What’s the matter? … I didn’t mean to sound too casual about your conquests.”

He stood silently looking up, down and around for an answer. The only word that could he could utter softly was; “None.”

The look of embarrassment on his face was profound. She realized what she had said hurt and embarrassed him deeply. The expression of surprise and then sympathy flashed across her face.

“I am so sorry for what I said. You mean you’ve never….”

Bill abruptly, but quietly said; “No, never. I never kissed anyone, other than you. … For me, it’s always been about you. The memories of you are what kept me going over there.”

He started to walk; “I need to get you home, you have a big day tomorrow and I am worn out physically, mentally and emotionally.”

Marcy walked up next to him and pulled his arm around her waist. She put her arm around his waist; “Nancy told me you were very special in many ways. She wouldn’t tell me why, I’m beginning to understand now.”

They walked a few steps when she looked at him with those puppy dog eyes; “We have something in common, I have never been with anyone either.”

“Are you saying that to make me feel better?”

“Mister William Cann, I have never and I will never lie to you. … Nobody has ever seen me naked or my privates since I hit puberty.”

“Not even the jerk that you were going to marry?”

“He never had seen me without as much as my shoes off!”

There were a few moments of silence; “Like you, I’m stretching the truth. An OBGYN, seen me naked a few years ago. Oh was that embarrassing. … I didn’t believe my mother when she told me I couldn’t have children. So I got checked out. She was right, I cannot have kids.”

Bill mellowed out; “I don’t know what to say except I love you the way you are. The way you think the world may see you doesn’t matter to me. Right here and now I am with the only woman I have ever loved. I can’t ask for anything more. … Here we are at your front door.”

“I had an exciting day and a wonderful evening. I would invite you up and show you how much I missed you, but I think it may be a little too soon for that.”

“I would treasure that experience for the rest of my life, if I could; but alas my goddess, I am physically unable at this time. With all the medications that I am taking, I’m amazed I can stay awake. … You are at your door and safe. Good night my sweet princess.”

Marcy put her arms around him, kissed him and set his soul a blaze. They parted, she went up the stairs and Bill walked on air to the restaurant. Nancy and Bill closed the restaurant, entered a taxi and started the ride to the condo.

“So dad, tell me about your date with your Miss Dream Girl. Did you two sit and stare at each other? Tell me about everything that happened.”

“We had the most amazing evening that two people out on the town can have. It was wonderful to say the least. My mind is like a kaleidoscope right now, we can talk later.”

When they arrived at the condo, Bill was like a smiling zombie. Nancy gathered his medications and read the bottles so she doesn’t over dose him. Grabbed a glass of water and gave Bill his meds.

“Give me your shirt and go brush your teeth.”

He responded without a word and performed the requested tasks. He walked into the spare bedroom and went to bed. She covered Bill with one of the blankets, went to her room to change and go to bed. She became comfortable in bed when she heard Bill moving. She opened her eyes and in the dim light she could see Bill kneeling at her side.

In a soft voice; “I had a wonderful night. I fell in love all over again. … Only someone you truly love can break your heart and then mend it again. … Tonight has been an emotional roller coaster for me. … Thank you for being nearby. You’re my anchor of support in a storm of emotions.”

Bill kissed her on the forehead; “Good night Nancy Swenson, I still love you.”

He went back to his room and within minutes, he was sound asleep. For the first time in years, his dreams were totally occupied by Marcy and a future that could be.

End of Chapter 12
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 13

Wednesday morning arrived and Bill completed the morning tasks. The only thing different was he didn’t buy the newspapers today. He silently started to gather all his personal items because today is moving day.

About 6AM Nancy awakes like clockwork. While she is in the bathroom, Bill prepares her coffee. Out of the bathroom and directly to the kitchen table. Folds her arms and cradles her head.

“I fixed your coffee the way you like it and set it in the center of the table so you don’t knock it over.”

Nancy asked in a half sleeping voice; “Are we moving today?”

“Yes, I don’t see any reason to stay here longer. You made our new home ready to move in, so let’s move in.”

Nancy sat up and started drinking her coffee when Bill said: “Just think, your mother will be right downstairs, whenever you want to see her for some mothering comfort.”

“Mothering comfort? …. Dad, I don’t want to sound mean, so don’t take this the wrong way. … I love my mom. She went through tough times raising me; it seemed like we were always one step from financial Armageddon.

Then I met you; at first I thought you were the most evil and scary person on the planet. I thought I was going to be dead or at the very least wind up in the emergency room with a half dozen things broken. Wow, that first night showed me how wrong I could be.

When mom started pumping me for information about you, she drove a stake between us. She drew that line in the sand and crossed it. There will be no going to her for mothering comfort; that is not going to happen.”

“Someday you and your mother will come together and see eye to eye. My best guess is when you meet Mr. Right, settle down and have kids. On second thought, maybe when she finds Mr. Right.”

“I think what my mom really needs is a battery operated appliance to relieve her built up tension.”

“Nancy Swenson! I don’t believe that came out of my daughters’ mouth. Hahaha …. You’re probably right, I wouldn’t know.”

“Well, every few nights I would hear mom in her bedroom. She would be making sounds like she was”

“Stop; I don’t want to know! That is way too much information that I don’t need to know. … This conversation needs to end right now.”

“Okay, I won’t tell you about the sounds coming from her bedroom.”

“Nancy, stop right now.”

Bill started to giggle and had to try really hard to hide the smirk on his face; “What your mother may do in the comfort of her bedroom is none of our business. …. Now get dressed so we can go get some breakfast. When we come back, we need to get ready to move.”

“Okay, let’s get some breakfast. You know, she was making sounds the night she stayed over here. … Got you! She was snoring; Hahaha, the look on your face!”

“Daughter, get dressed so we can get some food. We have a busy day ahead of us. … Call Phyllis and see if she can help us move this morning. Tell her after 10 O’clock we should be ready.”

The pair went to their usual breakfast spot for the last time. Upon returning to the condo, Nancy removed all the bed linens and started the final load of wash. She started gathering all of her belongings. Bill cleaned out the refrigerator and unplugged it. He removed all the perishables and tossed them into the garbage. Everything that was going was assembled into two piles on either side of the door.

Nancy starred at the piles; “That’s my life in that pile. Three of those shopping bags represent B.W.”

“What the hell is B.W.?” William asked.

“It means Before William you silly man. My life before I met you is shoved into three shopping bags. You’re twice my age and your life was a few sketch books and a footlocker.”

“That is dam heavy before taking the first step on a new journey. You are really selling yourself short. I think that you have done very well for yourself young lady. I don’t think I need to remind you of that fact.”

“Oh no; that’s not what I’m saying at all. What I mean is quite the opposite. It’s like a dream; I went from three shopping bags, living with my mother and having no father to being on top of the world. It’s frightening to look back.”

“Life is not made up of material possessions. Memories and friends are a big chunk of what’s life is all about. Wouldn’t you say that, my best teenage friend?”

“I sure would my best fatherly aged friend. … Along with a few bucks in the bank isn’t bad either.”

When the laundry was finished, they teamed up and folded everything. They made one last inspection of the condo to make sure everything was turned off. Emptied the garbage and started the move.

While they were moving everything downstairs to the foyer, they ran into Frank Braun. They exchanged pleasantries and Bill informed him that they are permanently moving out of the condo. He also told Frank about the movie theater and to watch for its opening.

Phyllis pulled up in the cab and started loading everything big and bulky into the trunk. Some of the stuff wound up in the front seat and some in the back seat with Phyllis’s two passengers.

With the twenty minute ride complete, the trio unloaded the taxi and brought everything upstairs to the new apartment. Nancy had to show Phyllis all the new furniture and everything else in the apartment. While she was there, Bill reminded Nancy to have Phyllis pick her up on Monday for her first day of school. … With that arranged, he paid Phyllis and they exchanged goodbyes.

Nancy’s voice had a little excitement in it; “Come with me, I have a surprise to show you.”

Down the stairs they went and around to the front of the theater. She unlocked the side door and up the stairs they went.

“Here are the offices of the building! There are four of them. I want the first office. You can have the back office; it’s closer to the bathroom. There are a couple of storerooms also.”

Bill looked around; “You take the back office. It’s the furthest from the front door. If someone tries to get to you, they have to get by me first; and that isn’t going to happen.”

She gave him the strangest of looks; “This is Kansas City, Missouri, United States of America. We’re not in the middle east here.”

The look of concern faded into one of relief; “I’m sorry, old habits die hard. You’ll like the far office, it’s much better than this one.”

“They are all identical! … Okay, I guess its official then. I will setup my classroom in the far office that is close to the bathroom.”

“See, I knew you would like that office better. By the way, shouldn’t you see Bruno? Maybe give him some money and see how things are going?”

“I forgot about the construction; nuts! I left everything in the apartment. I’ll catch up with you later, bye.”

She went down the stairs and was gone. Bill went downstairs to check in with Jill to see how day two of the restaurant is going. When he entered, he saw a made over Jill talking to someone a few years her junior.

“Good morning William, I want you to meet Randy Nash the architect. Randy, meet William Cann.”

The two men exchanged pleasantries and Randy explained that he is working closely with Marcy on the Dreams Prep Kitchen design.

Bill’s reply in a very concerned serious tone; “I hope you’re not working too close with my girl.”

Randy got this look of panic on his face; “No, not that kind of close. Professionally close only.”

“Hahaha, I’m kidding. By the way, Nancy is over there right now talking to Bruno. Perhaps you should be over there talking to her also.”

Randy turned; “Oh Jill, my exquisite woman, I better pull myself away and get back to work. I hope to see you later for coffee and for dinner tonight. Goodbye for now.”

Randy walked out the door blowing a kiss to Jill.

“What was that all about? Did you put something in his coffee? I read about makeovers doing wonders, but this is unreal. Where’s the camera crew?”

“Stop it right now boss. Randy came in to buy coffee for the crew, our eyes met and sparks flew. We’re going out tonight for drinks, dinner and well who knows. I know it sounds stupid, it was love at first sight.”

“I am very happy for you. Who’s going to hostess tonight?”

“Bill, I hate to ask Nancy because she’s studying trying to catch up on her classes. Would you be a doll and cover for me this one time? I would ask the other girls but Linda can’t find a sitter on such short notice, Christine can barely make it through her shift and I don’t trust the new girls yet.”

“Okay, alright already. I will play host for you tonight. What do I have to do as a host?”

Jill replied sarcastically; “You are kidding me, right?”

Bill leaned forward and whispered in Jill ear; “My employment for the last fourteen years involved making people join their ancestors in a very sudden and violent fashion. … Now I don’t see how that equates to being a restaurant host.”

Jill turned and shot him a look that started in surprise; went to disgust and finally understanding; “No wonder Nancy refused to tell me about you. She dug in her heals and flatly refused to tell me anything. You don’t seem like such a bad ass now.”

“Let’s say that every coin has two sides. This side of the coin will play host for you tonight, because you asked nicely. The other side of the coin is a man you don’t want to meet. … Now what does a host do? Greet guests with a smile and seat them?”

“There are a few more details, let me fill you in.” 

Jill then proceeded to fill William in on all the little things a host has to perform between welcoming guests. When his class on being a host was complete, he left the restaurant and walked over to the prep kitchen.

He looked in the door and seen Nancy was involved going over plans with Bruno and Randy. Marcy is busy with the equipment sales people. At that moment, he felt like the loneliest man on the planet. He decided to go back to the apartment and arrange his few belongings in his new home. He wasn’t in the apartment five minutes and the doorbell rang. Down the stairs he went and through the glass he could see it was Susan Braden.

He opened the door; “Hello Bill.” The small talk ensued. Bill wanted Susan to get to the point.

“Susan, I’m a little in the dumps right now. Nancy and I moved into our apartment not twenty minutes ago. You’re here for a reason, so what is it?”

“Oh, that little Nancy girl is still shacking up with you? That is so quaint, you and her setting up housekeeping. I would have figured you with someone closer to your own age.”

“Miss Braden, Nancy is my adopted daughter. You are about 30 seconds from having me shut this door in your face. State your business or go way. There is too much going on in my world right now and I don’t need your crap. This is your last chance, what do you want?”

“Whoa, calm down big boy, I’m here to ask you for a favor. I didn’t know that you adopted her. I’m sorry for what I implied. It was a very stupid comment on my part.”

“Alright, apology accepted. You’re back up to 30 seconds, what do you want?”

“Well for starters, I would like access to your antiques. I am a professional photographer and I would like to photograph them. Secondly, Nancy is old enough to take care of herself for an evening. Why don’t we go out one night and paint the town?”

Bill smiled; “Susan, let’s set up a time and a date between now and Sunday night. Nancy is off to college Monday morning, so this needs to get done before that. Now before I can reply on your date request, do you have time to walk around the corner with me?”

“Sure, let’s go!”

They went out the door and around the corner to what used to be the resale shop and laundromat. The pair stopped at the front door without entering.

“Nice Bill, what am I looking at other than two construction sights?”

“I want you to meet someone. You remember Nancy; she is so cute with a yellow hardhat on. She’s talking with Bruno, the general contractor. The guy to the right of him is Randy Nash; he’s the architect for these projects. The woman that he is standing next to Randy is Marcy L. Smith. She is my business partner for these two projects.”

“Very nice, but what does that have to do with us?”

“I’m sorry; I digress from the subject at hand. I’m investing around a million and a half dollars in these two ventures. Marcy is investing her expertise and time. She is also the only woman that I have ever loved. Before you ask, the feelings are mutual.

You are an incredibly beautiful woman Susan. Any normal man would walk through a wall of fire for an evening with you. So I guess that I’m not a normal man after all.”

Susan didn’t say a word; she walked over to Nancy and said something in her ear. Then she signaled to Marcy to come outside where Bill was standing.

“Hello again Nancy, Hello Marcy, my name is Susan Braden. I am a business acquaintance of William’s. … I stage antiques as a part time job. My real business is photography. … I asked William for permission to photograph the antiques in his apartment.

The session should take about two hours. William said okay, but I would also like both of your permissions and for both you to be present for the photo session.”

Nancy chimed in with an absolute sounding; “No way in hell am I going to let you get your claws in my dad.”

Marcy cried out; “Nancy! Where the heck did that come from? Miss Braden has an honest request. You act like she’s going to knock him over the head and take him away. Dam, I have never seen you like this. … Miss Braden, I am in the middle of starting two new businesses; I would welcome the distraction for a couple of hours.”

“Would Friday at 9AM be alright with everyone?”

Almost everyone agreed with Friday at nine AM. Nancy remained quiet with her arms folded and pouted. Susan picked up on Nancy’s disapproval. She came up with an idea to bring her around.

“Nancy and Marcy, could I speak to you two alone for a moment?”

Bill grunted; “Okay, I know when I’m not invited to the party.”

He walked away and went back to the apartment.

As soon a Bill was out of sight, Susan asked; “You two are the most important women in Williams’ life, agreed?”

Both women acknowledged that as a matter of fact.

“Do you know what you’re going to give him for Christmas? Don’t answer yet. I have two ideas that will blow him away. Now how many women could we say are really close friends with him?”

Marcy and Nancy came up with the following list: Themselves and their mothers. There are a total of four women that William considers close friends. Susan explained that there is a Japanese Noh Plays theater company in town.

She would arrange to have the women in Bill’s life dressed in complete Samurai Kimonos. She would photograph them in several poses. The process would be repeated with them wearing complete Samurai armor. Susan said she would have the photos placed into a bound book as a Christmas gift for William.

She turned to Marcy and explained the second idea. She would photograph her nude. There would be several laying and sitting poses. Her legs and arms would be strategically placed to avoid embarrassment.  At first she was shocked and taken back. Upon further explanation and a look through Susan’s portfolio of photos, Marcy agreed.

The women agreed for Friday morning after the antiques shoot, Susan would shoot Marcy at Bill’s apartment. Nancy had to keep Bill away until Susan was finished. She explained the shoot should take about an hour. The Samurai costume photo shoot will be Saturday morning at 8AM.

Everyone was in agreement on everything that had to be done, except Nancy wanted one more thing; “How much is this going to cost us?”

Susan replied; “Nothing except whatever it will cost you to get to Ina’s Theater on Burton Avenue and back. We need to pay the makeup people a few hundred dollars for their time. I will give you my time and expertise.”

Marcy and Nancy both wondered why Susan would do this for free. This project has to be worth some serious money.

Marcy spoke first; “Susan, I don’t mean to sound skeptical, but why? You don’t know me and your relationship with Nancy is rather on the cool side. So what’s the real reason?”

“Since you put it that way, I was on the make for William. When I received the commission to set up his antiques, I checked him out. Did you know he’s a multi-millionaire? Best estimate has him with between ten and twelve million in the bank. This building is worth maybe twenty to twenty five million. That’s not including the restaurant, theater and your two businesses.”

Marcy replied; “Bill is a very hard looking man, so you went after him for his money? A woman that looks like you couldn’t turn Williams’ head?”

“I was able to move it slightly, but Nancy caught me and stopped that attempt cold. I tried again today; William wanted to slam the door in my face. Nancy, he is really in love with you. The level of his protection of you shows it. Marcy that man would walk through the burning gates of hell for you.”

Nancy spoke; “With the way you look, you should be able to get any man you want. Your gorgeous, professional, the ultimate 30’s something woman. There isn’t a hot guy on the planet that wouldn’t want you.”

“I work out every morning for 60 minutes before breakfast, 20 minutes of that workout is bust exercises. I didn’t get these by surgery or a pushy up bra. … Mr. Right better be worth something and have a dam good income. I’m not giving this body to anyone that looks good, but makes minimum wage. A future of making babies, living in a trailer park in poverty is not my idea of a future. I’m worth a lot more than that.

Your William was a perfect target; he’s rich and I thought he was unattached. I couldn’t care less what he looks like. He treats people well and seems like a nice guy. I tried to make a play for him and I lost. On the other hand, William and I may be able to conduct some business in the future. One can never tell what the future brings.”

The three women chatted for a while longer, they confirmed their agreement about Friday and Saturday; they all parted company. Susan entered her car and drove off, Marcy went back inside the construction site and Nancy went back to the apartment.

Once inside the apartment, Bill was nowhere to be found. She went down to the restaurant, checked the theater and still no Bill. Could he be in the offices? Sure enough, Bill was sitting behind the desk in his office. He had his briefcase, computer and a pad of paper in front of him.

“Well, it looks like you made yourself at home in your new office. How is surfing the internet going for you? Is there anything interesting out there?”

“I’m online with the office supply store. I’m ordering office supplies for the office. I have a great desk and a comfortable chair, but that’s it. So I’m ordering all the stuff that one needs for an office. … You should do the same for your office.”

“Dad, a legal pad is all I need. I’m leaving for school in a few days. I’ll order what I need when I need it. By the way, order me some good pens and a couple of mechanical pencils.”

Bill’s phone rings; “Hello?” a very brief pause and his response; “We’re on the way, sixty seconds.”

While he was rushing to get out from behind the desk he told Nancy; “Go get Randy right now! Meet me in the restaurant; your mother is in trouble.”

He went down the stairs like a bullet and Nancy was close behind. She started to follow and he yelled; “Get Randy right now! …. Go!”

Bill plowed through the restaurant door and found Jill looking stressed and shaking, but no obvious threat. There was some little blonde guy standing nearby smiling.

“Jill, what’s the matter? What’s wrong? What’s the trouble?”

With her voice quaking; “It’s him, over there.” She pointed to the little guy standing a few feet away.

“Did he threaten you? What’s going on?”

Nancy and Randy arrived with Bruno following close behind. Randy went over and comforted Jill. Nancy stood next to Bruno looking at the stranger.

The stranger finally spoke with a thick southern accent; “I seen Jill on TV. I also seen you on TV, dam you’re a big one. I seen the interview with Nancy, she’s my daughter.”

Bill looked at the man; “You better introduce yourself, pal.”

Everyone stood silently for a moment when Bill broke the silence.

“Far be it from me to get involved in family problems but I asked you to introduce yourself, pal. Now state your business and be on your way, pal.”

“You made out very well for yourself Jill, our daughter seems to have grown up real fine and successful. I like the name Nancy; you gave our daughter a good name.”

With Randy still holding Jill; “You got me knocked up and ran away all those years ago. You sentenced us to a life of poverty. Get out and crawl back under the rock you came from and leave us alone.”

“Jill honey, I can’t do that without getting to know my charming daughter first. Hello Nancy, I’m your daddy.”

Nancy looked at him with a stare that could freeze water. She spoke with a voice that was completely void of emotion.

“What is your full name?”

“Sweetheart, my name is Roy John Bean”

“Do you have any chronic illnesses or genetic problems that I should be aware of?”

“No, I only seem to be on the wrong side of luck all the time.”

“Good, I am not your sweetheart. My name is Nancy Swenson, birth daughter of Jill Swenson and legal daughter of William J. Cann. In case you haven’t figured it out, my real father is the real man you were talking with. … Now you will leave my restaurant and leave right now you will. I have absolutely nothing more to say to you.”

“Oh little darling, I spent the last of my money getting a bus ticket to get here to see my long lost family. You’re so successful, rich and I have nothing. … Come on and help your father out. Fifty thousand dollars isn’t so much when you own all this now is it?”

Nancy walked over to Roy; “For what you did to my mother and me, I was going to spit in your eye, but you’re not worth the spit.” She walked out of the restaurant without saying another word.

Randy was staring at Roy; “How long have you been out of prison? I noticed the teardrop tattoos next to your eye. What were you in for?”

“I was in for burglary, grand theft auto and larceny a few times. I’m out on parole now, so I’m keeping my nose clean. That’s why I need a little financial help. I helped make Nancy. If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t be here Jill and Nancy wouldn’t be rich. So I’ll hang around here until I get what’s coming to me. ”

Nobody noticed that Bruno had previously called 911 about a vagrant in the restaurant. The front door opened and Nancy came through with the police. Bruno told the police what happened and how Roy was trying to extort money from Jill and Nancy. It was only a few seconds; Roy was in handcuffs and on his way to the police car.

Everyone walked outside and watched Roy being placed in the back seat. While the officer was attaching the seat belt, Roy decided to get stupid. He started yelling; “I’m going to keep coming back until I get the money I want. $50,000 and I’ll go away!”

Bruno looked at Bill and commented; “That is the stupidest man I have ever seen. To admit to extortion while the police dashboard camera is turned on is really dumb.”

Everyone mulled around, discussing what happened and the circumstances that surrounded it. Nancy came back and stood by the restaurant door. She had the look of total despair on her young face.

Bill walked over; “What’s the matter? He’s history now. Bruno said he would be witness to everything that happened today. So why does my daughter have such a sad face?”

“Dad, I let you down. I am so ashamed of myself; I don’t deserve to be your daughter anymore.”

“Let’s go upstairs to the apartment and talk this over. The street is no place for a father-daughter conversation. You are my daughter; some lowlife scumbag isn’t going to change that by showing up and laying claim to you.”

They went upstairs and she led him into the room with the antiques and the footlocker. Bill noticed the Glock pistol lying on the floor. Silencer attached and a full clip of ammo installed.

“I told you I knew what was in here and that I would never ever touch that stuff.”

She started crying and said through her tears; “I broke my promise. I am so sorry, please forgive me.”

He grabbed and hugged her for all he was worth. With the voice of compassion; “You are forgiven. … Besides, you never made the promise official. … You never said; ‘I cross my heart and I hope to die if I break this promise.’ So your promise was never an official one. …. Come on and dry those tears. … Only one little question though.”

Sniffling she asked; “What?”

“Did you chamber a round?”

“I don’t know. I screwed on the barrel part, and then slid that thing with the bullets inside in the gun. I didn’t know what to do next so I set it on the floor. I am so sorry; I will never do that again.”

“Would you mind if I put everything back where it belongs? I think my little girl has had enough excitement with guns and lowlife scum for a while.”

“Thanks dad, I’m going to lie down for a while. My head is going to explode if I don’t.”

William rapidly walked to the medicine cabinet and found it empty.

“I’m sorry honey, the medicine cabinet is empty. I’ll run down to the Patel’s store and buy some aspirins. It will take me no more than a few minutes.”

“I’m shaking so bad, I want to lie down. Forget the aspirins; help me to my room please.”

Bill swooped up Nancy and carried her to her new room. While he was walking he softly said; “Close your eyes, think of yourself being cradled by the arms of the dragon. Now gently sleep my little princess while the dragon stands guard.”

Bill placed her on the bed and closed the curtains. Removed a brand new bedspread from its package and covered her. Kneeling besides her he stroked her hair and softly said; “Have no fear my child, I will be your champion as long as you need me. You will forever be in the arms of the dragon.”

He rose up and left her room, almost closing the door completely, but not quite. He disassembled and put the gun away. He went down stairs to check up on Jill.

When he arrived, she was still a little shaken. Bill assured her they have seen the last of Roy Bean. He told her to take the afternoon off so she could compose herself before her big night out. Jill thanked him, smiled and out the door within a minute.

He introduced himself to the new staff members. Bill called over Linda and asked her about her kid. He found out she had a boy named Michael and he is seven years old. He also found out that Linda only lives a block away.

“Linda let’s do this, I’ll have Jill order a big TV for the back dining room. We can get a video game console and some kid’s games, so if we need you and you can’t get a babysitter, you can bring Michael down here. That goes for the rest of the staff too. That way you don’t miss out on the opportunity to make some money.”

The staff loved the idea and thanked him profusely. William settled into being a host for the lunch rush. Nancy came downstairs around 1 PM.

She walked in liked she owned the place. Sat at the counter; “Dad, come here, I need to tell you something. Get real close because I don’t want to shout.”

When he leaned over, Nancy threw her arms around his neck and kissed him on the cheek. With glee in her voice; “You’re my champion dad! I was protected by the dragon.”

Bill wiped his eyes; “Christine, get this kid some food please.”

Nancy had a sandwich and a glass of milk.

When Nancy had finished, she started towards the door; “I’ll be in my classroom next to the toilet when you need me. Bye Dad!” With a broad smile on her face, she backed out door and waved.

William made it through the restaurant lunch service without much trouble. Thanks to the wait staff showing him what to do when seating customers. He was also bombarded with patrons saying; “I seen you on TV, where is that girl you caught before she fell? How is she doing? Where is the little blonde girl that gave the interview?”

The questions and comments were polite enough. One woman in her late 50’s said; “You have a nice restaurant here; you should grow a mustache; you look like a serial killer. Maybe loose the bandana too.”

“Thank you ma’am, I think I will take that under advisement.”

With lunch service out of the way, the restaurant was finally empty. All the side work was completed, every one of the staff sat around telling stories. Almost every story they told revolved around the previous owner Nick, screwing somebody out of something. Christine reminded William that he has not had lunch yet.

“I’ve been so excited about playing host, I forgot to eat. Maybe that’s why my stomach is upset.”

“Speaking of being upset boss, now that we have enough staff, I need two favors.

“Sure Chris, name them.”

"I need some time off to go for my follow up exam. Perhaps some morning I could go and get that done."

"No problem, let Jill know so she can schedule someone to cover for you, what’s the second favor?"

"I need someone to come with me. Duane is worthless, Jill is not my first choice, Nancy is in school, Marcy is too busy with the new businesses, so who’s left? I would ask Carla but"

"Chris stop, I’ll go with you. I don’t have a job remember? Let me know when you want to go. I’ll even pay for the cab fare; the vampires need to draw my blood anyway, your timing is perfect."

“Thanks boss, you know I could slap that child of mine for making you go away although years ago.”

"Think Chris, if I was 20 years older, you and me, you never can tell."

“Well isn’t that like you now, hitting up on an old cancer patient to make her feel good. Now stop that right now. I must admit it sure does make me feel better."

“You’re looking a little fatigued Chris, would you like to take off the rest of the afternoon?"

“Oh Bill, that would be great. After the surgery I don’t have the energy like I used to.”

"Here’s $20.00 go over to the Patel’s and get yourself some beer or whatever you want, I’ll see you tomorrow."

"Thanks Bill, now I should really spank that child for what she did to you.”

"In a long extenuated voice; "Goodbye Chris.”

Bill walked over to the food pass through window; "Mrs. Lopez, I need a chicken salad lunch plate for here”.

"Mister William, you know the rules. If there is no ticket, there is no food."

"Carmen, do you like working here?"

"Oh yes, very much. You are a wonderful man to work for."

"Carmen, do you like having keys to the place so you can come in and make your pies anytime you want?"

"Oh William, that is so good of you to let me do that; you are too kind to me."

"Mr. and Mrs. Lopez, I am very hungry. When I get hungry I get cranky. When I get cranky, I want to fire people that work for me. Do you two understand where this is going?"

Carmen said; "Jorge, don't put too much dressing on Williams chicken salad."

"Thank you Carmen, thank you Jorge. I knew I liked you two for a reason. You’re my favorite Hispanic couple."

"Mr. Cann, we are the only Hispanic couple you know."

"You’re absolutely right! That's why I like you two so much. I would hate to see you two stop working for me over a chicken salad plate."

Jorge said something in Spanish to Carmen. Carmen spoke; "My husband wants to know if you would really fire us over your lunch?"

"The real answer is no, I would not fire you over that. I would send Jill back here to keep you company for your entire shift. That woman would make you crazy in no time at all."

Carmen and Jorge exchanged more words in Spanish; Jorge laughed and said something else.

Carmen said; "Whatever you want for lunch is no problem; no ticket, no problem."

"I knew you two would see it my way."

Dinner service started more gradual than lunch; the clientele was more relaxed. About 5 o’clock, Bill called Nancy. “Hi there, this is your father calling, what would you like for dinner? As a matter of fact, why not come down and visit your dear old dad, perhaps we could engage in some conversation."

“Holy cow, I didn’t realize what time it is. You know, this office needs a clock. I’ll be right down."

Nancy came down from her office/classroom. She must have stopped by the prep kitchen, because she brought Marcy with her. Bill seen the two women walk in the door; he called over Linda to take over hosting duties while he had his dinner and meet with the ladies of his life.

“Hello the two loves of my life. How’s the prep kitchen going? How’s school going?”

Nancy answered; “I’ll go first because I have the least to say. My studies are going fine. My office/classroom next to the toilet is fine. I should be done within a couple of days. Okay Marcy, my dad is all yours.”

Marcy proceeded to tell William about all aspects of the design and construction of the ‘Dreams Prep Kitchen’ and the ‘Cooks Dream Emporium’ store.

Bill brought up the subject of Susan Braden; “Marcy, with your marketing education, don’t forget marketing brochures with pictures.”

The conversation had a sudden chill come over it when Marcy said; “Speaking of pictures, Susan said she tried to seduce you and you are worth millions. Is any of that true?”

Bill almost choked at those statements and question. When he composed himself; “Yes on both counts. Nancy is my business manager. She can confirm that our cash reserve is in the millions. Yes, Susan did hit on me twice. After her last attempt, I made it crystal clear that I am not interested. I also made it clear that I am offended at her attempts and you are my soul mate for life, period.

I came into my wealth by sending my payrolls to Minori, who invested them. No real secret, the right financial planner. I guess Miss Susan is part private investigator. I hope that clears things up for you.”

“I was wondering what was going on is all. She seems honest enough, I wanted to make sure. We have other dealings with Susan and I wanted to be sure about who I’m dealing with. There’s nothing more than that.”

“Marcy, I want to pick up where we left off so many years ago. So much has happened over time. You haven’t changed a bit; you’re still the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. I know I’m a different person than I was.”

Nancy spoke up; “If you two want to be together tonight, I can sleep in your apartment Marcy. That way you two can hookup tonight. Oops! That did not come out right. I meant to say ‘get to know each other and sleepover’ is what I wanted to say.”

Marcy smiled at William; “That is the most wonderful idea I have ever heard.”

She turned and looked at Nancy; “You won’t mind if I borrow your ‘William’?”

“He’s my dad and I am sure he’s old enough to take care of himself. There is one problem, he has to finish his hosting duties first; and then you can have him.”

“Ah ladies, I don’t believe you two are having this conversation while I am sitting at the table. This is very embarrassing.”

“Oh Dad, you’re such a prude. Marcy, I sleep in my underwear and his shirts. He wants me to wear pajamas!”

“Oh Nancy, back in the day, I had to give him the first kiss. I always had to initiate every show of affection. He treated me like a princess on a pedestal.”

“Well ladies, I have to get back to work and play Host for a while. This is a subject matter that I am not comfortable discussing in public. Nancy, would you be a darling and tell Marcy all about my medications. Make sure you tell her about the interesting side effects. You know the ones that you seemed to have forgotten about.”

With that, William rose up from the table and relieved Linda from the hosting duties.

Nancy looked at Marcy; “That went over like a bomb. I was thinking about you two getting together and I really stuck my foot in it this time. I completely forgot about his medications. Because of his head injury, he takes blood pressure and all kinds of other medications. … He can’t ah; do ‘that’ if he wanted to.”

Marcy commented; “He told me he was under medications that were affecting him, I didn’t completely understand how much they were affecting him.”

“Well he’s taking these huge pain pills. There are the blood thinners so he has to be careful not to cut himself. The blood pressure meds, that’s the one that has the ‘greatly reduced sexual performance’ warning on the bottle. The anti-seizure meds, those are kind of fun. He takes one of those before bed, within five minutes he is out cold.

There are the tranquilizers; he really needs to take them. The doctors were very insistent on that. When he doesn’t take them, he has a real short fuse. I think it may be part of his pain management.”

Marcy was listening to Nancy’s outline on Bill’s health issues when she said; “Perhaps we may be pushing things a little too fast here. Although I don’t want to, I can wait. I’ve done without a man for thirty six years; I guess a few more weeks won’t hurt too much.”

Nancy proceeded to tell Marcy on how she shaved him, how she touched the soft spot where the injury was and how it felt when she pressed it.

When she told her it felt like pushing on a stale marshmallow, a sour expression came across her face; “Enough already. I don’t want to know anymore. Please leave something for me to learn about him when were together.”

The two women changed the subject matter to the upcoming photo shoot. Marcy told her that she had to make another appointment with Monica. But she wouldn’t say why. Nancy figured it was because she wanted to look her best for the photo shoot. The two women arose from the table and headed toward Bill.

Nancy was the first to speak; “Dad, when you’re done, come and get me from my office. You remember the one next to the bathroom; hahaha.”

Marcy continued after Nancy; “William, I am sorry if I was part in making you uncomfortable. I let my desires get in the way of common sense. Today has been a very long day for all of us. Will I have the pleasure of your company tomorrow for breakfast, lunch and dinner?”

“My love, it would take a team of wild Nancy Swenson’s to keep me away from you. I hope you have sweet dreams, because I will be dreaming of you.”

Marcy and Bill kissed and exchanged ‘I love you’s.’ Bill watched both of his ladies as they went out the door.

Looking down at the hostess stand, he found a stack of mail. Looking through it, he found a small package with his name on it. The return address was Choam. He opened it, found a DVD and a letter. The letter read; “Why write when we can talk, play the DVD fool! Your brothers in arms, Eric & Clark”

The rest of the evening was uneventful. Closing time rolled around and he the restaurant shut down for the evening. William went to the offices and retrieved Nancy. Some small talk ensued and Bill showed Nancy the DVD that came in the mail. They left the office and went to their apartment.

Nancy looked around for the remote control; “I hope the technical people hooked up the DVD player to the TV correctly; here we go.”

She pressed a button and the DVD door opened and the TV came on. She inserted the disk and within a few seconds two faces were on the screen; Bill’s old friends Eric and Clark.

Eric spoke first; “Hey buddy, congratulations on still breathing. Mr. Elliott flew in this morning. He filled us in on your situation. We are sorry to hear about your mom. Clark and I are at a loss for words. We knew you were wrapped really tight when you were here, we never thought about would happen if you ever let loose in civilian life.”

Clark spoke next; “Mr. Elliott told us that you had a pretty bad time with the hospital staff. Look at it this way; at least you didn’t kill anyone. You didn’t kill anyone did you? Do us a big favor and don’t.

He told us that you had most of the staff so scarred that they wouldn’t even come on to your floor. The ones that work on that floor wouldn’t come in your room. He also told us about some little girl that you wanted to tear apart.”

Eric continued; “He also told us about how that kid is now your only friend. Lewis ran a background check on the kid and her mother. Nothing but some bad luck is all. We have some other news, we are both leaving Choam in a couple of weeks thanks to you pal. We both have new jobs with Zocalo Pharmaceutical & Biotech as heads of security. We’re going to be making six digit salary’s buddy!”

Clark spoke; “Because of you, the shrinks convinced Lewis we should not have been here for more than four years tops. There is something about being in an ultra-high stress job that leads to being permanently burned out; permanent psychosis they called it. Night terrors, erratic sleep patterns, extreme mood swings and a real short fuse. Shit dude that sounds like you for the last ten years!”

Eric took over; “What did Mr. Elliott tell us not to say? Idiot, we weren’t supposed to say anything about him being a whack job. You remember how unstable he is you goddam dummy, we’ll get Yorio to delete that part. Yorio, delete what stupid just said and start again here.

Anyway Bill, Yorio and the Kings niece are an item. Remember Ambrosia? I think that’s her name. Hell, I can’t remember. Anyway, she and Yorio have been doing the nasty for some time. Since he’s not Muslim, they need to get out of the country.”

Clark spoke; “Were going to get them to New York where she can claim Political Asylum. King Aniq has already signed her banishment papers from Choam. He gave them to her so when she gets to New York, the asylum part will go super-fast. She was to be married to some hajji moron that the King can’t stand. He would rather see her exiled than married to a nitwit.”

Eric spoke next; “By the way, you’re going to love this; King Aniq loves the internet. So what’s the first thing he searches? His sons name of course. One of the things that came up was you!

He found out you setup a college scholarship fund in the name of Prince Al-Lam. The King was telling everyone about how his son’s memory lives on in America and how you are paying for it out of your own pocket.”

Clark took over; “He told anyone that would listen that you are is surrogate son. He also is sending you his late son’s endowment. I have no idea what that is. So anyway, that’s about it. So long for now old friend; if you ever find that Marcy girl, marry her please.”

Eric continued; “You better invite us to the wedding. It would be worth the trip to see you with a woman! Hahaha; take care old friend. The corporation that we are going to be working for is headquartered in Kansas City. I’ll get your phone number from Kathy and let you know when we are going to be in town.”

Clark finished the recording with; “We miss you man. I hope that you heal both physically and mentally. Please Bill, we all know you’re a man’s man, but get some help dude. Remember what you told us; no man is an island.”

The video ended and without a word. Bill rose up and left the room. A moment later Nancy heard Bill yell out; “Dam it! There’s no milk. I’ve got to go shopping tomorrow.”

Nancy walked into the kitchen and replied; “Let’s both go shopping tomorrow. We have nothing here. Not even a bandage. Are you going to be alright? You’re shaking and I can’t read that look on your face.”

“I’ll be fine. I did learn one thing though; I understand why I feel this way; I’m burned out. Nancy, you really have been my anchor to reality, thank you.”

“What’s going to happen Monday when I go to school? Are you going to be alright?”

“To answer your questions in order, I’ll see you off to school and I’ll be upset that you’re not coming back until Friday. I’ll be fine; I have a lot to do while you’re gone.”

“Dad, you’re blowing smoke; you’re unemployed. The only thing that you have to do is surf the internet and get in trouble. Marcy is going to be busy for weeks setting up her businesses and you have no friends to hang out with. I’ll stay here and hang with you. I’ll take my college online and everything will be great.”

“Nancy by dear, I am certified crazy. I love your idea, but you’re as crazy as I am. You need to get out of this little world we created and into college. I’ll get a dog or a plant to keep me company.”

“Oh, you’re going to replace me with a dog or a plant, thanks a lot.”

“That’s not fair! I can’t replace you. How could I replace you even if I wanted to? Rhetorical question because I only have one daughter, I only need one daughter and I only want one daughter.”

The two humorously badgered each other for a few more minutes and finally prepared themselves for bed. After the normal bathroom stops, he handed her is sleeveless tee shirt. They each went into their separate rooms and within minutes, Bill was snoring.

It was a little after midnight Nancy awoke. The apartment was dead quite. She strained to hear anything; she heard the short heavy breathing and mumbling she has heard so many times before. She realized he’s having night terrors again, very bad ones by the sounds she hears. Nancy pulled back the bed coverings and exited her bed. Without any idea what she was going to do, she went into Bill’s room.

He was having bits of conversation with someone in his mind. She climbed in bed and worked her way over to him. Without a second thought, she draped her right arm over him and placed her hand on his bare chest. Then it happened, his breathing stopped. She didn’t know what to do or what was going to happen next. Her heart started pounding so loud; she thought the sound of her heart was going to wake him up.

Bill exhaled and started breathing normally. He rolled over onto his left side, leaving Nancy facing his back. His right arm pulled up the bed spread and rested on top of her arm. His right hand clutched hers and held it against his chest. She could feel his heart rate decline. She lay there with her arm and hand trapped. Within a few minutes, Nancy was sound asleep. She didn’t care at all because she was in the arms of the dragon.

End of chapter 13
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 14

The first morning in the new apartment rolled around like any other morning for William. Well almost like any other morning. He woke up on his right side, that’s unusual. He realized his arm was wrapped over a warm body. ‘Where’s my hand?’ he thought in a moment of panic. A gentle squeeze revealed that it’s on a warm shoulder.

When he examined their sleeping positions, they were both in the fetal position. He was keeping her back warm. Slowly he left the bed without disturbing her. Also to make sure that there were a sheet and a blanket separating them.

Bill threw on yesterday’s shirt, pants, and slippers and walked downstairs. He checked and found the front door locked, he could see the light from the kitchen. Carmen was already inside making pies.

He walked around and entered through the unlocked back door. Bill said loudly; “Good Morning Carmen, it’s only me. I hope you have the coffee made.”

“Good morning William, I made the coffee a few minutes ago. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Mrs. Lopez, I’m not worried about the cost of a pot of coffee. If you want breakfast, tea or coffee, help yourself. Employees eat and drink for free.”

Bill walked over to the coffee machine and grabbed two cups to go. He prepared Nancy’s coffee with the right amount of milk. On his way out the back door; “Carmen, lock the door in the morning. I don’t want someone to come in while you’re here alone.”

She started to disagree with him and he cut her off; “Carmen, that is an absolute order!”

He smiled and continued; “What would happen if some twenty one year old, handsome six foot tall, good looking Mexican guy came in here and took you away? What would I say to your husband?”

She had a smile from ear to ear; “You would tell him; your wife said Good bye Jorge!”

They both laughed and Bill reiterated that he is concerned about her safety. He left the restaurant and went back upstairs. Upon returning to the apartment, he checked back on Nancy. She was still in bed sleeping like a baby. Bill decided to take his morning medications without food. Within a few minutes, his stomach was very upset. Feeling queasy, he went back to bed and lay down on his back. Within seconds, Nancy was next to him with her right arm draped over his chest.

Bill turned his head to see Nancy staring at him and asking; “What’s the matter? Did you take your meds without food?”

“Yes, I thought coffee would be enough. It’s not; I’m going to lay here until it passes.”

Without saying a word, Nancy got out of bed; put on yesterday’s clothes and out the door she went. Within a few minutes she returned with a large Styrofoam cup of milk and two bananas.

She put a straw in the milk; “Here, drink this; it will start to settle your stomach.”

She peeled a banana; “Give me the milk, eat this. Then finish the rest of your milk.”

After a long pause; “We really need to get some food in here. I have read all the instructions and warnings on your pill bottles. Maybe you should read them too. Are you feeling better now?”

“Yes, thank you. Those pain pills pack quite a punch on an empty stomach. While I get myself together, do you want to go back to bed?”

“Are you kidding? I’m so pumped; I could run around the block a few times. I’ll take my shower, get ready for breakfast and head for my office next to the toilet after breakfast.”

“That sounds good to me. I’ll shower after you’re done. Perhaps my stomach will settle down and my head will stop hurting by then.”

“How bad are the headaches? How often do you get them?”

“The headache is constant. It goes from most of the time being really annoying to a blinding pain. The kind of pain that is so intense, I can hardly see or hear. Doctor Goldberg told me as the skull bone grows back, the pain will reside.”

“How long will that take?”

“She told me up to six months for the bone to be completely replaced. From what I’ve read, the brain matter will be covered with bone within a few more weeks at most. That’s when the pain should completely end.”

“Did I hurt you when I pressed on it?

“No, it felt really strange is all. Now go take your shower so I can take mine, then we can get some breakfast.”

“Dad you’re standing there smiling, what’s going on?”

“Thinking about sitting with you and talking over breakfast has been one of my pleasures, now with you and Marcy at breakfast, it will be sheer joy.”

“Wow. If that is sheer joy, you really have lived a sheltered life. Your life is contained in a footlocker, a few sketch books and some old blood stained clothes.”

“Remember what I said there’s more to life than just possessions.”

“Earth to dad; if you think sitting talking to Marcy and me is sheer joy; you must have been in utopia when you made it to third base with her.”

“We never played baseball together. I never was any good at sports. I like listening to baseball, I never liked playing it. I never seen Marcy involved with sports either.”

“Earth calling William, can you hear us calling you? Good grief! First base is when you kiss, second base is when you touch or feel your partners stuff, and third base is....”

“Stop, I get the picture already. Thank you, I now have a clear understanding about the bases.”

Holding his head down, he turned away; “Go take your shower, call me when you’re done.”

She looked at him with compassion and sorrow because of what she said. Nancy realized how inexperienced he was in sexual matters that today’s teenagers take for granted.

Nancy went into the shower thinking; ‘I don’t think he’s ever seen a naked woman much less touched one.’

Reality set in; ‘There’s no soap or shampoo!’ She yelled out; “Shit!”

Bill heard her yell through the door. Thinking something was wrong, he ran to the door and yelled are you alright?”

“No, I’m all wet and we don’t have any bar soap or shampoo.”

The door opened and she came out, soaking wet wrapped in a towel.

“Don’t bother going in, the only things we have are the toothpaste and a half roll of toilet paper. This is going to be a great day. It starts off with you getting sick; I embarrass you and now no soap. What’s going to happen next, a plane crash?”

Bill gave a partial laugh; “Don’t worry about me. Go to your room, dry off and get dressed. While you do that, I’ll tell you why I never got to ‘second base’ as you call it.”

“Tell me while I’m in my room, I need to dry and get dressed.”

“No my dear, I’m going to stand down the hall so you can hear me.”

Nancy walked to her room and left the door open. She listened and heard nothing; she stuck her head out the door and seen Bill sitting on the floor about ten feet away.

“You can start now! I can listen and get dressed at the same time. It’s called multi-tasking. It’s like walking and chewing gum at the same time, its multi-tasking.”

“It’s like I told you before, Marcy was the first girl to ever show me genuine affection. Now don’t get me wrong, I sure wanted to see and touch her, ‘guns’ as you call them. Trust me, as a young man I had fantasies about how they would feel.

The fear of rejection stopped me dead in my tracks, I remember the first time I seen her in that blue sundress, she was a few steps away. I threw her a piece of candy and she missed it. When she bent over and it was obvious she was not wearing a bra. I thought I seen the mounds of heaven. I think my eyes almost popped out of my head.”

Through the open door Nancy said: “You never cease to amaze me on how special you really are, and I don’t mean that in a bad way. You are more special that you realize.”

Nancy exited her room and said: “Come on Mister Special, let’s get Marcy.”

As Bill was gathering his wallet and keys, his phone rang. "Hello?”.... Good morning Christine, what's wrong? .... You’re not serious are you? .... We will be down stairs in a minute. Is it okay if we pick up Marcy first? .... All right, see you in a few minutes. .... Save that back corner booth for us. ...  Bye."

Nancy asked; "What can be so wrong that Christine calls you but not enough for us to be in a hurry?"

"There is something wrong with your mother; she is treating everyone like real human beings. She said good morning to everyone, one at a time. She also wished all of them to have a wonderful day. She tuned the radio to the love song station and then the worst thing of all, she's humming love songs!"

Nancy looked like she didn't know whether to laugh or panic. She said with all seriousness; "We need to get Marcy and mom's new boy toy Randy. I'll get Marcy and you find Randy, he should be in the prep kitchen with Bruno by now."

The pair left their apartment, Nancy went to get Marcy and Bill went to the Prep Kitchen.

"Good morning Bruno, good morning Randy. How are you two doing this fine Thursday morning?"

Bruno was looking at Randy; "It's a good morning for me Bill, our young Randy looks like he didn't get much sleep last night."

Randy had a look of happiness that was overshadowed by looking completely exhausted.

Bill looked at him; "So you understand, I have no claim or interest in Jill other than her running my restaurant. Did you spend the night with her?"

Randy looked through his blood shot eyes, smiled; "I have not been intimate with a woman since before my wife died of cancer. That was four years ago. I think we both got a little carried away last night."

Bruno asked; "How much did you two have to drink before, you know."

Randy replied; "Jill had a very small glass of wine and I had one glass of beer."

Bill said; "You must have had one hell of a night, that's all I can say. Are you two interested in breakfast? I'm buying!"

Bruno declined because he already had breakfast at home. Randy replied; “I need to go home and get some sleep. I’m exhausted, tired and sore. Even my lips hurt!”

Bruno said; “Go home, there is nothing for you to do here today. The tile guys are coming in to finish the floor, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Good bye Bill, see you tomorrow Bruno.”

Randy slowly picked up his stuff and left. Bill was right behind him. Marcy saw Randy walking on the sidewalk; looked at him and approached Bill.

“Good morning Bill, what’s wrong with Randy? He doesn’t look so good.”

“Good morning my love, I’ll fill you in when we get inside the restaurant. First, pay attention to Jill. I understand she’s behaving a little differently this morning.”

The trio walked into the restaurant and was greeted by an over bubbly Jill.

“Good morning everyone, I hope that you all slept well and you’re ready for the start of a brand new day. The weather forecast for today is going to be wonderful. It is the perfect day for walking in the park with your loved one.”

The trio stood there grinning in almost a state of shock when Bill spoke; “Jill, are you feeling okay? You look a little tired and worn out.”

“Now that you mention it, I had quite a night last night. I guess you could say this morning too. …. I was so weak; Randy had to help me in the shower. Did I say that? Never mind; I’m worn out.”

Nancy had to get into the act; “Mom, I take it you and Randy had a good time last night. Was it his place, or yours?”

“My place, since you don’t live there anymore, I can bring a man home and I did. We would have kept you up most of the night; it’s a good thing you weren’t there.”

“Gee thanks mom, that’s way more information than I needed. I’m glad for you, I think.”

“Bill, I’m going to need you to play host again today. I only had a couple hours of sleep; almost everything hurts and is sore. I’m lucky I can walk and talk this morning.”

Marcy spoke up; “Jill, I don’t want to sound rude, but this conversation is not very lady like. If you would like, I’ll take over as host. Why don’t you come back after lunch, let’s say two o’clock?”

“Oh Marcy you’re an angle, thank you!”

It took Jill seconds to gather her purse, jacket and out the door she went. Marcy and Bill looked at Nancy with questionable looks on their faces.

In a defensive tone, Nancy said; “Don’t look at me that way. I didn’t make her; she was on this planet long before I was.”

Marcy walked over to Christine; “Jill went home for a few hours, could you host while we have breakfast? I’ll take over when were done.”

“I’ll take over for a while, enjoy your breakfast. By the way, today is starting to be a day of firsts. Jill gets a man; you come out of hiding and start interacting with customers. This is going to be one hell of a day.”

The trio went to the rear booth, next to the back dining room. Bill decided to name it Nancy’s booth, because it’s the one she fell out of while spying on him and Susan Braden. The breakfast conversation was about Jill, Randy and the prep kitchen. They also included Bill and Nancy’s planed shopping trip this morning.

With breakfast finished, Marcy said; “Nancy, could you tell Bruno that I am working here today. In case he needs to ask me something. Bill, would you be available in case Jill wants to have some more rounds in the sack with Randy and doesn’t show up?”

“Whatever you need, I’m there. I’m unemployed so I have nothing better to do. What’s going on if I might ask?”

“I have a four o’clock appointment with Monica that I can’t miss.”

“Monica does nice work, but how could she possibly make you more beautiful than you already are?”

“Oh Bill, you are such a romantic. I’m going for other reasons that you don’t need to know about, we will leave it at that.”

“Earth to dad, if you don’t let go of her hand, the blood flow will stop.”

He released her hand but never stopped looking into her eyes. Nancy wanted to talk to Marcy in the worst way; she needed an excuse to get rid of him for a few minutes.

“Dad, have you taken all of your medications yet? I don’t want you to have a seizure in the grocery store.”

“You’re right; I’ll go and finish taking my meds. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

The second the restaurant door closed, Nancy leaned over the table; “Tell me; what’s the real reason you’re going to Monica’s. Don’t give me a line of bull, what’s the real reason?”

“This is embarrassing, don’t tell a soul. Susan called me about the photo shoot, the one with me nude. She asked me if I noticed anything about those pictures she showed me. I told her no. She told me all the models were waxed.”

“Marcy, you’re going to Monica’s to get waxed, holy cow!”

“Shush! Keep your voice down, this is not information I want to share with the public.”

“Wow, what you won’t do in the name of love. All this time I thought you were a prude old maid.”

The two women talked for a couple more minutes before Bill returned. They borrowed Marcy’s car and went to the store. They returned with groceries, snack food and toiletries.

After putting everything away, the duo went to their offices. Nancy went to her office to study for school and Bill to contemplate ‘what’s next’. He called Dr. McIntyre and set up an appointment for tomorrow morning at 9AM. Doctor told him it would be a round table of with other vets.

He looked up and seen Nancy in the doorway. She softly asked; “Can I come with you tomorrow? I think you could use the moral support.”

“Yes I would like that very much, thank you. Is there anything else I can do for my little girl?”

“Not right now, thanks for calling me your little girl. That almost sends shivers of joy down my spine. That really means a lot to me. Can I ask you one more question before I go back to my studies?”

“Absolutely, what is it?”

“I overheard the nurses talking about you and I want to know if it’s true or not. When you came out of the coma, you asked Nurse McIntyre to ‘take you out with an overdose of morphine.’ Is that really true?”

“Yes, that is true. …. I had woken up and I thought that I was a quadriplegic. I had nothing to live for. The thought of living in a nursing home, having people feed me and clean me up after I soil myself was too much. I wanted her to take me out right then and there.”

“I’m glad Nurse McIntyre ignored you.”

“So am I, now go finish your studies. That way you and I can run our businesses, partner.”

She smiled and went back to her office. Bill was looking out the window at the theater marquee and thought ‘what the hell am I going to do with this?’

He had an epiphany! Old restored theater, play old movies! … Is there enough people going to watch old movies to make it worthwhile? He grabbed the keys to the theater and said to Nancy; “I’m going to the theater for a few minutes; I’ll be right back.”

Downstairs he went and into the theater. While searching he found several storerooms with theater props. The lobby guide ropes, stands, and the greatest find of all. He found boxes of big letters for the marquee. Even more boxes of smaller letters. A plan was forming in his mind.

Up to the projection room and there was a state of the art projector. Glancing through the instruction booklet, he discovered just insert the film reels and push the big green start button. The projector plays the movie, switches reels and rewinds them when the movie is finished.

The excitement inside of him is building when he thought; ‘What about the candy counter and popcorn? What about the film? Where the hell do I get that stuff? What am I missing? I need people to operate the place!’

Bill shut off the lights, locked the door and stood outside looking at the theater, visualizing what it would look like at night with the lights on. After a few moments of bliss, he went back upstairs. Bill went to see if Nancy was okay, she wasn’t in her office. He turned and heard the toilet flush and she exited the restroom.

“See, I said you would like the office next to the toilet. See how much time you saved!”

“Don’t start with the toilet please, I’m trying to study.”

“Sorry, it’s a guy thing with toilet humor.”

He turned and went back to his office. Thanks to the internet, he found a local theater concessions supply company. He called and talked with a sales representative named Donna. The rep was going to arrange everything and get him the old movie that he wanted. Things were going great and it wasn’t even close to lunch yet.

People; he needs people to help operate the theater. The trouble is he doesn’t know but a few people. Looking through his phone contacts, he sees Lori Donleavy. Press’s the ‘send’ key and waits.

“Hello Lori? … Oh I’m sorry Melanie, you sound like your daughter. This is William Cann; we had dinner in my restaurant last Sunday. …. I’m fine, how have you been? …. Oh I’m sorry to hear that.

Now we’re both unemployed. The reason I’m calling is I am looking for your daughter. I’m going to need people this weekend to work in my theater. I wanted to see if she’s interested in making some spending cash. Perhaps she has some friends at school that would like to work also.

Oh, you and Brian would be interested? …. Great, have Lori call me please. … I’ll need people to operate the concessions counter, sell tickets, and take the tickets and someone to be an usher. …. No I don’t know what job she will be doing. I will figure that out Saturday. …. Melanie, stop talking for a moment, thank you. …. If and when Lori calls me, I will give her the details.

Yes I understand she is only sixteen. I want to hire her to work in a movie theater for a Saturday afternoon. …. Melanie, I have my reasons for asking her. …. If she wants to work here, I will hire you and Brian also. If Lori doesn’t, I’ll put up a help wanted sign. …. Okay yes, I will hire both of you for Saturday afternoon regardless. …. Have Lori stop by or call me today, goodbye.”

Bill started talking to himself; “If after a night of drinking, I woke up and seen that woman next to me, lying on my arm, I swear I would gnaw my arm off so I could get away without waking her.”

From the other office he heard Nancy laughing. She yelled out; “She really got to you didn’t she. Why don’t you get us some coffee?”

“I’m going to run over to the old people’s home across the street. I’ll get the coffee after I’m done with that.”

Bill left and walked over to the retirement village. It was across the street and one street down. He spoke with the recreation director about the theater opening Saturday. All tickets, candy and popcorn were a dollar each. Since it’s going to be opening day, admission is free to the staff and residents. The showings will be at 2 and 4 PM.

Bill walked back to the restaurant and prepared two coffees to go. He brought Nancy her coffee and went back downstairs to the theater. He started putting the letters on the marquee.

‘Open this weekend only’
‘All seats $1 – shows 2 & 4’

‘Showing the original CASABLANCA’

He stood on the sidewalk like a father that witnessed the birth of a child. Then a car pulled up, a rather large woman around forty exited the car.

“William? I’m Donna Goldberg from the concessions company; we spoke on the phone a little while ago. I thought you were a crank caller trying to pull my chain, I had to stop by to see if you were real.”

The two formally introduced and went inside the theater. Donna came up with the idea of stocking the old candies that are still being made that were popular decades ago. Bill liked the idea and he gave Donna the grand tour.

Donna gave him a few pointers on running a theater and wished him luck. She promised him that everything will be at the theater no later than Friday afternoon. They parted company and he returned to the office.

Today’s lunch was spent with Nancy because Marcy was being host in the restaurant. The trio agreed to meet for dinner around 5 o’clock. Jill showed up around 2 PM. She thanked Marcy for filling in so she could get some sleep. She also apologized for being so graphic and rude this morning.

That afternoon Bill spent his time surfing the internet, Nancy spent her time taking her college classes online and Marcy made her 4 o’clock appointment with Monica. That evening, Nancy and Bill were standing outside the restaurant waiting for Marcy to arrive. They saw her leaving Monica’s; she was walking slowly and stiffly.

Bill noticed; “She looks like she doesn’t feel very good. I sure hope she’s alright.”

Nancy walked ahead to Marcy and said something out of Bill’s hearing ability. When the two women were close enough, Marcy said; “I’m sorry Bill, I’m not up for dinner tonight. I’ll see you in the morning for breakfast. Nancy, would you be a darling and get me a bag of ice from the restaurant? The ice should bring the inflammation down.”

Bill stood there in befuddlement; “Did you strain something? I can go to the store and get you want ever you need.”

Nancy realized that she needed to put an end to this right now; “Dad, it’s a female thing; don’t worry about it, Marcy has it under control.”

Marcy replied; “Thank you; I will see you both tomorrow for breakfast. Nancy, can I see you for a moment please?”

Bill seeing where this was going; “I’ll see you inside, I want to chat with your mother for a moment.”

Bill walked inside and the two women were now alone.

Marcy asked; “So how are you going to keep William occupied during my photo shoot?”

“He made an appointment with the psychologist for 9 AM. I will keep him busy until you call me on my cell phone. Now, what happened to you? You’re walking like you’re bowlegged.”

“Monica told me most women get what’s called a Brazilian. Unlike a bikini wax, the Brazilian removes everything from the front and back. She said it makes a woman feel sexier around her man. … I have to tell you, the last thing I feel right now is sexy.”

“You look like you’re in pain, how bad does it hurt?”

“Let’s say, I don’t know which is worst; the pain or the burning sensation.  I don’t want to walk any more than I have to. Could you bring the ice to my apartment please? I’m not sure I even want to carry anything.”

“Go and I will be there in a minute with a bag of ice.”

Nancy went into the restaurant and told Jorge to make her a chicken salad sandwich for Marcy. She grabbed a plastic to go bag and put a few scoops of ice in it. She grabbed the sandwich, and off to Marcy’s apartment.

She handed her friend a sandwich and the bag of ice; “Did Monica say how long you’re going to be in pain?”

“She told me I should be okay in a few hours and the swelling will go down overnight. Now if you will excuse me, I’m going to try and relax.”

“I understand, put out the fire and I will see you tomorrow, bye.”

Nancy went back downstairs to the restaurant to find Bill already sitting at the booth, looking somewhat annoyed.

She sat down; “All done, so what’s going on with you?”

You two are up to something, I have this feeling that I don’t need to know; so I won’t ask. Let’s talk about your schooling and your plans.”

They proceeded to talk over everything about college and how well it was going. Bill filled her in on his plans for the theater; the phone rang.

“Hello? … Hi Lori, are you still interested in working for me? … Yes, I need a manager for my movie theater on Saturday and Sunday. Are you interested? … Yes, if your parents come to work for me, you will be their boss. … No, I’m not kidding. … Don’t tell your parents! … I will tell them Saturday when they come to work. … Could you come by Friday after school? … Good, we can start getting the theater ready to open … Ten dollars an hour and I’ll buy you all dinner after work. …. Okay, tell them to be at the theater at noon on Saturday. …. Bye.”

Nancy shot Bill a look; “You want that kid to be her parent’s boss at the theater? You really do live life on the edge.”

Bill leaned back in the booth; “Back in the hospital, the first night we met, I seen what you were made of. I want to see what this kid is made of.”

Skeptically she replied; “If you say so, we shall see.”

They had their dinner and continued to talk about anything and everything.

After desert Nancy proclaimed; “Let’s go upstairs; my brain is tired from all that studying today.”

They went upstairs and spent the evening watching some mindless TV shows and eventually went to their separate rooms for the night.

Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 14
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 15

The second morning in the new apartment started out better than the first. Bill woke up and went to the bathroom as usual. This time he closed the door, when it was time to flush, he closed the lid and threw a towel over the toilet.

Walked over to his new den and started a new morning exercise regimen. Warm up and loosening exercises were the start. Then knee bends, sit ups and finally pushups. At the count of twenty, his head started hurting. He stopped with a thud and rolled over. The incredible pain slowly resided after a few minutes.

Off to the shower and a shave. When he finished the shower, he realized there are no towels in the bathroom. All the towels were in the laundry room and had not been put away yet. So he grabbed his briefs with his left hand to cover himself and briskly walked to the laundry room at the rear of the apartment.

While in the laundry room drying, he saw movement out the corner of his eye. He turned and much to his surprise, Nancy was standing a few feet away. He wrapped the towel around his waist; “Good morning, may I finish drying myself in private please?”

“I came for a towel before I shower, not like some people I know.”

“Since any hope at modesty is now totally gone, how long have you been standing there?”

“Ah, long enough for you to know your modesty is safe with me; give me a towel so I can take a shower. You’re dry now so go get dressed, dimple butt.”

Bill handed her a towel; “Here, why don’t you run away from home like most kids your age?”

“There’s only two problems with that, number one, I’m not a kid I’m a grown woman. Number two, my dad won’t let me cross any streets alone, so how far could I get?”

“You’re right, don’t cross any streets without looking both ways and holding my hand. Go take your shower; we have a lot going on today.”

They exchange smiles and Nancy left for the shower, Bill went into his room, put on fresh briefs to prevent any further embarrassment and sat on the bed.

Looking into the dresser mirror he started thinking: ‘It was much easier before these people came into my life. Should I walk away from these people? I have enough cash to live very well somewhere else.

Ah, what am I thinking? Who wants a burned out mercenary around? Besides, I would really miss that kid; she thinks she’s a grown woman. Why do I feel so attached to her? What about Marcy? Could I go on without these women?

I wasn’t doing too badly before they came into my life, if I were to leave and disappear, they would be fine. They would just go on their way as before. They don’t need me around. I’ll call Mr. Elliott; he can get me out of here.’

Bill started thinking of all the possible scenarios, everything from going to Mexico or back to Choam. Perhaps he could go to Japan, he speaks fluent Japanese.

‘Part of the money is in Nancy’s name, so she’ll be alright. Once I’m gone, I can transfer owner ship of the properties to her. Life will be simple again. Oh I look so forward to simple. When do I make the move, today, maybe right now?’

Bill was snapped back into reality when a female voice called out; “Bullshit! You’re not dressed? Marcy is going to meet us down stairs in a few minutes. The photo shoot starts at 9 a.m. your doctor’s appointment starts at 9 o’clock and we need to talk about a few things right now.”

“All right, talk to me while I get dressed.  Wear did I put my socks?”

“They are in the top drawer on the right side. Now, I need some cash for a project I’m involved with.”

“Okay, go to the bank and get whatever you need.”

“I’m thinking maybe a few thousand. I’ll put back what I don’t use.”

“Wow, if you think you need that much, go ahead. I take it this is a secret project.”

“Yes it is secret for now; you’ll find out soon enough; secondly you mumble when you daydream.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that.”

With building sarcasm and aggression, Nancy let loose; “So when are you going to disappear and leave all of us hanging?

Oh, did I shock you? I’m sorry, let’s see, who would notice if you left? … Everyone, you asshole! You’re not here for us you jerk; we are here because of you. Dam it, call Marcy and tell her you love her and hang up. See what happens, I dare you.”

Bill picked up his phone and called Marcy. When she answered the phone; “I love you.”

He didn’t say another word and pressed the ‘end’ key and waited. It wasn’t sixty seconds later; Marcy was letting herself into the apartment.

They heard Marcy’s frantic voice yelling; “William, Bill, where are you? Are you alright?”

Nancy smiled and said loudly; “Were in here!”

Softly she said; “I told you so.”; with a smile on her face.

Marcy bolted into the room with sweat pants, tee shirt, nothing on her feet and her hair pulled back. It was obvious she dressed in a hurry.

She was breathing heavy; ‘I don’t know why, I thought you were in mortal danger and I would never see you again.”

She walked over to Bill, kissed and hugged him for all she was worth. They fell backwards on the bed so Marcy was on top. 

Forgetting Nancy was in the room; “Maybe when you talk to the doctors today, you can tell them your girlfriend wants some intimate attention and real soon.”

Bill smiled: “I will find out this morning, I love you too!”

Nancy cleared her throat. Bill and Marcy started laughing; “Oops; hello Nancy.”

Nancy smiled; “Well Marcy, it looks like I’m sleeping at your place tonight.”

The pair got off the bed and agreed to meet downstairs for breakfast in ten minutes. 

Marcy stopped in the bathroom on the way out, looked it the mirror; “Oh, you didn’t say anything about my hair. It wasn’t covering the side of my face; I mean I didn’t do my hair this morning.”

Bill walked up behind her and placed his hands around her waist. Leaned forward and kissed the damaged side of her face. He placed his cheek against hers and whispered in what was left of her ear; “I am focused only on you.”

Nancy now standing in the bathroom doorway cleared her throat again; “You two need a cold shower real bad. Can we go to breakfast now?”

The couple laughed and said their good byes. Marcy went back to her apartment to get dressed and fix her hair. Bill was walking on air thinking about Marcy’s request. Ten minutes later, the trio was at breakfast. Marcy and William were like two young teenagers in puppy love.

After breakfast, Nancy insisted on going back to the apartment and straightening up so they would not have to do that later. Bill and Marcy went over to the Prep Kitchen, where they chatted with Bruno. He told them that everything would be done by this evening at the latest. There was one cost overrun, the heavy duty ventilation and air conditioning. They all agreed that it was a must.

Randy showed the pair how everything was ready for the equipment to start being delivered and installed on Monday. He also showed them the updates to the utilities for the store.

While Bill and Marcy were being updated on the prep kitchen, Nancy was upstairs organizing the apartment. She was preparing Bill’s bedroom to be a studio for the photo shoot. She removed the few personal items from on top of the dresser, picked up all his clothes from the floor and made the bed.

She looked at her watch, 8:30 am, time to get Bill and go to the hospital. She called Phyllis for a taxi ride and was told she was ten minutes away. Nancy went downstairs to retrieve William. The trio stood out front waiting for Phyllis when Susan Braden showed up.

She asked Marcy to give her some help unloading the equipment from her car. While the two women were unloading the car, Phyllis showed up. Nancy and William entered the taxi and proceeded to the hospital. The conversation was light and somewhat subdued because of the reason for going to the hospital. It was weighing heavy on his mind.

William was a few minutes early, so he tried to find Dr. Goldberg, she was not in yet. None of the hospital staff on duty would talk to him about his medications because they were not directly involved with his case.

Nurse McIntyre walked over; “Hello Nancy, hello Mr. Cann, Donald told me you were coming in this morning to sit in with his PTSD group. I am so glad for you; why are you here Nancy?”

“Hello Nurse McIntyre, I came as moral support for William. Since you worked on Williams’ case from the beginning, perhaps you can help him with some medication questions.”

“I will be glad to help you with your medication questions, what do you need to know?”

“Please call me Bill; this is embarrassing talking to a woman about male issues.”

“Relax Bill; ask the questions, I’m not here to judge you.”

“My girlfriend wants some intimate attention real soon. I want to be intimate, but I don’t know which medications to stop taking so I can perform like a man.”

Nurse had the look of surprise on her face; she kept switching her eyes back and forth between the two. After a moment of thought; “Let me explain the risks to the both of you.”

Nancy interrupted; “I will pass this information along to Williams’ girlfriend.”

“Oh, I thought you were, never mind. Anyway, you are at a heightened risk for stroke. Until you heal completely, you are in danger. If you really want to be intimate, it’s the blood pressure medication that is stopping you from performing. When was the last time you took that medication?”

“I took it this morning, along with my other medications.”

“You might be ready this evening, maybe. Don’t expect a marathon event by any means. The residual effects of the medication will lower your performance level. You should be totally normal by tomorrow morning.”

“Thanks Nurse, this means quite a bit to my girlfriend and me.”

“Bill, I’m sure it’s going to mean quite a bit to you too. … Lastly, watch for signs of stroke. Extreme headaches, any limbs going weak or numb, slurred speech or your vision becomes impaired. I still advise you to not stop taking any of your medications.”

“Thanks Nurse, your legally covered now. Good bye.”

Nancy and Bill walked over to Dr. McIntyre’s room where everyone was mulling around. Doctor welcomed everyone in and asked if anyone in the room objected to having Nancy as an observer. Nobody objected, so she sat on a rear chair. Everyone was ex-army and introduced themselves.

Valerie was a driver that lost all her comrades in the vehicle because of a roadside bomb in Iraq. She keeps seeing her friends in her dreams. She can’t hold down a job for more than a week.

There is Pete, whose best friend was killed during an ambush. He lost his leg trying to rescue his friend. He can’t adjust to civilian life.

Leslie was a combat trauma surgical nurse. She wakes up several times a night with dreams of being back in the operating room. In her dreams, she is working on wounded soldiers while they are screaming in pain or talking to her while sedated.

Bob doesn’t want to be here. His wife is going to divorce him after several tours of duty. She can’t take his erratic behavior any more. Bob seems like he would rather be anywhere but here.

There is a friendly face, Officer Jim. He had spent three tours of duty in Afghanistan as a tunnel rat. His job was searching caves looking for hostels. During his third tour of duty, something inside broke and the Army sent him home permanently. He developed claustrophobia so badly; he has to psych himself up to use a public restroom.

After everyone had given their history of why they were here, it was Bill’s turn to talk.

“Hello, my name is William Cann. With the help of a loved one, I have an understanding with my demons. They are still in my dreams every night, but I made friends with them and they finally stopped trying to kill me.”

Doctor McIntyre asked; “So why are you here Bill? You seem to have everything in your life under control.”

“Exactly the opposite Doc, I’m not used to having people around me, for eighteen years, it was me and my brothers in arms. Life was very simple; Dad, Mom and Sis were my only family. I had only a few possessions, which were a couple of drawing books and I owned no property.

Now I have an adopted daughter, I hope to marry my high school sweetheart, own property, businesses and money in the bank.”

“Nice going William, you’re living the great American dream, so what’s wrong?”

“I’m frightened by all these people! The new friends, acquaintances, employees and business partners are too much too fast. Their sons, daughters, wants and dreams are overwhelming me.”

“William, for the last fourteen years, you were a soldier of fortune. During a normal week, how many people did you socially interact with?”

After a moment of thought before he responded; “Maybe five or six total. There was Dara the interrupter, my three co-workers Al, Clark and Eric. There was Yorio who did about everything that was support related and the King himself.”

“Bill, I don’t know quite how to say this but it’s called normal human interaction. In a normal society, we make personal and professional acquaintances. Friendships are formed, love and affection sometimes follow.

You have come from an isolated life style to one of a normal society. You’re scared because this is all new to you. Your conflicts with the staff while you were here at the hospital are legendary. We haven’t arrived at what really is bothering you have we?”

“No, we haven’t and I’m not sure I want to talk about it yet.”

“Come on Bill, I’m sure the rest of the group would like to hear what’s going on. Does it involve the solution to your PTSD night terrors?”

“Yes it does; beyond a shadow of a doubt, definitely yes.”

“We have a few more minutes in this session, if nobody else minds, let’s hear the solution that you found. I think it would be of great benefit to everyone to hear what you have to say.”

Nobody in the group was opposed to hearing Bill.

“When I woke up in the hospital, to say I was pissed off at the world would be a massive understatement. I even asked the nurse to euthanize me. A young girl walked into my life. At first I wanted to end her life as she knew it.

After I assaulted her verbally, I seen her though my rage. The image of that innocent young woman reaching out to me with a hand of friendship and I responded with visceral anger disgusted me beyond words.

I apologized and she forgave my grossly uncivilized behavior. We became fast friends. I never knew how empty my soul was until she filled it. Our friendship grew into a relationship of mutual trust and love.

I’ve never felt this way about another person in my life. She knows my soul better than I do. … I see the looks on your faces and I can read your body languages. … No, we are not lovers. … She is my adopted daughter. … Jim can vouch to that fact if you don’t believe me.”

Everyone turned to face Jim; “That’s true, William was in the process of committing great bodily harm to a perpetrator that attacked his young friend. The young friend happens to be that very same young girl that later became his daughter.

William had the look of intense satisfaction on his face. He was really enjoying crushing the perpetrators throat with his bare hands. The perpetrator was turning blue; I was about to tazzer William when his daughter called him ‘dad’ and he stopped instantly. His facial expression changed instantly and completely.”

“Thanks’ Jim, my Nancy showed me the light on how to deal with my demons. She showed me that there are other things in life besides succumbing to my demons. Who was that young woman named Nancy?”

Bill turned slightly; “That little blonde girl sitting over there is my daughter Nancy Swenson. She has seen me at my worst. She has seen me when the demons had taken over and I had fallen into the abyss. Without any concern for her own safety, she pulled me from the darkness and protected me until she knew I was safe from harm.”

There was silence in the room for a moment, Bill continued; “Maybe that’s what I am afraid of; that feeling of love for a person that I am not related to or sexually attracted to. I want to do what’s good for her, that’s all.”

Doctor spoke in the tone of an old wise man; “William; philosophers and poets have been trying to figure out all the different types of love there are forever. It seems that you have found a really strong bond with Nancy.

Well everyone, the session is over for this week. Will I see all of you next week here at 9 AM? I hope so. I’m looking forward to seeing all of you.”

Everyone rose from their chairs and started mulling around and started various conversations. Nancy came over and joined in on one of the conversations. It was Valerie and Leslie who wanted to talk to Nancy the most. They went off to the side and Nancy had the women’s undivided attention.

Dr. McIntyre asked; “Now William, Diane tells me you have a girlfriend. Who is she?”

“Do you remember me talking about Marcy from high school?”

“Yes, I remember the girl you talked about with the blue sundress. Don’t tell me it’s her!”

“Yes it is her! After all these years, she’s hardly changed at all. She filled out a little bit, all for the better.”

“William, I am so glad for you. I need a huge favor from you.”

“No problem Doc, I’m unemployed so time is not an issue. What can I possibly do for you?”

“I need you to comeback next Friday morning. Bill, before you tell me to piss off, hear me out. … The Friday morning sessions are for the hardcore PTSD cases. I watched the faces of these people; you were getting through to them on some level. I need you back next Friday Bill.”

“I don’t know Doc; my plate is really full right now.

“William, is there anything I can say to change your mind? What would it take make you want to help out your brothers in arms?”

Bill paused for a few moments; “This isn’t for you doc, it’s for them. I’ll be here next Friday morning.”

“Bill walked over to Nancy; “Ladies, I need to steal my daughter away.”

Nancy looked at her watch and realized that Marcy and Susan haven’t even started the semi-nude photo shoot yet. She needs to keep him occupied for a couple more hours.

“Dad, what you said shook me to my very core. I don’t know what to say.”

The two hugged and Nancy had an idea; “Let’s go and visit a few people while we’re here.”

They went and visited Nurses Frost and Ice (Caley & Smith). Bill apologized to the women for being an angry asshole and taking out his anger on them. He offered them a free dinner for them and their family’s at his restaurant. After some small talk, the pair searched out Nurse Tucker. Bill referred to her as the one that thinks she’s tough, but really isn’t. They found her taking a break in the nurses’ lounge.

Bill greeted her; “Good morning Nurse Tucker. How have you been?”

The trio exchanged the usual pleasantries. Nancy gave her the thumbnail update version of what has been going on in her life since she stopped working at the hospital. The whole time Nancy and Nurse were talking, she kept shooting Bill dirty looks.

Bill finally had enough; “Nurse Tucker, it is very apparent that you don’t care for me. That is fine with me. As a matter of fact, there are probably countless hundreds of people that would celebrate my death. That’s all well and good; but you seem to be in an abnormally sour mood this morning. Answer me this, are you working this weekend?”

“I am in a sour mood because my dog died and no, I am off work this weekend, why do you ask? What’s going on in that warped mind of yours?”

“As Nancy told you, we own a theater. This weekend we are playing the original Casablanca on the big screen. I would like for you and someone of your choosing to be our guest at the theater. If you come to the 4 PM showing, I’ll throw in dinners at our restaurant also. … Nurse, I’m not trying to hit on you, I’m holding out an olive branch.”

Nurse thought for a moment; “Nancy is he serious or is he trying to make a fool out of me?”

“Nope, my dad is serious. Marcy, his girlfriend would be really pissed at him if he did something to make you out to be a fool. Go ahead; take him up on his offer.”

“Okay, I will see you at 4PM on Saturday or Sunday. By the way Mister Cann, my ribs are still sore and I have bruise marks to remind me of our last encounter. Nancy, do you know what he did to me while we were taking the staples out of his head?”

Nurse proceeded to tell Nancy about the staple removing encounter. They laughed at the situation and exchanged goodbyes. They went to Dr. Goldberg’s office. She gave Bill a quick exam and told him he was healing nicely.

After they had finished stalling in the hospital, Bill surprised Nancy when with; “How much longer do you have to keep me away?”

The look of ‘oops I’m caught’ came over her face; “Until they call me and let me know they are done. They should be done by noon, I hope.”

“Susan is shooting the antiques isn’t she?”

“Oh yes, that is legitimate.”

“I take it you don’t want to talk about what is going on besides the antiques shoot do you?”

“No I do not. It does not involve money or people having sex, that’s all I can say.”

“Alright, let’s walk to the park and watch the critters. I need to clear out my head anyway.”

The two walked to the park, which was quite a distance. They talked and had ice cream. Finally a little before noon, Nancy’s phone rang. It was Marcy giving the all clear. They walked back to the restaurant and connected with Marcy. Susan had already departed by the time they arrived, so the trio had lunch together.

The conversation was cleverly steered to this morning’s activity at the hospital and the subsequent walk in the park. Very little time was spent on the antiques photo shoot. Everyone agreed that they all had a very full afternoon of activities scheduled.

Nancy had to make up the morning’s missed studies; Bruno needs to see Marcy regarding the finishing of the Dreams Prep Kitchen. Bill needs to get the theater ready for the weekend. When lunch was completed and after the hugs and kisses, everyone went their separate ways.

The trio had left the restaurant after lunch with the premise of going their separate ways. They all wound up congregating in front of the restaurant. Nancy was the first to leave; she went to her office to study. Marcy hugged Bill again, said goodbye and went to see Bruno about the kitchen.

Bill stood on the sidewalk watching the love of his life disappear as she walked through a doorway. Now that both of his women are involved with their tasks, he has nothing to do. Friday afternoon and he is bored silly.

He reached into his pockets and pulled everything out. Like reading tea leaves, he looked at the contents in his hands. He saw loose change, breath mints and keys to the theater. The decision was easy, go in the theater. Maybe he could find a place to take a nap.

William spent his Friday afternoon walking around the theater exploring every nook and cranny. His cell phone rang; it was Donna from the concessions supply company. She told him the driver is out front and needs to be let in, so he can make the delivery.

Bill went to the front and opened the door. While the driver was delivering the supplies, Donna arrived.

“Hello again William, I came by for two reasons. One is to thank you for setting up a credit card for payments. Secondly, I want to show you how to make popcorn and display the candy.”

“Thank you; I have no idea how to operate any of this equipment. It’s like I said before, my former job was nothing like this.”

Bill signed the drivers’ paperwork. While he was leaving, Lori arrived, school books and all.

Bill introduced Lori to Donna as his movie theater supervisor for his two other employees, her parents. Lori gasped; “You hired my parents? I have to supervise them? That is totally awesome!”

Donna had this puzzled but humorous look on her face; “Lori, where have you worked before?”

In a voice of innocence; “This is my first real job besides standing in front of the resale shop directing customers inside.”

Donna let out a slight giggle; “William, you have your work cut out for you. Lori, could you find three or four friends that would like to work here this weekend? Bill, you are very under staffed, trust me on this. I have managed many movie theaters; I know what your staffing needs will be.”

“Sure, I’ll call Anne, Margot and Tiffany. Mr. William, can I use your phone?”

“Here, tell your friends I will pay them ten dollars an hour. They need to work from one o’clock to six o’clock Saturday and Sunday. So their parents don’t worry, I will buy them dinner at my restaurant after work.”

Lori called her friends; they confirmed they will work both days. Donna showed Bill and Lori how to make popcorn, fill the bags and operate the ice maker and soda dispenser. The tickets were in the ticket dispenser, the movie was in the projector and everything was ready; or so he thought. Donna wished them luck and said goodbye.

Bill explained to Lori that she needs to make sure whatever needs to get done, gets done. Whether she assigns someone or she does it herself. That’s when Lori dropped the bomb.

“We don’t have any toilet paper in the bathrooms. There is no hand soap, paper towels or garbage can liners.”

Bill made a frantic call to Donna. She assured him that she would be back sometime late tomorrow morning with the toiletries. She would also bring the janitorial supplies with her. With the theater as ready as possible, Lori and Bill put the place to sleep for the night.

Lori declined the dinner offer because her mother wanted her at home, not with a single middle aged man having dinner. He laughed at how silly the idea was, but coming from helicopter mom Melanie, it figured.

He walked into the restaurant, no Marcy or Nancy. Over to the prep kitchen and it was locked up. He thought they must be in the upstairs office; he went upstairs and nobody was there. It’s late Friday afternoon, early evening, where the hell are the women in his life he wondered?

Bill called Nancy’s cell phone; “Hi Dad, Marcy and I are really busy. See you in twenty minutes for dinner, love you bye!” Click.

The first thing that ran through his mind was; ‘What the hell are these women up to?’ What he didn’t know was Susan had put Marcy’s entire photo shoot on a computer memory stick and a backup CD.

Nancy and Marcy were going through the photos from today’s seminude shoot. She wanted to make sure there is nothing visible that would change the photo from ‘R’ to ‘X’ rated. Out of over 250 photos, they kept forty two.

When they finished, Nancy made the remark that she wanted to do something like that for her husband, when she gets one. Marcy also asked for one last favor, for Nancy to show her how to put on a kimono; Bill’s kimono in particular.

Bill had gone back to the restaurant and found Jill with a stranger. She introduced him as Joseph, one of the new assistant managers. Linda is going to be the other part time manager as a fill in when needed. Jill also informed him that working eighteen hour days is not compatible with having a social life, much less a love life. Bill agreed and reiterated his wish that the restaurant be profitable, but not at the expense of the employees personal lives.

He continued; “Do whatever needs to be done. Hire people, whatever it takes to operate this place. Don’t try to save money and run the place or yourself into the ground. Don’t chase customers away by cutting corners. Joe, welcome to the Parkway Restaurant.”

While all this was going on, the two ladies had left Marcy’s apartment and went to Bill’s apartment. Nancy showed Marcy how to put on and wear a kimono. With that mission completed, the ladies went downstairs for dinner.

Bill welcomed the two women in his life with a broad grin and a sigh of relief. They walked over to the booth named after Nancy and the dinner conversation was idle small talk. Everyone was avoiding the issues on their minds.

Marcy finally had enough; “Bill, what did the doctor say today?”

“Doctor Goldberg said that I am healing fine, have a nice day and enjoy the weekend.” He went on how Nancy and he made the rounds saying hello to everyone.

Marcy’s patience was drawing to a rapid close when she raised her voice; “You avoid questions like a politician! Today is Friday; you went to the hospital this morning. What did they say about the medications?”

Nancy seen Bill was in a quandary, so she spoke up on his behalf. “He’s thirty six years old and acting like he’s twelve. Calm down dad, she won’t bite. Nurse McIntyre told him he should be able to get it up tonight, but not for very long. I’m speaking of time frame here, nothing else. Tomorrow morning being Saturday, don’t make any plans. You two will be very busy between the sheets. I’m paraphrasing what she said.”

Bill looked totally embarrassed, Marcy had a huge smile on her face when she said; “I better set the alarm clock for early tomorrow morning! What medicine should he not take tonight?”

“Don’t worry about setting the alarm clock; he will be awake at 5AM. He has a built in clock. As for the medication, do not take the blood pressure medication.

Since you two want to get Friday night frisky, I’m going upstairs; get a set of clothes for tomorrow and my toothbrush. Marcy, I have your keys already. I will see you two love birds tomorrow for breakfast, maybe.” Nancy wished the couple a goodnight and left.

The couple engaged in small talk for a couple of minutes when Marcy said; “William, I don’t mean to seem too forward but we are not getting any younger. Nancy should be done by now, take me to your place now, please.”

Without another word, he placed two twenty dollar bills tip on the table to cover the meals and tip. The couple went upstairs.

Bill spoke first; “Would you mind if I take a shower first? I have this natural musk thing going and it’s not good.”

“Not at all, you go ahead and I’ll go next.”

He went into the bathroom and did not shut the door. He only half closed it and started throwing his clothes into the hallway. Marcy heard the water start, the shower door open and close.

She started to contemplate whether or not to join her man in the shower. That thought process lasted a nanosecond. Within seconds, her clothes were in a pile on the floor and she was entering the shower.

Sometime later, they noticed that the shower water was getting cooler and cooler. They had run out of hot water. They exited the shower and were sharing a single towel, taking turns drying each other. Out of habit, when they were done, Bill wrapped the towel around his waist.

“Since you’re wearing the only towel, may I wear your kimono please?”

He left and returned almost immediately with the garment. He held it in place for her. She walked forward and then turned around so he could wrap the kimono around her correctly.

She turned again so she was facing him; “You can start breathing now.”

He exhaled and started breathing; “You are more beautiful than I ever dared to dream. I am the luckiest man on the planet.”

She noticed him shaking and tearing up. She put her hands on his face; “We are both very lucky to have each other tonight. Now I need to brush my teeth. Do you have a spare toothbrush? I didn’t think I would need one so soon.”

“Yes, in the vanity, lower right side. Nancy bought several because they were on sale. I don’t know and I don’t care right now, my sweet.”

“When you and Nancy went shopping today, did you buy milk and cookies?”

“Yes we did. Why do you ask?”

“Let me brush my teeth, you go and have some milk and cookies. I want you to be completely recharged my love. You are going to be the luckiest man in the world very soon.”

“I’m going to take my meds with my milk and cookies. After this morning, the last thing I want is to get sick because I took my medications without food.”

Marcy snapped; “Don’t take the blood pressure medication!”

“No I won’t. I wouldn’t think of spoiling this night for the world.”

He gathered all his medications and singled out the blood pressure medication and placed it on the side. He went into the kitchen and after a couple of cookies; he washed the pills down with the remaining milk in the glass.

Marcy returned from the bathroom and the couple exchanged some romantic interludes. Marcy told Bill to get the bedroom ready while she put the milk and cookies away.

He went to the bedroom, pulled down the blankets, turned off all but one small night light by the door. He dropped the towel by the side of the bed and climbed in between the sheets. Marcy walked around the apartment making sure everything was turned off and everything was put away. Mainly the clothing they removed before the shower.

With the big moment at hand, she entered the bedroom and stood at the foot of the bed. She could see the towel he was wearing lying on the floor, next to the bed and she could see his body under the sheet.

She released the kimono, let it drop; “I have been waiting to give you the ultimate gift a woman can give a man for eighteen years now. You’re going to find out how much I really love you.”

She leaned forward, had both hands on the bed and one knee on the mattress when he mumbled something and started snoring. It was really obvious to her that he was dead to the world. She reversed her actions; put the kimono back on and left the room totally confused and pissed. Wearing nothing but the kimono, she left the apartment. Walked around to the other side of the building and rang the doorbell. Nancy came down and let her in.

The first words out of her mouth were; “What happened? Did you two get into a fight? I thought you would be going at it like cats.”

Marcy remained silent. Nancy stopped asking questions, the only sound that could be heard was the women’s footsteps going up the stairs. When they arrived in the apartment, Marcy saw her mother sitting at the kitchen table, along with a started six-pack of beer.

“Mom, it’s Friday night; what are you doing here?”

Christine set her beer down; “I should be asking you that question. I came over to keep Nancy company until Duane passes out, then I’ll go home. Now daughter, using your own words; ‘Tonight is the night I’m going to step into womanhood.’ So what went wrong? You look like something bad happened or nothing happened.”

“Mom, give me a beer. …. Do men normally go to sleep?”

“Sure honey, it’s a man thing. Right after they finish, they rollover and go to sleep. It’s not a reflection on you, its biology.”

“No mom, we showered first. Things happened, I sent Bill to have some milk and cookies so I could brush my teeth and he could recharge. He took all of his pills except the one that stops him from performing.”

Nancy sat at the table grinning. Christine only commented; “Sounds like things were real good so far, please go on.”

“Bill goes and prepares the bedroom while I pick up our clothes that were on the floor. We left them in the hallway. I put everything away so if we go to the bathroom in the middle of the night, we don’t fall over them.”

Christine spoke with frustration in her voice; “The hell with the clothes! We know you joined him in the shower and things went very well. Now what happened in the bedroom?”

Nancy is doing her best not to giggle, but little bits are sneaking out; “It’s not funny Nancy Swenson! I’ve waited my entire life and what do I get? I get the man of my life in bed, snoring! …  Mom, he is out cold! … I am so confused and upset right now, I could spit!”

Nancy busted into full all out laughter. She had tears rolling down her cheeks from laughing so hard. Christine looked at her like she was crazy and Marcy was getting angry.

When she composed herself; “I am so sorry for laughing. Do you know what we both forgot?”

Marcy snapped back in a cocky voice; “No miss smart ass, what did we forget?” As soon as she said the words, she remembered what she forgot.

Both women said in unison; “The Seizure medicine.”

Christine asked; “What does that do? Knock him out?”

Nancy explained that when he takes it in the morning, it has almost no effect. When he takes it at the end of the day, when he’s tired, he’s a goner. The medication knocks him out cold within minutes.

Christine asked follow up questions; “So what about tomorrow morning? How active and awake will he be?”

“Bill wakes up at 5AM like clockwork. He goes to the bathroom; he’ll go somewhere and exercise. I have found him in the living room, den and the kitchen. He showers, gets dressed and goes for coffee. … Since he went to bed early, I would guess he will wake up early.

Speaking of going to bed, Marcy, when he starts having his night terrors, put your arm over his chest like you’re holding him. That’ll calm him down.”

Marcy had a frown on her face when she spoke; “You seem to have way too much intimate knowledge of him. I don’t think I like that at all.”

Now on the defensive, Nancy said; “I have never touched him and he never touched me in any inappropriate way. We have never been anything more than friends, then father and daughter. The separation between us has always been age, distance, layers of blankets, sheets and/or clothing.”

“I’m sorry Nancy, I’m so stressed out right now, and I’m lashing out for no real reason. Mom, hand me another beer please. I need to take the edge off.”

The doorbell rings and Nancy went downstairs to see who it was. She returned with Jill and another six-pack of beer. Jill thought since Nancy was going to be alone tonight, she would stop by and visit. Besides, Randy needs a real night’s sleep in his own bed.

The women were talking about how blunt Bill is on some things and how shy he is on personal matters. The conversation stopped dead when Jill said; “It’s like the time Nancy seen him in the shower.”

The room became so quiet; you could hear everyone breathing. Christine broke the silence; “Child, I think you owe us an explanation.”

Nancy explained how her mother stayed overnight at the condo. The following morning, while half asleep, she needed to use the bathroom. She opened the shower door thinking it was her mother and it wasn’t. She said that she gently shut the door; ‘don’t come out until I tell you it’s okay.’

“After I finished, I yelled out; ‘it’s okay now!’ and went back to bed. I only saw his wet butt in the shower for a couple of seconds. I’ve seen him in his briefs before, that’s about it. Without sounding too rude, it’s really hard to look at his torso. I can’t handle the scars. I really wish we had some wine, beer really screws with my dreams.”

Christine looked around the room; “There is a lot of tension here and something tells me it’s not going to get any better any time soon. Nancy, I’m going to make this as direct as I can. What is Williams’ role in your life? Tell me everything without the bullcrap sugar coating.”

“I’ll start at the beginning. I overheard the hospital staff talking about a very bad patient. Nasty, foul mouthed and argumentative were some of his more pleasant traits. Some of his more unpleasant actions involved him removing his IV’s and throwing them at the Nurses. Threatening to kill the entire security staff was also a high point.

Don’t any of you ever repeat this; he demanded to be euthanized. When he came out of the coma, Bill thought he was a quadriplegic. I have no idea what drew me to him. Perhaps I was a moth and was drawn to his fire. I had to talk to this man.

I barely survived our first encounter. He apologized; we talked and became fast friends. By chance or by accident that night, I had seen into his soul; I must have climbed in without realizing it. He needed a confidant and I needed a father figure. We bonded to each other first as friends, then as father and daughter. It’s not sexual, he’s my dad. William is the father that I always wanted, but never had.”

Christine replied; “What about Marcy’s role in this? Where does she fit in?”

“That is a great question, I am so glad you asked. First and foremost, take care of William. Secondly, I want Marcy to be my bridesmaid and William to walk me down the aisle like a father should. There is nothing more that folks.”

Marcy set her can of beer down loudly on the table; “I’m completely satisfied. Enough talk about my man already. Are we all on for tomorrow morning? Be here no later than 7:30 so we can get to the theater. I’ll drive us over there.”

They all agreed on the time and will wear no makeup. The theater people will take care of everything. The doorbell rang again. The women all looked at each other in puzzlement. Who the hell can that be? Nancy once again went downstairs and came back with another visitor bearing gifts. It was Susan Braden with a bottle of wine and another six-pack of beer.

“Good evening ladies. I am surprised to see all of you here on a Friday night. I stopped by to see Marcy, but I’m glad you’re all here. Let’s talk about tomorrow.”

They talked at length about tomorrows photo shoot. Beer and wine were flowing, everyone was feeling pretty good. When the reviewing of tomorrow’s plans was complete, Nancy spoke up.

“Susan, I wish to discuss the finances of this operation if you don’t mind. Your deal with Marcy is between you and her. To make sure we all understand each other, what is your normal hourly rate?”

“My rate is $150 an hour while on site. The rate for lab work is $100 an hour. The theater people are charging $500 flat for the costume rentals and dressing all of you. So we are looking at a grand total of $1000.”

“Could I make a minor addition? I want to be made up in costume, with makeup and photographed like a geisha. Can that be done?”

Susan responded with a chuckle in her voice; “When I talked to the theater people this afternoon, I asked them that very question. They told me the complete process can be done within two hours. I will shoot you first in your different outfits. Then I’ll shot the others. So everyone will have time to change outfits.

While I’m shooting the others, the makeup people will convert you into a geisha. Then I’ll shoot you. That will be an extra $500.”

“Susan, I will give you $2000 cash and here is what I want. A bound book with the four of us dressed as samurai in street kimonos and then in full samurai armor. I want a second book with only my geisha photos. I want to proof the photos also. I’ll give you $1000 tomorrow morning and $1000 on delivery. Does that sound fair to you?”

“Nancy, have some more wine. We have a deal. Ladies drink up!”

The women sat around the kitchen table, drank until the beer and wine were gone. Now that everyone has quite a buzz going on, Nancy invited everyone to stay over.

“We have a king sized bed, a queen sized bed, a sofa and a recliner. Marcy, I know this is your apartment, but you’re not invited.”

Marcy said that she had a much better offer around the corner, she giggled and left. Susan declined and left the group for home. Jill commented that she will stay the night. Christine, who had a little too much to drink, made it to the sofa and was snoring before her host could get a blanket on her. Now that the guests are gone or sleeping, Jill and Nancy wound up in the kitchen cleaning up the mess.

“Nancy, were alone now. Since you don’t live under my roof anymore, our relationship has changed a lot. Under it all, you’re still my daughter; so what’s on your mind?”

“I know Marcy is going to move in with Bill on Monday when I leave for school. I know that is going to happen and I don’t like it. On some level, I want to keep him all to myself. Not shared with another woman, I’ll stay nearby and be my dad.”

“Oh honey, it would be such a perfect world if we could get everything we want. Let’s say that Marcy is out of the picture. She is happily married with children and living in the burbs. Let’s look at things within a few years from now if you had your way. You find Mr. Right, get married, move away and start making babies. You would have a husband and children to take care of.

What’s going to happen to your William? He is not a handsome man by anyone’s standards. His body shows every conflict he has ever been in. You know as well as I do, he’s not right. Some hussy is going to come along, fleece him for everything she can get out of him and vanish.”

“No, I don’t want that to happen to him. Mom, does it always hurt when you know you’re going to lose someone and you can’t stop it?”

“It’s all part of growing up. The right man will provide you with comfort, joy, security, love and anguish. You’ll experience them all with mister right.”

“I’ve had all these emotions buzzing around in my head and I needed some emotional help. I need to set aside my wants for the greater good. That being Marcy and Williams’s future, not my selfish wants.”

“I am glad you feel better now; but I am exhausted after today. I’m going to bed. Good night.”

“Good night mom and thanks for listening.”

End of Chapter 15
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 16

It’s Saturday morning at 6AM. Nancy wakes up and heads directly to the bathroom. After the bathroom stop, she checked on her guest in the living room to see if Christine is okay. No Christine, she must be going for coffee or something.

Walking back to her room, she realizes why she didn’t sleep well. She’s not wearing Williams’ shirt. At that same moment, she came upon the door to the spare bedroom; opened it and her mother was sound asleep.

“Mom, it’s time to get up.”

The only response she received was a low level moan.

“Mom, one last chance to get up, I’m not kidding!”

Jill replied with; “Just five more minutes please. I’m having a great dream.”

Nancy grasped the sheet and blanket; pulled them off her mother and onto the floor.

Jill responded with angrier moaning, but did not move.

“Mom, Randy is here and he wants to do really evil things to you.”

“Send him in and close the door.”

Nancy went into the kitchen and put some ice cubes in a plastic bag. She tied a knot in the bag to prevent the ice cubes from falling out. She returned to her mother who still laying stomach down on the bed.

Mother, this is your last chance, are you getting up?

“Jill yelled a muffled; “No!”

Nancy set the bag of ice on the small of Jill’s back. It wasn’t a second and Jill screamed; “I’m awake! I’m getting up!” While thrashing around trying to find the ice bag.

She rolled out of bed and started walking to the bathroom. The front entry door opened. It was Christine coming through the door with several cups of coffee.

Jill was dressed in only her birthday suit; “Christine, I hope one of those cups of coffee are for me.”

Christine stopped dead in her tracks; “Good grief woman, modesty is definitely not your problem. My goodness, have you ever considered reduction surgery?”

Responding light heartedly; “Oh Christine, modesty is over rated in my book.  Yes I did consider surgery once for about a second. Randy doesn’t seem to have a problem with them. Now excuse me, I need to pee.”

“Please go right ahead, don’t let me get in your way. Coffee will be in the kitchen when you get dressed.”

Christine was the first one in the kitchen. A dressed Nancy followed shortly and a dressed Jill came in a few minutes later. The three women sat around the table having the most mundane conversation on the planet.

Jill finally broke the ice with; “I wonder how Marcy is feeling this morning?”

Nancy asked: “I wonder if William is okay this morning.”

Christine said in a matter of fact voice; “I’m willing to bet they consummated their relationship already this morning. I would also be willing to bet at least one of them is walking a little bowlegged. Keep an eye on them, they should look and act real cozy. If they start feeding each other breakfast; that will be the confirmation.”

Jill started speaking with excitement; “Talk about sore body areas, after my first night with Randy my lips hurt and my”

Christine interjected; “Jill, stop your potty talk right now. We don’t need to hear the details. We all figured out that Randy became a lucky man many times the other night and morning. That’s very nice for you.

Right now, we need to go downstairs and get some breakfast. It’s almost 6:30; if the two love birds aren’t down there, you call them Jill.”

“Thanks Chris, why am I making the call? Are you setting me up?”

“Listen Dear, Nancy is daddy’s little girl, she can’t call. What would she say? ‘Hi dad, it’s me Nancy, I was just wondering if you were done doing the nasty with Marcy.’

I can’t call him because I’m going to be his mother-in-law sooner or later. That leaves you manager and employee #1, that’s you Jill.”

Nancy asked; “How do you know Marcy and William will get married? I know William makes very fast decisions, but marriage?”

“I’m going to let you in on something that only you’re Dad, Marcy and I know. Marcy met William 18 or 19 years ago. I remember the day she met him. She came home from school that day all bubbly and giddy. I thought she was on happy pills or some kind of dope.

She was in her room humming away and writing in her diary. I went in to her room and asked her what made her so happy. She told me she had just met the most wonderful boy on the planet. She told me that she was going to marry him someday; he just didn’t know it yet.

From that day on, she was fixated with him. The day she thought he died, she changed for the worst. Marcy lost her emotions and focused on just getting by day by day. You could see the spark of life had left her eyes. Her life took a few really bad turns and that brings us to the last couple of bad events. The resale shop is going broke and the restaurant was going to close.

The love of her life came back in a big way. Like it or not, William is back. There is nothing that can stand in the way of the love between those two. I would bet serious money that she proposes to him by the end of the month. I would even guess they will be married before the New Year. … What’s the matter Nancy, you look like someone walked on your grave.”

Sadly Nancy replied; “Oh nothing, it just rings true what mom told me last night is all.”

Christine being the eldest spoke like she contained all wisdom in the world; “Nancy, the very worst thing that will happen is you will have to sleep in your own bedroom. Let’s get downstairs and checkout the lovebirds.”

The three women went downstairs and walked into the restaurant. Joseph, the new manager escorted the women to the rear dining room. Marcy and Bill were already there. Two tables were put next to each other by the new manager so all five people could be seated together. It was clear that he was expecting them this morning.

When everyone was seated, the idle chit-chat started. Nancy started with; “You women are something else, if you won’t ask, I will. How was last night? Did you get much sleep?”

Marcy looked at the three women across from her and said; “I have never ever slept with anyone before. Having someone in a bed with you is interesting. When he moves, it wakes you up. The snoring takes a little getting used to. Nancy, your advice on using my arm over the chest was right on.

The hardest part; (she giggles) let me rephrase that. Being in bed only covered by a sheet makes you look for a heat source. (Giggling) I found one. Let’s order some food. My big hunk of man burned up a lot of calories this morning and he needs to keep his strength up. Now don’t you my very own big hunk of man?”

Marcy wrapped both hands around his arm and looked at him with an unmistakable glow on her face. Her eyes told everyone at the table the story.

Bill looked like he could crawl through a keyhole he as so embarrassed. He lifted his free hand, placed it on his forehead and pulled down like he was trying to wipe away the look on his face.

After his hand passed over his mouth he let loose with a sigh; “My love, keeping up my strength is not an issue for you. I need a little time to recover. I’m a little sore and uncomfortable this morning.”

The group placed their breakfast order and the conversation was again incredibly mundane. Marcy kept holding onto Bill’s arm and half paying attention to the conversations at the table.

When the food was delivered, Marcy looked over at Bill’s breakfast; “What’s the matter honey? Is your tummy upset? You only ordered oatmeal?”

“My stomachs fine, I’m too worn out to chew. Oh hell! I didn’t mean to say that. I am so sorry; I meant to say something else.”

Nancy just sat there grinning with her eyes wide open.

Jill looked at Marcy; “You have a fast learner over there.”

Christine looked expressionless; “Nancy, you didn’t hear what you thought you heard. Jill, calm down and call Randy after were done with this morning’s business. William, please think a little before you speak; and you daughter, let go of his arm before you stop the blood flow.”

Marcy let go of Bill’s arm. While Christine was talking, he was buttering Marcy’s toast and put it on her plate. Then he started cutting her sausage links. Marcy was chuckling and feeding Bill little pieces of toast and sausage. This did not go unnoticed by the other women at the table.

Finally breakfast was over and everyone arose from the table. The three women all watched Marcy and Bill’s movements.

Jill said loudly, “You two are not walking very well this morning. Especially you Marcy; you look a little bowlegged. Don’t worry, it will pass. Just enjoy the ride.”

Marcy stopped, turned to Jill, smiled; “I did and I will again!”

The women all gathered out front and said goodbye to William. Marcy assured him that this is a mission of love and not to think about it. They all entered Marcy’s car and Nancy said; “We are on a secret mission, see you after lunch. Love you dad!”

The women drove off leaving Bill standing on the sidewalk alone. The feeling of loneliness cascaded over him like a cold wind. ‘I need to do something and I need to do it now.’ He thought to himself.

He went upstairs to the apartment and stripped the bed. Fresh linens are definitely in order after this morning; he picked up the towels in the bathroom. Bill found the new linens for the bed and realized that he hasn’t made a bed in years.

For that fact, he doesn’t know how to cook, do laundry or clean the apartment. He sat on the bed and leaned backwards. Covered his eyes with his hand and contemplated his options. What is he going to do when Nancy goes off to college?

‘Should I ask Marcy to move in with me? Should I move in with her? Should we drift between the two apartments? Na, that’s a bad idea.’

Bill just kept running the scenarios through his mind until the sandman caught up with him.

He was awakened by his phone ringing. “Hello William, I’m sorry to bother you but I have your supplies for the theater. It would be nice if you let me in.”

“Oh hi Donna, I am so sorry; I will be down there in a minute. Thank you, goodbye.”

Bill went downstairs and greeted Donna. She brought a bucket, mops, brooms, dust pans, toilet paper and everything else janitorial to run a theater. She gave him some last minute advice on avoiding some little problems with his employees. Don’t let them get bored, keep them busy doing something, anything. She also gave him a box of flashlights and batteries.

Donna left and Bill started filling all the toilet paper holders, soap and towel dispensers. While putting everything in one of the closets, he heard a faint banging on the front door.

He came up front and it was Lori, right on time, high noon. They went over the game plan. Assign someone to sell tickets, someone to take the tickets and give back the stub. The nursing home people and staff are free this weekend only. Three people behind the concessions counter to dispense drinks, candy and popcorn.

“You and I will handle everything else that comes up. Spills, showing people to their seats, whatever else needs to get done, we do it. Now you need to show everyone every job. That way nobody gets bored doing one job for too long.

Don’t order people around that will only piss them off. Try ‘Tiffany, I need more ice brought up from the back please. Margot, make sure there is enough candy in the display case please. Mom, you’re supposed to be selling tickets. Dad you need to give people their ticket stubs. Get the idea on how to supervise?”

“Mr. William, I think I understand. The whole idea is you don’t need six people asking for instructions. That is why I’m here, to keep things working.”

“You got it my young friend! From now on, you must call me Bill. You need to treat me as an equal. If you call me Mr. William, it undermines your authority with the others. If you need something and everyone is busy, just say; ‘Bill, I need this or Hey Bill, I need that.’ Okay?”

“Okay Bill! Hahaha, that sounds so weird. It looks like we are ready to open; do you want a soda or something to drink?”

“No thank you, help yourself to whatever you want. Tell everyone they can have whatever they want. Just don’t eat or drink in front of a customer; that’s nasty. Besides, if I drink too much I have to go to the bathroom a lot.”

The two went and sat in the office having delusions of grandeur on how successful the theater will be. Bill’s delusion was the shows today and tomorrow would be sellouts. Lori’s delusion was they would be so busy; Bill would have to hire more people. That would mean she would have more responsibility and he would have to pay her more money.

“If I paid you more money, what would you do with it? I’ll bet you would buy designer jeans, makeup and trinkets, wouldn’t you?”

“Mr. Will, I mean Bill; I would save for college. My parents don’t make enough to send me to college. My mom was just laid off from her job. My dad makes twelve dollars an hour driving a truck making deliveries.

So my going to the university to become a doctor isn’t going to happen. Speaking of dollars per hour, how much are you paying me? The same ten dollars an hour you’re paying everyone else?”

“That is a great question my young friend. How much should I pay a theater manager?”

She was caught completely off guard. She looked right into his eyes; “I should get $12.50 an hour; because of all my responsibilities. If that’s not good, I’ll take whatever you think is fair. Is that Okay, Bill?”

He gave her a stern look and said; “I was thinking $15 an hour and your workday is from noon to 6PM. That comes to $90 a day plus dinner. Is that a deal?”

“Wholly Cow; thank you! That’s a deal!”

“Now don’t forget your homework has to be done before you come to work.”

Lori was floating on air when she heard pounding on the door. It was her parents and classmates reporting to work. Lori let everyone in and introduced the teenagers to Bill. Her parents and Bill exchanged greetings.

Anne and Margot were your typical teenagers; nice kids and willing to work. Tiffany was another story. Her complete name was Tiffany Amber Crystal. What a piece of work this kid was.

Sixteen and knock down dead gorgeous. Bill thought this kid is a going to grow up to be a Susan Braden; until she opened her mouth. She whispered to Lori; “Shit, you didn’t tell me he looks like this. He is one really big and scary looking dude. I don’t think I should be here. He might do something to me.”

Lori sniped back in Bill’s defense; “Tiffany, you can always leave. You are here to work in a movie theater, nothing more than that. He won’t harm you, I promise. He’s actually a really nice guy if you ever get to know him.”

In a coy voice, Tiffany responded; “I should just call this a mistake and go back home.”

Bill heard this and walked over to the girls. He reached out; “Tiffany, take my hand please. I would like to show all of you ladies my pride and joy. Welcome to the Parkway Theater.”

William reached for her hand and she reluctantly gave her hand to Bill, he grasped it gently; “Come with me ladies and gentleman, I would like to show you around my theater; let me give you the grand tour.”

He showed them the entire theater and explained how it was reconditioned back to its original splendor. Not like today’s boxes with seats called theaters, this is a place to remember. He pointed out the painted clouds on the ceiling with tiny sparkling lights like stars. He was holding Tiffany’s hand the entire time. After the tour, they returned to the lobby.

Bill shocked everyone when he let go of Tiffany’s hand; “Ladies and gentleman, if you want to work for Lori and I, you’re welcome to stay. If you wish to leave, I will pay you for your time and you can be on your way. There will be no hard feelings on my end. Step forward and I will give you your $10 and you can leave right now.”

No one stepped forward, William smiled; “Good, Lori is the manager. If you have a question, problem or you need anything, see Lori. She is going to instruct you on all the jobs. None of these jobs are rocket science. Everyone needs to be able to do everything. That way nobody gets bored. Manager Lori, our employees are waiting for your training.”

Lori proceeded to show everyone the various jobs; making popcorn, dispensing soda pop and so on. Everyone understood their jobs completely. The Donleavy’s came up to Bill and said; “We are so proud of our daughter, she’s the manager of a movie theater! Oh thank you for giving her the chance.”

“Lori is a wonderful young lady that is going places. I’m glad I could help in my own small way. I want you to remember something; we are always being tested in some way for something greater. Perhaps this is some type of test for you Melanie or it may be the first test for Lori. It could be both scenarios and then again maybe neither; only time will tell.

Its 1:45, time to open the doors and let the customers in. Brian, direct the people from the old folks home to the front of the theater, seating them from front to back. The younger people, direct them to sit upstairs in the balcony. When that is full, seat them in the rear of the theater moving forward. Okay everyone, it’s show time at the Parkway Theater!”

Most of the people entering had smiles on their faces. There were comments galore about how they remembered the theater when they were kids. Brief little stories were told and smiles exchanged. Then it happened, the theater sold out. Bill had to run to the restaurant to get a sheet of paper, a marker and some tape. Me made a sign and hung it up on the ticket booth window. This showing is SOLD OUT, sorry. Next showing is 4PM.

Bill stood in the lobby looking at his watch, ‘it’s 2 o’clock. What am I forgetting he thought? I forgot to start the movie!’ He turned to go to the projection booth when he heard the crowd cheering. Someone started the movie for him.

A minute later Lori came down the stairs from the projection booth. Bill walked up to her, opened his arms and gave her a big hug. He let her go, turned and put his arm around her.

“Lori Donleavy, you’re better than I could have asked for. Brian and Melanie, you should be dam proud of this young lady. She maybe going places even she thinks are impossible.”

He let her go and pulled the bandana from his head to wipe the sweat off. When he was finished he gazed at a very startled crew. The expressions on their faces spoke volumes. He quickly turned and put the garment back on.

“I am so sorry you had to see me like that. That was very rude and inconsiderate of me. I will not let that happen again. Now, I have some flashlights. Who would like to be an usher to see if anyone needs anything? Like guidance to the bathroom or whatever, it’s dark in the theater seating area.”

The girls were all buzzing about the zipper looking scar on Bill’s head, so he never received an answer to his query. Brian said; “Bill, how did you get that injury? I think we would all feel a little better if we all knew.”

“I know Brian asked the question for the benefit of you young ladies. I guess you can say it was an industrial accident. I was injured on my last job. There is a metal plate in my head to take place of the missing bone until it grows back. That’s it; there is nothing romantic or sinister about it. Now, would you three young ladies like to be ushers for a while?”

The three teenagers took the flashlights and started the rounds of the theater. They worked the lower auditorium for the old folks. They lighted the way for a couple of customers that needed to use the restroom.

The first showing was a rousing success. After the movie was over they cleaned up the auditorium and the crowd for the second showing started coming in. The second crowd was mostly younger than the first group. As a matter of fact, most of the customers weren’t even born when the movie was released. The one fact that surprised William was they spent quite a bit more money on concessions than the old folks did.

The second showing ended about 5:30PM. The crew had the place cleaned up and everything put away before 6 o’clock. Bill locked the doors and everyone walked to the restaurant. When they arrived, Linda was hosting.

“Hi Linda, where are all my ladies at tonight?”

“Hi Bill, they gave me a message, enjoy your dinner. Call first before you come home. We love you too.”
“Okay, thank you for the message. Now we need a table set up for seven. Give my friends here anything they want; except cigarettes and whiskey.”

Anne responded with; “Mister Bill, we don’t smoke or drink whiskey!”

“Linda, were safe. They don’t like cigarettes or whiskey.”

The group chuckled and ordered their dinners. During the dinner, they all talked about working in the theater. They talked about their impressions of what went on and the general experience of it all.

Afterwards they all had deserts. Everyone said they would be back tomorrow at 1 o’clock except Lori; she needs to be there at noon. Bill asked the group if they wanted to get paid now or tomorrow. Nobody wanted to get paid today.

Everyone arose from the table and Tiffany spoke; “Wait up everybody. Mister Cann, I apologize for being such a bitch earlier. I judged you by the way you look and I was terribly wrong.”

She started to tear up; Bill went around the table and gave her a hug; “Apology accepted with all the warmth and honesty you have to give. Now go home and dream about doing this all over again tomorrow.”

As it turned out, Margot’s parents were having dinner in the restaurant also. They introduced themselves to Bill. After some small talk, they gave Anne and Tiffany a ride home.

Bill called Nancy on her cell phone and asked if they needed food.

“No dad, we ordered out for Chinese food; we’re fine.”

“Okay, can I come home now?”

“No, go to Marcy’s apartment and watch TV or something.”

There was chatter in the background, but could not make out what was being said.

“Stay overnight at Marcy’s. She will bring over your medications and a change of clothes later. We are super busy right now; bye dad.” Click

Bill paid the dinner check with cash from the theater and left a 25% cash tip. He went upstairs to Marcy’s apartment, sat on the couch and started watching TV.

He must have fallen asleep because the next thing he knew someone was taking his shoes off. What brought him completely out of the dream state was someone removing his pants. His eyes popped open and it was Marcy.

“You don’t think you’re going to sleep all alone on the couch with your clothes on do you? You need to come to bed with me right now.”

End of Chapter 16
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 17

It’s Sunday morning, Marcy did not give William all of his medications last night, only his pain medication. He has taken none of his medications this morning. They were in bed exchanging words of love after this morning’s romance. Bill decided he needed a shower, the last words he spoke were; “Thank you my love; that was wonderful.”

He left the room and Marcy heard the bathroom sink water running, not the shower. She didn’t pay any attention right away. After several minutes she realized that the sink water is running a very long time. Bill should be in the shower, not at the sink. ‘How long could it take to brush your teeth?’ she wondered.

She walked into the bathroom and found him standing at the sink. He had a disposable razor in his hand and starring expressionless into the mirror.

“If you wanted a shave, you should have called me.” she said.

“I forgot my name.” was all Bill said in a very slow emotionless response.

“Honey, quit screwing around; this is not funny. Would you like me to give you a shave this morning?”

Still gazing into the mirror, he said; “I forgot my name.” His words were slurring.

Marcy started to panic. She grabbed his phone from the dining room table and called Nancy, (speed dial #2).

In a voice filled with panic, fright and half crying; “Something is very wrong with Bill! Help me please! I don’t know what to do!”

Within a minute, Nancy was running up the stairs to Marcy’s apartment. Marcy was in the hallway crying and shaking so badly she could hardly talk.

“Where is he? What’s wrong with him?”

“He’s in the bathroom; he forgot who he is and he’s slurring his words; do something!”

“I’ll take care of William, hurry, get some clothes on and come back here.”

Nancy entered the bathroom and found Bill where Marcy left him. He was standing at the sink, water running and razor in his hand with a blank stare. She reached around him, turned off the water and removed the razor from his hand.

“Dad, I am here to help you. Do you know who you are?”

Still slurring his words, he barely uttered; “My name is; I don’t remember.” He slurred so badly, Nancy could hardly understand him.

“My name is Nancy, I am your daughter. I’m going to help you get to the toilet so you can sit down. I’m going to put my arms around you and help guide you down.”

Nancy yelled out; “Marcy I need you now! Any time now would be a big help. I can’t move him by myself!”

Marcy came in and the two women wrapped their arms around him, guided him to the toilet and sat him down. His eyes were like two pools of glass. Nancy grabbed a towel and covered him; she took a deep breath and exhaled.

“I’ve got him leaning backwards against the toilet tank so he shouldn’t fall. Take my dad’s phone and call Dr. Goldberg and Nurse McIntyre. Tell them what’s happening. I’m going to get his pills and I’ll be right back. Watch my dad so he doesn’t fall!”

Marcy called Dr. Goldberg, got her voice mail and left a panicked message. She called Nurse McIntyre and told her what happened. They had their morning romantic activities and this happened.

Nurse asked; “What medications did he take last night and this morning?”

“I gave him his pain medication last night, that’s all.”

Panicky nurse asked; “He has taken nothing else since then?”

“No, he has taken nothing. What should I do?”

“Stay calm. … Give him two, no, three of his blood thinners right now and one of his blood pressure medications. Is anyone else there with you?”

“Yes, Nancy is here with his medications.”

“Good, read the labels and make sure you give him the correct medications. Get him to take those medications right now, the blood thinners first! Now put Nancy on the phone.”

Marcy handed the phone to Nancy.

Marcy started franticly reading the medication bottles. She put the meds in Bill’s mouth. He swallowed the meds while leaning against the tank with his head tilted backward.

“Nancy, this is Nurse McIntyre. Don’t talk, just listen. Make sure that woman is giving Bill his correct meds. Especially the three blood thinners. I think William is having a stroke. Hang up and call 911; I’ll meet you at the hospital.”

Nancy called 911 and told the dispatcher that there was a stroke victim at Marcy’s address. She ended the call and started a shouting match with Marcy, accusing her of trying to cripple her father by her carelessness and using him for her self-gratification.

While the two were arguing about Bill not getting his medications, he started coming back to reality. In a semi clear voice Bill softly said; “Oh hell, I had the weirdest dream just now. My head feels like it exploded. I feel like I’ve been hit with a machete again.”

He was looking around in a totally confused fashion. Blinking and shaking his head like he was trying to focus, he started talking without an obvious slur.

“Nancy, why are you and Marcy arguing? Why am I sitting on the toilet with a towel covering my modesty? The last thing I remember, I was going to take a shower.”

“Dad, something went very wrong this morning. You forgot your name and started slurring your words. Marcy called 911 and Nurse McIntyre thinks you had a stroke. The ambulance is on the way. Do you know your name?”

“William Cann, your name is Nancy Swenson and she is Marcy L. Smith. Good grief, does my head hurt. Someone please tell me my pain medication is here somewhere.”

Bill looked down; “If I’m going to the hospital, I think I need to be a little more dressed than this. My head hurts so bad, I’m afraid to move. Someone give me my pain meds now please.”

Nancy went and poured a glass of milk, returned with two of his pain meds and gave them to him. She asked; “This is embarrassing to ask but, do you need some help getting dressed?”

Bill closed his eyes; “Right now, modesty is not a problem for me. The pain is at the point where I don’t care. Please get me at least semi dressed.”

The two women helped Bill get dressed in the bathroom. Briefs, sweat pants, sweat shirt and those cow slippers. After they finished, they noticed he was still quite wobbly, so they left him in the bathroom so they can get ready to go. Nancy was wearing gym shorts and one of Bill’s shirts from a couple of days ago. She had no shoes or no socks on and the other apartment is unlocked.

Marcy had her briefs and bra on, nothing else. She grabbed her sweat suit and finished dressing. She had finished dressing when Nancy arrived with the ambulance crew. She had her shoes on, keys and cell phone in her hands.

Bill refused to be carried down the stairs on a gurney, he asked the paramedics to help him walk down. They escorted Bill down the stairs making sure he did not lose his balance and fall. He entered the ambulance and climbed onto the gurney for the ride.

The trio entered Kansas City Edgebrook Hospital where Nurse McIntire was waiting. They were taken to the emergency room and were shocked to see Dr. Goldberg; it was obvious she was super pissed.

“Nurse, help me sit Mr. Cann on the exam table. You two, get out of my sight; go to the waiting area for now. I want to talk to you both, but right now, I need to examine and talk to this fool.”

As soon as the three women left the room, Dr. Goldberg let him have a piece of her mind; slightly short of screaming at him.

“What the hell is the matter with you? Do you have some kind of strange death wish that makes you want to live on the edge?

When you don’t take your medications, you make little time bombs in your head William, they are called blood clots. One of them went off this morning; lucky for you, it was a very tiny one. The next one may not be a small one.”

Doctor calmed down before she continued; “William, you are sitting on the edge of an abyss. This time you lost your memory and your speech became slurred. The next stroke may paralyze you or stop your motor functions, and then you die. Do you want to leave those two girls only memories of you or do you want to be around them for many years to come?”

“I want to be a father to Nancy for the rest of my days and a grandfather to her children. I want to share the rest of my life with Marcy. Now that my life has some strange and wonderful meaning, I want to live it to the fullest.”

“Then don’t get stupid! … Now, let’s get on with the examination.”

Doctors’ exam consisted mainly of questions about how he feels and checking his reactions to stimuli. After twenty minutes of poking, prodding and drawing blood, she told him to get dressed.

While he was getting dressed, she asked; “Was she worth it you stupid man? Don’t answer that, it was a rhetorical question. I know she must have been for you to take such a risk. William, listen to me. You will have a normal life, after you heal. You must take your medication every day. I’m going to talk to those two women right now. I have had enough of you.”

She left the ER and he could hear in the waiting room next door.

He could hear the doctors’ raised voice; “You stupid women! He relies on you two watch over him. One of you forgot to watch over him and one of you tried to kill him! Was the sex you had with him worth his life? Do you understand how close you came to crippling or killing him? I prescribed those medications to keep him alive. You gambled once with his life and you won. The second time you gambled and you both almost lost him.”

Nancy had a totally confused look on her face and Marcy looked like she was about to explode with tears.

Doctor Goldberg calmed down; “I understand, believe it or not, I was once young too. But you need to give him time to heal. If you absolutely must do it, keep it to once a week. You do all the physical activity so it is not stressful for him. Do you understand?”

“Yes, no I don’t; not really.”

Dr. Goldberg gave Marcy this sly look; “You take care of him, not the other way around.”

“Oh, I get it now; thank you.”

“Now go collect your William and go home. Make sure he stays on his medications as prescribed. When he runs out of medications and refills, he should be physically healed. Tell him no exercises! Not in or out of the bed.

I heard that he is addressing his mental issues, good for him. That is a man with some extreme issues, both physical and mental. Now I am going to find my husband and get some breakfast. We were on our way to a botanical garden when you called. Good bye ladies, don’t let me see William in the morgue.”

Doctor Goldberg left and Nurse McIntyre had returned. She had this; “I’m sorry” mothering look on her face.

“So you’re the Marcy that William told us about, pleasure to meet you in person and not on the phone during a crisis.”

The three women were chattering with nervous small talk when Nurse McIntyre asked; “Nancy, are you still living with William?”

“For the time being yes, tomorrow I start college. I will be living on campus during the week. I’ll be home Friday evenings and weekends; there’s our William now!”

William is quite a site walking wearing a sweat suit and cow slippers.

“Hello my two favorite ladies in the world, let’s go home. Nurse McIntyre, thank you for being available this morning. You’re a great comfort and support for me. Whenever I come in here, I really needed a friendly face.”

“You’re welcome William. Marcy, it was a pleasure meeting you. Nancy, we miss you around here; goodbye.”

The trio left the hospital and flagged down a cab for the trip back to the restaurant. The ride back was dead quite, no one spoke. Bill had his eyes closed and seemed to have dosed off.

The taxi arrived in front of the restaurant and they exited the cab. Nancy spoke first; “I am sorry for yelling at you this morning. It was my emotions talking and I was very wrong. I should have made sure you brought over his medications last night.”

Marcy replied; “You are right for being angry with me. I deliberately left his meds in your apartment. I thought if Bill could skip one night of his blood pressure medication, why not skip everything. You were right, I was careless and stupid.”

“So that was what you two were yelling about while I was in on the toilet. I could hear you but it was like a far way dream that didn’t make sense. We all have had a hell of a morning; can we all meet for breakfast in thirty minutes. I’m going to take a quick shower and I’ll meet you there. Marcy, before you go I have something for you.”

He pulled her close, kissed her and told her he loves her. Marcy went to her apartment, Nancy and Bill went to their apartment. Inside the apartment, Nancy turned to Bill; “You scarred the living crap out of me!”

“I’m sorry; it didn’t do me any good either. It was my fault because I knew I didn’t take any meds, but I didn’t care. I was more interested in performing with Marcy than taking my medications or anything else. I made a very stupid decision and I am sorry that I put you both in that situation. It will not happen again.”

Nancy looked at him; “I know you want me to go off to college tomorrow no matter what, I could take my classes on line and stay here and watch over you.”

“Thank you for your kind offer, you going to college is part of a bigger plan. I don’t know what the bigger plan is yet, it’s a feeling that I have inside. Besides, your ‘scholarship’ is already paid for. Four years of education along with room and board.”

“Okay; since your mind is made up, there’s no point in trying to change it. So anyway, when are you going to ask her to move in?”

“Wow, you women today are a lot sharper than I was at your age. I am going to ask her to move in tomorrow after you leave for school. The only change would be you will have to sleep in your own room.”

“You left out longer waits for the bathroom; hahaha. No dad, I don’t mind at all. You two are good for each other and I would never sleep at night knowing you’re alone.”

“Thank you, that takes a load off my mind.”

“I really love you dad. I don’t want you to think any less of me when I make a couple of requests of you.”

“What possible request could you make of me that would make me think less of you? That is impossible.”

“I want you to ask Marcy to move in tomorrow, after I go to school. You two need each other as much as plants need sunshine.”

“Okay, this is really easy so far, what else is on your mind?”

“You need to open up with Marcy. She needs to know who you really are. Marcy needs to know who her William really is; not who she wants him to be. You talk in your sleep remember?”

“No, she doesn’t need to know yet. She’ll find out in time.”

“You two are going to get married sooner or later, that’s a fact. Are you going to hide your past from her? Oh that’s going to be great when you start talking in your sleep. That’s going to go over real well. She needs to know what she’s getting, the entire package.”

He stood there in deep thought; exhaled; “I know your right, I need to bring her to your level. Monday, I’ll do it Monday after you go to school. I’m not sure how to do it.”

Why wait for Monday; do it this evening after dinner. Invite yourself over, bring your sketch books to her apartment and go through them with her. If things are still okay, tell her about everything else. She needs to look into your soul. If she doesn’t look, you’re going to live in fear for the rest of your life that she might run away again. She needs to know and except you as you are.”

“What if she walks out on me? What will I do then?”

“Dad, come now. Do you really think she would leave you again?”

“I don’t know; I’m so scarred of that happening I can’t think straight.”

“Trust me on this one, she’s not going anywhere. Now that we have that settled, as your daughter and counselor of all matters concerning love; you need to take a shower. I don’t want to sound crude but you two must have worked up quite a sweat this morning.”

“I’m not going to comment on that young lady other than to agree with you that I do need a shower real bad. This time I’m going to make sure there are towels in the bathroom first. I think I have been exposed too much already.”

Bill showered and went to the master bedroom to dress. Meanwhile, Nancy went into the shower and closed the door. Marcy let herself into the apartment and called out; “You have a visitor, is everyone decent?”

Bill yelled out; “I’m in the bedroom, Nancy is in the shower; be with you in a minute.”

Bill finished getting dressed and found Marcy sitting at the kitchen table.

“I am so sorry for screwing up your medications yesterday and this morning. It was deliberate on my part and totally my fault. Please don’t blame Nancy for my error in judgment.”

Right at that moment, Nancy walked through the kitchen wrapped in a towel, dripping water and drying her hair with another towel.

“Hi Marcy, I’ll be dressed in a couple of minutes. Did you come over to talk to William about moving in tomorrow? It’s fine with me; let me know what you two decide.”

She walked to her room and closed the door. Marcy looked at Bill; “Is she normally like that?”

“Ah, as in wet, wrapped in a towel, half nude or very forward with her questions and statements? The answer is yes to everything. I wouldn’t want her any other way.”

Marcy grinned; “What a young lady. Since Nancy brought it up, would you like me to move in with you? I would really like to live with the man I love.”

“I would be honored to have the woman of my dreams live with me. It’s like Nancy said, we’re good for each other. There are only a couple of things I would like to go over with you before you move in.”

“Is one of those things Nancy related? I can’t imagine that being a problem; we are friends, not mother daughter. I don’t hang my bras or underwear in the shower, so what possibly could the other issue be?”

Nancy came out of her room carrying her shoes and sat down at the kitchen table. She calmly said; “Good, I don’t hang my bras in the shower either. By the way, I’m looking forward to you joining us to make this our home.”

“Thank you Nancy, I am looking forward to moving in.”

“Now that you two ladies are done with the mutual admiration society, let’s get some brunch. I have to be at the theater in an hour. We can discuss the other thing over a bottle of wine in your apartment tonight.”

The trio went down stairs to the restaurant and had brunch. The discussions revolved around Nancy playing catch up with her studies and Marcy going through catalogs for what she is going to stock in the Cooks Dream Emporium. She also needs to figure out a floor plan for the shelves and storage racks. Nancy has a day of studies and Marcy has a day of planning ahead.

After brunch, Nancy went to her office, Marcy went to her new store and Bill went to the theater. About noon, Lori came to set up the theater for another day. One o’clock rolled around and the rest of the crew arrived. They went to work prepping for today’s movie goers. Bill excused himself because he needed to take some pain medication.

A crowd started gathering outside the theater so Lori made sure her dad was in the ticket booth and everyone else was ready for business. She unlocked the doors at 1:30 and the customers started entering.

The strangest thing happened, some people without tickets wanted to get in for free because they claimed to be Williams’ relatives. Lori called William on his cell phone and asked him to come back to the theater.

“Hi Lori, what can I do for you?”

“Uncle Bill, these people say they are your relatives and they want to get in for free. I didn’t know what to do so I called you.”

“You did the right thing, thank you. I’ll take care of this.”

Lori left and went on her way. Bill turned to these four unknown people; “So you’re my relatives, what relation are you to me?”

The four made up some cock and bull story about how they all had the same mother that gave him up thirty six years ago. Since they were all relatives, he should help them out with some money. One needs an operation; one is having their house foreclosed and so on. Each one of them needs exactly fifty thousand dollars to solve their financial problems.

He listened intently, then asked; “How did you find me? That must have taken some very good detective work on your part.”

The chief knucklehead said; “We saw the story about you in the newspaper. You’re a multi-millionaire that was adopted. So we knew you must be our long lost brother. Mom told us about giving you up to some Chinese family that wanted a kid. So we know you must be our long lost brother that can help us out.”

“That is a very interesting story, but there are just a few problems with it. First off, I am six two with grey eyes. None of you are over five eight and no grey eyes between you. My birth mother put me on the steps of the Cann Street church. My mom and dad that raised me were Japanese.”

With a totally coy voice, Bill started saying; “I think you may be trying to scam me, but I am willing to give all of you the benefit of the doubt. Why don’t all of you get and pay for DNA tests. If we are relatives, I’ll give you free popcorn when you buy a movie ticket.”

The group shouted obscenities at him and walked away. Later that day, more people claimed to be his mother, father, sisters, brothers, aunts, uncles, cousins and every relative that he never had. He gave everyone the same answer, get a DNA test and comeback with the results.

Lori even got in the act by repeating Bill’s DNA line. Only she started laughing at everyone that asked for Bill because they claimed they were a lost relative. She was enjoying herself bursting people’s bubbles.
The two o’clock show was another sellout. For the four o’clock show, everyone showed up. Nurse Tucker arrived with her next door neighbor.

Officer Jim Smith with his wife Sharon showed up for the movie also. Bill welcomed them; he paid for their tickets and refreshments. He asked about young Trevor Smith and Sharon said he was staying over with friends tonight.

When the movie started, Bill asked Lori to call him when the movie is about to end so he can come back and meet with his guests and have dinner with the crew. He went back upstairs and laid down, hoping his headache would go away.

It seemed like he just laid down and the phone rang. As he expected, it was Lori. He had slept for about an hour and the show was ending. He came back downstairs and thanked the customers as they left.

When Nurse Tucker and her neighbor were exiting, Bill said; “I am so glad you two came to my theater, thank you. My offer for free dinner still stands. I can’t join you, but please enjoy my hospitality. I promised the workers a free dinner after the show. That way they don’t have to worry about a late dinner at home.”

Nurse Tucker and her neighbor accepted his offer and went to the restaurant. Meanwhile, Officer Jim and Sharon declined his offer for dinner because they were going to meet friends. They all said their goodbyes and Bill directed his attention to putting the theater to sleep for the night.

With the theater closed and locked, everyone went to the restaurant. They celebrated a great first weekend. There was conversation, dinner, soda pop and a good time was being had by all. After dinner, apple pie with ice cream was the desert of the evening.

The big moment arrived, payday! Bill handed almost everyone there pay envelope. Each envelope contained one hundred dollars in singles. He handed Lori her envelope. On the front of the envelope was written: ‘To Parkway Theater Manager Lori Donleavy. Do not open this envelope until you are alone.’ (It contained ten twenty dollar bills.)

After dinner, Anne’s parents showed up to give Margot and Tiffany a ride home. The Donleavy’s left for home also. He paid the restaurant tab gave the new server a cash tip. There were several new faces working in the restaurant now that business has grown substantially.

He went to the apartment, poured himself a glass of milk, walked into the living room and sat down. He never turned on the TV. He removed his shoes, loosened his belt and unbuttoned his pants. Bill drank about half the milk, closed his eyes and out he went. He was awakened by someone trying to remove his shirt.

“What the hell? Oh, hi Nancy; I thought you were someone else. I was thinking after the day I had, I really need to get some sleep tonight.”

“You know you still talk in your sleep; when I walked in, you were having a very interesting conversation with I can only guess was Marcy.”

“Now why do you say that? What could I possibly say that would give you that idea?”

“Well, you said; ‘Oh my god, I caught a glimpse of them once when you were wearing a sundress. They are more beautiful and softer than I had imagined.’ Come on dad, I don’t think you were talking about her feet. In your present state, you need to call Marcy or take a cold shower.”

She looked down and his face turned totally red. “Never mind what I was talking about. I’ll give you my shirt if you want it. After today, I’ll take my meds and that will have to do for tonight. I’ll throw my shirt on your bed. Good night dear.”

Bill walked out of the living room and went to the bathroom and closed the door for some privacy. Nancy walked over to the bathroom door and yelled through the door; “Considering your present state of excitement, you will definitely be sleeping alone tonight. Good night dad.”

From the bathroom she heard; “Thank you!”

Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 17
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 18

It’s Monday morning at the Cann/Swenson household. This morning is a little unusual because it’s a little past four am. Bill’s mind is wide awake and as clear as crystal. Due to his recent lifestyle change, he reached around the bed to see if he was alone. No body was found so he can throw the covers with disregard and head to the bathroom. This time he closed the door and aimed for the porcelain. He covered the toilet with a towel before he flushed.

Passing Nancy’s room, he poked his head through the open door. She must have had a restless night because the covers were everywhere. Bill pulled the covers over her shoulders. She scarred the crap out of him when she said in a fully awake sounding voice; “You’re not going to piss me off by doing something stupid like exercising are you?”

“I didn’t realize I woke you, I’m sorry. No, I am not going to exercise.”

“You didn’t wake me, my bladder did. I need to pee.”

With that, she got out of bed and walked to the bathroom. Bill took the opportunity to fix the covers and plump up her pillow. Nancy returned and climbed back into bed. Pulled the covers up; “Wake me up at six, no exercising and no singing please.”

Bill returned to his room and put on his sweat suit, socks and athletic shoes. He left the apartment quietly. He went downstairs where Mrs. Lopez was unlocking the front door of the restaurant.

“Mr. Cann, you almost startled me; I heard your front door open, I was hoping it was you.”

“Good morning Carmen, I couldn’t sleep so I thought I would come down for some coffee and go for a walk. Since I can’t exercise, I have nothing else to do but walk.”

“Marcy told all of us what happened yesterday morning. We all seen the ambulance came and got you. She told everyone not to ask you what happened and let it pass. So we all kept quiet. So I will ask you now, because we are alone. What caused you to go to the hospital William?”

“Carmen my friend, I did not take my medicine like I was supposed to. Marcy and I did what people in love do and that is what caused me to be taken to the hospital.”

“If you say so William, then I believe you. Please start the coffee and pour me a cup when it’s ready. I need to start the stoves and ovens. Those pies won’t make themselves.”

Carmen walked into the kitchen and started doing her prep work. Bill made the coffee and poured Carmen a cup with two sugars and lots of milk. He brought it to the kitchen and set it in the counter. After a brief good bye, he was out the door with his coffee in hand.

He walked several blocks zig zaging around the neighborhood. Bill found several stores he didn’t know existed that are so close. Amongst them was a knife sharpening shop, a small jeweler and a small fitness center. Those are handy things to remember because once his head heals, he could use the fitness center.

The restaurant must have knives that need to be sharpened. The jeweler would be a great source for Marcy’s wedding ring. While he was walking the neighborhood, he pondered the question of his relationship with Marcy. He hasn’t even asked her to be his girl, now they’re joined at the hip. Now if he could only get the courage to ask Marcy the big question. After all, he should ask her first. She’s been the aggressor in this relationship so far, he feels that he really needs to man up.

He even pondered manning up and being Neanderthal; grab her by the hair and tell her: ‘We’re going down to City Hall and we’re getting married.’ It took about a nanosecond to realize how stupid that idea was. Is it a funny image? Yes. Is it based on reality? No.

Bill ran through dozens of excuses why not to ask her to marry him. Each one was worst that the one before. Walking back to the apartment, he was making himself more agitated pondering all the reasons not to ask her. He returned to the restaurant and poured a cup of coffee for Nancy and went back to the apartment.

Sitting at the kitchen table watching the morning news, he remembered what he was supposed to do yesterday. He was supposed to visit with Marcy and show her his sketch books. That way he could prove to her that he never stopped loving her. Telling her he loves her is only a part of the courtship. Every male that wants a sexual relationship will say anything to achieve his goal. He needs to prove that there are more to his feelings than a few sexual encounters.

It’s almost 6 o’clock; it’s time to wake up helmet head without singing to her. Bill removed a coffee cup from the cabinet and filled it a quarter of the way with coffee. He went to her room and slowly opened the door. She was sound asleep. Bill kneeled to the floor and positioned the cup near her nose. He watched the change of expression on her face go from sleeping to focusing on the aroma of the coffee.

There was the moan, followed by her eyes opening slowly. “You really know how to wake someone up in the most rotten way possible; by their sense of smell.”

“Good morning, I’m going to put this cup on your dresser so you don’t spill it. The rest of the coffee is on the kitchen table. I fixed it the way you like it.”

She pulled back the covers and rolled over so she was sitting on the bed. “Don’t you dare set that down, give it to me so I can get a drink; my mouth is so parched, I can’t wait.”

Nancy had a couple of small drinks and let loose with an; “Ah! Oh man did I need that. Since you took your shower last night, you’re ready to put on your street clothes and go. I need a shower first and then we can get some food. While you were entertaining the theater crew, Marcy and I split a turkey submarine sandwich and a bottle of diet pop. We were talking about you.”

“No wonder my ears were burning yesterday evening; you two were talking about me. I sure hope it was nothing too bad. I wondered what happened to you yesterday. I figured you were studying and wanted to be left alone, so I left you alone. I knew Marcy was going through the vendor catalogs and working on her store, so I left her alone. I was so involved with the theater and some idiot scam artists; I forgot about you two.”

“I promise that I won’t tell her you forgot about her. … We talked about love and marriage. Let me take my shower and get dressed.

Call Marcy and ask her to meet us for breakfast at 6:30. You can tell us about the idiots at the theater. Oh, call Phyllis too; we need her here by 8 o’clock.”

Bill called Phyllis first and asked her to be here by 8 o’clock. He called Marcy; she was already awake and was on her way over. When she arrived, they sat at the kitchen table. She was still apologizing for the medication situation yesterday.

Bill grasped her hands, looked into her eyes; “It was an error in judgment on my part alone. I knew that I didn’t take my medications; I could have stopped and taken them at any time. It was my decision and I was wrong. Don’t blame yourself for my bad judgment. Besides, it isn’t everyday a man receives a gift from a goddess.”

She squeezed his hands, a warm glow came across her face; “Don’t be so modest, your gift to me was pretty dam good too!”

Nancy came out of the shower wrapped in a towel looking for her coffee. She walked over still dripping with the towel wrapped around her. She took a big drink; “If you two want to go at it, I’ll go downstairs, eat breakfast with my mom and Christine. Call me when you’re through so I can pack a few things for school.”

Marcy and Bill were chuckling and smiling when Marcy replied; “No my friend, I refuse to monopolize your dad when you need him and he needs you. I will never step in the way of your relationship with your dad again. Bill and I will have plenty of time together in the future.”

“Thanks Marcy, you’re the best friend I could ask for. One thing though, I wish I could understand my relationship with my dad. Then again, who can understand love? I sure can’t.”

Marcy spoke with an uplifting cheer in her voice; “I’m sure that man in our lives can explain the meaning of love to us very easily.”

Bill’s eyes almost popped out of his head and coffee came out of his nose with that statement. After choking he cleared his throat; “Love is the feeling of warmth I get when I am near Marcy; when I look into her eyes and see the reflection of her love returning to me. It is Marcy occupying a permanent place in my soul.

Another type of love is being a dad for a young girl that defied warnings from several adults to stay away from me during my time of need. While I was falling into an abyss, she pulled me out with unquestioning love and friendship.

That was one hell of a night as I remember it. My daughter managed to raise the concern of Dr. McIntyre and Nurse McIntyre. Not to mention totally pissing off my sister who insinuated she is a gold digger. Now if my overly modest daughter would get dressed so her dad doesn’t starve to death waiting for her, life will be good.”

The trio laughed and Nancy responded; “I get the hint; I’ll get dressed after one more drink of coffee.”

While Nancy was having one more drink, Bill was looking at her; “You women have an interesting knack. I can wrap a towel around myself, tuck it in, take three steps and it falls off.”

Before he could finish, Marcy chimed in with; “And what’s wrong with that? I like a man that showers and is ready for action.”

Nancy giggled and Bill continued; “It depends who’s here at the time. If Nancy is home, it is not a good thing. Anyway, you women give the towel one wrap around, a little tuck and that sucker will never fall off.”

The ladies laughed and Marcy said; “It’s a woman’s secret; we need to cover the goodies from time to time. We need to keep your imagination wondering a little.”

Nancy left the kitchen and went to her room. Marcy and Bill chatted about how the store and the prep kitchen are going. Nancy came back to the kitchen dressed and the trio went downstairs to the restaurant for breakfast. The morning talk was about how nitwits were coming by claiming to be relatives and looking for money; all because they read a newspaper article or seen a story on TV about him.

Marcy talked about how Bruno is having her old store cleaned, painted and new lights installed. She is also meeting with several sales representatives for the products she is going to sell.

Nancy said that she completed all the school work and exams that the school requested. It was all to bring her current with the school year. She also said that Bruno was paid in full and she did give him the ten percent bonus that was promised. The morning chatter revolved around everyone’s scheduled activities for the week; William was almost silent.

The ladies asked Bill what he had on his agenda today and he replied with; “I don’t have much going on this week. Contemplate on what to do with the theater Monday through Friday. Go to the hospital with Christine during the week for her checkup. Talk to Bruno and Randy about getting a deck built on the roof; and I hope to spend a couple of evenings with the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“Oh William, you are so sweet. I was thinking of a more permanent residential arrangement. Let’s figure out what we are going to do after dinner. You need to see Nancy off to school; I have so much planning to do between the prep kitchen and the store, I hope to find the time.”

The trio ended breakfast. Marcy walked over to her two projects and disappeared from site. Nancy announced she was going upstairs to pack and once again, William was standing in front of the restaurant wondering what to do with the time on his hands. 

He walked upstairs and found a silent Nancy packing one of her bags that she used to move in. Bill thought about starting a conversation and realized he had nothing to say. It was a totally awkward moment that he had no idea how to handle.

He went into the kitchen, poured a glass of milk and started watching the morning news. Moments later, Nancy came in with an expression on her face that could only be described as totally disinterested with everything on the planet.

Without looking at Bill; “I hope you understand that this totally sucks don’t you? I really feel that I should be here to watch over and take care of you. I made it through high school with a 4.0 grade point average and that was like water off a ducks back. I could take my classes online so I can stay here and watch over you. Marcy is going to be super busy with her businesses, we could be together during the day and you could be with her at night.”

A look came over Bill’s face that was one of confusion and then sympathy. “On Nancy, have you ever heard the expression ‘Love at first site’?”

“Yes I have, it was written by some hokey poet or someone’s psychobabble to get their name in the paper.”

“I think you are very wrong young lady. When I seen you for the first time, I could only see your body outline. Remember the room was dark and the bright hallway lights behind you made you look like every other silhouette. I couldn’t see your face, only this shadowy figure that I wanted to tear its head off.

It wasn’t until you ran out of the room that I seen you were not the enemy. My rage was brought into check. Realizing my error, I wanted to apologize. I seen you walking with your back against the wall, keeping the maximum distance from me was when I knew you were important to me.

It wasn’t love at first site; but I was very attracted to you. Oh not in a sexual way, I knew you were a major part of my life. Fate threw us together and I knew I must do well for you. I felt it down deep in the very core of my soul.”

After a few moments pause, Nancy said; “I have nothing to give you in return. I don’t want you to think of me as a leech. There must be something I can give you?”

“You have already given me what I will never have with Marcy, a daughter. You’re not some stranger off the street; you’re my friend and my daughter. (Pause) This has everything to do with Marcy moving in; doesn’t it?”

“Yes; the timing seems very convenient to me. I go and she arrives. I know you two are in love and have been for as long as I am old, I guess I’m selfish is all. Yesterday morning emotions came out I didn’t know I had.”

Bill walked over, hugged her; “As long as I have a breath in my body, you will have a home with me as long as you want it. When I’m gone, you will be set for life.”

Right at that moment, the doorbell rang. Nancy looked out the window and it was Phyllis to take her to school. Bill went downstairs and invited Phyllis to come up for a moment while Nancy finished making sure she had everything. Bill handed her $500 for expenses.

“Dad, I’ll be back Friday afternoon, I’m not going to another planet. I’m going to be living in a totally furnished apartment and I’m in an advanced study class. I don’t think there will be much time for parties and getting drunk. Besides, getting drunk and/or pregnant is not an option. Mom went down that road remember? No thank you, I’ll pass on that for now.”

They had a little more small talk. They all went downstairs and started walking to the taxi cab. That’s when Jill made her entry to the scene.

Half screaming and half crying; “Oh my baby is leaving home again! Oh my god, she’s leaving all of us for college, what a dream come true.”

“Mom, calm down. I left your home almost two weeks ago and came to live with William; your boss and my dad. I’ll return Friday late afternoon. Dad, this is something that I really need to do alone. I love you and I will see you Friday afternoon.”

Jill composed herself; “I know but this is the first time you’re going far away from a home. Going off to college, I was lucky to put food on our table. Sending you to college was not even a thought. You are the luckiest girl on the planet.”

“Mom, trust me I know how lucky I am in so many ways. Dad, you know how to text me; I want to hear from you every morning so I know you’re not in jail or doing something foolish. I will see you both in a few days.”

Phyllis put Nancy’s bags in the trunk of the cab and entered the driver’s seat. Nancy hugged her mom, then William and entered the cab.

She yelled out the window; “I love you dad, don’t start collecting stray cats. I’ll see you Friday. Mom, I called Randy and told him to do evil things to you tonight.”

They could hear her laughing as the taxi sped off.

Jill’s response was; “I’m not sure Randy is going to have the energy to do evil things to me tonight.”

“Okay Jill, I’ll bite. Why won’t Randy have any energy tonight?”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you what happened. My scumbag landlord had seen us on the news the other day. He said that since I am no longer a single parent raising a kid on the income of a waitress, but a restaurant manager, I can afford more rent.”

“What did he raise it to, might I ask?”

“For a four room apartment, no utilities, the rent went from $1200 to $2500 a month and he wants three months security deposit plus a month’s rent in advance. Where the hell am I going to come up with ten grand?”

“Do you need ten grand? I will loan it to you if you really want it.”

“Thanks Bill, no I don’t. That apartment isn’t worth $1200 a month. That asshole is trying to extort money from me. Randy knows the situation and he is going to help me out. Besides, it could be worst. I could be unemployed.”

“Does your landlord live in your building or nearby?”

“He lives in the basement apartment with mommy. He’s 55 years old, never married. Why do you ask?”

“I could walk over there and pay him a little visit. We could have a little man to man talk about the ways of the world and how civilized human beings should treat each other.”

“Ah William, it’s me your talking to. I’ve seen how you ‘talk’ to people. I remember very clearly how you ‘talked’ to that punk Ricky. You sent my child to college and for that I will be forever grateful. You need to stay smart and stay around. You have responsibilities to a lot of people.”

“You’re right, after fourteen years as a mercenary, it’s hard to change ones thinking pattern.”

“William, can I ask you a very personal question?”

“You can ask anything you want. The worst case is; I won’t give you an answer. I will never lie to you. What question is buzzing around in your mind?”

“Are you and Marcy going to have a traditional church ceremony, a city hall marriage or are you two going to elope?”

“Holy cow Jill; I haven’t even asked her yet.”

“Oh, just wondering that’s all. Could I ask you for another favor? It’s rather personal.”

“Yes, what do you need?”

“Since Christine is going for her checkup on Wednesday, could I tag along? I haven’t seen an OBGYN in years. Now that Randy and I are joined at the hip, I want everything checked out. Besides, I want to get on the pill. The last thing I need is to start making a family at my age.”

“Not a problem at all, but there is one condition, we take a cab. That car of yours is a death trap.”

“Don’t worry about my car, it died yesterday and is being recycled.”

“Good, Christine’s appointment is set for 9AM Wednesday with the oncologist. Is your appointment set for the same time?”

“Yes, I’m going to the same OBGYN that discovered Christine’s cancer. He’s down the hall somewhere.”

“Okay, we’re on for moral support Wednesday.”

“Thanks Bill, I need to get back inside.”

Jill went back to the restaurant and Bill went to his office without a clue to do. He turned on the computer and started researching old movie theaters. He discovered in the old days, theaters used to play a cartoon, a short subject and then the movie.

Bill called Donna the concessions vendor. She asked him if he needed any concessions supplies. He realized that he had no idea what he needs, if anything at all. He told her he would call her back; first he needed the movie ‘Sunset Boulevard’, a cartoon and a short subject.

“Like the old days when our parents were kids and went to the theater.” he stated.

“I’ve got you covered Bill; call me back with your inventory and I will fix you up with whatever restock you need; bye”

Bill went to the theater, performed the inventory and called Donna with the results. Donna assured him that she would send him his supplies to be delivered on Thursday. He stuck around and swept the floors, vacuumed the carpeting and mopped the bathroom floors. He had to empty the garbage; that was one thing that was going to change next weekend. The kids are going to empty the garbage on Saturday and Sunday nights.

Bill locked up the theater and looked at his watch, almost noon! Where did the time go? It seems like Nancy only just left for school! Bill went back to his office. While he was surfing the internet, the door buzzer went off several times from people trying to get him to finance their business ideas and to sell him an endless stream of goods and services.

Totally frustrated, Bill yelled out loud; “I’ve had enough interruptions already! How the hell do people in business get anything done?”

He locked the office and went downstairs to the restaurant and found Christine. Since she has a big business background, she might know how to stop the interruption madness. Her answer was simple.

“Go to the office supply store and buy a sign that reads: Solicitors seen by appointment only. Hang it on the front door of the office. Go to the phone store and get another cell phone for the office. Use that phone number for people to call for an appointment. That should cut back on the sales calls.”

“Thank you Christine; I can’t get a dam thing done because they are driving me nuts ringing the door buzzer.”

Christine smiled; “Anytime you need advice, come see me.”

Bill returned to the office and found the circuit breaker for the door buzzer. He shut it off and proceeded to have a huge grin of satisfaction on his face. Lunch time came around and he walked over to Marcy’s store front. She was very busy with sales representatives. This did Bill’s attitude no good.

“Miss Smith, may I see you when you get the chance?”

“I’ll be right there Bill, give me a moment.”

She turned her attention to the sales people and said very nicely; “I am so sorry, I need to take a lunch break. The construction crew is taking their lunch, why don’t we all take our lunch breaks and come back in an hour.”

One of the reps decided to get huffy with her; “Hey honey, I’m a busy man. You had better make time for me or you’re not going to have anything to sell from my company.”

To Bill, that was like finger nails being dragged across a chalk board. Marcy had this ‘what do I do now?’ look on her face.

“Miss Smith, do you have this person’s business card? Please give it to me.”

“Yes, here it is Bill.”

“Thank you Miss Smith.”

William turned to the rude sales rep; “I am going to contact your employer and tell him or her how you screwed up this sale. I will find your biggest competitor is and give them all the business that I have to give. I will then photo copy every paid in full invoice, hand deliver them to your boss to remind him what a moron you are. Now gather your crap and get out of this store. You will do this right now. Did I make myself perfectly clear?”

There was a long pause before the sales rep answered by asking; “I’m leaving, who do you think you are anyway?”

William chuckled; “I am beyond your worst nightmare. If you really want to know; I own this building, the theater, the restaurant and these two businesses. I need to ask you other representatives, two quick things. Are any of you in direct competition with the moron that is leaving? Also would you mind if Marcy and I went to lunch?”

Both sales representatives were falling over each other saying ‘yes they are’ and they would return after lunch. One said he was a direct competitor of the one Bill just threw out.

“See how easy that was! … Marcy will see you both after lunch, goodbye.”

The construction crew started cheering and clapping. Bill smiled and waved to the crew. The pair walked out of the store front and walked across the street to a small Thai cuisine restaurant.

“I liked the way you handled that pushy salesman. I don’t know how to handle bullies so I freeze up. He was trying to bully me into buying stuff that I don’t want at a price that is way too high.”

“Miss Marcy Smith, I am unemployed. It would be a privilege for me to negotiate prices for your business endeavors. Whatever you need, store fixtures, products for resale, or supplies; I’m your man for the job.

Here is how we will do it; you work with your vendors on everything. When you’re all done, selecting and making your order, tell them they need to see the purchasing agent about the pricing.”

“Oh William, you are my strength where I have weakness. I am the luckiest woman on the planet.”

“If you’re the luckiest woman, I am the luckiest man in the galaxy. I’m sitting at a table holding hands with a goddess that is in love with me. It can’t get any better than this.”

The server came over for their food order and the two were so involved with each other the server had to wave her hand between the two to get their attention. They had their lunch and agreed to come back tomorrow. Marcy went back to her store front. Bill decided to walk to the park, since he had nothing else to do.

William walked to the park and over to the lagoon. It was a relatively calm weekday afternoon. There were all the young mothers pushing their strollers with their children walking or wobbling close by. Some people were jogging, while others were out for an afternoon walk.

William was scanning the entire area looking for threats when he caught himself thinking and acting like he was back in country. He seen an empty park bench, so he decided to put his butt down and watch the people. That’s when he seen the car race into a parking spot behind him and to the right.

Three girls in their late teens exited the car with two dogs. What caught his attention was there nervous chatter and their body languages. They were totally wrong for a family park; they were up to something. He watched them disappear around to the other side of the lagoon. It was a wooded area; there is nothing back there but a small creek.

Bill decided to go to the concessions stand and get something to drink. He walked to the other end of the lagoon, purchased a bag of peanuts and a can of beer. While walking back to his park bench, he seen the three girls briskly walking back to their car without the dogs. He was too far away to yell and he sure couldn’t run to catch them before they left.

Bill watched them enter the car and leave the parking lot like a bat out of hell. Where the hell are the dogs he wondered? He put the peanuts in his pocket, walked to where he thought the girls went and found nothing. He walked to the creek, looked up and down, he seen nothing. When he turned, he slipped into the mud and down he went. The can of beer went all over the place.

He yelled; “Shit!” and he heard a bark. He yelled; “Puppy dogs, where are you?” and the puppy’s started barking again and didn’t stop. He kept calling out and walking towards the barking. Bill found two dogs tied together with some clothes line rope to a tree. They were barking at him, but their tales were wagging. It was obvious they were frightened of him because they were trying to get away, but the ropes were holding them.

His emotions went into overdrive; the sadness he had for the dogs out weighted his anger that anyone could do this. He petted both dogs and untied them from the tree. Bill talked to them like he expected them to understand what he was thinking. He knelt down and they licked his face.

“You two are coming home with me.”

He walked back around the park asking everyone if they had ever seen these dogs before. Everyone that responded said no. It was not too surprising because he had mud everywhere and smelled like beer.

He walked the dogs back to his apartment and that was when reality set in. What do you do with two dogs? He let them go and they sniffed the entire apartment and returned to the kitchen. What do I do now with two dogs he wondered?

He didn’t have a clue other than give them some milk. He gave each of the dogs a bowl of milk in the kitchen. He sat down at the kitchen table and watched them drink. They drank the milk, laid down next to his feet and went to sleep. Now what should he do? Nurse Tucker had a dog! She would certainly know what to do!

Bill called the hospital and asked for Nurse Tucker. The receptionist told him it was her day off. Bill begged her to call Nurse Tucker at home and have her get in contact with him. It was a dire emergency that Nurse Tucker contacts him immediately. Minutes later his phone rings, its Nurse Tucker on the phone.

“Nurse Tucker, thank you for calling me back. I have a situation at my home and you are the only person that can help me. Could you stop by please?”

“Mr. Cann, I still dislike you with a passion. I would be hard pressed to help you if you were on fire. Am I making myself clear to you Mr. Cann?”

“Nurse Tucker, this is not about me. I need your help on another matter of the upmost importance. I will gladly reimburse you for any expenses you may encounter.”

“I was about to get my hair done at Monica’s. Will you reimburse me for my missed appointment?”

“I will pay for your next five appointments at Monica’s. I need your help and I need it now, please.”

“Okay, open your entry door and no funny stuff; I have a can of mace with me.”

Click, he hung up the phone and buzzed in Nurse Tucker. She walked up the stairs to the apartment and was greeted by a muddy William that smells like beer and two dogs. One is pitch black and the other one is blonde in color.

“You smell like beer and look like terrible. What are their names?” she asked.

“The black one is Ice and the blonde is Frost. I gave them those names just now.”

He told Tucker the story of how the dogs were abandoned and he found them. Now he has the dogs and he doesn’t know what to do with them. He never had a dog in his entire life. He needs a crash course on dog ownership.

Nurse Tucker looked at him like she was examining him; “William, how are your eyes? When did they turn red? Did the tearing and the sneezing start about the same time?”

“They’re burning real bad, I don’t know when they turned red, and I can’t stop sneezing. This all started when I got home with the dogs. Why do you ask?”

“Did you pet them and then touch your eyes?”

“I think so, yes I did. When they licked my face, I wiped away a couple of tears. I know that’s not a manly thing to say, but it’s the truth. Could you give me some dog ownership lessons, please?”

Nurse Tucker responded with; “I’m sorry Bill, you’re allergic to dogs; you can’t keep them. Between your blood thinners and your sneezing, you’ll blow a blood vessel and bleed to death. These dogs need to go to the shelter.”

Meanwhile, Nurse Tucker was petting the dogs and little did she realize she was bonding with them.

“No shelter! If they go there, they will be put down. They can stay here; I’ll get some medicine and take it so Frost and Ice can have a good home they need and deserve.”

“William, you’re an idiot! Any medication you take will only work for a few weeks and then your body will get used to it and it won’t work anymore. Besides calling these little babies Frost and Ice; you’re terrible. (Pause) Do you even know what breed these dogs are?”

“Big and friendly; I have no idea what breed they are other than large.”

“They are Labrador retrievers, well at least mostly. They look to be under a year old. I’ll tell you what, my neighbors’ dog died last year and my dog is gone also. You pay for the vet to check them out; I will give them new homes.”

Bill looked at the dogs; “It’s for your own good puppies. I’ll be right back.”

He went into his den and came back to the kitchen in under a minute. He handed Nurse Tucker a check made out for $1000 payable to Dorothy Tucker. She looked at it; “That is way too much money for the vet.”

“It’s for the vet bill, the toys, collars and stuff you and your neighbor will need. The rest can go for your hair. Now please take them before my eyes burn out of my head. Besides, it’s breaking my heart to see them go. I just began to know them.”

Nurse gave Bill a kiss on the cheek; “I guess you are almost human after all.”

She escorted the dogs down the stairs and into her car. They drove off with Bill watching out the window. He wondered why his eyes were still watering. Was it because he was allergic or was it because he lost his new found dogs? It didn’t matter anymore, time to take some more pain medication, get the muddy sweat suit off and take a shower.

After the shower, his modesty prevailed and wrapped a towel around his waist. Looked in the medicine cabinet and found some antihistamine tablets. ‘Good for watery and itchy eyes’ that was what the carton stated. He took two of those and two pain meds with a glass of milk. Bill sat down on the bed and lay back, hoping to stop the throbbing pain in his head.

It seemed like his eyes were only closed for a couple of seconds when he heard a voice telling him to wake up. It was a familiar voice, he couldn’t figure out whom. Upon opening his eyes he realized it was Christine.

“Are you alright Bill? Randy was looking for you, then Bruno was looking for you. They didn’t want to bother Marcy, because she thought you were in the office. They thought the restaurant employees knew where you were. I called your cell phone, but you’re never answered. It’s a good thing Jill keeps a key to your apartment in the office.”

“My head hurt so much I took some antihistamine tablets and pain medication. I laid down hoping the pain would pass. It did very nicely. If you will excuse me, I can’t have my future mother in law seeing me in only a towel. Thank you for checking in on me; may I get dressed now?”

“Future mother-in-law; I like the sound of that. Have you two set the date yet?”

“I haven’t even asked her to be my girl yet. Don’t you think it’s a little soon? I wouldn’t want her to think I’m being pushy or something.”

“William Cann, if you were my kid, I would slap the living crap out of you. Now that you two are joined at the hip, are you one of these guys that figure; why buy the cow if you’re getting the milk for free?”

“No I am not that kind of guy. I would walk into the jaws of hell for Marcy.”

“Son, do you want to be with her for the rest of your life?”

“Absolutely yes I would, without a shadow of doubt in my mind.”

“Then man up and ask her. If she believed in god, she would think of you first then him. You’re her knight in shining armor that she sent away all those years ago. She knows she made a mistake and now that your back, she feels that she has a second chance to do right by you.

William, before you go to bed tonight; I want you to think long and hard. The sight of your glowing faces when you see each other is magic. Do it mister, do it soon. I don’t need to tell you how fast a life can come to an end.”

“Christine, are you trying to tell me something?”

“Not really, I have a feeling deep down inside me that something is not right. We will find out the day after tomorrow. Now get dressed, I’ll find Bruno or Randy and tell them you will be in front of the theater in fifteen minutes.”

Bill grasped the towel with his left hand so it wouldn’t fall off and stood up.

“Chris, I have one thing that I need to do before I ask your daughter for her hand in marriage. I need to prove to her that I never stopped loving her for a minute. I’m going to show her my sketching books tonight, along with some conversation. If she realizes that I never stopped loving her, tomorrow’s dinner will be very interesting.”

“Are you kidding me? When she sees those sketches, you’re going to be a very lucky man again; if you get my drift.”

“Thanks Chris, my future mother in law still doesn’t need to see me disrobed.”

Christine and William exchanged a few more words, Chris went back downstairs. Bill dressed in his normal black jeans, button down shirt and bandanna. He put on his shoes and out the door he went. Bruno and Randy were waiting for him on the sidewalk.

Bill told the men that he wanted a deck built on the roof. Bill explained that he wanted to be able to go up the fire escape to the roof. Sit on a bench, drink coffee and watch the sunrises. He explained that he does not want to damage the roof with a porch bench. That’s why the decking underneath. The trio went upstairs, took measurements and discussed the project.

When they were finished, Bruno asked; “When do you want it, yesterday?”

Bill laughed and replied; “When you have the time before the snow flies would be fine. I don’t want anyone on the roof when there’s snow. Decks should be a warm weather project. Let’s set a hard completion date before December 31st. Do we have a deal?”

Randy and Bruno both looked at Bill like he had two heads. Randy responded; “I take it you want the bench attached to the decking so it don’t blow away in the wind?”

“Absolutely; securing it to the building is a must. When I was in country, on those rare days when I had some spare time in the morning, I would stand on top of the palace roof and watch the sunrise. It was a tranquil time when I could clear my mind of everything and let my imagination run wild for a few moments.”

Bruno asked; “What were you thinking about during that time; your mission for the day?”

“Nothing that sinister Bruno; it was nothing to do with business.”

“Okay, you’ve been away from home for years in foreign hell holes. What on Earth could give you comfort watching the sunrise from a third world country? I don’t get it.”

“I used to watch the sunrise and think that somewhere that very same sun is shining down on Marcy somewhere. I used to look at the sun and wonder if it was shining down on the most beautiful girl in the world wearing a blue sundress with white circles.

Who would have thought eighteen years later we would find each other. Now I would like a place for us to watch the sunrise together. This will be the perfect place. It’s right outside our back door, up the staircase to our bench.”

“William, this is going to be a little expensive because of the slop of the roof, drainage and other considerations.”

“Bruno, I trust you not to rip me off. You handled Marcy’s kitchen project with professionalism and quality. You’re doing a great job on the retail store. I have every confidence that you and Randy will do yourselves proud with this project. I’m putting it in your hands.”

“I don’t have to listen to your daughter on this one do I? Oh my god, what a relief that is. Your daughter is a natural deal maker. She drives a hard bargain, but she’s fair.”

“I pushed her in that direction with you; I gave her the basic guidelines of negotiation and she took it from there. I figured if she got out of hand, you would have called me.”

“If she was a man, I would have walked away from the job; the kid was completely honest with me every step of the way. In some strange way, I like that kid and I don’t really know why.”

“Bruno, I know exactly what you are saying. She has that effect on me too. Now that we have my deck plans under control, let’s go downstairs and get some coffee.”

Bruno and Randy thanked Bill but declined his offer. Bruno had other plans for dinner. Randy told Bill that Jill was moving in with him. After they went downstairs and Bruno had left, Randy spoke freely.

“When my wife died, I never thought I could love another woman again. To fall in love with a woman a few years my senior, that’s the stuff dreams are made of.”

“Randy, I know exactly what you’re driving at. You’re preaching to the choir my friend.”

The two men exchanged manly metaphors and went their separate ways. Randy went into the restaurant to meet with Jill for what he hoped was the end of her work day. While Bill walked over to Marcy’s storefront and convinced her to put down the brochures for today.

They walked over to the Patel’s convenience store and bought some beer and wine. They brought it back restaurant and ordered light dinners. The dinner conversations were light also. She told him about her plans for the kitchen and the retail store again, for at least the fifth time. He listened intently, expressing interest while she talked away.

When she reached the end of her seminar, she asked Bill; “What do you do all day when you don’t have a job. It has to be boring as the day is long for you. … So what did you do today? Sit in your office and surf the internet all day?”

“Actually, I never made it to the office today. I did manage to keep myself involved in little things that came along. After Nancy went off to school, I walked to the park. That started another new adventure that involved beer, mud, dogs and Nurse Tucker.”

He proceeded to tell her the entire story of his adventure with the dogs. He talked about how her mother had to wake him up. Bill wrapped it up with telling her about having Bruno and Randy build him a deck with a bench on the roof.

“What reason on Earth would you have to build a deck on the roof? There is nothing up there other than all the air conditioning and heating units.”

“I will explain everything to you tonight. I would like very much to spend the evening with you in my place. There is something on my mind I would like to clear up before we go any farther with our relationship.”

Her eyes popped wide open and the level of her voice started rising; “What the hell are you talking about? What the hell is on your mind that needs clearing before we go any further with our relationship? Were joined at the hip! I’ve done everything on the planet to prove my love to you. I never stopped loving you; even when I thought you were dead, I was in love with you while mourning your memory.”

“Marcy no, it’s not you. It’s me; it’s my insecurity towards you. I have told you I love you in many ways, I need to prove it to you. Please come upstairs to my place, I need to prove my love to you.”

“William, you don’t have to prove nothing to me. I would love to go with you to your, I mean our apartment. I’ll show you again how much I love you but didn’t you take your pills this morning?”

“Yes I did, we will bond again and again in a few days. I really need to get rid of these headaches first. They really kill the mood. Anyway, come upstairs with me so I can take my pain medication, I have a couple of things to show you.”

The pair brought up the wine and beer that they bought earlier. Bill asked Marcy to bring the refreshments and sit in the living room while he brought in his sketch books.

They both sat down on the sofa and Bill explained how he used to sketch and draw during his down time. While showing her his sketches, she commented that his drawing improved over time. He told her about the idea behind the roof deck and how he used to watch the sunrise and think that somewhere that very same sun is shining down on her.

At that moment, she flipped to the last page of one of his books. It was the book that on the last page was a sketch of her from eighteen years ago. The drawing was of her wearing a sun dress with circular patterns on it. Her face had a very sad look on it.

There were the words; “This is the last image I have in my memory of my dream girl that sent me away. I will love you always, where ever you are and I always will.”

While she was looking through this sketch book, Bill had refilled her glass with wine. Bill was sitting to her left; she had her glass of wine in her left hand and was turning the pages with her right. She froze when she seen her image on the paper. The only movement was her lips while she was reading the words Bill had written on the page. She slowly set her wine glass on the table.

While getting up from the sofa and in a very strained voice; “I’m sorry; I have to leave right now.”

By the time she had finished her sentence, she was almost running to the door, Bill cut in front of her to stop her exit. When she couldn’t open the door, the flood gates opened.

She was crying so hysterically, he couldn’t understand what she was saying. He held her in his arms until she calmed down enough so he could understand what she was trying to say. Noticing that she was getting heavy, he picked her up, brought her to the master bedroom and laid her on to the bed. It took Marcy a couple of moments to compose herself. Being the man he is, Bill reached into the dresser drawer, grabbed a tee shirt and started wiping away her tears.

She looked up at him; “You kept me in your heart after everything that has happened to you? Because of me, you’ve been shot and stabbed so many times. You were killed because I sent you away!”

“Miss Marcy L. Smith, I am what I am and I look the way I look because I made choices. Eighteen years ago, I could have stayed around, found another girlfriend and went on with my life. I decided to enter the military life and then become a mercenary. Those were my choices. I made the choices and decisions that affected my life, not you.

I wanted you to come over tonight because I needed you to know that I never stopped loving you. Telling you I have always loved you is not good enough; I had to prove it to you. I never thought for a second it would upset you. I would have burned those books if I knew it would cause you any discomfort.”

“Don’t you ever think of destroying those sketch books, they’re a part of our history. Twenty or thirty years from now, we can look back and laugh about this evening.”

“Marcy, have I told you how much I love you recently?”

“Yes and I believe you when you say that you never stopped loving me. William, you never have to prove anything to me. It’s a woman’s instinct to know those things.”

“I am so sorry I put you through that anguish. I had to be sure you didn’t think I was giving you a line of hooey to get you in bed.”

“I know Bill; you were always so dam insecure when we were in school. It seems some things never change do they?”

“No, I guess they don’t after all. I’ve always thought of you as a goddess and I always will. Would you like to stay over tonight? I really don’t want to be alone.”

Marcy cautiously replied; “I’ll stay over only if you agree to a couple of conditions.”

William like a puppy dog; “Name them and consider them done.”

“I get to keep your back warm tonight and no getting frisky tomorrow morning.”

“Done deal, I’ll try to sleep on my side. I can’t make an absolute promise about not getting frisky. The medications don’t affect everything.”

“You are full of surprises mister!”

The pair watched some local TV, Bill took his medications and went to bed. Marcy lay on the bed next to him with her head resting on her arm and watched him fall asleep. The thoughts of love and dedication were flowing through her mind.

The thought of marriage entered her mind. ‘Should I wait for him to ask me? Should I ask him first? Would he even marry me because of the way I look? He won’t marry me because I can’t have children. Why should he marry me anyway? He gets the milk for free, why buy the cow? Oh what did I get myself into? Maybe this whole thing is spinning out of control too fast. What should I do?’

Suddenly the bed covers were thrown over and Bill got up. He walked into the kitchen and poured a half glass of milk. Bill came back into the bedroom and handed her the glass. He climbed back into bed.

With the voice of a concerned parent; “Has little Marcy had a little too much wine tonight? Is little Marcy’s upset tummy giving her bad dreams?”

She giggled; “Stop it; the wine has me thinking crazy thoughts. Come back to bed and it will be alright. I promise it will be fine, go to sleep.”

“You were verbalizing your thoughts very loudly. Let’s ask each other whatever tomorrow. I love the way you look and I don’t want children. You’re not a cow. Okay, are you happy now? Can I please get some sleep?”

While Bill was uttering his last sentence, his words dropped off and he went into unconsciousness. Marcy leaned over, kissed him; “I love you too.”

She placed the milk glass on the dresser, curled up next to him and shortly thereafter went to sleep and having dreams of marital bliss.

End of Chapter 18 - Dreams Are Never Lost
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 19

Once again Bill’s eyes opened up about 5AM. He felt the heat from Marcy’s body and the smoothness of her skin. When he started to move, she started to stir. Bill started to exit the bed when she grabbed him and in a sleepy voice; “Come back to bed, it’s too early to get up.”

He ever so gently removed her hand and kissed it. “I will be back soon; I need to go to the bathroom.”

“Don’t be gone too long; I don’t want to get lonely.” Her voice drifted away and she went back to sleep. Bill pulled the covers over her and added a lite blanket that he had on the floor. Off to the bathroom and perform his tasks as quietly as humanly possible. Walked to the kitchen and had a glass of water. Now he’s fully awake and wondering what to do next. He can’t go up to the roof and watch the sunrise; at this time of the year, the sun does not rise until after 7 AM.

He put on one of his sweat suits, cow slippers and went downstairs to the restaurant. Much to his surprise, a few of the lights were turned on in the dining room. He seen Jill and Linda walking around, he tapped on the window and Jill opened the door.

“Good morning boss, surprised to see me?”

“As a matter of fact, I am very surprised to see you and Linda here so early. What’s going on?”

“Christine is here too, she’s in the back getting supplies. I changed the opening hour from 7AM to 6AM; I hope to capture more breakfast business. What are you doing up this early?”

“I came down to get Marcy some coffee and was quite surprised to see everyone here; good morning everyone. While your back there; give me a Boston coffee to go.”

Christine put extra milk in the cup before she filled it with coffee. “Morning Bill, how’s my daughter doing this morning?”

“Sleeping like the goddess that she is. Hey Chris, tell me something would you please? How does it feel to be the mother of the most beautiful and wonderful woman on the planet Earth?”

“Oh it feels really good to know my little girl is going to marry prince charming someday soon. You two are good for each other. Here’s the coffee for your future bride. You are going to propose soon aren’t you?”

He seemed to be ignoring Christine’s question; “Hey Jill, I have an etiquette question for you. When should I start calling Christine ‘mom’? Is it after I propose to Marcy or after the wedding?”

“William, you really are a piece of work. It’s after the wedding and only with the mother in laws permission. Somehow I think Chris will pop you one if you started calling her ‘Mom’.”

“William, don’t you even think of calling me ‘mom’, ‘mother’ or Mrs. Smith. Christine or Chris will work fine.”

“Mrs. Smith, I’m going to ask your daughter to marry me around six o’clock tonight. So if your phone rings and there is a hysterical female on the other end, you’ll know who it is, mom.”

Everyone started laughing and they all wished Bill the best. Carmen asked the big question; “Can we see the ring?”

Bill said he is going to the jewelry store a few blocks away and purchase the engagement ring. The women flooded him with advice about buying the ring. Linda gave him the best advice of all.

“Make sure that the jeweler has an exchange/return policy. What if she says no? You’ll want to return it. What if Marcy says yes, but she hates the ring? You will want to exchange it for something else. If you get bad vibes from the jeweler, go somewhere else.”

“Thanks ladies for your advice. I hate to do this, but I must leave you. There is a goddess upstairs that needs servicing, I mean awakening, I mean needs coffee.”

The women started howling and laughing when Jill said; “All of the above!”

“Goodbye for now ladies. Don’t breathe a word of this to Marcy please.”

Jill said with a smile on her face; “Nobody here is going to say a word and spoil it for her. Now go and service your girlfriend already, I have a restaurant to run.”

Bill smiled, waved and left the restaurant. He went to the apartment and slowly opened the bedroom door. Marcy rolled over as soon as the light from the kitchen touched her face. Like before, he started singing in a whispery soft voice.

“Wake up you sleepy head, wake up, you’ve got a big day a head. Wake up and jump out of bed you sleepy head, you’re having dreams of pots and pans floating around your head.”

“I love you darling, but don’t give up your day job.”

“I guess my song writing and singing talents are not my strong points.”

The two went on chatting about mindless stuff for a few minutes. Marcy told him that she needed to shower and put on fresh clothes. All that needed to be done in her apartment, because that’s where her clothes were. He suggested that she may want to start bring her clothes over here; she agreed.

While Marcy was putting on yesterday’s clothes, William removed his sweat pants and shirt. He put on his usual black jeans and button down shirt. When they were finished, Marcy went back to her apartment. Bill went into the kitchen and noticed she had forgotten her coffee on the kitchen table.

He grabbed the coffee and walked around to her apartment. He let himself in and waited at the kitchen table. As soon as he heard the water stop, he yelled; “Don’t panic, it’s only me in the kitchen. I brought your coffee over.”

He walked into the bathroom; “Would you like me to help you dry off?”

“Oh, I thought you took your meds this morning and that would stop you from; you know.”

While helping her dry, he whispered; “Everything does not involve that.”

Sometime later, Marcy told him to make sure he washes his hands and brush his teeth.

They went downstairs to have breakfast. Jill greeted the couple and escorted them to their favorite booth; “Marcy how was your morning so far?”

She smiled and said out loud; “Jill, I feel like a woman; Woo!”

Christine was walking by and in that mothers stern voice; “Daughter, watch your voice in public places. Celebrate your encounters with your boyfriend in private.”

“Sorry mom, I was carried away with excitement from the experience. It was very foolish of me.”

Linda walked over after Christine had left; “Marcy, don’t worry about your mom being upset with you. She’s not feeling well today. Jill is trying to get someone to come in and cover for her so she can go home.”

The two women chatted briefly; they gave Linda their breakfast orders.

After breakfast, Marcy said her goodbyes and went to her stores. Bill walked over to Christine; “Chris, I know you’re not feeling well. If you don’t want to go home to drunk and stupid, please go upstairs to my apartment. The key is in the register and the alarm is turned off. You are welcome to use my place as your own.”

“I can’t impose on you and Marcy.”

“Chris, we’re not rabbits. You are not going to impose on us. Besides, she hasn’t even moved in yet, so don’t worry about it.”

“Thanks Bill, I can’t afford to take more time off. I’ll never make the rent payment if I don’t stay working.”

“Chris, you are something else. Why don’t you move into Marcy’s apartment, leave drunk and stupid to worry about the rent?”

“I would love to get away from asshole; but a mother in law should not be living next door to her future son in law.”

Bill looked over towards the front door and seen Christine’s replacement entering. Jill walked over and acknowledged that it is okay for Christine to leave because her replacement has arrived.

“Chris, grab your jacket and come with me please.”

She retrieved her jacket and exited the restaurant with Bill. He escorted her to his apartment, explained there was milk and food in the refrigerator. They walked over to Nancy’s bedroom where Bill turned down the bed for her.

“Chris, don’t worry about your rent, I couldn’t let my future mother in law become homeless. I’ll take care of whatever you need. Take off your shoes, get in bed and I’ll cover you.”

He noticed her hesitation; “Don’t worry; I’m not going to join you. I’m already spoken for. Besides, your daughter would get very upset if I did. Now I must leave you; I have an engagement ring to buy this morning.”

“Bill, I am so fatigued this morning and I don’t know why. Thank you for letting me rest here. I don’t think I have the energy to walk home right now.”

With that said; she climbed into bed and closed her eyes. Bill pulled the covers over her and closed the door. He left the apartment and went downstairs to find Marcy. She was in the prep kitchen supervising the delivery of some equipment.

He told Marcy about her mother’s sleeping in the apartment and to check up on her later if she gets the time. They chatted briefly, kissed and he realized he almost referred to Christine as his future mother in law!

Bill left and went to the office to surf the internet. While surfing the net, he received a phone call from his sister. The jest of the call was; ‘get your birth certificate, adoption papers, and passport. Go to the federal building and see Eddie Bender. You are going to get two new I.D.’s, one for Homeland Security and one for the State Department. Your relationship with the King of Choam and others in the Middle East makes you valuable; we want you to be available.

They talked for a while longer and said their goodbyes. Bill looked at his watch and seen it was almost 9AM, the jewelry store opens at nine. He has to go get an engagement ring. Go to the federal building, fill out a ton of paperwork and get his photo taken. First, he needs to check on Christine and gather all the paperwork for the government.

He locked up the office and returned to the apartment where he checked on his guest. As he thought, she was out cold. He pulled the covers up a little more and closed the door. He retrieved the documents from a metal box that contained all of his important papers and old photos. Off to the highest priority mission first, the jeweler.

Bill went to the jeweler and found the woman behind the counter apprehensive at first. To some people, his appearance is that of someone who is a little seedy. He explained to the woman that he wants to buy his girlfriend an engagement ring, but he didn’t know what he should buy. Through conversation, he learned that her name is Tabitha and she is the owner of the store. She asked questions about Marcy. What does she do for a living and then the big question, what size is her finger?

William was able to answer the first question. He asked to borrow Tabitha’s hand. He held her hand, examined her fingers, pointed at one; “Her ring finger is this size or really close.”

She picked out an 18k gold ring with 12 small diamonds embedded in half the ring. In the center it has a ½ carat blue diamond set in a heart shaped mount. Bill looked at it and asked; “Do you have engagement and wedding ring sets? I want to make sure I have all my options covered.”

“Mr. Cann, when are you going to propose?”

“I hope to propose to her tonight after dinner, why?”

“This ring is part of a $5000 set. If your girlfriend does not like these for any reason what so ever, I will give you your money back. She can choose something else; she can go up in value or down. You can go somewhere else. I want her to be 100% satisfied is all.”

Bill thought for a moment; “Tabitha, it’s a done deal. I have one silly question, what if the rings don’t fit? I will be so screwed if something goes wrong tonight.”

“The store is open tonight till 8 o’clock. My son David will be here this evening. We’ll make it right for you; don’t worry about it.”

Now relieved, he paid for the rings and left the store. He called Phyllis to see if she was available and in the area. She was dropping off a fare two blocks away and would be there shortly. Phyllis showed up within a couple of minutes; he decided to bring the rings back to the restaurant for safe keeping. He was so excited about the rings, he showed them to Phyllis. Her response was very humorous.

“I would consider going straight if a man gave me those rings. Hahaha, I don’t think I would really do that. Well, at least not in this life time.”

“Phyllis, you’re a gem; a little jewelry joke, very little now that I think about it. When we get to the restaurant, I’m going to put these away for safe keeping. Did you want anything while I’m in there? Coffee, tea, perhaps I could get you a sandwich?”

“No thanks William, I’m fine.”

They drove the few blocks to the restaurant; William exited the cab and went inside. He asked Jill if Marcy was there and she replied ‘no’.

“I need you to drop what you’re doing and put this in the office safe.”

She opened the box and Jill’s eyes almost popped out of her head. She had to show everyone the rings that Bill was going to give Marcy. Everyone was smiling and pointing at the two rings in the red velvet lined box.

“Bill, how much did this set cost?”

“It wasn’t too bad, a little over five grand with tax. Do you think there too cheesy? Maybe I should have gotten the other set I seen. There were more diamonds and bigger ones. The jeweler recommended this set because Marcy works with her hands. The bigger set would get in the way of her work. Do you think she’ll like them?”

Linda was holding and looking at the rings; “If my man gave these to me, I would take care of him so well, he would never even look at another woman.”

“There is no other woman in my life. There never has been and I hope there never will be. Jill, put these away please. I have a cab waiting, could you take your key and see if Christine is okay? She’s in my apartment, Nancy’s bedroom. I’m going down to the federal building to conduct some business; bye!”

Bill left the restaurant and entered the taxi; off to the federal building he went. He found Eddie Bender. William was subjected to filling out countless forms, finger printing and having his photo taken. He had to take two oaths and finally received his two identification cards. He is now a consulting member of the State Department and is an employee of Homeland Security, licensed to carry a concealed weapon.

William left the federal building high on adrenalin at his new found authority. He wondered what they want him for. More importantly, how much are they going to pay him? He flagged down a cab and went back to the restaurant for a cup of coffee.

When Bill arrived at the restaurant, Jill told him that an Officer Jim Smith was looking for him not two minutes ago. Bill turned and he saw Officer Jim coming back though the doorway. The two men greeted each other and Jim said that they need to talk in private. Bill poured himself a cup of coffee and the two men went into the theater where they could be alone.

Jim spoke first; “I was paid a visit by a guy in a black suit last night. He insisted that I go over police business with him in private. We went over the detective exam that I am going to take this afternoon.”

“Congratulations Jim! I guess it would be premature to call you Detective Smith.”

“Yes it would, that’s not why I’m here Bill. Why the baseball game? Why the arranged tutoring for the detectives test and promotion to detective? What do you expect from me? Do you think you own a piece of me?”

“Jim, take a deep breath and chill out for a moment. I expect you to pass your exam and enjoy the extra $500 a month salary. Way back when we first met, you could have made a bad situation very ugly in front of people that I love very much. You didn’t, for that I want to thank you.

Your actions proved to be life changing for me in many ways; all for the better I might add. I wanted to repay my debit to you by changing your life for the better. Helping you become a detective is the best thing I could think of. I could have paid off your mortgage, but that would put you into a world of grief.”

“Come on Bill, how did you pull this off?”

“I’m a businessman now and I need things to get done. A sizeable contribution to an elected official’s campaign fund gets you access to them. I made a few contributions and the rest is history.”

“Whose re-election campaign did you donate to?”

“I donated to everyone; on a sliding scale of course. I took care of a couple of the county people also. Spread some money around and you can get stuff done. Be a nice guy; get screwed on by people with money and power. Besides, your wife whispered to me at the game that you were working toward becoming a detective. I helped the process along a little, that’s all.”

“William, so we understand each other; I will not compromise my ethics to help you with an illegal activity in any way. You do fully understand that don’t you?”

“William is it? Jimmy, call me Bill. Let me put your mind at ease; I will never ask you to compromise your ethics with what you believe is wrong. I wouldn’t have it any other way; man to man, soldier to soldier.”

The two men shook hands and chatted for a few minutes when Jim volunteered some information that took Bill by surprise.

“Remember that punk kid Ricky that slapped around your daughter?”

“How could I forget? That was how we were introduced to each other. So why would you bring that little pricks name up in our friendly conversation?”

“I’ve been put on the night shift and it seems Ricky has started hanging out with two other lowlifes. I heard whenever the night patrol gets board, they go down to the woods behind the lagoon to roust him. I rousted him last night and he remembered me. Now don’t get mad at me, I’m only repeating what he said while I was writing up the paperwork.

Ricky said he and his buddies were going to kidnap and gang rape Nancy along with who he called ‘the scarred faced bitch girlfriend’ of yours. When they were done, they were going to shoot them in the head in front of you. They were going to cut your head off and play catch with it. Now keep in mind they were all stoned when we came across them.”

“Not that I am particularly interested, but what time do you or your fellow officers usually roust them?”

“From what I was told, they normally get rousted after 3AM. That’s when things finally slow down enough to where we’re looking for would be perpetrators who are up to no good. The lagoon is in our district, Ricky and his buddies are an easy target. Why do you ask? He’s only a punk on dope; talking big around his friends. I shouldn’t have mentioned it, let it pass. I’m sure it’s only idle threats.”

“You’re probably right, some loud mouth punk showing off in front of his buddies. I won’t give it any more thought than it deserves. Thanks for stopping by; say hello to Sharon and Trevor for me.”

“I will and don’t dwell on that punk Ricky. He’s not worth it Bill.”

“Trust me; I won’t give him any more thought than he deserves; which isn’t very much.”

Bill escorted Jim out of the theater and they parted company. Bill went to the apartment and checked in on his guest. Christine was sleeping very deeply. He shut the door and went into the master bedroom. Found what he was looking for, a set the charcoal grey sweat pants and shirt that he placed on top of the dresser.

Bill turned to walk out of the bedroom and Christine was standing in the doorway. She scared the hell out of him. “Dam Chris! You scared the hell out of me and I’m fearless; hahaha.”

“Sorry about that, my bladder woke me up and I’m dying of thirst.”

“I can’t help you with your bladder; I can get you a glass of milk if you like.”

“You must have been really zoned out that you didn’t hear the toilet flush; that glass of milk sounds great right about now.”

“I must have zoned out for a moment. There are a few things on my mind that need to be taking care of, that’s all.”

They walked into the kitchen and Bill poured each of them a small glass of milk. They sat and chatted for a few minutes. Christine contemplated going back to bed or going back to work.

She decided to go to back work so her replacement didn’t have to pull a double shift. Another benefit would be to see her daughters face when William proposes. Christine and Bill went downstairs to Marcy’s new businesses and invited her to have some lunch. The trio entered the restaurant, Christine declined lunch. She spoke to Jill about letting her relief go home early so she wouldn’t have to work a double shift. All parties concerned liked that idea.

Marcy and William sat in their favorite booth and discussed the events of the day. Well, most of them anyway. He showed her his new I.D. cards and he told about Officer Jims visit. He left out the Ricky part; there is absolutely no reason to get her upset from that punk.

“Bill, what do you do all day? I really need an extra set of hands over at the kitchen and the store. There is so much going on; I can’t be at two places at once. I need help real bad; do you have any ideas?”

He thought for a moment and came up with two ideas.

“I can think of two people, Roberta the taxi driver, although she could only be part time. The only other person that might be interested is Lori’s mother; Melanie Donleavy. She’s unemployed and seems nice enough.”

The inflection of jealousy was clearly present in Marcy’s voice; “Who is this ‘Lori’ person?”

“Lori is that tall, skinny kid that manages the theater on weekends. Her mother is in her late 40’s and works in the theater too.”

“That kid has to be 16 years old at best and you let her operate the theater? Nancy was right when she told me you were cut from a different cloth. How the heck did you get involved with her? I really need to hear this.”

He told Marcy the entire story of him trying to sell everything in the resale shop and he needed help. He told her about Lori being a runaway, the ex-boyfriend, and everything.

Marcy looked at him with puzzlement; “Now I understand Nancy’s comment about you collecting stray cats. Wait till you tell her about the dogs, I know what she’s going to do. She will shake her head and say: ‘It figures, that’s my dad; he’s at it again.’ and she would be so right.”

“Very funny, I didn’t think I was that predictable. Anyway, I’ll call helicopter mom Melanie and have her come down tomorrow or would you like her to come down today?”

“If you could get her today that would be great. William, you are so unpredictable; it’s what makes you so dam lovable.”

The two lovers were exchanging looks and comments of love for a couple of moments when his phone started beeping. He had received an e-mail from Nancy. ‘Dear Dad, I miss you very much. Especially since you were going to text me every day to let me know you’re not in jail or something bad has happened to you.

I would guess Marcy and you have been entertaining each other none stop since I left. Well, get it out of your system, I’m coming home late Friday afternoon. Send me a photo of you so I know you’re okay. Say hello to Marcy for me. I’m making new friends here, but I miss my best friend very much.

Tell my mom I’m alive and well. I’m living in an apartment with three other girls. We are all studying the same business classes so it makes homework easier. Don’t start collecting stray cats and don’t forget to send me a picture from the camera in your phone. Do it right now before you forget. I love you dad.’

Bill turned the camera so it was facing him, smiled and took his picture. A few key strokes later, the photo is on its way to Nancy. He scrolled down the lists of contacts and called Lori’s phone number; Melanie answered the phone.

“Hi Melanie, this is William Cann. I am calling to see if you were still unemployed and would like a job. ... My girlfriend and I are opening two new businesses. The Dreams Prep Kitchen and the Cooks Dream Emporium. ... She needs help and I was wondering if you would like a career change. ... You’re going to be helping set up a retail store. You’ve been in stores before, you should be a natural. ... We’ll start you out at $10 an hour plus lunch. ... Melanie, whenever you would like to start. Today would be fine. ... The stores are not open yet, come in and ask for Marcy. ... You’re welcome, bye.

There, your labor problem is resolved. She should be here within fifteen minutes or so.”

“Thank you; I am so over whelmed with all this happening at once, I don’t think I can take any more surprises.”

The two exited the booth; Bill left $40 on the table and walked over to see if Christine was okay. Jill said that she was her old self and not to worry. They walked over to the prep kitchen and the place looked like it was starting to take shape with the main equipment in place. The couple chatted for a few minutes and Bill decided to go back to his office.

He sat down and remembered he needed a separate office phone. He called Phyllis and asked her to come get him when she’s done with her fare. … Phyllis arrived about 30 minutes later.

They went to the cell phone store and Bill added another phone and line to his account. They went to the office supply store where he purchased numeric decals so he could post the office number on the front door. The last stop was to a little dive retailer where he purchased a prepaid phone and a pair of cheap athletic shoes for cash.

They returned to the theater building where he paid the fare and wished Phyllis well. He posted the office phone number on the door using the peel and stick decals. While placing the numbers on the door, he realized that he needs an outgoing message for the office phone. ‘What should the message say?’ he thought to himself.

Now that the phone number posting is complete, Bill went upstairs and started thinking of what the outgoing message should be. After several attempts to write something on the computer, he came up with the following script:

“Thank you for calling The Parkway Theater Building Management Office. Since we have no regularly scheduled hours, nobody is here. Now listen carefully; if you are selling anything, hang up now. If you think you’re a relative, hang up now. If you’re looking for a business partner or investor, hang up now and erase this number. All others leave a message at the tone. Someone will get back to you or they will delete your message, whichever is appropriate.”

He laughed at his writing and recorded the outgoing message on the new phone. Turned it off and plugged the phone into the charger. He took the new prepaid phone and plugged that into its charger. Bill went back to surfing the internet and reading the local news.

He leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes for what he thought was a moment. He was awakened by his cell phone going off. It was Lori looking for her mother. She came home to find a note on the TV that said: ‘Went to work for William’s girlfriend, see you tonight; love Mom.’ He explained that her mother is working for Marcy at what was the resale shop.

They had a conversation about opening the theater on Friday evenings. That would mean he needs more employees, unless the current crew wants to work Friday evenings. Lori liked the idea to make extra money and she would recruit more workers.

They agreed to get together Saturday to make plans for the extra hours. They exchanged goodbyes and no sooner than Bill put the phone on the desk Jill called.

“Some man named Eric called. He asked if I knew William Cann, the owner of the building.

I told him I know who you are and that you own the restaurant also. He responded; ‘That cheap prick owns a restaurant? Tell that asshole Eric and Clark will see him tomorrow evening for dinner at six.’ Then he hung up on me. I take it you know them?”

“Yes I do, they are my oldest surviving friends and former coworkers.”

“That’s great, now I’ll have three ex-mercenaries on high protein diets and loaded with testosterone to put up with tomorrow evening.”

“Jill, calm down. My testosterone level is low and I’m not on a high protein diet. As for my two former co-workers testosterone levels and diets, I don’t have a clue. I would guess by now they have made the acquaintance with women multiple times; but I truly don’t know their sexual habits.”

As he finished his phone call with Jill, his phone rang again. It was Marcy asking him to come to the Emporium. It was time to negotiate prices for the retail store. Bill locked the office and went downstairs to Marcy’s store. He told the distributors that an item that they pay $15 for retails for $100. He would allow them a 25% profit margin, if they paid the freight. The three distributors agreed to his terms only if the merchandise was paid for upon delivery, no terms.

“This is a done deal. I want you three to consider this the start of a long term relationship. Marcy and I are going to trust all of you to be honest with us over the years to come. You play it straight with us; we won’t look for other vendors. I’m not going to play the internet price game with you; this is a deal that we all can live with.”

The group stood around and chatted for a while. The three sales representatives left for their respective destinations. Melanie had already left for home leaving Marcy and William alone.

Bill enacted his plan; “Let’s lock the place up and have an adult beverage or two. I know Christine keeps some beer in one of the coolers for me and Jill has several bottles of wine in the same cooler. We can have some dinner afterwards.”

Marcy torpedoed his idea with; “Bill, I am exhausted after today. I want to go to my apartment and chill out.”

Panic flashed through his mind. ‘Oh no, she must come to dinner tonight.’

Trying to remain calm; “Darling, I am wrapped up pretty tight right too. Could you at least have an adult beverage with me? I’m not asking for the world; I want to have a few moments with you to unwind.”

Marcy gave in; “Okay, I guess I should get some food in me. Otherwise I’ll wake up in the middle of the night starving.”

They locked up the stores and walked hand in hand to the restaurant. When they entered, Marcy went directly to the usual booth with Bill right behind her. She commented that Jill was working a very long day. Jill brought over a bottle of wine and several cans of beer without asking.

They ordered comfort food (cheeseburgers) and chatted about the new businesses. When they had finished their meals, Jill refilled Marcy’s glass of wine. She handed Bill a small brown paper bag. He put the bag between his legs and removed the ring box. Marcy noticed all the staff smiling and coming closer to the booth.

With a slightly annoyed voice; “I’m really tired tonight. If you’re all planning a practical joke, forget it. I’m really not in the mood.”

William exited the booth and walked next to Marcy. “My I have both of your hands please?”

She had a look of apprehension on her face, she held out both hands. With his right hand behind his back, he grasped her hands with his left.

As he was lowering himself to one knee; “Marcy, I have been in love with you since the first time I saw you.”

He gave her the velvet box; “Will you marry me?”

She immediately started crying and shaking. It was clear to everyone she was trying to say something, but the words just wouldn’t come out for a few moments. Jill jumped into the booth opposite of Marcy and said; “Say something already! We’re all holding our breath!”

Through the crying and shaking a weak; “Yes I will.” She leaned over and the couple hugged.

Bill removed the engagement ring from the box and placed it on her finger. Even the staff had watery eyes and most of the customers were cheering and applauding. It was quite a sight to behold. Marcy wanted to show everyone the rings, she was still shaking and the tears were still running.

It took her a few minutes to regain her composure. Bill was relieved that the ring fit and he had the courage to ask her to marry him. Marcy walked around the restaurant showing everyone her engagement ring on her finger and the wedding band in the box.

It was an evening that was to be remembered by everyone that was present. When the celebration had ended, he escorted Marcy home. “You need to get a good night’s sleep and so do I. Good night the future Mrs. Cann.”

“Good night Mr. Cann, my love. Could you escort my mother home? It looks like rain and I want to make sure she gets home alright.”

“I’ll pay for her cab ride home. That way the future Mrs. Cann won’t worry her pretty little head about her mother.”

“You’re a prince, I’ll see you tomorrow. We have so many plans to make! We don’t even have a wedding date yet.”

“Marcy, get some sleep if you can. We will figure all this out in good time. Go to bed knowing that I love you and we are getting married soon. Goodnight my love.”

The two kissed passionately and said goodnight to each other. William returned to the restaurant and told Jill to make sure Christine gets a cab ride home at his expense. He said goodnight to everyone and made one last trip to his office. He needed to retrieve the cheap athletic shoes and the prepaid cell phone.

Back in his apartment, he checked the contents of his foot locker. William started getting ready for bed. This time, he only removed his shirt and pants. He also set the alarm clock to 1AM. Lying down on the bed, he closed his eyes.

While he was drifting off; he thought out loud; “I really believed I had finally come home. Now there is one more mission to complete. There’s always one more mission before you can really go home. I only want to be home.”

He drifted off to sleep in a really agitated mood.

Chapter 19 - Dreams are never lost
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 20

Its 6:30 Wednesday morning, Marcy walked into the restaurant and her face went from a smile to one of concern. She is straining her neck looking for William; he is not to be found at any of the tables or booths.

Jill takes notice; “What’s the matter? You look like you lost something.”

“I don’t see William here. Has anyone seen him today?”

“I haven’t seen him since last night. Hey, has anyone seen William this morning?”

Everyone shook their head or responded with ‘no’.

“He must be sleeping in this morning. I’m surprised you didn’t sleep with him last night.”

“Jill, I was so exhausted last night; I wanted to get some sleep. With Bill on his meds, jumping in the sack every night doesn’t happen; but it will soon enough.”

“Yeah, I heard about what happened. That is both sad and scary.”

“Not really, we can do other things besides that. Anyway, I need to find my William, I’m sure he’s sleeping in today.”

“Go find your man and bring him down here for breakfast. Don’t give him any other breakfast treats upstairs.”

“I won’t, I need to go and find him right now.”

Marcy went out the door and straight to William’s apartment. She let herself in and went to the bedroom. She found him stirring as if he was starting to wake up. Marcy sat on the edge of the bed and watched her man as he awoke. Bill opened his eyes to see Marcy siting on the bed smiling at him.

“How is my big hunk of man this morning? Does he need a reason this morning to get out of bed?”

“Oh my, I can’t think of a better way to wake up in the morning. It is wonderful having a goddess trying to arouse me by seeing her smile; but I really need to pee before my eyes start to float.”

They both chuckled and he staggered to the bathroom; “Relief at last!”

He walked back to the bedroom and seen it was almost 7AM.

“I am so sorry I over slept this morning. I didn’t sleep very well last night, when I did fall asleep; I must have made up for lost time.”

“I called this morning, when you didn’t answer your phone; I figured you were out walking or something. I checked downstairs and that’s when I started to panic. Now that I know you’re alright, is there anything I can do for you this fine morning?”

“Yes, get me a clean shirt and pants please. I need to take a quickie shower before breakfast.”

“That is not what I had in mind my love. I was thinking more of an erotic nature big boy.”

By now Bill is ready to step into the shower, it’s clear that his mind is else ware. He wrapped his arms around her; “I am so sorry. My lack of sleep last night has really zapped my drive this morning. Any other morning and you would have to force me away. Between my lack of sleep, taking Jill and your mom to the doctors, I kind of lost the mood this morning.”

Marcy became huffy and sarcastic with him; “That’s okay, I understand. Other people need to be taken care of too. I realize that I can’t have you 24/7 on demand. I’ll have to learn to live with that, no problem. Go take your shower, I’ll be fine. You better make it a hot one because you’re really cold this morning.”

“Marcy, I am so sorry; I had a bad night. Sometimes bad things happen and I don’t sleep very well. Please let me take my shower. I feel so dam grungy. (Pause) Would you like to wash my back?”

She broke into a small smile; “No, but I’ll help you dry off when you’re done. Now go and shower. I’m sorry for being short with you. It really upset me when I couldn’t find you. I was scared and I lashed out at you because of fear. Now go and get wet so I can help you dry.”

Bill showered and as she promised, Marcy helped him dry without any hanky panky. She even retrieved his clothes and helped button his shirt. They went into the kitchen where Bill picked up his usual accessories; Wallet, cell phone, keys and this time he picked up a second cell phone. Marcy never noticed.

They went down for breakfast and Jill greeted the pair with; “I see you found him intact. Did he give you a finder’s fee?”

“Not this morning. I wanted a finder’s fee, but the bank isn’t open yet. To be honest, it’s like a checking account. No matter how over drawn you are, one or two good deposits will bring your account current.”

“Hahaha, don’t Randy and I know that from experience. Hahaha let me tell you; I better not.”

Bill injected; “Jill, please don’t tell me; I really don’t want to know. I had a rough night and I am in desperate need of coffee and food. Your ‘erotic talk’ is not doing my attitude any good.”

They placed their breakfast order and Bill had to return upstairs to take his meds. When he returned, breakfast had already been delivered to the table. Marcy was talking with her mom at the booth. When Bill arrived, the conversation ended with Chris saying; “Don’t worry about it. Sometimes they don’t want morning romance. Good Morning William.”

She smiled at him as she started walking to the kitchen to get a customer’s order.

“Good morning Chris.”

He sat down and asked; “How’s your mom feeling this morning?”

“She’s fine; I needed some advice that’s all. It was a misunderstanding on my part; now eat your oatmeal before it gets cold.”

“Yes mommy, I will eat it all up so I can grow up to be big and strong. That way I can entertain my girlfriend anytime she wants.”

“William, stop right now! I made a mistake, okay? I thought you would like a replay of yesterday morning, I was wrong; sorry.”

Bill leaned over the table; “I am so sorry to disappoint you today. The last thing on my mind is to give you discomfort in any way, I’m sorry. There will be times that I can’t live up to your expectations. I’m only a man with a few physical problems and other issues. With a little luck, I’ll have a few decades to make it up to you. Until then, please forgive my shortcomings.”

She started to tear up a little. “It’s my entire fault for misunderstanding you. I assumed that we could make up for lost opportunities. I didn’t consider that there may be times that you don’t feel the same way. There is nothing to forgive you for when I am the one that screwed this up. I feel like an idiot.”

“You’re not an idiot, you’re my life partner. Now look at us, our first lovers spat and it’s over sex.  Good grief!”

They both chuckled and worked out their misunderstanding.

With breakfast finished, Bill called Phyllis and asked her to come by the restaurant for a pickup at 8:30 or so with a final destination of Edgebrook hospital. Marcy went to her store and kitchen for another day of getting them ready to open.

Bill asked Jill to call him when the taxi arrives; he is going upstairs to lie down for a while. His head hit the pillow and he was out cold. Then off in the distance, he heard a phone ringing; time to get up and go. Bill grabbed a writing pad, a pen and downstairs he went. The trio entered the cab and the usual greetings were exchanged along with the normal mindless small talk.

When they arrived at the hospital, William told them that he would be in the ‘Women’s Health’ waiting room. Come and get him when their ready to go. The women left for their respective appointments and Bill went on his mission to find Nurse Tucker. He found her in the Nurses lounge.

The first words out of her mouth were; “You’re not supposed to be in here.”

“Good morning Dorothy, I love you too. With the mood I am in, call security; I don’t give a dam. As a matter of fact, tell them to bring the whole frigging department. I am feeling especially pissed off at the world this morning. Tell them they are going to need some backup help; bring the engineers too.”

Dorothy smiled; “Hi Bill; did you and your girlfriend have an argument this morning?”

“Yes, it was over something stupid and I allowed myself to get sucked in to her anger; very stupid on my part. We came to terms and made up by the time breakfast was over.”

“That’s good to here. Now I have something for you. Here is that check you gave me, I don’t want it.”

Horror shot over his face and he froze in place. Nurse Tucker noticed the look.

“Frost and Ice are doing fine. My next door neighbor and I love the dogs. We kept their names and they play together all the time. We had a gate put in the fence between the two properties so the dogs can play. Take your check back; we don’t want to be paid for taking those two bundles of love.”

“What about your beauty shop appointment? I owe you for that at the very least. I’ll arrange with Monica that your next appointment is free; it will be on me. I’m so glad that the dogs are doing fine.”

They chatted for a while, and Bill went back to the waiting room. He broke apart the prepaid cell phone and put the pieces in several garbage cans on his way to the waiting room. He sat down and sent Nancy her morning e-mail message that he is alive, well and sitting in the waiting room.

He was waiting for her mother and Christine to finish their checkups. He finished writing the e-mail with; ‘I love sending you e-mails because I get to sign them; Love Dad’ and pressed the ‘send’ key.

No sooner than the phone was in his pocket, Jill came walking down the hall in a hurry. “The doctor wants to see you because he has something to tell us together. I told him you’re my boyfriend, so play along.”

Bills response was; “And you think I’m a piece of work?”

They entered the doctor’s office and sat down for the consolation. The doctor went into how a woman’s reproductive system works. Bill looked like he was going to crawl under the chair if he could.

The doctor continued; “You two can never have children. Ms. Swenson, when your daughter was born you gave birth while on public assistance. After the birth, the doctors closed your fallopian tubes by cauterizing them and then tying them. I’m sorry, but you two can never have children.”

The doctor went on about how that is done in many hospitals across the country where public money is paying for the birth. The theory behind it is to stop women from producing more children that the public will have to pay for.

William looked over and seen Jill was in shock. He put his arm around her and lifted her up. He thanked the doctor and they walked back to the waiting room. Bill sat her on the sofa and she looked him right in the eyes; “I’ve been violated! Those quacks did things to me without asking or telling me Bill! I am so mad I could spit; God dam it I am super pissed.”

“I am so sorry for you. I wish there is something I could do. You know I would do it in a heartbeat.”

At that moment, a nurse came up to him and asked; “Are you Mr. Cann?”

“Yes I am; how may I help you?”

“Come with me please; Doctor needs to talk to you about Mrs. Smith. Are you are going to be Mrs. Smith’s son-in-law?”

“Yes I am. Why does the doctor need to see me?”

“Doctor did not tell me. Sometimes the doctor prefers to have a relative or loved one close by for the patients support. Also to take notes because the patient can’t or won’t remember what was said during the consultation. Now come with me please, they are waiting for you.”

Bill and this woman walked down the hall and into the doctor’s office. Chris and the doctor were already there and seated. Bill took the chair next to Christine; the doctor welcomed Bill and thanked him for being prepared to take notes. The doctor’s words shook Christine down to her soul.

He explained that he found more evidence that the cancer had spread. She now has stage four cervical cancer. He recommended a second surgery, third round of chemo and radiation treatments. The second surgery would remove any remaining reproductive organs and surrounding tissues.

Christine sat with her eyes wide open and face frozen while William wrote everything down. Then he spoke; “Doctor, I am not in the medical field, it sounds like you want to gut her like a fish. If Christine decides against this line of treatments, give us some scenarios please.”

“Here are the best case time lines. Mrs. Smith does nothing, six months. Expect a year’s survival with chemo and radiation only. Survival with everything I suggested, maybe up to five years. But that’s a long shot.”

William asked if there were any other options and the doctor told him that these are the only FDA approved options currently available. He wished them both luck and Bill had to escort Christine from the office. She was walking like a zombie, Bill had his had around her waist to keep her from falling. When they came to Jill sitting on the sofa, Bill shook his head ‘no’. Jill acknowledged Bill’s actions and said nothing.

They left the hospital and flagged down a taxi for the ride back to the restaurant. The silent tension in the cab was so thick; you could cut it with a knife. Jill was too pissed to talk, Christine was zoned out and Bill didn’t have a clue what to say. They arrived at the restaurant, Jill and Christine went directly to the cooler where the beer and wine was kept.

Both women retrieved the adult beverages and Christine was the first to speak; “Let’s all go to your apartment Bill, we need to talk. Jill, you look like something is on your mind; you’re coming with us.”

Bill looked at the ladies; “I’ll carry the booze.”

The unlikely trio went upstairs, sat at the kitchen table and the talking started. The two women drank, vented about their situations and life’s bad turns of events for them; both past and present. William sat there drinking his milk and uttering comments as needed.

The episode of drinking started about 10:30 this morning. It’s now almost 12:30 in the afternoon and the ladies are quite inebriated. The door opens and surprise, it’s Marcy. Christine leans over to Bill and says; “Don’t you breathe a word about today to her. I mean it William, not a word!”

Marcy walks over to the table; she scans the women and the contents of the table.

“Hello Jill, Mom, William. They told me in the restaurant that the three of you took the beer and wine from the cooler and left without saying a word. I must admit, I did not expect to see this.”

Bill told Marcy that the doctor visits were very stressful and the women needed to chill out for a while. Marcy suggested that they get something to eat and take a nap before coming downstairs to work. Bill agreed, called downstairs and ordered two cheese burgers, well done to be sent up.

While they were waiting for the food, Jill told Marcy the OBGYN story. Marcy asked her mother how the visit with her doctor went and she replied with; “I need to think about what the doctor told me. I’ll let you know in good time. Don’t concern yourself; I’ll let you know what I decide.”

The food arrived and Bill convinced the two women to eat and take a nap. They agreed; Marcy and Bill went downstairs for lunch. Once they were outside, Marcy turned and asked; “What is my mother not telling me?”

“The doctor wants your mom to undergo more procedures.”

“How much time does she have left?”

“Between six months and maybe up to five years; depending on what treatments she takes. Don’t discuss this with her, because she told me not to tell you anything.”

“Alright, I won’t say a word to her about what you told me. Can I handle this my way without you getting mad at me? Before you answer, I want to move my mother into my apartment and I move into yours. You wouldn’t mind too much would you? I mean having your future mother-in-law living in the same building, even though she would be around the corner.”

He put his arm around her waist; “I suggested that very idea to your mom the other day. Now let’s get some lunch, a banana and a bowl of oatmeal is not much of a breakfast.”

The two went inside smiling and found Melanie eating lunch in their booth. Marcy had forgotten that she was there waiting and Bill plain forgot about her. Melanie thought they were upstairs having some afternoon delight; so she went and ordered lunch. Marcy and Bill laughed and joined her.

After their lunches were over, the ladies went back to the stores and Bill went to his apartment. He placed his handgun, knife and cleaning supplies into a canvas bag. Not to wake up his sleeping guests, he brought the bag to the office. Bill always found cleaning his weapon a source of comfort. He brought out his assault knife and weapon. He cleaned the knife with soap, water and sanitized it with iodine. He coated it with turpentine to protect it from rust.

Bill disassembled the custom made Glock ten millimeter handgun. While he was cleaning it, the doorbell rang. Bill went downstairs and found Officer Jim in street clothes. He opened the door and invited Jim upstairs to the office. Jim took one look at the weapon; “I sure hope you have a license for that.”

Bill smiled, handed him his Homeland Security and his State Department ID’s to Jim.

“No kidding Bill, I never knew what your game was. I guess rubbing elbows with Middle Eastern leaders has its rewards. I guess speaking Arabic doesn’t hurt either.”

“No Jimmy, it doesn’t hurt at all. So what brings you around here on your day off?”

“I stopped by to tell you about that punk Ricky, he was murdered early this morning; along with his two buddies in the woods by the lagoon. Some citizen walking his dog found the bodies.”

“No, I’m shocked! Do your fellow officers think it may be gang related? That kind of thing is normally gang related isn’t it?”

“I’m not sure what they think. It’s kind of interesting though; his two buddies were shot in the back while running away; then shot in the back of the head. Ricky was killed in a most violent way. He was shot in the stomach, which was not the fatal wound. He was shot in each knee, castrated, and shot in the chest. All the victims were shot with a large caliber weapon.”

“Holly hell Jim; it sounds like someone really wanted him to suffer. Yep, it sounds like its gang related to me! I wonder why no head shots with that one; do you think the perpetrator ran out of bullets? After all, the perpetrator fired 2, 4, 5, 7, 8 shots.”

“The perpetrator used his head for a punching bag also. I forgot to mention that Ricky took two to the head also. Judging from the blood loss, he was alive up until the head shots. Someone wanted him to suffer before he died. … Bill, I’ve seen a lot of guns in my day; I never seen one quite like that one you’re cleaning. Why are there threads on the end of the barrel? Does that thing have a silencer?”

“Silencer, you’ve been watching too many spy movies. As for the weapon, I’m not surprised you’ve never seen one of these. It’s a custom made Glock 10mm. What makes it custom is the barrel is replaceable; this little container clips on and captures the spent shells. This weapon had seen quite a bit of use when I was in country. Did you know that the Samurai believed his soul was kept in his sword? Maybe this weapon is the keeper of my soul.”

“No I did not know that about the Samurai. Is that is your twenty-first century version of a Samurai sword”

“Yes it is. It has been at my side for a quite a few years.  I figured it was time to clean it and keep it ready for use, if I ever need it again. Let’s go back to the crime scene for a moment, with all those shots fired, someone must have heard something.”

“There were no witnesses to be found. Then again who is going to be in the park at 2:30 in the morning? That brings me to another weird thing that happened. At exactly 2:30AM, someone called 911 and said there was an off duty police officer calling for help and shots fired. The location that was given was exactly on the other side of the district. Someone made that call to get every officer away from the lagoon and park. This was planned very carefully.”

“Oh Jimmy, I think it was a gang related incident. I don’t think that you came over here to tell me that Ricky is dead. What’s the real reason for you being here?”

“The detectives will be paying you a visit soon. When we first met, I wrote up a report about you and Ricky having a conflict. They will search for anything related to him and your name will come up as someone he had a conflict with. Along with Nancy and everyone else he has ever had a run in with. I wanted to give you a heads up.”

“Thank you very much Jim, I appreciate you coming by to let me know that the two most important women in my life are now safe. I was very concerned for their safety; now I can sleep at night knowing that scumbag is off the street. Thank you again; say hello to Sharon and Trevor for me.”

“I’ll do that Bill. Trevor is at school and Sharon is getting her hair done downstairs at Monica’s. Bill, don’t forget to clean the silencer at the bottom of the canvas bag.”

“Jim, you’re a good man. You never saw that. I think it would be better for both of us if you were never here. Something tells me that it might not look good on your job performance report if you were having a social visit with a possible suspect during a multiple homicide investigation.”

“Bill, you are so right. I’m parked on the street, down from Monica’s. Could I use your back door? I don’t think it would look good for me coming out of your office.”

“I presume the detectives will want to search my apartment without a warrant, no problem. I’ll let them search where ever they want. There will be nothing to find. My little friend here will be in safe keeping off the property. Will I see you at the doctors on Friday?”

“I’ll see you Friday morning Bill; take care pal.”

The two men parted company and Bill finished cleaning his weapon and putting on a new barrel. He assembled it; put the weapon and cleaning materials in the canvas bag. He walked back to his apartment, set the canvas bag in his den and shut the door. His guests had awakened a few minutes ago.

“Hello ladies! Did you both have a good nap?”

The three sat down at the kitchen table and discussed their visits with the doctors. They also discussed their financial woes; which started Chris talking about having to pay for her daughter’s wedding.

William shot Christine a look that could have frozen the very air that she breathed.

“Mom, you’re not going to pay for anything. I will pay for the entire wedding, including your gown and everything that goes along with it. Do you know how long it’s been since you’ve had a real man around the home? Since your William died all those too many years ago.

Mom, here is what’s going to happen. Marcy is going to move in with me within a day or two at the most. You are going to move into Marcy’s apartment before the end of the month. You’re going to take only your clothes and personal items. Leave everything else for drunk and stupid. Marcy completely furnished each apartment with everything except a computer and food.”

“And what if I refuse to move?”

“I’ll think of something, don’t you worry about that. Perhaps I could have your daughter nag you into moving, I like that idea!”

“How much is the rent for the apartment? Remember I’m only a humble server in a restaurant.”

“The rent for the apartment will be; me calling you Mom!”

“Okay, but only after the wedding.”

“Whatever you say Mom, start thinking of what you want to move. Leave the pots, pans and the other crap you haven’t used in years. Whatever you need, we will get for you. Your health and well-being is my only concern. Work with your daughter on a time frame for moving. Mom, think of this as a new start on life.”

Jill was excited; “Holy crap! I wish I could get a deal like that. You can call me mom for free rent.”

Everyone laughed and Christine agreed that she would move in before the rent on her place is due. The ladies decided to go back to work. Joseph filled in for Jill and Carla filled in for Chris. They’ll be glad to go home early so they won’t have to pull a double shift.

Bill wants Mrs. Lopez to make pork roast, with mash potatoes and gravy along with a nice salad and corn on the cob for dinner, with her famous apple pie for dessert.

With this finished and a couple of hours to kill, Bill went to see if Marcy needs any help. She’s setting up displays when Bill walks in and asks her if she needs any help. She hands him a screwdriver; “Start assembling the shelving units please and when you’re done with that, help Melanie check in the delivered merchandise.”

“Okay, I’ll assemble your shelving units. By the way, I told your mom, she needs to leave drunk and stupid, and then move into your apartment or you would start nagging her.”

“What did she say to that? Hey wait a minute, I don’t nag, my mother nags.”

“Your mom agreed to move in before her rent is due at the end of the month. Now this all hinges on you moving in with me first; unless you want to live with your mother again.”

Melanie shouted from the back; “Move in with him already. We all know you’re joined at the hip, so cut to the chase and move in.”

The couple laughed and Bill replied; “Thank you Melanie!”

“You’re welcome Bill.”

Marcy replied with; “I guess its official then, with my mother and Melanie thinking it’s okay, it must be okay. I’ll move in over the next couple of days. I’ll start bringing my clothes over tonight.”

That’s when Bill told her about dinner at six with his two former comrades Eric and Clark. He apologized for not telling her sooner, he forgot with everything going on. She was pissed because she didn’t have time to prepare herself for guests at dinner. Marcy was so angry, she told Melanie to home early and Bill would pay her for a full day’s work.

She stormed out saying she needed a shower and a change of clothes so she would look presentable. Marcy also told Bill to take a shower by himself, change clothes because he smells like paint thinner and chemicals. Before she exited the store she shouted; “Don’t forget to lock the doors!”

Bill turned to Melanie; “I love the very ground that woman walks on and the air she breathes. Good night Melanie, see you tomorrow. Say hello to Brian and Lori for me.”

Bill checked the back doors and locked the place up for the night. He went to his apartment, showered and put on fresh clothes. He had a thought; Marcy doesn’t know these people at all. He found the two DVD’s they sent him and he went to Marcy’s apartment.

“Marcy darling, I have something you need to see.”

“We don’t have time for that right now, maybe after dinner if you’re up for it. Besides I don’t want my hair messed up this close to dinner.”

“No, I’m not talking about ‘that’; although I would love to right now. I have these two DVD’s that Eric and Clark sent me. There rather personal and”

“I’ve already seen them. Nancy showed them to me. Do you know how much that girl loves you? She wanted to be sure I knew who and what you were before we became too involved. She was afraid I would hurt you by walking away once I knew who you were. Nancy told me that she could not let that happen.

She also told me in no uncertain terms that our friendship was expendable if it meant protecting you from being hurt. Nancy described you as having a hard surface, but made of glass that could shatter and break if I hurt you. She told me everything, Bill. She said you would never tell me everything because you didn’t want to hurt me. Nancy thought hidden truths would poison the relationship over time, so she told me everything.

I know you’re broken, I can feel it when you hold me and I can see it when you look into my eyes. Let it go and be my William; whole and complete. Don’t hide it from me; I will standby you and do whatever I can to help you heal.”

William stiffened up and tried to put on his game face like nothing was wrong; it didn’t work. He looked into Marcy’s eyes and seen the pure innocence of truth looking into his soul. The tears could not be held back anymore.

Through the tears; “I was so afraid you would think less of me and you would go away. I tried to hide the truth from you. I am so sorry.”

They hugged and cuddled for some time. Bill finally regained his composure; “I am so ashamed of myself for thinking you would reject me because of my past. It was your fear of me that caused us to separate before; I couldn’t let that happen again. I had to put up a wall to protect you. I am so sorry for doubting you. You’re a good woman Marcy L. Smith, I’m going to try and be the best husband I can for you.”

“I have no doubt that you will my love. You have nothing that you need to prove to me. Now go splash some water on your face and let’s go meet our guests.”

They went downstairs to the restaurant and Jill greeted them. “I put two tables together in the back dining room to give you more room with your guests. We have a new server named Vicky. Let me know how she does with your guests tonight.”

Marcy and Bill went to the back room and the usual introductions followed. Eric was very outspoken; “You’re the girl from the drawings! Clark, she’s real! We’ve known Bill for over ten years now. He would drive us nuts with his sketch books and his preoccupation with you. Whenever we couldn’t find him, we knew he was on sitting somewhere drawing or on the roof of the palace starring into the horizon.

We would ask him what he thinks his dream girl is doing now. He would always reply with ‘die asshole’. One time Clark said something to the effect you were having relations in the back seat of some high school boyfriend’s car. Clark took quite a punch in the head for that one.”

Clark added; “Remember the time you set a coffee cup on one of his sketches of her? Bill’s face turned white as a ghost, and then red, the veins started popping out of his head and neck. He put his hand on his weapon and said in a methodical voice from hell; ‘Don’t you ever do something as stupid as that again to her.’ Trust me, everyone in that room pickup there coffee cups and held them.”

The conversation came to a screeching halt. Jill must have been listening, because she entered the room and asked; “So which one of you thinks my boss is a cheap asshole?”

Eric replied; “This guy was so cheap, he ordered everything through the company so they would pay for it. Bill would order clothes, food, newspapers, everything. Even the candy bars he gave the kids were paid for by the company. If we wanted something, it was deducted from our pay. This guy got it for free, the cheap prick.”

Jill smiled; “William is anything but cheap. He is sending my daughter through college; he pays me a very good salary to run this place and is financing two new businesses. We like to refer to him as ‘Our William’ and cheap is a very wrong description.”

Clark asked; “Hey Bill, can we see the damage to your noggin? What else don’t we know? You buy a restaurant and send the managers kid to college. Not to mention that in the ten plus years we’ve known you, we never even seen you so much as touch a woman’s hand. Now you have your beautiful dream woman at your side.”

Eric took over; “Judging by your body languages, it is a very serious relationship. So fill us in on what’s been going on with your life since you cost us our jobs.”

“I didn’t cost you your jobs; the doctors talked Mr. Elliott into that. My skull was bashed in by some hajji and the doctors got involved. I had nothing to do with you losing your jobs.”

Marcy was sitting quietly interrupted the conversation flow with; “Excuse me gentlemen, I have a question to ask. What is a hajji? At night, my William talks, no, screams in his sleep; ‘Die hajji!”

Clark answered; “It’s a nickname that was given to the people that were trying to kill us.”

Jill looked very uneasy being there. “Excuse me, Vicky and I will start serving in a couple of minutes.”

She walked away to leave William and company talk.

Marcy spoke; “Oh… That explains quite a bit, thank you. Bill, tell your friends about your adventures since you have been back home.”

Eric had one request; “Leave out the time being in a coma; that would be really boring.”

They all laughed and Bill gave them the compressed version of his time back in the real world. While he was doing that, the dinner arrived and they chatted while eating. When he was finished telling about his recent adventures, Bill excused himself for a bathroom trip.

As soon as he left the room, Eric and Clark both leaned over towards Marcy. Eric spoke first; “Oh my god, he is so wrong; he’s really out there. That is one really screwed up dude. Does he even know what planet he’s on?”

Clark continued; “He is seeking something and I’m not sure what it is. I think he’s trying to make what he thinks is a normal life that he can fit into. Marcy, you must watch, guide and protect him from himself. Our friend is really screwed up big time bad.”

Eric returned with; “He’s as passionate as he is methodical. His love for you is beyond reproach, we can see that; you couldn’t find a better man. If someone threatens him, he becomes like a pit bull, he won’t give up until the threat is neutralized. Please watch over and protect our friend, here he comes.”

“Were you two jerks trying to hit up on my future wife? Hahaha, I’m kidding.”

“I had the most interesting conversation with Eric and Clark. … You are very fortunate to have friends like them. I hope that both of you will consider me your friend also. That way we could look out for each other.”

William suggested that they all toast to their friendships, both new and old. They toasted with four cups of coffee that Vicky brought to the table earlier with the apple pie deserts. The after dinner conversation centered about what Eric and Clark are doing in Kansas City. 

Marcy and William found out that Eric and Clark are the new heads of security of Zocalo Pharmaceuticals based in Kansas City. Eric is International and Clark is domestic security. The former head of security was in charge globally and was cast in a cloud of suspicion with Interpol. It was rumored that he arranged to have the owners of other companies that were making and selling knockoffs of Zocalo’s drugs assassinated.

Interpol could never make a connection between Mr. Garibaldi, the former head of security for Zocalo and the assassins because they all disappeared off the face of the Earth. The company thought it best that Mr. Garibaldi retire. Their new jobs were arranged by Mr. Elliott, since he is a major stock holder of the company, the jobs were easy to arrange.

By now it was getting late and everyone was getting tired. The evening came to a close with Bill’s guests reminding him that they did not see the damage to his head. He removed the bandana and their response was predictable.

“Dam Bill, you’re bald! You have a zippered trap door in your head! Hahaha, now that’s funny!”

“Your both still assholes, I hope you both know that. Marcy and I live upstairs so don’t be strangers.”

Marcy interjected; “My William has C.R.S., can’t remember stuff. I will be sure to send you both invitations to our wedding.”

They said their goodbyes at the front door of the restaurant. The guests asked Bill if they could speak to Marcy alone for a moment if he didn’t mind. They walked over to a quiet corner; Eric raised his hand and pointed to the damaged side of her face. The ensuing conversation lasted less than a minute. Eric did most of the talking while Clark nodded in agreement.

The conversation finished, they walked back to the front door, said goodbye again and left. Marcy excused herself after a moment and rushed through the door with Bill in pursuit. She yelled to the two men getting in a taxi; “Don’t worry, I will take good care of him.”

They waved and mouthed the words; ‘Thank you’ and drove off. Bill asked; “What the hell was that all about?”

“They asked me if the person who caused the damage to my face is still alive. I told them yes. They told me to keep you away from him no matter what, period. They were very insistent that I protect and take care of you. That’s why I told them; ‘Don’t worry; I will take good care of you.’ I plan on doing that. Now take me to our home please.”

They went upstairs and turned on some soft music in the living room. They kicked off their shoes, sat on the sofa holding each other while reflecting on their love for each other.

Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 20
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 21

Bill awoke at his usual time and tried his best to get out of bed without waking his future bride. He removed the covers and sat on the edge of the bed for a moment looking at the clock. Marcy spoke in a crystal clear voice; “Are you going to get up, go out and leave me alone without saying goodbye?”

“Not if you want me to stay; but I really need to pee, I’ll be right back.”

She removed her covers; “That sounds good, I need to pee too. Can I go first?”

“Of course, beauty before age as the saying goes.”

“Your three months older than me; that sure don’t make you decrepit.”

While Marcy went to the bathroom, Bill went into the kitchen and took his battery of medications. In addition, he ate a banana and drank a glass of milk. He thought that should keep his stomach from getting upset. Then it was his turn to go to the bathroom.

He returned to the bedroom where Marcy was in bed, sitting up against the head board. Unfortunately for Bill, the covers were tucked under her arm pits leaving nothing except her shoulders exposed.

He sat on the edge of the bed toward the end; “What is on the mind of my goddess this morning?”

She looked at him with an expression he could not figure out. “Marcy my love, what is on your mind this morning? You had two conversations last night with my friends. Something was said that kept you up most of the night. Tell me what’s on your mind please; I can’t stand you being like this.”

Marcy started pulling her hair through her fingers and looking like she was totally uninterested; “When you went for a bathroom break last night, the three of us had an intense conversation. They told me you are really out there; and you are really screwed up. They also said you are seeking something and they are not sure what it is. They think you’re trying to make a normal life that you can fit into. They were very emphatic that I must watch, guide and protect you.

Eric told me you are as passionate as you are methodical. They told me your love and devotion is beyond reproach, they believe I couldn’t find a better man on the planet.”

“Darling, I don’t know what to say to give you comfort.”

“What’s going on here Bill? Are you creating a little world to fit your concept of reality? Are you going to wake up some morning and decide you don’t like this world you created and decide to create a different one? I’m a thirty-six year-old single disfigured woman and I’m dam scarred.”

William reached towards Marcy and she recoiled. He exhaled and went back to his original position towards the end of the bed. Wiped his eyes and thought for a moment.

“My dearest love; we both know I am screwed up and really out there. My actions recently proved that beyond a shadow of doubt. Buying all the junk that was in your resale shop and giving it away was screwed up. In order for your dreams to come true, that needed to happen.

Converting the Laundromat into your prep kitchen was really out there. Considering I was willing to do that for a woman I did not know; yeah, that was crazy. Am I creating a world of what I conceive as reality? Absolutely! Am I searching for something? No, I found what I was looking for. I found the only woman I have ever loved, a home with her and a secure future for the both of us.

I started making a future I could live in with the materials and people that are available. Clark and Eric were correct in that fact. What they left out was I want a secure future. Helping people in the process of securing my future made it even better. When you reentered my life; you solidified my reasons for building a future for the two of us.

To watch, guide and protect me? I have been known to do rash things in the past. Adopt a daughter; buy a restaurant and so on. Fifty years from now, we are going to have to re-think what we are doing and examine our relationship. Until then, I could not be more satisfied with the way our lives are going. The one thing I’ve done that wasn’t rash is fall in love with you. There is nothing in heaven and Earth that can change my love for you.”

Wiping her tears away; “Do you think we are stable enough to go on?”

“The last time I was this stable was the first time you said ‘hello’ to me. I’m not trying to sound corny, but I was hopelessly devoted and in love with you from that moment on.”

“Oh William, you had me with ‘hello.’ I will watch, guide and protect you with all my heart. I feel in the back of my mind someday you will leave me because I can’t bear children for you.”

“I have a child, her name is Nancy Swenson; she’s away at school right now. The fact you can’t bear children has absolutely no bearing on our relationship. I told you before, it’s you I love. What you conceive as shortcomings are not of any consequence to me. Do you feel better now my love?”

He leaned over, hugged and kissed his sweetheart. After a couple of moments Marcy said; “It’s very early and you look like your underwear is bothering you. Why don’t you take care of that problem and come back to bed. I think you need to take care of my emotional well-being right now.”

Sometime later, the couple started talking about their clothing situation. Marcy was getting dressed in last evening’s dinner clothes and Bill noticed he is down to one complete daily outfit. Everything else was in the laundry.

In the coyest of voice, Bill called out; “Oh Marcy my love, I need some help please. I’m in the back utility room and I need the help of a woman’s touch.”

She came through the door, kissed Bill; “Don’t forget to brush your teeth. Now what can I help you with?”

“I am running out of clothes and I’ve never done laundry in my life. I’ve always sent it out and it came back the next day. Everything in between is a mystery to me. I remember my mother separating the clothes, but I never knew why.”

“You’re a typical man; if it wasn’t for me, you would have to wait for Nancy to come home. I’m sure she would be thrilled to no end doing your laundry and hers. I better move in really soon. This must be what your friends were talking about. Watch him so he brushes his teeth. Guard him from taking his meds on an empty stomach and guide him so he wears clean clothes.”

“You know what’s scary dear? I think you’re right.”

Marcy sorted the laundry and gave William instructions on how to wash and dry the different piles of clothing. Bill started doing the laundry; Marcy left for her apartment and changed into some work clothes. She came back; retrieved Bill and they went to breakfast.

The breakfast conversation was very strange; “Now that we have my mental state covered; I thought of something. Since you are so busy starting two businesses, I will make the marriage arrangements. I was thinking the Saturday after New Years as our wedding day. What do you think?”

“January 6th! Oh that would be wonderful! That’s only two months away and I’m opening up two new businesses. Bill, I don’t have the time to plan my wedding. I’ve got so much going on right now, I could use three or four more people to help me get the kitchen and store ready to open. Dam you William; you really put me in a quandary this time.”

She started looking around the room with her right hand on her forehead and mumbling to herself. Suddenly she stopped; “I got it! Let’s get married some morning at City Hall. I only loose a half a day working on the businesses.”

Bill looked into her eyes with sympathy; “You don’t really want that do you?”

“No, but I don’t have the time to set up a proper wedding. We can get married again with a complete ceremony later, after the kitchen and store open. That’s when I’ll have the time to do it right. Is that okay with you?”

“No dear, it’s not. I’m not working, remember? I have the time, I’ll plan our wedding. You don’t have to worry about a thing. I’ve got the whole thing covered. All you need to do is sit back and relax.”

“Your scarring me, but for some strange reason I trust you. Can I count on you keeping me informed on your plans for the most important day of my life?”

“Absolutely, I’ll give you daily updates about everything, if you like.”

“May I have some input on your plans?”

“Of course; after all it’s one of the biggest days in a woman’s life.”

“That’s great honey. What’s going to be the theme of the wedding?”

A blank look came over Williams face. His response was not what Marcy was looking for.

“The theme will be us wearing nice clothes and getting married with a lot of people watching.”

She stared at him for a moment like a disappointed mother at her child.

“I know your heart is in the right place, but we really need help in planning this wedding. Check with Monica, maybe she knows someone. Call Susan, she’s a photographer; maybe she does weddings and knows a planner.”

“Are you telling me you think I don’t have a clue about weddings?”

“Yes Dear, I am.”

“I’ll seek out help for our wedding. Okay, what would you like as a theme?”

“I do not want a church wedding. Other than that, I am open for suggestions. Now I have to get to work before Melanie shows up.”

Bill asked if he could help in the store today; Marcy agreed and Bill figured he could start his wedding education with Melanie.

Bill went upstairs to do the next load of wash. He did what everyman would do. Put the washed clothes on the bed, go back and start another load. Bill went down to the store and became the general handyman for whatever needed to get done. Around 9am, two detectives showed up looking for him. The female introduced herself as Decker and the Asian male as Toguri.

William asked in Japanese; “Would you like to interview me in my apartment? That way I don’t upset my boss.” he then repeated the question and statement in English.

The detectives agreed and Bill yelled; “Miss Smith, I’ll be back in a little while. Melanie, tell Miss Smith I’m going to my apartment for a little while.”

The trio left the store and walked around the corner and up the stairs to the apartment. Once inside Detective Toguri said; “Neither Detective Decker or I speak Japanese. I’m a third generation American. Now Mr. Cann, may I see some form of identification?”

Bill handed him his State Department ID.

“I suppose you want to search my apartment. Detective Decker, you may search my apartment. Sorry Toguri, you look like you would trash the place. Besides, this place needs a woman’s touch. Toguri, you can conduct the interview without Decker. That way we can save time so I can go back to work. Meanwhile, follow me while I throw another load of wash in.”

Bill walked back to the utility room with the detectives objecting the entire time. Bill suggested Decker start her search here in the utility room. He told Toguri to interview him in the kitchen where they would be more comfortable. It was clear Bill was in charge of their actions.

Toguri asked him the usual questions. Some of the questions were predictable; when was the last time he seen Ricky, does he own a gun, what was he doing last night/early yesterday morning. Bill gave him all the mundane answers he could.

The last time he seen Ricky was several weeks ago when they had their only confrontation. Last night, he was sleeping unless he had to pee and he does not have a gun.

A voice came from a different area of the apartment; “Toguri, we have a problem in here.”

They walked to the source of the sound and found Decker standing in front of Bill’s foot locker. Toguri noticed the antiques in their cases and pointed.

“Are they real?” Detective Toguri asked.

“Yes they are real. They are from one of the forty-seven Ronin. They were a gift to me from my last employer.”

Decker calls out; “Hey, we have a situation here. This footlocker has a diplomatic seal on it. If I open it, what will happen?”

William answers; “If you were to open that footlocker or search it, your career would come to a screeching halt. That locker is legally part of the sovereign nation of Choam. It would be no different than doing a cavity search on a consulate from another country in his embassy. They have diplomatic immunity and you would be fired for violating international laws and treaty’s. Since you’re a very attractive and desirable woman, I will open the locker for you.”

Bill opened the locker; it’s filled with his father’s research books about the family genealogy, photo albums and his sketch books. Bill pulls out a couple of his father’s notebooks, written in Japanese. He showed the detectives the books; “Oops I’m sorry, I forgot you don’t read Japanese.”

He put the books back in the locker. While looking through, he found one of the photo albums.

Bill brought it up and started going through the photos of him as a child with the detectives. The conversation started about him being adopted by Japanese parents.  Decker was showing signs of getting extremely bored when she asked;

“The original report said you have a daughter. Nancy Swenson, I found very little evidence that you have someone else living here. There are some female clothes in the other bedroom, but not enough for someone in permanent residence.”

“My daughter and I moved in here about a week ago. Currently she is at the University of Missouri at Kansas City, student apartment complex A5, and apartment G11. She comes home on weekends. As you seen, I did laundry this morning, I could use some help folding and putting it away. Are you terribly busy Detective Decker? As you can see, the place can use a female touch here and there.”

Toguri started to smirk and Decker said in no uncertain terms; “Perhaps you should hire a maid service Mr. Cann.”

“Okay, you can’t blame a single man for trying. By the way, I have a plastic jar filled with sand from Choam I’d like to show you. Let me show you the pictures of me with the King.”

“Ah Mr. Cann, we would love to say and see the sand, but Decker and I need to finish this investigation as soon as possible. Thank you for your cooperation and we will see ourselves out, thank you.”

“I have some cold root beer and milk if you’re thirsty; especially for you Detective Decker. Detective Toguri can continue the investigation and you can help me fold my clothes!”

“No thank you Mr. Cann, I only drink with my husband. I have enough clothes to fold at home with two boys. Toguri; there’s nothing here. Let’s get out of here before he hits on me again, horny bastard.”

The detectives were walking down the stairs and Bill was still asking them if they would like to stay and see the photo of his parents with Joe Montana.

The detectives never slowed down on their way out. They politely thanked him for his time. They almost ran to their car. Within seconds, the engine started and tires were squealing. Bill started laughing so hard he had tears in his eyes. He composed himself, returned to the footlocker and removed the contents.

He removed the false bottom and a smile of satisfaction rolled over his face, everything was still there; exactly as it was placed yesterday afternoon.

Time to put everything away and go back to work, he thought. Marcy is probably wondering what happened to him. The books and stuff went back into their original home, the bookcase by the wall. Shut the footlocker and go back to help Marcy.

“I’m back Marcy, sorry for having to leave you. The detectives wanted to talk for a while. Remember that punk Ricky, the one that slapped Nancy around? It seems he got himself killed very early the other morning. The detectives are questioning everyone he ever had a conflict with.”

“Is everything okay? Did they want anything from you?”

“They looked through the apartment, questioned me and left in kind of a hurry. I offered them refreshments and started to show them my mom’s photo albums. They insinuated that they had better things to do. I wanted to show them pictures of me with the King, but they were in a hurry and let themselves out. The detectives were not rude, well not too much. They really wanted to leave.”

Marcy started to chuckle; “Oh William, not everyone is interested in your family photos or pictures of you with the King. I can almost see them running down the stairs to get away.”

Bill started chuckling; “It was kind of funny; Oh well, I need to get back to work so you can get these businesses open before our wedding, next year.”

“Next year is a couple of months away and our wedding is a few days afterwards. You better get your act together my future husband.”

They both laughed and went back to work. Bill started working closely with Melanie and getting an overview of weddings. He never realized what he didn’t know about women and weddings. A couple of hours later, the phone started beeping letting him know he had a text message.

It was from Nancy; ‘I was visited by two detectives because of Ricky’s death. Thanks for the warning, NOT! We can talk Friday night. I love you dad, Nancy.’ Bill smiled, took his own picture and sent it to Nancy.

Bill kept asking Melanie questions about weddings while assembling display racks. Finally lunch time arrived and the trio went to the restaurant for rest and food. Melanie spoke up about the wedding plans.

“This is so unusual a man is planning a wedding; Bill you need to keep in mind we are in a bad recession. People don’t have a lot of money to spend on special clothes for one day. Marcy, I don’t think your circle of friends can afford bride’s maid’s dresses and shoes; I know I sure can’t. I was wondering how Brian and I were going to pay the rent before this job came along.

Marcy looked as if she was in deep thought, then she spoke; “Your right, I have so few friends that will even come to my wedding. I can’t expect Linda and the other staff to spend a fortune on dresses. Bill, this is going to be a casual wedding. I want it to be in a garden, where everyone can show up in their own nice clothes.

Nobody needs to buy special dresses. I want a simple garden themed wedding with my friends. Mrs. Lopez, Jill, Linda and a couple of others don’t have money for bride’s maid dresses. No bride’s maids, only a simple wedding set in a garden.”

“Marcy my dear, I will make it the most wonderful day of your life.”

Melanie asked; “Am I going to be invited to the wedding of the century?”

Marcy replied; “Of course you are; along with your daughter and husband. I’ll invite Jill and Randy, Nancy, my mom, Mr. and Mrs. Lopez, The servers Linda, Leslie and Carla, Monica Gregg and of course Bruno and Randy. To show you my heart is in the right place, you can invite Susan Braden; even though the bitch tried to steal you away.”

Melanie choked on her soda; “You mean this ‘Susan’ person tried to steal your man out from under you and your going to let Bill invite her to the wedding? Wow, that’s pretty forward thinking. I’d claw her eyes out before I would let her within eyesight of my future husband.”

Marcy explained Susan tried to get Bill before she even knew that he was even still alive. At this point, Melanie was totally confused. Marcy had to explain her and Bill’s history and how they found each other again. Melanie, who was sitting across from them looked Bill right in the eyes and paused for a moment.

“William, you’ve got one shot to do this right. I know you’re not hurting for money, so do this correctly. Brian and I were married in City Hall; we couldn’t afford anything else. You have an opportunity to make a dream wedding for Marcy. First, find some bridal stores. Marcy, make time and find a dress you absolutely want to be married in. Get it on order as soon as possible.”

Melanie went over some of the details in arranging a wedding. When Bill’s eyes started glazing over, she ended with; “Our wedding was conducted by a Judge and his clerk was the witness. Afterwards, we walked to Brian’s apartment and I moved in that night. I’m still there after all these years. A woman remembers every detail of her wedding day for the rest of her life. At least find someone that had a wedding and ask them for advice. That is all I have to say other than thank you for getting me this job and including lunch as a fringe benefit.”

“You’re welcome and thank you for the advice. The last thing I want to do is screw this wedding up.”

Marcy and Melanie went back to the work. William excused himself from returning. He told Marcy he needed to get some information to help her mother with her cancer battle. If he could, he would return before dinner.

Bill went upstairs and started his research. He found what he was looking for and went downstairs to find Christine before she went home. He asked her what her decision was concerning her cancer treatments. She shocked him with her decision.

Christine told him she really didn’t have much to look forward to by staying alive. There will be no grandchildren to look forward to. There is no husband to grow old with. Besides, she is sick and tired of being sick and tired. To have her insides removed, followed my chemo and radiation was not worth it.

William asked her if she would be willing to undergo a trial of an experimental treatment for her cancer. He explained there are test trials of a new cancer treatment for her type of cancer. Bill also explained the most pain she would feel is the needle prick of the injection. It’s called Bio-Engineered DNA Multiwall carbon nanotube and near-infrared radiation treatment.

In laymen’s terms, carbon nanotubes are coated with a DNA that makes them attracted to and stick to cancer cells. Once they are attached to the cancer cells, you are subjected to near-infrared radiation. Kind of like a cell phone radiation. The carbon nanotubes become hot and kill the cancer cells. You poop them out over the next day or two.

“From what I understand, the worst that can happen is you get one hell of a hot flash. Oh, you’re urine and poop looks really strange for a day or two. It may have shades of black from the dead cells and the nanotubes. If you want, I could arrange for you to get in on one of these trials as a test case. It’s up to you Christine. I’m not trying to talk you into anything; I will not tell your daughter.”

“You already told her about my cancer options the doctor gave me didn’t you?”

“Yes I did, she asked me directly and I had to answer. Marcy is a damaged girl; that has made her emotionally very sensitive. I can’t let anything hurt or cause her discomfort. This option is between you and me. Think about it and let me know what you decide. If you want my help, ask. If not, that is your choice and I will honor your wishes”

“Dam you William; I have a lot to think about. I will let you know one way or the other in a couple of days. I am emotionally exhausted. With everything going on recently, let me sleep on it for a couple of nights, I’ll let you know.”

“Fair enough Chris; I was helping my bride to be before I started this journey. I think I better get back to her before she thinks evil thoughts about me.”

They parted company and William returned to his handyman duties at the store and prep kitchen.

The afternoon seemed to go by very fast. Bill was not used to this much physical labor; stretching mussels he forgot he had for a couple of hours. By the time the day had ended, he was worn out. Marcy came up with the idea since they are below her apartment, this would be a great time to move. He was not exactly enthusiastic on the idea, but having Marcy living with him made it all worthwhile.

Melanie left for home while the two lovers went upstairs to Marcy’s apartment. She was going around the apartment from room to room gathering her personal belongings. Bill stood in the hallway by the door watching her; it was driving him insane. After a few minutes he grasped her arm as she walked by.

“Marcy, you’re making me nuts with the going back and forth. Start at one end of the apartment and work your way back here. You have so few personal items; this shouldn’t take more than ten minutes.”

“They told me you were methodical, that statement proves it. I’m worried about forgetting something. This is like a security blanket for me. I want to let it go, but I can’t.”

Bill pulled her close and held her in his arms. In a very soothing a child type voice; “I’m surprised you don’t consider me your big personal security teddy bear. I’m better than any moth eaten blankie can be. Now tell your William about all the little insecurities that are floating around little Marcy’s head.”

She started laughing; “You’re going to make a wonderful grandfather to Nancy’s kids, not! You’re about as subtle as a stick in the eye. Work on it please. Come on, I need to finish so I can move into my new home.”

Everything she owned was moved into the new apartment in three trips. While Marcy was putting her belongings away while Bill ordered Thai food for dinner. They romanticized about it being their first meal together in their new home.

After dinner, Bill heard what he thought was the voice of and angel singing in the master bedroom. He stood outside the doorway and heard her singing ‘In the Arms of an Angel’.  After she had finished, he peaked around the door. She was folding his laundry and putting it in the dresser.

“Can I come in?”

“OH! You startled me! My mind was occupied with thoughts of you. What’s wrong with your eyes? You’re crying. How long were you there?”

“I have been here long enough to realize my goddess also has the voice of an angel. If angles had voices, they would sound like you. Your voice sparked a really deep emotion in me.” 

They hugged and Marcy spent the evening washing bed linens, making the beds and giving the apartment a woman’s touch. By the time she had finished, Bill had read a several day old newspaper from front to back.

Bill stripped down to take a shower and Marcy called out; “Hey, put those clothes in the hamper. Just because you’re waltzing around naked in all your glory, doesn’t mean I’m going to pick up after you. This isn’t your bachelor pad anymore; this is my home too.”

He walked over and picked up the clothing that was dropped on the floor. He threw his shoulders back, held his head up, tilted slightly back and started walking proudly; “Yes mommy.”

As he walked by, she slapped his butt. “I’ve got your ‘yes mommy’ right here.”

They both started laughing and he placed the clothes in the hamper and asked; “Should I skip my blood pressure medication tonight?”

“You had better skip that tonight mister! We need to think about tomorrow morning.” 

After his shower, he took most of his meds and laid down waiting for Marcy. She finished her shower, went to the bedroom and was greeted by a snoring, flat on his back William. She smiled, kissed him and went to bed.

Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 21
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Friday morning the couple awoke living together for the first time. They both took the customary bathroom breaks and because it was so early, they returned to bed. Marcy asked William what he thought about their new permanent living arrangements. He told her it was wonderful and he would like to celebrate, but he wasn’t sure what to do. She grabbed the covers with her right hand and with one swinging motion; the covers were on the floor.

“I have a few ideas to celebrate with my big hunk of man and none of them are fattening.”

Sometime later, Bill entered the shower. A few minutes later, Marcy entered; “You had me worried; I was scared and I was in here all alone for so long.”

“I’m sorry my love; after this morning, I had to put on a fresh sheet. I’ll finish making the bed later.”

“Why remove the sheet? You made the bed last night after you put the laundry away.”

“After this morning, the bottom sheet needed to be washed, trust me on this. Can I talk you into washing my back? Honey, don’t you want the soap? Why are you growling? Bill! Hahahaha.”

Later that morning, the couple was in the restaurant sitting in their favorite rear booth, side by side. Their smiles were contagious to the staff. Christine walked over to the booth; “You two look very satisfied this morning.”

“Oh Mom, I am a couple of times satisfied this morning.”

“That was quite a bit more information than I needed to know. Other than that, how is everything with you two?”

“I moved in with William yesterday. After thirty-six years, I finally have a home of my own with the man I love. Mom, I’m so in love and happy, I can’t find the words.”

“I’m very happy for you. Carla is working this side today; she’ll take your order. So what do you two have planned today? Running upstairs to enjoy each other’s company?”

“Oh Mother; after all, we are consenting adults.”

“Yeah; I would bet you two have really been consenting quite a bit lately.”

“I really like consenting with my William in many different ways.”

“Marcy L. Smith, I don’t believe that came out of my daughters’ mouth. If you weren’t an adult, I would wash that mouth out with soap.”

Bill had to get into the act; “Mother Smith, we brushed our teeth this morning before we came down stairs. I can assure you that your daughter is in good hands.”

“Oh I’m sure those hands are taking quite good care of her. Don’t call me mother Smith, or I’ll smack your butt again, you silly man.”

Marcy instantly developed a scowl on her face; “What the hell is mother talking about? She smacked you on your butt? When the hell was this? Why would my mother have the opportunity to see your butt? Mother, don’t you run away. You and William have some explaining to do. William, you better start with a good reason right now.”

“See Bill, you can always tell when your woman is pissed; she calls you by your formal name with anger in her voice. Oh Jill is signaling me, I have a table to attend to.”

Bill had to jog Marcy’s memory about the night she seen her mother and him in his unfurnished apartment. Christine had sent her for beer. After she had returned with the beer and left, her mother wanted Bill to change from his blood stained clothes and put on clean civilian ones. Changing behind her mothers’ back did not seem like a big deal at the time. She turned and smacked him on the butt. Marcy was satisfied with his explanation; but not very pleased.

After breakfast was completed, Marcy reminded Bill that he had an appointment with Dr. McIntyre the psychologist this morning at nine. She also told him that she wanted to come and watch him. He reluctantly agreed and the pair walked over to Christine. Marcy informed her mother that her new apartment is almost ready for her to move in. While the mother and daughter talked, Bill excused himself to see Jill about the wedding plans.

Marcy continued her conversation with her mother; “While Bill gets ready for his doctor’s appointment, I’m going to put on fresh bed linens and put away the dishes from the dishwasher. Your new home will be ready within an hour. Whenever you’re ready, so will your new home. … Mom, I see that look in your eyes. … William and I are not doing this for our health; we’re doing it for you.”

“I’ll move out of my place before the rent is due on the first. Can I count on you and William helping me move?”

“Ah that will be a little problem. Remember those two men we had dinner with the other night? They told me in no uncertain terms to keep William away from the man that did this to my face. They told me Bill might do something extremely bad to Duane; I can’t risk that mom.”

“Then it’s up to you and me. You realize that Duane is not going to sit in his chair and watch me leave without doing something stupid.”

“Here’s what you need to do. Go over to the convenience after work and buy Duane a bottle of booze; make it the good stuff. Give it to him when you get home. The prick will be busy drinking himself into a coma while you pack your stuff.  When he passes out, call me and start bringing your stuff to the front door. It will take me five minutes to get there. You will be sleeping in your new home tonight, I promise.”

Christine wiped her eyes; “I would like to know what happened to my little girl that retreated into a shell all those years ago and hid in the shadows.”

“I’m climbing out of my shell little by little mom, first things first; your moving after work today. I’m going to your new home and make sure it’s 100% ready for you; bye mom.”

While Marcy was talking with her mom, Bill was over talking to Jill about the wedding. He gave her the date and Marcy’s guest list. He explained that he would like the women to be her bridesmaids.

Jill informed him the business was really bad when Nick owned the restaurant. Because of the lack of customers, most of Marcy’s co-workers were financially spiraling downward when the former owner was running the place. They are only now starting to play financial catch up. Nobody there could afford to buy the gowns, shoes and accessories for a weeding.

Bill told her that he was going to find a wedding dress store and he would pay for everything. Please let everyone know the wedding will be the first Saturday in January 4:00 pm. The reception will be right after the wedding.

“Bill, where are you going to have the wedding and the reception?”

“I’m not sure yet; Marcy is so busy getting her Dreams Prep Kitchen and Cook’s Dream Emporium open, I’m planning the wedding for her.”

Jill looked like she was about to pass out; she rolled her eyes back and responded with; “Tell me you’re kidding me. You are kidding me aren’t you?”

“No I’m not. What’s the matter; can’t a man can’t plan a wedding?”

“I’m saying you can’t plan a wedding. Dam it Bill, get some real advice; I’m as serious as a heart attack.”

At that moment, Marcy had finished talking with her mom and walked over to see Bill.

“Hi Jill, what were you telling my future husband about a heart attack?”

“I was telling ‘hubby’ here, he needs to lineup where the wedding and reception are going to take place. Lining up the reception band and food would be nice also.”

“Oh Jill, don’t worry about it. My William will think of and take care of everything for me. Right down to our honeymoon hotel. Won’t you my big hunk of man?”

“Yes I will honey bunny. I’ll start making the arrangements this morning. As a matter of fact, while you’re finishing up your old apartment, I’ll get started on the wedding plans.”

“See Jill, I told you there is nothing to worry about; my William to going to make everything all right.”

“Okay, I sure hope so; you better keep an eye on him. Have a good day you two love birds.”

“I’ll keep two eyes on him; along with a couple of hands and other body parts when and wherever I can.”

Marcy and Bill left the restaurant, kissed and went their separate ways. Marcy went to her old apartment to finish her cleanup chores. Bill went to the office and started writing notes on all the advice that everyone had been giving him.

First things first, get the wedding chapel and hall lined up. Since Bill has very little exposure with society, drawing on experience is not a real option. Bill thought about the only restaurants he knows. The first place he thinks of is the Thai Food Place, too small for a wedding. His second thought was The Bistro, which was too uppity and snobby. There was his place; a wedding and reception in a family style restaurant is out of the question. That leaves the elegant Sal’s Italian Restaurant.

Bill called Sal’s and gets the restaurants voice mail; “Hello Sal, this is William Cann. My girlfriend and I are getting married; we need a place for the wedding and reception. … What I need to know is can you suggest a place big enough to stage a garden wedding and the reception?

We’re looking at between 50 and 100 people. … The date will be the first Saturday in January and it’s going to be a garden wedding. … Bear with me while I look through my notes. … I’m going to need a band for the reception. Sal, call me. You have my number, bye. … Oh, don’t call before ten this morning. I’ll be at the doctor’s office getting my head examined, literally.”

Marcy finished her chores cleaning up and finishing her old apartment. She called Bill when she couldn’t find him in their apartment. They met on the street and Marcy drove them to the hospital where the psychology meeting was to take place. When they arrived in the round table room, there were other people in the room that were loved ones of the other patients also.

Introductions were made all around and everyone agreed that the guests would be allowed to stay under one condition. They had to stay absolutely quiet and not interfere in any way. The gallery of guests was sitting in the rear and agreed that whatever was said in this room, stayed in this room, period. Nothing could be repeated or discussed with anyone.

Everyone was sitting in a circle when Dr. McIntyre stared the session. They started with Jim addressing his claustrophobia issues. They’re not getting any better or any worst. Valerie’s issues haven’t changed other than losing two jobs in one week. She keeps reliving the attack that killed her comrade Paul, the only man that ever said he loved her.

Pete still can’t adjust to civilian life. He moved out of his mother’s home and is not in a relationship at this time. Leslie wants to go back to being a surgeon, but the flashbacks of comatose patients talking are stopping her. Bob would rather be somewhere else. He is convinced he should ‘man up’ and the night terrors of those children in Afghanistan will go away.

Finally it was William’s turn; he stared for a moment and loudly exhaled; “Jimmy old buddy, I hope you can someday put aside your demons. In case the rest of you don’t remember, my name is William Cann. Last week I was here with my adopted daughter; the little blonde girl.

I wanted to let you in on a little secret that my daughter helped me out with. When I came back to this country, I had horrible night terrors. Like most of you, I denied that fact to everyone about seeing the faces and confronting them every night. The faces and sounds are so real, they wake you up and you’re fighting for your life. You wake up not being sure where you’re at and where did they go? Every one of us searched our homes for the demons and wind up in the bathroom to wash our faces trying to cover up our issues.

My daughter asked me; ‘Do you ever think of making peace with your demons?’ I told her ‘I was a soldier and it was them or me.’ Her response was; ‘Did you ever think of telling them you’re sorry and they should rest in peace?’

I can’t speak for anyone but myself, I did and it worked with limited success. When the faces come to visit, I concentrate on family and friends. They faded into ghostly images and their screams are now whispers. What worked for me may not work for you.

I have so many things to live for. I have a daughter and a future wife to look after. I also need them to look after me. I am not going to let ghosts from the past steal my future. Get together with your loved ones, talk it out. Call me if you want to talk; we are all brothers in arms.

Make peace with your demons before they cost you everything. Bob, I mean you too. You cannot keep thinking you’re a tough guy and you need to do is man up to handle this. You’re on a crash course to a very bad ending. Show your family how tough you really are by making peace with your demons.”

Dr. McIntyre interjected; “Well thank you William for your insights into the workings of your demons. Everyone here will take something away from this session I’m sure.”

The group broke up; the loved ones came over and mingled. Coffee and cookies was served to everyone. Leslie was the first to come over and she thought about trying to make peace with her demons.

She had originally dismissed that idea as being foolish and never tried it. “I’ll try anything because I can’t keep living like this. Bill, can I send my demons over to you when they get real loud?”

“Here is my card and here is my personal cell number; call me day or night if you need to.”

Bill excused himself and walked over to Bob and his wife.

“Hi Bob, please don’t think I was picking on you for the sake of beating you up, that was not my goal. You’re fighting your demons and you need to make peace with them. Fighting the demons will only make you lose. Isn’t your family worth fighting for?”

“Of course they are; that’s why I’m here.”

“Bullcrap, you’re here because your wife is fighting a major battle for your soul. You’re so intent on fighting demons; you’re missing the big picture. Stop making your demons a priority; make your family a priority.”

Bob and his wife stood there motionless for a moment. Bill responded; “Don’t take my advice; I don’t give a dam one way or the other. When I see you divorced, homeless and living in a gutter, I’ll know the demons won and you lost. Stop feeling sorry for yourself and man-up already. Mrs. Bob, I wish you well and good luck. Here is my card with my cell number. When things get really bad, call me. I don’t know what I can do, but I’ll try to help.”

William turned and walked away when he almost knocked over Marcy while she was talking to Valerie.

“Hi honey, I was talking to Valerie and she’s looking for a job. Could I hire her to work at my store? Valerie told me she could start working today. Could we give Valerie free lunch’s also?”

“Yes dear; your wish is my command. I give free lunches to all our employees. It will be part of our benefit package. Welcome aboard Valerie, I hope your employment with us lasts longer than all your previous employments.”

The three chatted for a while and Bill sarcastically asked; “So Val, why do you think working for Marcy will work out better than your other jobs you no longer have?”

Her answer floored Marcy and Bill; “Marcy has issues and is making the best of them. I want to work for a woman that has this much courage. Judging by the looks on your face Bill, you have no idea what I am talking about do you?”

“I think I have a clue, you have known my future bride for all of five minutes. What do you see that I don’t?”

“William, look at her; she has her hair pulled back and is wearing a baseball cap. That beautiful face is in plane site for all to see; she’s not hiding! I wouldn’t have that level of courage. I would hide in a cocoon behind a locked door. Maybe if I work with her, some of her courage will rub off on me.”

Bill looked at Marcy and his eyes filled with tears of joy. He moved forward and hugged Marcy for all he was worth. After he composed himself, he grasped her hands and moved a step backwards.

Bill commented; “I was shocked and surprised when you developed the courage to shed those scarves. I was in heaven the first time I seen you when we were alone together. I am so amazed and proud of you at this moment, I can’t make the words come out of my heart. The only thing I can say is thank you and that seems so inappropriate right now.”

“Your very welcome my love. I’m surprised you didn’t notice me this morning when we got in the car to come here. I had enough hiding and staying in the shadows. People can accept me as I am or not. I have a life to live and I’m not going to live it in hiding.”

They did not notice that most of the people in the room had moved over to where Marcy and Bill were. Suddenly, there was clapping and cheering. Marcy instinctively rolled her head down to cover her face.

William pulled her hand up in the air; “I would like you all to know that I am the luckiest man on the planet. I am going to marry the most beautiful and amazing woman in the world.”

The congratulations started and whatever shyness Marcy had disappeared with so many people wanting to talk to her. Bill took this opportunity to find Pete and ask him a few questions.

Of the questions Bill asked was; “Are you currently working and do you know anything about live theater.”

Pete told him that he is a full time out of work disabled veteran that is willing to learn anything. William gave him his card with wrote down his personal cell phone number.

“I am thinking of opening my theater to stage productions and other live events Monday through Thursday.  I don’t know jack about live theater productions. When you’re in the neighborhood, call me; perhaps we can work something out. Oh Pete, don’t wait too long if you’re interested.”

Pete thanked him for the opportunity and told Bill he would contact him very soon. Bill told Pete he is super busy for the rest of the day; he is available both Saturday and Sunday mornings. Bill also told him that if he didn’t hear from him by Monday, he would start looking elsewhere. They thanked each other and parted.

Bill gathered Marcy and the couple were on their way back to the stores when she had an idea. She called Melanie, told her about Valerie and she would be in later. She told Bill she wanted to walk in the park with him to test her new found courage. He agreed and was looking forward to it.

It was late-morning in the park and the sky was lightly overcast. There were the usual young mother’s pushing strollers with their children inside or learning how to walk holding onto the stroller. There were the joggers that seemed not to notice anyone and the bicycle riders that are trying not to run people over. Some of the older people were paying more attention to the fall color change than anything else.

It was the others on Bill’s mind; the people watchers that stare. The couple was walking on the right side of the path. Marcy was on Bill’s left side with the scarred side of her face exposed, while holding his hand.

He realized this is a huge test of her courage. The first person to look over and see her grimaced for the ever so slightest moment. Her hand squeezed his and she took a sudden breath like she was going to say something, then exhaled and relaxed her grip.

This was repeated several times and each time it became a little less tense. By the second trip around the lagoon, all the walkers were familiar with each other. As they passed, everyone either smiled or ignored each other. Bill was thrilled to no end with Marcy coming out of her self-imposed exile.

They finally arrived at the concession stand; William was as high as a kid on a sugar rush. There were a few people working in the stand. They were retirees for the most part standing behind the service window waiting for customers.

Marcy and William were a few steps from the window when William, still holding her had yelled out; “Hey! I am the luckiest man on Earth! This woman has grace, beauty, courage; and she’s willing to marry me.”

He turned, hugged and kissed her for all he was worth. When they separated, the booth service window was packed with smiling employees. Some of them were shouting words of encouragement and one elderly employee yelled; “I thing you two better find a hotel room quick!”

Marcy responded; “I really need one right about now.”

The couple started walking back to the car when Bill’s phone started ringing. It was Sal returning his call from this morning. Bill answered the phone; “Good morning Sal; I’ve been expecting your call.”

“William, I know the perfect place for your wedding. My place has huge banquet room that can be divided into sections. We can convert a section of the hall into an indoor garden chapel for your bride. After the wedding, we roll back the partition and we have most of the hall for the reception.”

“Sal, I’m kind of in the middle of something right now. I’m with my future bride at the park and we were going back to our apartment for lunch and other things. Can I call you back later?”

“You’re killing me William. You’re with your bride to be wondering where to have lunch? You have a wedding to plan. You must have lunch here. My brother in law is a floral designer. His shop isn’t too far from here; I’ll call him and have him meet us for lunch.

I’ll have him bring over his photo design book of weddings he’s done. You and your bride can help design the perfect wedding chapel. Hey, I was once young and freshly in love, the ‘other things’ you and her want to do can wait, this cannot.”

“Sal, you’re the best go to man in the business. We will see you in a half an hour, bye.”

Bill told Marcy that they have been invited to Sal’s Italian Restaurant for lunch. Sal wants them to have their wedding and reception there. He told her about Sal’s brother in law is bringing over a book of photographs for her to look through so she could see his work on weddings. Sal is going to convert part of the banquet room into a garden chapel and the other part for the reception.

“What about my stores? I should be at my stores? I need to be there.”

“Darling, you already called Melanie and told her about Valerie. I’m sure she is working Valerie very hard by now. Let’s see what Sal and his brother in law have to offer. If you don’t like anything or feel uncomfortable with what you see, we can go somewhere else. Darling, do you want to call Melanie again before we go?”

“No, come on, let’s get this over with.”

“Gee whiz, you sound like I’m taking you to meet the grim reaper.”

“This has been a hell of a morning so far. All things considered, I wanted to go back to the apartment and have a replay of this morning. I need to burn off some of this excess emotional energy I have.”

“Let’s have lunch at Sal’s. At least we should have the courtesy to see what he has to offer. I promise you we’ll go home and I will treat you like a woman wants to be treated.”

The couple went over to Sal’s and they were treated like royalty. Sal showed them this huge banquet facility. He showed them how the area can be divided into two sections for their needs. Glen, Sal’s brother in law, showed them photos of garden themed weddings that he designed and were staged in that very hall.

Marcy became so involved with Glen and Sal, William sat down and worked out the bar issues with assistant manager Tiffany. Sal asked about the entertainment for the reception. Bill had absolutely no idea about wedding music. He remembered Marcy loves Elvis and their first dance was to a Buddy Holly song.

“Let’s find a Buddy Holly tribute band and an Elvis impersonator.”

Sal laughed; “We had an Oldies tribute band in here that was great. I swear they knew almost every song from the 50’s and 60’s. They did Buddy Holly songs and the one band member sounds exactly like the older Elvis. I’ll book them for the first Saturday in January.”

Sal and Bill watched Marcy and Glen work out the wedding chapel plan. Marcy and Glen were walking back and forth making hand gestures for what is going where. Glen was writing and drawing like a madman; going over every detail with her.

Twenty minutes later, the activity suddenly stopped. Glen was still bent over writing and Marcy was looking outward. In a voice that was so matter of fact, she spoke; “We are having our wedding here. Glen is a genius; he knows exactly what I want.”

Glen dropped the color bomb; “What’s the color of your dress? I need to know so I can get the correct curtains and flowers. The grass will be green, the structures will be white, but I need to know for the flowers and curtains.”

“Marcy stopped in mid-thought; “Glen, I’ll get back to you by Monday. Give me your card and I’ll call you the second I know.”

Everyone was standing around when Marcy’s stomach growled.

Sal being a total gentleman; “I am such a rude host! I invited all of you here for lunch and the only thing we did is conduct business. Please come to the center booth upstairs and I’ll have lunch brought up to you. I will join you very shortly, my memory is very bad. If I don’t write this stuff down, I will forget. I would not want to disappoint such a charming young bride as you Miss Smith.”

Glen, Marcy and Bill retreated to the very sky booth that they had dinner in before. Sal joined them with some appetizers. They continued talking about wedding plans and details. Sal had ordered a family style of main dishes and salads. He asked Marcy what she liked and that would be the food for the reception. She tried a little bit of everything, including quite a few wine tastings.

By the time they were done, the location of the wedding and reception was a done deal. Marcy had her garden chapel planed and the reception dinner menu was confirmed. Bill told her about the entertainment and she liked his choices. Bill asked Sal to have someone stop by his restaurant and pick up a deposit check this evening. Sal told him his daughter Tiffany would stop by later on her way to work.

They joked about Bill trying to steal her away to work in his restaurant. Everyone laughed and finally said their goodbyes. Bill decided to drive home because of Marcy’s wine tastings; she had a good buzz going on. They arrived at the stores and Marcy checked in with Melanie and Valerie. She left and met Bill in the apartment.

“I checked in on the ladies and they are doing fine. Melanie is going to lock up and leave the keys with Jill. I’ve had a little too much to eat and quite a bit too much to drink. All this excitement has me stirred up big boy. Nancy’s coming home tonight and I need to move my mother also. Now we have a couple of hours on our hands. Do you remember saying; ‘I promise you we’ll go home and will treat you like a woman wants to be treated.’ I’m ready to be treated like a woman right now.”

While the couple was entertaining each other in the master bedroom, Nancy arrived at home with two suite cases full of laundry. She entered the apartment, set down her suitcases and heard what she thought was two people in agony. She walked down the hallway to the master bedroom. She looked in and gently closed the door. She walked into the kitchen and almost fell over the clothes that were obviously dropped where their owners shed them.

Feeling mischievous, Nancy picked up the clothes off the kitchen floor. She carefully folded and stacked them on the kitchen table. While she was waiting, she poured a glass of milk and opened up a box of cookies. A few minutes later, the pair exited the bedroom and went directly to the bathroom.

She heard the shower start and the two obviously went inside. Nancy had enough of them, so she went downstairs to the restaurant to see her friends and her mother. She arrived and found that because of the restaurant hours been changed, the morning crew has gone home already. So she said hello to manager Joseph, grabbed a cup of coffee and went back upstairs.

Nancy opened the door and did not expect to see William chasing a laughing Marcy out of the bathroom saying; “Come here little girl, I’m going to get you; hahaha.”

The laughing and chasing stopped with; “Bill, did you fold our clothes and put them on the table?”

“No, I was a little busy making up for lost time. Come on back to bed. We should have enough time before Nancy comes home. Oh nuts! Nancy must have come home and put our clothes on the table.”

“Hello Marcy, I see you’re keeping up your Brazilian. Hi Dad, I don’t think I want a hug right now. You’re a little too excited and you two need to get dressed before I come over there. Your briefs are on the top of the pile facing you. Marcy, your panties and bra are under my dad’s briefs.

“Hi Nancy, pardon me while I get dressed.”

The couple dressed and Bill hugged his daughter afterwards. All the usual and customary questions were asked and answered. Bill told her that Marcy had moved in yesterday at his request and that they are getting married on the first Saturday in January. Nancy congratulated the both of them and announced that she had laundry to do.

“Studying eight to ten hours a day gets a little rough. At the end of the day it’s eat, undress and pass out. Dad, could we meet in the office later? I would like to discuss your book keeping or lack thereof.”

“Sure, let me get my briefcase and we can get that done right now.”

Marcy interjected; “I’m going to check in with Valerie and Melanie; your dad will fill you in on our new hires.”

Marcy left the apartment for her shops. Nancy made sure the door was shut, opened up a suitcase and pulled out a newspaper that was folded so an article was on top. She handed it to Bill. On the front page of the paper was the headline; ‘Neighborhood Thugs Assassinated’ the sub headline read; ‘Gang Related or Vendetta Killings?’

He scanned through the article that was very detailed and complete. He set the newspaper down; “The prick got what he deserved. Too bad for his buddies though; wrong place and the wrong time.”

“Dad, I’m going to ask you this very carefully. Whatever your answer is, it will never pass through my lips. Did you have anything to do with this?”

“You are the light of my life. I would never let anything bad happen to you if I could possibly stop it. I heard that Ricky made some very nasty threats against the three of us. I heard from an ultra-reliable source that Ricky planned on capturing the three of us. He planned on gang raping you to teach you whose bitch you really are. Then gang rape the ugly bitch that I call a girlfriend. These were all his words.

They would shoot the both of you in front of me. When that was done, they were going to decapitate and play football with my head. It seems that something really bad happened to them before they could carry out their plans.”

Nancy responded; “They said in the story that Ricky’s body was mutilated in a very horrible way. I was able to track down the reporter and he refused to tell me anything except that it was the most disgusting thing he has ever seen.”

“Wow; that must be a sensitive reporter. When I was in the Middle-East, thieves had their right hand cut off because it was believed that was the hand that stole. Rapists had their ‘package’ cut off prior to their execution.

In some of the less civilized villages, I won’t tell you where they relocated the condemned man’s ‘package’ before his execution. What I can tell you it was always conducted in the center of the village for all to see.”

After a long pause Bill continued; “Sometime things happen and you can’t find the answer. Sometimes you don’t need the answer. Sometimes it’s better you don’t know the answer. Your home with me now and you’re safe. This is your home for as long as you want.

Now I have the business of getting married to attend to, so I’m going to my office and surf the net. Your office is as you left it. By the way, my den is your den. Feel free to take half the desk if you want. We can go over my bad bookkeeping whenever you want to.”

He was about to walk out the door when he turned; “It’s really good to have you home. Even with everything going on, there was an empty hole in my heart. Thank you for filling it.”

“You’re welcome. Now go find the information before you forget what you’re looking for. See you later dad!

“Every time you call me ‘dad’, I feel like I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

They exchanged brief thoughts and Bill left Nancy totally alone in the apartment. She ran to the front window and watched him turn around the corner. She immediately went to the den, opened up his footlocker and removed the false bottom. She took an inventory from memory.

Nancy thought to herself; ‘Let’s see, the gun, the thing that screws into the gun, three things of bullets, knife and that little clip-on box thing.’

She noticed everything seems super clean and smells like oil. She picked up the magazines of ammo and noticed one is much lighter than the other two. She looked at it and seen it was empty. She thought for a second and ran to the kitchen and grabbed a towel. She meticulously whipped each item in the footlocker and set them back down. She replaced the bottom and closed the lid.

Nancy stood up with the towel in her hand and started talking to herself; “Oh my god, he really did it. It’s really is true. He will do whatever it takes to protect us no matter what.” Nancy never heard Bill come through the door.

Bill startled her with; “You are absolutely right, no matter what the personal risk or cost. I will do whatever it takes to protect my family. You can count on me as much as I can count on you.”

“I’m sorry dad; I needed to know. I am flushed with emotions right now. Realizing what you did to those people; I don’t know what to think. I’m sad that three human beings died and relieved at the same time. I don’t know what to think anymore.”

“Think about this, the scumbag that was stalking you, making threats about gang raping and killing you is gone forever. He made a few terminal errors in judgment. His mouth was writing checks that his body couldn’t cash. I know in my soul that he understood the error of his ways before the end.”

“Was the last thing he smelled your bad breath?”

“Honestly, I think he was too busy crying and begging for his life to notice.”

“Thanks for the surprise talk. Do you know the best thing about all this was? When the detectives came and told me he was dead, I could finally stop looking over my shoulder. It was such a weight off me that I can’t tell you what a relief that was.”

“My dear young daughter, I had a few dozen hajji’s wanting me dead. I lived for years under that threat. But that’s old history and so is Ricky. Why don’t you take a nap and we can all go out for dinner. Let’s do Thai food tonight. There is so much to tell you and you have so much to tell us.”

“Okay dad, Thai food at 5:30. Wake me up at 4:30 please.”

“Consider it done. I had to come back and get my phone. Oh. Before I forget, let your mother know you’re home, alive and well; bye.”

“Bye dad, and don’t forget to wake me up.”

“I won’t; do you want me to invite your mother and Randy to dinner?”

“No! I love my mom, but I would much rather spend the evening with you and Marcy alone then have to put up with my psychotic mother.”

“I’ll come and get you at 4:30, I love you, bye.”

Bill went to his office and started surfing the net looking for bridal stores that are nearby. He found one called; ‘Her Dreams Will Come True Bridal Boutique’ and it is within easy walking distance.

He called the number listed on the page. A woman named Norma Baker answered the phone. He asked her if she was open on Saturday and if she could outfit five or six bridesmaids. She laughed and said yes to both questions; although there may be some chaos with last minute wedding day adjustments in the morning.

Norma asked him and the future bride to come in sometime after lunch on Saturday. Bill agreed; “William Cann and Marcy L. Smith on Saturday after lunch. See you then, bye.”

Bill finished the afternoon surfing the internet learning about, or at least getting familiar with weddings. While watching the clock, he called Nancy for her 4:30 wakeup call and then went to see Marcy in her stores.

Bill entered and asked for an update. Valerie was all smiles and Melanie said they are like old girlfriends. Marcy told Bill more equipment for the kitchen was delivered and would be installed in a few days. She thanked Bill for letting her hire Valerie; she’s a dam hard worker.

Valerie said she would see everyone Monday morning at eight and left for home. Melanie said she would see Bill tomorrow afternoon at the theater and she left for home. Marcy and Bill shut the stores down and locked everything up.

“I woke up Nancy a few minutes ago. I suggested that we go out and have Thai food tonight.”

“All things considered, I’m not very hungry and I am super tired. Why don’t you call Nancy and have her meet you over there. Order me that chicken dish I like and we can eat in our home. I would much rather talk at home than in a restaurant.”

“Okay, only if you stop by the Patel’s and get some cold beer and wine.”

“Consider it done.”

Marcy and Bill stood on the sidewalk and looking at each other smiling.

Marcy asked; “I wonder if the Patel’s will deliver. What’s that silly grin on your face for?”

“You should see yourself; scuffed gym shoes, blue jeans, hoodie and a baseball cap. I don’t know what is sexier, your hair pulled back under your baseball cap or the dirt smudge on the side of your sexy crooked nose. Dam it Miss Smith, you are a sexy woman!”

“Mr. Cann, I’m very sorry, I am already spoken for. My husband to be should be on his way to get me my dinner. After dinner we are going to have some wonderful conversation with his daughter. When that is all said and done, I am going to show him some extreme pleasures that a woman can give. Now keep in mind that this all hinges on my man getting me my Thai food in a timely fashion.”

“I need to go right now Miss Smith, bye! Oh Miss Smith, I love you.”

“I love you too you silly man. Now call your daughter and let’s get going here. I’m a woman with needs!”

Bill called Nancy and she met him at the restaurant. She asked;” When did Marcy start wearing her hair pulled back exposing her face?”

“She started today at the roundtable discussion group at Dr. McIntyre’s. It really surprised the hell out of me. We went for a walk around the lagoon twice and went to Sal’s for lunch. It has been quite a day for us. We’ll fill you in over dinner and you can tell us how school was.”

They ordered food to go and returned to the apartment. The conversations during and after dinner were about school, the wedding and the businesses. Finally it was time to get ready for bed and Nancy said she would sleep on the sofa bed in the living room.

Marcy asked; “Why sleep in there when you have a perfectly good king sized bed in your room.”

“Because you sounded like you were being torn in half when I came home earlier. You two were moaning so loudly, I thought you both were being killed or something.”

“Your dad and I don’t moan. We were … yawning.”

“Right; you both were verbally appreciative. Anyway, if you two promise you won’t knock the paint off the walls, I am dying for a good night’s sleep.”

“It is so good to have you home; Marcy and I will keep it down to a roar.”

Nancy stood there in a cocky posture with her hand out, looking him right in the eyes; “Okay, you know what I want. Take it off and give it to me so I can go to bed.”

Bill removed his outer shirt and then his tee shirt and handed it to her; “Thank you, good night.”

Marcy shot him a look like; ‘What the hell was that all about?’

“It’s her security blanket. I remember a sexy woman that was going to show someone the extreme pleasures that a woman can give.”

Seconds later, all the lights in the apartment were turned off and the master bedroom door was closed. It was only a few moments later Nancy was knocking on the door.

“Ah Marcy, your phone was ringing; it’s your mom. I answered it and she says she’s ready for you to come and get her. Is this a bad time? What should I tell her?”

“Oh crap! I forgot about moving my mother! Nancy, tell her I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

While she was getting dressed, she told Bill not to get dressed and stay home. She explained that Duane is passed out and she needs to get her mother out of the apartment. Nancy was already dressed and said that she would come with; she asked if they need reinforcements. Marcy said that she did not believe so.

Bill called Phyllis for a ride and found she is not working tonight, her partner Bert was. The girls were out the door while Bill finished getting dressed. His phone rang and it was Bert, she was downstairs in the cab stand around the corner waiting for a fare. Bill ran down the stairs, entered the cab and gave Bert, Christine’s address. He told her the situation about Marcy and Nancy helping Christine move while Duane is passed out.

“Here’s what I need, if I go in that apartment, I know I’ll wind up in jail for murder. I need you to protect my girls. Here’s what I’ll do; you make sure no harm comes to them and I will give you a thousand dollars cash.”

“Throw in the round trip fare and you have a deal.”

“Done, you got it.”

“I’m kidding you Mr. Cann; I’ll make sure your ladies return unharmed for free. I owe you at least that much.”

Off they went and she drove like a woman on a mission. When they arrived, Nancy and Marcy were going through the front door. Bert double parked and bolted from the car. Bill was amazed that a woman so large could move so fast.

Moments later, Christine came out with a cloth shopping bag and set it next to the car. Nancy was next carrying two suitcases and set them by the car. Marcy came out with a plastic laundry basket full of stuff. Marcy opened the trunk and then went back inside for more of her mother’s things. She was followed by Christine and Nancy.

A few moments later, the three women came back out carrying shopping bags of items. Bert came out a couple of moments later shaking her hand in obvious pain. Bill used every bit of restraint to keep himself in the cab. The women loaded everything except the suitcases into Marcy’s car.

Bert put the suitcases in the trunk of the cab and told the women; “We really need to get the hell out of her right now. I’ll meet you at the theater building.”

They took off and drove to the theater building, parked and unloaded everything into Christine’s new apartment. While the women were unloading Christine’s stuff, Bill went to the Patel’s store and purchased beer and wine under the guise of a house warming gift. Bill walked through the apartment door; all the women were looking and agreeing that everything was there.

Nancy spoke first; “Dad, it’s a good thing you weren’t there. Duane woke up and was going to stop Chris from leaving. You should have seen it, it was awesome. Marcy tried to block him from getting to Christine. Duane started screaming and calling Marcy an ugly scar faced bitch.  He took a swing at her, she ducked. Roberta was moving to help Marcy and Duane caught Roberta in the head. Roberta pulled Marcy out of the way and punched Duane’s lights out.  Dad, it was awesome!”

Marcy and Christine confirmed to Bill that is what happened. If it wasn’t for Bert, they didn’t know what would have happened with Duane.

Bill asked; “Is the asshole still breathing?”

“He’s fine Mr. Cann. I waited for him to come back around. That’s why I was the last one out. Your ladies are safe and sound; they didn’t get hurt. My head hurts where that jagoff hit me and my hand is sore from punching his lights out; other than that, all is well.”

“Marcy dear, since your mom doesn’t know where everything is at; could you get us some glasses for our adult beverages please? Bert, this is for your actions above and beyond the call of duty.”

“Mr. Cann, this is over a thousand dollars! You don’t need to do this. I can’t take this, it’s too much.”

“Take the money, you risked your license, your cab and you could have been arrested for what you did. You protected the most valuable people in my life. This is not up for discussion, now have a couple of adult beverages and go home.”

The four women and Bill sat at the kitchen table for a time enjoying the beverages and swapping stories. Marcy showed her mother and Bert around the apartment. Nancy and Bill made small talk while they started winding down. Finally everyone agreed it was time to go. Bert left first, followed by Nancy. Bill and Marcy left a few minutes later when they were sure that Christine would be alright.

“This place is so big for just one person; it almost seems a waste.”

“Mother Smith, would you like me to arrange for a male stripper to come live with you so you’re not lonely?”

“I’ve got your mother Smith and male stripper right here. You two go home do what young people in love do; consent with each other. Now go, and thank you both.”

They exchanged hugs; Bill and Marcy returned to their apartment. They went straight to the bedroom and continued where they left off before being interrupted.

End of Chapter 22 – Dreams Are Never Lost
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Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 23

Saturday morning arrived like any other morning. The main difference being Bill took all his meds last night, before going to sleep. This morning, Bill took his meds right after the bathroom break.

Returning to bed, in a barely understandable voice, Marcy asks; “What time is it?”

“Five twelve in the morning my love, go back to sleep; I am.”

“Did you take your pills?”

“Yes dear and I had a glass of milk so my stomach won’t get upset. Now go back to sleep, I’m tired.”

Marcy rolled over, cuddled up against his right side and put her arm over his torso that rested in a hug.

In a bedroom sleepy voice she announced; “Oh well, there will be plenty of time for consenting later.”

Within a couple of moments, she was lightly snoring; which Bill thought sounded like a human purr.

Six-thirty rolls around and the bedroom door opens slowly. Nancy has the kitchen TV on and it’s playing the local news. It wasn’t loud, but enough to get your attention. Bill and Marcy put on their robes and made the customary bathroom trips. Upon their completion, they settled in the kitchen.

“You old people sure do sleep a lot. Here’s your coffees, I went downstairs and got them a couple of minutes ago. You two must have stayed up late last night, working off all that excess energy and emotion you had. I on the other hand, crashed and was out like a light.”

“Thanks for your help last night with my mom. I didn’t realize how much personal stuff she had. I’m glad she left the old pots and pans that she’s never going to use along with old books she has already read.”

“You’re welcome, I’m glad I was around to help. So dad, let’s see what you have on your schedule for today. Bring Marcy to pick out her bridal dress and the maids of honor dresses. What are you going to get married in? Black jeans, button down plaid cotton shirt, white socks and athletic shoes?”

“Ah, I think I need a suit.”

“Good, you’re awake. I want to see your business books, receipts and invoices. One last question, did you take your meds this morning?”

“Yes mommy, a little after five this morning.”

“Okay, you are unarmed and not dangerous. Marcy you’re safe, then again, I’m not sure you want to be safe. This line of thought is going the wrong way. You two get dressed and let’s get some breakfast. I like Thai food, but it doesn’t stick with you. Oh by the way, Marcy your mom said she slept like a baby in the new apartment. She was downstairs when I went for coffee.”

“Thank you for checking on my mom this morning. Oh, by the way, I’m going to be thirty six years old near my wedding day. Do you know what thirty-six years old means for a woman?”

Nancy responded with a look of question on her face; “No I don’t, but I’m sure you’re going to tell me.”

“I read somewhere that a woman hits her sexual prime at thirty-six.”

“Yeah, I could tell. Dad, are you alright? You’re choking and have coffee coming out your nose.”

Clearing his throat; “I’m fine. The prime thing caught me in the middle of a drink.”

“Listen, let’s get some food and get today rolling. I have to be back at school in forty-eight hours and I have a lot of ground to cover.”

They both agreed and dressed for the day. They all went down to the restaurant and had breakfast. Afterwards, Marcy wanted to work in her prep kitchen, organizing and setting it up for a while. She agreed to meet Bill and Nancy at noon for lunch.

Bill and Nancy went to the theater office where they started going over his almost non-existent records. They figured how many tickets were sold by inventory. He ordered 5000 tickets. There was about 3500 left, he sold or gave away about 1500 tickets.

This was repeated for the concessions inventory also. The payroll was another matter. He had to remember who he paid and how much. There were also the free dinners after work for the staff.

“Dad, you need professional help real bad.”

“That is exactly what Doctor McIntyre told me on several occasions! Come to think of it, so did his wife Nurse McIntyre, several times! Darling, tell me something that I don’t already know.”

“You need a professional payroll service. You can’t pay employees in cash; you need to keep records of income. How much money was paid to the employees? Dad, you need help real bad in the form of a payroll service. I’ll set you up some bookkeeping software on your computer for the theater. Mom already has basically the same thing for the restaurant. All you have to do is answer the questions on the screen.”

Bill asked; “Could you do me a big favor please?”

“How could you ask me for a favor? You’re my dad and protector. What do you need?”

“Remember that tall skinny kid Lori? She’s manages the theater for me. Do you have time to explain to her what needs to get done? I don’t have the mental capacity to handle bookkeeping.”

“Consider it done. When can I show her?”

“I’ll call her right now and ask her to come in.”

Bill calls Lori’s home and Brian answered the phone. He told Bill that Lori already left for work and should be there already. Nancy and Bill heard the pounding on the door. Lori entered; everyone said hello and the impromptu meeting started.

“Lori, I have a couple of things real fast. I want to open the theater on Friday nights. One showing at 7PM and that’s it. We will make it veteran’s movie night. Anyone that claims to be a vet gets half off the ticket price. Next week, tickets go up to two dollars. Seniors tickets will be a dollar. I need you to work with Nancy on accounting and personnel issues. She will explain what you need to do. Are you with me so far?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Good, as you know there are two desks in the office. Pick the one you like, it’s yours.”

Bill reached into his briefcase and pulled out a walnut desk nameplate with the name; ‘Lori Donleavy – Parkway Movie Theater Manager’

“Here, put this on your desk after you look on the back. How could a theater manager not have a key to the theater? … The alarm code is your birthday; it’s already programmed in to the system. Lastly, you’re on salary; $100 a day for each of the three days you work.

Now the bad part, you’re in charge. Call Donna the concessions lady for movies, products and supplies. Nancy will pay the bills; I will pick out the movies. It’s up to you to hire people. I’ll tell you about the other plans I have later, there not important right now.

“Do you have any questions?”

In a squeaky voice, Lori said; “No. I don’t think so.”

“Good, you’re invited to my wedding too. Don’t panic, it won’t cost you anything. There won’t be any wedding gifts, I’ll explain that later.”

Nancy spoke to break Lori’s trance like look; “Remember me? I’m Nancy, Bill’s daughter. I’ll stick around for a while and go over everything with you.”

“Well, it looks like were done here; lovely talking to you Lori. Make sure you show your mom and dad the desk nameplate. I need to get Marcy and buy a wedding dress for her and a suit for me. Come to think of it, I don’t think I ever owned a suite. Bye, I’ll stop in later.”

Bill was out the door and Lori asked; “Is your dad always like that? Make’s offers and deals in a flash?”

Giggling Nancy replied; “Yes, when he knows what the answers are going to be, he cuts to the chase. Let’s go to your office, I need to get you up to speed on what records you need to be keep.”

The girls walked to the office and Lori looked at both desks and placed the desk nameplate on top of the desk closest to the door. Lori slowly sat down and rubbed her hands across the desk.

“I don’t know if I can handle the extra responsibility of this job.”

“My dad is doing two things for you. He feels you can handle the job. He is also testing you; what for, I don’t know. Did you ever tell him what your dream future is? What do you want more than anything?”

“I told him that I want to be a doctor; but my parents make so little money, college is nothing more than a dream. I was going to work and save so I could go to a community college, which is all I will ever be able to afford.”

“Don’t give up your hopes yet; let me tell you what happened to me. There are two parts of my life; BW and AW before William entered my life and after.”

Nancy gave Lori the encapsulated version of her life before William entered her life. There wasn’t much to tell. She grew up in a single parent household that was always struggling financially. Her mother moved them here looking for economic opportunity. The economy crashes, mom takes a job in a dying restaurant and she gets a part time job in a resale shop that is going broke. Working part time in the hospital, she meets William. Nancy gave Lori the short version of her history with William. Lori’s response shocked Nancy to be mild about it.

“You’re telling me there was no sex involved? He did all of that without you even asking?”

“No sex what so ever; he won’t even let me walk around in my briefs and a sleeveless tee shirt. Everything needs to be covered, that’s the way he is. To answer your question, yes he did do everything without me asking for a thing.”

“You two adopted each other as Father and Daughter by contract? Wow, I wonder why he did that. Did that damage to his head make him this way?”

“You don’t understand; I can’t get into specifics, but no. William left the civilized world eighteen years ago. He was eighteen years old when he left home. During that time he lived a very high risk life style without a family. Now that he is back, he is putting his life back together. You are literally a part of his extended family now.”

“That kind of scares me a little. Should I consider him my Uncle Bill?”

“I think he would be honored at that. Another thing, this building, the restaurant, the Prep Kitchen and the Emporium are hobbies to him. Oh there capital investments, but hobbies none the less. He bought the restaurant because he needed a place to eat. Not to mention the old owner Nick pissed him off. Nick was a real jag off.”

“It looks like he invests in people too. Not Marcy because they are engaged, but like your mom the manager. I remember her when she was a server.”

“William bought the restaurant and two minutes later my mom became the general manage at quite a good salary. Don’t say anything, but she makes more now in a week then she used to make in a month.

He was investing several hundred thousand dollars in Marcy’s dreams before he realized who she was. He thought she was a woman with a vision that needed to be financed. He didn’t even know her last name when they became partners.

Now look at you; sixteen years old and manage a movie theater. You’ll work Friday evening and the weekend and make three hundred dollars. Plus free dinners because you missed dinner at home.”

“I sure am the lucky one. Uncle Bill really is something else.”

“William is very loyal to his employees and they are to him. That’s why nobody has quit. He told every employee at the restaurant that if they need food, he would go to the store and buy them groceries. If they need loan to pay the rent, all they have to do is ask. That is the type of man he is.

I would take on the three-headed dog that guards the gates of hell to protect him. I feel confident in telling you that if you do this job right, there will be a big surprise at the end of the road for you.”

“What do you mean ‘end of the road’?”

“When you graduate high school, that’s the end of the road; of course you will want to continue to college. You don’t want to spend the rest of your life working at a movie theater trying to earn money for college. My dad has made a lot of things happen.”

“Oh don’t I know that. Your dad already helped me out when my world was crumbling.”

“I was pissed about that at first. I believed you were trying to set him up for some type of extortion plot. I thought you were going to claim rape, only the right amount of cash would make it go away. My dad seen you were in trouble and he pointed out the error of my ways.”

“You really love him very much don’t you? I can see it in your eyes and the way you talk about him.”

“Yes I do. He is the father I always wished I had to look up to. Even with all his flaws, injuries and scars; he’s my dad. I guess you can say we rescued each other in some odd way. Our souls are bonded forever. … Anyway, I need to give you a crash course in bookkeeping. This is what I need you to do:”

Nancy instructed Lori how to enter the sales data for tickets sold and concessions receipts. Who was paid what and how much was the dinner tab. She went over a few other items and as they finished, there was knocking on the door. The crew showed up and the prep work started.

Before the theater opened, Nancy looked outside. She noticed the waiting crowd was very large. Nancy decided to help out and sell tickets while Melanie played usher to some old folks. While she was selling the tickets, a young man purchased two tickets for the 1:30 showing. He didn’t move from the ticket booth, he stood there smiling at her.

She looked up and seen her Adonis. There was a blond hair, blue eyed young man around twenty years old. He has a fair complexion and about five feet ten starring with a surprised grin on his face.

Nancy snipped at the young man; “Take a picture, it’ll last longer. Now could you move along please? You’re embarrassing your girlfriend and she is getting impatient standing on the sidewalk waiting for you.”

“She’s my sister and I would like to see you again. Would you be so kind to allow me the honor to see you again? I’m not a pervert; you’re a beautiful woman that I would very much like to know.”

“Come by tomorrow during the first showing, it’s hard to talk while selling tickets. My name is Nancy, what’s yours?”

“Karl, Karl Hess. Karl with a K and Hess is like chess with the C missing.”

“Okay Karl with a K, tomorrow afternoon a little after one-thirty. I’ll sneak away and we can get a cup of coffee.”

“I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble with the boss for sneaking away and leaving work; should I bring the coffee here so you don’t get fired.”

“I’ll tell you what you need to do, ask to see the theater manager; she’s the real tall skinny girl named Lori. Ask her if I can go out for coffee with you tomorrow while the movie is playing; come back and let me know.”

Karl was gone in a flash. Not more than a minute later, he returned winded; “She told me that would be fine. Nice boss, she didn’t mind at all. She said you can take off all the time you want. I’ll see you tomorrow after one-thirty. Could I see you later today after the movie is over?”

“I won’t be here after the movie; I have another job to go to. See you tomorrow afternoon; goodbye Karl with a K.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow Nancy the ticket seller.”

Karl walked back inside and was out of Nancy’s sight. She sold a few more tickets when Marcy and Bill arrived. Bill walked inside and Marcy announced; “We need to go right now.”

A moment later, Melanie came and relieved Nancy of her ticket selling duties. Bill had returned outside.

Marcy spoke first; “You’re my best friend in the whole world; you have to come with to help me find the perfect wedding dress. You’re also the Maid of Honor; you have to choose the bridesmaid dresses.”

“I thought you might be hungry, so I had Jorge make you a chicken salad sandwich. I brought you a cup of milk so you can eat something on the way to the wedding dress store.”

“Thanks for the lunch dad. By the way there called bridal shops or bridal boutiques. Marcy, are you really sure you want to marry this guy? I mean he is eighteen years out of touch with civilization, not to mention social graces.”

“I knew in my heart for years this day would come. I know your act friend; you want to keep him for yourself.”

“Oh Marcy, that’s not true. I understand you both have your needs. You could borrow him from time to time, I won’t mind at all.”

“Gee thanks ladies, it’s good to feel wanted, I think. I have the best of all worlds. On one hand, I have the ultimate platonic relationship with the most wonderful daughter in the world. On the other hand, my high school sweetheart, the only woman I ever desired wants to marry me. Somebody please pinch me, I must be dreaming. Owe! That hurt!”

“You’re not dreaming dad, this is all real.”

They arrived and the Norma Baker Wedding Boutique and were greeted by Norma herself. Marcy explained that she is having a garden wedding and there will be one Maid of Honor and four Bridesmaids.

William asked Norma; “Why is white so prevalent in wedding dresses? Is it a tradition?”

“It’s kind of tradition, today, white means virtue. It used to stand for virginity.”

Marcy turned to Bill, pinched his cheek and spoke loudly without thinking; “I’m good on the virtue part anyway. You really took care of the virginity a few days ago.”

William turned as red as a tomato. Nancy seen his discomfort; “Dad, I noticed a coffee shop across the street. You look like you need coffee and a newspaper right about now.”

“I’m going across the street for some coffee. Come get me when you need me.”

Bill left and the ladies went to work picking out Marcy’s wedding dress. She decided on an Ivory color full length chiffon dress, shoulder with ruffle detail; pleated empire waist, sweep train. (Ivory color also) She immediately called Glen and let him know what color her wedding dress was going to be. He asked for the bridesmaids dress colors; she said she would call him back in a few minutes. 

Nancy chose the Bridesmaid dresses. They are purple full length crinkle chiffon dresses with hand worked rosettes at the neckline. Marcy hit the redial button on her phone and described the bridesmaid dresses to him.

With the wedding dresses selected, Nancy wrote Norma a check for $1000 to get the garments started. She would have her mother make sure that the bridesmaids get over here to be fitted within the next few days. She also informed Norma that they would need shoes and all the accessories. Norma assured her that she will have everything in place by the first fitting; in about three weeks.

While Marcy and Nancy were being fitted, Bill was on the phone with Sal, he forgot the check. Bill told him he would be there as soon as the ladies are finished at the bridal shop.

The ladies went to the coffee shop and retrieved William. They went directly to Sal’s. The trio entered and exchanged greetings. Nancy wrote Sal a check for $25,000 and told him they would settle up or down later.

“William, you have a hell of a daughter here; instead of me chasing you down, young Nancy cuts right to the bottom line. Nancy, give me your business card and I will mail you a detailed summary of the expenses.”

Nancy handed Sal a couple of her business cards; “Here are a couple of my cards and how did you even know I would have business cards? I’m curious, I want to know.”

“Your professionalism gave you away. The way you dress, your body language, it’s all very professional. It is good to see someone as young as you interested in something else other than talking on a cell phone.”

“Mr. Tomaino, between college and my dad’s interests, I don’t have the time to waste. Can I let you in on a little secret?”

“Please call me Sal and yes you can.”

“My dad and I have the same model phone. I think I have made maybe five calls to my immediate family. I’ve sent four text messages to my dad. That’s it; I don’t have the time to waste on crap.”

“Oh young Nancy, don’t forget life is more than school and business. Someday someone special will enter your life. Don’t lose the opportunity of love. Allow me to give you an example. Your dad is financially successful. Look at how satisfied he is now that he’s found his lost love. I watched all of you on the noon news the other day. All work and study will make you a very cold and lonely woman.”

Nancy looked puzzled for a moment; “Dad, Marcy, could I meet you in the car please?”

Marcy and Bill thanked Sal for his help and left for the car. Nancy turned to face Sal; “You must be psychic, I met a young man this afternoon. We’re going out for coffee tomorrow.”

“Well now, I want you to remember this place if your relationship gets serious.”

“I will do that, thank you Sal. You’re a prince, goodbye.”

“Nancy, be vigilant and careful; I wouldn’t want to see you get hurt by some who is trying to use you.”

“Why do you say that? Is it because of my dad?”

“It’s absolutely because of your dad. I don’t know for sure, I would take a guess that your dad is worth at least between 20 and 30 million dollars. The property alone is worth 20 plus million and that does not include the businesses he owns.

Now if I were a young gigolo, I would go after you like a bear to honey. Do you understand where I’m going with this?”

“Yeah I do, thanks Mr. Tomaino, I think.”

“Now I’ve made you angry, that was not my intension. Please call me Sal; I want you to be happy and my friend for years to come. Goodbye for now my young friend.”

“Goodbye Sal, thank you; I’ll keep my guard up”

Nancy went to the car and Bill asked; “What was that all about?”

“I wanted to talk to Sal alone about something. Marcy, Dad, can we go home please? I need a little time to think about something before I burden you two with it.”

Marcy was the first to respond; “You’re my best friend in the world, when you want to talk, I’ll stop whatever I’m doing and we can talk. I’ll do my best to help you out.”

“That goes for me also, if there is something on your mind, I will make the time.”

Nancy added; “I’ll try my best not to bother you when you’re both moaning with passion.”

“Daughter, we don’t moan; we’re verbally appreciative.”

Everyone in the car started laughing as they drove back home. They arrived back at the restaurant and Bill had the idea to check in. The day shift had gone home already and Linda was the manager on duty. Marcy and Nancy went over to Christine’s to see how she’s doing in her new home.

“Hi Linda, what’s going on that’s new and exciting?”

“Hi Mr. Cann, can I ask you something?”

Before he could answer, Linda started talking.

“Remember when you told us that if we need help, we should come to you? I need help and I’m coming to you now.”

“Call over the new girl Vicky, she can hostess while we talk.”

Linda signaled Vicky to come and take over. Linda and William sat down in the rear corner booth, she started talking.

“I’m being thrown out of my apartment on the first of the month. I was renting a condo and paying the landlord the rent every month. Now it is being foreclosed and the bank said I will be evicted on the 31st.”

“I can only guess your landlord is long gone with your security deposit. What do you need from me, rent deposit money? Tell Jill or Nancy what you need and one of them will write you a check. You’ve been here for quite a few years; I know you’re good for the money.”

“I’ve known Christine since she started here. We were talking and she told me that her apartment is so big, she would like some company. She invited me and my son to move in; only if it’s okay with you. I’m good for the rent money; I need a secure place for my son and me to live.”

Bill gave her a very stern look; “I need to go to the bathroom, I’ll be right back. By the way, how much were you paying for rent?”

“I was paying $1200 a month plus utilities.”

“Okay, I’ll be right back.”

When William returned, Linda had her back to him with her hands up it the air signaling to Christine ‘I don’t know’. He saw Christine, Marcy and Nancy standing by the hostess stand. He waved ‘hello’ to them and sat back down.

“If it’s okay with Christine, it’s okay with me. The only condition is I have to charge you something. I can give my mother-in-law free rent without a problem. If I were to give you free rent, the others would bitch to the high heavens. Your rent is $600 a month; you and Christine workout the utility bills. Now your friends look like they are chomping at the bit. Go tell them what’s going on while I get some milk.”

William arose and made himself a glass of chocolate milk. While he was drinking it, he heard a scream and was almost tackled by the four women.

Everyone was smiling when Marcy said; “William, if you weren’t on your meds, I’d take you upstairs and I would” (Christine cut her off abruptly)

“Marcy! That’s enough. William, I said it before and I’ll say it again. You’re a real piece of work. Words escape me at a time like this; all I can say is thank you.”

“You’re welcome Mother Smith; I hope this works out for the both of you. Now if we are done, I would like to go upstairs, take some pain meds and take a nap.”

“Dad, when was the last time you took your pain meds?”

“I think it was this morning before breakfast. My head hurts so much, I don’t remember.”

“Come upstairs, take your pain medication and take a nap. I promise I’ll leave you sleep.”

“Thank you dear, the pain is getting the best of me. I’m sorry everybody, I’m a couple of months out from being healed. The pain sometime creeps up and overwhelms me.”

Marcy and Nancy lead William upstairs where he took his pain meds and laid down. Nancy silently walked in the room to see how he was doing.

“Dad, do you need anything?”

She saw the tear flowing from his left eye. The light from the kitchen caused the tear to shine. “No I’m fine, thank you. Please close the door.”

She heard the pain in his voice, exited the room and closed the door gently.

“Marcy, you really need to go to him now. Go in quietly and gently lay down next to him. Cuddle next to him and put your arm over his chest. You don’t need to say anything; he needs your human touch right now.”

Marcy shot her a look like; ‘How the hell do you know?’

“If you love him, do as I say. Go in there and comfort him. Don’t shoot me that dirty look; you know what needs to be done. It’s up to you now.”

Marcy entered the room silently, but did not completely close the door. Nancy turned off the kitchen light and stood by the door and held her breath so she could hear any sounds coming from the bedroom.

She heard Williams voice whispering; “Thank you, I felt so alone in a world black with pain. I can rest now I know I’m not alone anymore.”

He exhaled and softly; “I’m slipping into that black pool again. See you when I get back out.” His words drifted off into something inaudible.

Nancy opened the door and whispered; “He’s passed out from the pain. Whatever you do, don’t leave him alone. He’ll be back when the pain meds kick in. He will be frightened when he comes back. Keep your arm over him and you’ll be fine.”

“Nancy … thanks for watching over him before me.”

“Shush, we’ll talk later.”

With that, Nancy ever so gently almost shut the door. She went into her room, laid down and left her door open so she could hear when Bill awakes. The thoughts running through in her mind were ‘how does she explain this to Marcy and William never purchased his suite today.’

If was about forty five minutes later when Nancy heard movement, then conversation in the kitchen. Out of bed she went to investigate. It was Bill speaking.

“I want to thank you for pulling me out of that black hole that swallowed me in. It must be a woman thing; Nancy pulled me out a couple of times. The best way to describe it is a darker than dark pool opens up. You keep falling until you’re floating, surrounded by complete and absolute darkness.

When everything is lost and there is nothing left but despair, I felt an arm wrapping around me and pulling my lifeless body out of the black cloudy pool to the embrace of an angel. Then there is the kiss that brings my soul back to life; can I have my kiss now please … angel?”

Marcy gave him a kiss and a hug that could have brought a man out of a coma. Nancy looked on smiling; “Dam, I only gave you a hug. She’s going to supercharge you. I think I better leave before this gets embarrassing.”

The couple relaxed their embrace and Marcy spoke first; “Don’t leave alone; let’s take your dad and get some dinner.”

William kissed Marcy on the lips, moved his head and gently kissed her scared cheek, never relaxing his embrace. He whispered into her ear; “There is not a woman on earth that can even hold a candle to your charm over me.”

He slowly released her so she would not fall; “Nancy my blessed daughter, could you call Christine and see if she would like to join us for dinner? Miss Smith, I would normally like to stay home and make passionate love to you until I pass out or collapse from exhaustion. But I really need some food.”

Marcy replied; “Mister Cann, Miss Smith wants you to keep up your strength for during the week. Let’s get some dinner.”

Nancy called Christine and replied; “Your mom says she will meet us downstairs in a minute.”

Everyone gathered downstairs in front of the restaurant. They entered and while walking past the hostess stand Linda said; “William I have a message for you. Mr. and Mrs. Lewis would like to meet you, Marcy and Nancy for breakfast tomorrow morning. Eight o’clock at The Exclusive Hotel. What a rude man.”

“Why do you say he is rude?”

“He called and asked if you were in jail yet; when I told him no, he asked; ‘is the cheap prick treating everyone okay?’ What a rude thing to ask. He told me that you’re the best friend to have when things are down and your worst nightmare as an enemy. That is a very strange man.”

“Thank you Linda, he was my boss for fourteen years. He is very eccentric to say the least. Well we know where we are going for breakfast tomorrow.”

The group sat down in their favorite booth and Christine removed her baseball hat.

“Mother, no more wigs?”

Everyone looked at Christine briefly but said nothing. They looked at the menu and asked what the Sunday dinner special is? Christine spoke out; “I’m not working and I don’t give a dam.”

“Okay mother Smith, since you broke the ice, what is your decision on that question I asked you. I’m having breakfast with the man that can make it happen tomorrow morning. I need a straight up answer right here and now; yes or no?”

“Well since you brought it up like that, yes. Tell them whatever you want to. Now this only concerns William and me; I do not wish to discuss this any further. That is the end of this conversation at this table.”

There was that awkward silence where nobody knew what to say. Nancy broke the ice; “You know we need to get you a suit and the movie theater crew should be here any time now.”

“Lori can take care of the theater crew. I’ll stop by to say hello and pick up the receipts. Tomorrow, you and Marcy can help me pick out a suit for the wedding.”

Christine chimed in; “Marcy, don’t you say a word about birthday suits!”

Everyone started laughing. They ordered dinner and had a couple of adult beverages. After dinner was over, Bill walked over and visited the theater crews table. They were buzzing about how the theater business went today and Lori’s desk name plate. There was the idle chatter for a while.

Bill wished them all a good night and returned to his booth. They ended their conversations and decided to go to their respective apartments. On their way out of the restaurant, Christine stopped to chat with Linda about moving in.

Once outside, Bill said; “I guess we have few things to talk about upstairs.”

Christine exited the restaurant, said goodnight to everyone and went to her apartment. The trio retired upstairs to their apartment and Bill filled them in on Christine’s traditional cancer treatment options and the one possible experimental treatment.

He explained that Mr. Elliott owns a majority of Zocalo Pharmaceuticals. By drug company size standards, Zocalo is tiny. They research in cutting edge technology infused with cutting edge drugs. Christine would be the first human to be experimented on with carbon nanotubes. It’s called Bio-Engineered DNA Multiwall carbon nanotube and near-infrared radiation treatment.

They discussed that nobody knows if it will even work; what the side effects are or if it will kill her in the process. Nobody knows those answers. The company has connections to the FDA and they can get approval for human testing if the patient is terminal.

The mood was somber and the discussion continued for a few more minutes. They finally decided to watch a movie and chill out. All three of them fell asleep on the sofa. Nancy awoke first and woke up Bill and Marcy. She told them to go to bed because they have a lot to do tomorrow.

End of chapter 23
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 24

Marcy stirred in bed and reached over to the left side to discover it empty. She lay there listening for a sound to give a clue but heard nothing. No sound whatsoever, only the dead quiet of the apartment. Not even the hum of the refrigerator could be heard.

Out of bed she went and started looking around. The kitchen is empty; Bill’s shoes are still by the back door. She checked Nancy’s room; she is spread eagle face down in the middle of the bed, obviously alone.

Marcy checked the bathroom and shower stall. The dining and living rooms revealed no William. She even checked the hallway leading downstairs, nothing. Where the hell is he at five thirty in the morning without shoes?

She walked into his den/office and found him sitting on his footlocker starring at the antique Samurai garments. Bill was wearing nothing but his briefs and his cow slippers.

“Sweetheart, is everything okay? When I woke up and found you missing, it scared the hell out of me. Do you want your robe so you don’t get cold?”

“I’m sorry; I didn’t want to wake you. You looked so at peace while you’re sleeping, I thought it would be bad karma not to leave the goddess sleep.”

“William, if you make my pedestal any higher, I’ll need oxygen. Now cut your crap, what’s bothering you? Is it our host for breakfast? Is that what has you upset?”

While he remained silent, Marcy nudged him over so she could sit on the footlocker with him.

In a voice that sounded so matter of fact; “Did you know that the forty seven ronin gave up their families to protect them from the shogun? I really liked my old job. It was my life and I had the greatest boss in the world. I have never had to say ‘no’ to him in my life.

I’m afraid he’s going to ask me to come back to work for him and I can’t do that. I can’t give you and Nancy up to make him happy. I gave you up once before, I’m not going to compound that error by doing it again. I need to gather the courage to say no.”

“Nancy and I get our courage directly from you. I know the level of courage you need to stand up to him. Do what you feel is right for you. Whatever you decide, I know it will be the best decision. You’re the engine that is leading this train. Keep these trains going, change them or abandon them, the choice is yours.”

“Now you know as well as I do, that can’t happen. I’ve made up my mind. Sorry Lou, I’m not going back. I’m involved with too many people to change trains now. Besides, daughters and goddess’s don’t fall from the sky now do they?”

A voice from the doorway said; “No they don’t. I for one would be really pissed if you went away. We don’t want to even think of how pissed she would be if you left again. Here are your robes; spare me your nakedness’s this morning.”

“I’m not naked young lady. … Oh she is though, isn’t she…”

“Give me that robe before he gets too many ideas”

“I think the moment he stood up and seen you, the ideas arrived.”

“We need to shower and get ready to go downtown. Since I’m the youngest, I’ll shower first. You two shower separately so we can get out of here in a timely fashion. I know what’s going to happen with both of you in the shower.”

“Mr. Cann, when does your daughter go back to school?”

“Miss Smith, she leaves tomorrow morning about seven.”

“Okay you two, try to control your passion and desires for the next twenty four hours or so. Then you can entertain yourselves until some body parts start smoking once I leave for school.”

They all started laughing; Nancy exited the room and went to shower. One by one they finished their personal grooming and dressed. Bill didn’t want to risk waking Phyllis or Bert, so they entered a cab that was waiting at the taxi stand.

They arrived at the Exclusive Hotel and went to the restaurant. Checked in with the Matradee and were seated with their hosts. Introductions all around and Bill asked the obvious question; “What brings you to Kansas City Lou?”

“It’s mostly business Bill, board of directors meeting at Zocalo tomorrow. Kathy thought it would be a nice idea to meet the man she talks to on the phone with but has never met. That’s all Bill, but since I’m here, I do have one very important question for you.”

Nancy and Marcy almost froze in mid action at the table waiting for the next words to be spoken.

“Bill, how does it feel to be retired from our business at thirty-six? No more adventures in third world countries with people trying to kill you. Come on; tell me straight, man to man. I’m not your boss; I like to think you’re still my friend.”

“I don’t know how to explain it Lou; it’s like a kaleidoscope of emotions and experiences. The injury and all of the experiences from that has been real interesting. I have my daughter to thank for pulling me out from some real dark and bad places. Marcy and Nancy are holding me together now.”

“Bill is there really marriage in the air from Mister I’m too busy for women?”

“Yes there is.”

“Well congratulations!  I am very glad for the both you. If it wasn’t so early, I would order champagne and we could toast your good fortune.”

They talked for a while and Mr. Elliott hinted to Kathy that he would like to talk to William alone for a few minutes. Kathy asked the women to come with her to the powder room for a moment because she feels very insecure in strange restrooms alone. The women left and went to the restroom outer lobby. She invited Marcy and Nancy to sit on the seats. Marcy was shocked by the next question and statement.

“How screwed up is he? From what I read, see and hear he’s adjusting better that can be expected.”

Marcy took offence at the question and snapped back; “He’s fine, fully adjusted and we’re getting married.”

“Oh hell, this is not going the way I thought it to go. We don’t have much time so I’ll be as gentle as I can. Do you think his behavior is normal? Look at him with my husband; he’s barely controlling his tremors. Is that normal for him?”

“My William thought your husband was going to ask him to come back to work. Bill thought he was going to have to say ‘no’ to your husband. Choosing between Lewis and his new very extended family was tearing him apart.”

Kathy sat like stone for a moment while she was thinking.

“Ladies, I have an idea that will put Williams mind at peace once and for all. Let’s go back before the boys get suspicious. By the way, William is never coming back to work for Lewis. He’s permanently retired from Black Creek, period.”

The women headed back to the table to finish their original breakfast conversations. This was part the conversation that took place while the women were away.

“So Bill, the girls aren’t here so cut the bullshit. How are you really doing?”

“Lou, when I woke up in the hospital, I strongly contemplated suicide. I was so scared, I begged for an overdose of Morphine to take me out. Once I made it through that period, I fell into extreme depression.

Nancy pulled me through those really bad times. After that, I met the only woman I ever loved; I believed she was eighteen years gone forever. I’ve got a great extended family now; I would do anything for them. But Lou, I’m scarred half to death; I don’t know what I’m doing, but it seems to be working out alright.”

“I can see that, you need to stick around and take care of these people. You need them as much as they need you. Speaking of doing anything for them; that was nice work you did in the park with those three dirt bags. I would guess those two ladies wellbeing was your motivation.”

Bill leaned back in the chair and exhaled; “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Mr. Elliott looked around, leaned forward; “William, I would know your handy work anywhere. The two were straight up, but the third one; Jesus Bill. He really must have pissed you off something fierce. Putting that aside because you had your reasons, can I have my property back?”

“Look at it as a really nice wedding gift from the company. I carried that weapon for fourteen years Lou; my soul is in that weapon. By the way, I need another barrel and at least twenty rounds of ammo for the Glock; to replace what I used.”

“Tell me Bill, how bad was the threat? Your actions on this one seemed very personal and a little over the deep end; even for you.”

“I did what I needed to do. I worked out my personal vendetta against him first. Then he was crying and begging so much, I had to shut him up. I can tell you he understood the error of his ways before the end.

“I need to know Bill, what was the threat?’

Bill told him all the details of the threat and Mr. Elliott fell back in the chair. After a moment’s pause he asked; “Do they know about any of this? Never mind, here come the ladies.”

The men rose as the ladies returned to their seats. After everyone sat down, William answered Lou’s question.

“Yeah Lou, my daughter is a very informed young lady. She keeps up with the news quite a bit. If she wasn’t in school studying business and finance, I believe she would be a detective. She knows all about a lot of things.”

“Welcome back ladies; William and I had quite an informative talk while you were away.”

“That’s wonderful dear. Did you and William get everything settled that you wanted to?”

“Yes dear we did. We even settled on more things than we thought we would. One of them was concerning the company’s wedding gift.”

“That’s wonderful dear. I like Marcy very much, but I didn’t have time to talk with Nancy. I would really like to know you better. Since I am the CFO of Black Creek Solutions, I would like to talk to you about your future after college. Honey, since William owns a restaurant, I would like to meet his extended family and have dinner with them tonight dear.”

“But Kathy, I made reservations at the Eccentric Table for dinner.”

“Lewis, I really want to meet Williams’s extended family members and have dinner at his restaurant tonight. That’s if it’s okay with Marcy and Nancy.”

Marcy and Nancy looked at each other, Marcy spoke up; “We would love to have you meet the extended family. Is 5:30 okay for you and Lewis?”

“Lewis and I will be there at 5:30. I am looking forward to meeting all the people we can that are involved in Williams’s new life.”

Nancy added; “After dinner, we can give you a tour of our late 1920’s totally restored movie theater. I would also like you to meet the sixteen year old runaway that manages the theater. But that’s a story we can have over dinner.”

Kathy asked; “I hope this girl is still living at home with her parents.”

“Yes she is. Her mother and father work at the theater also, she’s their boss. I look forward to continuing our conversation over dinner tonight.”

The group had their breakfast. Afterwards; everyone arose from the table and said their farewells until tonight.

When the trio arrived on the street, Marcy told Nancy they had to get back to the restaurant and get everyone lined up for tonight. Even if it was for a brief meet and greet. William was very silent upon leaving the hotel. They entered a waiting taxi and he changed the conversation abruptly.

“Nancy you said yesterday that you had something on your mind you didn’t want to burden us with before you thought it out. Okay, we’re here now. What’s on your mind?”

“I met someone yesterday afternoon and I’m wondering if he’s some gigolo who’s interested in our bank account or a very handsome guy that is genuinely interested in me.”

Nancy told them how they met and she wants to take this really slow. College is her priority right now. On the other hand, she is attracted to him. She went on about all the other boys she knew in high school that wanted to get her in the back seat of their car. Marcy and Nancy went back and forth about the situation with Karl. Bill was quiet during the conversation between the two women.

Nancy finally asked; ‘Dad, I know you’re experience with women is somewhat limited; from a man’s perspective, what do you think?”

“Since Karl thinks you’re the cute blonde girl that sells tickets at the movie theater part time, let’s let him keep thinking that for now. We shouldn’t read more into this than there is. Have your coffee with him that should be safe. I’m impressed with him already because he wanted to make sure you don’t get in trouble with the boss by sneaking away. His outward honestly and caring is good sign. Remember, there is always a prenuptial.”
                                                          
“Dad, he’s meeting me for coffee. We’re not going out to select colors and furniture for the nursery.”

“I remember the first time I laid eyes on Marcy. She was turned slightly to the left and talking to a female classmate. Her head turned slightly and her eyes met mine. It was like two laser beams that were so hard, someone could have walked on them. When she said ‘hello’, I thought I was being transported to Shangri-La. Marcy shook my hand; I thought I was going to pass out. I knew I was in Shangri-La. It might be the same for this Karl guy, who knows.”

“Nancy, your dad had me with ‘hello’. Don’t worry about it, sometimes love starts with a bang and sometimes it needs time to grow. You’re a woman, you’ll know in your heart. Hey were home already!”

“You girls talk to Jill about who the bridesmaids are and where they need to go to get fitted. I’m going upstairs and start writing up my guest list. I need your list also my love. I didn’t forget about the invitations, I need to get that working as soon as possible.”

Bill went upstairs and started his wedding invitation list. Marcy joined him within a few minutes and gave him her invitation list. She told him that the bridesmaids are all set. They’ll all go to Norma Baker’s store within the next few days. Marcy also told him that everyone she considers his extended family has been invited for dinner tonight.

Marcy gave him a kiss and said the most curious thing; “This is going to be your welcome home dinner. I’ll be back to get you around eleven o’clock so we can shop for your suit. Bye for now my love, I’ll be in the prep kitchen if you need me.”

She left; Bill went for his computer and realized is has been commandeered by the theater. Now there are two stops he needs to make today. Computer store and pick out a suit. Marcy and Bill spent the rest of the morning going over who gets invited to the wedding and who gets invited to the reception. Amazingly, they didn’t argue about the lists. Lunch time came around and Marcy insisted that they have a fast salad and go.

After lunch, William and Marcy walked over to the theater. William checked in with Lori to see how everything was going while Marcy chatted with the others in the theater. Nancy was already there checking the computer and the sales numbers. She joined Lori and Bill next to the office. Lori told him everything was running smooth and they didn’t miss him at all. Her eyes became as big as saucers and her hand went towards her mouth.

“I am so sorry Uncle Bill; I didn’t mean the way it came out. I meant that I was able to handle everything without having to bother you. Isn’t that what a good movie theater manager is supposed to do?”

William was taken aback by what he had heard. He gave Lori a hard look.

“Uncle Bill? Do I look like an Uncle Bill to you? Uncle Bill. Hum, so you think of me as your uncle Bill. I am dam honored that you consider me family Miss Lori; thank you very much.”

William surprised her with a smile, a big hug; “I knew the first time I seen you, there was something special about you.

You’re doing a great job and I want to make sure you are rewarded in good time. You’ve been running my theater for two weeks now, which is a little short for a track record. If you keep up your grades up, don’t get pregnant and keep up the good work, I can assure you a dream come true.”

She stood there like a deer in the headlights for a moment. 

“What dream Uncle Bill?”

“Now if I were to tell you, you would get all giddy and girly on me. Besides, the way you young people change your minds, it can wait. You need to prove yourself to me over time first. When you graduate high school, we’ll talk. Right now, my bride to be wants me to buy a suit for our wedding. See you tonight at the staff dinner.”

Nancy was all smiles; “Bye Marcy, bye dad.”

Lori followed with; “Bye Marcy, goodbye Uncle Bill, hahaha.”

Marcy and William entered her car and drove to an exclusive men’s store outside of downtown. Marcy was wearing faded blue jeans, sneakers, tee-shirt, hoodie and a baseball hat. No makeup and her hair pulled back under her hat. William was wearing his usual black jeans, sneakers, button down collar cotton shirt and bandana. The two of them looked like they didn’t have fifty cents between them.

They walked into the store; most of the sales staff walked the other way, trying to avoid them. A senior gentleman shot the staff a dirty look; “Runaway, I will handle this. Don’t judge a book by its cover.”

He walked up to Marcy and William; “Welcome to Wellington and Duke Clothiers. I am Phillip Harris. Please tell me your names and how may we help you today?”

“Hello Mister Harris, I am Marcy Smith and he is William Cann. We are getting married in a little over two months. It is going to be a garden themed wedding. My William needs a suit for the wedding. He will also need everything that goes with the suit. My William is wearing his wardrobe. These are the only style of clothes he owns.”

“Congratulations on your upcoming wedding. It is clear that a woman of your refinement, everyday attire will not do for your wedding. Mr. Cann, it is obvious that you have extreme feeling for Miss Smith or you would not be here. By the way, where are you having the wedding and the reception?”

“We are having both the wedding and reception at Sal’s Italian Restaurant. I have ordered my dress and now it’s time to take care of my William. The wedding dress is an Ivory color full length chiffon dress, shoulder with ruffle detail; pleated empire waist, sweep train. I want William to get a real nice suit. A tuxedo would be too stuffy for my garden wedding. A real nice suit would be perfect. He needs everything except the underwear.”

“One last question Miss Smith, what price range would you interested in?”

William spoke; “Can I call you Phillip?”

“Of course you may sir.”

“Phil, call me Bill; it will make this a lot easier for the both of us. To make a long story short, I am thirty-six years old and retired. Are you familiar with the Parkway Theater?”

“Yes, I went there and seen Casablanca on the big screen last week. They did a wonderful restoration of the theater. Why do you ask?”

Bill reached into his shirt pocket and retrieved two of his business cards. He wrote on one ‘free movie for Phillip Harris and guest’. On the other card he wrote ‘Two Free Dinners’ and signed both of them. He gave the cards to Mister Harris.

“The next time you go to see a movie, give this to the manager, you and a guest will get in for free. I own the building, the theater and the restaurant. I’m even giving free dinners for you and yours. Now put yourself in my situation for a moment. As you can see, I’m very hard with a lot of mileage. What suit, shirt, tie and shoes would you buy if you were me? By the way, how would you like me to pay for this; cash, check, debit or credit card?”

Suddenly, all the staff wanted to help Phillip.

Before the salesman could answer, Bill asked; “Phillip, are you paid on commission?”

“Yes sir I am; why do you ask?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute. Phil, can you handle the entire sale by yourself? I’m talking the measuring and getting me ready for my wedding?”

“Yes sir!”

“Okay, everyone else leave. I’m only dealing with Phil; he has this entire sale and any sales with me in the future. You all had your chance and blew it.”

“I’m at a loss for words Mr. Cann. Thank you very much for your confidence in me.”

Marcy picked out a very nice suit for Bill. She selected Renzo Toloni Navy 3 Button Suit w/ Single Pleats. Super quality and hand tailored. Fully lined jacket, pants are lined to the knee. The suit was made in Italy. The next ninety minutes was spent selecting a shirt, tie, socks and shoes.

Marcy watched like a hawk as William was fitted for his suit. The bill came to a little over two thousand dollars; Marcy wrote the check. They would pick up the suit in two weeks.

Marcy and Bill returned to the Theater Building. She went into the restaurant to help prep for tonight’s dinner. William went to the Card and Gift shop to buy some wedding cards; or so he thought.

Bill entered the store; “Hi Brooke, remember me?”

“Sure I do, you’re William, the best landlord in the world. What can I do for you today?”

“I’m getting married and I need some wedding cards. I remember my mother buying boxes of Christmas cards, twenty-five in a box. Are wedding cards packed the same way? I need two boxes of them.”

“William, there not sold that way.”

“Okay, then I need around fifty cards and envelopes.”

Brooke gave him a serious stare and then started smiling; “I didn’t know you had such a sense of humor.”

William looked at her like she had three heads. She realized he was serious.

“You’re not kidding, I am so sorry. I thought you were trying some ‘card shop’ humor. Now I feel like a total idiot. Here, have a seat and we will make your bride believe you’re the champion of the wedding.”

Brooke had William go through sample book of wedding invitation cards. It took about thirty seconds to become totally confused and overwhelmed.

“Brooke, could you excuse me for a moment? I really need help on this.”

He removed his phone from his pocked and made a call.

“Hi sweetheart, I’m sorry to bother you. I’m with Brooke over at the Gift and Card Shop. I need help real bad; I am completely confused and lost here. … I’m sorry; I didn’t realize your hands were full. … That’s okay, I’ll figure something out. … No I’m not mad at you; keep doing what you’re doing and I’ll be fine. … Don’t worry about me; I’ve already been killed once, what’s the worst that can happen? … I’ll do my best not to make a fool out of myself; love you, bye.

I’m sorry Brooke one last call for reinforcements. … Hi Honey, are you still at the theater and are you available to give me some help? … Oh, you’re with Karl. … Okay, never mind I’ll figure something out. … No don’t come back on my account. I wanted your opinion and help on a couple of things. … I’ll figure something out and take care of it. … No, Karl is more important than what I need. … I was thinking of a second opinion type of thing. Don’t give it any more thought. … Okay, I’m a big boy now and don’t forget about the prenuptial. … I love you, bye.”

He put his phone back in his pocket and he felt so small and alone, he could crawl through a keyhole.

“Brooke, my support systems are not available. Honestly, I ran out people to call for help. … This is going to be an easy sale for you. Grab your pen and order pad; here’s the details that I’m sure you will need. The wedding and reception is going to be on the first Saturday in January at 4:00 PM.

It will be at Sal’s Italian Restaurant and Banquets. The reception will follow the wedding ceremony. It will be a garden themed low-key wedding. I’m wearing a suit and Marcy is wearing a nice dress, not the traditional big white wedding dress. When you see her, ask her about her wedding dress.

There will be no gift registry; most of her friends can’t afford wedding gifts. People wishing to give gifts may donate something to their favorite charity. The wedding is going to be for the union of William J. Cann and Marcy L. Smith. Is there anything else that you need?”

“Yes, what style of cards would you like? You need to pick out the invitation card design, where to RSVP and so on. The devil is in the details Mr. Cann.”

“We’ll use the Walnut address for the RSVP address.”

Bill went into a cold sweat and this did not go unnoticed by Brooke.

Nervously and with his voice quaking; “I’m all alone on this so here’s what I need you do; pick out everything and prepare it like it was for your marriage. Call me when you’re ready and I will pay you in full so we can get things ordered. If you need me, I live upstairs of the restaurant. Marcy is always next door or let the restaurant know you’re looking for me.

I’ll drop off the invitation lists later today or tomorrow. I don’t know anything about wedding invitations, so I am relying on you to take care of me. Keep track of any charges and I will cut you a check for everything. If you will please excuse me, my head is about to explode and I can assure you it would not be pretty. I wish I could be more help, but you have the extent of my knowledge.”

Bill left the shop without another word. He went back to the apartment. Head pounding, he took his pain meds and lay down. Brooke was thinking that she just conducted business with the strangest man in the world. She walked over to the restaurant and asked for Marcy. She asked Marcy to come by the shop and decide what wedding cards she would like for her wedding.

She asked Marcy why William seems ‘out of touch’ and relies on outsiders judgments for very important things. Like the wedding invitations for example. Marcy told Brooke that they can talk while walking to the shop.

“William left society before his eighteenth birthday. He went into the military; there is almost no civilian interaction in the military. Most of the four years he spent in the Army was in, as he called them; ‘third world hell holes filled with battlefields and bodies’.

He spent the next fourteen years as a soldier of fortune or mercenary. He can’t or won’t remember all the places he’s been. When it comes to social graces, he doesn’t know what to do because he has no social experiences to draw on.”

Brook stopped outside her store; “No wonder he looked so upset. He made two phone calls looking for help; both times the people were busy. He became real red and started getting real nervous before he left.”

“Oh god no; I’m an idiot for not coming when he called. I didn’t see he was calling for help. Dam it all to hell! I’ve got to find him and make sure he’s all right.”

She almost ran to the apartment and found William lying in bed. She grasped his hand and assured him that she was going to take care of the wedding invitations. He threw his right arm over his eyes so she would not see his despair.

“I am trying so hard to fit in for you. The harder I try, the more I seem to crash and burn. I’m sorry for bothering you for such petty stuff; I didn’t know what to do.”

“You call me anytime you need me. I’m the one that failed you. I am so sorry for leaving you hanging. I was completely wrong and it won’t happen again. Would you like me to stay with you for a while?”

“Please go, I need to be alone for a while; bye.”

“I’m going to get the invitations started and you get some sleep. I’ll see you a little later; okay?”

With a totally composed voice and demeanor; “That will be fine, thank you and goodbye.”

She went down to the Card shop and went through the card designs with Brooke. It only took her a few minutes to decide on a design and work out most of the details. They started girl talk and Marcy told her about their relationship as teenagers; then the separation for eighteen years. She told her about finding each other while a TV crew was there covering the newly reopened restaurant and giving away free food.

“Bill’s daughter and Carmen, the morning cook set us up to meet each other. Nancy figured out I was his ‘Marcy’ from so many years ago. We picked up where we left off so long ago. I’ve been in heaven ever since.”

Marcy was taken back when Brooke asked; “He’s not the same gentle boy you knew back in high school is he?”

“No he’s not. Some of the boy I fell in love with is still there. Some of the boy is very damaged. Sometimes he is completely confident and other times, the frightened child arrives and takes over. … Is there anything else? Do you need a deposit or anything?”

“I need your wedding invitation and the reception lists. Before William left, he said he would get them to me today or tomorrow. He left here in pretty bad shape.”

“What do you mean in pretty bad shape?”

“He made a phone call to ‘Sweetheart’, he hung up and that’s when the sweating and shaking started. He made a call to ‘Honey’; he hung up and started almost bouncing off the walls. He was obviously frightened. He held it together long enough to place the order and left.

I thought he was going to rattle himself into a stroke or have a heart attack. I was beginning to think I could hear his heartbeat between his words. It was hard to have a conversation with someone in that condition. That’s why I went looking for you.”

The door opened and Nancy walked in; “Hi Marcy, hello Brooke. Remember me? I came in with my dad some weeks ago. How have you been?”

“I’ve been fine. I think you need to go see if your dad’s okay. He was breaking down emotionally while he was here and he left in really bad shape.”

Nancy and Marcy left the card shop without saying another word. It was a foot race to the apartment. They almost crashed through the door and found William sitting at the kitchen table with a glass of milk in front of him. Both women asked him if he is okay and what’s wrong.

His voice was cold and without any emotion; “I’m fine. Everything is fine. I went to take a nap and didn’t rest very well. … Besides that, everything is goddam wonderful.”

“William, you’re full of crap. Your eyes look like fire pits and you look like two miles of bad road.”

“Dad, if you don’t stop shaking, you’re never going get the glass to your mouth without spilling half of it on you and the table.”

“I’m sorry for burdening you with my problems of insecurity. I was outside in the world; I got myself in a situation that I couldn’t handle. I asked for help and realized I was on my own. I was frightened and handled it the best I could. I need to adjust to society is all, no big deal. I need to man-up is all.”

“Bill, were going to meet the Elliott’s for dinner in a while. Do you want to wash up and go for a little walk before dinner?”

“Yes, I would like that very much. I’ll be right back; I’m going to wash up.”

In the bathroom with the water running; he heard what he thought were the women arguing. He heard a few ‘f’ bombs and then there was silence. He exited the bathroom; “I really need a talk with you two real bad.”

While they talked, William told them that the problems are his and his alone. He can’t expect either of them to get involved and help his psychotic ass out of a jam. The ladies disagreed and told him in no uncertain terms that they are around because of him and for him. They left the apartment and entered the restaurant.

Joseph the night manager greeted them with; “Welcome Mister Cann, your support system awaits you in the private dining area.”

They entered the rear dining room and almost everyone was there. Present was Mr. and Mrs. Elliott, Carmen, Jorge, Linda, Jill, Carla, Christine and Michael (Linda’s child).

 Mr. Elliott spoke first; “Nancy, Marcy and William; we are all so glad you can make it to your own restaurant for dinner. All of your friends here have been telling Kathy and me stories about how you saved their jobs and what a great boss you have been since you purchased the place. It seems that you have quite a support system here Bill.”

Kathy picked up where her husband left off; “Bill, you sit back and relax. I want to hear from Nancy on how she became involved with you. I want to hear about how detective Nancy figured out who your lost love really was. Nancy and Marcy, we want to hear a couple of adventure love stories.”

Nancy started out giving the history of her time with William in the hospital. She glossed over the personal parts that might embarrass him. She almost glowed when she explained the detective part. She thanked Carmen for coming up with the final plan and its execution.

Bill looked like he was on top of the world; “It was like a Hollywood script. It was the happiest day of my life.”

By the time dinner was over, the employee’s had to leave because they are the morning crew. Everyone exchanged goodbyes and only Nancy, Marcy, Bill, and the Elliott’s were left.

“Bill, I’ve known you for over fourteen years now. You’ve done real good for yourself and helped a lot of very good people in the process. You have a lot to be proud of. Can we talk openly about what you called about or do you want to wait?

“Openly is fine. Marcy, this is about your mom.”

Lewis spoke; “I’ll have someone contact you within a few days. The FDA approval will take some arm twisting, but it will be done. She will have to undergo an extreme battery of tests. There are no guarantees with this; everyone involved had better understand this.”

At that moment, he theater crew arrived for dinner. “I feed the theater crew because they missed dinner at home. I would very much like you to meet them.”

Bill introduced the theater crew to the Elliott’s. Afterwards he invited the Elliott’s for a tour of the Theater. Lou passed on the tour because he was fascinated with sixteen year old Lori managing a movie theater. He asked Kathy to check the place out. Marcy and Nancy stayed behind with Lou.

Bill gave Kathy the super grand tour, showing and explaining every detail of the theater and his plans for having half-priced ‘Veterans Friday’s’. She loved the theater and congratulated him on doing things for the community.

“Lou told me I should do things for the community. So I gave free tickets to the retirement home people for the opening weekend. I’m going to make the senior discount fifty percent off. Instead of two dollar tickets, I’ll charge them a buck.”

“William, how many seats are there in the theater?”

“There are six hundred on the main floor and two hundred in the balcony.”

“That’s eight hundred seats. Thank you for the tour, I love this place. It reminds me of when I was a little girl going to the movies.”

Bill shut the place down and they went back to the restaurant where Lou was listening to Lori.

“Speaking of Uncle Bill, here he is. I told your friend Lou about how you rescued me from my foolishness and the selling of all the junk in Marcy’s resale shop.”

Lou turned; “Bill old friend, I never had a clue you had so many dimensions. I was talking to your fan club here. You are really something else.”

Kathy and Lewis said their personal goodbye’s to each of the theater crew. They thanked Marcy and Nancy for watching over their special friend. After all the goodbyes and chatting had ended, the theater crew finally went home with full stomach’s.

Bill walked over to the server Vicky and asked for the checks. She told him that they were taken care of by Mr. Elliott. He gave her a thousand dollars and told her to pay the tab, and keep the change. He told her to spread some to the kitchen help and busboys too. He also told her not to report the tip as income. He already paid the tax on the money.

“Let’s go home ladies. I have had one hell of a day today. I want to chill out. And you young lady, are you going to see Karl again?”

“He’s going to pick me up next Sunday after one o’clock at the theater again. We’re going out for coffee again.”

“Marcy darling, call the Anderson’s and get the prenuptial started.”

They all started laughing. Since the mood is light and everyone is tired, William asked; “When I was in the bathroom before dinner, I heard raised voices and the ‘f’ word thrown around. Is there something going on that I should know about?”

Nancy replied sharply; “No, nothing, everything is fine, never mind.”

Marcy calmly said; “We were having words about ourselves, to each other and our inaction when you needed us the most. I think I can say this for the both of us; we’re sorry. We verbally beat ourselves up pretty dam good, we’re sorry.”

“Thank you ladies, I created the situation that got me in trouble. I’m at fault not you. Let’s watch some news and go to bed. I’m pumped and tired at the same time.”

“Take your pills, give me your tee shirt and pass out. Marcy, remember what the doctor said. Not every day, only once a week if you must.”

Marcy replied; “I’m going to die an old maid, I know it.”

“Dad, I can’t take it anymore. Marcy hasn’t had it in thirty-six hours and a drama queen shows up at my door. Marcy is my best friend; before you arrived would not look at a man. Adonis could have walked through her front door and she would have thrown him out.”

“Of course I would throw him out; he’s not my William!”

“Marcy, would you get his pills please? Dad, thank you for your tee shirt, thank you both, I’m going to bed. Goodnight Marcy, goodnight dad.”

Marcy gave Bill his meds and a small glass of milk. He undressed with the bedroom door open and climbed into bed. Marcy seen this and had ideas of her own. She entered the room, undressed in record time. Climbed into bed and before she could act on her thoughts, she heard snoring. Under her breath she let out; “Ah crap!”

She curled up next to him and within moments she was on her way to slumber land.

Wedding guest list:

Bill’s sister -Minori
Maid of honor Nancy Swenson   	Jill Swenson – Nancy’s Mother
Randy Nash – Jill’s Boyfriend                 Carmen & Jorge Lopez
Leslie (Long time server)		Michael (Leslie’s kid)
Carla (Long Time Server)		Linda (Long Time Server)
Donleavy’s (Lori, Melanie & Brian)
Maid of honor Christine		             Elliott’s – Kathy & Lewis
Clark					Eric
Alan (Al)				McIntyre’s – Don & Linda
Yorio & Princess Ambrosia		Susan Brandon

Reception List:
Tiffany Amber Crystal		             Anne
Valerie					Monica Gregg
Michael Anderson			Melanie & Carol Anderson
Nurse Frost				Nurse Ice
Donna (Concessions)			Pete
Dr. Goldberg & Husband		Jimmy, Sharon & Trevor
Phyllis and Bert			             Kim and Johnny Weis
Maria and Carlos Lopez
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 25

The morning started with the doorbell ringing around four in the morning. William was the first to get out of bed, put on his pants from yesterday and went downstairs. It was Officer Nakai he had met a couple of weeks ago.

“Hello again Officer Donna; what brings you to my door at four in the morning?”

“I remember you; this is not a social call. You own the Parkway Restaurant don’t you?”

“Yes I do, why? Is there something wrong?”

“I am looking for one of your employees, Christine Smith. Do you know where I can find her?”

“I’ll take you to her.”

Bill took one step towards the door and Officer Donna put her hand on his chest.

“Not dressed like that you’re not! It’s raining and you don’t have shoes or a shirt on.”

“Come on in, I’ll get decent; it will only take a minute.”

Officer Donna stayed downstairs in the doorway while William returned upstairs to put more clothes on. He found Nancy at the kitchen table in her usual sleeping attire and Marcy in his kimono. He explained that the police were looking for Christine and he was going to take the officer to her apartment.

Nancy went back to her room to get dressed. Marcy had put a sweat suit, hoodie and shoes on before William could get his shoes tied. She was on her way down the stairs before the others. Nancy was right behind her.

Bill could hear Marcy introducing herself as Christine’s daughter; she wanted to know why the police were looking for her mother. Officer Donna told her that it is information for Christine Smith only. Everyone walked around to the other side of building. Marcy rang the bell, and then let herself in. Up the stairs everyone went and found Christine obviously just out of bed.

“Is there a convention in my new apartment that I didn’t know about? Hello officer, I can only guess you’re here for me. What did I do wrong this time?”

“Are you Christine Smith, formally of 1043 Wedge Street, third floor apartment?”

“Yes, I used to live there with a drunken son of a bitch Duane. I recently moved out.”

“Your former roommate is dead. The nearest we can tell Duane went into detoxification shock while he was alone. The landlord called 911 saying that Duane was screaming about worms crawling all over him. When the responding officer arrived, the landlord let the officers into the apartment; they found Duane deceased.”

Everyone stood there watching Christine. Marcy grabbed her before she fell and helped her to a kitchen chair; the silence was deafening.

Officer Donna broke the silence; “I am sorry to bring you this news. If you have any personal belongings you wish to retrieve, you might wish to do so now.”

“I actually loved that son of a bitch at one time. Don’t be sorry for telling me the bastard is dead. That asshole destroyed my life by giving me cancer and almost destroyed my daughter’s life by disfiguring her face! Its music to my ears to know that rotten prick died screaming.”

“Officer Nakai, thank you for coming by to tell my mother about Duane. I will take care of things from here.”

Bill escorted the officer from the apartment and thanked her. He returned to find Marcy and her mother talking about the past. He asked Nancy if she wanted to get some more sleep before she has to get up for school. She agreed and they left the mother and daughter to work things out.

When they returned to the apartment, Bill lay down on the bed and within moments, Nancy was next to him with her blanket. They chatted briefly about Marcy and Christine. Nancy dosed off and was snoring in his ear. He could not sleep because his mind was racing about the events of yesterday and this morning.

What permanent mental scars does Marcy have caused by Duane that will haunt her now that he’s dead? He was also concerned about what the two women in his life were yelling about yesterday afternoon while he was in the bathroom.

The shouting was intense but brief. At the time, he didn’t care because he was so pissed at them for not helping him when he needed them. He heard the front door of the apartment open and close. Marcy entered the bedroom and was going to flip on the light when she noticed Bill on the bed with Nancy.

Whispering; “Are you awake?”

Also whispering; “Yes, I don’t want to wake her.”

Marcy replied; “I’m going to get my clothes.”

Bill got out of bed while Marcy gathered her clothes for the day; they closed the bedroom door. She removed her sweat suit and put on clean garments for the day ahead. While she was dressing, Bill noticed she had the scarfs that she used to cover her face. They were conversing while she was getting dressed.

“I’m going to fill in for mom, today. She’s putting on a brave face, but she’s not with it. It’s like a mixture of sorrow and relief for her. She needs some time to get over this. You don’t mind do you?”

“Of course not; you know what’s best for her. I’m much more concerned about you.”

“Why? I’m fine. What are you getting at? He almost destroyed my life and turned me into a freak. He used to remind me every day of what an ugly disfigured bitch I was and how I would never get a man. When he was really soused, he told me the only way I would ever have sex was if I paid for it or someone felt sorry for me. Now the son of a bitch is dead. My life moves on.”

The tears started welling up in her eyes while she hurried to get dressed. Bill went to hold her and she recoiled with her hands to cover her face.

“Marcy, stop this crap right this second.”

He aggressively grabbed her; “What that animal did and said is in the past. I can’t erase the pain he caused. I can kiss it and make it feel better.”

He repeatedly kissed the damaged side of her face. She snickered through the tears.

“You can work magic; the scars feel like they’re melting away.”

“You are not alone. I will hold your hand and be with you for as long as you want me at your side. I seem to be attracted to women of great courage Miss Smith. Do you really want to waitress today?”

“Yes, Jill will be in a bind if I don’t fill in for my mom.”

“Let me rephrase the question. Do you want to waitress today wearing your scarfs and your hair brushed forward?”

She let go of him; “No, I guess not. I’m going to wear one of those Parkway Restaurant tee shirts and a baseball cap. Then I’m going to serve our customers. By the way dear, it’s the new century. We’re known as servers, not waitresses.”

“Okay server Smith, I’ll see you for breakfast around six.”

“Oh I don’t think the management would approve of the staff fraternizing with the customers. But for you I’m easy and available after work!”

“I like you Miss Smith; I would really like to entertain you after work. You better go to work now before you cause me to act on my ideas. Besides; there is a young impressionable girl in my bed right now.”

“Let’s borrow her room!”

“Miss Smith, go to work before I make a fool out of us. I promise to work off your tension this afternoon and make you feel like you’re glad to be a woman.”

“Okay, I’ll remember you promised me. Check in on mom after Nancy leaves if you could please. Maybe you can get mom to do something in your office. I’ve got to go before I change my mind.”

“Bye dear, see you for breakfast and then again this afternoon around two. Before I forget; what’s going on with your store and kitchen? Are Valerie and Melanie going to know what to do without you there?”

“The display designer left designs suggesting where everything should go and Randy left drawings for the equipment for the kitchen. The ladies should have it covered. See you for breakfast and then after two o’clock lover boy.”

Out the door she went and Bill sat at the kitchen table waiting until it was time to wake Nancy. At five forty-five, he knocked on the bedroom door.

“I’m awake; I’ll be out in a minute.”

He heard the light switch and she came out in wearing her briefs, his sleeveless tee shirt and her bra in hand.

“I don’t want to hear it; this is going to be a hell of a day. I slept like crap, my breasts hurt, I need new bras and I have to go back to school. What’s next, fall and hit my head on the toilet? Don’t answer that, I’m going to get dressed.”

A few minutes later Nancy returned to the kitchen fully clothed and was putting on her shoes when William asked; “What were you two yelling about yesterday afternoon. I really want to know.”

“We stopped short of calling each other names. I was pissed that you called her for help and she was too busy. I told her in no uncertain terms ‘too busy’ shouldn’t be in her vocabulary when it comes to you. Because you invested hundreds of thousands of dollars making her dreams come true, make the time.

Marcy started on how you gave me a place to live, paid for college and access to millions of dollars. How could my love life be more important than you when you’re calling for help? We both realized we were both wrong for different reasons. We understand you don’t cry out for help. You never did and you probably never will; that’s your way.”

“I’m glad that the two women in my life came to an understanding. Besides the fact that you’re right; crying out for help is not in my nature. I’ll ask and that is all I will do. I’ll move on and do the best I can. Thank you for telling me, the subject is closed. How about some coffee, I’m buying!”

“I thought you would never ask; let’s go before I die of thirst.”

They went downstairs; Nancy stopped and talked with Jill for a moment. Then she sat in the back booth facing outward with Bill.

“Since my mother’s sex life has jump started with Randy, no pun intended, everything with her is hormones and sex related. She’s so psychotic; I’ll tell you after breakfast. Dad, look at Marcy, she’s waiting tables!”

“She’s filling in for her mom who’s taking the day off. She didn’t want to put your mom in a bind by being shorthanded this morning.”

“But she’s wearing her hair back and under a baseball cap!”

“I would guess she doesn’t want her hair to get into the food.”

“She’s interacting with customers and not covered up; wholly cow!”

“Nancy, you are witnessing a remarkable profile in courage.”

They ordered their breakfast and watched Marcy interact with the customers. Other than a few stares, there was no issues what so ever. After breakfast, they returned to the apartment where Nancy started packing for school.

While she was packing, William told her; “You said earlier that you needed new bras; order yourself some online and have them delivered here. Things wear out and they need to be replaced. Why don’t you order seven or fourteen. That way you’ll have one or two weeks’ worth.”

“Okay, I’ll do that. There not worn out, there becoming too small. I thought I was going to go through life basically flat chested. My mother thinks it’s my hormones raging because of Karl. Dad, that woman is psychotic.”

“I remember your mother telling me her chest started growing when she became pregnant with you.”

“I’m not pregnant! We went for a cup of coffee and shook hands! I would make history by getting pregnant from shaking hands and drinking coffee.”

“Are you attracted to him? Is he attracted to you?”

“I like him. He’s not pushy, he’s good looking, seems honest and caring; yes I am ‘attracted’ to him. Yeah, I like him quite a bit.”

“That’s good to hear; I’m glad for you. … Now, call Phyllis and have her come and get you. I’ll carry your clothes downstairs for you.”

“Don’t worry about it; Phyllis will be here at seven to pick me up. I already arranged it with her to pick me up every Monday morning at seven and bring me to school. Since we have a little time, where are you going to walk today?”

“I don’t know. I don’t care to walk around in the cold rain. Do you have any ideas?”

“Why don’t you check out the fitness center? It’s only a few blocks away and its small. I would guess they have a running track that you could walk on. Once you’re healed, you could work out there. If you sign up for a membership, get a family membership. We can all go there on weekends.”

“I’ll go over there today and sign us up.”

The doorbell rang and William carried Nancy’s bag of clothes downstairs. Because of the rain, his greeting to Phyllis was brief. Jill was in the restaurant doorway yelling ‘goodbye’ and waving wildly. William returned upstairs and gathered his briefcase, keys and cellphone. He locked up the apartment and went to his office. He set everything down, went downstairs and walked over to Christine’s place.

She answered the door fully clothed; “Hey Chris, I have Marcy’s car keys; grab the keys to your old apartment and let’s go for a ride. Before your old landlord throws everything away, let’s give it one last walk through.”

Chris reluctantly agreed. They drove over to the apartment and while she was looking around, she found photo albums that were over looked and some personal items that had sentimental value. They returned to her new apartment, Bill carried everything upstairs and set everything on the dining room table. Bill watched her moving in slow motion and came up with an idea to break her out of her mood.

“Mother Christine, are you real busy right now or can I impose on you for a favor?”

“I love my new apartment beyond what I can find the words to say. But right now, I need human interaction. What’s on your mind?”

“I need help in my office. Could you work there for a few hours?”

“Let me grab my keys and let’s go!”

Christine grabbed her purse, keys and out the door they went.

In the office, Bill gave Christine the office cell phone, a pad of paper and some pens. He asked her to play back the messages on the company cell phone, write down notes and delete the message. She sat down at Nancy’s desk and started her new temporary job.

“I’ll be back in a while, I’m going to sign up at the fitness center and buy some computers. Marcy needs two for her businesses; ah she can buy her own. I need one and I’ll get one for you too. Oh, some gay guy that’s missing a leg might stop by about a job.

If he comes by, ask him if he wants anything to eat or drink. If he does, call Jill and have her bring it up here. Get yourself anything you want. Have Jill put it on my bill. Besides, I know you haven’t had breakfast yet. I’ll be back within a couple of hours at the most.”

“Great, I’m waiting for a one legged gay man. Bill, it would be nice to know what his name is.”

“His name is Pete; I don’t remember his last name.”

William was out the door; he stopped by the restaurant to tell Marcy he is taking her car and her mother is upstairs working in the office. He went to the fitness center and confirmed they had a walking-running track and showers. William signed up for the family plan and received three membership ID cards.

Off to the computer store where he purchased two more computers exactly like the one he had. Nothing worse than change and he had enough change to last a lifetime. On the way back to the office, he stopped at the bank. Move some money around and paid his credit card bills.

With packages in hand; he walked over to the office. He entered to find Pete and Christine eating breakfast and chatting away like they were long lost friends. Pete abruptly started to stand up when Bill entered the room.

“Please stay in my chair Pete and enjoy your breakfast. I forgot that the stairs would be a pain in the ass for you; sorry about that. I see you met my future mother in law. You two seem to be enjoying your conversation, please continue.”

“Christine was telling me about you when you were a younger man.”

“Please don’t hold that against me. If you don’t mind, I’ll give you an over view of what I am looking for while you eat your breakfast. Don’t hurry or you’ll get an upset stomach.”

“Thanks Bill, I don’t mean to seem rude, but I don’t get many opportunities for free breakfast.”

“Come to work for me and I’ll throw in a free meal every day you work. Now here’s what I’m looking for; I own the theater downstairs. It was designed for live stage productions as well as movies back in 1928. I have a movie theater manager that plays movies on weekends and soon on Friday evenings.

I would like to open up the theater for live stage productions or rentals Monday through Thursday. Or however many days you can make it work. I read about shows, rehearsals, business meetings and stuff like that in theaters. Are you interested in running the live side of my theater business?”

There was a long pause where Pete froze in place.

“Pete, you can start breathing anytime now.”

“I don’t know what to say, I’m overwhelmed.”

“I understand, let’s start with; how was the free breakfast? What do you think of my future mother-in-law? How do you think the Chiefs are going to do this season?”

“I’m sorry; you took me by surprise with your offer. Breakfast was great, Chris is wonderful and the Chiefs will have a winning season. Pardon me for asking, what kind of pay for how much work?”

“That is a really great question. Now pardon my lack of theater terminology, here’s what I’m thinking. You will be in charge of everything from start to finish from a theater managers point of view; you will run the theater.

You will not produce any shows; you mainly rent out the theater and collect the rent. You staff the theater and run the concessions; ticket sales are up to the producers. If they don’t sell tickets, it’s their problem not yours. Now what the hell did I forget?”

“Pay, would I be hourly or salary?”

“Before I offer you anything; are you up for the job or are you playing me for a fool?”

“I am not playing you for a fool. I don’t have any experience with the theater, but I’m a fast learner and I am the right man for the job. I really need to ask you one more question if you won’t get mad at me.”

“I cannot promise that I won’t get mad, I will promise I won’t punch your lights out or throw you down the stairs. Your safe, Christine is my witness. What’s your question? “

“Why did you ask me if I wanted the job? There must be hundreds of people more qualified than me that are available. What’s the real reason, you feel sorry for the gimp?”

In the most ultimate cocky voice Bill could come up with, he replied; “Spare me the ‘feel sorry for me I’ve only got one leg and I’m gay’ line of crap. I really don’t care! You’re an out of work gay guy, which means you know should know something about acting.

You’re gay so I don’t have to worry about you trying to plug the young girls that work here. Lastly and most importantly we are brothers in arms. We have both seen the blood of our brothers on the battlefields and smelled the unmistakable odor of death. There is nothing more to it than that.”

Christine injected; “Holy crap Bill, don’t hold back; tell us what you really think.”

“Okay, here’s my offer; fifty percent of the net profits. Your salary is fifty percent of what you take in minus labor costs, concessions products, and all other expenses. Let’s go downstairs and I’ll show you around. You can look at the place and see if you think it’s worthwhile. If you think you can make it work, we have a deal. If not, we both lost nothing.”

The two men went downstairs and Bill gave Pete the grand tour of the theater. Including the storage rooms for the stage props and dressing areas for the actors. Pete looked around and said he is all in. William reached into his wallet and gave Pete a check for $5000 dollars payable to Peter Clayton.

His eyes became huge; “What’s the check for? I can’t borrow money from you?”

“It’s not a loan, it’s a signing bonus. I know you’re barely hanging on so don’t give me some bullshit story. I don’t need my manager preoccupied with worries about evection. By the way, how old are you?”

“Ah I’m twenty-one.”

“I’ll have the alarm company enter your alarm code into the system. It will be 2121. The empty desk is yours and feel free to use the theater phone. The desk with the Lori Donleavy name plate is off limits. She’s the movie theater manager and the desk stays where it’s at. If you want to rearrange the office or decorate it, talk with her first. She was here first and she’s very special to me.”

William reached into his pocket and pulled out a key.

“Here’s the key to the front door. Now go make happy with your landlord.”

Pete was so excited that about his new job, he started telling William about his ideas for the theater. The two men exchanged more conversation about the theater. Pete finally left for home. Bill locked up and went back upstairs to his office.

“Hi Chris, how’s the message business?”

“You are a nut magnet! There are so many people that claim to be your long lost relative I lost count. They read about you in the newspaper and are trying to cash in. There were so many people looking for handouts. Almost every one of them said that they needed exactly $50,000 to make their problems go away. They needed operations, house foreclosures, you name it, they asked for it.

There were numerous business opportunities where people said; ‘with your money and their brains, you both could be rich.’ There were too many people selling their dying businesses to mention. I took the liberty of deleting those messages. There were one hundred messages and ninety-nine of them were completely worthless or scams. There was only one message that seemed interesting. It was a woman that said; ‘I’m glad to see my baby boy grew up to be quite a successful man.’ Then she hung up.”

“Was there any phone number?”

“No, it displayed ‘blocked’ that’s all. Sorry William, that’s all there was.”

William’s cell phone rings; “Hello? … Yes I am William J. Cann.”

Whoever was on the phone, they did all the talking for a couple of minutes.

“Yes I understand; I will have her there at seven tomorrow morning. Thank you.”

“Bill, who are you going to have where at seven in the morning?”

“Mom, you’re going to be examined tomorrow at a private lab inside of Zocalo Pharmaceuticals. You’re going to see a Doctor Sanjay. No jewelry, dress very casual. They are going to do a very complete screening of you to see where the cancer is and what type. Arrangements for your return home afterwards have been made.

They need to get all the information they can so they can prove to the FDA that you are terminal. That is the only way the FDA will give the approval for this treatment. You still have time to back out of this if you want.”

Bill looked into her eyes and seen the hopelessness; “I told you once before I had no reason to carry on this fight for an empty life. When I said that, I thought my life was in shambles. I was so down; I couldn’t see how happy my only child is. It’s worth staying around to see the smile on her face. I’ve got a home that’s new, safe, no rent and no Duane. I’m even getting two roommates to keep me company. Bill, I think I want to stick around for a while.”

“I’m glad to hear that Chris, I really am. I’m going downstairs to give Brooke in the Card Shop my wedding and reception lists. I’ll stop by the restaurant and let Jill know you won’t be in tomorrow. I’ll call Phyllis and have her pick you up at 6:30 tomorrow morning.”

“Thanks Bill, I’m going to follow up on the polite calls and then I’ll lockup and go home. Besides, my new roommates are moving in today; see you later.”

“Please lock the door on your way out, thanks for help. Bye”

He went downstairs and gave Brooke the wedding lists. Bill stopped by the restaurant and told Jill that Christine won’t be in tomorrow and perhaps it might be a good idea to hire a replacement. William also reminded her about the dress fittings. He walked over, kissed Marcy and left.

He went to Patel’s store and bought some milk and cookies. Bill returned to the apartment, and had those cookies and milk. Bored, he sat on the sofa and laid his head back for a few moments rest. The next thing he heard was the front door closing; Marcy has come home.

“How was your day as a server; since there are no more waitresses?”

“Very good, I made over $200 and my ass was only pinched twice. Right now, I need you to splash some water on your face and wake up. Remember you promised me!”

William held up his hand and nodded in agreement. Walked to the bathroom and splashed very cold water on his face. While he was drying his face, he heard singing: “I’m in the mood for love … Make me feel like I’m your only woman … Love me forever, but I really need your love right now” … and other nonsensical songs she was making up.

By the time he made it to the bedroom, she had removed her outer clothing.

Marcy loudly stated; “You’re still dressed! Get those shoes off; I’ll take care of the rest. Don’t worry about the buttons. I’ll sew them back on later.”

Bill’s phone started ringing.

“Forget your phone; they can leave a voice mail.”

Then the doorbell started ringing and it wouldn’t stop.

Marcy is now really pissed because Bill is getting up and answering the phone.

“Hello Jill, this better be important.”

“There are two guys with suits looking for you. They are foreign and flashed some kind of official looking ID’s. They should be at your door right now.”

Thank you Jill; would you go outside and invite them into the restaurant? I will be down in five minutes. I’m not decent at the moment.”

“Dam your fast, Marcy only left here a few minutes ago!”

“Jill, do as I ask please. Good bye Jill.”

“Sweetheart, get dressed; we have visitors.”

With much reluctance, Marcy dressed while voicing her displeasure about the situation. Bill kept quiet while Marcy ranted, then he said; “We will pick up where we left off when this is over.”

She was too pissed to listen at this point. Once dressed, they went downstairs to the restaurant. The two men introduced themselves as representatives from the government of Choam; Ministry of Foreign Affairs. They took his photograph without his bandana. They explained they needed William to sign official documents before they could hand over a diplomatic package to him.

They explained by signing the documents, he becomes the first United States citizen to become a citizen of Choam. William would have dual citizenships. He signed the papers and was given a diplomatic package. The senior diplomat swore Bill in as a citizen of Choam. They told him that he would have his new Choam passport within a few days. The men chatted briefly and started to leave.

One man turned; “I have a personal message for you from our King. ‘Cowboy Bill, I miss you and wish you well. Perhaps you will be able to find some time to visit your King.’

“Please tell our King that a day does not go by that I don’t think of him and value our friendship.”

The men left the restaurant, Bill and Marcy went upstairs to see what was in the package. Upon returning upstairs, they removed the diplomatic seals, they found a DVD and a hand written note that was written in Arabic. Marcy put the DVD in the player; the King of Choam appeared on the screen. It was very clear that English was his second language.

“Hello cowboy Bill”

The King switched to Arabic; Bill interrupted for Marcy.

“I heard you are healing very well; that is very good to hear. I also hear about you starting what you call a scholarship fund to send young people to school. You did it in my son’s name with your money; my family and I are deeply honored.

If you are seeing this, you are now citizen of Choam. There is an envelope inside that has Swiss bank information. The Minister of Finance chose that bank because they have a branch in your Kansas City. You use that money however you want to. It was my son’s endowment. If you could, please use some of it to keep the memory of my son alive and promote good will between our countries. You were like a son to me.

I know you found out about the Royal blood flowing through your veins. It was the least I could do for you avenging my son’s murder. … I will be in your home country on December 1st to celebrate the opening of the new Choam Embassy. We will be expecting to meet your daughter and your future wife. Dara will have citizenship papers made for them also. You are a very lucky man Cowboy Bill.

I am waiting to see you on December 1st. As you Americans say it; ‘It will make a great photo opportunity.’ Goodbye my friend, you will always be like a son to me.”

“That’s the man you took a machete in the head for?”

“Yep, that’s him, the King Aniq of Choam.”

”He’s not as old as I would have guessed.”

“No, he’s in his mid-fifties. ... Let’s see what’s in the envelope.”

They opened the securely sealed envelope and found the name of a Swiss bank. The banks internet address, logon name, password, account number and an eight digit pin number.

“My curiosity is right up there; but honestly, this can wait. I would prefer to entertain you right here and now.”

William started by untying her shoes and removing them.

“What are you doing? Don’t you want to see what’s inside?”

“Yes, there are pretty feet with pink toes inside these shoes. Now let me help you with the rest.”

Once the shoes were off, William scooped Marcy into his arms; she did not resist.”

Later that afternoon, Bill looked out the window and seen Linda and some guy unloading a rental van. He walked down and found that the guy was Linda’s brother Larry. The two men started up a conversation about nonsense. He told Bill that her old place was furnished so there wasn’t much to move.

William asked everyone if they would like Parkway Restaurant food, Thai food from across the street or pizza. The vote was unanimous for pizza. He called the local pizza place, ordered four different pizzas and soft drinks. Gave them his credit card number and told the order taker to make sure the driver see’s Linda for the tip. Bill gave Linda $20 and said here’s the tip for the driver.

“He or she will ask for you when they make the delivery. I don’t want to sound like a jerk, but could you call me when the pizza gets here? I want to get some pizza and bring it back to the apartment for Marcy and me.”

“Mr. Cann, I will have you know that I will do no such thing. Don’t you shoot me those surprised dirty looks. I’m going to call you when the food arrives. You and Marcy are coming over for dinner.”

“But I….”

“No buts about it. You wouldn’t want to disappoint my son now would you?”

“No, I guess not.”

“Good, stress travels down the family chain and I was very stressed about where we were going to live. That had some very bad effects on him. At least he doesn’t have to change schools. William, this means a lot to us, I want you to know that.”

“Linda, don’t worry about it; I’m glad I could help; it was Christine’s decision, not mine.”

He went home and told Marcy what was going on. After some conversation, his phone rang; the pizza was delivered.

While everyone was at the kitchen table, Michael kept peaking at Marcy. The two were playing a peekaboo game. Smiling and giggling at each other. Michael asked Marcy to look at his car collection. They went into the living room where everything was staged. He found his little cars and was displaying them on the floor. After the dinner was over and the adults were finished talking, everyone walked into the living room to retrieve Marcy so Bill and her could go home.

“Bill asked; “Michael, what do you think of my girlfriend Marcy?”

“Marcy is very nice. Her face looks like that because of fire. She told me it was an accident. Fire can be very bad for you. Marcy, can you come back and play cars with me again?”

“I will visit you again soon. You can visit me whenever you’re mommy says it’s okay.”

“Mom, Marcy said her face hurt, Uncle Bill kissed it and made it all better. Is that why you kiss my bubo’s, to make them better?”

Everyone laughed and Linda; “Yes honey, most of the time a kiss will make things better. A kiss may not heal a hurt, but it will make it feel better.”

Everyone said goodbye for the evening, Marcy and Bill went home. While watching TV and having an adult beverage, Bill noticed how quiet she was. Bill put his arm around her and said softly; “Darling, what is on you mind; Linda’s child?”

“It’s a bunch of things are coming to fruition all at once; my mom’s cancer, Linda’s child and Duane. Every time Duane got really soused and my mom wasn’t home, he started on me.

‘You couldn’t get a man to have sex with you unless you paid for it’. That was always followed by; ‘You might get laid by some guy that felt sorry for you when the bars are closing.’ Then he would start laughing at me. The miserable prick is dead and he still haunts me.”

“My darling Marcy, he’s been dead for less than 24 hours. If it would make you feel better, I’ll go down to the morgue and beat the crap out of him. Once he’s buried, I’ll piss on his grave. But I cannot retract the words of a mentally ill alcoholic.

I can only thank you for being here after all these years. He was an evil man, period. Don’t give him anymore thought than he deserves, which is none. Let’s concentrate on us. My love for you is exclusive; I have no room for him.”

“I love you so very much, I think about my mistakes too much; almost getting married to a guy that wanted a baby factory. My biggest mistake that started it all was sending you away.”

“Marcy, stop it right now. I’m trying not to be harsh; I don’t want to share you with Duane and Ray. Since you’re still dressed, grab a jacket; we’re going on the roof.”

“We’re going on the roof right now?”

“If you want this relationship to survive, we’re going on the roof right now.”

They both put on jackets and went up to the roof. Marcy started to speak; William told her to stop and repeat after him.

“Shout it out at the top of her lungs. “Ray Nelson, you’re an asshole! You never know what you missed you prick!”

Bill had to coax her quite a bit to get her to shout, she finally did. When she did, she yelled it out at least three times. The third time her voice started to crack. On her own she started screaming at Duane. She called him everything except a human being. Her tirade went on for almost two minutes.

When she was done, she turned and looked at Bill with the strangest look on her face. He could not figure out what was going on behind those eyes. Marcy walked over and they wrapped their arms around each other.

“They’re dead to me, dead and buried. Do you know what I’m thinking right now?”

“My dear, I have no idea what’s going on in that pretty head of yours. I can only hope for the best.”

“I am clear of thought and I am completely exhausted. I feel so much better now, I want to go home and be held and cuddled by the only man in my life.”

“I am so glad you feel better, let’s go home. I’ve got some milk and cookies!”

“You’re going to make me fat and my butt will get big!”

They went downstairs as a happy couple. They had their milk and cookies. Bill took his meds and they retired for the night.

End of chapter 25
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 26

Marcy and Bill awoke about 5AM as usual, but there was a sense of tension in the air. They gave each other their first good morning kiss. They both recoiled from each other and made sour faces. They agreed to brush their teeth before their morning kiss.

Marcy asked; “How much do you think is in that Swiss bank account? Aren’t you curious?”

“Not really, I have a few other things on my mind right now. We can find out later, it’s really not important. I have to text Nancy her morning message, then we can get some breakfast.”

“William, why do you text her every morning. I’m not jealous; I get the feeling something is not right here.”

“Don’t worry; I’m not having a scandalous affair with my adopted daughter.”

“I didn’t say or imply that! I want to know what you’re sending her.”

“I am typing todays message right now. ‘Hello, this is your dad. I am not in jail. I am taking Christine to the lab for tests. I’m sure they won’t let me take my cell phone inside, so I won’t be available if you need me. You are and always will be my favorite daughter. Love Dad’; now I’ll press the send key and off it goes. Now here are all the other messages that I have ever sent, I never erased them.”

Marcy scrolled through them and said in a questionable tone of voice; “I don’t get it. Why waste the time every morning with this nonsense?”

“Nancy didn’t want to go to school because she was afraid if she wasn’t around to watch over me, I would do something stupid and end up in jail. I had to promise her that I would text her every day so she knows I’m okay.”

Marcy asked; “So she doesn’t trust me, is that what this is?”

“No, that’s not what it is. Nancy felt it was her duty to protect her dad and she could not do that if she was away at school. I had to assure her that I would let her know every day that I’m fine. There is nothing more to it than that.”

“I’m sorry for doubting you. I feel so foolish about getting upset about messages between you and your daughter.”

“You’re an emotional woman and you have every right to know what your man is up to and why.”

They hugged and he kissed her lips, then he kissed the scarred side of her face and whispered in to her ear; “Even with all my imperfections, I am honored that you accepted me as you soul mate for life. I love you beyond what mere mortal words can describe. You hold my soul and I know you are keeping it safe.”

Marcy’s reply was; “I love you so much; I can’t find the words either. If we don’t leave now, we’re going to end up in bed.”

“Come on, as much as I would like to entertain you this morning, I have other things that I must attend to. Your mother comes to mind. I’m going with her to Zocalo for moral support. She doesn’t deserve to go there alone. You need to get that kitchen and store up and operating before the New Year.”

Marcy smiled; “Let’s get some breakfast before I drag you to the bedroom and tear your shirt off again.”

They went downstairs and stopped by Jill for a chat. Marcy spoke first; “Jill, I can’t fill in for my mom today. I wish I could, but I can’t.”

“Don’t worry about it; I already hired two male servers. I figured your mom would be questionable because of her cancer. The new servers are from a high end restaurant that is cutting staff, so I made them an offer they couldn’t refuse; I offered them jobs.”

“I knew that you were going to be the right person for the job. Here’s what I need from you when you get a chance. I need you to meet with Lori the Movie theater manager and get her up to speed on employee payroll and insurances. I’ve been paying them cash out of my pocket for a couple of weeks. I’ve been informed that I need to become legal. You know all the paperwork that needs to get done, handle it please.”

“Ah Bill, do I get anything extra or a bonus for handling this project?”

“Jill, I really like you. I think your one hell of a woman. I would hate to see our relationship come to a crashing halt because of a silly misunderstanding between us. I love your daughter as if she was my own flesh and blood. I would move mountains for her; my feelings for her do not extend to you. Do you understand me Miss Swenson?”

“I think so, maybe?”

“Miss Swenson, by restaurant standards, you are paid quite a hefty salary. As a matter of fact, you are making three times the average restaurant managers salary. Next month we will sit down and workout your compensation package; if you are still working here. Now at your salary, I don’t think the phrase extra or bonus should be in your vocabulary. Am I clear, Jill?”

“I thought since it was extra work, I should get a bonus for the extra work.”

“I’m not trying to be nasty, but you’re really pissing me off. How much did you make the last month you worked for Nick? I’ll bet it was much less than the ten grand I paid you!”

Marcy stepped in; “Honey, you need to go and see if mom’s ready. You can finish this later.”

William raised his voice and the entire staff stopped in motion; “If you think you’re being paid unfairly and you need extra pay for the little job I asked you to do, then don’t let the door hit you on the ass on the way out.”

Now red faced and screaming; “Am I perfectly goddam clear?”

Marcy is trying to defuse the situation; “Let’s go. You spend the day with mom. You can deal with this later. It’s not a big thing.”

Bill is now super pissed; “I need to leave right now before I do something really stupid that’s going to get me arrested.”

Out the door they went and started walking over to Christine’s. He apologized to Marcy for his bad behavior.

“I should go back and apologize to everyone for my outburst. I gave that bitch the opportunity of a lifetime and she tries to pick my pocket! She is either the greediest bitch on the planet or I don’t know what to think anymore.”

“Take my mother for her tests; that’s what’s important now. I’ll tell you what, let me handle this okay? I will have it resolved by the time you and mom come home for dinner.”

“Thank you very much. I can’t imagine what I asked would take more than five minutes and phone call. To ask for a bonus; dam that pissed me off. I wanted to bitch slap her so bad I could taste it.”

“Honey, you have a few minutes; go upstairs and take your pills. You’re as red as a beet, you have a vein popping out of your neck and you’ve got the shakes. Go take your meds before you have a stroke.”

William turned and was mumbling as he walked away. Marcy stayed by her mother’s front door and waited for Bill to return. After a few minutes he returned composed and no longer looking like he was ready to burst into flames. Phyllis pulled up and Marcy rang the doorbell. While Marcy and William were exchanging greetings with Phyllis, a completely bald and no makeup Christine arrived.

“Good morning Mother Smith, I’m going to keep you company today. Since I’m unemployed, I thought you could use some moral support.”

“Hi Mom, it’s his idea, not mine.”

“I feel like a fool. No makeup, no wig, only sweatpants and a sweatshirt. I could crawl into a keyhole right about now.”

“Oh Mother Smith, I’ve seen a whole lot worse; I’ve looked in the mirror while I was naked! The first time young Nancy seen me without my shirt on, it brought her to tears; now that’s embarrassing! Come on, you have a seven o’clock and your chariot a waits.”

Marcy and William kissed each other goodbye. Marcy had parting words; “I am looking forward to hearing you explain the Nancy shirt incident when you get home.”

“Darling, put your mind at ease; call her. It was at your old store while I was changing shirts after the Ricky confrontation. She heard the stories about me, but never seen the physical damage; it shocked her real bad. We have got to go. I love you and I’ll see you after the tests are done.”

“Bye mom, bye dear; see you tonight.”

The cab drove off and Marcy decided to go back to the restaurant and get this latest issue resolved.
She entered the restaurant; “Jill, let’s talk.”

She looked around and seen one of the new servers close by; “Hello new guy Sam, watch the hostess stand for a few minutes.”

The women walked back to the office and closed the door.

“Jill, we’ve known each other for a while now. Have you lost your fringing mind? You stuck that knife in Williams back so deep; it’s going to take some real work to get it out.”

“Marcy I thought…”

“Don’t interrupt me! He believed he was doing the best thing in the world for you. Bill pays you more in a week than you ever made in a month. He thought it was the right thing to prove how much faith and loyalty he has in you. Here’s a big paycheck, make things work for me that I don’t understand. You repay his confidence by reaching into his pocket.”

“I don’t know what to say, I got really stupid.”

“You have a few hours to figure out how to undo the damage you caused. If he was here right now and calmed down; I know he would be writing you a severance check. If you want some fast money, do nothing. I am sure Bill will cut you a $10,000 severance check and you’re gone from his life forever. That would fulfill his moral agreement with you and he would replace you within minutes.

However, if you like it here and want to stay, you had better make things right by the next time you see him. Honestly, I don’t think it matters to him. He’s the type of person that if something is causing him discomfort, he will make it go away.”

“I’ll make amends when he comes back. If you could give me a heads up, that would be wonderful.”

“I’ll do my best to warn you when he’s back. Jill, tone down the cleavage when you see him; he’s thirty-six years old, not sixteen. … Oh, by the way I’m doing a real good job at directing his sexual energy. The cleavage won’t work on him.”

“Thanks Marcy, I think I really stuck my foot in it this time.”

“You shoved your foot, shoe and leg; all at the same time. If I can, I’ll warn you when he comes back; happy Halloween!”

“Oh hell; that’s coming up too? I’ll run to the store and buy a few bags of candy. I’ll fix my screw-ups with William.”

“Good luck Jill, you’re going to need it.”

Jill asked the new servers if they had a car, Sam did. She gave him $50, told him to go to the store, get Halloween candy and decorations.  Panicked, she called Nancy and left a voice mail.

“Nancy, it’s mom. William is beyond super pissed off at me. He’s so mad at me; Marcy thinks I’m going to be fired when he gets back from taking Christine for her tests. I got really stupid and asked him for a bonus for some extra work he wanted. He started raising his voice and by the time he was done, I thought I was going to become deaf. Marcy had to get him out of the restaurant before he became physical.

The last time I seen him this mad was when Ricky slapped you around at the resale shop. I don’t know what to do other than apologize and do what I was asked to do. You probably know him better than Marcy does. I hate to ask you this, but I need your help. Please call him and ask him not to fire me. He’ll listen to whatever you say; you stopped him from killing Ricky on the street, you can stop him from firing me.

After all, I am your mother; you owe me for that at least. If we didn’t move here, you would have never met William. You would still be in Jerkwater Missouri looking for a job slinging burgers and fighting off the boys trying to get you in the back of their daddy’s pickup truck with your dress over your head and your panties around your ankles.

I’m sorry, that was uncalled for and wrong. I’m desperate and I don’t know what to do. Please talk to your dad, I did him wrong and I’m sorry. Please help me out of this jam I’m in. I screwed up real bad this time. I love you dear, bye.”

Jill’s next call was to her payroll bookkeeper to get him down here this afternoon to meet with Lori. She went over to Marcy’s store and found Melanie. She begged Melanie to call Lori and have her at the theater after school; reluctantly Melanie agreed. She was concerned that Lori should have her homework finished before coming to the theater, which was William’s request.

Jill’s frenzy did not go unnoticed by Valerie or Marcy. After Jill left, Valerie said; “I thought I was screwed up, that woman has a fire under her ass! The way she’s acting, you would think the world is coming to an end.”

In a sinister voice, Marcy said; “If you’re interested and you can keep a secret, I’ll tell you what happened between her and my William.”

Valerie and Melanie both swore themselves to silence. Marcy gave them every detail about who said what. Both women had almost identical responses. Jaws open and they thought Jill was an idiot. Melanie thinks Bill is too nice of a guy to fire Jill. Valerie thinks Jill is going to be history by dinner time.

The women had a quiet lunch, while they were working in the afternoon, Lori showed up. Melanie told her to see Jill in the restaurant and meet with the payroll bookkeeper. When they are done, come back and they would go home together.

Lori went over, found Jill and the payroll bookkeeper. They went to the office and went over the paperwork that needed to be filled out by the employees and the necessary personnel records that are needed. The whole process took less than thirty minutes.

Everyone left the office and was saying their farewells in front of the restaurant. William had already returned with Christine. They stopped for food on the way back because neither of them had breakfast nor lunch. What Jill did not know was William was in Linda’s and Christine’s apartment talking to Linda about a bed for Michael amongst other things.

“Linda, the third bedroom has plenty of room for a real bed for Michael. I’ll go to the store tomorrow and buy him his own bed. Michael, do you want a racecar bed or a train bed?”

“I want a real bed like mommies only smaller. Her bed is too big for me.”

“We are going to make that room with the desk your very own bedroom. I will buy you a dresser for your clothes and a real toy box.”

“You will? Thanks Uncle Bill!”

“You’re welcome Michael; I need to talk to your mom for a little bit. I’m sure Grandma Smith would like to watch some cartoons with you.”

“Come on Grandma Smith, let’s watch some cartoons.”

“Grandma Smith is going to slap Uncle Bill around one of these days.”

“I love you too Mother Smith.”

Linda and William were alone at the kitchen table; “I’m sure you know about the deal I made Jill for managing the restaurant. I’ll make you the same offer. $2500 a week, I’ll extend the offer to the first of the New Year. After that, your pay will be 50% of the restaurants net profits. Whatever the restaurant makes after expenses, you get half. Are you interested?”

“Wow, I’m speechless by that offer. But you already have Jill as a manager.”

“It’s a long story, if you say yes; Jill is history two minutes later.”

“What could she have done to make you want to fire her? You’re a good guy to work for, I’ve worked in restaurants for many years and I’ve never had a boss anywhere near as good as you are. Anything we want, we ask and you give it to us. I don’t get why you would want to fire her.”

Somberly; “She tried to stick her hand in my wallet and play me for a fool. So what’s your answer?”

“I feel a lot of pressure here. You gave me a really good job as an assistant manager and a place to live. This is a really big and very nice apartment. Fully furnished, safe and really low rent. I could not ask for more. So I’m really afraid to say no to you because I might lose my job and all of this.”

“Thank you for being honest with me; I’ve always been honest with you. Everything is separate with us. Your living here is one deal. Working for me is another deal. Being my manager or not is another deal. None of these things are related to the other. If you quit or was fired tomorrow and went to work for the circus, it would have nothing to do with your living here.

I’m a little disappointed, but life is full of disappointments. If I might ask, why did you refuse my offer?”

“I see the hours Jill puts in to bring the business back and make the place better than ever. I have a son that needs his mother. That’s more important to me than running your restaurant. Sorry, that’s the truth.”

“No need to apologize, I respect you for not giving me a line of bull. Don’t forget your dinner.”

William said goodnight to everyone and went downstairs. To avoid confrontation, he went through the back door of the restaurant and went directly to the office. He found the checkbook and wrote a check for $10,000 payable to Jillian Swenson. In the memo area he wrote; Employee Severance. William left the office, went out the back door and went to Marcy’s kitchen.

“Hello Ladies, I’m back.”	

Greetings were exchanged and idle chit chat about the Prep Kitchen and Emporium are about ready to open. When showing Bill around the stores ended, everyone noticed the check for $10,000 extending out of his shirt pocket. They suddenly became silent, William noticed and asked; “Do either of you two ladies know how to run a restaurant?”

Both women replied with a negative answer.

“Crap, oh well I guess we always can’t get what we want. Ladies, excuse me, I have business to attend to. Marcy, I had a late lunch with your mom. Count me out for dinner tonight. I’ll see you at home later.”

He left the store and walked to the restaurant. He was surprised to see Halloween decorations and a big plastic pumpkin of candy by the front door. Jill greeted him; he did not turn to face her. He stayed a couple of feet way looking at the decorations.

“Hi boss, Marcy reminded me about it being Halloween, so I sent one of the servers to the store to get the decorations and candy. The mission you asked me to do is complete. Lori is all set on the paperwork and legal requirements; it took all of thirty minutes.

Lastly and the most importantly, I am so sorry for my behavior this morning. I was rude and completely out of line asking for a bonus for something that is part of my job. It was the hillbilly part of me that jumped out, I’m sorry. That will never happen again. Out of the goodness of your heart, you gave me this job and the opportunity of a lifetime. I got stupid and greedy; I’m sorry.”

Bill turned, walked over to her and she seen the check.

“I put absolute faith in people. For eighteen years, I had absolute faith in the people I worked with to protect my back. They had absolute faith that I would protect their back. The thought never entered our minds that any of us would stick a knife in each other’s back no matter what. Jill, I would like to think that goes for you and me also.”

She is so nervous, she is sweating and shaking. Her voice squeaked; “Yes it does boss.”

“That is good to hear; I needed to hear that. Now I need you to do something for me. Don’t panic, it’s a tiny little job.”

He reached into his pocket and handed her the check.

“Shred this and change the entry in the checkbook to void. I’ve had a hell of a day, I’m mentally exhausted and I want to go home.”

She replied with tension in her voice; “Thank you for giving me another chance, good night Bill.”

“You sound really tense; you should go home and work off some of that with Randy. By the way, thank you for buttoning your blouse. I remember what they look like and there is too much of a good thing; good night.”

William said goodnight to the staff and walked over to see who was in the theater. He didn’t have his keys, so he knocked on the door. Lori came and let him in.

“Hi Uncle Bill, I’m catching up on some homework while I’m waiting for mom. I know I broke the rule about homework, mom said it was an emergency that I get here after school. I did the employer paperwork thing with Mr. Moody, so I’m finishing my homework now. You didn’t fire Jill did you?”

“I was going to but I didn’t. It’s a long story that should have never happened, it’s over now.”

He proceeded to tell her about Peter Clayton and he needs to be brought up to speed on concession worker hires and the related paperwork. He remembered that he was supposed to call the alarm company and get Pete’s access code into the system. When he picked up his phone, he noticed it was still turned off.

He turned his phone on and while it was starting, he told Lori to finish her homework and be sure she locks up when she’s done. He left and she locked the door behind him. The phone started beeping, he had four un-played messages.

First message was from Peter reminding to add his code to the alarm company access so he wouldn’t set off the alarm when he enters. Second message was from Jill apologizing for this morning. The third message was from Kathy Elliott. Black Creek Solutions is going to underwrite Veterans Free Friday’s at the theater. The corporation will pay for all the veterans and their families.

She wants a couple of 36 inch by 48 inch posters in the lobby windows saying: “Black Creek Solutions salutes all veterans and their families with complementary Friday night movies. All military veterans and their families are free.”

She stated that with all the negative publicity they have had lately, they need to do something to boost the corporate image. She would mail a check to the theater every Monday to cover the tickets. 800 seats at $2.50 each was the number she quoted.

The fourth message was from Nancy; “Hi Dad, Mom called and left me a message begging me to talk to you into not firing her, amongst her other rude comments that were directed at me. That’s not important right now. Marcy called and told me exactly what happened. Are you alright? I know you dad; she put you in a real bad moral dilemma.

You have a way of pouring your faith and trust in people, thinking it will be returned without question or reservation. If they shatter your belief in them, you want to get rid of them. Even in my mom’s case, it was obvious that she had a stupid attack compounded with a brain fart. If you feel the need to fire her, do so. She’s still my psychotic mother and I can deal with her whining about screwing up and getting fired. Remember she is a great restaurant manager, aside from this one time having the stupid hillbilly in her come out.

Please think about what you’re going to do and the repercussions to the business. Whatever you decide, I want you to sleep at night knowing you made the right decision. If you keep her, I think you will have the ultimate employee. If not, you know what’s best. Text me tonight to let me know you’re okay. I love you dad, bye.”

William walked over to Marcy’s stores and surprised everyone; “Melanie, Lori’s over at the theater. Call Brian and you three have dinner on me tonight. Valerie, are you currently seeing anyone or are you going to be intimate with a microwave dinner tonight?”

Valerie replied; “I was going to say that I’m having leftovers for dinner tonight. That is code for scrape off whatever is growing on the bologna and cheese in the refrigerator. Pray that the bread isn’t growing too much penicillin.”

“Hell woman, you’re coming to dinner with Marcy and the rest of us. Melanie, get a hold of Brian. Whatever time he gets here, that’s when dinner is. Tell Lori so she knows. Marcy, could you come outside please?”

The couple went outside and he told her about her mother. The techs took numerous blood and tissue samples. Two bone marrow samples and at least four gynecological exams with tissue samples taken. He asked her to stop in and visit her because she had a tough time of it today. He also told her about keeping Jill, buying Linda’s kid a bed, dresser and toy box.

Melanie came out and said Brian would be here in twenty minutes. They all agreed to meet at the restaurant when Brian arrives. Melanie went back inside to start locking up with Valerie.

Marcy looked in to Bill’s eyes; “You look like you’re exhausted. I can see it in your eyes and in the way you stand.”

“I’m physically fine, mentally I’m toast. Go see your mom; I’ll meet you for dinner.”

Twenty minutes later, everyone was in the restaurant except William. Marcy grabbed her phone and called him. “Where are you? We’re all waiting for you.”

“I’ll be there in two minutes.”

Two minutes later, Bill was entering the restaurant. “I’m sorry everyone for being late. Bruno finished the deck on the roof and I wanted to see what it looks like. It will be wonderful for watching the sunrise. Anyway, Marcy how is your mom doing?”

“Wonderful, I think. When I got there, the TV was playing cartoons; mom had her head back on the sofa passed out. Michael was sound asleep on her lap. Linda said that was the quietest he’s been all day.”

They had their dinners and the Donleavy’s were the first to leave because of Lori’s school requirements. Marcy, Valerie and William all walked out together. Bill asked Marcy to meet him upstairs; he would be there shortly.

“Valerie, walk across the street with me please. I need to stop at the cash station for some cash; I’m down to my last twenty bucks. It would be embarrassing if I couldn’t leave a tip after breakfast tomorrow. By the way, do you have a grocery store near where you live that delivers?”

“Yes, why do you ask? I’m doing fine. I haven’t had the time to shop. You know how it is, new job and getting rid of a boyfriend, time is in short supply.”

Bill punched the keys on the ATM and cash was dispensed. He removed the cash; “Val, you are so full of crap, you lie like a rug! You probably live week to week in a single room occupancy hotel that has a common bathroom at the end of the hall next to a pay phone. You have a tiny college dorm refrigerator, one cooking pot and you cook on a hot plate. Mostly cans of beef stew I would guess.”

She started to tear up and put on a tough face at the same time. She crossed her arms; “Okay mister ‘I see right through people’; so what, you don’t know the half of it. I don’t need or want your handout. Marcy gave me a great job and I will earn my pay; good night!”

“Valerie, take the chip off your shoulder this instant. Soldier to Soldier I have some information for you. First off, I want to tell you about an apartment that’s available for a very reasonable rent. Secondly, I wanted to give you your pay before Marcy has to report it to the government. I asked you about the grocery store so you wouldn’t have to carry too much food, that’s all.”

“This isn’t a handout? Oh I feel like a first class asshole. I guess that chip on my shoulder really weighted me down. I’m sorry for sniping at you. You were right on the living in a SRO. I made up the bologna and cheese stuff. I was hoping you would invite me for dinner and you did.”

“Here’s $500, we can check with Marcy to see what else we owe you. Tomorrow, find Christine; she lives upstairs. Ask her to help you rent her old apartment before someone else gets it. I’ll let Marcy know what’s going on with you; so if you’re late, she doesn’t worry. Are we straight with each other?”

“We’re almost as straight as two ex-soldiers can get; thanks for everything. A quick question; what outfit were you with and what was your pay grade?”

“I was an Airborne Ranger in a Para rescue platoon. I left the Army as an E6, Staff Sergeant. The day I left the Army, I started working for Black Creek Solutions as a mercenary; now I’m here. By the way, what did you mean by ‘you don’t know the half of it’ and ‘almost straight’? What am I missing here?”

Valerie let out a long sigh and started shaking; “If I tell you the truth, you won’t fire me will you?”

“I would not fire you unless you were stealing form me. What’s on your mind, the truth please? This will be between us old soldiers.”

“I used to live in an SRO and I was thrown out. I broke the no visitor’s policy. I snuck in what I thought was a one night stand. The son of a bitch got violent trying to have sex and started slapping the crap out of me. I screamed and scratched his face. The prick called the police and said I attacked him! He called first, so the police believed him. To make matters even worst, there was no sex and I get thrown out of my room!”

“Why did he slap you around and there was no sex? I’m missing something here.”

“He couldn’t get it up, so he blamed me and started slapping me around. I was supposed to go to court for assault charges, but the case was dropped. The son of a bitch is dead. They told me that he was tortured and then executed, along with two of his buddies in the park a few nights ago.”

“Really, I guess there is justice after all. I’m sorry for playing ‘mister knows it all with you’. Anyway, I’ve had a bit of a tough day; go home and follow up with Christine tomorrow if you want your own apartment. It is only a couple of blocks from here. If you need money for a security deposit, let Marcy or me know. Now I would love to stay and talk, but I’m burned out, good night Val.”

“Good night William. Hey soldier, thanks for being a friend when I needed one.”

“You’re welcome soldier, good night.”

 He walked back across the street and up to the apartment.

Marcy asked; “Is everything okay with Valerie?”

Bill’s response was; “She’s fine; I’m fine and your fine. Do you have a few minutes to talk?”

“Of course I do, what’s on your mind?”

Bill told her about Nancy’s phone call, Jill’s phone call, Jill’s apology, Michael’s bed, all the other phone calls and stuff that went on today. A glass of milk and many cookies later, the conversation ended. Bill text messaged Nancy letting her know he is all right. He brushed his teeth and took his pills. Bill walked to the utility room, removed all his clothing and walked back to the bedroom.

“William! The window blinds are open! Someone might see you naked!”

“My naked image will be burned into their retinas forever. They should consider themselves dam lucky that I wasn’t bending over picking something up from the floor. Goodnight dear, the sandman is calling me. No, he’s screaming at me.”

By the time she turned out the lights and got undressed, she thought he was out cold. She climbed into bed and cuddled up next to him. She placed her arm over his chest; it was going up and down with his breathing.

Bill started talking; “I found out that Valerie had a run in with our old friend Ricky; what a small world.”

Marcy replied; “Honey, please don’t mention that animals name again. He got what he deserved. He’s dead and buried; so long to bad rubbish. Now you chilled the mood.”

“Marcy darling, I’m too tired to be in the mood right now. Ah! Your hand is cold!”

“Sorry, I guess you’re really not in the mood now are you?”

“I was almost asleep, that cold hand woke me up and killed any notion of mood I might have had. Now go to sleep, I’ll be in the mood tomorrow.”

“Do you promise?”

“Yes I promise. … Good night my woman filled with passion.”

“I only want what is mine. Goodnight my big hunk of man.”

End of chapter 26 – Dreams Are Never Lost
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 27

It’s early Wednesday morning and William wakes up Marcy in a most pleasant way. Afterwards, Bill went to the shower and brushed his teeth, while Marcy was replacing the bed sheets. She joined him in the shower while he was attempting to shave his head.

“You’re missing half your noggin! At the rate you’re going, you are going to miss half your head and cut off half an ear. Trust me, you can’t wear earrings with half your ear missing, I know.”

Bill kneeled down and lathered his head. Marcy took the disposable razor and started shaving his head; “Turn left, turn right, and move you head forward.” When it was clear she was done; Bill started humming “over the rainbow” while on his knees.

When they noticed they were running out of hot water, they exited the shower; “I don’t need any help drying off mister. Well, not if we want to get anything done today that is. Now go brush your teeth again.”

“Oh my, I better brush my teeth and get dressed before you demand a repeat performance.”

“Not a chance big boy, I’m spent. Well for now that is.”

They dressed and went to breakfast. The couple stopped by Jill at the hostess stand. William asked if everyone was here that was working yesterday morning. Jill replied that everyone was there. He called everyone to the front of the restaurant and apologized for his outburst yesterday morning.

“Jill, I am sorry for raising my voice and getting angry at you; I was completely out of line. I want to apologize to everyone for my childish outburst of bad behavior. It was a misunderstanding that should have been handled in the office, not on the floor of our workplace. None of you will ever see that behavior again.”

Bill went to each employee and apologized. After he apologized personally to everyone, the couple sat down at their favorite booth for breakfast. The conversation was where Marcy bought the furniture for the apartments so Bill could buy matching a bed and dresser for Linda’s child.

Bill reminded Marcy to get in contact with Susan so she can do the pictures for the Dream Prep Kitchen advertising brochure and see if she is interested in doing the wedding photos also.

“Bill, you forgot to see what’s in the Swiss Bank account from the King.”

“I didn’t forget dear, I’ve been very busy and honestly, I’ll get to it later.”

“Why are you waiting? There could be a ton of money in there! We could be rich!”

“We are rich darling; we have each other. We own this building outright. We have or will have several thriving business. We also have a lot of good friends and trustworthy acquaintances. I gave up eighteen years; half of my life to retire when I’m thirty-six. Now I must admit this is not what I had in mind for retirement.”

“What did you have in mind for retirement? Sit around and watch TV and collect rent checks?”

“To be completely honest, I didn’t have a plan until the day I was injured. For my birthday, I received a video e-mail from my sister telling me she bought me this building with my money. I would be living here in one of the two apartments. I had breakfast with the King. Went out on bodyguard duty and wound up with a machete in my head.

I’m sure the idea passed through my mind that I would come home, live in one apartment, collect the rent checks and live happily ever after. Between the money in the bank and the rents, I could live very well for the rest of my days.”

“Wow; that idea changed real fast. You met that little blonde girl in the hospital and that started the ball rolling didn’t it?”

“I thought I was going to spend the rest of my life crippled in a wheel chair. Then I lost my mother and I fell into a deep and dark depression. She approached me with honesty and sincerity. To make a long story short, Nancy had seen my naked soul, climbed right in and pulled me back to reality.

Over the next few days, we developed a friendship that will last forever. When she told me what an asshole Nick was, that really pissed me off. She told me how he bitched at you for giving her a sandwich for me. I didn’t know it was you at the time. Nancy told me how Nick was going to screw everyone out of a job. That set me on a mission to buy the place, mainly to help all of Nancy’s friends and stab Nick in the back.”

“Okay, that makes some kind of weird sense; but what about my situation? You didn’t know me; I heard you thought I was some nut job that is scared of people. Why did you help me with my dreams?”

“That’s so easy; you tried to help me with a pulled pork sandwich. Not knowing anything about me, you went on Nancy’s word and gave her clothes for me. You gave her an advance on her pay so she could buy me underwear. I figured anyone with a heart like that; I must invest in their dreams.”

“That was investing several hundred thousands of dollars in a woman whom you never even seen her face or had a long conversation with. That was a really big leap of faith to say the least.”

“Nancy told me you were a real good person that had a few bad breaks. She also told me I could trust you.”

“So you thought of me as a good investment? Thank you, I think.”

“You’re welcome, I guess. The real answer is no. I thought that you were an honest person that needed a break. I was making decisions by my gut feelings and Nancy’s advice. She told me about you and you seemed like a good person. So I invested in your ideas; besides, you tried to get me dinner when I really needed it.”

“You really need Nancy as your CFO. The way you’re going, we’re going to be broke!”

“Please don’t be so dramatic. The rent will start coming in on January 1st. If you ever get the Cooks Dream Emporium open, that will be a revenue source. The year you get the ‘Dreams Prep Kitchen’ open for business that will be another revenue source. So what’s to worry about?”

“I get the hint; get the businesses open and start making money.”

“Let’s get them open is all I want. I don’t expect you to make a profit on day one. I want you to get the businesses up and running; you can adjust the business plans to turn profits over time. I would have thought that you wouldn’t want to miss out on the holiday seasons business.”

Marcy’s eyes widened with surprise; “Oh no; Thanksgiving dinners and Christmas shopping. Oh crap, they slipped my mind! I’ve got to get a point of sale computer and cash register system installed! Honey, I need to go and get some work done. Love you bye!”

Marcy left the booth like a woman on a mission. William paid the check and apologized to Jill one more time for his behavior. She accepted and apologized for starting the whole thing in the first place. Bill left the restaurant and went over to Christine’s apartment. Linda was getting Michael ready for school. He asked Chris how she was feeling this morning.

“I’m as sore as hell to be honest with you. I think they removed a half a pound of tissue samples from me yesterday, along with a quart of blood. I called and talked with Jill while you and Marcy were having breakfast. I’m taking off a few days; after yesterday, I can hardly walk. I’d never make it for several hours on my feet. While you’re here, could you look over that stack of paperwork? I was signing so many documents yesterday; I could have willed my body to science and not known about it.”

“I’m not a lawyer; I’ll see what I can come up with for you. I’ll call over there and find out what the bottom line is.”

From the other room he heard Linda’s voice; “Let’s ask Uncle Bill if he could pick you up from school. Uncle Bill, we need a favor please.”

“What favor can Uncle Bill do for my new young friend Michael?”

“Uncle Bill, there are some older kids at school that pick on me after school. If mom is late, they pick on me and knock me down. Could you come and get me if mom is late?”

“Don’t the teachers stick up and protect you?”

“No. They yell ‘stop that’ and go back inside.”

“Hum, Uncle Bill is going to take you to school this morning with Mommy. That way the school knows I’m Uncle Bill and it’s okay for me to bring you home. I think I’ll also have a talk with the people that run that school.”

“Thanks Uncle Bill!”

“Ah William, I’m not sure this is a real good idea. As a matter of fact, I think this is a really bad idea. I heard about yesterday’s incident with Jill. From what I heard, it was a dam good thing Marcy was there to get you away.”

“Oh Linda, that’s all water under the bridge. I promise to be ‘The Perfect Uncle Bill’ while my young friend Michael is around. Besides, you’re going to be there. What could possibly go wrong?”

After a few more minutes of conversation, Linda, Michael and William walked to the school. They went in the office and signed William as a guardian to pick up Michael from school. Linda also changed her address at the school. Michael went to his school room and William asked to see the administrator. That’s when the conversation became ugly and Linda wanted to crawl into a hole. William tried to be a gentleman and work this out in a civil fashion, but that failed.

“Miss Administrator, my little friend Michael tells me he is being picked on by some of the school bullies. This will stop and it will stop today because you are going to make it stop. Do I make myself clear?”

“Mister Cann, what happens outside these school doors does not concern me or the staff in the slightest. Boys will be boys and by what authority do you have the nerve to threaten me? I am the administrator of this school and what I say goes.”

“William we should go now so I can get to work.”

“Linda, work is going to be fine; nothing is going to happen to you. Ms. Nagoya, I do not make threats, only promises. We can accomplish this in one of two ways. Way number one; I’m your worst nightmare. I have direct access to the Internal Revenue Service. I could have you and your staff audited every year for the rest of your life. This is not my first choice.

Way number two; I’m your schools best friend. I read the news about the short fall of school funding and how teachers are picking up the difference for school supplies. There is a mega office supply store a few blocks from here. What I would like to do is give you a $1000 gift card, compliments of the Parkway Theater Building Management LLC to help your staff buy needed supplies. Ms. Nagoya, which way are we going to solve this problem?”

“Mr. Cann, despite your outward appearance, it is clear you are a man of experience and common sense. I feel very strongly that this issue could be resolved by the end of the day. Would that satisfy your requirements?”

“Yes it would indeed. As a matter of fact, allow me to make a quick phone call to the office supply store.”

William took out his phone and called the office supply store.

“Hello, is the General Manager in this morning? … Good morning Christopher, William Cann here. Chris, within the next day or two a Ms. Nagoya is coming over for some school supplies. She will show you her school identification. Give her a $1000 products gift card and charge it to my account. … N A G O Y A like the city in Japan. … Thanks Chris, bye.

William said in Japanese; “I am a man of my word and my word is my bond. Good bye Ms. Nagoya.”

She responded with; “I barely understand Japanese but thank you Mr. Cann. By the way, how did you learn to speak Japanese and why would you know about the city of Nagoya in Japan?”

“My parents were from Japan. Every day one parent spoke only English and the other spoke only Japanese. I have some very distant relatives in Nagoya. I hope that answers your questions.”

“You don’t look Japanese in the slightest. I didn’t know there were any Caucasians nationals from Japan.”

“My parents were Asian, born and raised in Japan. They came here for college, met each other and became naturalized citizens. They married and found me on the doorsteps of the Cann Street Asian church. They had the wisdom not to name me with the family name of Takahashi.”

“Oh my, I know who you are! I remember you when you were becoming school age. Your parents were considered social outcasts because of you. How dare they bring a Caucasian child to Japanese social functions? I was a teenager at the time; I remember the old stuck-up bitches mumbling ‘how dare they bring in that bastard Caucasian child to our events’. Your dad talked to the other men and they didn’t seem to really care.

The women, oh my god; they raised hell with your mother. I remember you were playing with the other kids and your mom refused to be exiled from the social gatherings. Your family suddenly stopped attending Japanese functions. I asked my mom what happened and she said that several of the women confronted your parents about not being pure Nippon. Your mom insisted that you were no different than if you came from her womb.

They told your parents they are welcome in the community only without you. You were contaminating the Japanese community. Only your sister would be welcome, not you. Your parents were outraged and I never seen them again. I heard that only a few members of the community remained friends with your parents. They were some really stuffy old bitches back then.”

“It didn’t do me much good either. I vaguely remember the confrontations and the mothers stopping their children from playing with me. I remember having to sit in the back of the room with my parents at social functions. Dad died of a heart attack a few years ago and mom died from breast cancer last month.

Because of what you told me, that explains why there were so few Asians at the funeral. I need to leave now; if I can be of any help at all, please call me. I own the Parkway Theater and the Parkway restaurant. If I can help you with fund raising, donations, school movie night, whatever; call me.”

William gave her several of his business cards and everyone said their goodbyes. Linda and William walked out of the school and started heading back to the Theater Building.

Linda was the first to speak; “You would really do that? Call the IRS?”

“I would in a heartbeat. There are several ways to persuade people. One way is by force, beat them until they submit. It works, but a lot of energy is used. The other way is to convince them it would be in their best interest to go along with you. You get more bees with honey than vinegar.”

“I think I got it. You can be someone’s best friend or their worst enemy.”

“My young friend Linda, you learn very fast. Can I ask you a very personal question?”

“Anything boss. You took care of my son’s bully problem, gave me a raise, cut my rent in half and you haven’t hit on me. Please ask away.”

“For no real reason, are you from a mixed marriage?”

“My mom is light skinned African American, my dad is Caucasian. I got knocked up prom night. The father of my child is Caucasian. Does that help you in your judgment of me?”

“Hold on a minute Linda, I was wondering a little bit about your background is all. I only wanted to know a little bit about you. I see you all the time with this really nice deep tan and I was wondering that’s all. I’m a man that sees a very pretty young lady working for me and I was curious.”

“I’m sorry boss; I guess I get a little punchy is all. Being biracial, sometimes I’m shunned by both sides. To African Americans, I’m not black enough. To Caucasians, I’m not white enough. Now I’m single, with a child and fat.”

“Dam woman, don’t hold back, tell me how you really feel! I’m sorry I asked. I don’t care if you’re an alien from Mars. Let’s talk about Michael; it’s easier on my nerves.”

The two chatted about Michael on the way back to the Theater Building. Linda went to start her shift in the restaurant; William stopped in and picked up two cups of coffee to go. He went back to Christine’s apartment and started looking through the pile of documents. After a couple of hours and multiple trips to the bathroom, he asked Chris to come into the kitchen.

“Here’s what I was able to decipher. Ninety percent of this concerns Zocalo’s ownership of the treatment. You can’t run to another drug company and give them samples of your blood or anything else that might compromise their patents. It would be against federal law to pay you to be experimented on; they will compensate you for your travel expenses and your time for these studies.”

“Oh that’s wonderful. I’ve been cut, scraped and turned into a pin cushion. I was in stirrups with so many people examining me for so long, I thought there was a movie playing inside or they were looking for the Holy Grail. So I’m going to get two dollars for bus fare a visit?”

“Hahaha, you have a great sense of humor. You’re going to love this. Your compensation for travel and time is $2500 per session. The only drawback is you must be available within a 24 hour notice.”

They chatted about what to do with the money and she asked if Bill would come with her for her treatments. He agreed and went to his office to surf the internet. He no sooner sat down and his cell phone rang. It was his sister calling to inform him of his obligations for Homeland Security.

She gave him his government e-mail address and told him that he needs to listen to some Arabic phone calls that were intercepted. She complained to him about not telling her about the wedding.

“Sis, you should get the invitation in the mail today. The first Saturday after the New Year and it will be casual dress. By the way, I have to contact the State Department. I’m going to ask the King of Choam to marry Marcy and me in the Choam embassy on December 1st. The King is going to be there.”

“We learned about your dual citizenship, congratulations. But why get married twice?”

“Marcy’s mom is going to get a highly experimental cancer treatment. It may do nothing; it may kill her, cure her or anything in between. I was about to contact the Choam embassy to get word to the King about my request. I figure he could do it before or after the embassy dedication.”

“Big Brother, you don’t think small; I’ll say that for you. Anyway, listen to those files. You will see instructions on the site for what to do. It shouldn’t take more than a couple of hours a day at most.”

“Thanks sis, this is what I really needed; another job.”

“Oh you’ll love it. It’s all recordings of women’s phone conversations. The intelligence community thinks they may be forming a new type of code. Since you’re non-Muslim, they trust you more than some of their own people.”

“Wonderful, I get to listen to women bitching about the price of hummus.”

“Get over it already. One last thing if you don’t mind. I read our home town newspaper online. I read about that asshole you had the confrontation with in front of the resale shop and about his two buddies. I also read the police report that went to the FBI. I found it interesting that there was absolutely no physical evidence recovered, other than the slugs in the bodies.”

“Yeah Sis, that was a terrible tragedy to the community. Two thugs and a worthless piece of crap punk get executed in a park. I was shocked and dismayed by the brutality of the crimes. But the community is now a safer place now that they are gone.”

“Bill, you are so full of it I can’t stand it!”

“Sis, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Speaking hypothetically here for a moment; why would someone shoot the two thugs running away and then in the back of the head?”

“Speaking hypothetically? If they were running away, they needed to be stopped before they got away, and then executed.”

“Still speaking hypothetically here, according to the report, Ricky was shot in the back and both knees. While he was still alive, he was beaten, mutilated and shot twice in the head. Whoever did that was really pissed off at him. My guess his friends were in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

“Here’s my guess as to what went down. Ricky threatened some guy with kidnapping him, his daughter and future wife. He and his buddies were going to gang rape the daughter and future wife in front of this man. Then they were going to kill all three of them.

I think that their plan was cut short before it could be carried out. I would also guess that Ricky was begging for his life while the man made sure he clearly understood the error of his ways. That’s why he got two in the forehead.”

“William, you’re not in Choam anymore. You have so many people relying on you now, don’t get stupid. I don’t know what to say anymore.”

“Goodbye for now little sister. I’ll see you over the Christmas holidays and at the wedding.”

“So long for now big brother, I’m not sure about Christmas, definitely for the wedding; bye.”

Bill went downstairs and told Marcy of his plans; she agreed completely. She told him to tell her mother and make the flight reservations. William went upstairs again to tell Christine his plans about an early marriage. She loved the idea in case she’s not around for the big wedding.

While they were talking, Bill’s phone rang; it was Zocalo Pharmaceuticals. The FDA will grant the experimental treatments from December 1st through the 31st. The FDA wants to review the experimental test results before authorizing more treatments. Christine was thrilled and frightened at the same time.

“When we come back from the Choam wedding, I’ll go for the treatments. They’ll either kill me or cure me.”

“The treatment may do nothing at all. Let me know what day you want to go and we’ll go. I’m going back to the office and try to get some work done. I was reminded that I have some obligations to fulfill, bye Chris.”

“Thanks for everything, I mean it. Thank you for everything, Marcy hasn’t been this happy in years. Thank you for getting me away from Duane and into a new home. Thank you for”

“Chris stop; I did everything because I thought it was the right thing to do. I’m not looking for gratitude; I’m in search of a life. I’m searching for my own life to be honest with you. I’m glad I can share and help people along the way. Chris, I love your daughter more than life itself. I really can’t explain it better than that. Enough said; I need to leave before my manly image gets destroyed by tears. See you later Chris.”

“William, your manly image is safe with me.”

William went back to the office again, called the Choam Consulate and met with total resistance. Now pissed off, he called his friend Al in Choam.

“Al, this is Bill. … Yeah I’m fine. It was only a scratch. I need a favor. … I’m trying to get through to the King and the assholes at the Consulate won’t let me through. That’s not really important right now. I need to talk with Dara; I don’t want to bother the King with my request for a favor.”

“Bill, the King is here right now. He’s reading a biography about The Duke, here he is.”

In the background Bill heard Al’s voice telling the King “Cowboy Bill” is on the phone. In Arabic, the King was thrilled that Bill called. He also wanted to know if Bill was coming to the Embassy dedication. Bill told him that he would be there and he needed a favor.

“I will grant you any favor you could ask. Did I send you enough money in that bank account? I will call the Minister of finance right now and have that dog double what he sent you.”

“No my King, it’s not that at all. Thank you for your generosity; I am humbled by your kindness. What I need my King is for you to preside over my wedding. My bride’s mother may not be alive for our civil marriage in January. I want her to see her daughter get married in case she doesn’t survive the cancer treatments.”

King Aniq was relaying William’s request to someone in the room. Then dead silence on the phone for almost a full minute. There was talking in Arabic with least one female voice voicing opposition. King shouted “stop talking; we are going to do this for William. Start preparing for the trip to America and include William’s wedding.”

“If I offended you my King, I am sorry; I should not have asked you for something as trivial as this.”

“William, I will do as you request under the following conditions: I want to meet this woman that you will call your wife and I also want to meet your adopted daughter. I know about them and they must be very special to you. I will see for the Embassy for the dedication and your wedding.”

The King handed the phone back to Al; they talked about what was happening December 1st. Al told Bill that he would have Dara make all the arrangements with the different Ministers and firm up the time table. Bill asked what the arguing was about while he was waiting.

“It was the Kings wife, she wanted to go to your wedding and the King did not want her to go. She won the argument. She told him he could sleep in the camel stalls if she couldn’t go. He told her that they didn’t have any camel stalls. She yelled back ‘then get some!’ She’s looking forward to seeing you again and meeting your family.”

They talked for a few more minutes and exchanged e-mail addresses. After the conversation ended, Bill sent a text message to Nancy telling her about the marriage in the Choam Embassy. He logged on to his government website and started listening to the audio files.

After a couple of hours of listening to Arab women talking nonsense, Bill was about ready for a break. That’s when the doorbell rang. Down the stairs he went and seen Susan Braden at the front door of the office.

“Hi Bill, you really need to get an intercom system and a buzzer; it would save you a lot of steps. May I come in and talk business for a while? I’m not here to hit on you, this is a business call.”

“Come on in Sue, I’m sorry for being a little out of it. I can’t tell you exactly what or why, but I’ve been listening to a couple of hours of Arabic nonsense. My brain is a little numb right now; I really welcome your visit.”

They returned to Bill’s office, talked about Marcy’s promotional brochure and the wedding photos. She agreed to do both of them. During the conversation about the promotional brochure, she told Bill that Marcy came up with the idea of a mother daughter preparing meals. She could shoot Marcy from the side, not exposing her facial damage. Marcy also did not want to pay for a professional model.

“Come around the movie theater this weekend. I have this 16 year old kid that is absolutely gorgeous. The theater managers name is ‘Lori’, ask her to see Tiffany. She knows she’s good looking, she comes off with an attitude, but she’s alright. Just a little bitchy if you know what I mean.”

“What if I decide want to use her for a model?”

“Get everything ready for your photo shoot. Arrange for one or both of her parents to be present at the shoot. Tell her you’ll pay her $50 an hour. Minimum two hours pay.”

“Thank you for spending my money and telling me how to run my business.”

“Sue, I’ll pay Tiffany’s salary. Add it to your bill and I will take care of it.”

The two continued their conversation about business and the upcoming wedding. After the negotiations and details were worked out, Bill escorted Susan to the front door.

On her way out the door, Susan floored Bill with; “Marcy is a very lucky woman to have you. … I shouldn’t say this, when I first hit on you, it was because of what you were; a very wealthy and unattached man. There were no romantic feelings involved; I was looking for a secure future that you could provide. Now that I’ve known you for some time, I really like you. I really hope that you consider me a friend.”

“Susan, if it was a different time and place, I don’t know what would happen between us. Thank you for your honestly and candor. Marcy and I have over eighteen years of indirect history. I fell in love with her in my senior year in high school; I never stopped loving her for a minute.”

“She told me what she did to you and how it really screwed up her life. You do realize she loves you with every fiber in her soul don’t you?”

“Yes and the feelings are mutual. Susan, go now before one of us says something that we will both regret.”

Susan left and went on her way. Bill went over to Marcy’s and invited the women for lunch. He filled Marcy in on all the events of the day. After lunch, he went over to Christine’s apartment and filled her in on the early first marriage.

The rest of the day was spent arranging for a door buzzer to be installed, closed circuit television and an intercom installed so the offices can see and talk to anyone at the front door. Once that was done, he finished listening to more hours of Arabic telephone conversations.

Around 4 O’clock, Bill locked up the office and went back to the apartment. He retrieved one of Marcy’s sweat suites, one of his and placed them in a plastic shopping bag. William found new athletic shoes for each of them. He removed them from their boxes and put them in a plastic bag. He retrieved the three fitness center membership cards and off he went to meet Marcy before she could leave her stores.

Bill entered the store; “Hello ladies; another end to another glorious day.”

It must have taken all of five seconds to realize the ladies were stressed out. They told him that the point of sale and inventory computer system will be installed tomorrow or Friday. Now they are down to the final finishing touches of getting ready and they are stressed out real bad. Melanie went home a little early.

Bill had an idea for helping out Valerie. “Wait here, I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

He rang the doorbell to Christine’s apartment and Linda came down to answer the door.

“Hello William, come on up. I need to tell you what happened this afternoon at the school.”

While they were walking up the stairway; “I went to pick up Michael and I was a couple of minutes late. Michael came out and the bullies started towards him. Before they could get within twenty feet of him, I heard this yelling. It was their parents screaming at them; saying that they didn’t want them thrown out of school and they didn’t want the IRS on their backs.”

“Hahaha that’s wonderful! I’m glad it worked out so well. That whole situation was crap from the get go. If you will excuse me, I need to talk to Christine for a moment.”

“Hi Bill, and yes I feel much better than I did this morning. What can I do for you?”

“Do you have a pair of sweat pants and shirt I can borrow? I want to take Marcy and her employee Valerie to the fitness center. Valerie doesn’t have a sweat suit available.”

Chris walked into the bedroom and a few moments later walked out with a charcoal colored sweat suit.

“I haven’t worn this in a couple of years. She can keep it because I lost so much weight, my clothes don’t fit anymore.”

“Thanks Chris, so long ladies.”

William went back downstairs and told the ladies that he has fitness center memberships. He convinced them to go for a thirty minute stress reduction workout with him. Reluctantly they agreed and loaded into Marcy’s car.

The greeter at the fitness center had a name tag that read; “Billy Ray Collins”. This guy had the personality of a slug. He pointed them to the locker and shower rooms. He was gawking at Valerie in-between shooting Marcy looks of disgust.

The trio went and changed into their sweat suites. Marcy went on one of the stair climbers, Valerie went to the stationary bicycles and Bill walked the indoor jogging track. It was a small fitness center by anyone’s standards. The place consisted of six bicycles, six stair climbers, two tread mills, four weight resistance machines and a very large free weight section. The walking/running track wrapped around the room.

They stayed there for about 30 minutes or so. After they showered, Marcy and Bill gave Valerie a ride to her apartment. Valerie told Marcy and Bill that she is moving into Christine’s old apartment this weekend. She has very little to move, the landlord want’s to decorate it first. She also told them Christine gave her all the furniture, linens and everything in the place.

After Valerie had left the car, they drove to the restaurant and parked behind her stores. That evening over dinner, they discussed the opening of the new businesses within the next few days. Marcy asked about the December marriage and reminded Bill to get tickets for the flight. After dinner, they retired to their apartment turned on the TV and before very long; the TV was watching them sleep.

They woke up around midnight to an infomercial. Off went the TV; Bill took his medications and they went to bed. That’s when Marcy wanted to talk.

“How did your meeting with Susan go this afternoon?”

“It went fine dear. We discussed your brochure and the wedding.”

“Is that all?”

William thought and chose his words very carefully; “We also discussed the fact that she has not been with a man for quite some time. I thought she could come by on even numbered days and I would service her needs while you are busy with your stores. It wouldn’t be personal, only for sex.”

Bill felt a chill in the room; she was pissed!

“I’m kidding my love. She is a beautiful and very desirable woman for some lucky guy out there. I’m the real lucky one. I have a goddess in the form of the most beautiful woman in the world next to me. Now let me get some sleep please.”

Marcy continued; “Did you know Susan’s only had a couple of partners her entire life?”

“No dear and I honestly don’t care. I want to get some sleep and so do you.”

“She is so afraid of getting pregnant, losing her figure or getting some disease; she hasn’t had a man in quite some time. I thought she might think of you as ‘safe’.”

“That is information I really didn’t need to know. They make battery operated devices for women like Susan. She’s our age, so I think she’s figured it out by now. As for her getting pregnant, I wish her future mate all the luck in the world. He better be stronger willed than her.”

“If I were to die, would you have Susan move in and take my place?”

“Marcy, you’re going to make me crazy. No! Now go to sleep.”

“Valerie’s a couple of years younger than me. She’s kind of attractive, single and very physically fit.”

Bill had enough, out of their bed and into Nancy’s room he went. A few moments later, Marcy was crawling into bed next to him. A couple of moments after that, Bill said; “Don’t move your hand down any further.”

“Why honey? I thought you would like that right about now.”

“Your hands are like ice and I don’t need your hand down there. I love only you; now get some sleep.”

“I would crawl inside and become one with you if I could. Just like those science fiction movies.”

“I’m not sure I would like that. I couldn’t gaze upon your beauty; I couldn’t hold you, kiss you and feel the warmth and texture of your skin. Not to mention our sex life would suffer.”

“Is that all you men think about is sex?”

“Men don’t think about sex all the time; we want to be held and cuddled. We like to have sweet nothings whispered in our ear. By the way, those new black jeans I bought; do then make my butt look big?”

“Bill, you’re so full of crap, I love you anyway. Goodnight dear.”

“I told your mom today that I love you more than life itself. I thought that I was madly in love with you when we were teenagers. That was puppy love compared to how I feel about you right now. I love you Marcy L. Smith, goodnight and sweet dreams.”

“I love you too Mr. Cann. … Marcy L. Cann; I like the sound of that. Goodnight dear.”
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 28

Friday morning was the natural course of events. During breakfast, Marcy was bubbling with excitement. Her point of sale and inventory computer system is to be installed today along with the Dreams Prep Kitchen computer recipe system.

Because the weather was cool, wet and nasty, Bill drove Marcy’s car to the fitness center. There was some short fat redneck behind the counter wearing a name badge that read; Joe Bob. Bill thought to himself; “Wow, a fitness center with a 350 pound redneck behind the counter.”

Joe Bob welcomed him with; “What’s yawl want?”

“Here is my membership card. What happened to the young lady that sold me the membership? When I stopped by the other day, her smiling face was here.”

“That was Brandy, she works part time. You can go in now.”

“Thank you.”

Bill went inside and thought to himself; “What a piece of work. Where the hell did the owner find something like that? He’s a real people person; not.”

Bill changed into his sweats and walked the track for almost an hour. Showered and changed back into his street clothes. On his way out, he didn’t notice his bandanna was in his bag and not on his head. Walking past Joe Bob, he heard; “Holy crap! If I had a head like that, I would keep it covered so I don’t scare people; hehehehe.”

William reached up and felt skin! Set his shopping bag down and found his bandanna. He placed it on his head and looked Joe Bob right in the eyes.

“There, is it on straight?”

“Yeah I guess so. You really should keep that on so you don’t scare the members.”

"Joe Bob, can I call you Joe Bob? Never mind, that was a rhetorical question because that's your name. If I had a body like yours, I would be wearing a thawb."

"What the hell is a thawb? And why should I be wearing one?"

"A thawb looks like a robe.  It’s the traditional Arab dress for men."

"Well mister man of the world, why would I want to wear that and look like an A-rab?"

William picked up his plastic shopping bag and walked to the door. He turned; "It would camouflage your massive circumference."

“What’s that supposed to mean college boy?”

“Joe Bob; have another jelly donut.”

Out the door he went, drove back to the theater building and to his office in particular. While he was gone, Christine had let in the security people in to install the door buzzer, intercom and cameras. Since they were working, William went to the restaurant and picked up three coffees to go. He also grabbed stir sticks, creamers, sugar packets and went back to the office. The security installers went over what was being installed while drinking their fresh coffees.

The intercom system will allow the offices to communicate with each other and to the front and back doors. They are also installing a closed circuit television system with monitors in all the offices. That way the people in the offices can see who’s at the front and back doors. Installers also talked Bill into installing other security cameras.

Because the way the upstairs is configured, one camera will be at the top of the front stairs looking down towards the front door. Another camera will be looking down the back staircase towards the back door. There will be one camera at each end of the hallway. Unless someone is in one of the offices, they will be on camera and being recorded. The entire system is motion activated.

Bill called Valerie and stopped by her place. He picked her up on the way to the hospital. The psychological roundtable meeting was uneventful. It was the usual chit chat and whining. After the meeting, William walked over to Peter.

“Hi Pete, how’s it going with the theater business?”

“Hello Bill, it’s going okay. I’ve turned down several offers so far. There were several children’s beauty contests and a couple of children acting auditions. I also turned down a teenage modeling contest. Whether it’s a scam or not, I feel we need to avoid those types of things. That is not the type of image we want to portray.”

“I agree with you completely. Is there anything on the horizon?”

“Yes, there are a couple of local drama companies that are looking for a place to hold productions. They’ll be starting the week after next. Some old rock group wants to rent the place for three nights. It seems that one of the band members was in the theater last week to see one of your old movies and loved the theater.”

“That’s wonderful news Pete. I’m going to have a theater full of head bangers banging on the drums all hours of the night.”

“They’re the Dan L’s band; two guys and three women. They want to do an acoustic session in the theater with a limited audience. They need three days; one for set up, one for rehearsal and one for recording the show for television and the cleanup.”

“Well that really is good news, when do they want the theater?”

“They want the theater January 16 through the 18 of next year.”

“How much are you charging them?”

“I told them $4800 a day. They cannot attach anything to the theater or damage anything. Any props, sound equipment and lighting must be on scaffolding or some other non-invasive method. That should make us some money. The best part is they paid in advance. I found some blank contracts at the office supply store. All I had to do was fill in the blanks. The signed contract along with the check is in my desk at the theater office.”

“You’re the right man for the job Pete. Don’t forget as an employee, you get a free meal every day. Jill isn’t giving you any crap is she?”

“That’s the blond manager with the huge chest; no she was quite pleasant after Christine told her I was working for you.”

“Good to hear everything is working out for the both of us. Take care Pete and keep in touch. Oh by the way, keep Nancy informed of what you’re doing with the theater from a money standpoint. One last thing, try to stop by the theater over the weekend and introduce yourself to Lori. She’s the movies manager. You can’t miss her; she’s almost six feet tall and skinny as a rail.”

“I’ll do that Bill. Thanks again for the opportunity.”

“Well, until we meet again; goodbye Pete.”

William gave Valerie a ride to the theater building. When they returned, Bill noticed the posters arrived for the free veterans Friday nights and Lori placed them in the front windows of the theater. William let himself into the theater where he found Lori in the office doing her homework.

“You know you’re bending the homework rules don’t you?”

“I know Uncle Bill, there’s going to be a teachers meeting this afternoon. We were let out school real early, so I came here to do my homework in peace and quiet.”

“I can take a hint. You can stay and do your homework in peace and quiet. One thing, since your mom quit the theater, did you replace her and get more help for tonight and the weekend?”

“You can stay Uncle Bill, I don’t mind. I have two more people starting tonight; Abbey Wood and her brother Allen. They want to work weekends also, so we are covered.”

“Glad to hear that. Sometime this weekend, two different people will be stopping by. A totally gorgeous woman by the name of Susan Braden is going to be looking for Tiffany. Let them borrow your office so they can talk. Susan may use Tiffany as a model.

The second person that is stopping by is your counterpart for the live theater. His name is Peter Clayton. He may be in a wheelchair, he may be on crutches, or he may have his prosthetic leg on. Then he’ll be walking with two canes. I see the panic in your eyes, those pretty young eyes tell stories young Lori.”

“I don’t know what to say about that other than I’m a little scared about that man.”

“Don’t worry, he won’t hit on you or the others; he’s gay. I also told him not to screw with your desk or decorate the office without your approval. That’s it; I’m leaving so you can run your theater. Goodbye manager Lori Donleavy.”

“Goodbye Uncle Bill.”

Bored, William walked over to the restaurant and asked Jill if she needed help with anything. Jill gave him this odd questioning look on her face; “No, but I do have an idea for you. Why don’t you go downstairs and clean up the basement. We can sure use the storage space and it will keep you busy.”

He went downstairs and it was a mess. There were boxes of old flooring tiles from decades ago. There were broken tables, chairs and various broken food preparation equipment. It wasn’t until he found almost twenty worn out brooms and mops; he started mumbling to himself.

“That asshole never threw anything away! What the hell was he thinking? A worn out broom and a broken mop are worthless; out they go.”

Trip after trip, Bill made many climbs upstairs and out to the dumpster. During one of his trips, Jill asked him if he wanted lunch. He stopped long enough for a sandwich and a glass of milk.

“Jill, if Marcy or the ladies stop by for lunch, tell them I’m busy and I’ll see them later.”

There was so much stuff to be removed, by the time he was done, he was exhausted. It was 2:30 in the afternoon; Carmen and Jill came downstairs to see what the basement looked like without all the junk. The smiles on Jill and Carmen’s faces should have given Bill a hint as to what was about to happen.

Carmen was first to speak; “We can get the basement painted, get a three tub sink installed, a couple of tables, some lights and we have a new food prep area! Oh William, thank you. How did you know that I needed the room? It is so hard to prep and cook in that kitchen; you’re a genius William!”

Jill’s response was; “Do you want me to call Bruno and have him get started on this?”

Bill was somewhat frustrated when he replied; “Yes, call Bruno and the equipment people. Get your squeeze Randy involved also. Let’s do this right so we keep the health department happy. Remember Miss Swenson, December 1st you go off salary. You have an open checkbook until then.”

“I remember Mister Cann and to tell you the truth it scares the hell out of me.”

“Good, it should. Now run my restaurant like your paycheck depends on it; because it will.”

They had some more idle chatter about what things are going where and so on. They all went upstairs and Carmen left for home after telling Jorge about the new prep area that is coming. Jill went to the office to call Randy and Bruno. Bill went upstairs to the apartment to wash up.

Shortly after washing up, Nancy came home with a load of laundry. She commented to Bill that she was surprised that he and Marcy were not playing the part of consenting adults this afternoon.

“I took my meds last night and this morning. Marcy and I can hold off entertaining each other for a couple of days. Besides, I’m so dam happy your home, my sex life can wait.”

He explained he purchased three memberships to the fitness center. They talked about the Choam embassy wedding, school and everything else that has been going on. He invited Nancy to go to the fitness center, but she declined.

“Dad, I’m burned out and tired. I would like to lie down for a while.”

“Go ahead and crash for a while. I’ll take the ladies to the fitness center. We can go out for dinner and a movie afterwards.”

“Dad, I’ll pass on the old war movie. I see ‘Sergeant York’ on the theater marquee for tonight.”

“I’ll come and get you for dinner between 4:30 and five o’clock.”

“Dad, while you’re out and about over the next couple of days, pickup more tee shirts. That way I can take your worn tee shirts to school with me. Maybe they will help me sleep.”

“Consider it done. Marcy hasn’t done laundry yet, grab my tee shirts and put them in a plastic bag. Now, tell me what’s really on your mind.”

Nancy told Bill that school is great. She’s in an apartment with three other girls and they have become friends. It’s the loneliness that is getting her; the loneliness of being away from him and her home. The bright spot of her day is his text message and photograph. That’s her anchor to the real world.

“I can assure you that you are indeed missed. A day does not go by that I don’t think about you and how you are doing. Go ahead and crash for a while. I’ll come and get you for dinner.”

They hugged and Bill welcomed her home again. He left the apartment and went down to Marcy’s stores. He invited Melanie to come to the fitness center, she declined. Bill asked her to check the theater for Lori. If she is still there, call Brian and they can have dinner together before the movie. The ladies checked to be sure the back doors were locked and Valerie turned off the stores lights. Once the trio was outside, Marcy locked everything and Valerie checked the doors one more time.

The trio entered Marcy’s car and went to the fitness center. Joe Bob Collins was behind the counter and he couldn’t stop gawking at Valerie. As a matter of fact, Bill noticed him gawking at almost every woman in the place. While they were there, Marcy ran into Kim and her husband Johnny. Introductions were made all around and Marcy invited them to the wedding reception.

Bill did not feel like walking this evening, so he sat in the front lobby to wait for the ladies. With nothing to do, he explored his cell phone. Bill discovered that the phone also made movies. That’s when he came across the idea of recording the ladies as they were going to exit the fitness center.

He was sitting a few feet off to the side of the hosts counter. A second host was at the counter now. Kim and her husband were chatting with Marcy and Valerie on their way out of the exercise area. Bill started recording and was shocked at what he heard. After Johnny and the ladies had left the building, Joe Bob started.

“The one that looks a little hard, I would do her in a minute. Yeah man, I would pay money for that. Those other two gimp bitches, I wouldn’t do them with yours.”

“Shut up you asshole. Don’t talk about our customers like that, even if you’re joking. It’s not funny, it’s disgusting.”

“I’m not joking. I know that hard looking one wants me bad. I could see it in her eyes when she looked at me. Karl, you wouldn’t know fine if it fell in your lap. There’s the bitch missing half a leg, I guess you could get it on with her. The bitch with the scared face, I’d need a burlap bag to cover that. She’d have to pay and beg me before I’d even think of doing her. I guess doing her would be like an act of charity. She sure is one god dam ugly bitch.”

“You are completely disgusting, do you know that? If I didn’t need this job so bad, I would quit so I could get away from you and your rotten thoughts. Those women are human beings with feelings. The way the four of them were interacting, they seem like good normal people.”

“Their handicapped gimps; we don’t need their money. Daddy says that we need every membership dollar we can lay our hands on. I don’t like those people. Oh here come those veterans that are here for part of their rehab. God dam disgusting is all I can say.”

“Joe Bob, go now or I quit. I can’t listen to you for one more second.”

“God dam gimp lover! I’m gonna tell daddy to get rid of you.”

“Please do, that way I can collect unemployment.”

Joe Bob left the building and William left a moment later after putting his phone away. Karl didn’t pay any attention to him leaving because he was helping the wheel chair vet get through the door.

“Were you inside all this time? We thought you went to a coffee shop around here. Kim and Johnny already left for home. You missed meeting Johnny.”

“No dear, I was sitting in the lobby and I was exploring some of the stuff my phone would do. I got so involved; I got a little carried away. I’m a little moody tonight. Valerie, can we drop you off at your place?”

“That would be great, thank you.”

They dropped off Val and said their goodbyes. Marcy and William went home and woke up Nancy. They all decided on pizza and beer for dinner. Nancy reminded them that beer gives her bad dreams, so she ordered wine.

After dinner, Marcy and Bill went to their own movie theater. Anne, Margot and Tiffany all seen William and said in unison; “Hello Uncle Bill.”

Lori was standing on the side chuckling when Bill asked; “Lori, did you plan this?”

All four girls signaled each other and in unison said; “Yes Uncle Bill.”

Marcy was laughing and Bill responded with; “You ladies are too much. Are all of you looking forward to your free dinner?”

“Yes Uncle Bill.”

“Lori tonight is for all practical purposes a free night. Anyone that says there a veteran or a family member is a veteran, let them in for free. The tickets are already paid for; I’m not going to get greedy for a few tickets. By the way, I forgot to look at the marque. What movies are playing over the weekend?”

“Saturday will be Shadow of a doubt from 1943 and Sunday we are showing Lost Horizon with Ronald Colman.”

“You’re all doing a great job and I can’t thank you enough for the jobs you’re doing. Thank you all very much. I’m going to take my future bride inside and watch the movie.”

While Marcy and William were watching the movie; Nancy was still angry at her mother about the (I’m going to get fired) voice mail. She decided instead trying to avoid her mother all weekend, she’s going to find her and get this over with. Downstairs she went for some coffee and look for her mother.

She found her in the office finishing a food supply order online. Perfect she thought; no one would bother us here, we could talk in private. Nancy closed the door and started in on her mother.

“Hello mother. I’m surprised to see you here this late.”

“Being the first of the month, there’s inventory, balancing the books and all the paperwork. You know about all that my little college girl.”

“Mother, I appreciate everything you have done for me while I was growing up. If it wasn’t for you, we would be living in our car. Right after my eighteenth birthday I grew up and started making my own decisions along with my own mistakes.

You never pushed me and Bill together; my meeting him was part of my job at the hospital. Bill was only another patient that I helped along the way. He has helped me as much as I helped him. You can call it cosmic fate; Bill is the father I never had. We will always have that father daughter bond.”

Jill started to speak and Nancy cut her off.

“Mom, stop acting like a whining bitch; be grateful for what you have. William owns the businesses. He has the final word for what goes on around here. He can hire and fire whomever he wishes. If my dad wants to get rid of your sorry ass, believe me he don’t need my permission. I don’t sleep with him, my influence is minimal. Do I make myself clear?”

“I thought you had a special relationship with him. I thought you could pour on your charm and make him do anything you want. ‘Oh daddy, I really want a new car. Oh daddy, please don’t fire mommy. Oh daddy, send me to college.’ You have him wrapped around your finger.”

“Mom; you’re an idiot. I have no special power over my dad. I asked for permission to buy some bras. I have credit cards and direct access to all of his bank accounts. I’m the signatory on all the personal and business accounts. That’s over ten million dollars the last time I looked. I still asked for permission to buy bras!

I have dad’s trust that I will not violate. You’re on your own mother. If you screw up this job, it’s your ass that’s going to be hanging out to dry, not mine. I’m not going to compromise my future to bail you out of trouble. After that voice mail, you’re definitely on your own. The (I’m your mother help me) card means nothing to me anymore. You will always be my mother, but keep the redneck in you back in Jerkwater Missouri.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know I upset you so much. I panicked and reached out for anything I could. I guess I was jealous of you. My panic, anger and jealousy all came out at once.  It was a stupid mistake. I’ve learned my lesson and it won’t happen again, I promise. Could I go home now? I’m dead on my feet and tomorrow morning comes around so fast.”

“Go home mom and have fun with Randy. I’ll look over your books tomorrow. Dad told me about some improvements you are going to have done. We can go over that tomorrow also.”

“Nancy, who am I going to negotiate my compensation with? December 1st is only a month away and I don’t want anyone to forget about it.”

“I’ll write up your compensation package. William will review it, make any changes he sees necessary and I will give it to you. We will discuss it; you will accept it or you will go away.”

“That sounds very final; take it or leave it.”

“Come on mom, you know how William is; let’s do it, get it over with so I can move onto something else. Anything other than do it right now confuses him and he feels backed into a corner.”

“Do you know what he’s going to offer me? I’ve increased sales at least ten fold in the last month; I’ve hired several more people to keep up with the increasing sales, I think I deserve a fair share.”

“Dad is an easy thinker. He feels if he keeps things simple, his world is easy. He will offer you fifty percent of the net profits.”

“I think it should be a seventy five twenty five split. He doesn’t have do anything; but count the profits and walk to the bank. I’m the one doing all the work around here. I should get the biggest share.”

“Why should you? Because you’re a blue eyed blonde with big breasts? I don’t think that works on him. Mom, you heard this before I’m sure. He’s 36 not 16.”

“What would he do without me; shut the place down? He couldn’t keep this place open without me.”

“Did you suddenly get stupid? Did you forget you were almost fired a couple of days ago?”

“No I didn’t forget anything. I think it was all a bluff and Bill was pounding his chest.”

Nancy did not say a word as she looked through her wallet and found what she was looking for. She looked at the business card in her hand, pressed ‘speaker’ on the desk telephone and punched in the phone number.

“Hello, Sal’s Italian Restaurant. Tiffany speaking; how may I help you?”

“Hi Tiffany, this is Nancy Swenson, could I talk to Sal please?”

“Hi Nancy, he’s right here. … Hello young lady, what can I do for you?”

“Hi Sal, I have a little problem and I need your help.”

“What are Italian friends for other than for favors? What’s on your mind my young friend?”

“Sal, I may need to replace the general manager of my dad’s restaurant. The salary would be fifty percent of the net profits. Is anyone out there qualified to run the restaurant that is willing to work for that salary?”

“Nancy, you are kidding me aren’t you?”

“I’m dead serious Sal.”

“I know your restaurant does a really good business over there. With the economy the way it is, there are plenty of really good people that would kill for that job. Fifty percent of the profits as salary, I could have a dozen highly qualified managers at your door tomorrow morning.

You’re paying too much. An average manager is worth $850 to $900 a week. A good manager is worth $900 to $1000 a week. A fantastic manager is worth $1250 absolute tops!

Keep in mind that a fantastic manager handles everything. The owner watches the bank statement increase. But a fifty-fifty split, that is unheard of in the restaurant business.”

“Thanks Sal, you’re my Italian gem.”

“I’m glad I could help you out with some information. … Nancy?”

“Yes Sal.”

“You’re not thinking of stealing Tiffany for your place are you?”

“No Sal, I would never even consider that. I would never stab an Italian friend in the back.”

“Hahaha; I like you Nancy. I have customers to see to. You have a great evening, bye.”

“Goodbye Sal, you’re the best.”

Nancy hung up the phone and faced Jill.

“Speaking about bitching to William about your compensation; should I tell him to talk to Sal first?”

“No! I’ll take the fifty percent and be satisfied.”

“Mother, go home to Randy and entertain each other. I’ll see you tomorrow; I’m too burned out to continue tonight.”

They chatted about how tired they were for a moment and then left the restaurant for their homes. Nancy went upstairs and turned on the TV and fell asleep on the sofa. Less than an hour later, Marcy and William arrived home. Nancy woke up and the three sat at the kitchen table having milk and cookies. They talked about Nancy’s business school and glossed over what she has learned so far. The conversations wound down as soon as Bill took his medications. Marcy was a little miffed about Bill taking his medications.

Sarcastically, Marcy commented; “I guess I must have done something wrong for you to deprive me.”

William being as tired as he is, the meds started working rather fast tonight.

“What the hell are you talking about dear? I wouldn’t think of depriving you anything.”

“You took your meds! You’re depriving me of you! Thanks a lot.”

“Don’t pout; I won’t take any medications Monday. By Monday night Tuesday morning, you can ride me like a”

“Hey! Dad, I don’t need to hear that okay. I’m a little on the edge right now. I don’t sleep well at school and I talked with my mother earlier this evening. I’m a wreck right about now.”

Marcy put on her best concerned mother voice she could; “Oh Nancy honey, when I was in college, I had roommates that snuck in their boyfriends constantly. If it wasn’t that, they were snoring or other stupid crap. William, take off your tee shirt and give it to her. Nancy, there is a package that came for you in your room. Now that we’re all done, we can all go to bed.”

“They all brushed their teeth at the same time. They had to figure who’s going to use the toilet first. Nancy won that argument by telling Marcy and Bill to leave because she can’t hold it anymore. Nancy went to her room and closed the door. Marcy and Bill were getting undressed when there was a knock on their door.

William responded; “What do you need?”

Nancy opened the door; “Dad, tonight aim for the porcelain and close the door. Good night.”

“I will do that, good night.”

“That’s your daughter alright. Good night honey.”

“Good night dear.”

End of chapter 28
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 29

Saturday morning proved to be slightly clumsy in the bathroom. This was caused by three people trying to use the bathroom at the same time. In the end, everyone waited their turn.

The shower ritual started. Marcy and Bill went in together. Nancy yelled through the door that she was not going to wait all day to shower. As soon as she heard Marcy giggling, she opened the bathroom door slightly and yelled in; “I’m still here!”

She heard them mumble something; they both started moaning in an exaggerated fashion. By now, Nancy was getting somewhat angry; “Alright, cut the crap already you two. Dad, I know you took take your meds last night. So I know you’re not the man of steel this morning. Marcy, have a heart okay; I deserve some hot water too!”

Marcy and Bill started laughing; Marcy yelled; “I’m sorry; we’ll be right out.”

They left the shower, wrapped towels around themselves and left the bathroom dripping. Walking to their bedroom William looked at Nancy; “You’re right, I’m not a man of steel this morning.”

“Dad, stop it and dry yourself before your girlfriend gets away.”

William turned towards Marcy; “Hey you; I’m gonna get you; hahaha.”

In a damsel in distress voice; “Oh no; that big man is going to get me!” as she turned laughing into the bedroom with Bill close behind.

“Nancy yelled; “Don’t slip on the wood floor with your wet feet!”

It didn’t matter. Marcy’s feet went out from underneath her and down she went. A couple of seconds later, William slid and fell over Marcy. They were both laughing so hard they were crying. Nancy started laughing at them as soon as she realized nobody was hurt. She decided she didn’t need to see either of them in their current state of undress, so in to the bathroom she went.

Marcy and Bill dried themselves and dressed without any more distractions. Since William was the first one dressed, he went down to the restaurant for coffee. Entering the restaurant, he said good morning to the staff he knew and said hello to the new guy standing at the host stand. William walked behind the counter and was talking with Carla when the new guy waked back to where Bill and Carla were standing.

Carla spoke first; “William, this is Derrick our newest manager. Jill is training him.”

Before William could say a word, Derrick started; “William, customers are not allowed to serve themselves here. If you want three coffees, Carla or I will get them for you. Now please leave from behind the counter.”

“Derrick, let him serve himself he’s”

“Carla, I don’t care who he is. Customers can’t come behind the counter. If Jill seen this, she would have a fit.”

“Derrick, you’re so right. I will have two coffees with a little milk and two sugars each. I like my coffee black.”

After a few moments, Derrick gave Bill his coffees; “That will be five dollars.”

“I’m really sorry Derrick, I don’t pay for coffee. Why don’t you pick up the phone and hit the speed dial button and press #2. Ask Jill when she will be coming to work.”

Derrick did what Bill requested; “How did you know that two was the speed dial number for Jill?”

At that moment, a cell phone started ringing in the kitchen. Jill entered through the back door. She entered the dining room and asked what the call is for.

“Miss Swenson, this man helped himself to coffee and refuses to pay.”

“Good morning Bill, I see you met our new manager/trainee. Derrick, meet William Cann; he owns the place.”

Derrick’s eyes instantly became super big. He apologized profusely; Bill congratulated him for being professional. The conversation was short, but light hearted.

William was curious about Jill’s choice of hiring an outsider as a manager.

“Why didn’t you make Linda a full time manager? Was it money? Offer her more.”

“She likes the flexible hours as a server and part time manager. That way she has more time with her son. By the way, I hired several more cooks, bussers and servers. Weekends are getting too dam busy, Carmen and Jorge were going to quit if they didn’t get help and days off.”

“You’re telling me that Carmen and Jorge were working seven days a week.”

“Yes and for the last couple of weekends they worked both shifts. I had to hire bussers and more servers because we’ve gotten so busy, we could not keep up.”

“Go in the office and write Carmen and Jorge each a check for a thousand dollars. Better yet, give them cash. Tell them anything you want, just keep them happy and not wanting to quit. Tell your daughter to give you a check for the two thousand dollars from my account. Tell them it’s for helping you out when you really needed it. You’re not lying, just not telling them the whole truth is all.”

“Consider it done. I’ll do it at the shift change.”

Marcy and Nancy entered the restaurant. Jill introduced Nancy as Williams’s adopted daughter. Also as Chief Financial Officer for the LLC that owns the building, the restaurant, the theater and Marcy’s two businesses. She introduced Marcy as William’s wife to be. Lastly, she formally introduced William as The Boss because he is the LLC.

After a little more conversation, the trio sat down for breakfast. There was the usual morning conversation when William asked Nancy for technical help with his telephone. He also said he was going to call the Anderson’s to be sure they received the wedding invitations. Nancy said she would like to call the Anderson sisters to see if they are available to meet for coffee and hang out for a while.

Marcy announced that “The Cooks Dream Emporium” is opening Monday morning. She is picking up the “Open for Business” signs for the windows this morning and the outside sign will be installed today. The computer systems were installed yesterday.

Nancy asked why she doesn’t open for business today. Marcy replied cold feet and she wants to make sure everything is perfect. Besides, her friend and employee Valerie is moving today. Bill asked about her plans for the prep kitchen.

The following Monday she replied. “I’m going to have enough on my hands with the Emporium opening. I couldn’t handle two openings on the same day. Then again, your unemployed and have nothing to do all day. So you can come over and help Monday.

Do you know what your dad did Thursday? Nothing! He went to the furniture store and bought Linda’s child a bed, dresser and toy box. That was it! He kept my mother company playing cards, surfing the net and watching daytime TV.”

“I’m a busy man. This morning I have to meet with Nancy about some technical issues concerning my phone and the computer. I need to visit your mother. I’m sure there are other needs that will arise during the day that need my attention.”

“You are the most evasive man on the planet. William, you should be a Politician. Nancy is sitting right across from us; discuss your technical issues right now.”

“My phone is upstairs and my computer is in the office. Besides, I want to show Nancy the new security systems for the office.”

After breakfast, Marcy went to her stores. Nancy and William went to the office. He wanted to copy the video file from the telephone to the computer so he could send it to the lawyers or do something with it. He wasn’t sure what to do yet. Nancy copied the file over to the computer and played it. She was silent and shocked by what she seen and heard.

“I don’t know what to do with this. I wouldn’t get rid of it; I would hang onto it in case something else comes up in the future. If you decide to do something with this, let me know please.”

“Why do you ask? It doesn’t involve you.”

“That well-built guy in the video is Karl; he’s the guy I went out with last Sunday for coffee. I’m going to find out what’s going on; this is bullcrap.”

Nancy was so upset; she called Karl and asked him out for coffee. He told her he was at his second job and couldn’t talk now. He would also like to see the movie playing that the theater where she works.

“Alright under two conditions, you take me out for ice cream after the movie and no sister.”

“My sister can stay home and we can go to that ice cream parlor that makes the half banana split and half hot fudge sundae boat for two. Nancy, I would love to share that with you.”

“Karl, are you trying to make me fat? Hahaha, never mind, I’m kidding with you. I’ll be in my office, come get me before the show. The office door is to the left of the theater doors. Ring the bell and I’ll buzz you in.”

“I need to get back to work now; I’m stocking shelves at the grocery store. You remember; it’s my weekend job. I’ll see you before the second showing. I really like you very much Nancy, bye.”

“I really like you very much to Karl, see you this afternoon; bye.”

Nancy spent the rest of the morning going over the restaurant books and the theater books. She went by Marcy’s stores and went over her bookkeeping software on the stores computers. While she was doing that, Bill was in the restaurants basement with Bruno and Randy. They were making plans for the prep area.

Before they knew it, lunch time came around. Bruno and Randy went on their way. William walked over to Marcy’s stores and found Susan Braden and Marcy planning the photo shoots for her brochure.

Susan asked; “William, would you see if Tiffany is in the theater please?”

Bill picked up his phone and called the theater. “Hi Lori, this is Uncle Bill. … Did Tiffany come in yet? … Okay, the woman I told you about is coming over to see Tiffany. … She has black hair and is wearing a black skirt with a red low cut blouse. … She’s leaving right now; she will be there in thirty seconds, bye.”

Susan left the prep kitchen for the theater. Bill looked at Marcy and seen she had this incredibly sad look on her face.

“What’s the matter babe? You look like Susan ate your cat?”

“You know we don’t have a cat and I’m fine. Everything is fine. Your fine, I’m fine, we’re all fine. There’s nothing wrong; everything is wonderful.”

“Marcy L. Smith, my future wife and best friend in the world; what’s bothering you?”

“It’s Susan; we have a major difference on how the photo shoot should be done. She won’t do it my way and I’m pissed about it.”

“Fire the bitch and we’ll get someone else. So what’s the problem?”

“Oh we can’t do that. Susan is our friend and she has some great ideas for the brochure. I can’t fire her.”

“Marcy, I am totally confused beyond belief. Should I kiss Susan or punch her lights out?”

“Kiss her and I’ll punch your lights out. … Aw Bill, Susan is one of the most beautiful women in Kansas City. I want her to be in the photographs on the brochures. She flatly refused by telling me I must be on the cover of the brochure.

I’ve got an uphill battle on my hands getting this business up and running. I can’t have potential customers see my face in the brochure; they’ll throw it away. Who wants to look at the female version of Quasimodo on a cooking brochure?”

The tears started welling up in her eyes and Bill immediately went and held her close.

“You are not a female Quasimodo. You’re a grown woman and you really need to get this chip off your shoulder. You’re going to take the photo’s like Susan suggested and that’s going to be the end of this nonsense. Do you think for one minute Susan is going say; ‘Marcy, turn your head so I can get your scars in the center of the picture’? Of course she’s not; she’s going to do what’s best for you and her career. After all, her name as photographer is going to be on the bottom of the brochures.”

“I’m scarred Bill. This is all too much too fast; meeting you, the businesses, the wedding and mom. I think I’m going to rattle myself apart.”

“Would you like me to go away for a while?”

“Don’t you dare even think of leaving me alone again. I know your right; I needed to hear it from you to make it all real. I’m a woman in love and I’m overflowing with emotions.”

“Marcy my love, I don’t have the words that can comfort you. Being at your side is all the comfort I need. Everything else is a bonus. Scar, no scar, ear, half an ear, I don’t give a dam what people might think. Your my soul mate till death do us part, period. Now let’s find Susan and figure out what’s going on.”

They walked outside the store and found Susan walking out of the theater. Marcy locked up the store and the three went to lunch. Susan was relieved that Marcy agreed to do the photo shoot the way she wanted. Tiffany agreed to be a model tomorrow morning after her eight o’clock breakfast.

Susan had to promise Tiffany a free breakfast of two fresh blueberry pancakes, a slice of ham off the bone and two eggs over easy. The blueberries must be fresh; not blueberry pie filling or frozen. She explained that her mother always makes French toast with bacon or waffles and she’s tired of the both of them.

The trio agreed to meet for breakfast at six thirty tomorrow morning. After breakfast they could setup Susan’s equipment and Marcy could setup for the food preparation shots. With lunch finished, Bill asked Jill to reserve a booth for Tiffany and her parents for breakfast tomorrow morning at eight.

“Jill, have you seen Nancy lately? I thought she might have had lunch with us.”

“She stopped in and told me she was going to hang out with the Anderson sisters for a couple of hours. Nancy said she needed to visit with new faces for a little while. Oh, Nancy also said that she may or may not have a guest for dinner.”

The trio went back to the prep kitchen and went over the photo shoot plans one more time. One of the key photos would be Tiffany in the foreground, Marcy standing next to her cutting vegetables. The caption under the photo was to show a mother and daughter preparing the families meals.

William stood silent while Susan and Marcy explained their plans of the shoot. When they were finished, Marcy asked; “What do you think?”

“You ladies have a great plan; I like it a lot. There is only one little problem I can see. If both of you ladies will come with me, I will show you.”

Bill led the women to a front corner of the store so they could get the best view of the kitchen.

“You don’t see what’s missing do you? There are no spices or seasonings on the shelves. The kitchen looks unused. Everything is new, clean, perfect, and orderly; but there’s no food. Where’s the prepared food? Where’s the chicken in the baking pan ready to be cut up and packaged? Look at your food magazines, those are working kitchens. Your shelves are empty of the things that would be above any prep table.”

“The ladies looked at each other and Marcy agreed; “I need to get to the grocery store and do some serious shopping. Susan, we will see you tomorrow for breakfast. William, you’re not sitting around surfing the internet all afternoon. You’re coming with me to the grocery store.”

They said their goodbye’s to Susan and locked up the kitchen. After a trip to the grocery store and several hundred dollars of food later, the pair returned. Marcy was a woman on a mission. She wanted her kitchen to be picture perfect. She put everything on the shelves and started rearranging things.

William was wise enough to put the freezer items in the only freezer she had. He put the refrigerated items in the correct coolers. Marcy had big block letters on each of the refrigerators; Produce, Poultry, Meat and Dairy. That made it easy for him to put things were they belong. Over the next couple of hours, Marcy was walking back and forth between the two stores getting knives, cutting boards and utensils for the kitchen. William followed her around the store making sure she rang everything up on the cash register.

A heavy breathing Marcy announced; “I’m ready for tomorrow! The place looks like a super clean working kitchen. Let’s have a before dinner cocktail. You go to the restaurant and I’ll go over to the Patel’s and get something really good.”

Ill responded; “Nancy was saying she may or may not have a dinner guest. Buy two bottles, just in case. I’ll lockup for you and meet you at the restaurant.”

Marcy left; William shut everything down and locked the stores up. While walking past the theater, the last show was exiting the theater. He noticed for the most part people looked like they enjoyed themselves. Nancy exited with some young man. He was blonde, blue eyes, about five eight and 140 pounds. Nancy spotted Bill and walked over.

“Would you mind very much if I took my date out for dinner?”

“I wouldn’t mind at all sweetheart. Why don’t you introduce me to Karl; since he’s walking over here?”

Nancy turned and Karl was about two steps away; “You must be William, Nancy’s dad. I’m Karl Hess; it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you too Karl. I don’t know what Nancy has told you, but don’t hold it against me.”

“Nancy told me how you met and that you’re her adopted father. She also told me that she lives with you and your future wife in the apartment above the restaurant when she’s not at school.”

“Nancy is a big part of my soul. I would not like to see her hurt in anyway, size, shape or form.”

“Mr. William, I know that very well. She told me about your confrontation with some guy named Ricky in front of the resale shop. I would never harm her or allow Nancy to be harmed in any way.”

“I’m glad to hear that Karl. It would disturb me greatly if someone were to hurt my daughter. That punk Ricky gave my Nancy a bloody nose. I would have ripped that assholes head off and crapped down his neck if Nancy didn’t stop me.”

“Dad, I think Karl gets the message loud and clear.”

“Karl, call me Bill. I’m not threating you in any way. I think about what he did to my daughter and it really pushes my hot button. You seem like a really fine young man. Something tells me we are going to see a lot more of each other. Nancy likes you, so I like you.”

“Mr. Bill, your daughter is safe with me.”

“I know she is. Nancy, do you need any cash or are you alright?”

“Dad, I’m eighteen. When don’t I need cash?”

Bill reached into his pocket and all he had was a few dollars. “Here’s everything I have on me. Take Karl to dinner and use your credit card. Leave the tip in cash. Goodbye Karl, it was good to meet you. If I can ever be of help, you have Nancy’s phone number. I’d give you mine, but I left my business cards upstairs.”

“It was a pleasure meeting you Mr. Bill. I would use your last name, but I don’t know it yet.”

“Call me Bill, that’s good enough. I’m easy, but I’m not cheap; hahaha.”

The young couple walked away and Karl asked; “What does your dad do for a living?”

“My dad is unemployed right now. He keeps busy helping out in the restaurant and the theater mostly. Sometimes he helps Marcy with the preparation for the opening of her two stores. Marcy’s mom has cancer so my dad went with her to the doctor a couple of times. Enough about my dad; do you like Thai food?”

“With your hand in mine and you buying me dinner, I would eat anything. Nancy, I would love eat Thai food with you.”

“You’re not going to get mushy on the second date are you Karl?”

“I used to think I was a manly man until I met your dad. When we shook hands, I thought he was going to crush it. Does he always posture himself like that when he talks to people?”

“What do you mean? He always looks like that; it’s a body language thing. He always comes across as the aggressor. Considering his past, it’s natural. By the way, I like mushy manly men.”

“I’m not trying to be nasty, but someday you’re going to have to tell me all about your dad and his past. I mean nobody looks like him naturally. He looks like he’s been in a few too many wars.”

“No, and please don’t ask me again. His past is better left in the past. Remember when I told you about the first time William and I met?”

“Yes I remember and I would like to know everything I can about him.”

“Trust me on this; no you don’t. William scarred the crap out of me. I never told anyone this, I wet myself he scarred me so bad. He lunged towards me in the hospital room and stopped before barely touching my throat.”

“Nancy, I will never repeat that to anyone.”

“I know you won’t; you’re a good friend Karl Hess. Let’s say I looked deep into the soul of the dragon and befriended the dragon itself. Please know he is a good man and he only wants to do good things for people.”

“Nancy, I want to be more than a good friend someday. I really like you a lot.”

“I like you a lot too Karl; but we’re both going to school full time. Besides, this is only our second time out and I’m buying you dinner.”

“I’m so embarrassed; I could crawl into a hole and pull the cover over me. I’m working two jobs to make ends meet. I’ll get a third job so I can have money to take you out like it should be.”

“I didn’t mean it that way silly; don’t worry about it. I’ll get us a free dinner tomorrow at the Parkway Restaurant; I audit their books. Employees eat for free, so I get us free meals. Besides, my mother is the general manager.”

“You are full of surprises Miss Swenson, no wonder I love you. Oops; I am so sorry I said that.”

“Karl, are you really sorry?”

“No, I didn’t mean to scare you off. It was a Freudian slip; I’m sorry if I offended you.”

Nancy wrapped her arm in his; “All love is given without reservation. I think this is the beginning of a beautiful relationship.”

“Nancy?”

“Yes Karl.”

“Didn’t Bogie say that in Casablanca?”

“Would you like to spend the evening with me or at home with the newspaper and a microwave dinner?”

“I really loved that movie. It brings me to tears every time I see it.”

“That’s the right answer, now we can have our Thai food. Karl, I think I’m falling in love too.”

While Nancy and Karl were having Thai food for dinner, Marcy and William were having dinner with the theater crew. The buzz at the table was Tiffany becoming a model for Marcy’s kitchen brochure. When the dinner was over, William reached into his wallet for tip money.

“Shit, I’m broke! I gave all my cash to Nancy to take her boyfriend out to dinner. Marcy, do you have any cash?”

While Marcy was fumbling with her wallet, all the kids started throwing in money. After there was a pile of money, they looked at Bill; “Is this enough for the tip Uncle Bill?”

Lori counted the money; “We each put in 5 dollars. Is that a good enough Uncle Bill?”

“That’s fine ladies and thank you. I’ll make it up to you tomorrow.”

Everyone left for home, Marcy and Bill stayed while finishing the open bottle of wine. While they were reflecting on their good fortune of friends, Bill noticed an unusual amount of police coming in the restaurant. He told Marcy about his observations and he was going to check with Joseph to see what was going on.

“Mr. Cann, Jill said to give all the uniformed police officers free coffee. She feels that having police officers in the restaurant cannot be a bad thing.”

“Thanks Joe, I couldn’t figure out why they were here, I’m glad she did that. Thank you and call me Bill.”

“Okay Bill, didn’t she tell you about the police coffee policy? That seems kind of gutsy on her part, not telling you and all.”

“Jill’s the general manager Joe. She generally manages the place really well. I honestly don’t want to be involved in the day to day operation. Let me put it this way; do you want one boss or two?”

“One boss is fine, thank you very much.”

“Good night Joseph. See you tomorrow if you’re working.”

“Good night Bill, see you tomorrow evening if you come in for dinner.”

Marcy and William went up to the apartment and sat on the sofa. He was looking at the damaged side of her face when he leaned over and kissed her cheek.

She responded with; “You know a kiss won’t make it better.”

Bill sounded like a pre-school child; “My mommy kissed my boo-boo’s and made them better.”

“Maybe you should try a few more times. It does feel better when you kiss my boo-boo.”

Marcy and William were on the sofa acting like teenagers when Nancy opened the door and let herself in. The two love birds had to quickly stop and act like nothing was happening.

“Hi honey, how was your dinner with Karl?”

“Hi dad, hi Marcy; it was wonderful. By the way, dad, zip your fly. Marcy, the corner of your blouse is stuck under your bra. Thank you, that was very distracting. I really like Karl. I like him a lot.”

While Marcy was fixing her hair, she asked; “So what did you to do on your date?”

She sat down on the sofa next to Marcy; “We talked and we held hands. He put his arm around me in the theater. We left the theater after the movie and we walked arm in arm to the Thai restaurant. We both sat on the same side of the booth and had dinner. He walked me home and that’s it.”

“No kissy? No first base?”

“Marcy please, last Sunday I let him shake my hand. Tonight I asked him to give me a good night hug. By now the boys back home would be trying to get me in the back seat of their cars. He’s a good guy. I really like him a lot.”

“Nancy my daughter, I hope your relationship with Karl works out as well for you as mine has with Marcy. I remember reading somewhere that all love is given without reservation. The more I think about it, the more I like that phrase.”

“I said that to Karl this evening. It was right after he said he loved me; then he said he was sorry. He didn’t mean to scare me away; it was a Freudian slip.”

“Bill, I think Nancy has something serious going on here and that’s a good thing.”

William playing the father card; “What do you think? Is he for real or trying to get you in bed?”

“I think he is genuine through and through. Besides, he’s not hard on the eyes either.”

“Bill, get the car. We’re going to need furniture for the nursery; hahaha.”

“You two are too much, do you know that?”

“I am sorry for picking on you. You’re a great judge of character and I know in my heart, you will do what’s best for you. That’s all that matters now. Marcy and I have eighteen years to catch up on. We screwed up all those years ago. Prove us wrong by doing what’s best for you.”

“Your dad said it best; do what you feel is right for the both of you. Now I am beat and I have a big day tomorrow. I’m going to bed. Don’t forget to take your meds Bill, good night Nancy.”

“Good night Marcy, good night dad. I’m going to watch some TV and then go to bed. I figure you and Marcy want to be teenagers again.”

“The mood is gone for now. Good night Nancy.”

Bill brushed his teeth, took his meds and threw his tee shirt on Nancy’s bed. Within minutes, he was out cold. Nancy fell asleep on the sofa. She was having a wonderful dream about Karl and there next date. The sound from the TV woke Marcy up around midnight. She woke Nancy so she could go to bed. Marcy went back to bed and Bill asked her if everything was okay.

“Yes, it’s fine dear. She fell asleep with the TV on; she’s in bed now.”

Bill pulls off the covers; “I need to pee.”

After his bathroom break, he was walking by Nancy’s room and he heard something that he could not identify. So he decided to see if everything was okay. He opened the door and heard her mumble; “When can I see you again? … Okay, until tomorrow; goodbye for now. … I really like you too.”

Bill gently closed the door and returned to bed. He lay down on his back and pulled the covers up to his shoulders. Marcy moved her bare backside towards him. As soon as she made contact, she let out with; “Dam your cold! I better warm you up.”

Marcy rolled over so she was lying on her left side. Her right arm went over his chest, elbow bent so her hand wound up on his nose. Her fingers started searching the contours and structure of his face. She felt the moisture coming from his one eye. She stopped abruptly and searched for the other eye. It’s wet also and the tears were running down the sides of his face.

“You’re crying, what’s wrong? Does your head hurt? I’ll get you some more pain meds if you need them.”

There were several moments of silence before he spoke; “I have made some stupid choices in my life. Instead of proving my worth as your boyfriend, I ran away when you told me to. I spent the next eighteen years of my life not giving a dam whether I lived or died.”

“I was a young and foolish girl. I thought at some level, it was going to be like the movies where the boy refuses at the last minute and comes back for his true love. You came back Bill, we have each other now.”

He grasped her hand; “I missed you so much over those eighteen years. I missed so much living and having the family experience with you; it all came to fruition tonight.”

“William, the past is in the past. You can’t change it anymore that I can change what Duane did to me. Honey, look at it this way; you’re making up for lost time. Look at what you have accomplished by the time your thirty-six. That’s not shabby in my book.”

He lay there in silence. The only sound was his breathing and the only movement was his chest going up and down. Marcy’s mind was racing to come up with something to get him out of this mind set of depression. She started moving her hand up, down and around his chest.

“Should we go up on the roof and have some screaming therapy? It worked very well for me. Maybe you should try your own medicine.”

“No, I guess I’m having some type of identity crisis. I get pissed at people feeling sorry for themselves and what do I do, feel sorry for myself. I have great friends, interesting employees and a wonderful daughter that I have known for such a short time. I can’t leave out the fact that I have a naked goddess next to me that I am insanely in love with.”

Bill she is going to be your daughter no matter what. Never again will I make the mistake I made eighteen years ago. Speaking of lucky, I’ll show you how lucky you are right now my big hunk of man.”

“Where are you going under the covers? … Oooh! That feels so good.”

End of chapter 29 - Dreams Are Never Lost
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 30

Sunday morning William woke up very satisfied indeed. Marcy was lying next to him with her backside against him. Apparently his stirring in bed, woke her up. She moaned, broke wind and let out an elongated; “Ahhhhh.”

“That does it! I’m getting up before you gas me out of here.”

“Oh, it can’t be that bad.” She replied

“Bad? The paint on the walls is blistering.”

“Hand me my robe, I need to use the bathroom; and no potty humor mister.”

She went to the bathroom and shut the door. Several minutes went by before William heard the toilet flush. Marcy came out with a warning; “Don’t go in there. I turned on the fan, give it time to clear.”

“Thanks for the warning dear. I’ll get dressed and use the restaurant toilet. By the way, thanks for not making me sleep on a wet spot.”

“I made sure that there wouldn’t be any wet spot dear. That’s why there are towels.”

“You really are a wonderful woman that is full of wonderful surprises and talents; thank you.”

While they were getting dressed exchanging words of love and gratitude for last night’s activity, they heard Nancy’s voice.

“Oh my god, this is disgusting! Who was in the bathroom last? My eyes and my nostrils are burning.”

Nancy entered the kitchen in her usual attire, went directly to the sink and drank a glass of water. She looked at Marcy and Bill starring at her; “What the hell are you two looking at? I’ve been contaminated by the funk. Which one of you ate Mexican food last night? What a way to wake up, go to take a pee and get contaminated by the funk.”

“Nancy, don’t pick on Marcy that way. I think it was that bottle of German Wine she had or maybe it was the crab cakes.”

“Thanks for the support DEAR.”

“I’m going to your bed and try getting some sleep. There’s no wet spot is there?”

“No, Marcy made sure there is no wet spot.”

“Good, now go away and let me sleep for a while. I’ll get up on my own later after I get some more sleep. I’ll get breakfast after I shower and get this funk out of my hair.”

Nancy walked into their bedroom and jumped in bed. Pulled up the covers; “This really is my home.”

Marcy and Bill had everything to do not to laugh at her. They went downstairs for breakfast and were surprised by seeing Christine working today.

“How are you feeling mom? You don’t need to work; William and I will take care of everything.”

“I had to come to work. I can only sit in that apartment for so long with a seven year old. Don’t misunderstand me, Michael is a wonderful boy; the child wears me out.”

“How is it living with Linda? Is it stressful or are you two getting along?”

“Oh William, it’s been a match made in heaven. Her sperm donor came around looking for some ‘let’s get in the sack for old time sake’ routine. Too bad for him I answered the door, dam fool. Linda told me she wants nothing to do with him. Bastard won’t pay child support but he still wants a toss in the sack; that boy’s got his nerve.”

“I’m glad it’s working out for the both of you. I’ll get back to Linda on her portion of the rent sooner or later. As soon as I figure out what I want to do with it. Thanks Chris, you’re a gem.”

“No, it’s thank you Bill for making this all happen. Now what do you two consenting adults want for breakfast?”

“Now Christine, how do you know if we even did anything?”

“I know my daughter. Since you two found each other, she pretty much has the glow of love around her when you two are together. When you two have been consenting adults; I see the beams of satisfaction coming from her. Plus the fact she is holding your arm for dear life.”

“Sherlock has nothing on you mother Smith.”

They gave Christine their breakfast order and Bill asked; “You really always do that don’t you?”

“Yes I do; I want to be closer to you. You don’t mind do you?”

“Do I mind? Hell no, I don’t mind. I’m being touched by an angel.”

They had their breakfasts or should it be said they helped feed each other breakfast. A good portion of the staff and a several customers watched the two have their breakfast. After they finished breakfast, a very senior citizen couple came over to them and spoke to them.

“My husband and I noticed how in love you are. Harold and I have been together for over sixty years. We met at the theater next door and we came here for ice cream. We’ve been together ever since. I remember when we were like you all those years ago. Feeding each other the whipped cream from a sundae on the first day we met. I went home and told mother about Harold and she was furious that I had ice cream with a stranger.”

“Then there was the big war, WW Two. I had to leave Vera and go over there. When I came home, I stopped by my parents’ home and dropped off my gear; said hello to everyone before going to Vera’s house. Do you know how Vera welcomed me home?”

“No, I have no idea. How did Vera welcome you home?”

“I knocked on the door and she answered. She almost knocked me down the stairs trying to get to me. She told her mother not to expect her home that night. We went outside of downtown and rented a hotel room.”

“Harold, stop this right now. You’re embarrassing me in front of these nice people. They don’t need to hear that about us.”

“I’m sorry if I got out of line. I’m an old man, I speak my mind; I’m too old to hold it in. We have never fallen out of love after all these years. I hope that you grow together over time as we have.”

“What my husband said is true. You’ll get angry with each other, fight and argue. Young lady, sometimes you have to let him think he won. At your age, there is no better way to make him think he won then giving him what you know he wants.”

“Then there are times that she wins and you aren’t going to get what you want even if you beg; hahaha.”

“Harold!”

“I’m sorry dear. Sometimes I get a little carried away when I’m talking to an old soldier like myself.”

“Harold, my name is William and she is my future bride Marcy. My friends call me Bill. Vera, Harold, please call me Bill. One thing bothers me, how did you know I’m an old soldier? Is it the scars?”

Vera responded; “I pointed it out to him. When you’re not looking into her eyes you have the same stare that Harold has from time to time. It’s like you’re looking for something far off in the distance.”

“After I came home from in forty-five, it was called the thousand-yard stare. You young people today call it something else. I forget what it’s called now. Dam memory is getting worst by the day I think; if I could only remember; hahaha”

“They call it zoned out dear. By the way, do you two ever go to the movies in the theater next door? They play absolutely wonderful movies. What surprised us was the amount of young people that come to those old movies.”

“Sweetheart, at our age, almost everyone could be considered young people.”

“Oh Harold, stop it already. Marcy dear, how long have you been together with Bill?”

“I have been in love with him since my last year in high school. We recently found each other after eighteen years of being apart.”

Vera placed her hand to her mouth and gasped; “Oh my goodness dear. You have lost so much time together.”

The expression must have radically changed on Marcy’s face because of Harold’s reaction.

“Vera didn’t mean to harm you, did you dear?”

“Oh god no child, I did not mean to hurt you in any way. It’s you two have so many years ahead of you to play catch up.”

“It’s kind of like the night that I came home from Europe in that hotel room in 45, Vera and I wanted to make up a few years’ worth of missing each other in one night.”

They all chuckled and had a little more small talk. Vera and Harold slowly walked out the door.

Carla came up to Bill; “Those old goats walked out on the check! Should I go after them or tell Jill. They come in for breakfast a couple of times a week. Should I hold the check until they come back again?”

Bill asked; “How much is the check?”

“It’s for Thirteen dollars and seventy one cents.”

Marcy shot him a smile; “Are you going to do it or should I?”

He reached in to his wallet and gave Carla $20 with the check.

“Don’t mention this to the old couple. Just let it go; thank you Carla.”

He removed a couple of business cards from his shirt pocket and started writing on them. Marcy looked on and commented; “You’re a real peace of work you know.”

“Mr. Elliott told me in the hospital that my career was over. I asked him; ’what should I do?’ he told me to become a community volunteer or do nice things for people. So I’m doing nice things for people.” 

Marcy commented; “Honey; $20 is not going to make us or break us. Hopefully someone will do this for us when we’ve been married for 60 years.

William had written on the business cards; “Lori, free movie and popcorn for Harold and Vera; from one old soldier to another. Uncle Bill.”

He gave the cards to Carla and asked her to give them to the old couple the next time they came in. Marcy and Bill walked over to the Dreams Prep Kitchen and started getting ready for the photo shoot. Susan came by, dropped off her equipment and started setting everything up. Marcy went into full panic mode trying to do everything at once. Susan noticed and came up with the ‘calm down Marcy’ solution.

“Okay everyone, since you two already had your breakfast, the equipment is as ready as it can be, I’m going to meet Tiffany and her parents for breakfast. See you both in an hour.”

Without giving Marcy a moment to think, out the door Susan went. Marcy stood there like a deer in the headlights. A couple of seconds later, she snapped back to reality. Now calmed down; she finished her preparations.

William walked around looking at the Cooks Dream Emporium and was amazed by how the space was transformed from a dumpy resale shop to a really nice store. By nine o’clock Marcy had burned off all her excess energy and was focused on the mission at hand.

The door opened and everyone that was missing had arrived. Susan escorted Tiffany and her parents in. She gave them a couple of folding chairs from the days of the resale shop and sat them down by the front window.

She outfitted Tiffany with a chef’s hat and coat; the photo shoot started. The first sets of shots were of Marcy preparing food for cooking. There were shots simulating the cooked food coming out of the oven and off the stove tops. There were some with Tiffany watching Marcy cutting and chopping. There were also shots of Tiffany cutting and chopping vegetables with Marcy watching like a proud mother watching her daughter.

When the shoot was finished, Susan asked Tiffany if she would be available for any more work, some should come along. Tiffany said yes because she enjoyed modeling with Marcy. She didn’t have much of a brain, but made up for it with her stunningly beautiful face.

After Tiffany and her parents left, Susan put the pictures on her computer. Marcy started looking at them and choosing the pictures she wanted in her brochure. She picked she photos she liked and Susan printed them on photo grade paper. Marcy could then assemble the brochure and bring everything to the print shop.

The print shop previously told her that they would be ready within a week after approving the master draft. She could start asking Monica and the other business in the building to put her brochures on display in their stores.

Even if Marcy’s prep kitchen didn’t take off right away, her custom catering idea might help make ends meet; considering that she has three Christmas Party food catering events lined up for next month. They came through the restaurant before the basement was being converted into a prep area.

There wasn’t enough room in the restaurant to make food for a catering order for few dozen people. So Marcy is going to prepare the meals where there was enough room and deliver them in a hot box to the parties. Between Carmen, Jorge, Leslie from the hospital and the new cooks there should be no need for extra help.

While Marcy and William were working on the photo shoot, Nancy woke up and showered. She exited the shower and yelled; “Is anybody here?” There was no answer. She left the bathroom with the towel wrapped around her. Again she yelled out; “Is there anyone here?”

No answer again. She walked from one end of the apartment to the other and found nobody. Nancy walked to the music sound system and grabbed the remote control. Held it like it was a microphone and yelled; “Let’s rock this place! Let there be rock and roll!”

Pushing a few buttons, the rock music started and the dancing to the music ensued. One song played and then another. The towel fell to the floor and she kicked it aside. While dancing away she realized her stomach was empty and she hadn’t had any coffee yet. She retrieved the towel and walked it back to the utility room. On her way out of the utility/laundry room she yelled out; “This really is my home!”

Strolled through the apartment in her birthday suite and wound up in her room looking at the furniture. As if to give her surroundings validity, she uttered softly; “I am really home.”

Looking in the mirror, she came across the idea of makeup. She walked over to Marcy’s room. Not so much as a tube of lipstick on the dresser. “Dam!” she thought; the solution flashed into her mind. The Anderson sisters are very pretty and they both wear makeup. They would certainly know what to do.

A phone call later and Nancy was getting dressed to meet with the Anderson sisters after breakfast. Downstairs she went, sat at the counter, ordered coffee and breakfast. Jill came by and asked why she missed breakfast with Marcy and her dad.

“I decided to sleep in today because I slept like crap last night. Hey mom, what’s going on with Carla and those old people?”

“They were in earlier this morning for breakfast. They were talking to your dad and Marcy. They walked out on Carla without paying. They must have remembered and came back to pay their check.”

“Why is she giving them what looks like business cards?”

“Your dad paid for their meals. He wrote on a couple of his business cards free movie and popcorn; Uncle Bill. I heard that’s what the kids at the theater are calling him now. Don’t take this the wrong way, but your dad is definitely not right.”

“Mom, what sane person would buy a restaurant because the owner pissed him off and he needs a place to eat? What sane man would buy a restaurant to save some eighteen year olds mother and her friend’s jobs? What normal person would make $1500 dollar a month server and make her a full partner in that very same restaurant sixty seconds after he bought that place?

Of course he’s not right! You don’t know the half of how not right he is. Mom, come closer; this isn’t for general broadcast.”

Jill bent over to her daughter and Nancy whispered; “Do you remember the Ricky incident in front of Marcy’s store?”

“Of course I do sweetheart; that son of a bitch gave you a bloody nose. I thought Bill was going to kill him on the spot; until you stopped him from tearing his head off. That was pretty insane.”

“That was only a shadow of his dark side. Oh he’s psychotic alright, but he keeps it under control quite well.”

Jill stood up to see if any customers were waiting to be seated and turned back to her daughter.

“You would know my dear considering you shared a bed with a man twice your age several times.”

Nancy took one more sallow of coffee and wiped her mouth. Reached into her pocket and placed a $10 bill under the coffee cup. She arose from her seat and gave her mother the most serious look.

“Mother, you have no idea what that man has done and what he is capable of doing. Sometimes when you get on your high horse, I want to warn you because you’re my mother. Other times I think I would rather see you walk head first into the jaws of hell.”

“Well thank you dear, I think. So what are you up to today?”

“I’m meeting the Anderson sisters and we’re going to the big department store to get some makeup. I’m going out with Karl today, I want to pick up an outfit and a little makeup wouldn’t hurt either.”

“What are you going to buy for your special date? Do you have any ideas?”

“I think a little above the knee skirt, a nice blouse and platform shoes; since Karl is ten inches taller than me. Maybe a nice pair of dress pants instead of the skirt; depending on what the weather is going to be.”

“Did he tell you where he’s taking you today?”

“No he did not. I told him that I would like to see the Memorial Garden, The Kansas City Zoo and The Museum of Contemporary Art. There is an artist there that I would like to see.”

“Go with the pants since two of those places are outside. Come to think of it, all those places are free. What’s with this guy; doesn’t he have any money?”

“He works two jobs and he goes to college. Goodbye mom, going to see the Andersons.”

“Bye dear.”

Nancy went outside to catch a cab to go to the Anderson residence. From there they went to the big department store and purchased Nancy’s outfit. Then it was off to the makeup counter. The makeup counter girl was making up Nancy under the supervision of the two sisters. The trio had a great time and Nancy left the store purchasing all the makeup that was used on her.

With the shopping done, it was time for Nancy to go home. She had to get dressed for her day with Karl. The sisters brought her home and up the stairs she went. While she was with the Anderson sisters, Karl came to work early at the grocery store. That way he would get off early so he could spend more time with his date. Karl arrived at the theater building and called Nancy.

“I’ll be right down to let you in.”

“If you’re not ready yet, I have an errand to run. I’ll be right back; okay?”

“Okay, ring the doorbell when you are finished with your errand.”

Karl walked around the building and seen the two new businesses. He walked in and found Marcy alone. William had left earlier and had gone to his office to surf the internet. Marcy called out; “Bill, is that you dear?”

“No ma’am; I see there are two new businesses and I’m wondering if your hiring people.”

Marcy came from the back of the kitchen to the front of the emporium.

“No I am not hiring yet. The businesses aren’t open and I already have two employees. I’m sorry; I can’t help you right now.”

“You must be Marcy; the owner of these two businesses. You’re getting married to Nancy’s dad. No wonder you don’t need more people. Nancy told me about your future husband being unemployed. Maybe you have something part-time? I go to college Monday through Friday. I work late afternoons and evenings at the fitness center. Saturday and Sunday mornings I stock shelves at the grocery store. All my money goes to college. I could work Saturday or Sunday afternoons for you.”

“Why couldn’t you work both Saturday and Sunday afternoons?”

“My girlfriend Nancy, well I hope she’ll be my girlfriend; I want to make enough money to take her out to a current movie theater and dinner once a week. It’s embarrassing having Nancy take me out and pay for our dinners. Today we’re going out today to the Memorial Garden, The Zoo and The Museum of Contemporary Art because there all free.”

“Is she paying for dinner tonight too?”

“No, she told me that she can get us free meals because she does the books for the Parkway restaurant and her mother is the general manager.”

Marcy had to quickly place her hand over her mouth to keep her smile concealed. After she composed herself, she replied with; “Let me see what I can do for you. Nancy’s father is unemployed because he is too busy doing other things right now. I think a better description would be William is kind of self-employed. Nancy will tell you more about William when she sees fit. Alright Karl, you pick the weekend day afternoon you want to work and I’ll put you to work.”

“Thank you Marcy. I need to find out what weekend days are best for Nancy.  I’ll let you know and it has been a pleasure meeting you.”

Karl left the store, walked over to Nancy’s apartment door and rang the doorbell. She came down with her new slacks on and her new blouse on. Her hair was somewhat messy.

“Come on upstairs, nobody’s home right now. My dad’s off somewhere, Marcy’s in her stores and I need to finish my hair. It will only take me a few minutes. While you’re waiting, check the place out. Marcy and I picked out all the furniture and decorated the place. It was completely empty when my dad first looked at the place. Marcy and I had to get everything from furniture to laundry soap.”

Karl roamed the apartment to kill some time when he wandered into Bill’s den. He was so taken aback by the Samurai antiques; he almost fell over the footlocker. Karl sat down on the footlocker to examine the Samurai Kimono and the battle armor. He wondered what it must have been like to be a Samurai all those years ago. He never noticed the passage of time or the fact that Nancy was in the doorway.

Nancy startled Karl when she asked; “Nice antiques aren’t they?”

“How did your dad get them? They have to be worth a fortune. The diplomatic seals all over the foot locker; what’s up with all that?”

Nancy gave him that ‘as a matter of fact look’; “The Samurai outfits are traced back to members of the forty-seven ronin. They are probably worth at least a million, each. The footlocker belongs to my dad. The diplomatic seals mean that the footlocker is part of the sovereign nation of Choam. That is all you need to know for now. Once we get to know each other better, I’ll tell you the rest.”

He walked over to the doorway that Nancy was standing in, grasped her hands; “I only need to know whatever you want me to know. I am so happy that you allow me to be with you, I can’t ask for any more than that.”

“Karl, you’re on a very good start with this relationship. Don’t get ahead of yourself and I think we’re going to be fine.”

“I asked Marcy for a part-time job so I can prove I am worthy of you. That way I can take you out instead of the other way around.”

“Don’t worry about it. It’s the 21st century already. I spent the last few hours shopping and in a makeup chair. I spent almost $400 for clothes, makeup and shoes for you Mr. Karl Hess. If I didn’t like you as much as I do, I sure wouldn’t be doing this. Come on; let’s get a taxi so you can show me the sites.”

“Nancy you would be beautiful even in a sweat suit and curlers in your hair.”

After a bit more frivolous conversation, the couple left the apartment and went on their way to seek out the free zoo and some of the culture of Kansas City. Meanwhile, Marcy had gone through every nook and cranny of her stores. She finally had enough and decided to get some down time. So she went upstairs to visit her mother. While William was surfing the internet, he leaned back in the chair and fell asleep.

The first movie in the theater went over without a hitch. It was after the second showing had finished when things became interesting. The theater crew was cleaning up and shutting down when a woman around sixty entered the theater. She had dark hair with streaks of grey running through it. She had to be over six feet tall. The crew had left the doors unlocked and this woman walked in.

“I want to speak to the manager.”

“The theater is closed until next Friday night. I am Lori Donleavy, the theater general manager. How may I help you?”

“I’m looking for the owner of the theater, William Cann. How can I find him?”

“I’ll see if I can find him for you. Please wait in the vestibule while I get him. We’re cleaning up and I don’t want you to get injured with a vacuum cleaner or a garbage can.”

Lori went into the office and called Williams cell phone, there was no answer. She called Marcy next. She told her that some woman that looks like Bills mother was looking for him. She called Nancy and repeated her story. Nobody has seen William in the last couple of hours. Lori called the restaurant and had Joseph the manager check downstairs, to be sure he wasn’t sleeping down there.

In the interim, Marcy walked to their apartment and checked to be sure nothing had happened to him. She found an empty apartment. She went back down stairs as taxi pulled up to the curb, Nancy and Karl exited the cab. Karl remained silent while Nancy talked with Marcy.

While they were contemplating their next actions, the doorway to the office opened and William came out to the sidewalk. He walked directly into the theater, while Nancy and Marcy were trying to talk to him. They all completely bypassed the woman in the vestibule. He found Lori with a concerned look on her face.

“Hi Lori; I was in the bathroom when you called. My phone was on the desk and I think I ate too much cheese. I figured you didn’t call to chat, so I came to see what you wanted.”

“Uncle Bill, there is a woman in the vestibule that is looking for you. She looks like your mother. You look like her and you both have the exact same grey cold steel eyes, it’s creepy.”

Marcy proclaimed; “That’s what Nancy and I have been trying to tell you, if you would have stopped and listened to us.”

“Sorry dear, sorry honey. Hello Karl, good to see you again.”

“Hello Mr. Cann; we can talk later if you wish. You have more pressing issues right now.”

“Call me Bill and yes I would like to do that, let me get this resolved first.”

William walked into the theater vestibule and seen the woman waiting.

He approached her; “I am William Cann; how may I help you?”

Nancy moved to Bill’s left side and Marcy moved to the right. Karl, Lori and her father also entered the vestibule, but stayed next to the theater doors watching.

“You’re the baby I placed on the Cann street church steps over thirty-six years ago. You sure grew up to be big. I’m your mother William; although I never gave you a name.”

“Ma’am, I get scam artist’s telling me they are some long lost relative every day. My father died a few years ago. My mother died a few weeks ago. My only sister works for the Department of Homeland Security. The young lady to my left is my daughter Nancy and the woman to my right is Marcy, my future bride. That is my entire family.”

“I read about you in last Sunday’s newspaper. They did a great biography on you. How you were adopted and raised by a Japanese family. How your sister bought the building in your name. How you are a retired mercenary and former body guard to the Royal Family of Choam.

First you were the personal bodyguard to the King’s wife and then to the King himself. The article stated that you bought the Parkway restaurant, opened up and are operating the theater. It also said that your girlfriend is opening up two businesses with your funding.”

“That is all very public information. Anyone with a computer could find out that information in under a minute. You don’t impress me in the slightest. If this is the best you can do, please stop wasting my time.”

“Look at my eyes William, there the same as yours and you know who I am. I’ll tell you something that nobody in the world knows. When they found you on the church steps, you were wrapped in my jacket and the cardboard box was lined with a powder blue pillowcase. I’m your mother William.”

The room fell dead silent. The only sound that could be heard was the background chatter between the girls cleaning up the theater and the occasional sound of the vacuum cleaner. Marcy and Nancy instinctively moved toward William and wrapped their arms around his. After what seem to be an incredibly long pause, William broke the silence.

“Physically you seem to be my birth mother and you know facts only she would know. That brings me to the question, why did you come looking for me after all this time?”

“I have a family now William. I read about you in the paper, I knew it was you. I thought a man with your assets; it would only be a matter of time before you came looking for me. I couldn’t risk you knocking on my door, my husband answering and seeing you there claiming to be my son. I have a nice family now. I have two sons and a daughter; they are your brothers and sisters William.”

William let loose with a sigh; “Ma’am, this is very awkward, what is your name?”

“Oh I’m so sorry; my maiden name was Cecilia Lorenzo. My married name is Zetticci.”

“Mrs. Zetticci, this is all very nice. I can assure you my looking for you is one of the farthest thoughts in my mind. You can go home to your family and be completely at peace with the knowledge that I will never come to your door, where ever that is. Is there anything else or may I continue with my evening with my family and friends?”

“That’s it? You don’t want to know about your brothers and sister? You don’t have any questions about your heritage? I’m your mother; I thought you would want to know.”

Before William could form a question, Nancy asked; “Mrs. Zetticci, do you or Williams father have any genetic defects or medical dispositions that my dad should be aware of for his future health?”

Bill added; “I would like Nancy’s question answered and no, I am not interested in your other children.”

“No, I don’t have any genetic defects. I thought that with the economy being what it is, you could help your family with some jobs. My husband is a chef, so he would do fine running your restaurant. Better than the blonde bimbo with the big chest.

My sons could run your movie theater. We would keep the bean pole as an usher or something of course. I could run the cooks store while my daughter runs the prep kitchen. We’ll keep your girlfriend around doing something out of site in the back room while she unloads trucks or empties the garbage. You could do that for your family couldn’t you?”

Bill raised his voice; “The leopard finally shows its spots. Cecilia, can I call you Cecilia? Rhetorical question, of course I can, that’s your name. Cecilia, I am considered a very evil and bad man in some parts of the world.

Everyone that knows me knows I am loyal to my own detriment. The theater managers’ name is Lori Donleavy. She and all my other employees are under my personal protection. Now how would it look if I fired them and brought in a bunch of strangers?”

“There not strangers William, we’re your family. Blood relatives should come before a bunch of outsiders.”

“Cecilia you don’t get it do you? You and your clan are the strangers here. These teenagers that work for me and Lori’s dad back there are my friends. Now let’s finish this so we can all be on our way.”

“So you’re telling me that this runt gold digger you adopted and latched on to you is more important than your own blood brothers and sister?”

William did not respond verbally at first, he gave out a cocky half smile; “Yes I do!”

“This scar faced one that wants to be your wife; she’s the one that caused all your misery and pain in the first place. If she wouldn’t have abandoned you in high school, you would have never gone down the path that almost got you cut in half!”

Cecilia paused for a moment to gather her thoughts before she continued; “To answer her question about your father’s genetics, I have no idea. I had so many men at the Christmas party; I wasn’t even sure what color you would be when you came out.

So how did they latch on to you? Did both of them service you in the bedroom? Was it one at a time or did they act in tandem? These two bitches latched on to quite the real bastard.”

“Mrs. Zetticci, you have crossed a line you shouldn’t have crossed. You can attack me all you want. I’ve had dozens of people far better that you try to kill me and I’m still here. When you attack my family and friends, I take the gloves off.

Yes I am very well off financially; that makes my family very well off financially. Yes I own this building, the restaurant and the theater. I also invested over a half a million dollars in Marcy’s two stores before I even knew who she was. I did it because I had faith in her as an honest person with a dream.

Cecilia, you are nothing more than another scam artist to me. Because I came out of the same birth canal as your other children, that does not give you or them any right to make any claims on me. When I was in one of the darkest hours of my life, my daughter never abandoned me like you did. Now go home and never come back again. You abandoned me over thirty-six years ago; you’re not getting back in my life now.”

Nancy spoke to Marcy in slightly more than a whisper; “Marcy, hang on to him. I think he’s going to blow. Look at the vein in his neck and he’s turning red.”

Cecilia responded; “Oh William, I’m so sorry. I know you’ve been hurt by people. Bring in your blood relatives to your empire. Together we can help you heal and put you on the right track. You don’t need these strangers and outsiders to hurt you anymore; come on son, you know it’s the right thing to do.”

What nobody noticed was the rest of the theater crew had stopped cleaning the theater. One of them had opened a door to the vestibule so they could hear what was going on. Without warning, William gently, but firmly shook Nancy and Marcy from his arms. He reached down and grasped the bottom of his shirts. With one swift motion, he pulled the shirts over his head and threw them on the floor. Marcy started to move forward and Nancy stepped in front of her and said; “Leave him go; stay out of his way.”

One octave short of screaming, William made his feelings very clear; “If you were a mam, I would rip your arm off and beat you to death with it! Do you have any idea what pain is? I don’t think you have a clue! Pain is being raised by a loving family that is scorned by the community because they took in a bastard child not of their own race.

Pain is missing the love of your life for eighteen years. Pain is being shot and stabbed so many times I don’t remember. Pain is being almost cut in have and not giving a dam. Not giving a crap because your birth mother dumped you in a cardboard box.”

His voice started lowering and he started calming down.

“Pain is not giving a dam because you pissed away the only woman you ever loved. Pain is all the broken bones, stab and bullet wounds all over my body. Pain is the countless dozens of faces I see every night of the assholes that I personally sent to meet their ancestors.”

Now calmed down to an almost tranquil voice; “I was a very evil and bad man. The Arabs had a name for me. They called me ‘the pale ghost of death’. With the help and support of the two loves of my life, I’m trying really hard to be a good person. I’m sorry Cecilia; I don’t need you or your clan around.”

Bill was almost exhausted at this point and his speech patterns reflected that fact.

“Since you are not a man, I’m going to let you leave unharmed. If you will excuse me, I always buy my theater employees dinner after work. They missed dinner at home, so it’s only right that I buy them dinner after work. Tonight I have a very special gift for some of them.

For you Cecilia, I have only one gift to give. I’m going to let you walk out of here under your own power with nothing broken or bleeding. I’m giving you the gift of safe passage out of here because you gave birth to me. Now you can consider us even.”

Marcy picked up his shirts from the floor and handed it to him. He looked around and seen everyone wide eyed and watching him.

“I am very sorry all of you had to witness this. I’m even sorrier that you see me without my shirt on. My behavior was uncalled for and should have not been witnessed by you. Please go and have dinner and think of this as the boss had a really bad day. Ladies, I have something special for you waiting at the restaurant.”

William turned and looked at Cecilia; “Our meeting is over. I can assure you we will never meet again. If by chance you should see me walking down the street, pray to your god that I don’t see you.”

William turned to Marcy and Nancy and was about to take a step when he heard Cecilia responding with screaming a very bitter voice; “Don’t turn your back on me mister. You owe me big time! You wouldn’t be here if I had the money for an abortion!”

Without turning back in her direction; “I don’t owe you squat! Get out of my theater before Lori calls the police on your sorry pathetic ass for trespassing.”

He hugged Nancy and Marcy; “I think I better put on my shirt. I need to get my meds; my head is about to explode.”

“Marcy, I’ll go with you while Nancy and Karl stay with the crew. They can bring them to the restaurant after the cleanup is done. Take my arm, my head hurts so much I can’t see very well and my legs are a little weak.”

“Mr. Donleavy, could you help me with William please? I think we need a little help if you don’t mind.”

Brian almost ran to Bills side while Marcy instructed him to help get William to the apartment. Cecilia stood perfectly still with the look of shock and utter disappointment on her face.

Lori opened the theater door to the street; “Mrs. Zetticci, you may exit the theater through this door.”

Mrs. Zetticci left the theater in a huff, obviously super pissed off and disappointed. She walked outside and let out a blood curdling scream; “Ahhhhh!”

Marcy and Brian helped William upstairs. They sat him at the kitchen table while Marcy retrieved his pain medication and a blood thinner. Bill took his meds and laid his head on the table. Brian went back downstairs only after Marcy reassured him Bill is going to be okay.

Back at the theater; Lori saw everyone standing by the vestibule doors in silence. Nancy tried to lighten up the mood with; “another day in the life with my dad. Look at it his way, there was no blood!”

Lori announced; “Let’s finish the cleanup so we can find out that the surprise is.”

The crew resumed the cleanup. The buzz in the theater was about the confrontation that took place. Margot brought up the fact dozens of people uncle Bill sent to meet their ancestors. Anne brought up that they were under his personal protection. She wasn’t sure exactly what it means, but she feels safer for it.

Tiffany was carrying a bag of garbage; “I hope I find a love like Marcy has. That’s all I have to say.”

Abbey and Allen both agreed that Cecilia was on outrageous bitch. They were also glad that William considered them friends. The crew wondered what the surprise was going to be at dinner tonight. Nancy told them she had absolutely no idea what the surprise would be.

Abbey almost had everyone rolling on the floor with; “I hope Uncle Bill doesn’t do a strip dance at dinner. That would be quite a surprise.”

Meanwhile in the theater lobby, Karl stood by the door like he was trying to make up his mind whether to go or not. This did not go un-noticed by Nancy.

“Where do you think you’re going? I promised you a free dinner, remember?”

“Nancy I think this too much for me. I thought we were very much alike. Families trying to make ends meet and us working part time jobs to pay for college. I didn’t know you are so well off; you must think I’m attracted to you only for your money. I love you Nancy Swenson, but this relationship won’t work. You’re always going to think I’m after your money.”

Nancy replied with fierceness in her voice; “Don’t you dare tell me what will and won’t work Karl! Don’t you ever tell me what I think you asshole! I love you too Karl Hess and I will decide what’s best for us.”

After a few moments pause, they both digested what they said. They both had tears in their eyes and hugged. “Nancy my love, can I still get some dinner with you? That hotdog for lunch wasn’t much and my stomach is growling.”

“Karl, you’re an asshole; of course you can have dinner with me. I wish you hadn’t seen my dad under these circumstances. He’s really a very nice guy.”

“He seems to have a very dynamic personality and is a very interesting man.”

“Oh Karl my love; you don’t have a clue, but you will. My dad can be your best friend or your worst enemy. Yes my dad owns all this property and four businesses. I’m still in college like you and I’m going to find a job after college.

With my dad’s connections, we have a better chance at getting really good jobs than we would on our own. My dad isn’t going to hand over the businesses’ to me on a silver platter. He expects people to earn their way; that includes me also.”

The theater crew took about thirty minutes to finish cleaning up and emptying the garbage. When they were done, Nancy asked the crew if any of them were scared off by her dad’s outburst. It was Tiffany that answered her.

“While you and your boyfriend were sucking face in the office, the rest of us talked about what went on. What happened was between your dad and that bitch. Your dad treats us better than any other boss would. He stuck up for us when the bitch wanted him to fire us to bring her kids in to replace us. Abbey and Allen were a little shaken up, but we all agreed on one thing. We’re behind Uncle Bill all the way.”

“Please tell my dad your all behind him tonight at dinner.”

“Does this mean you’re not going to be having dinner with us?”

“No Anne, I’m going to take my boyfriend into a back booth and suck face; hahaha. The dinner is for the theater crew. Come on, let’s get some dinner.”

Everyone left the theater and waited for Lori to set the alarm and lock the doors. The few steps to the restaurant only took a moment. Once inside, Joseph the manager had their table ready as usual. Lori’s mom was already at the table waiting for her husband and daughter. This was only the second dinner for Abbey and Allen. 

“Can we still order anything we want for dinner?” asked Allen.

Joseph was handing out the menus; “Anything you want; as long as it’s on the menu. Like last night, we have daily specials. Marcy called and said they should be down in a few minutes. Linda, bring in the flowers please; they are in the front cooler.”

A couple of moments later, Linda gave all the girls and Melanie a long stem red rose.

Joseph announced; “These are complements of Uncle Bill. He wanted me to pass this message on to you: I can’t think of any better way to express my friendship towards you than with something that will enhance your natural beauty, grace and charm.”

Meanwhile upstairs, the medications started kicking in and Bill started getting an upset stomach; “We need to get downstairs and get some food. I don’t seem to remember us eating lunch today. No wonder my stomach is upset.”

With a smile in Marcy’s voice; “I can afford to skip lunch every now and then. Look at the size of my butt!”

“You’ve got the most perfect butt in the world. When you stand up in the morning, it is a pleasure to see your pretty butt. No crease where your butt meets your leg, no cellu”

“Stop it already! Your describing my ass like it’s a piece of art. Did you take your tranquilizers today? You seem awfully amorous this evening.”

“All I need to do is visualize your rear end and I’m ready to go.”

“Bill, your stomach is bothering you; let’s get some dinner.”

They went to the restaurant, had dinner with Melanie and the theater crew. He apologized again for his behavior. When the conversation and desert had ended, everyone left for home.

Marcy and Bill went over to where Karl and Nancy were sitting and had a very pleasant; although short ‘get to know you’ conversation. William refrained from getting too deep in the conversation.

“Karl, I’m sorry that you did not see me on one of my better days. We’ll get to know each other better as time goes on. Nancy, Marcy and I are private people. Don’t feel hurt that Nancy didn’t give you her personal up to date history. We are hit with so many scams every day; Marcy’s mom spends hours filtering them out on the office phones voice mail. If Nancy feels you’re okay, you should be okay.

Marcy feels that you’re alright; you’re alright. I have no intension of ever threatening you; that is not my way. I love my daughter very much and I want her to be happy; that’s all Karl.”

 Nancy spoke up excitedly; “Dad! That’s enough!”

“I love your daughter very much sir and her happiness is my concern also.”

“Right answer Karl; I’m beginning to really like you a lot. Nancy my dear, I’m going to watch some TV with my goddess and go to bed. Wait until you meet Nancy’s mother; try not to strangle her.”

Goodbyes were spoken. Marcy and Bill went upstairs and were watching TV when Nancy arrived. He told her that Karl seemed like a fine young man.

“Use your best judgment on what you tell him. He seems like he may be scared off with too much information. So tell me, what are your thoughts about him?”

“He’s nice to look at, a real gentleman and he seems afraid about being out classed.”

Marcy asked; “Is that it? Did he try anything with you? You know; the bases?”

“We kissed for the first time tonight after we said we loved each other. That was after he wanted to breakup. Karl believed that I would think he’s only a gold digger after the family money. He didn’t want that to poison our relationship, so he wanted to call it off right then and there.”

“Wholly cow Marcy, call the Anderson’s. Nancy’s going to need a prenuptial!”

“William; stop it! It’s like I told you earlier, he is a very nice young man.”

“Dad, he never even attempted to make it past first base. Not even a hint of trying; he kept his arms around me and nowhere else.”

“Before you say one word Bill, how long did it take you to get to first base with me?”

“A couple of weeks and when you kissed me! Wow, I remember that was magic.”

“And how long was it before we went any further?”

“Around eighteen years. … Oh my, when we got around to getting past first base…”

“William! That’s enough. Nancy, you dad has too much energy this evening for his own good. Bill, grab your jacket and let’s go for a walk.”

“Don’t bother; when I came upstairs, it was starting to rain. Why don’t you go to the fitness center, Dad can burn off that excess tension and energy he seems to have. Unless you want me to sleep on the sofa so you two can get together.”

“He doesn’t need it tonight; I’m sure he’ll live without it. Come with us and we can all burn off some excess energy.”

“Great, I’ll grab my coat.”

The trio piled into Marcy’s car and it only took a couple of minutes to drive to the fitness center. Brandy was behind the counter with Joe Bob. He was looking through some car racing magazine. They swiped their membership cards and went inside. They all changed into their exercise outfits.

Marcy and William walked around the track to burn off excess energy. Nancy saw some woman that was missing part of her leg, but had quite a nice figure. She watched and asked her what exercises she did for her bust. The woman showed her what do with light weights. While that conversation was going on, Marcy and William came by.

“Hi Kim; it’s good to see you again. How’s Johnny doing?”

They all started a conversation while William continued around the track. He was joined by Marcy on his next lap. They discussed Nancy’s new friendship with Kim and how she is now doing bust exercises.

Bill commented while walking by; “I think my daughter is very serious about Karl. Let’s leave and pick out the nursery furniture; hahahaha.”

They continued walking and talking for about thirty minutes. They showered and started to leave when Joe Bob went off on a tirade.

“We’re getting a lot of complaints about you all. You gimps are scarring the customers with your half legs, nasty scared faces and suitcase zipper heads. I’m revoking your memberships right now. Members don’t need to see some one-legged gimp that belongs in a freak show. You with the burned face; you’re scarring the children. Hell, you scare me!

The only half normal one of you is the short cute one. Now get the hell out of here and never come back. I’m gonna call daddy and tell him I’m taking care of our member problems right now. Get going you freaks, the carnival is on the other side of town!”

William dropped his bag and lunged towards Joe Bob. An instant later he had his hands around Joe Bob’s throat. Within a flash, Bill pulled him over the counter and on to the floor. The women were screaming for Bill to stop.

“Dad! This asshole isn’t worth the sweat off your brow!”

William stopped his aggression and froze in place. Joe Bob had the look on his face like he was looking into the face of death. He was frozen with fear.

“Now hear me and you better hear me real good. I don’t give a dam about you or your daddy. If you ever talk to these women again like that again, there is no place on this Earth where you can hide from me. Now you apologize to these women before I get really pissed off and do something that is really going to hurt for a long time.”

“Dad, he’s turning blue; I don’t think he can breathe. If he can’t breathe, he can’t apologize.”

William dragged him over so he was sitting on the floor with his back against the counter. Bill let go of his throat and Joe Bob started choking; his breathing was labored. Shortly, it became somewhat normal. He started crying and apologized to the women. Brandy came out from some room off to the side; wide-eyed and looked half frightened.

“I have no quarrel with you young lady; only this sorry excuse for a human being.”

Brandy came forward; “I told you Joe Bob your mouth was writing checks that your body would have to cash someday. Tell your daddy I quit. I seen the whole thing mister; Joe Bob started calling you names and took a swing and you. You were defending yourself when he slipped on the floor.”

William stood up and everyone walked outside. William announced; “I don’t know about the rest of you, I can sure use an adult beverage right about now. Maybe I could use a couple of them.”

Kim responded; “My Johnny is having a beer down the street; let’s go meet him. I know I need a cocktail after this.”

William looked at Brandy and decided introductions would be in order.

”Miss Brandy, this young lady is Kim; this lady is my future wife Marcy and this young lady is my daughter Nancy Swenson. My name is William Cann, you can call me Bill. Would you join us for some adult beverages? I’m buying!”

“Wow, you people are exciting to say the least. You don’t get like this in bars do you?”

“I have never in my life had an argument in a bar young lady. Kim, show us the way.”

While they were walking down the street, Brandy asked; “Are you for real? You never had an argument in a bar. I don’t think you’re telling me the truth Bill. You look like you’ve been in some serious bar fights.”

Marcy spoke in defense of William; “He doesn’t lie about anything. He’s only telling you a half-truth though. He’s never been in a bar before. They don’t have bars in Arab countries.”

They arrived at the bar and caught up with Kim’s husband Johnny. She told him what Joe Bob said and Bill’s reaction. Johnny told Bill that he never wanted to get on his bad side. The men became the best of friends that night because they had a common enemy; Joe Bob.

They had two rounds of drinks and said their goodbyes. Back at the apartment, there was a little idle conversation, some milk and cookies. Everyone went to bed. William was restless so he put on his sweat suit, cow slippers and went upstairs to the roof to watch the stars. It stopped raining earlier, but the sky was cloudy. The door opened and Nancy walked over and sat down on the bench with him.

“Bruno did a nice job on the bench. Do you want to pay him or do you want me to do it?”

“Leave me a check tomorrow morning. I’ll call him; he can come and pick it up.”

She snuggled up next to him and he put his arm around her to keep her warm in the autumn air. She looked up at him and seen a tear forming in his eye. Slowly it filled and ran down his cheek.

“Dad, it’s not going to be like this forever you know.”

“What do you mean sweetheart?”

“The people that are screwing with you; they’ll stop sooner or later.”

“Darling, I am trying so dam very hard to control the beast. This is all so new to me and I’m scared of doing something wrong. Everything I do is without guidance; I react. It’s like I told you the very first time we met, I’m like a child without his security blanket in a dark room with monsters under the bed.

Instead of monsters under the bed, I’ve got the monsters in my head screaming at me. Then someone like that bitch that called herself my mother or Joe Bob comes along and the monsters want to come out.”

“Dad, do you know what Cerberus is?”

“Yes, Cerberus is the three headed watchdog that guards the gates of hell. I know because some days I feel like I trained him and he’s running around inside my head trying to get out. Why do you ask?”

“I told someone that I would take on Cerberus himself to protect you. I know Marcy would do the same for me in a heartbeat. I mean it dad, you are under my protection and Marcy’s too. You’re not alone here.”

They heard the door shut and seen Marcy walking towards them.

“I’ve been listening because I didn’t want to disturb you two. Everything Nancy said is true, except it would only take me a half a heartbeat.

You saw the faces on those kids tonight when they said they are behind Uncle Bill 100%. They meant every word of it. Don’t ever think for a moment you’re alone, you’re never going to be alone. Now come on downstairs to the apartment before you both catch your death of colds. I have milk on the stove for some hot chocolate.

End of Chapter 30 - Dreams Are Never Lost
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Chapter 31 - Dreams Are Never Lost

Monday morning rolled in silently like a cool morning fog. Most likely because of the hot chocolate on top of the adult beverages everyone had last night. William got out of bed and went directly to the bathroom. He came back and sat on the edge of the bed contemplating whether to stay up or go back to bed. He felt Marcy’s hand search his body; starting at his torso and working down very fast.

“You went to the bathroom naked. That’s real nice; you’re setting a great example for your daughter.”

Bill got up and removed his briefs; “Now I’m naked dear.”

Marcy rolled over and gave him a childish slap on the butt. Come back to bed and get some sleep. Its 5:30 in the morning, too dam early to get up. Hand me my robe, I need go to the bathroom.”

Moments later she returned to find Bill in bed and under the covers. She threw her robe over the top of the door, not on the hook that is on the backside. So when she tried to shut the door, her robe was in the way; the door didn’t shut.

“Dam, the door won’t close and I’m not getting out of bed to close it.”

“Don’t worry about the door; it’s mostly closed. Besides, what are you worried about; someone coming in to steal my virginity? Hahahaha; you got that already dear.”

“You’re too much, you know that? Don’t forget to shave today. You haven’t shaved all weekend and you’re looking a little grizzly. Now are we going back to sleep or what?”

In an aggressive voce; “That does it woman!”

William grabbed the covers, pulled them off the bed and threw them on the floor. Awhile later, they were putting on their robes and heard the shower running. They waited in the kitchen and Nancy arrived wearing one towel and drying her hair with another.

“We need to get a coffee brewer in here. Dad, shave please. I sleep with my door open and being woken up to Marcy laughing about your beard tickling her is too much.”

“Sorry honey, I didn’t know how or where she is ticklish.”

“You two need to shower and get dressed without screwing around. It’s Monday and I have to go back to school today. Phyllis will be here at seven. … Marcy, you’re still my best friend in the world. I would like to have breakfast with the both of you before I leave.”

“Nancy my friend, Bill and I will shower, and get dressed. William, that goes double for you. Get in there and shower. Shave that growth off your face and be real sure to brush your teeth and use mouthwash.”

While Bill was in the shower, the two women talked about romance.

“So tell me about Karl; he seems a little scarred of you. Do you think you’re in love with him?”

“I’ve been involved with boys before. Every last one of them wanted to get me in the back of their daddy’s car for a quick feel and something else. There was never much emotion involved, if any at all. Come to think of it, I don’t think I ever felt the emotion of love before I met William.

He was the very first man I ever cared about in my life. I am honestly in love with him. Not in the slightest sexual way, in that daughter/father bond.

When it comes to Karl, I think I feel my heart beat rise when I’m with him. I’m emotionally attached to him and it would break my heart if he ever broke up with me. I can’t really find the words other than I want to be with him as much as I can.”

“Welcome to the; I’m in love club. I would bet there’s almost nothing you wouldn’t do for Karl would you?”

“There’s very little I wouldn’t do for Karl. I won’t have sex with him. It’s way too early to even think about that. I would never do anything that would hurt him in anyway. Or as dad likes to say; in anyway, size, shape or form.”

“You’re going to do alright for yourself, I can see that very clearly now. I’m going to help your dad shave his head so we can get out of here in a timely fashion. Before you ask, no we are not going down that road in the shower. We have too much to do today; this morning’s surprise was very nice but quite enough.”

Marcy went to the bathroom and opened the door. William had showered, shaved, brushed his teeth and was using the mouthwash when she entered.

“Put your robe on before you leave. You don’t need to corrupt your daughter.”

“Corrupt her? Seeing me naked may cause her irreparable psychological damage; hahaha.”

Through the closed door Nancy yelled; “I’ve already seen you naked enough dad. I can’t deal with more psychological damage. Please wear your robe and your towel as insurance.”

Marcy and Bill bust out laughing at Nancy’s remarks. Marcy dropped her robe on the floor and entered the shower. William tried to follow and she caught his arm in the door.

“No means no mister! Don’t beg for it, and don’t pout.”

Out the bathroom he went. He found Nancy standing in the hall fully dressed with her arms folded.

“Get dressed now, I’m hungry and I need coffee. When Marcy gets out of the shower, head downstairs so you don’t get any ideas mister.”

“Yes Ma’am! Can I tell you a secret? I don’t need to see her naked to have ideas.”

“You’re impossible; you really are. I’m going to meet you downstairs. Please don’t get involved with her before I leave for school. I really want to spend some quality time with you two this morning.”

“You have my word that there will be no fooling around between us. We never fool around, it’s very serious between us; hahahaha.”

“I give up with you and your sex drive. I don’t have a father for eighteen years. When I get one; he turns out to be a sex maniac with my best friend! Hahaha; I’ll see you downstairs.”

William was dressing when Marcy exited the bathroom. He waited for her to get dressed and they both went downstairs. They walked into the restaurant and seen Nancy in the back booth enjoying a cup of coffee. They gave good morning greetings to everyone. Jill asked if she could talk to William for a moment.

“Sure Jill, what’s up?”

Marcy stayed by his side and waited.

“I don’t know what to do; I have too many servers today. I thought since Christine went home early yesterday, she wouldn’t be in today. I don’t want to send anyone home, but I have too many people. I hate to send home one of the new crew. Bill, I need help.”

Bill looked at her with the most serious look on his face. He responded with; “She’s been around the longest hasn’t she?”

“Yes she has.”

“Okay, it’s simple; Fire the old woman and be done with her.”

Marcy gasped and Jill’s eyes almost popped out of her head.

“I’m kidding already. Christine, could you come here please?”

She walked over; “Mother Smith, you know we have too many servers today don’t you?”

“Yeah, I figured that one out all by myself. Jill wants to send me home, but doesn’t have the stones to do that because she’s afraid I’ll bitch to Marcy or you.”

“Yeah, that pretty much hits the nail on the head. I told Jill; fire the old woman and be done with her. Your daughter and Jill were not pleased with that idea.”

“Well that was really forward thinking of them.”

“Mother Smith; if didn’t like you so much, I would make you Jill’s shadow for a day.”

Christine added; “Marcy, don’t marry this guy. He is a cold blooded ruthless man.”

“Here’s what I propose; you work for me as a floating employee. On day’s you feel like working, you can work here in the restaurant. If Jill doesn’t need you, work for Pete in the theater, or one of the other businesses we have. You can work in the office if you like. Whatever you want to do is fine with me. The only thing I will suggest is you work weekend breakfasts in the restaurant. That’s if you’re up to it. You and Jill set your schedule; Jill is the general manager here. I’m only thinking what is what’s best for you.”

Everyone waited for Christine to make up her mind.

“William, you would do that for me? I thought I had to come to work regardless.”

Marcy injected; “Mom, you have no rent. Only half of the utilities, why work if you don’t have to.”

“Honey, I’ll go stir crazy if I don’t work. Okay Jill, I’m going home. I’ll work weekends only; first shift. Thank you William, I’ll see you at the office later; Goodbye everyone!”

Christine removed her apron, picked up her jacket and left for her apartment.

Marcy and William went to their booth and had breakfast with Nancy. After breakfast and several cups of coffee; everyone returned to the apartment. William made sure that Nancy had enough pre-worn tee shirts; along with all of her clean laundry. At seven o’clock Phyllis was there to bring Nancy to school.

Like the Monday’s before, the parting was emotional. Jill was out on the sidewalk making a scene as usual. Bill was reassuring her that if she needs anything, call. Nancy was telling Marcy to take care of her dad. As the taxi sped away, everyone was on the sidewalk waving.

Jill went back inside to manage the restaurant. Marcy went to her store because today was opening day. William went back to the apartment to find out what was in the Swiss bank account. Upstairs, he sat at the kitchen table and read all the instructions. He needed a computer, so off to the office he went. After entering all the codes and ciphers, the bottom line came across the screen. The account had a balance of one hundred million dollars in it.

The only words he could utter was; “Holy shit! What the hell am I supposed to do with a hundred million dollars of Choam funds?”

William’s thoughts became blank for a few moments; he remembered that the King asked him to do something with the money to keep the memory of his son alive. What should he do? Marcy and Nancy would know what’s best.

The doorbell rang, Bill looked at the security monitor and it was Christine. He buzzed her in and she was a welcome site. She had two cups of coffee with her. He told her to help herself to the office next to his and if she needs anything, write it down. They can go out later and pick whatever supplies she needs. Bill needed to go to the store and buy more tee shirts anyway.

He spent the next several hours listening to Arabic phone conversations and filling out the forms on the Homeland Security website. Christine was in the other office listening to calls from the business cell phone voice mail. The office was dead silent because William was using headphones and Christine was listening and writing.

It was almost lunchtime when William needed a potty break. He had a few too many cups of coffee this morning. On his way out of the bathroom, he stopped in the doorway of Christine’s office. He asked her if she would like to join him for lunch. The only issue was he asked her in Arabic.

She started laughing; “By looking at the clock, I presume you’re asking me about lunch. You’re not taking me to a Middle Eastern Café are you?”

“I’m sorry; I’ve been listening to so much Arab non-sense, I started to slip back a little. What I asked was; the Thai place across the street has twenty some lunch specials. Let’s get some food and go to the stores afterwards.”

“Okay, give me a few minutes and I’ll meet you at Marcy’s.”

Bill went to see what’s going on with Marcy’s stores. Melanie is working the morning to early afternoon shift and Valerie is working the afternoon – evening shift.

A few people walked in looking for the resale shop; that was it. Bill suggested that she gets some signs made up for the prep kitchen window that explains the services that are available. He also suggested she goes to the office supply store and purchase some lighted neon signs that flash “open”. He invited her and Melanie to lunch, Marcy replied that Melanie needs to watch the stores while she goes and buy’s the signs.

Bill walked out the door as Christine was coming around the door of the offices. They walked across the street and ordered lunch. While waiting for their food, the conversation was about the pathetic people calling.

There were all the sob stories, business investment opportunities and people claiming to be long lost relatives. She told him that she answered two calls directly.  They were almost crying that he would not give them $50,000. Everyone that calls wants exactly $50,000 to make their problems go away.

When the food had arrived, the conversation changed to how she could work for him and at one of the other businesses. Since she has no rent she only needs a little spending money.

During lunch, Bill received a text message from Nancy; ‘Fitness center is closed. Do you know what’s up with that?’ Christine and Bill finished their lunch. He asked Christine if she would like to go shopping.

“Where are we going?”

“I need tee shirts real bad, Nancy took all my tee shirts with her when she went back to school. So where would you like to go?”

“Let’s go to the big box department store. I need some underwear and for what’s it is worth, bras. I’ve lost so much weight, nothing fits me anymore.”

“I hope Zocalo can reverse that trend next month. Come on, let’s get a cab.”

They walked back across the street and grabbed a waiting cab. Bill asked the driver to stop by the fitness center while on the way to the store. The driver brought them to the fitness center. There was a chain and padlock on the door. There was a sign on the front door. The sign read: bank foreclosure.

For information on this property contact Miles Archer at some 800 number. He told Christine to tell the driver what store to go to. While they were in route, he texted Nancy: ‘have Brandy and Karl meet me in my office at four this afternoon. I’ll buy them dinner; I miss you already, love dad.’

“Christine, when you were in the corporate world, what did you do?”

“I started in the mailroom, went to accounts payable, and then accounts receivable, onto purchasing and asset management. I worked up to mergers and acquisitions until it slowed down. Then I was out of a job.”

“What did you do in mergers and acquisitions’?’’

“Let’s say we were looking into purchasing the XYZ Company. The XYZ company claimed their fleet of 100 trucks are worth $200,000 each or $20 million in assets. In reality every truck is ready for the bone yard; they are worth scrap metal or $200.00 each. So we went from $20mil in truck assets to $20 thousand. The same goes for property, furniture and every other asset. It is quite a common practice to over value property and assets.”

They chatted a little more and they arrived at their destination. Christine and William walked into the mega department store and she went directly to the woman’s intimates department. She selected two bras and two briefs.

“Chris, you dragged me over here so you can get two bras and two panties? You are kidding me, right?”

“No William, I am not kidding you. I don’t have money for more than these. Remember I’ve been off sick and lost a lot of work.”

“Mom, get at least a weeks’ worth for crying out loud. Get at least seven of each, that way you’re not doing laundry every day. Before you start, I’ll pay for them. Your daughter would give me endless grief if I didn’t.”

“But that’s so much money; I can’t let you do that.”

William turned to face her and put his hands on her shoulders. With the most sympathetic tone of voice; “Mom, I’m going to let you in on something. Marcy doesn’t even know about this. Are you okay with finding out the absolute truth?”

“I guess so. I’m so confused and out of my element right now; I’m not sure of anything right now.”

“Mother Smith, I own the theater building outright. My sister used my money and paid cash for it. I own it free and clear. I have absolutely no debt what so ever. The primary bank account has somewhere over three million dollars in it. I have three brokerage accounts that have two million in cash each. That does not include all the checking accounts for the businesses. A few pairs of underwear and bras don’t add up to jack for me. So let me buy you what you want and need. Besides, you were always nice to me when I came to pick up your daughter; let’s call it payback.”

“Marcy really doesn’t know?”

“No she doesn’t; she never asked me about my finances. What’s kind of funny is she’s worried about making money in the stores right away. I told her they will make money soon enough.”

“Are you going to tell her someday? I mean keeping her in the dark don’t seem right.”

“Over dinner tonight, we are going to discuss high finance. I’m not sure how to say this but I have been given a trust fund to manage. I’m sure Marcy will know what to do. Anyway, before we leave this section, is there anything else you need. Slippers, robes, shoes, sweat suits? I’m buying Mother Smith, whatever you need, get it now. Look at me as your sugar son-in-law.”

She made William get a shopping cart and she picked out several items, including a robe and new slippers.

“Now let’s get my tee shirts. We have some work to do when we get back to the office.”

While they were at the tee shirt area, Chris asked what size he wore. Bill didn’t know; so on his knees he went while Chris looked for the size. “Dam you a big boy; XX large.”

They went to the checkout and the total came to a little over $400 dollars. William swiped his credit card and signed the machine tablet. Christine looked very nervous.

“Mother Smith, calm down already. You’re not paying for it and I’m not going to deduct it from your pay. It’s a fringe benefit from me to you; that’s all. Do me a favor please; tell your daughter that I took you shopping.”

They flagged down a taxi and returned to the Theater Building. Marcy saw the cab pull up and her mother get out first. She went outside and was thrilled that William took her mother shopping for clothes.

Through all the chatter; “Mother Smith, when you’re done putting your clothes away, I need you at the office. We have some work to do this afternoon.”

Marcy kissed William and returned to her store. Bill helped Christine carry all the clothes upstairs.

Christine spoke; “Ah William, this paper you gave me that’s supposed to have information on it says: don’t forget flowers and pick up Michael from school.”

“Oh hell, I forgot about Michael and Marcy’s flowers! Chris, turn the paper over.”

Bill got on his phone and called Phyllis!

“Phyllis, Bill Cann here. Are you in the area? … Don’t take that fare; I’ll be right down. … Bye Chris, I’ll be right back.”

Downstairs, he went to the waiting taxi. Phyllis took him to the school and he picked up Michael. While he was there, he talked to school administrator Nagoya about a benefit for the school student supplies using his theater. After he was done, he went to the florist and picked up four dozen red roses, two dozen yellow and two dozen pink roses.

They returned to the theater building where Bill gave two of each rose to Phyllis, (one set for Roberta). Bill and Michael went upstairs to Christine and gave her a set. Then back down stairs to Marcy’s stores.

They gave Valerie and Melanie each a set of roses. Bill gave Marcy the dozen long stem red roses. He kneeled down on one knee; “If I were to write the word love on every rose petal in this bouquet that would be only a shadow of the love that I have for you.”

Marcy started crying and they held each other for a very long time. Melanie observed; “Someone’s going to get lucky tonight.”

Young Michael responded; “Who’s going to get lucky tonight and why?”

Valerie responded with; “Oops! Are these flowers for the restaurant staff?”

“Yes they are.”

Valerie asked; “Can Michael give his mom her set?”

“That would be wonderful idea. Michael can give a set to his mom. I’ll put one set in the fridge for Mrs. Lopez.”

William escorted Michael to the restaurant and with a little coaching, Michael said; “These are for you, the best mom in the world. Can I have some chocolate ice cream now?”

Everyone in the restaurant was laughing and smiling.

“Not now honey, maybe latter. There is a surprise for you up in the apartment. Your new toy box came today. Let’s go upstairs and put your toys away. You can try out your new bed that Uncle Bill bought you. You can tell Uncle Bill how much you like them tomorrow.”

Bill returned to Marcy’s store. She was very upset that the whole day she only had six people. Two came to look around, and four wanted to know where the resale shop went.

“Don’t worry about the business; it takes time. Rome wasn’t built in a day. Anyway, I need to talk with you tonight about some financial planning. I found out what was in the Swiss bank account. Can we pick up this conversation latter? I have guests upstairs in my office I need to talk to.”

Marcy agreed this is not the time or the place for this conversation; William went upstairs.

When he arrived in the office, his afternoon guests were there waiting for him. He sat at his desk and his phone started ringing. Christine was standing there; “Give me that, I’ll answer it for you. Your guests are chomping at the bit.”

William handed Christine his phone and greeted his guests. Christine interrupted; “Sorry William, I have a Tiffany on the phone. She won’t take no for an answer; she insists that she talks to Uncle Bill.”

William reached and Chris handed him the phone. “Hello Tiffany; Uncle Bill here. How did you get my number? … You told Lori what? … I’m okay, don’t you worry about it. You can call me anytime you want. … That woman upset me real bad, but I’m over it. … No I’m not mad at any of you. … I was mad at myself for getting mad and all of you seeing my anger, that’s all. … Tiffany, anytime you want to talk, please call me. … Yes I did mean it. You are under my protection. … If you need me, call me or come by. My office is above the theater and I live above the restaurant. We can always work something out. … See you Friday evening. ... Bye!”

“I’m sorry for the delay with the phone call. There was a little incident at the theater last night with a woman that claimed to be my mother. Things got a little out of hand in front of the teenage girls that work there. A shouting match ensued and I removed my shirt to prove a point. Trust me; it was not a pretty site.

Tiffany called to see if I was alright. The whole thing is a long story that is totally nonsense. There were threats made against my employees and I replied that my employees are under my protection, which they are.

That being said; I asked you to come here for your help. Now if I tell you what I have in mind, I must have your assurance this goes no further than this room. If not, leave now.”

Brandy and Karl said that their lips are sealed.

“I’m thinking of buying the now closed fitness center. In order to make a reasonable offer, I need solid facts. What equipment is in there and what is the resale value of that equipment. When I go to see the bankers tomorrow, I need facts and figures to negotiate a price. I want to make them an offer that sounds great, but I don’t want to pay too much.”

Brandy spoke first; “William, why should we do this for you? You’re a nice guy and all, but what are you going to do for us?”

“You asked a fair question. If I am successful, you two will at minimum get your jobs back. Now keep in mind that I will not be running the place. I will need a general manager that would have to hire staff, pay the bills and so on.”

Karl asked; “You wouldn’t run the place?”

“Hell no; my previous job was making assholes meet their ancestors in an extremely violent and rapid fashion. Let me put my cards on the table. Karl, you’re going to school; you don’t have the time to be a general manager. Brandy, you told me you are working three jobs. Full time at a beauty parlor, part time at the fitness center and tending bar on weekends. I’m amazed you had the time to work at the fitness center at all.”

“I’m used to having very little sleep.”

“Yeah, I can believe that. I take it Joe Bob Collins was the general manager, it goes without saying; Joe Bob Collins is out. One of the things I noticed was there is a second floor. What’s up there?”

Karl responded; “Empty offices and junk. When they converted the downstairs, they moved all the old store fixtures upstairs for storage.”

“Here is what I have planned. Buy the property, reopen the fitness center and expand the center to include upstairs.”

Brandy spoke; “William you’re taking care of Karl, what about me?”

“I’m sorry; sometimes I’m as clear as mud. If the deal goes through, I’m offering you the job of general manager.

I’ll start you out at $2500 a week. Your duties would include working with a contractor and architect to convert their upstairs to useable space. Stationary bikes and stair climbers would work well up there. You will keep drawing that salary for two months. Afterwards, we will negotiate your compensation.”

Brandy replied; “That sounds like a great offer, but I don’t think it’s really very good.”

William became extremely aggressive; “Excuse me, $2500 a week isn’t god dam good enough? You’ve got to be kidding me!”

“No William, you misunderstand me. $2500 a week is more than I make in a month. That is an extremely generous of you. My concern is after the two months is up. I get the place up and running, bring on new business and you dump me for someone cheaper.”

A somewhat calmed down Bill yells out; “Christine, have you been taking notes?”

“Yes boss, I have.”

“Thank you mother Smith. Brandy, I am not playing you for a fool. At the end of your first two months, we will see if you need more time to make the place profitable. If you’re satisfied with everything, your new pay would be 50% of the net profit. To be paid on the first and fifteenth of every month.”

Bill’s phone rang again. Christine came into the room and grabbed it before the second ring. Bill was about to continue when Christine interrupted again; “I’m sorry William, its Lori. She’s very upset and needs to talk to you.”

“I’m sorry; Lori is my movie theater manager, I really need to take this call.”

“Hello Lori, what’s on the mind of my favorite manager? … I know Tiffany called you, she called and told me. … No I don’t mind that you gave her my private number. … She told you she would quit being your friend? ... Calm down, already … I’m not at all mad at you at all. You did the right thing. … She was worried about me, that’s all. … You would have to do something real bad for me to fire you. … I would never fire you for that… Could you call Margot and Anne and tell them I am okay? ...  Thanks Lori and say high to your dad for me, bye.”

Brandy and Karl gave each other the most confused looks.

Christine interjected; “William treat’s all the employees like family. I’ll find out from Marcy later what happened in the theater.”

Karl spoke up; “It was real scary for a while. I swore there was going to be blood spilled Sunday night between Mr. Cann and that woman that called herself his mother.”

William had his fill of his mother; “Enough, let’s get down to business. I need you two to remember what equipment is inside the fitness center. I need to know what everything’s resale value at auction is; towels, desks, phones and everything.

You can use my computer. There are pads of paper, pens and pencils in the desk somewhere. When you’re done, I’ll be in the restaurant. I’ll buy you both dinner and give you $100 each for your time. Karl, I won’t tell Nancy that you had dinner with another woman. Christine, stick around until they are done. If anyone wants anything to eat or drink, call the restaurant and have it sent up. Christine, this goes for you too. When you’re done, all of you come downstairs and have dinner on me. I’ll have your money downstairs also.”

Without another word, Bill walked out. Karl looked like he was somewhat surprised by what happened.

Brandy asked in a very cocky voice; “Christine is he always like this?”

“What do you mean young lady? Spit it out! What’s really on your mind?”

“William is not right mentally is he? Is he stroking us or playing some sick game?”

“Is he not right? I can only answer that question with a question. Bill spent four years in a high stress army Para rescue platoon. Your job, rescue your fellow soldiers from enemy territory. Fight your way in, rescue your brothers in arms and fight your way out. Do that for four years of one hell hole after another. Then spend fourteen years as a mercenary and bodyguard to the Royal Family of Choam.

William has been slashed, shot, stabbed and almost cut in half. He has a metal plate in his head covering a large section where his skull is missing. That’s why his head looks like a suitcase zipper.

He’s confused, scared and looking for a normal home that he hasn’t had in over eighteen years. You asked if he’s not right; hell no he’s not right. But he is loyal and honest to his own fault. He’s not stroking you; he’s as serious as a heart attack. His word is his bond. If he tells you something, take it as the gospel truth.”

Brandy continued; “What about his old job? Did he really send people to meet their ancestors?”

“I know what I have seen; I know what my daughter has told me. Trust me when I say, you really don’t want to know. Let’s say that he has problems with demons.”

Karl broke the tension in the room; “Brandy, I seen him without a shirt on. You don’t want to see the results of his previous life, trust me. Anyway, we need to get started.”

Karl started listing the inventory on paper, while Brandy used the computer to find the values. Christine ordered tea for herself and sodas for Brandy and Karl. While they were working upstairs, William was in the restaurant basement checking out Bruno’s work. Satisfied that the work was going well, he returned upstairs. Bill went to the rear unused dining room and texted Nancy the following message.

“My dearest daughter, I am in the process of taking care of Karl’s future. I hope my actions will provide you some comfort tonight. Christine, Brandy and Karl are working on a plan to help me buy the fitness center. I will have an answer by this time tomorrow. One way or the other Karl will have the money for his college. Don’t let on that you know what’s happening.

By the way, you need to teach me shorthand. All this typing on this little keypad is rough. I can’t wait to see you Friday afternoon. By the way, in your last message you typed in LOL. What does that mean? Another one last thing, text Karl, tell that boy everything is going to be alright and to enjoy his dinner. I’ll explain when I see you Friday afternoon, love dad. Is this where I use LOL?”

William put the phone in his pocket and became real comfortable in the restaurant booth. He thought to himself that he would put his legs up, lay back and close his eyes for a few minutes.

What seems to have been a few seconds later, he hears Derrick’s voice; “Mister Cann, your guests are here to see you.”

William awoke and found Christine, Brandy and Karl looking down at him. He arose and greeted them. A trip to the restroom to wash his face and get the cobwebs out, he returned to the booth. Christine wrote up a synopsis sheet covering the building, all the assets and their current estimated market values. He thanked them all and told them to have dinner on him.

“I suggest the stuffed pork chops. Jill hired this new cook and oh man can he cook. The pork chops are so tender; you don’t need a knife. The mashed potatoes are fresh, not instant. The vegetables are fresh also. I need to meet my future bride for dinner, thank you all for the hard work and enjoy yourselves.”

William gave Brandy and Karl their pay for services rendered. He left the restaurant and walked over to Marcy’s stores. Valerie and Marcy had agreed to keep the store open till eight o’clock. Marcy looked really stressed so he invited her out for pizza and beer. She suggested that they go home and order in pizza; that is exactly what they did.

Marcy went home and ordered pizza while William went to the Patel’s store and bought Marcy’s favorite lite beer. The pizza arrived; they sat discussing the store opening and other items of interest. After several slices of pizza and cans of beer, Marcy let loose with the belch from hell. It lasted for several seconds. Before she could excuse herself, William set his beer and pizza on the table. He dropped to his knees and grabbed Marcy’s hand. He kissed her hand and held it to the side of his face.

“Oh my god, any woman that can do that, was truly sent by the beer gods. Hail Marcy; goddess of pizza and beer! Yet another reason why I love you, and your my best friend!”

“Get off the floor you silly man. Nancy’s at school, neither one of us has to beg.”

“Oh Marcy, if I didn’t need to pee right now, I would do some real interesting things with you.”

“I’m sure you would and I think I would really like that. First things first, go potty and we need to discuss the Swiss bank money.”

William returned from the bathroom break. He reminded her that the King wanted some of the money used to keep his son’s memory alive.

“What the hell should I do?”

“You started the whole thing by making up a scholarship fund for Nancy. Here’s what you do, tomorrow set up a real scholarship fund for our employees. Call it the Prince Al-Lam scholarship fund.

Over the years, we could send hundreds of kids through college. Set up the qualifications and the school will take it from there. I would think it’s super easy. While you’re at the bank tomorrow, ask them; I’m sure they would know.”

Bill looked like he was digesting all the information Marcy gave him. He broke out of his trance; “Besides being the most beautiful girl on Earth, you’re smart too!”

“This girl needs to pee; I’ll be right back. All that beer is doing a number on my bladder.”

When Marcy came back, she folded the pizza box and put the rest of the left overs in the refrigerator, along with a couple cans of beer.

“Honey, I don’t feel all that frisky right about now. Too much pizza and beer has made me less than wanting a tumble in the sack right now. You don’t mind too much do you?”

He replied sarcastically; “How could I mind, I’ll sleep on the sofa. Real men are used to sleeping alone on sofas. I’ll lay and dream about what could have been, but was tossed away.”

“Now you’re going to pout; oh poor Billy. I ate and drank too much; it’s sitting a little heavy on my stomach. I would enjoy playing consenting adults when I feel better. If you insist, let’s do it and get it over with.”

Bill replied with a normal sympathetic sounding voice; “I would never even consider abusing you; especially for my sexual satisfaction. Let’s go to bed as friends and wake up as lovers. How does that sound?”

“I love you, even when you pout.”

“Come on love, we had a hell of a day. Let’s get some sleep; and I won’t beg for it.”

“Take all your meds except the blood pressure one. You can sleep; I’ll make it up to you tomorrow.”

Marcy went to bed; William took his meds and went into Nancy’s room. Moments later, Marcy was climbing into bed with William.

Bill said; “I thought you didn’t feel good; so I was going to let you sleep.”

“I was going to sleep alone. It took about two seconds to realize that I don’t like sleeping alone. Besides, I’m so used to having one arm under the pillow and my other arm on your chest; I’d never get to sleep.”

“Marcy my love, your hand does not stay on my chest all night. You know that don’t you?”

“Your big paw doesn’t stay by your side all night either. I thought my right cheek was going to be black and blue from you squeezing it.”

“Sweetheart, your face looked perfect five minutes ago.”

“Not those cheeks you animal.”

“Wow, I didn’t know my right hand was so smart. It likes adventure and quality. Would you like to talk about where your right hand ends up most mornings?”

“Not with my stomach like it is now and no sleeping foreplay in the middle of the night.”

“You talk about me! The way you woke me up the other morning was pure romantic bliss. I want to thank you again for that.”

“You’re welcome darling; I know how that blood pressure medication affects you. I knew that you would like the alternative performance.”

“Honey, I’m getting very aroused and sleepy at the same time. We better stop before I start something and fall asleep.”

“I know dear, it’s real obvious. Go to sleep and we will continue this tomorrow.”

Within minutes, they were both sound asleep.
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 32

Tuesday morning arrived with Marcy curled up against William’s side. His right arm was trapped on the bed in between Marcy’s body and his. Because she was partly laying on it, she restricted the blood flow, causing it to go to sleep.

He tried to move slightly; when he moved, she purred and the arm she had lying over his chest moved up suddenly. Her arm now bent at the elbow, placing her hand halfway on his face. That wasn’t all that bad except her thumb was resting on his right eye.

Bill freed his right arm; he thought she was going to roll over and stay sleeping. She rolled over and started mumbling; “I’m cold, keep my back warm.”

She rolled over, cuddled up next to him backwards. He started getting comfortable when he felt her left hand roaming. He couldn’t resist asking; “Are you awake dear?”

“Yes dear, I’m going to the bathroom and then I’m getting a towel. I’ll be right back.”

“When you come back, I need to go also; too much beer last night. Why are you getting a towel?”

“This isn’t our room. I don’t want to take the chance of Nancy getting upset with us.”

“Why would she possibly be upset with us? Oh! I think we better use our room.”

“Our bed hasn’t been slept in, it’s cold in there. This bed is warm and it needs breaking in.”

Later that morning while Bill went to shower, Marcy stripped the bed down to the mattress and carried the linen’s to the laundry room. She brought in fresh linen’s from the cabinet and set them on the bed. She went to the shower and Bill was still in there. Later they had to leave because they were running out of hot water.

William was walking into the kitchen to turn on the morning news. His phone was next to the TV buzzing and vibrating. He picked up the phone and there was a message from Nancy. Embarrassed (even though he was alone) Bill set the phone face down on the counter and wrapped the bath towel around his waist.

The message read; ‘OMG, click on this link; it’s about Joe Bob’s dad; he’s dead and there is a lot of information you need to know. BTW means ‘by the way’; put some clothes on. LOL means ‘laugh out loud’ dad. OMG means Oh My God! See you Friday afternoon.’

He clicked on the link that Nancy provided while standing in the kitchen with nothing but his smart phone in his hand and a poorly wrapped towel.

“Kansas City Missouri: The once seemingly wealthy Joseph Robert Collins Senior died from a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the head while in his backyard. Yesterday morning sheriff’s deputy’s escorted the Big Bank representatives to the Fitness Center on Damon Avenue. Members inside the center were asked to leave and the Big Bank representatives chained the centers doors shut.

At that very same time, other Big Bank representatives arrived with sheriff’s deputies at Joseph Robert Collins Senior’s house on Ridge Boulevard. They informed him his fitness center was foreclosed due to lack of mortgage payments and unpaid business loans. Mister Collins was also informed that his house was being foreclosed for lack of mortgage and home equity payments. To make matters even worse, they were seizing the contents of the house against his unsecured debt.

Mister Collins asked the deputies and the Big Bank representatives for a few minutes to remove the urn containing the remains his late wife. They agreed and after a minute, they heard a single gunshot coming from the rear of the home. Mister Collins had taken his own life in the backyard. He is survived by his son Joseph Robert Collins Junior.”

William was so interested reading, he didn’t notice Marcy come up behind him. Her hands on his waist startled him and he flinched. The loose towel became looser and Marcy’s hands roamed forward, causing the towel to fall.

With a sensual voice; “Oh Honey, your towel fell; don’t worry, I’ll get it.”

Sometime later, after cleaning up and the regimen of oral hygiene, they proceeded to get dressed without too much more hanky panky. They had a very light breakfast of fresh fruit and coffee. The stuffed pizza and beer from the night before squelched their appetites this morning. They talked over there agenda’s for today and wished each other success.

On their way to the front door, Jill stopped them and was asked if Christine could work this morning. She had fired one of the new servers for coming to work stoned. William reminded her that she is the general manager and he only suggested Christine only work weekends.

“Jill, I honestly don’t give a dam how you run the restaurant. My concern is your concern; the place makes money. Everything else is on your shoulders, not mine. I’ll stop by Christine and Linda’s place and see if either of them wants to come to work today.”

Jill responded with; “Today’s is Linda’s day off; she might not want to come to work.”

“I’ll ask and if nobody wants to come in, I’ll let you know. Absolute worst case, I’ll host and you can wait on tables; or vice a versa.”

Jill gave him the sourest of looks that called out; “Oh no; anything but that. You serving tables would be something to see. I can almost see you with a customer that changes their order and blames you for getting it wrong. I would be bailing you out of jail within the hour.”

They left the restaurant and Bill walked with Marcy to her store. He continued to Christine’s apartment and rang the doorbell. Linda’s came down wearing flannel pajamas.

She opened the door; “Good morning Bill, what brings you here this morning? Come on up, we have fresh coffee I made a few minutes ago. Michael is being a terror this morning; Christine is trying to get him dressed for breakfast and school. I’m too lazy to get dressed on my day off.”

Bill walked upstairs and told Linda; “Excuse me, I’ll be right back.”

Bill walked to the front bedroom and Michael was complaining to Christine that he should stay in his new bed because he has a tummy ache and he could watch his new toy box to be sure it’s safe.

“Hey Michael, get dressed and I’ll walk you to school this morning.”

“Hi Uncle Bill, that’ll be great! I’ll get dressed and we can have pancakes before school.”

Christine and Bill exchanged thoughts on children for a couple of moments. He asked her if she would come to the bank this morning and help him with the fitness center deal. She agreed and told Bill to ring the doorbell when he returns from bringing Michael to school. Returning back to the kitchen with Linda; she had poured him a cup of coffee.

“Don’t panic boss, I asked and Jill sold me the coffee; I didn’t steal it.”

William looked at her with kind of an evil eye and a smirk on his face.

“There is definitely something about a lovely woman wearing black cloth slippers, red plaid flannel pajamas and her hair going every which way first thing in the morning.”

“Boss, should I be calling Marcy right about now? Maybe you two need some time together alone?”

“Hahahaha; Oh no, I’m paying you a left handed compliment is all. I would never ever even think of hitting on you. Marcy and I had a couple of rounds of this morning.”

“Bill, that’s way more information than I need right now.”

“Right; that was too much information. The reason I’m here is Jill needs help this morning. She fired one of the new servers for coming in stoned. I don’t know if you heard, I’m taking Michael to school this morning. I’m also taking Christine for a couple of hours this morning. I have business at the bank and I could use her help. If you want a pajama day, it’s up to you. Please all Jill and let her know whatever you decide.”

Linda reached out her hand and Bill gave her his phone.

“Jill, this is Linda; I’ll be down to work in twenty minutes. … Who did you fire? … Rita was a bitch anyway; I never liked the bitch from the first time I saw her. … She told Carla that unwed mothers are all tramps. … Hahahaha, now you’re glad you fired the bitch. … See you in twenty minutes.”

She handed the phone back to a surprised William who was speechless. Linda gave him instructions for getting Michael to school on time. Christine was going to be sure that Michael had breakfast before going to school.

To avoid the chaos of a seven year old getting dressed and ready for school, Bill went downstairs and visited with Marcy. Not having anything of substance to talk about, Bill told her the story of what went on upstairs with Michael. Bill also told Marcy about complimenting Linda on her sleep ware. That was a very bad mistake indeed.

“You thought calling her lovely while she’s in her nightie was a compliment; you’re hitting on her! What do I have to do to make you happy? I’m 125 pounds with B cups; should I gain forty pounds and get big C cup breasts like hers?”

William stood like a deer caught in the headlights. He froze completely with no idea what to do next. After what seemed like an eternity; “I goofed, I should have known better, I’m sorry.”

He turned and walked out the door. Down the street he went to the rear of the building where he could be near the garbage cans and think. There was a plastic five gallon bucket by the restaurant back door, it made a great seat. He was so confused by Marcy’s reaction; his mind was spinning like a kaleidoscope. Suddenly the door opened and Carmen came out with a load of garbage.”

“Ahhhhh; you scarred me William. I didn’t expect to see anyone out here. Thank you for the roses; Jorge should take a lesson from you. William, wait here for a minute.”

Carmen yelled something in Spanish to her co-workers in the kitchen and turned back to Bill.

“I’m making your favorite soup for lunch today; beef barley, I don’t want it to burn. I have the new cook Miguel watching it for me. Nice young man with a wife, but no babies. … I see on your face something is very wrong. What’s the matter? Don’t tell me you and Marcy had a fight! You two are such a nice couple. How could that happen?”

Bill repeated the Linda story to Carmen; she had the surprised mother look on her face; “She will calm down soon William. I am sure she will understand why she was wrong. When she does, it will be very good for you that night. I thought Jorge was seeing another woman once. He would go out after dinner and come back after I went to bed. I followed him one night to see where he went.

He was working a second job washing trucks. One night after dinner, he told me he had a second job that he quit the day before. He was working a second job to pay for my new wedding band. When we were married, he could only afford a $20 ring from the store. He gave me this wedding ring with five diamonds inside for my fiftieth birthday. Jorge was a very happy man that night.”

“Jorge is a fine man after my own heart. Carmen, sometimes I feel like I don’t belong here. I’m having a very hard time fitting in. I try to do what I think is right, people are shocked and offended by what I say or do. Almost everything I do or say is gut reaction. I don’t have civilian people experience. This is all so foreign to me, I’m lost in a strange world and I’m not sure what to do next. When you came here, it was a totally different culture and world for you too.”

“It was very different and hard for me. I was a teenager and I could not speak any English. I lived with my aunt who spoke English. My cousin’s grew up here, so I learned English very fast. I don’t know what it’s like being a soldier for so long. So many years working and living with only other soldiers leaves you without civilian people experience. It must be very hard for you, but I know you can do it. You’re a big strong man with very big shoulders.”

Jill came out the back door; “Carmen, your soup is almost done. Bill, Christine is looking for you to take Michael to school and thanks for helping out with Linda.”

“Glad I could be of help to someone today. The way today is going, I should swallow a bullet and solve everyone’s issues with me.”

Bill walked off without saying another word.

Carmen and Jill looked at each other. Jill called Marcy; no answer. “Dam Carmen, what should I do now?”

“Leave him alone for now. Marcy and Bill had a fight; he needs to get over it.”

William returned to Linda’s front door and rang the doorbell. Michael came running down the stairs ready for school. He turned and yelled; “Bye Mom!” off they went. While Linda was on her way to the restaurant, she stopped in the Emporium to say hello to Marcy and to see how things were coming along.

“Hi Marcy, I thought I would stop by and tell you how lucky you are to have a man like William. He volunteered to take Michael to school so I could help Jill by working my day off. He has the strangest sense of humor. I thought he was hitting on me and he apologized profusely because he was complementing me and I misunderstood him. I wanted to wish you luck with the store. How was your first day?”

Christine entered the store with Linda’s cell phone in time to hear Marcy’s response.

“William was complementing you about what?”

“He was complementing me on my red baggy flannel pajamas and my frizzy hair. I think he was really poking fun at me because I looked so ridicules. You know how he is; Bill tries his best not to hurt people’s feelings by mistake. I think he’s getting better at it every day. Oh well, good luck with the store. Don’t forget to remind Jill that if she needs supplies to buy them here. It’s best to keep it all in the family; see you at lunch.”

Christine handed Linda her cell phone and out the door Linda went to make some extra spending money.

“Oh Mom, I really screwed up this time; I accused Bill of hitting on Linda. I really laid into him about it.”

“Tell me what you said and we can figure out damage control.”

Marcy repeated verbatim what she yelled at Bill. Chris raised both hands to her face in shock.

After a long pause, Christine said in a most aggressive voice; “What the hell is the matter with you? Are you trying to break him? You know he’s not right and he’s barely hanging on some days.  If I wasn’t so dam sick, I would slap the living crap out of you for being foolish.”

Jill walked into the store with Linda; “There you two are. Bill was talking to Carmen behind the restaurant when he said; he should swallow a bullet and solve everyone’s problems with him.”

Melanie walked in and everyone ignored her.

Jill continued; “Ladies, I don’t know who did what to him, but you better fix it. Linda has no idea what’s going on, I have no idea what’s going on, and Melanie just got here. So it’s one of you two. Christine, I don’t think you have that kind of influence over Bill. That leaves you little innocent looking Marcy.”

Marcy repeated the story and apologized to Linda for being so foolish. They turned and seen Bill walking down the street. He was returning from bringing Michael to school. He never looked in the window; he walked straight by. In the store, the four women stared at Marcy waiting for her to make her move.

It was Linda that broke the awkward silence; “Hey Marcy; do you think he’s going to work this out by himself? Why the hell are you still here when he needs you?”

She ran to the apartment and found no William. The back door to the roof was open. Up the stairs she went and found him sitting on the new roof bench. She walked over and sat down on the other end of the bench. The only sounds were coming from the streets below.

Marcy broke the tension; “It looks like it’s going to be a really nice day. No rain in the forecast till next week.”

Bill’s reply was given in a very bitter tone; “No, it is not a nice day and it is not going to be a nice day. I’m hitting on women without knowing it. I’m pissing people off left and right. I’m a stranger in my own home, I’m dam scarred and I don’t know what to do about it. I’m walking on eggshells and I can’t live like this anymore. I don’t want to live like this anymore.”

She scooted over to him and held his hand.

“Everything is not black and white or positive and negative in this world. In your old life, everything was absolute. If this, do that. People said what they meant and meant what they said. There was no grey area, there was no maybe; it was or it wasn’t.

Civilians are not soldiers, I’m not a soldier. I feel threatened and I make mistakes. Today I made a real bad one. I am so sorry for doubting your devotion to me. I swear I will never ever make that mistake again. Please give me a chance to clear away the eggshells for you. It’s hard to worship the ground you walk on with those dam shells in the way.”

He sat there silently for a few moments and finally uttered; “I think I need to start taking my tranquilizers again. This whole thing was caused by my stupidly. I need to stop and smell the roses. Thank you for coming up and talking to me. When you get angry with me my world collapses and I become lost. When I’m lost, I’m scared. I have very bad thoughts when I’m scared.”

They hugged and made up while on the roof.

“Mom is waiting for you downstairs; along with everyone else.”

Marcy and William went downstairs and assured everyone that everything is fine; it was a little misunderstanding.

“Mother Smith, let’s go to the office and review everything one last time. We can go to the bank and conduct some business when we’re ready.”

They went to the office, reviewed the facts and figures. When William was comfortable with the information, they locked up the office and went to the bank. Upon arriving, William asked to see his investment advisor, a Mister Miles Archer and Marvin, Bill’s private bank representative.

“Thank you for taking the time to see me this morning. I have a lot of business to cover, first things first. Mister Archer, I am interested in the recently foreclosed fitness center. What are your plans for it?”

“The property is owned by the bank; the title and deed are clear. The bank is bringing the property up for auction tomorrow. We expect to get a million two for the property and contents.”

“Mrs. Smith has completed a detailed analysis of the property and its current market value. I believe you’re about $750,000 too high. As you will see, there are several similar properties listed at or around the half million range. They have been on the market for months without moving. Now Mister Archer, I assume that you post big numbers on the property value sheets to make the books look good. You sell the properties at half the book value and the bank gets a nice write off.”

“Mr. Cann, that building is full of valuable exercise equipment. That equipment is worth over $200,000 dollars.”

“Mr. Archer, the resale value of that equipment at auction is around $20,000. Mrs. Smith and I did our homework. May I assume that folder contains all the paperwork on the Fitness Center property?”

“Yes it does. At auction, we are prepared to close on the deal pending the financial transaction.”

“Mr. Archer, in laymen’s terms, if we were to make a deal now, we could close on the property today?”

“Yes, as soon as we come to a price agreement and you provide the funds.”

“Can I call you Miles and you call me Bill, it will save us both a lot of time.”

“Sure, whatever you would like Bill.”

“Miles, I’ll give you $500,000 cash for the building and its contents. That way you don’t have to pay the auctioneer, the lawyers and all the clerks.”

“Bill, that offer is totally unacceptable. Double it and we can start talking from there. Otherwise, I have other properties to sell. Call me if you decide to make a serious offer, good day.”

Miles left the office and Bill told his investment adviser to close out his three brokerage accounts. Bill advised his personal banker Marvin to arrange to have all of his accounts closed by the end of the day. He’s taking his business across the street.

“Miles is a moron and he thinks I’m a fool. That moron doesn’t know a good deal when it falls in his lap. Come on Mrs. Smith, let’s go across the street. I need to see if they could handle a hundred million dollar scholarship fund; good day everyone.”

Christine and William almost made it through the lobby when a woman in her late 50’s or early 60’s came running up to them.

“Mr. Cann, stop for a moment please. Thank you; I’m Carole Van Pelt. I’m the bank president and general manager. Could you do me the honor of stepping into my office please? I’m afraid there was a massive paperwork error on the banks part.”

They walked through the bank lobby and went to her office. Employees were scurrying around placing folders on her desk and opening them. Fingers were being pointed at pages and whispers of information exchanged.

“Mr. Cann, may I call you Bill?”

“Please call me Bill, I’ll call you Carole and we’ll all get along much better.”

“Thanks Bill, I need to retrieve a little more information on the property you are interested in and I’ll be right back. I think we might have the makings of a deal we can both live with. Please excuse me for a moment.”

She walked over to a cubical about thirty feet away. Christine was watching her like a hawk.

“Bill, I need to use the bathroom. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

The bathroom happened to be two cubicles away from where the bank president went. Christine was standing near the bathroom door listening. Then she walked back to Carole’s office.

“Mr. Archer is joining the ranks of the unemployed. Van Pelt is so pissed at him for blowing so many deals; she told him that this was the straw that broke the camel’s back. She’s calling security to escort him out of the building. Bill, she is super pissed at him.”

Carole came back to the office and composed herself. She went over the facts and figures that she had at hand. She went over the facts and figures that William had.

“Bill, I’ll be straight up with you; I don’t want to lose your business. I think the offer you made is way on the low side for sure. Then again at auction, anything can happen; for better or worst. Half a million dollars, you agree to keep banking here and we have a deal.”

“Carole, you’re a sensible woman. Have the paperwork drawn up for this afternoon and we can close the deal. We can transfer the funds at that time.”

“If you’re not in a hurry, I heard about your scholarship trust fund. I would like to talk to you about that. We could set it up and administer it for you. You tell us the parameters and who gets scholarships, we do the rest.”

“Carole, how would it look for you if I were to remove all my funds from the bank?”

“Within twenty four hours I would be fired for letting it happen.”

“How will it look if I were to have your bank manage a $100 million dollar scholarship fund?”

“Tonight my husband of four decades and I would be at the best steak house in town.”

“Carole lets meet again tomorrow and work out the fund details. The scholarship fund will be called The Prince Al-Lam of Choam Scholarship Fund. It will be funded by a donation from the Royal Family of Choam. You can start the paperwork today; Mrs. Smith and I will return tomorrow afternoon.

We will start out with a small amount of funds right now; let’s say five million dollars. Once the paperwork is ready, I will have the funds transferred from my Swiss account.”

“Bill, I don’t know what to say other than thank you.”

“Carole, thank you. While I’m here, I need to set up another business checking account for the fitness center. I forgot the general managers’ name. Brandy something, we will stop by tomorrow and get her signed on the account. By the way, my private banker Marvin is very sharp and on the ball.”

“Marvin almost got himself fired for physically dragging me from my office to catch you. Now I’m glad he did. Mister Archer has cost this branch a fortune in lost sales with his numbers crunching. Here comes Marvin now with the closing paperwork. I’ll bet those are the keys to the fitness center padlocks in his hand.”

In Carole’s office William signed the documents and transferred the funds. Marvin handed him the keys to the center. After the congratulations and handshakes ended, Christine and William left the bank.

While walking across the street, Christine asked; “Do you have any more surprises you’re going to spring on me? For crying out loud, you don’t even know Brandy’s last name or how to contact her. You made her your general manager for a half million dollar business.”

“Well, you kind of right. I was willing to go up to $750,000 for the building and business. While you were spying near the toilet, I was looking through the files on her desk. The bank took a bath on this one. Joe Bob Senior financed the building for 1.2 million. Then borrowed another $300,000 to remodel the place and buy equipment.”

“So you bought a business that was once worth over a million and a half dollars for $500 thousand.”

“Mother Smith, knowledge is power and money is force. With enough power and force, you can do almost anything. It’s too early for a drink and too late for breakfast. Let’s walk over to the coffee shop, get a pastry and some coffee.”

“Are you buying? I’m a poor old lady one step from being homeless with a shopping cart.”

“Mom, you’re killing me; you should have been an actress. I’ll tell Mister DeMille you’re ready for your close up.”

“Bill, you know how I give you static about calling me mom? Please continue; it’s the least I can do for the man that is going to make my baby happy for the rest of her life.”

“Mom, if I were twenty years older, you were blind in one eye and couldn’t see out of the other; we could be quite a pair right now.”

“Before we go in I have one thing to say; if you didn’t have those dam cold steel grey eyes, I would say you’re so full of crap, your eyes are brown.”

“I love you too mom, watch your step. Break you neck and I’ll never hear the end of it.”

While at the coffee shop, Bill called the restaurant. He had Jill call the locksmith to have all the locks in the fitness center replaced. He texted Nancy letting her know he purchased the center and for her to have Karl contact him with Brandy’s phone number. He called Bruno and asked him where he was at. Bruno replied he was in the restaurant basement working.

“See you in a few minutes Bruno.”

Chris and Bill left the coffee shop and returned to the theater building.

“Christine, it’s been an adventure this morning. Do you want to go home or work in the office?”

“Go home? Hell no, I’ll work in the office. I haven’t gone through all the phone messages yet.”

Bill let Chris into the office and went to see Bruno. He was informed that the basement conversion should be done by the end of the week. Bill asked Bruno where Randy was.

“He was making eyes at Jill earlier. Check upstairs, he should be around somewhere.”

“Bill walked around and couldn’t find Jill anywhere. He went to the kitchen a second time and asked Carmen; “Have you seen Jill and Randy lately?”

Carmen and the other cooks smiled at Bill. Miguel pointed at the office door. Bill walked over and put his head against the door window. The shades were all drawn, the sounds coming from the office were quite clear. His first instinct was to bang on the door and start yelling. He thought better of that and waited outside the door. A few minutes later Jill and Randy emerged a little wrinkled and red.

“Did you two do it in the office? How did you manage that? Never mind, I don’t want to know. Randy, your shirt tale is coming out your fly. Jill, drag a comb through your hair; tuck in your blouse and redo your lipstick.”

Randy was embarrassed and apologetic. Jill on the other hand was her usual forward self.

“The office chair doesn’t have arms; so I got on top.”

“Thanks Jill, there’s an image that you painted in my mind that I won’t be able to get rid of. Randy, I need to talk to you about”

Randy abruptly cut Bill off; “I’m sorry Bill, we won’t do it again. It’s been so long for the both of us, we get carried away catching up for lost time.”

“Randy, don’t interrupt me when I’m trying to give you some work. What you and Jill do is of no concern to me; except in my restaurant. This will not happen again in my restaurant now will it?”

“No Bill, it won’t.”

“Thank you, now down to business. I purchased the Fitness Center on Damon Avenue. The upstairs is old offices and storage rooms. I want to expand the fitness center to the second floor. I’m going to need easy access from the first floor to the second floor. Perhaps there can be a couple of massage rooms; I have no idea what a fitness center should look like.”

Randy asked William; “Well then, who am I working with; who’s the general manager?”

“Her name is Brandy. You will need to leave Jill alone for a day or two and go visit a few health clubs instead. Get a look around and get some ideas. Stick with the big chain clubs. They all have formulas that work; we could emulate what they are doing right. Take Jill with you if you want, add it to my bill.”

“When are we going to start this new project?”

“You’re stating this project when you’re done with the restaurants prep area downstairs. Don’t ask me more than that right now because I don’t know any more than what I told you. Brandy should be by the center sometime this afternoon. Stop in and check the place out.”

Bill went to his office upstairs; Christine was listening to the phone messages and taking notes. The door buzzer rang, it was Karl. Bill buzzed him in and told Karl the good news. He asked Karl to call Brandy and give her his number. Karl did and Bill’s phone started ringing.

“Hello Brandy, this is Bill Cann.”

In the background he heard some foreign sounding woman bitching about personal phone calls during work hours.

“Brandy, can you hear me?”

“Yes, but I can’t talk now. My boss is bitching at me for being on the phone.”

“Repeat after me; piss off bitch! Now grab you stuff and come to my office. I purchased the fitness center and I need my general manager to come to my office right away. I’ll have your first paycheck ready when you get here. Karl is about to pick up his first paycheck. Take a cab if you don’t have a car; I’ll pay for the cab fare.”

What William heard over the phone was not very lady like at all. While he was waiting for Brandy, the locksmith called; William arranged to get all the locks changed today.

Brandy came by and gave Bill her last name. They walked over to the bank and opened up a checking account for the fitness center. Authorized signatures would be William Cann, Nancy Swenson and Brandy Weinburg.

By lunchtime, the locksmith agreed to drop off five sets of keys at Bills office and pick up his check. Brandy and Karl had a business strategy meeting with William. When the meeting was over, Bill was ready for some food. He invited everyone to join him for lunch.

Brandy and Karl declined because they wanted to get the fitness center restarted before they lose too many customers. Bill asked Christine to join him for lunch and she declined. She had this strange look of concern on her face and set the phone down on the desk.

“What’s wrong mom? You look like someone walked on your grave.”

“That woman called again. The woman that says she’s your mother. She says she’s sorry and she wants to try and make it up to you. She left her phone number and address.”

“Mom, delete it from the phone and tear up the paper. To bring you up to speed, talk to your daughter; she was there. I will not speak of this again. I’m going for a walk; I lost my appetite.”

William walked out the door without saying another word; he left his phone on the desk. He found himself at the park. Nurse Tucker was there with the dog’s Frost and Ice playing catch. The dogs were so trained; they came up to Bill, sniffed him, and then went back to playing catch. Bill walked over to Nurse Tucker and the small talk ensued. She looked him in the eyes and asked him how he was holding up.

His reply was; “There are good days, there are bad days, and then their days like today when I wish Nurse McIntyre would have euthanized me when I asked her to.”

“You’re not adjusting very well are you?”

“Sometimes I think I am and other times I feel like I’m a square peg in a world of round holes.”

“It’s like those dogs Bill, when I brought them home, they took about three or four days to become relaxed. That’s how long it took them to realize they had a new home. Remember you are eighteen years out of touch. Give it some time, you’ll blend in. By the way, I received your invitation to the wedding and reception.

I really hate to admit this; I think I might be beginning to like you. Or maybe I don’t despise you as much as I used to. You know Bill; you have made quite an impact on many lives around you and in the community.”

“Dorothy you’re going to make me blush.”

“I’m serious, your restaurant and theater are the talk of this side of town. The restaurant went from a dive to a really good place to eat. The two dollar old movies with the dollar popcorn are quite a deal. Not to mention the jobs you saved and the ones you created. You gave the neighborhood a good economic shot in the arm.”

“Dorothy, I’ll let you in on a secret. I don’t have a clue about what I’m doing. I’m doing what I think and hope is right. Other than one asshole or another trying to kill me, I have never been as scared since I was told I was out of a job. That frightened me to my core.”

“You have never been out of a job before? You did all this because you were scared?”

“There is a lot of circumstance involved also; but basically yes.”

“You are quite an interesting man Mr. Cann, I enjoyed the conversation.”

“I better leave before we start a mutual admiration society here. Good bye Dorothy and thank you.”

“Good bye William, I’ll see you at the wedding. Bill, take care of those two girls. You mean the world to them and they certainly mean the world to you.”

“I will Dorothy; I really will.”

William walked back to the theater building and over to Marcy’s store. She was finishing waiting on a customer when William asked; “Would you care to have lunch Miss Smith?”

“I would indeed Mr. Cann; please take my arm and lead the way.”

They went to the restaurant and had lunch. Marcy was bubbling with excitement because there were several customers this morning. A couple of them expressed interest in The Dreams Prep Kitchen.

“Things are starting to look up darling!” she said with a smile.

While Bill was out of the office, Christine paid the locksmith and gave Brandy her first paycheck. She also gave Brandy and Karl sets of keys for the fitness center so they could reopen it as soon as possible.

After lunch he sat in the office listening to Arabic audio files and filling out the reports on the internet. Dinner time came around and his appetite wasn’t there. He had some of Carmen’s soup and a slice of bread with Marcy. The dinner conversation was as light as Bill’s dinner. Marcy did most of the talking. After dinner they went upstairs and watched some TV. Bill remained quiet through most of the evening.

“What’s wrong dear? You have hardly spoken all night.”

“I’ve had a hell of a day. I’ve been accused of hitting on an employee, which we resolved. I purchased another business that I know nothing about. Had some asshole at the bank fired and hired two more people. I’ve had one hell of a day.”

With a sympathetic voice Marcy said; “You forgot one of the most important things that happened today.”

“I don’t think I forgot anything. Did I get shot or stabbed and forgot about it? I’ve had so much bad happen, what’s next; a plane crash?”

“You forgot about our sessions this morning? You’re gonna really have to beg for it now.”

“I am so sorry, I’ve had so much crap go wrong today, my mind is clouded. You always have been fantastic. If I forgot to tell you this morning, I’m saying it now; thank you. You were fantastic!”

“Okay buster, you won’t have to beg after all. You realize I forgot to make Nancy’s bed today. Let’s see if our bed still has the magic.”

“I’ll grab a towel on the way!” 

Dreams Are Never Lost
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William’s eyes opened and he looked at the red numbers on the alarm clock. The harsh glow informed him that it is 4:33 AM. He lifted Marcy’s arm off his chest and slowly set it on her side. Silently as he could, he got out of bed and off to the bathroom he went. He closed the door and did his business aiming at the porcelain. Closed the lid, threw a towel over it and flushed.

Secure in his mind that he was as silent as possible; Bill removed the towel covering the toilet, hung it up and opened the door. He took one step and walked right into Marcy. Basic instinct took over; he grabbed her and held her tight against his body so she wouldn’t fall.

“Oh hell; I almost ran you over! You scared the hell out of me; and I’m fearless; hahahaha.”

He stood in the doorway holding her.

“Honey; how can a naked woman scare you? Anyway, let go of my butt so I can use the toilet.”

“You’re so soft and warm; I like holding you like this. If you must go, then go. Throw me off into the gutter. Leave me out here all alone with nobody to comfort me in this time of great need. I’m a man whose emotions that have been pounded on the shores of despair.”

“Okay mister drama queen; I’ll let Mr. DeMille know you are ready for your close up. Now let me go to the toilet, and then you can hold onto me as long as you want; first things first.”

“I’m kidding my love; you’re so soft and warm, it’s hard to let you go; but I will. I’m going back to bed; don’t worry about flushing loudly, I’m awake now.”

He was well on his way back to sleep when he heard the toilet flush and shortly thereafter Marcy climbed back into bed. She cuddled up next to him and as usual, her arm and hand resting on his torso.

He was drifting into twilight when he heard; “Are you still awake? My mom asked me about Sunday night with your birth mother at the movie theater. I told her everything. Did you want to talk about it?”

“No dear I don’t. That subject is over and done. It’s almost five in the morning. I had a real bad day yesterday and I was hoping to sleep in today. Since that is out of the question, please continue with whatever is on that pretty mind of yours.”

Without thinking, Marcy pushed down with her right hand, pressing onto his stomach to lift herself up so she could prop her head up on her left arm and hand. Bill winced and she apologized.

“Mom and I were talking yesterday; we talked about me thinking you were hitting on other women. Are you mad at me for acting like an adolescent school girl with her first boyfriend?”

“I am not mad at you for making what at worst was an error in judgment. I’ve never even touched another woman’s breast in my life. You are my first and only ever! Marcy my love, sometimes your insecurity even eclipses mine.”

“We talked about how Susan hit on you twice without any success. Mom got angry with me for thinking such stupid thoughts like you hitting on Linda with her having a kid in tow.”

“Your mother is an extremely wise woman. I’m dam proud to have her as my mother in law.”

Marcy’s right hand started wandering and stopped suddenly.

“Honey, why do you sleep with your underwear on? I thought with me by your side, you would want to be ready at any time?”

“What if I had to leave in a hurry? Or what if I had to go to the hospital? I don’t want to be exposed to the world.”

Her hand continued roaming and she let out with the slightest gasp and kind of a romantic growl.

“I’ll answer your question before you ask; yes I am done with my blood pressure medication. So Miss Smith, are you busy this morning?”

“Oh I’m going to be very busy this morning!”

Later that morning, they were walking in the restaurant; Bill asked Jill how the wedding and the bridesmaids’ dresses were coming along.

“Fine Bill, they want us all to start coming in for fittings and alterations after the first of the month.”

“Thanks for handling that Jill, I knew it could not be in better hands. By the way, is the restaurant going to be open for Thanksgiving or should I make reservations elsewhere?”

“We’re going to be open with a Thanksgiving Day menu only. The way reservations are coming in, we should be booked solid. Without the prep area downstairs, we would be screwed. Marcy, we need to talk about you doing some of the cooking in your prep kitchen.”

“Whatever you need, I don’t have many customers yet. We’ll get together and figure out what you need and get it done. Don’t forget that my mom and I have commercial ranges in our apartments. You can use them if you need to.”

Bill interjected; “You can always rent equipment if you need to. I don’t need to tell my favorite restaurant general manager that.”

“William, I am your only restaurant general manager.”

“Dam Marcy, see why I hired Jill; she is so dam smart and observant!”

Marcy giggled and Jill replied; “Screw yourself boss.”

“He doesn’t have to, I did that this morning; amongst other things.”

“Ladies, stop it before Jill runs home to Randy and starts doing evil things to him.”

“Randy doesn’t think what I do to him is evil.”

“That is way more information than I need to know. We’re going to have our breakfasts now. Thanks for the update on the dresses.”

Marcy and William sat down with each other; side by side as usual. They always sat with Marcy on the inside and Bill on the outside of the booth. Jill came back with a large shopping bag; it contained a blanket with note inside.

The note read; “Thank you for the free movies and popcorn. Harold and I always gave our children blankets so they could cuddle under them to keep warm in the winter and be secure. We want you to be secure and warm in your future as Harold and I have been all these years. William, please don’t read any further. The rest of this letter is for that lovely girl Marcy; hand this note to her now.

Dear Marcy, you realize we sent our innocent boys off to war. They came back as changed and hardened men that had seen and done things that will haunt them forever. Our duty as their women is to let them think they are providers and protectors to us. Our real duty is to love, guide and protect our men from themselves and others that would cause them harm.

Harold and I see the emotional bond that you have together. Don’t let something foolish get in between you two and cause a break in your relationship. There is nothing in heaven or on Earth that can ever be allowed to break the bond you two have.

We have gone through many blankets over the decades we’ve been together. We were at the store buying a replacement and we thought of you two. At our age, our blanket will be the last one we ever purchase for ourselves. We wanted to buy one for you two as thanks for your kindness. I hope this blanket will help provide you both with comfort and peace of mind.

Vera and Harold Stadler

William asked what was in the letter.

Marcy replied with; “Words of thanks and wisdom from our friends Vera and Harold.”

After breakfast they brought the blanket to their apartment and returned to the street downstairs. Marcy went to her shops and William went to the office. He turned on the computer and decided to take a bathroom break because of all the coffee he had this morning.

Returning to his desk, he prepared to start listening to the Arabic audio files when his phone started ringing. It was Marcy and she was so excited, she didn’t make any sense. Bill went downstairs and found Marcy in a quandary.

“I ordered 1,000 brochures and I received 5,000!”

“I know; I increased your order. The price for 5,000 was only double the price for 1,000. Don’t worry about it; we’ll use them sooner or later. Besides dear, it’s marketing. Let me see what you have there.”

She gave him a brochure that was heavy stock, one double sided page. The front page had a top banner displaying the words: “The Dreams Prep Kitchen” and under that: “Custom meals your family deserves that are ready to serve at home in minutes.”

There was a photo of Marcy in her chefs’ outfit holding a large tray with main and side dishes on it; along with deserts. She was standing at a slight angle so not to expose the left side of her face. The brochure went on to explain how meal menus would be planed and prepared for each member of the family.

There was a photo of the kitchen. At the bottom of the front page were the bold words: Your family deserves so much more than drive-thru fast food. Enjoy home cooked meals made from the finest ingredients in minutes at your home.

On the backside of the brochure was Marcy in the background with Tiffany in the foreground preparing food. Under the photo was: We can completely prepare your meals for you. If you would prefer, we will help you prepare your meals. You and your children can prepare your families meals together. Imagine the bonding experience you will have with your children making the family dinners in our state of the art kitchen with our expert staff to assist you.

There was another photo with food on a work table, ready to be prepared on a cutting board. Under that was: Call today to set up an appointment for your individual meal planning menus. It is free when you prepare you meals at The Dreams Prep Kitchen.

Bill looked at Marcy; “I’m impressed dear. Where do I sign up for my meals?”

“Oh stop it Bill. What am I going to do with all these brochures and these plastic stands?”

“We are going to fill several of those plastic stands with your brochures. I seem to remember that each stand will hold a hundred brochures. You’re going to fill them up; I’m going to visit the Patel’s, Monica and all the other stores in the building. They’ll put the brochure stand where people can see them.”

“Honey, what if they won’t do that for you; even in you ask nicely?”

“They will be very unhappy with the next rent increase. I’m working with Michael’s school. I’m going to hold a school benefit movie for school supplies for the kids. In return, the school can hand out some fliers to the kids and they can give them to their parents. The movie theater has eight hundred seats. When the movie lets out, you pass out brochures. You’ll go through several hundred in a weekend alone.”

“I thought I was the one that took marketing in college. That’s how you sold everything in the resale shop; you had Lori stand in front of the store soliciting customers to come in!”

“I think I gave her forty dollars and lunch to do that; it worked out very well I thought. We have new friends out of the deal, your dreams of a prep kitchen and the cook’s dream emporium came true.”

Bill took two steps to Marcy, gently removed the brochures from her hands and set them on the counter. He kneeled down, placed his hands on her rear end and picked her up. She immediately wrapped both arms around his neck to keep from falling back. She wrapped her legs around Bill’s waist. Their foreheads were touching and they were both giving each other words of love when Melanie came through the door. One look and she stopped dead in her tracks to assess the situation.

“If you two want to go upstairs for a quickie I won’t mind. When Brian and I were first married, he used to come home for a noon’er every now and then. That was when I wasn’t working a fulltime job and before Lori came along.”

Bill reluctantly lowered Marcy to the floor. Once she was back on her feet and composed she told Melanie; “As much as I would like to go upstairs, William has important work to do. Don’t you dear?”

“Good morning Melanie, yes I have important work to do in my office. Good day Melanie and say hello to Brian and your lovely daughter Lori for me.”

Bill left Marcy’s store with a smile on his face. He thought since Melanie showed up for work, it must be very close to nine o’clock. Bill returned to the office and restarted the computer. While that was going on, Christine entered the office. Good mornings were exchanged and they both started their workday.

Bill had finished an audio file and filled out the form online when his phone rang. It was Jill; she needed him downstairs right now. He shut down the computer and went downstairs. He was surprised to see Carole Van Pelt ordering a hot tea to go.

“Hello Mr. Cann, good to see you again. I was thirsty, so I figured I would check out your restaurant since it is under new ownership and management. Would you mind giving me the grand tour?”

William gave Carole the grand tour of the restaurant. When they arrived in the dry storage, she handed Bill a hand written sheet of paper. Before Bill could ask what’s going on, she asked him to show her the private dining room.

Once there, she asked Bill to turn on the TV so they would not be over heard. Carole explained that Miles had a scam going where he would set up property auctions for his friends. To make a long story short, the public notices contained wrong information where the auction was to take place.

The auctioneers were at the right location, Miles was there representing the bank; only Miles buddies would show up to bid on the property’s they wanted. The bank would get their minimum bid and the sale was closed.

Carole continued; “The fitness center was to be his next scam. You threw a wrench into the works by stopping by the bank and making an offer. Here’s the information on Miles latest scam. It’s a house located in the best part of town. Most of the city and county politicians live in that zip code. The banks opening bid will be $20,000. That is the minimum we will accept for the property. Miles ‘adjusted’ the records by changing the minimum from $400,000 to $20,000.”

“This is very nice of you Carole, but why are you telling me this? I honestly couldn’t care less.”

“If this property does not sell, it gets kicked back upstairs. There will be an internal investigation and my ass will be out the door for letting Miles get away with this crap for so long. You can do this deal with your pocket change. I’m sorry Bill; I looked at your accounts. You wouldn’t even notice twenty grand.”

William paused; let out with a long exhale, looked at the hand written paper and said with disgust; “Is this the property address and auction site?”

“Yes, that is all the information you will need. It’s a very nice place from what I understand. Four bedrooms upstairs, full modern kitchen, den, living or great room, two and a half baths and a full finished basement. You can examine the house starting at ten and the auction starts at eleven o’clock.”

“Carole, I hope this is the last time you’re going to do this to me.”

“Bill, there are a lot of resources at my disposal. I looked you up William Jefferson Cann. You have very powerful friends and I came to the conclusion it’s not healthy to piss you off. I’m aware of your past employment and the rumors surrounding your activities in Choam. I know that you are the prime suspect in the murder investigation of the three victims found in the park. I also know you have done a lot of good for the community.”

“Carole, the park investigation is as dead as the thug victims because there is absolutely no physical evidence to connect anyone. It is public record that I had a single minor conflict with one of the departed thugs. My previous employment in Choam should shed some light as to what I am fully capable of doing when motivated.”

“Calm down Bill, I’m not accusing you of anything and I never would. I’m trying very hard to be your friend.”

“I’m sorry; I get a little punchy when people start digging where they don’t belong.”

“I really am sorry Bill, you’re a straight up guy and I want to be straight up with you. There is nothing more intended than that; please do not take offence with me over this.”

“I have had so many scum bags trying to rip me off; assholes claiming to be long lost relatives, I guess my defenses are on high alert. Thank you Carole, I’ll get the job done. Now don’t forget your tea or your employees will think something is up. If anyone should ever ask, I will tell them you were here trying to solicit business loans.”

They said their good byes and went their separate ways. Bill returned to the office and could not get into listening to more Arabic audio files. He walked into the other office where Christine was writing down notes regarding the phone messages that she wanted to return out of courtesy.

“Mom, I’m bored; let’s go for a ride. I feel like buying something big today.”

“I don’t have my wig on; I left it in the apartment. I don’t have any makeup on either!”

“What did Michael say the first time he seen you without your wig?”

“He thought it was the funniest thing he ever seen. Now he knows if were going out, I put on my hair. If were staying home, there is no hair. Today confused him because I left without the wig. I told him that I’m working in the office where only you would be seeing me and you didn’t care.”

“Mom, go put on your hair, and those new clothes I bought for you. Jeans and a blouse will be fine. We’re going to a house auction and I’ll take you to lunch afterwards. By the way, your daughter never mentioned anything to me about buying you those clothes.”

“The first words out of her mouth were; ‘I’ll bet he told you that was payback for being nice to him all those years ago.’ That child of mine seems to be getting to know you. It’s a shame that she will never give you children of your own.”

“Marcy and I have gone over that very subject all too often. Her not being able to have children has no impact on our relationship what so ever. I have a wonderful adopted daughter that happens to be Marcy’s best friend. Children are not for everyone. Chris, trust me; we’ll live. Now go and call me when you’re on your way downstairs. The auction starts at 11AM and I want to look at the property before I bid on it.”

Chris closed the conversation by letting Bill know she is happy with the arrangements and she will call him in 20 minutes. While he was waiting for Chris, Mr. Moody the bookkeeper called and informed him that all the new employees were added to the respective paroles. He also asked Bill if he was going to startup or purchase any more businesses.

“No Mr. Moody, the fitness center was an opportunity that fell in my lap and I could not pass it up; besides it was my daughter’s request to help out her boyfriend.”

“Mr. Cann, I am concerned with a bookkeeping issue. All the free meals that you give away are having an effect on the restaurants bottom line. Miss Swenson is also concerned about that since her paycheck is going to be adversely affected. I would strongly suggest that you back charge the employee meals to the respective profit centers. Corporate employees should be charged directly to the LLC.”

“Mr. Moody, make the necessary arrangements and I will sign off on it. By the way; if you see something out of line or some questionable practice, feel free to contact me directly.”

“Thank you Mr. Cann. If I ever see an issue, I will let you know; goodbye.”

“Thank you and good day Mr. Moody.”

Christine called a few minutes later; they met downstairs and took the taxi ride to the auction site. They noticed the neighborhood to be very upscale. Every home looked very well maintained. The entire area had this “colonial” look about it; very nice indeed.

Chris and William had the free walk of the house. Christine looked in every room and closet. William just walked around inspecting everything else; cabinets, pantry and the appliances. He noticed the place looked as though the occupants had left very recently. There was milk in the refrigerator that was within the use by date and soft bread on the counter. The auctioneer called everyone to the living room and announced that the minimum bid was $20,000; William called the bid.

“Do I hear any other offers on this property? Going once … going twice … sold for the sum of $20,000 to the gentleman with the bandana on his head.”

William went to the auctioneer and filled out the paperwork. Using his smartphone, he transferred the $20,000 from his account to the bank and transferred the auctioneers’ fees right on the spot. Christine wondered who owned the property before, so she asked Bill. He had no idea so he asked the auctioneer and he didn’t know. They asked the bank representative and she didn’t know. The auctioneer recommended that they get a locksmith immediately to secure the property by changing the locks.

While Bill was on the phone with the locksmith, Christine was investigating the house for information that would lead her to the previous owner. Williams’s next call was to Phyllis to see if she and Roberta wanted a side job cleaning out the place. They agreed on $500 each and they could have all the food in the house. With the locksmith on the way, Phyllis and Roberta coming by; it was time to look for Christine. William found her in what could be described as an office or den.

“I found out who owned this place; some guy named: Joseph Robert Collins Senior, whoever he was, he left in a big hurry.”

“Come on Chris, I have a very interesting story to tell you over lunch.”

They found a local restaurant and sat down for lunch. Bill told her the entire fitness center story. He did not know who the house belonged to before he purchased it.

“Dam Bill, what are you going to do with the house now that you own it?”

“For right now, I plan on securing the place first, getting rid of any remembrance of the previous owner and then renting it out.”

“You and Marcy could always move into it. It’s a really nice house and I think she would like that.”

“Mother Smith, your right on the other side of the building from us. Look how far away we would be if we moved around here. No, I think we will stay where we’re at. Marcy and I call our apartment home. She picked out the furniture, and the décor for both apartments. I would never consider undoing her work. Marcy sure spent enough money on the apartments. I never realized towels and dishes can cost so much.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, how much did she spend on the apartments?”

“My sister had the apartments rehabbed and purchased appliances for around $200K each. Marcy and Nancy furnished the apartments for around $75K by the time they were done. That’s why when you moved in; the only thing you needed was food.”

“May I ask you a very personal question?”

“Mother Smith, ask me anything you would like. Nothing is out of bounds for you. Let me pay our bill; we can walk and talk on the way.”

William paid the lunch tab and left a tip for the server. While they were walking down the street, Christine started talking.

“Since you came into our lives, all of us have been on a wild road trip of life; some more than others. How has it been for you?”

“It has been like being on a different planet to say the least. This has been the best of times and the worst of times. The personal reward of helping others has been wonderful. Meeting Nancy and finding Marcy, I can’t find the words to describe those emotions. They saved my life and soul. All things considered; it’s been a kaleidoscope of emotions to say the very least.”

“I have my fair share of baggage; dead husband, Ovarian Cancer and Duane; may that rotten bastard’s soul burn in hell. I was stuck living with that rotten son of a bitch because of a dead end job. His disability check covered the rent. I couldn’t make enough money to move away from that asshole.

Nick the old restaurant owner was sucking every dollar from the restaurant he could, running it into the ground. Like most of the others, I was in a financial prison with no way out. Hell Bill, you have so much more baggage than me and you keep going. You’re a good man William.”

“Thank you Chris; I have to keep going; I’m living the dream. Although I used to question if giving up half my life is worth the security I now have; it was worth it. After the Choam Embassy wedding, we’re going to kick the crap out of that cancer. Let’s catch a cab back to the office.”

“Bill, I know my little girl is in the best hands in the world.”

“Oh I’ll go along with that mom. Only this morning she told me to let go of her bare butt so she could go to the bathroom. I was holding her very close with both hands firmly in place!”

“That is way too much information for me, way too much.”

They flagged down a taxi and returned to the Theater Building. Christine went upstairs and Bill went to see Marcy. She was with a customer working on a menu plan so he didn’t want to interrupt her. He pulled out one of his business cards and wrote on the back; “Marcy L. Smith, I will love you until the end of time.”

He set the card under her phone, said “Hello” to Valerie and Melanie, and then went back to the office. Booted up the computer and found several e-mails waiting for him. Mr. Moody, his sister and one from the Choam embassy. He decided to read his sisters e-mail first.

“Hello big brother, I wanted to let you know that you are going through too many audio files too fast. You’re a part time employee. You’re doing more part time than the others do full time. You’re pissing people off; slow down a little. Do half of what you’re doing, you’re making the others look bad.

I ran into Yorio the other day. He’s getting married to Princess Ambrosia sometime next year. Who would have ever guessed that would happen. To think him and I were an item once; ah let’s not go down that road. I met a guy here that I really like a lot. We’ve gone out a few times and I won’t be home for Thanksgiving; I’m going to meet his family.

Now don’t start with the big brother crap. I’m thirty two and old enough to take care of myself. He makes real good money too; he’s a lawyer working as a lobbyist here. He represents the oil drilling industry. Take care of yourself Bill; I know Mom and Dad would be so proud of you. Bye Bro!”

Now with his sisters’ e-mail out of the way, it was time to see what was on Mr. Moody’s mind.

“Mr. Cann, I first want to thank you for keeping me on as your bookkeeper. I understand that your daughter is going through the accelerated gifted student classes at the University of Missouri; I truly wish her well. My concern is my future employment with your corporation.

Once your daughter gets out of school, I presume that she is going to take over the bookkeeping duties. At my age Mr. Cann, I need all the time I can get to look for new income to replace what is being lost. I hope that you understand my concerns.

Thank you, Merle T. Moody C.P.A.

Bill yelled out to Christine; “Chris, could you come in here please?”

Chris left her office; she came in holding a legal pad and a pen.

“What do you need Bill? I need a break from all these morons on the phone.”

“Have a seat Chris; I have a few things on my mind, including Mr. Moody. First off, arrange to get a real phone system installed with high speed internet. The company cell phone isn’t working very well. Secondly, I need you to take a memo to everyone that works for me. Dam that sounds weird! Please re-word this so it makes sense and everyone can understand it.

Hello everyone that works for me. There has been some confusion about the employee meal policy. I will try to explain this in plain English. Employees are entitled to one free meal on the day they work. Part time, full time; I don’t care which.

The free meals cannot be saved and used at later date or given away. The free meals are for you, not your relatives or friends. When you’re done with your free meal, let the cashier on duty know who you work for. It’s a bookkeeping issue so the restaurant gets paid.

Your free meals do not include the tips. Give the servers a good tip. You’re getting a free meal; the very least you can do is leave them a good cash tip.

I have a special announcement; I am in the process of setting up The Prince Al-Lam Scholarship Fund. Any employee that wants to go to school on their time, The Prince Al-Lam Scholarship will pay for the schooling costs. The only requirements are: you must be an employee. We will pay up to four years of schooling.

You will maintain a ‘C’ or better average and you will not become pregnant. The fund will not pay for any costs involving transportation, housing or meals. Cooking school, college, finish high school, English classes, whatever educational classes you want; I don’t care. Contact Mrs. Christine Smith in the corporate office for details.

Thank you for working for the Parkway Theater Building LLC and/or any of its subsidiaries.

William J. Cann – President”

There was a long silence in the room before Christine broke it with; “There are some major holes in this William.”

“Oh hell, I’m in trouble; you called me William in a very forceful manor!”

“Dam it Bill, I’m serious. First off the Prince Al-Lam Scholarship Fund; how the hell are you going to fund that? You’re loaded, but you’re not that loaded.”

“The King of Choam is funding it to the tune of a hundred million dollars. Trust me, he could write a check for a billion and not flinch. The kingdom is sitting on an ocean of sweet light crude oil. A hundred million to him isn’t much more than pocket change.”

“You said: Contact Mrs. Christine Smith in the corporate office for details. I have two real big problems with that. Number one being I have no idea what the hell to do and secondly, did you forget I have at most six months to live?”

“You can go to the bank, see Marvin and get up to speed on what you need to know. Secondly, I told you before; after the Choam Embassy wedding, we are going to kick the hell out that cancer. I meant it with all my heart, mind, body and soul.”

She started to shake and tear up.

“You’re only doing this because of Marcy and to make me feel better. If Marcy wasn’t around and I was only a waitress at the restaurant, I don’t think any of this would be happening to me.”

Bill got up from behind his desk and pulled Chris up from the chair and held her.

“I’m not going to lie to you Chris; I remember you were always very nice to me when I was courting your daughter. I have always loved your daughter and felt like the luckiest man in the world. I always had strong feelings toward you as a young man. I remember a saying back in high school; if you want to see what your girlfriend is going to look like in twenty years, look at her mother.

I remember thinking that Marcy was going to mature into a beautiful woman that would resemble you someday. She has almost the same figure and looks as I remember you had at that time. You were a stunning woman when I was eighteen.”

“Now I’m a bald, skin and bones frightened woman that is dying of cancer.”

“I don’t have the words to comfort you other that I know in my heart that the treatments will work. Within a few months, your hair will grow back and you’ll pack on a few pounds. By next summer, you will be sending Linda and Michael away so you can entertain Studs Manly between the sheets.”

“Where the hell were you when I was in my prime looking for man?”

“I was with your daughter and when I wasn’t with her, I was having fantasies about her. Did I ever tell you about the time she was wearing a sundress and bent over to pick something up?”

Christine let go of Bill and started chuckling; “No and I don’t want to hear about it; you dam horney man!”

“I’m not horney; I think Marcy is trying to make up for the eighteen years that we lost. She is a very creative and adventurous woman.”

“Thanks Bill; that is way too much information that I really didn’t want to know. Now you have painted images in my mind that I’ll never get out.”

“Oh Mother Smith, I’ll bet you had to keep a fire extinguisher in the bedroom back in the day.”

“William! … Because there may have been a little smoke from time to time, that doesn’t mean there was fire that needed to be put out. I don’t believe I said that. Why are we even having this conversation? I’m going to the bank and talk to Marvin about the scholarship fund.”

“Go ahead mom, I’m going to finish my e-mails and try to get all these loose ends tied up. I thought being a mercenary was tough, that was easy compared to dealing with all the personalities and business decisions.”

“I’m out of here for a while; I’m going to the bank. I’ll pick up Michael from school and let Linda know before I go to get him; just in case I get stuck at the bank. Can I call it a day when I’m done Bill?”

“See you tomorrow Chris, have a great afternoon.”

William went back to Mr. Moody’s e-mail that started his latest adventure. His reply was;

Dear Mr. Moody, at this moment in time, I have no plan of replacing you with my daughter. She is majoring in Business Management and minoring in Business Finance. Not to disparage your noble profession, I am not paying for her degree in accounting.

Upon her graduation, she may wish to take over the LLC, find a job elsewhere or start her own business. None of that involves replacing you Mr. Moody. Now onto other things of importance; I need you to figure out how much I should be charging for rents for the various businesses.

This request includes all the businesses in the Parkway Theater Building. I need to fairly charge each the different businesses rent by their respective square footage. They need to pay enough rent to cover taxes, building maintenance and the expenses of the LLC.

Thank you for your help on these and other matters. My assistant Mrs. Smith will be sending you a letter regarding the LLC meal policy. Since you are a part time employee/contractor, have a meal on me whenever you are working here.

The second e-mail was from the Choam Ministry of Culture. Abdul Masih is writing about the wedding dress guidelines for the upcoming embassy wedding. He informed William that the wedding dress and gowns must not show cleavage. The dress must not allow any other sexual inference; dress split up the side and so on.

“This is a highly unusual request; Queen Atiya wishes a meeting with your future bride, her mother and your adopted daughter. They will have lunch with the Queen at noon. You will have a separate lunch with King Aniq at noon also. I have already arranged appointments for the three women at a nearby salon before the luncheons.

Your airline tickets will be delivered to you within a couple of days. The limo will meet you at the airport; deliver you to the embassy and the ladies to the salon. After lunch, you will be married by the King. Remember to bring the rings! After the wedding, the royal family has some gifts for you both.

Your wife and daughter will become citizens of Choam, complete with declarations of dual citizenship and passports. We will handle the paperwork before the wedding. The King will make it official following the wedding; which happens to be scheduled for 2:00 PM.

Your wife will receive two scarfs from the Queen as wedding gifts; one from her mother and one from the Kings mother. They were worn at their parent’s weddings. The King want’s to present you with the head dress of the late prince.

The Embassy opening party is being combined with your wedding. That is scheduled for 3:00 local time. That will make the afternoon very interesting. The ambassadors of the other Middle Eastern countries were invited to attend the Embassy opening and your wedding party. Most of them declined the invitation for political reasons; they hate King Aniq and /or Americans. Nothing personal you understand; its politics.

Since nothing like this has ever happened before, the staff and I have no idea what is going to happen. Regardless, it should be interesting to say the least. You will be staying overnight at the embassy and will fly out Saturday morning. The King insists he has a private breakfast with you and your family Saturday morning before the Royal family leaves for Choam.

If you have any questions or concerns, contact me at the Embassy.

Sincerely, Abdul Masih, Choam Ministry of Culture.”

Bill printed out a copy of the e-mail and shut the office down. He walked to the restaurant and found Bruno downstairs in the basement working on the prep kitchen. The two men chatted and inspected the work that was almost complete.

For sanitation reasons, Randy had divided the basement into sections. There is now a dry storage room with new shelving, a huge food preparation section and a modest employee dressing/locker room. They rehabbed the restroom that was in the basement and greatly improved the lighting.

Bruno told Bill; “This should be a day or two at the most and we’ll be done here. Randy is over at the fitness center right now checking the place out and he should have a plan for you very soon. He better have a plan soon because this job is almost finished.”

“Call him please and let him know I’m on the way. I’m going to grab a cab and head over there. I wouldn’t want people to think I’m an absentee owner. See you later Bruno.”

William went upstairs and Jill had left for the day; Joseph the manager was on duty. Bill sat at the counter and ordered a glass of milk and a piece of pie. He called the locksmith and asked him to drop off the new keys at the fitness center. His next call was to Phyllis.

“Phyllis, when you’re done with your current fare, come to the restaurant and pick me up. … I’m going to the fitness center. … Thank you.”

Joseph and Bill talked about the restaurant business and the upcoming Thanksgiving dinner reservations. William also told Joseph that regardless of what Jill wants, remind her that the restaurant will be closed Christmas day.

Phyllis arrived and came inside to retrieve Bill. They went to the fitness center; Bill told her to keep the meter running. Once inside, he found Brandy and Randy upstairs going over plans for the second floor.

Randy informed him that the upstairs was originally an open resale space. Some previous owner divided the second floor into little offices to get more rent money. The construction was done so poorly; they could have it gutted in a day. The walls and ceiling need to be repaired and the floor needs to be replaced. That is about all that needs to be done upstairs.

“Randy, let’s get started as soon as Bruno is done with the restaurant. That is assuming that you don’t have fifty other jobs in front of this.”

“Bill, it is so dead out there, without you, we would starve. The crew thinks you’re the best thing since sliced bread.”

“I’m glad to hear that; but this is the end of the line for construction and new businesses. Quite honestly, I’ve had enough. Brandy, are you comfortable with what Randy has planned? If you want to change anything, let’s do it before the construction starts.”

“No Bill, Randy seems to have everything in order. I had a couple of items for you. But to be honest, I’m so excited, I can’t think of them right now.”

“My bookkeeper Mr. Moody will be contacting you within the next few days regarding the rent. My assistant Mrs. Smith will be sending you a memo about other employee benefits. I also try to tell all my employees, if anyone needs help, let me know. I’ll buy you groceries, help you pay your rent, whatever it is; we can try to work it out. Make sure that your staff knows that if they rip me off, I will see them behind bars at minimum.

Now Randy, are we done here?”

“Yes Bill, at the very worst case, we will be done within two weeks. I’ll take care of everything with Bruno and the crew.”

“Brandy, are you ready with everything? Do you have any questions or concerns?”

“No Bill, except thanks for the opportunity. The salary you’re paying me is fantastic to say the least. I’m still not sure it’s real yet.”

“Don’t thank me yet. When Jill took over the restaurant, I paid her more in a week than she made in a month. She worked eighteen hours a day, seven days a week for a while. She earned her pay and so will you. I see the locksmith pulling up with the keys to my new house. I bought a house in North Kansas City. Phyllis, it’s almost your turn.”

William welcomed the locksmith, received the keys and paid him. He said goodbye to Brandy and Randy. Phyllis and Bill drove to the house he purchased and gave Phyllis a key. They went inside and he explained that all the clothing can be disposed of or given to a charity.

He told Phyllis; “The furniture stays. Any and all personal items you can do with whatever you want to.”

He explained the circumstances surrounding his purchasing the property and who owned it. Photo albums and other very personal items should be packed in boxes and left for JB Jr. on the front porch if he wants them.

“I want the place to be ready for someone to move in with their clothes and food. It’s the personal items that need to go. Once you and Roberta are done, I can rent the place out. I’m in no great hurry, but I don’t want the food to spoil and turn the place rank.”

“I’ll come back tonight and get rid of the food so it won’t spoil. Bert and I will tag team the getting the place and get it ready for you. We can work after our shifts are over if that’s okay with you.”

“That’s fine with me. Whatever you two decide is fine with me. Oh, one thing I need to get done. There is a dark spot in the backyard. Please flush that down with water. It’s the last remnants of the previous owner. If some obese guy comes around by the name of Joe Bob, call the police if he won’t go away. He is the late owners’ son. He can have his daddy’s personal effects and that’s it. Other than that, screw him.”

“Ah Bill, I don’t go that way. … Hahahaha”

“Phyllis, I like you a lot. … If I were female; ah never mind.”

“William, I think it’s time for me to bring you home.”

“You’re right my friend. It’s time to go home and have dinner with my future bride.”

After the ride to the restaurant, Bill exited the cab and handed Phyllis twice her fare. She started to object and he grabbed her hand; “You’re a good friend Phyllis; thank you. You and Roberta have helped me out of a couple of jams now and I won’t forget that.”

Phyllis replied; “I don’t have but a couple of straight acquaintances. Calling them friends would be a stretch to say the very least. I am proud that you think of me as your friend; thank you Bill.”

“You’re very welcome. Keep me informed on the house progress and have a good evening.”

Phyllis drove off and Bill walked over to Marcy’s stores. There was a little small talk about the business. The couple went to their restaurant and had dinner. Part of the dinner conversation was who was going to be charged for the dinner tonight and the second topic was the rent for each store. The rent topic didn’t go over very well at all.

Chapter 33
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The next couple of days and nights were rather uneventful. Bruno finished the remodeling of the restaurant basement and started work on the fitness center project. As Randy had stated, the crew had the upstairs cleaned out within hours. Construction on the second floor was to start Monday morning.

Marcy’s prep kitchen had a couple of customers and the emporium was also a slow start. When it was slow, Marcy was handing out fliers to people walking by. She also had Bill place fliers in all the stores in the building.

Nancy came home for the weekend and that started off in the land of the bizarre conversations indeed. She had exited the cab and Bill was giving her a big hug. Jill came out of the restaurant and she wanted to greet her daughter. Phyllis announced that she would bring the laundry upstairs for them.

When everyone was done welcoming Nancy home; “You would think I am a conquering hero coming home after long years in battle. Mom, I love you too, but I need to talk to my dad and take a nap.”

Jill and William were all smiles. Jill reinstated that it was good to have her back home, and then she returned to the restaurant. Nancy and Bill said goodbye to Phyllis and went upstairs.

“Dad, were alone aren’t we?”

“It is only the two of us. How has school been?”

“Dad, I asked you to do something to help Karl when he lost his job. I meant like give him a job or help him find a job. I didn’t mean for you to buy the fitness center so he can keep his job. What are you going to do next? If I ask you what time is it, you’re going to build me Big Ben.”

“Have a seat dear, everything looks better after you had some milk and cookies. I found these chocolate cake cookie things at Patel’s store; they are very good. Marcy thinks I’m trying to make her fat.”

“Earth calling dad, are you out there Mr. Cann? Dad, can you come back to reality for a while?”

“Oh for crying out loud, it was a business opportunity that fell in my lap. Karl must have told you what I paid for it. The place was worth between 1.5 and 2 million; I stole the place. Besides, you said do something and that’s what I did. Besides, Karl is a good young man and Christine likes him.”

“Karl is frightened that he’s not good enough for me because his family is not wealthy. I know asking you for love life advice is foolish at best, but what should I do?”

“Let love take its course. Sometimes you have to prod it a little from time to time. Call him now, tell him you’re hopelessly in love with him and hang up.”

“Then what should I do?”

“Wait for his call back. If he calls right away, listen to what he says. You’ll know in your heart what to do next.”

Nancy grabbed her phone and called Karl at the fitness center, she knew he was working there right now.

“Can I speak with Karl Hess please? Thank you very much. … Hello Karl? It’s me; I wanted to let you know that I’m in love with you; bye.”

She ended the call and they both sat in silence staring at each other. It wasn’t thirty seconds before her phone rang.

“Hello? … I’m fine. … Karl, are you crying? … No, I’m not breaking up with you. I wanted to let you know that I’m home and I love you. … I was wondering if you were really in love with me. … Then come to dinner at the restaurant tonight after work and we can be together.”

There was a long pause while Karl was talking. The expression on Nancy’s face changed from a warm glow to one of being very annoyed.

“Karl, you’re pissing me off something fierce. Now quit screwing around tell me how much you love me. … I love you too and I will see you for dinner after work. … Come to the apartment and get me. … I love you too, bye!”

“See, I told you sometimes you need to clear the path for love to follow. Should I start planning your wedding with Karl?”

“I have no idea if I will ever marry Karl; so let’s not go down that road yet. He’s working at the fitness center weekday afternoons; he’s working at the grocery store weekend mornings and for Marcy on Saturday afternoons.”

Surprised Bill asked; “Why is he working for Marcy? She doesn’t need any help yet.”

“He’s working to make extra money so he can pay when we go on a date. I think she is going to have him mop the floors and empty the garbage or something. I’m sure she took pity on him.”

“Oh, now I feel like and complete ass. You know Karl better than I do; long has your Karl worked at the fitness center?”

“This is his third year there. Why would you ask that?”

“I’ll tell you what, have some milk, cookies and take a nap. When you wake up, track down Christine. Karl will be the first person to get a Prince Al-Lam scholarship. All he has to do is give Christine his grades and tuition invoices and they will be taken care of.”

“You’re kidding me! Now I really need milk and cookies. Tell me what happened while I was at school this week. I want to hear about the Scholarship Fund and everything else that happened.”

William filled her in on the week’s adventures involving the scholarship fund, Mr. Moody and buying the Fitness Center. He did not tell her about the house he bought. After they ate a box of cookies, they both retired to their respective bedrooms for a nap. Bill’s head hardly hit the pillow when Nancy climbed into bed with him.

“You and Marcy were doing the nasty on my bed. That’s fine by me; there are no stains, so there’s no problem. But you two could have at least made the bed. You can help me make it later, right now I need to get some sleep; and don’t hog the blanket.”

“See you in a little while my dear. Welcome home, I really missed you.”

Within minutes, they were both snoring. Marcy came upstairs to see what happened to them and found Nancy rolled up in the blanket next to William who was lying uncovered on top of the bed. She walked into the kitchen, threw the empty cookie box in the garbage, placed the empty glasses in the sink and put the milk away. Marcy walked back to her stores and told Valerie what she had seen upstairs.

“Val, I am so in love with that man I almost can’t stand it. Nancy is the luckiest girl in the world and I’m the luckiest woman in the world.”

Valerie replied; “Marcy, I’m the luckiest woman in the world for having a friends like you two. Helping me out with an apartment and giving me a job when you hardly knew me. I don’t know what to say other than thank you.”

Both women started tearing up when Marcy said; “Now look at what you made us do.”

They briefly hugged and giggled with happiness. Marcy suggested that she come to the movies tonight since its veteran’s free night. Valerie initially declined because she didn’t care to see shoot’em up war movies. She said she had enough of that in Iraq and Afghanistan.

Marcy told her they have been playing non-violent movies on Friday’s. Tonight’s movie was a Gary Cooper love story; with very little boom in it.

“Okay my friend, I guess it’s better than sitting in my apartment reading romance novels.”

Dinner that evening wound up to be Marcy, Nancy, Karl, Valerie and William. The talk was light hearted and the wine flowed freely. Afterwards, everyone but Karl and Nancy went to the theater and watched the movie: For Whom the Bell Tolls. Nancy and Karl went upstairs and watched TV, or so they said. Nancy told Karl about the scholarship. He was ecstatic to say the least.

After the movie, Marcy and Bill silently walked up to the apartment and the TV was on and somewhat loud. They looked in the living room and found Nancy smothering Karl. He was slumped down in the sofa with Nancy sitting on his lap facing him. His hands were wrapped around her waist and her hands were firmly holding on to the sides of his head. Their lips were locked in mortal embrace.

Marcy put her finger to her lips signaling Bill to be quiet. They silently left the apartment and walked downstairs. Marcy told Bill that she needed to stop at the Patel’s store. They walked over and purchased two containers of lip balm. Upon returning to the apartment, Bill rang the front doorbell. They deliberately walked slowly up the stairs and opened the door. Walked into the living room and they were both sitting like innocent angles watching TV.

“Hi dad, hi Marcy; I didn’t answer the door because I figured it was you two. How was the movie?”

“The movie was fine. Hello Karl, I presume Nancy told you about the scholarship money.”

“Yes sir, Nancy told me to see Marcy’s mom as soon as I have the paperwork in order.”

“Good, I figured you could use some good news. One last thing Karl, don’t piss away love. I did and it cost me eighteen years of my life to get it back. Don’t make stupid mistakes like I did. Embrace love with all your heart and everything else will fall into place.”

“Thank you Mr. Cann, I will try to live up to your expectations.”

“I expect you to do what you know is right for the both of you. Don’t let material crap or bank accounts get in the way. Things happen for a reason, that’s all you need to know. I’m going to take my meds and go to bed before my head explodes. Karl, welcome on board.”

Marcy was standing in the background walked over and handed the two lovers the lip balms.

“Here, your lips look like tomatoes. I need to take care of my man and Karl; I don’t think you need to work for me after all now do you.”

“No I don’t, but thank you and Bill for everything. I thought that you and Bill would be aristocratic jerks, not real down to earth people.”

“Nancy, talk to this boy. Karl, we are more like you than you know. Keep the TV down to a roar and no sleeping over Mister Hess. Goodnight Nancy, goodnight Karl.”

Nancy rose up and hugged Marcy; “I’m glad you’re my best friend, good night.”

Saturday was the local school supply movie day. Half the ticket sales were set aside for Michael’s school so they could buy needed supplies that would normally come out of the teachers’ pockets. Lori also set up a couple of donation boxes on the concessions counter.

Ms. Nagoya came by the theater after the last showing Saturday evening. Between ticket sales and donations, she collected over seventeen hundred dollars. She was ecstatic over the results of the movie day. That’s when Bill gave her five hundred of Marcy’s fliers. He asked her to send them home with every student.

Ms. Nagoya reluctantly agreed and jokingly said; “This is blackmail Mr. Cann!”

“It’s not blackmail Ms. Nagoya, it’s I’ll scratch your back and you scratch mine. Your teachers benefit by not having to pay for supplies out of their pocket and the students benefit by having even more supplies than before.”

“Mr. Cann, you are quite the negotiator. What did you do before becoming a businessman?”

“Trust me when I say, many things that you don’t want to know about. To answer your question as directly as I can, I used to negotiate with Arab tribal leaders.”

The two engaged in idle small talk and then went their separate ways. That evening over dinner with Marcy and Nancy; William brought up the embassy wedding dress requirements and schedule. The ladies agreed to get Christine Sunday morning and buy evening gowns for the wedding. The topic of the fitness center purchase and rehab was discussed.

The rest of the weekend was very uneventful except for Sunday dinner with the theater crew. Christine stopped by and handed out the company letter explaining the meal policy and the college scholarship. The teenagers couldn’t care less about the meal policy. They were ecstatic over the scholarship news. Christine never made it away from the table because she was bombarded with questions.

“Stop already; here is the details for the scholarship. You have to go to a local school. Bring me your tuition receipt along with your passing grades and the bank will cut you a check; that’s it! Now this applies to all of you girls, don’t get pregnant. Allen, don’t get any girls pregnant.

Mr. Cann is not going to pay for a college education while you are making babies. You girls would be leaving school to raise your child. Allen, you would be leaving school to find some dead end job to pay child support. Mr. Cann sees these as facts of life and he will not negotiate whatsoever. I don’t think you want to hear what William really said.”

The voices at the table started yelling that they wanted to hear what Uncle Bill said.

“I’m paraphrasing what he said and I will leave out the expletives. I am not about to pay for someone to get knocked up, live in a trailer park and work in a fast food restaurant so they can raise their kid on welfare. We have enough single mothers on welfare struggling to survive. The same goes for guys also. I am not paying for college when mister erection has to quit school and find a dead end crap job so he can pay child support. Mister Cann had quite a few expletives on the subject.”

Tiffany asked; “Where is Uncle Bill tonight? He normally has dinner with us?”

“Uncle Bill, William is having dinner upstairs in his apartment with Marcy. He’s had a tough week and he felt that he would not be very good company this evening. That’s why he’s not here with you. He did leave forty dollars to cover the tip.”

Margot and Anne both asked; “What happened to Nancy and Karl? We don’t see them here tonight either.”

Christine pulled up a chair and ordered a glass of milk to settle her stomach before she answered the kids’ questions.

“I think they’re across the street at the Thai restaurant having a romantic dinner. That is a love story in the making. Karl is a fine hard working kid that is going to college full time. He works seven days a week at part time jobs. He took on another part time job to earn money to take Nancy out on a date once a week.”

Abbey spoke up; “But Uncle Bill is Nancy’s dad and he’s loaded. Karl could leech off her.”

Christine replied; “It’s important to him that he provides for her. Their relationship was going really well until he found out who she was. He thought Nancy worked for Lori at the theater. That’s why he asked you if she could go for coffee.”

Lori’s eyes were wide as saucers; “The way he came up to me, he had this look on his face like he would die right there on the spot if I said no; so I told him yes. I thought stars were going to shoot from his eyes he was so relieved.”

“Now you know why he looked like that. He’s still a little shaky because she’s Bill’s daughter. I think he’ll get over it sooner or later. He needs some self-esteem is all.”

The group finished their dinners and received rides home from a couple of the parents who came to pick them up. All the trip home conversations were about how getting pregnant will kill their future college plans. 

Come Monday morning, Nancy went back to school as usual and life finally started to settle into a routine. The fitness center project was finished within the week. Bruno installed new flooring on the second floor and opened up the doorway for the staircase to the second floor. Brandy hired equipment movers to move the stationary bicycles and stair climbers upstairs.

The first floor is now open for more room for free weights, resistance equipment, individual or group exercises. Brandy also purchased portable cribs and playpens for customers’ younger children.

She sectioned off two play areas for younger children where their parents can work out and keep an eye on them. One of the regular customers purchased a placard for the front desk that read: “Any Child Left Unattended Will Be Given a Chocolate Bar, A Cup of Espresso and A Puppy!”

Now with the construction finished and the weather starting to get wet and nasty, Marcy and Bill visited the fitness center almost every morning for their walk around the track. Marcy suggested that Brandy get two vending machines; one for healthy snacks and one for drinks. The drinks would be; fruit juices, water and energy drinks. Within a week, it was done.

The week before Thanksgiving, Jill started prepping for the big day. Everyone in the restaurant was busy doing their normal day’s work and in addition, preparing for the big dinner day. Jill informed everyone they are working Thanksgiving Day, no exceptions.

After one of Bill’s Friday sessions with Dr. McIntyre, he was handing out Marcy’s fliers to his fellow patients. While that was going on, Leslie introduced herself Marcy.

Leslie asked; “Does your prep kitchen need any help for the holidays? I’m bored and I need to get out more.”

“Your timing couldn’t be better. With Thanksgiving next week, I hope to get real busy.”

The two women talked for a while and agreed to meet at the prep kitchen at eight o’clock Monday morning. They chatted for a few minutes and Bill left to start visiting with the nurses he knew. Bill placed some of Marcy‘s brochures in the nurse’s lounge. He found Dr. Goldberg and put some in the doctor’s lounge.

The weekend before Thanksgiving; the Dreams Prep Kitchen and the Cook’s Dreams Emporium businesses took off. Bill was lying around the apartment Saturday morning contemplating what to do for lunch when he received a distress call from Marcy.

“I need you to come downstairs now!”

Bill ran down to the stores and Marcy made it clear in no uncertain terms she needed help in both stores right now. He called Nancy and told her to forget auditing the books and come down to help. Nancy called Karl to come down and help too. Bill called Pete the theater manager, Roberta and Phyllis also.

Within an hour, Pete was at the cash register at the emporium along with Nancy and Karl helping customers, Phyllis and Roberta were working in the kitchen. By 6 that evening; they had locked the doors and gathered in the prep kitchen for some well-deserved adult beverages.

By the end of that day, some remarkable things were happening. Marcy realized she needs to hire more people; Karl overcame his self-esteem issue by realizing that Marcy and Bill really work hard for a living. He also realized they are not stuffy rich people.

Karl wants to give up the grocery store job and work at the emporium on weekends; Pete struck up a friendship with Phyllis & Bert. Phyllis knows of two hotel chefs that are out of work and are available for hire.

The following day was as hectic as the day before, the realizations and friendships made yesterday were solidified on Sunday. Bill took everyone to dinner that Sunday evening along with the theater crew. Derrick set up the back dining room for Bill and his guests. One of the conversations was Karl telling everyone about some woman in her 50’s wanting to buy a good set of knives.

Tiffany asked; “What’s so funny about that?”

“The woman wanted to take Uncle Bill home with her and cook some steaks. That way he could give her some personal instruction.”

Everyone at the table started laughing loudly except Marcy. When the laughter died down, Marcy spoke; “I didn’t think it’s funny at all.”

The mood became somewhat somber.

Nancy said; “Then I won’t tell you about her patting dad on the ass.”

The room went wild with laughter and the normal side of her face became red. It was obvious Marcy was getting pissed.

Tiffany asked a follow up question; “Why would she want to take Uncle Bill home with her? Everyone knows Uncle Bill doesn’t know how to cook!”

Lori leaned across the table and whispered loudly enough for everyone to hear; ‘She wanted to have sexual intercourse with him.”

Immediately followed by Anne; “That’s after the foreplay.”

The room broke up again with laughter, this time Bill was embarrassed. He responded with; “Is that what she was doing? I thought she was trying to pick my pocket!”

This time everyone was laughing at the table; including Marcy. That night, only Lori’s parents were around. They gave three of the kid’s a ride home. Phyllis and Bert gave Abby and Allen a free ride home in their cab.

Karl asked; “Bill, would you mind if Nancy and I go up to your roof and look at the stars?”

Bill looked at Marcy and she whispered something in his ear.

“No, it’s too cold tonight for that. Besides, it looks like rain. Why don’t you go to the apartment and get chapped lips there, its warmer. I think Marcy and I can kill an hour or so down here watching TV. We’ll be up by 8 o’clock. Should Marcy ring the doorbell first so you can get dressed?”

Nancy gasped; “We are not ready to go down that road yet.”

Karl stood straight up; “Mr. Cann that is not my intension to do that with your daughter. Nancy does not want that behavior so there won’t be any.”

“Holy cow, I really like you Karl. You’re a man after my own heart.”

“Karl, Nancy, go and we will see you at eight. Oh, do you still have the lip balm?”

“That’s really funny Marcy and yes we do; hahahaha.”

They went upstairs without further ado. Marcy and William each sat on opposite sides of a booth and watched TV in the back dining room. The work of the last two days, the food and wine caught up with them. Derrick was waking up Marcy and William later that evening.

“It’s nine o’clock; the restaurant is closing now.”

They left the restaurant and went upstairs without ringing the doorbell first. Into the living room they went. Karl was sitting on the sofa, leaning back and asleep. Nancy was lying down with her head resting on his lap. She was sound asleep also. Marcy gently woke up Nancy, who woke up Karl. She looked at him; “You have to go home now.”

“Nancy Swenson, never tell your man he has to go. Tell him it’s late and he should go home before his family starts worrying about him.”

Nancy rephrased her statement and everyone said their goodbyes. Tomorrow would be Monday and off to school for an abbreviated week. She would be home late Wednesday afternoon.

Monday proved to be the start of a busy week. The Dreams Prep Kitchen had several new customers. Some of the customers worked with Marcy to make up dinner menu plans for her to prepare. Some of them wanted cooking lessons from Marcy; she would show them how to prepare their own dinner meals. Some of the new customers wanted full Thanksgiving meals prepared so they could pick them up Thanksgiving morning. Jill also needed major prep work done outside the restaurant.

The restaurants Thanksgiving Day menu is going to be:

Portobello onion soup or a garden salad

Bruschetta or Small Cheese Plate selection

Turkey with dressing or Baked Ham

Mashed potato, baked potato or Sweet potato

Asparagus, Corn or creamed spinach

Pumpkin Pie, Apple pie, Ice cream or Carrot cake.

The turkeys and the extra breasts (for white meat) needed to be roasted. Pounds of dressing need to be prepared along with the other side dishes. Mrs. Lopez will take care of the pies and carrot cakes.

Thanksgiving morning started before five AM. Bill was a little frisky; unfortunately for him, Marcy was not. She had Thanksgiving meals on her mind.

“Any other morning but not today; and don’t beg, you’re still not getting any. Go take a cold shower; I need to get the kitchen up and running. Start our ovens before you go downstairs. Set them at 350.”

Bill moaned and groaned to no avail. Marcy turned on the bedroom light and put on her panties. He realized all hope of playing the part of consenting adults ended when she put her bra on and then her socks.

“Dam, you’re serious about this. I’m going to take a cold shower since you have me worked up.”

“Bill, I could smile at you and get you worked up; it’s like magic.”

“I’d like some of that magic right now if you please. We can forgot the little magic and let’s go right for the big magic!”

“I like the lots of little magic before the big magic; but not today. I need to get the ovens started.”

Still wearing his briefs, he turned and seen Nancy in the doorway dressed in her usual morning briefs and tee shirt.

“Good for you Marcy, make him beg for it! No you’re not taking a shower first. I’m taking a shower first because I’m helping out downstairs.”

“Oh you’re so right about making him beg for it; especially when he starts with the puppy dog eyes. On days like this morning, I have to say no.”

Bill added; “I’m going to tell Karl what he has to look forward to someday.”

“Dad, trust me on this; you’ll live. As for Karl, he’s made it to first base and that’s as far as it goes for now. For you mister love life adviser, first base is kissing.”

“Stop the bases stuff already. The sweetest woman on the planet earth is putting on her coat. I guess flattery won’t work either. She gets me turned on by her breathing.”

“You take the cold shower first; you need it real bad. The way you are this morning, I know there will be plenty of hot water left for me when you’re done.”

“I’ll see you both downstairs for breakfast when you’re done grooming yourselves. Bill, you won’t have to beg tomorrow morning. See you both downstairs, bye.”

Nancy showered first and came out wrapped in a towel. Bill was waiting at the kitchen with a pill bottle and a glass of milk in front of him; while eating a banana. He finished the banana, took one of his meds and drank the milk.

He announced; “I’ll be done in fifteen minutes.”

“What the hell is going to take you so long? Are you washing with one finger?”

“No, I need to shave my head. It’s starting to stubble and that’s making me crazier than I already am.”

“Take your shower, wrap yourself in a towel and call me; I’ll shave your head for you. Otherwise you look like you used an ax to shave your head. Splotches of hair everywhere make you look even scarier that you already are.”

Bill showered and spent at least a full minute trying to wrap the towel so his modesty would not be compromised. He opened the bathroom door and called for Nancy to come in. She told him to sit on the toilet and she lathered up his head. A new razor works very well. Within minutes, she was finished.

After she rinsed his head, she told him to wash his face and leave it wet so she could shave him. Back on the toilet and more lather. Nancy shaved William with precision. While she was shaving him, she said the strangest thing.

“If you were Karl, I would be sitting on your lap right now. I don’t know why I said that.”

“You’re thinking of him and some of those feelings leaked out. That’s not a bad thing at all. With you shaving my head and face, I think of Marcy when she did it the first time. We had a lot of fun that first time. Come to think of it, every time we had quite a bit of fun; that is until the hot water ran out.”

“That is way too much information for your innocent daughter to hear at 5:30 in the morning.”

“You’re right; I shouldn’t be talking like that to you. You will experience all of that in good time. Love makes us want to things that we would never consider otherwise.”

William rinsed after his shave was complete, went to his room and dressed casual for the day. Long sleeve cotton shirt with button down collar. Black jeans and athletic shoes finished out his wardrobe. The same wardrobe he wears every day of the week. Nancy was in the kitchen watching the morning news and poured him a cup of coffee. Bill sat down at the table and before he could speak, Nancy started.

“Since we’re alone, we need to talk. I’ve got something on my mind that is really weighing heavy on it. It’s those pain meds you’re taking like breath mints. Are they turning you into a junkie?”

“Thank you for asking, I am down to two, maybe three a day. I was taking an average one every hour to control the headaches. Dr. Goldberg told me to cut back as the healing progresses and the pain resides. Besides, one of the side effects is I can’t poop.”

“Thank you, I was worried about you and the drugs. I’m not really interested in the side effects.”

“While we are on the subject of mental health, I received a call from one of your room mates Vanessa.”

“What did that psycho bitch want; a live animal sacrifice and a voodoo doll?”

“She called me to tell me about your erratic sleeping habits. Sleep for a few hours, get up, study and go back to bed for a while. Is that why you come home and pass out? What’s going on?”

“Nothing, I’m fine; everything is fine.”

“I was born at night, not last night. Tell me what’s on your mind and let’s see if the two of us can find a solution to make you feel better.”

“It started when I left home and moved in with you. I felt so secure because I knew you were nearby. I move away to college and wind up in a dorm room with three other girls older than me. They’re not a problem, but they’re not you. Since you’ve been giving me your shirts, I’ve been sleeping much better. With Ricky not stalking me in my dreams anymore, I’ve been sleeping much better than I have for a long time.”

Her voice started to crack a little bit; “I’m trying my best for you, that’s all.”

“Honey, if you walked away from school right now; I would not think any less of you. I would love you as much if you flunked out or stayed in and received your degrees. I want you to be happy in your heart. It’s your dream to go to college, not mine.”

“You’re not mad at me?”

“Good grief Honey, no I’m not. Now get a sheet of paper from the office den, an envelope and something to write with.”

Nancy returned a few moments later and sat down at the table.

“I’m going to tell your future.”

“Dad, it’s read your fortune.”

“I really need to get up to speed on life in America.”

After a brief pause looking into her eyes; “The psychic Cann sees your future!”

“Okay the great mystic psychic Cann, what do you see in my future?”

“Cann the mystic psychic sees everything that is to be! Your marriage will take place in June the year after next. You will give birth to a three girls. You will have them all within six years. The delivery of the first two will be easy. The delivery of the third will be so hard; you will have your tubes tied so you never have to go through that again.

You will have a management consulting business specializing in fraud with one of your current roommates. Your friendship with her will last your entire life. Karl will become a lawyer; his real claim to fame will be in the political world. The great mystic psychic has spoken. When you’re done writing everything down, put it in the envelope and seal it. Sign the seal and put todays date on the envelope. Now put the words: open seven years from this date.”

“Dad, you need to take this act on the road.”

She went to the den and called William for help. There were so many scrap books, journals and drawing books in the footlocker, she didn’t want to damage anything. While William unloaded the footlocker and placed the books back in the bookcase shelves, he stopped at the last of his drawing books and stared at the pages.

Nancy looked over his shoulder; “You really have been in love with her for all these years. You couldn’t get her out of your mind could you?”

“No I could not. I wasn’t a handsome kid by any stretch of anyone’s imagination. Oh I had the occasional girlfriend I was in puppy love from time to time that was about it. I seen her and it was love at first sight. She wasn’t the prettiest girl in school, as a matter of fact; she had kind of odd facial features. To me, she was a goddess sent to earth.

When she said hello and touched my hand, I was struck by the love train. I knew at that moment, she would be the only woman in my life. You overturned the applecart when you arrived. If you wouldn’t have showed up when you did, I really believe I wouldn’t be here now.”

“I don’t know what to say, I’m glad I was there when you needed me. I’m also glad that you were there when I needed you. I never realized I needed a dad before as much as I do now.”

They both started tearing up and hugged.

“Come on dad, we need to get these books on the shelves, put your future predictions away and get downstairs before Marcy starts having evil thoughts.”

“Yeah, like I went back to bed!”

Nancy and William finished their mission with the footlocker. They both splashed water on their faces so they don’t look like they were crying when they went downstairs. They turned on the ovens and went for breakfast.

When they arrived, the restaurant was bustling with activity. Jill decided to open for breakfast as normal. She figured since they are there anyway; let’s make the extra income for the restaurant. The breakfast crowd was very light this morning, which was a good thing. That allowed the chaos of prepping for the big day to go on without much interference.

Jill plans on serving breakfast until ten o’clock and then closing down. That way they can prepare for the Thanksgiving dinner service that starts at noon. The restaurant seats about two hundred and fifty people total. Reservations for the noon seating were about fifty percent capacity and increased to full house from four o’clock on. The last reservations were for seven thirty.

Almost half the crew stopped and took a breakfast break. When they had finished, the other half took their breakfast break. It was going to be a long day for everyone and they needed food to keep their energy levels up. Since Nancy in the kitchen is a disaster and workman’s compensation claim waiting to happen, she did all the leg work. She spent the morning moving food and other things between Marcy’s prep kitchen and the restaurant. She also was setting tables and whatever else needed to get done.

Marcy had hired the two out of work chefs that Phyllis recommended and Leslie came in to help with the carry-out dinners. By noon, the prep kitchen work was complete. The last of the turkeys for the restaurant were put in the ovens and it was time to relax. The two new chefs and Leslie went home with their prepared Thanksgiving dinners. Nancy, Marcy and William found each other and asked Jill how the reservations for 1 o’clock were.

“We have a few tables open Bill. Why don’t you three sit down and have dinner. I might need your help later on. Marcy, since your mom is watching Michael for Linda, I’m going to call her and ask her to come down for dinner with Michael. Your mom didn’t feel up to working today.”

“Thanks Jill, mom would like that. Hey, is that Susan coming in for dinner? Let’s invite her over to our table; that way she won’t have to eat alone.”

Marcy went to the doorway and invited Susan to have dinner with them. They walked to the table and sat down.

Susan was all smiles; “I thought I was going to dine alone today. This is really very nice of you to do this.”

Bill asked; “It was Marcy’s idea when she seen you alone. So what are you doing today?”

“I don’t really cook. Cooking for one is a pain in the ass. Besides, I have two family dinners to photo this afternoon. By the way, how is Christine? I haven’t seen her in a while.”

“She’s starting her cancer treatments the first week in December. She’s not up to serving on the second busiest day of the year. She’s child sitting for one of the waitress’s, she should be down shortly.”

Christine arrived with Michael and the conversations started. Michael was sitting next to Susan and she was minding over him like she was his new mother. During the course of dinner, Susan had to use the bathroom. While she was gone, Nancy commented on how Michael was the perfect gentleman and how his eyes followed Susan’s almost every move.

William asked; “Michael, what do you think of my friend Susan?”

Michaels eyes never left the bathroom hallway when he said; “She’s very pretty and nice. She smells good too!”

Everyone at the table was doing their best not to bust out laughing. Nancy being Nancy started singling a one line song; “Love is in the air.”

Susan returned and sat down, turned to Michael; “Did you miss me?”

“Oh Miss Susan, I missed you a lot.”

“I missed you too Michael. Maybe in twenty years or so, we can get together. Then again in twenty years, I’ll be in my mid-fifties. I don’t think it is going to work out between us.”

Once again, Nancy had to get into the act. “Michael, what do you like about Susan besides she’s pretty and smells nice?”

Without missing a beat; “Her butt is smaller than mama’s and her boobies are bigger. Don’t tell my mom.”

The table went up for grabs with laughter and Christine added; “I tried to warn you that Michael is seven going on seventeen!”

They finished dinner with Christine and Michael saying their goodbye’s to everyone.

Before everyone else arose from the table, Susan asked; “Have you given William his Christmas present that has Christine in it?”

Marcy replied; “No, not yet. Why do you ask?”

“I was thinking Chris doesn’t look to good. In case something happens to Christine before Christmas. It would be a shame for her work and embarrassment to go unappreciated before it may be too late.”

Bill asked; “Will you women tell me what the hell you’re talking about?”

“Dad, right after breakfast tomorrow you’ll get a Christmas present that involved Christine. We arranged for a photo shoot and Christine was incredibly humiliated by an incident during the shoot. She took the whole thing in stride which made the photo shoot even better. We will explain everything tomorrow after breakfast. Please trust us on this.”

“If I can’t trust you three ladies, I’m done. I’m looking forward to hearing the entire story tomorrow morning. Susan, are you coming for breakfast tomorrow?”

“Thanks, but no thanks. That is going to be a time for you and your family; I would feel like an outsider which I would be. Anyway, I need to get to my first family’s photo shoot. Goodbye everyone and thank you.”

Everyone arose from the table and Nancy announced she was going to walk Susan out to her car.

Once outside, Nancy asked; “You still have feelings for my dad don’t you?”

“I would say he’s the one that got away, but I never really had him in the first place. You killed my chance with him with your exploits in this very restaurant.”

“I look back on it now and I wanted to keep him for myself. I wanted him to be my dad and I wasn’t about to share him with anyone at that time. We settled into the father daughter relationship; then Marcy came along. That was the best thing that ever happened to him.

Susan, I only have one concern, my dad’s happiness. As you may have noticed, my dad is not very stable. Oh he holds it together very well but he’s not right if you know what I mean. I would be very unhappy if someone were to try and put a wedge between him and the goddess that he worships.”

“Nancy, put your mind at ease. As long as your dad is with Marcy, I will never ever so much as lift a finger to harm their relationship. I only want a man that is unattached and wants me. I really think if I were able to break them apart, it would poison any possible relationship he and I could ever have.”

“Thanks Susan, I am so dam insecure on so many fronts, I’m going to rattle myself into the ground.”

“Goodbye Nancy my friend. Please call me tomorrow and let me know what your dad thinks of the photo album. Oh, did Marcy give him her photo album yet?”

“No, she’s going to give it to him Christmas Eve. Bye Sue, drive carefully.”

Nancy returned to the restaurant and the numbers of customers steadily increased. By five o’clock, the place was filled to capacity. Marcy was helping in the kitchen, Nancy was helping everyone by filling in doing whatever was needed and Bill was bussing tables and emptying the garbage.

By the end of the day, everyone was exhausted. The last customers left after nine. William had purchased several different bottles of wine and a couple of cases of beer a few of days ago. He called the Patel’s and they delivered his purchases nice and cold.

Everyone sat around the dining area drinking adult beverages and talking about the day’s activities. Jill commented that her estimating what to order was right on the money because there is very little left; a few pies, a few complete turkeys and two hams. There are some sides left, that’s about it. Bill told Jill to have the leftovers made up as meals to go. Split them up between the employees who want to take meals home.

William asked; “Where the hell is Karl?”

“He went to see his grandmother with his parents in St. Louis. He’ll be back tomorrow; I hope.”

“Then where the hell is Randy?”

“Since I’m working boss, Randy spent Thanksgiving at his parents’ house.”

“Oh, just wondering is all. Hey everyone, I’m going to be out of town next Friday. The Friday after that, the second Friday in December will be our first Christmas Party. We will have it at the two o’clock shift change. I’m going to play Santa for everyone. I need every employee to stop by and pick up their Christmas gift. Marcy, let everyone know that works for you. Nancy, call Brandy at the fitness center and let them know along with Mr. Moody about the Christmas party. Jill, tell the morning crew also please.”

They helped clean up the restaurant and almost everyone went home. Jill, Marcy, Nancy and William were the only people left.

“William, since it’s only us, do you have a minute to talk?”

“Jill I’m super tired and exhausted; but I’m always willing to listen.”

“I don’t have a car anymore and Marcy’s little car won’t work for deliveries. Marcy and I were thinking about you buying a small van or one of those ‘cube’ like cars so we can deliver catering orders and I can use it when we don’t need it.”

“Find out what type of vehicle would be best for the businesses. Nancy will go with you and pay for it. Find a sign company so we can advertise all the businesses on the vehicle. Make it a rolling billboard for the restaurant, the emporium, the prep kitchen and the theater.”

“Thanks Bill, now the last thing is my pay. December first is coming real fast and I want to know what’s going on? Mr. Moody told me I’m going to have to pay rent. Is that some kind of joke?”

Marcy and Nancy sat silent while Bill gathered his thoughts.

“Jillian Swenson, look around this restaurant. There are walls and windows that are part of this building. There are lights, tables, chairs and booths. There are stoves, refrigerators, flatware, plates and cups. There is a lot of money tied up in a restaurant; it’s a very sizeable investment. There are property taxes and building maintenance issues that need funding.

Nancy, tell Miss Jillian Swenson what I want you to pay her for running my restaurant.”

“Against my advisement, William wants to pay you fifty percent of the restaurants net profits on a monthly basis. At the end of the fiscal year, a bonus of fifty percent of the adjusted net gross profits at the close of the year end. The bottom line is at the end of the year; you will be paid fifty percent of whatever the restaurant makes after expenses.”

“That totally sucks and you know it. My kid is going to sign my paycheck! You bought the place for six grand! You don’t do a goddam thing and get half the profits while I work my ass off. That’s bullshit and you know it.”

Marcy and Nancy both saw the vein in Bill’s neck starting to bulge and his face turn red. Marcy wrapped her arm around his waist to calm him down. After what seemed like an eternity, Bill responded.

“Jillian, I’m very tired and my head is about to explode; that aside, let’s cut to the chase. I’m tired of your whining and I’m tired of your crap. What I paid for this restaurant has absolutely nothing to do with you. You have my terms of your continued employment. I have one other term for your continued employment. You stop your goddam whining and bitching or go away never set foot in in here again.”

William walked to the front door, turned to Nancy and had a brief conversation with her. Marcy and Bill left for upstairs. Nancy turned and walked over to her mother.

“Give me your keys to the restaurant and you can go home for good.”

The only sound in the restaurant other than their breathing was the refrigerators in the back ground.

“Dad told me the decision whether to fire you or not is mine. Give me the keys and I will cut your final check right here and now. Let’s go, I want to get some well-deserved sleep.”

Jill stood motionless and looked like a deer caught in the headlights; “I’m sorry for acting like a bitch. My god, I’m begging my own child for my job!”

“No, you fired yourself for being an idiot. You pushed the envelope once too often.”

Nancy walked to the office and wrote two checks; one for $5000 and the other for $10,000. She wrote on the $5000 check, payroll, no taxes withheld. The other check she wrote: severance package, no taxes withheld. Jill’s keys were on the desk. Nancy removed the restaurant keys from the ring and handed them to her.

“Do you have any personal items? If so, gather them right now and take them home with you.”

“Nancy darling, I didn’t mean it. I was trying to bring up my percentage is all I was trying to do.”

“Grab your jacket mom, its cold outside. You’re going to need it for the walk home tonight.”

They both walked to and then out the front door without another word being spoken. Nancy went upstairs and told Bill it was over. Silence fell over the household and the only other words that were spoke that evening was; “Good night.”

The following morning, the apartment doorbell rang before five o’clock. William was already awake and lying in bed. He got up, threw on a robe and walked downstairs to answer the door; it was Jill.

“Good morning William, can we talk?”

“No, I have to pee and I have absolutely nothing to say to you other than I wish you good luck with your future, goodbye.”

He shut the door and was on his way upstairs when Nancy passed him on her way down with something in her hand. She was wearing nothing but her briefs and a tee shirt. He heard her voice; “Mom, come here for a minute.”

William and Marcy stood at the top of the stairs listening.

Nancy asked her mother; “Why are you here?”

“I was an idiot last night in every way possible. I went home; Randy and I had our first argument. He could not figure out why I pissed away the ultimate situation. He wanted to know how we are supposed to live. He’s self-employed, the construction business is in a depression and he has no work in sight.

Worst case scenario is he can move back in with his parents, alone. Reality hit Jillian Swenson right between the eyes last night and killed her ass dead. I’m the new Jillian; I would like a job managing your restaurant. Could I please have my job back, boss?”

“If you ever even so much as dream of screwing with my dad or me, I will personally hit you with the door on your way out. Am I really clear on this?”

“110% clear as glass.”

“This is it, I can’t have your stupid ass upsetting him when the only thing he has ever done for you is give kindness and good fortune. I swear if you ever even think of starting your crap, Joseph will be the next general manager in a heartbeat. Give me the checks back and here are your keys.”

“Thank you and I won’t let you down, I promise.”

“Mom, you put me in a bad corner and I don’t like it for a minute. I’m your daughter and that will never change. William is my dad and I have to protect him to the best of my abilities. I’m also the CFO of the company. None of these facts are going to change anytime soon.”

“I’m sorry for what I did and the spot I put you in. I will never do that again.”

“Mom, whenever you’re stupid streak starts raising its head, think of this; where would we all be without my dad? I’m speaking emotionally we are so better off than we would be if he were not here. Don’t even get me started about financially and for so many people.”

“Randy and I had that very discussion last night during our shouting match. I’m sorry about everything and I promise you that I will never get stupid again.”

“Good, I’m so cold right now I think something’s about to fall off. Go run my dad’s restaurant and we can talk later. Mom, the next time you get a stupid attack; you’re letting yourself down.”

A few moments later Nancy came back upstairs shivering. Threw the two checks she wrote to Jill on the kitchen table and jumped back into bed. William finished going to the bathroom and met Marcy in Nancy’s bedroom doorway.

“Do we have to hire a new restaurant manager or did we get our old pain in the ass back?”

“I fired the old manager last night. The new one came by this morning to pick up her keys. The nice thing about this is we don’t need to change any paperwork; the names are exactly the same. I’m going back to sleep. I am freezing to death and Marcy; please try not to be verbally appreciative this morning. Dad, that goes double for you too.”

“Wait until you start having … never mind, your dad and I will hold it down to a roar.”

The rest of the weekend was relatively quiet. Karl never got the chance to quit his grocery store job, he was laid off. Marcy hired him as part time for the Emporium on weekends. Nancy started auditing the books in record time and started working for free in the Emporium; I wonder why. Phyllis and Bert finished cleaning the house and wanted to rent the house from Bill.

Things were finally starting to get to normal in Williams’s life. Jill became a changed person and the model employee. Marcy the match maker would raid Williams’s wallet and slip Karl an extra $100 every week and whisper something to the effect; “Take your future bride somewhere nice.”

The only thing on Bill’s mind was the trip to Washington D.C., and everything involved with the Choam wedding.

Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 34
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 35

“Dad, Marcy are you awake? It’s almost five o’clock; we need to get ready to go.”

“I’m shocked to see you awake this early in the morning. We get up this early every morning; but to see your pretty face this early is a pleasure.”

“Dad, you’re so fill of crap this morning; but thank you.”

“Daughter dear; unless you care to see Marcy and me in our birthday suites, we will see you after we get dressed.”

“I’ve seen you naked too often for my mental health. If I were to see you naked again, I would be the one in psychotherapy for years.”

“Are you trying to say my man is hideous when he’s naked?”

“No, I’m saying only his woman should see his pack … ah, below the waist.”

The three started laughing and Nancy went to her room to get dressed. Marcy and Bill were getting dressed in between packing the luggage. Bill had made it to wearing his briefs, socks and tee shirt. Marcy made it to her bra and panties. Nancy came into the room and checked out the chaotic situation.

“Dad, get dressed right now. Marcy, I can see why he gets worked up by you breathing; put your clothes on before he wants to play consenting adult with you.”

“Marcy, she’s right you know; it’s been almost twenty four hours since; you know.”

“William, stop it right now. Nancy, get mister stud here his shirt and pants. We are getting dressed and going downstairs for breakfast. Nancy, call my mother please and ask her to meet us in the restaurant; after breakfast we’re coming back here to finish packing. I’m going to be married today.”

Nancy left the room and called Christine, she was already downstairs waiting.

Nancy barged into the bedroom saying; “Your mom says its bad luck to have sex on your wedding day. Dad, get your hands off her butt, stop kissing her stomach and get off your knees. Marcy, stop rubbing my dad’s head. Hey! I’m not leaving and I think this is illegal in several states.”

The two lovers burst out laughing and came back to reality. Nancy climbed on their bed and announced that she is not leaving until they leave the room fully dressed. They dressed while complaining about Nancy’s tenacity.

The trio went downstairs and had their breakfast. Christine left her suitcase in the restaurant and went upstairs with everyone else. There was so much ‘don’t forget this’ and ‘don’t we need that’ they started getting on each other’s nerves.

What they didn’t know was Nancy had called Phyllis for the cab ride to the airport and she was waiting downstairs. Everyone loaded into the taxi and off they went. Phyllis dropped a bomb in route to the airport.

“So Bill, have you figured out what the rent on the house is going to be?”

“Let’s say a thousand a month. You do the minor maintenance to the property; cut the grass, shovel the snow and little stuff like that. Property taxes and utilities are your problem and we have a deal.”

“Wow! Thank you Bill; it’s a deal.”

“Phyllis, this is between you and me. I like Roberta a lot, but this deal is between you and me. If you and Bert split up, that is not my concern. Are we clear on that?”

“We are perfectly clear Bill. I’m responsible for everything in our agreement. Would you mind if I share the home with another couple?”

“Not at all, I think that would be a good idea to help split up the expenses. I’m going to hold you personally responsible for everything. No lease, month to month rent. I’m good with a handshake.”

Nancy spoke; “When were you going to tell me you bought a house? I wondered what that $20,000 wire transfer to the bank was along with a $2,000 fee to an auctioneer.”

“I was doing someone a favor and I wound up buying Joe Bob’s dad’s house for $20 grand; I didn’t know it at the time. Don’t worry about it; Christine was with me when I bought it.”

“Oh that makes everything okay because Christine was there. I feel so much better now. You make a major purchase, like a house and don’t tell me.”

“Christine came with me so I had company. Listen, the only things that are certain are Phyllis is renting the place because of the problems she is having with her neighbors that hate lesbians. Secondly, we are not moving in there.”

Marcy spoke up; “We better not be moving. Nancy and I spent too much time and effort making those apartments homes. I’m sure mom is not interested in moving.”

“Quiet down the bunch of you. Don’t you all get it? You two women are on your way to become citizens of the Nation of Choam. We ladies are on the way to have lunch with a real queen, a dinner with a King and my daughter getting married by the King of sovereign nation. Get some perspective in your lives.”

They all quieted down and the chatter became very mundane. Once in the airport, William used his credentials to get everyone past security. Christine and Nancy slept on the flight; Bill was reading a book and Marcy was white knuckled for the first half hour of the flight.

When they landed, the group went to the waiting limo. The ladies were dropped off at a private salon where they unloaded their luggage and went inside. Bill was taken to the embassy and brought to a suite so he could change and freshen up. He was informed this was to be his honeymoon suite also. The two other women would share more modest accommodations down the hall.

William wondered where the King was; he was told that King Aniq was in high level meetings this morning. He will have a light lunch with the King at noon. The time change between Choam and D.C. has the Kings stomach upset. The escort showed William around the embassy and the two men chatted about everything and nothing.

Finally the women arrived and they looked beautiful. The representative escorted the women to a large office where there photos were taken, they signed some documents and a very distinguished looking man came in.

“Hello, I am Ali Saleen Asker; ambassador of Choam to the United States of America. Since we are standing in the sovereign nation of Choam territory, I bit you welcome to my country. Place your right hands on the Qur’an. Do you swear to be loyal citizens of the Kingdom of Choam?”

The ladies in unison said; “Yes.”

“Thank you and welcome to your new embassy citizens of Choam. Your new passports will be ready for you after your luncheon engagements. Follow me please; I’m sorry the rest of your day will seem to be a little rushed.”

While that was going on, William was meeting with King Aniq for lunch along with Sovereign Alto of Shaam. Down the hall, the ladies were talking about how excited they were to be citizens of another country when they entered a rather formal small dining room. They were greeted by the interpreter named Dara. Marcy and Nancy both remembered the name from William’s stories.

He introduced the Queen and the chatting started. Introductions were made all around and the queen wanted to know everything about Nancy and Marcy in particular. Marcy asked why the queen would be so interested in her.

The queen explained she considered William to be like an adopted son. She had seen William’s drawings of Marcy over the years and she wanted to know about the woman that captured his heart so many years ago. She asked if Marcy knew how William received that scar on the side of his face. Marcy replied that she did not know. The queen explained William was escorting her to a public function when some crazy woman tried to attack her with a knife.

“Instead of shooting her in the crowd with the possibility of many people getting injured or killed, he assaulted the crazy woman with his fist. He was cut in the face during the encounter. He picked me up and brought me to safety in a most vulgar manor. He picked me up and threw me over his shoulder and ran carrying me to safety. Any other guard would have started shooting and caused a horrible situation.

We offered to have his damaged face fixed but he refused. He called it a beauty mark earned while defending his Queen. That is when we decided he should guard the King. He did that for many years until that mad man in the market hurt him so deeply; now he can never come back to us. So tell me how his health is; both mentally and physically.”

The three women explained to their hostess their experiences with his mental and physical issues. Nancy started first with her very first meeting with William and their subsequent history together. Christine adding her observations and Marcy finished with her telling the queen about their relationship and then his other medical problems. The Queen sat in silence with the stare of immense concern on her face.

“Since what William calls the Al-Qaida Motel incident, he hasn’t been right. We knew he would have to go home someday; we had no idea how bad it would be for him to adjust to being home again. You’re Mr. Elliot told us what happened to William. The King and I were very saddened to hear the news.

Let’s end this sad talk; you are getting married in a few minutes to the man I consider to be a great friend and like an adopted son. Women in the Muslim world do not have male friends so don’t tell anyone. That goes for you too Dara. Come, let’s be with the King and meet with our William.”

The Queen escorted the women to another room that was obviously set up for a marriage and a party. The Minister of Culture arranged everyone in their places and the King entered the room. The King and William entered laughing and speaking Arabic.

The King approached the front of the room and Dara handed him a sheet of paper. Dara pointed at the sheet and said; “Marcy” the King repeated “Marcy”. That action was repeated for “Nancy”. The King walked over to Marcy and grasped her hand and started speaking in Arabic to her. The only words she understood were; “Marcy” and “Cowboy Bill”.

The King touched the damaged side of her face and turned to Bill and asked in Arabic if he took care of the human dog that did this to his woman. Bill replied; “The dog is now dead my King.”

While the King was moving back to the front of the room, Marcy asked; “What was he saying?”

“King Aniq asked if I took care of the human dog is dead that did this to your pretty face. I told him that the man is dead.”

The Queen interrupted and demanded that she see the King immediately for a private meeting. They left the main room for their conversation. The queen told Dara to come to the meeting with them. While in the room, The Queen and Dara repeated the stories they heard to the King.

The King responded; “I sat with that young man watching countless movies and hours of playing poker. I had no idea how bad he had fallen into madness. He was always a little different, nothing like what you have told me here.”

King Aniq paced around the room; “Mr. Elliott assured me he is on his way to becoming a normal American; his actions are not normal. He is seeing demons and I don’t know what I can do about it!”

“My husband; let his women help heal him. The young one, Nancy is helping him quiet his demons. She is very wise beyond her years. She helped him during his darkest hours; let his new wife to be and his daughter help him. The best you can do is conduct the marriage ceremony right now to the love of his life.”

“My wife of almost forty years; many times you tell me what I don’t want to hear. In the end, I know your right. Come; let me marry William to that girl Marcy. Dara, did I say her name correctly?”

“Yes my King.”

The King, Queen and Dara re-entered the room and everyone became quiet. The wedding ceremony started in Arabic with Dara interrupting the Kings voice for non-Arab speakers.

“Do you Marcy love this man enough to be with him forever?”

“Yes I do my King.”

“Do you Cowboy Bill; I mean William, love this girl? What a foolish question, he stayed up at night drawing pictures of her. Of course he loves this woman named Marcy.”

The queen spoke; “Husband, you’re messing up the ceremony, you know better than that.”

The King shot her an evil eye and continued; “Marcy, I’ll ask you; do you two want to be married to William?”

“Yes my King, I want to be married to him more than anything else in the world.”

“William, I ask you; do you want to be married to this woman Marcy?”

“Yes my King, I have never stopped loving her for all these years.”

“Good, William, place the ring on her finger.”

Bill put the ring on Marcy’s finger.

“I now pronounce you both married to each other and citizens of Choam. Dara, get the queen her wedding gifts.”

Dara retrieved the gifts and gave them to the Queen. She was joined at her side by the King.

“Marcy, this shawl was worn by my mother on her wedding day. This other shawl was worn by the Kings mother on her wedding day. We would think it an honor if you would take them as your own.”

“Thank you my Queen, I am humbled that you would honor me with these gifts.”

King Aniq walked over with a cloth object in his hand.

“William, I have one gift that is priceless to me that I want you to have. This was to be my only son’s headdress at his wedding. Those dogs took his life without thought or mercy. You are keeping his name and his memory alive here in America. Please take this to your home and put it in a place of honor.”

“I will honor your son my King not only because you request it, also because Prince Al-Lam was my friend.”

There were hugs and handshakes around the room and the party started. Almost the entire embassy staff was there as witnesses and party goers. The ladies were introduced to so many people, it was overwhelming. They were introduced to the ambassadors of several Middle-Eastern countries and Marcy was given gift envelopes from them. The Sovereign Alto of Shaam invited William and his entire family to come to his palace anytime they would like.

As the afternoon progressed, it was clear the King was suffering from the time change and jet lag. King Aniq asked for Marcy and Nancy to sit at the front table next to him on either side. He spoke to Dara for a brief moment. Dara spoke loudly in Arabic and then in English.

“Attention everyone; King Aniq wishes to address all of you on this festive occasion. I will translate his message to you.

I am very tired; it has been a very long day. Before I retire for the evening, I have a little story to tell.

Many years or so, my family was under constant threat against our lives. We hired what we were told the finest bodyguards in the world. One of those guards became very good friends with my family and me. That guards name is William Cann, I know him as Cowboy Bill.

While Cowboy Bill was being treated for wounds he received during an attack on my wife, our only son was lost in an ambush. Cowboy Bill became what the Americans call ‘my shadow’. While Bill was being my shadow, he showed me the finer points of American life. John Wayne, Gangster movies, draw poker and root beer.

During Cowboy Bill’s off time, he worked with tribal leaders to track down the people that cost my wife and I our only son. During that time, Cowboy Bill found out those responsible for my son’s death had also declared a Jihad against him and my family.

Not waiting to die, Bill went out to send those Al-Qaida dogs to meet their ancestors. To protect his comrades, he completed the task alone with his comrades outside as backup if he did not complete his mission.

I found out that night he lay’s dead or dying in the hospital. When I arrived at the hospital, I was told he was dead. The doctors revived him, but he was losing too much blood too fast. They were running out of type ‘O’ blood. The doctors said to me I should not give blood to an infidel, non-Muslim.

William you have Royal Muslim blood flowing through your veins. You are like an adopted son to us and our country.”

King Aniq motioned for Nancy and Marcy to stand up.

“Our son William has recently had some difficult issues of late; not only his physical injuries, but others also. This is not a history lesson about our adopted son William. It is more about the new daughters of Choam!

Nancy is Williams’s daughter and Marcy is his wife. Now that all of you are citizens of Choam, that makes you Miss Nancy, my granddaughter and you Marcy are my daughter-in-law. Welcome to Choam and the family of Aniq!”

The room went up for grabs with cheering and congratulations. After the room quieted down, the Queen wanted to address the crowd through Dara.

“I wanted to let you all know what courage these two women have. Not to embarrass William, he has been through some great physical and emotional challenges since he so abruptly left us for his new home. These women have guided him through some very dark times, both physically and mentally. The courage Nancy displayed when needed, was far above what anyone could have hoped for. Your bond with him will never end. Thank you for saving our son from himself.

Marcy, your devotion to him is beyond compare. To think the woman he dreamed of for all those years is here, really is a dream come true. You have had some hard times, so has our William. I know in my heart that you will make sure that his future is bright and full of love.

Ladies, I am proud to call you Daughters of the Nation of Choam.”

The crowd cheered and congratulated Marcy and Nancy again. The King and Queen said their goodbyes and retired for the night. The leader of Shaam and the other ambassadors also left for the day. The staff along with Bill and his family ate and partied.

Early that evening after the party was winding down, Ambassador Ali told the group that they had tickets to a play that William would be interested in. He also requested that Marcy give the Embassy Director of Security her wedding gifts for safe keeping.

“Are you sure about this? These were gifts from the Royal Family and several ambassadors.”

“Mrs. Cann, I assure you that he is beyond reproach. Everything will be secured for you and will be ready for your trip home tomorrow morning.”

Nancy almost yelled; “He called you Mrs. Cann! That is so cool.”

Marcy gave the Director of Security her wedding gifts for safe keeping. The man said in Arabic; “I will have your gifts put in the embassy safe until tomorrow morning. I assure you they will be safe from any harm.”

The ambassador translated what security said and repeated that the theater awaits them.

Christine asked; “We’re not walking there are we? I’m dead on my feet.”

“Mrs. Smith, there is a limo waiting in the front of the embassy. Adult beverages will be available for you in the vehicle. The theater event will last a little over two hours. Your chaperone will be in the car waiting for you; this way please.”

They were escorted to the waiting limo and they entered. They were driven to a small elite theater. They entered, were seated and asked if they would like cocktails or other adult beverages. They were served their drinks, the curtain was raised and they were treated to a Japanese Noh Play.

The play was about a samurai warrior who left his home to fight battles for his Shogun. He was gone for many years before he returned. Upon returning home, he could not adjust to a quiet life. The terror of so many years at war haunted him. His wife and their now adult daughter did all they could to comfort him during his times of need.

One day, the Shogun sent an emissary to call the warrior back to duty. The wife was incensed over the Shogun calling her husband back to war and threw the emissary out of her home. The daughter put on her father’s samurai warrior armor and waited outside for the Shogun’s emissary to return. Her wait was not very long.

The emissary returned with several samurai and the Shogun himself. The wife seeing this, immediately dressed herself as an onna-bugeisha (female samurai) and joined her daughter on the path that leads to their home. The daughter armed with a bow with arrows, knives, a spear and her father’s sword.

Her mother was armed only with her naginata (A naginata is made of a long wooden shaft with a curved blade on the end). The daughter took one step forward and drew her sword. She lowered her sword and made a line across the path.

“This is the line of your death, I will say no more.”

The wife spoke; “I would join my ancestors by your hands before seeing my husband leave our home again.”

The husband exited the home and walked passed his women. He kneeled on the ground facing the Shogun. He removed the tanto (short knife) from under his robe and spoke.

“I have lived all my life in your service with bushido honor code. I would commit Seppuku (hara-kiri) before I would see my family harmed by you.”

Samurai Kira raised the tanto in the air preparing to plunge it into his abdomen.

Shogun Tokugawa Yoshinobu yelled; “Halt!”

There was a several moment pause before the shogun spoke again; “Samurai Kira, I relinquish your duty to me and give it to your wife and daughter. I cannot break such a family bond; live out your years in peace and prosperity; ronin.”

The curtain lowered, the audience applauded and cheered. Nancy turned to Bill and asked; “Did you have anything to do with this?”

“Well no, yes, kind of; let’s say I had a little input. Long story, I told Minori about your dream as a samurai. During another conversation we had, I told her I never seen a Noh Play. She arranged this as a wedding gift with the State Department and the Choam Ambassador.”

They all went back to the embassy exhausted from the day’s events. Marcy kept starring at her wedding ring and reminding everyone she is a married woman now. Christine told Marcy if she tells her one more time she’s married, she’s going to have the marriage annulled.

They were escorted to their rooms and in the hallway, Nancy cautiously asked; “Hey Marcy, now that you’re married, is anything going to change between you and me?”

“You’re still Bill’s daughter and you’re still going to be my best friend aren’t you?”

“Yes, but I thought … I don’t know, I thought things might change between us.”

“Nope, we’re going to be friends forever. Right now, I’ll bet William is on the bed, lying on his back, waiting to consummate our marriage.”

Christine came out of their suite and said; “He’s on his back alright, but not waiting for you. I helped him find his pain pills and his anti-seizure medication. He took his meds, removed his shirt, pants and said goodnight mom. He went to bed with me standing there. It seems that modesty is not that boy’s problem.”

Nancy started giggling; “At least you won’t be getting a flat spot on your noggin from hitting the headboard tonight.”

“Nancy Swenson, I thought you were my friend. Besides, with his danger for a stroke, the doctor told me to do the physical side of things. I can’t do that and be on the bottom now can I?”

Christine gasped; “Marcy! I don’t believe that came out of your mouth; ladies don’t talk like that in public.”

“Ma, it’s only the three of us here. I would be willing to bet if I was your age and sitting down over a cup of coffee; you could tell me stories about your encounters with dad that would make a sailor blush.”

Chris took a deep breath and a shadow of sadness at her loss came over her face; it left as suddenly and a sly smile emerged.

“Your dad was a lot like William. He started out as a meat and potatoes man. I changed that right away with some adventure. I remember the first time my arms were wrapped around his neck. He lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist.”

“Mom, stop it already! I get the picture loud and clear.”

Nancy chimed in; “How old were you when you were doing that? Oh, Nancy wasn’t born yet; so you must have been in your late teens.”

“Enough already, I’m going to bed with my husband. Oh I like the sound of that.”

“Goodnight dear, I’m afraid sharing a room with your friend here is going to be interesting to say the least.”

“No Chris, I’m not going to ask you about your love life; I’ve learned too much already.”

They all retired to their rooms for the night.

Saturday morning for the newlyweds was active to say the least. When they finally exited the bed, they found a note had been placed under the door. “The Royal Family awaits you to join them for breakfast.”

The couple showered and Marcy was lightly singing nonsensical love songs to Bill and herself. Bill asked her to stop it so he can get dressed and not get excited.

“You made me an honest woman. Now when we’re together, we’re doing it as man and wife.”

“I never ever thought of you as anything other than the most honest woman on the planet. I still get excited at the thought that you allow me to be intimate with you. May I let you in on a secret?”

“What kind of secret would my husband want to share with me?”

“I was horrified the first time we were intimate. A thirty-six year old man was so frightened of you; I almost became sick to my stomach.”

She developed a look that could freeze people instantly and she folded her arms covering her bare chest.

Aggressively; “Was I that repulsive to you? You didn’t want to look at me?”

“Oh god no; I meant nothing like that. I was horrified that I gave you pain for my pleasure. I feared you would reject me for costing you your virginity. My fear of rejection was overwhelming.”

“My husband, we have to be two of the most insecure people in the world. Please come here and sit next to me.

First off, there was no pain that I can remember; only a little discomfort in the beginning is all and that passed quickly. Your inexperience was only equaled my mine, it wasn’t an issue. Besides, you had me the first time you held my hand all those years ago. I held myself for all these years. I’m glad you finally came around to claim me for your own.”

“Marcy my love, I want you to know that every time with you is like getting a wonderful gift again and again. I will love you always.”

There was a knock at the door, Nancy and Christine barged in; “William, put some clothes on. Marcy, holster those guns and get dressed. At least William has his underwear on. Nancy, close your innocent eyes.”

“It’s nothing I haven’t seen before and I won’t see again; remember I live with these two love birds.”

Marcy and William expedited their getting dressed.

Christine trying to inject a little humor with the newlyweds; “Nancy, can you really here my daughters head knocking against the bed’s headboard at night?”

“No, not really; they are pretty quiet until Marcy starts moaning. The first time I heard her, I thought my dad killing her.”

“Don’t keep me in suspense, what happened?”

“I slowly opened the door enough to realize she was in total control and was being verbally appreciative.”

“Very funny daughter, now I’m going to call Karl and tell him what a snoop you are.”

“Don’t bother, I already told him. We were laughing telling each other stories about how we walked in on our parents having sex. He thought you chasing Marcy from the bathroom was very funny. He thought the time you two fell in the kitchen was hysterical.”

“When we get home, we are locking the door from now on young lady.”

Christine and Marcy stood in silence while grinning.

Nancy replied; “Both bedrooms, the laundry room, the bathroom, the shower stall, the hallway and don’t forget the kitchen!”

Christine tried to scold the newlyweds; “You two are really something else. I’m surprised you two haven’t done it on the roof yet.”

“It’s cold up there and the bench is too small; hahahaha.”

“Marcy L. Smith; I mean Cann. It’s a good thing you’re a married woman. Come on and finish getting dressed before you two forget I’m here. You dam horney kids!”

William looked at Marcy and whispered in her ear. They both said in unison; “Yes mother.”

While they were getting dressed, Nancy was talking to Marcy about how this seemed like a storybook wedding. The fact that they were given dual citizenships, talking to a real King and Queen and meeting diplomats was almost overwhelming. Christine was sitting on the bed, having almost the same conversation with William. When Bill had finished getting dressed, Chris made an observation.

“I had a complete conversation with my son in law almost naked. Now he’s fully dressed and neither of us noticed. That’s very frightening Bill.”

Bill reached down and placed on arm under Christine’s thighs and the other behind her back. In one swoop and she was in his arms being held against his chest. She protested but put her arms around his neck. He walked her to the front door with the others watching and listening.

“I remember you when I was a younger man. I remember thinking what a fine looking woman you were, and that you gave birth to a goddess.”

“If I wasn’t so dam weak and you being married to my daughter; never mind. Put me down please before I start enjoying this too much. It’s been a long time since I’ve been held by a man.”

She whispered something in Bill’s ear; he smiled, carried her to the bed and set her down in the seated position.

“That is the appropriate way for a mother-in-law to be placed on a bed by her son in law, seated.”

Chris arose from the bed; they all met their escort and went for breakfast with the Royals. The breakfast conversation was pretty light for the most part. The ladies gathered around one end of a medium sized table while the King and William sat across from each other. They ate breakfast and were sitting drinking coffee when the Queen wanted to change seats with the King. The King had conversations with the women and the Queen talked with Bill.

“My husband wanted to hear first-hand of these women’s experiences with you. He cannot understand how you came to love and adopt that young girl in such a short period of time. I am not surprised by you Bill. Your actions sometimes were somewhat intense and ill-advised.”

“I cannot explain it as not to offend you, but I will try. I woke up in a foreign place frightened, helpless and alone. My world had collapsed and I mentally fell into a black hole that I did not want to come out from. I had nothing to live for. I wanted to die and get it over with. That girl reached in and pulled me out of that hole with complete disregard for her own safety. She was and still is my anchor to reality. Between her and my wife, I know in my heart I’m going to be fine.”

“William, you will always have a home with us no matter what. Come, the King has finished with your women. It is time for us to say our goodbye’s and go home. We have one last gift for you; it will be given to you at the airport.”

They said their goodbyes and the Director of Security handed Marcy her wedding gifts. He informed everyone that their luggage was packed while they were at breakfast and loaded into the limo.

During the last round of goodbyes, William asked the Queen; “Thank you for not bringing up children, why didn’t you?”

“Mister Elliot’s security files on your wife are very complete. Goodbye William, please come home to us; at least for a visit with your family.”

They entered the limo and were on their way to the airport. Marcy leaned over and whispered; “What did my mother say to you when you were carrying her around the suite?”

Bill whispered; “She said back in the day, if I was a little older and not seeing you, she would have made my dreams come true.”

Marcy whispered back; “My mother told you that? Holly crap, I better keep an eye on mom.”

Christine was sitting on the seat across from Marcy and William; “If I beat this cancer and become healthy again, don’t worry about me trying to steal your husband. I’ll look for an unattached man that looks like him, hahahaha.”

“Mother you are too much.”

The rest of the ride to the airport was relatively quiet. When they arrived, they went to the terminal for chartered flights. They were escorted past security and onto private luxury jet. The chauffeur told them that this was the Kings wedding gift to you all; a private luxury flight back to Kansas City.

Needless to say they enjoyed the flight back home. Nancy was busy taking photos with her phone and talking with the cabin crew. When the plane landed, they went home to the theater building. Christine went to her apartment; Bill and Marcy went to theirs. Nancy went to the restaurant to show Jill her new passport and citizenship papers. Jill informed her that she needs to get Marcy and get to the wedding dressmaker for a fitting and alterations.

Marcy started opening the envelopes and almost fell out of her chair. Almost every envelope had a five thousand dollar check in it. The check from Sovereign Alto of Shaam was for a hundred thousand dollars with a note attached.

“The Sovereign wishes you a happy life with his friend Cowboy Bill and to remind you that Cowboy Bill and his family are always welcome in Shaam.” It was signed: Alto.

“Bill, I have over a hundred and thirty thousand dollars her from different Swiss bank accounts.”

“Go over to your bank and deposit them in your account. You will have to sign a few documents stating that you earned the money while out of the country.”

Nancy went over to the Emporium and had to wait for Karl to finish with a customer. They went into the back store room, kissed and hugged. She told him about her adventures while she was gone. Later, she returned to the apartment and told Marcy about the wedding dress alterations. The ladies decided to get that done and deposit the checks in Marcy’s bank on the way to the wedding dress boutique.

Bill walked over to the gift card shop and asked Brooke about the invitations. He asked her how much he owed her and her reply was; “Absolutely nothing Mister Cann. You helped me out when I needed the help; this is only a small that way I can repay you. Now don’t worry about it; Marcy and I have it covered.”

Later that afternoon, they all met at the apartment. Nancy asked Marcy and Bill if Karl could come by for dinner.

Marcy replied; “Find out what kind of pizza Karl likes and from where. Order enough for the four of us and have him come over. I’m too exhausted to go out anymore today.”

Nancy retrieved her phone and called Karl. They were babbling on mindlessly to each other. Marcy asked for the phone and Nancy gave it to her.

“Karl, this is Mrs. Cann. Please tell Nancy who makes the best pizza and what you like on it. Then get your ass over here. Don’t tell her how much you missed her, show her! I’m hungry Karl!”

She gave the phone back to Nancy and who started writing down Karl’s information. She ended her conversation with; “You heard Marcy, get over ass over here and show me how much you missed me. Talk is cheap buddy, I need action. … I love you, see you in a few.”

Nancy got on the phone and ordered pizzas; one fourteen inch with ham, bacon, green pepper and pineapple. The other pizza was pepperoni, onion, mushrooms and green peppers. After some conversation and putting away their clothes from the trip, Bill decided to get some beer and wine. He ran into Karl as he was going through the front door.

“Hey Karl, walk with me to the convenience store. I can use some help, besides I don’t want a buff stud looking guy like you alone with my woman.”

Karl looked like he was going to die.

“I’m kidding Karl; I’m pulling your leg. I want to know what you really think of my daughter. I was adopted and she’s adopted. Well, we adopted each other would be more accurate.”

They entered the store and Udo was in tonight. The men greeted each other and William purchased tonight’s refreshments. They left the store and started walking the few dozen steps to the apartment door.

“What’s the real reason you invited me to walk with you Mr. Cann? You seem a little different tonight. You’re a little standoffish; is something is on your mind.”

“I want to know my future son-in-law better, that’s all. You had me a little worried before, you being so concerned about Nancy’s family and all. I’m glad to see you came around. Call me William or Bill.”

“I feel very uncomfortable calling you William; can I call you Uncle Bill?”

“Call me anything you want except late for dinner.”

“Thanks Uncle Bill. I never knew my life was so empty until Nancy entered it. I am seriously in love with her. That aside, I always thought rich people were stuffy; your personality precedes you. When I found out who Nancy was related to, I went into full panic mode. Oh my god, I’m in love with and dating a millionaire’s daughter! This big mother is going to think I’m a sponge and put two bullets in the back of my head some night.”

“Thank you for being honest, it seems to be a lost virtue sometimes. Karl, I never put a bullet in anyone that didn’t deserve it; along with a few other things I may have done to them first. That’s not here or there. You have two jobs with my businesses don’t you? Your schooling is being paid for isn’t it?”

“Yes and thank you very much for the opportunity and the help you’ve given me.”

“That’s because I like you Karl. I bought the fitness center because my daughter wanted me to do something for you when she found out you were out of a job. I also bought it as an investment for the future. We are so lucky to have found two beautiful and intelligent women that want us around.”

“I couldn’t agree with you more. The thought of hurting Nancy in anyway never crossed my mind.”

“I like you Karl, let’s have some beer and pizza with our women.”

The two men entered the apartment with smiles of satisfaction on their faces.

Marcy turned to them; “Were you two doing the male bonding thing? You know, hollowing at the moon and pounding on your chest.”

In a move that shocked and showed everyone he had a sense of humor, Karl said; “We drank beer, whistled at the night walkers and marked our territory.”

William followed with; “Yeah, we marked the entire building perimeter.”

Marcy replied; “I hope you two didn’t mark my car?”

Nancy stood there with her arms folded; “That’s disgusting. Karl, stop hanging around with my dad. One Neanderthal around here is enough; hahahaha.”

The pizza was delivered while everyone was drinking their adult beverage of choice. They talked about the events of the last thirty six hours.

Later that evening, Karl had a little too much pizza, beer and excitement that evening. By 8 PM he was a little tipsy and everyone was over tired. Bill called Roberta, but she was at least 45 minutes away. Nancy and Karl went downstairs and the cab stand was empty.

Nancy had the solution; “The weather sucks and you can’t get a cab for love or money. Come on back upstairs and you can sleep over. You can sleep on the sofa bed.”

Karl was in full agreement. Nancy told Marcy and Bill of her plan.

Williams’ only reaction was; “That’s very nice and by the way, her bedroom is off limits stud. Daughter, the sofa bed is off limits to you.”

“Dad, it goes without saying; but thanks for saying in anyway. Karl, call your parents so they don’t worry about you. As a matter of fact, ask them to bring you a set of fresh clothes tomorrow morning. I’ll even buy them breakfast!”

Bill spoke; “Nancy, give Karl your phone so he can make the call.”

“Okay, why don’t you go to bed, I’ll make sure Karl is okay and then I’ll go to bed.”

“Oh I remember when I was his age; I would have loved to have a pretty young lady tuck me into bed at night.”

From the background, they heard Marcy; “Will all of you stop your bickering so Karl can make his phone call? That way I can get some sleep. If I don’t get a good night’s sleep, I know a thirty six year old man that is going to be VERY disappointed tomorrow morning.”

“Nancy and Karl; I have to leave right now. Don’t do anything foolish, good night.”

Marcy and William retired to their bedroom and closed the door. Karl made his phone call and Nancy went to her bedroom to get some sleep. As soon as the apartment went quiet, Bill’s mind started wandering, he started tossing and turning.

“What’s the matter? You never move around in bed unless we are enjoying ourselves, so what’s up?”

“I talked with him downstairs when I went for beer; he’s really in love with her. When I told him I wanted to get to know my future son-in-law better, he didn’t deny it. Dam, it’s so quiet; do you think Karl made it to second base tonight? Do you think Nancy made it to second base?”

“William, you are a wonderful husband. I want to be honest; you would be a helicopter dad if we had children of our own. She’s eighteen years old and she knows what her limits are. I remember your first touchy feely adventure; I thought I could hear you’re heard pounding it was so loud.”

“That was your heart dear; I was too busy shaking with excitement, exploring you’re body and enjoying the sensations you were giving me. Ooh; like what you’re doing right now.”

“Now what were you saying about your daughter?”

“I’m a little too busy to think about her right now; I want to get to know you even better.”

“William Shush! Make sure your head is not too close the headboard. We wouldn’t want your already damaged noggin hitting the headboard now would we?”

Dreams Are Never Lost – Chapter 35
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Dreams Are Never Lost - Chapter 37

The first company Christmas party was a minor get together where everyone had apple pie, ice cream and swapped stories of recent events. William handed everyone a five hundred dollar bonus check and wished them well. He had stopped while he was out earlier in the week and purchased Michael a construction toy set. Needless to say; there were some very happy employees that day.

Christmas day came around and the restaurant was closed. Marcy went downstairs and started roasting a couple of turkeys and later, a couple of hams. They were going to have Christine, Linda and Michael over for dinner in the closed restaurant. They invited the entire staff for dinner so no one would have dinner alone. Late that afternoon, they only had a few of the dining room lights on and they were preparing to serve dinner. That’s when two people were knocking at the front door; it was the police.

“Every restaurant around is closed except for the Chinese food places. We seen the lights on and stopped by hoping for a sandwich and some coffee. We’ll pay for our food; we’re looking for some place to eat.”

Marcy spoke to Bill and they invited the two officers to dinner. As the dinner went on, most of the shift came by for dinner at one time or the other.

They ran out of turkey and ham. That’s when they started serving breakfasts and sandwiches to the officers. Within two hours, they made friends with almost every police officer working in and around the district working that shift. It became a Christmas tradition every year where they set up a buffet so the police could serve themselves. Friendly police in the restaurant is not a bad thing.

Nancy and Karl went out New Year’s Eve and celebrated. Marcy and William watched TV and fell asleep on the sofa. Nancy and Karl came home to find the sofa occupied; Karl kissed Nancy goodnight and went home.

The day after New Year’s was Marcy’s birthday. William bought her a new car and they went out for dinner. She gave her old car to a charity and William was a very lucky man that night.

Around a week later, it was Marcy and Williams Wedding day. Sal told Marcy that he would take care of everything for her perfect wedding day. He told her that all she has to do is show up and everything else would be taken care of.

Wedding day came around and Bill awoke around five as usual. Patted Marcy on the butt and she informed him that he can beg all he wants, but nothing is going to happen before she gets married again.

Realizing that this is a hopeless situation, he put on casual clothes and made some coffee. Nancy was still in bed, dead to the world. Bill being his rotten self, poured her a cup of coffee, went into her room and held it under her nose. Slowly her eyes opened after her nose sensed the brew.

Now awake, she looked him in the eyes; “You know you’re a real jerk. Thanks dad, I need that so bad.”

“I love you too first thing in the morning.”

Nancy got out of bed; “Wait here, I got to pee. I’ll be right back.”

Nancy left and a minute later she walked back to her room where Bill was sitting on her bed. She took the cup of coffee and walked into Marcy’s bedroom.

“Marcy, I don’t care if he begs like a dog and whimpers, don’t give him any. None of that third base stuff either. Did you see what he did to me with the coffee? There’s a law against cruel and unusual punishment.”

They chatted about William with the coffee and finished dressing casual and went to breakfast. Christine came down and joined them for breakfast along with Jill. That’s when the rest of the wedding party showed up or called. Afterwards they all met in the apartment. William returned to the apartment and was mobbed by women bitching at him about seeing the bride on her wedding day before the wedding; that it was bad luck.

“I woke up next to her patting her on the ass which has to count for something!”

That made the women more furious and even louder. He grabbed everything he needed and went to the office. He loafed around there until noon. He started to get dressed and ready to be married. Eric and Clark picked him up around one o’clock and they went to Sal’s.

There was a side door for the banquet facility that everyone entered. There was this huge six feet six inch man that was the greeter. He had to weigh in at least 350 pounds. Judging by his speech patterns, he was not a member of the high thinker’s society.

The greeter was telling everyone; “Go inside and don’t sit at the table marked reserved. That is reserved for the wedding couple and their special guests, capiche?”

William found Sal and asked; “Who the hell is the greeter?  He looks like Luka Brasi!”

“That’s my nephew Lenny. Don’t worry, he’s working for free. All you have to do is feed him.”

“Sal, I don’t think we have enough food; hahaha.”

Everyone started mingling and Eric spotted Susan Braden.

“Bill, tell me who’s the photographer? That is the most stunning and beautiful woman I have ever seen in my life.”

“Her name is Susan Braden; come on, I’ll introduce you to her.”

William and Eric walked over to Susan; Bill introduced them to each other. Eric fell over his tongue and made a fool out of himself attempting to talk to her. Susan’s response was way less than Eric was hoping for.

“Listen big boy, when you’re ready to be with us grownups, let me know. For right now, I have a job to do. I’m not interested in a teenage boy in a man’s body looking for a quickie in the backroom.”

Susan walked away, Eric turned to Bill; “Oh my god Bill, I’m in love!”

“Okay Eric, do you want to run to the bathroom and take care of business before you explode?”

“I’m not kidding Bill, oh look! She looked over here and smiled at me! Oh hell buddy, she’s got me hook, line and sinker. Oh she looked over again and smiled; she wants me!”

All of Marcy’s and Williams friends came to the wedding. Minori came with her new boyfriend Richard.

The big moment arrived; Mr. Elliott escorted Marcy into the room. Within seconds, the chattering became a series of whispers and comments on how Marcy looked in her gown.

The banquet hall was converted into a garden. There was a gazebo wedding chapel with waterfalls on either side. Small trees, shrubs and plants flanked the waterfalls. She walked thru an archway laced with roses to gain entrance to the garden. Mr. Elliott walked Marcy to the gazebo and up the two steps to where William was waiting. Mr. Elliott placed Marcy’s hand in Williams. The Mayor stepped forward and started the wedding ceremony.

“Friends, relatives and acquaintances of Marcy L. Smith and William J. Cann, welcome.

We are gathered here today to witness the joining of these two souls in marriage.

First, this is a two part question and statement; so please allow me to finish.

Is there anyone that does not want to see Marcy and William married?

Sal’s nephew Lenny has a baseball bat and he would like to talk to you out back.

Oh I’m only kidding … I am only kidding right? … Bill’s daughter wrote these vows.

Marcy L. Smith, do you accept William’s heart and soul in marriage for as long as you live?”

“I do.”

“William Cann, do you accept Marcy’s heart and soul in marriage for as long as you live?”

“I do.”

“Marcy, you told your mother over eighteen years ago, I’m going to marry that boy someday. Does today fulfill your predication?”

“Oh yes it does.”

“William is it true that there is evidence in the form of drawings by you that you have been in love with this woman for over 18 years?”

“Absolutely yes there is.”

“Marcy, do you promise William that he won’t have to sleep on a wet spot?”

“Laughing, she replied yes I do.”

“William, do you promise Marcy that you won’t give everything away in her store, only to empty it out?”

“I promise I won’t do that again.”

“Marcy and William do you both promise to love each other more everyday then you did the day before?”

In unison they replied; “Yes!”

“Now both of you know the sickness and health lines don’t you?”

In unison they replied; “Yes.”

“Good, by the powers invested in me, I pronounce you husband and wife.”

“William, you may kiss the bride. Marcy, give that man a kiss he won’t forget anytime soon.”

The two kissed and kissed each other until the cheering subsided.

The mayor announced; “Let me sign the marriage certificate, I need a beer!”

The party started and introductions were made between everyone. The wedding cake was a German chocolate cake with fudge between two layers and German frosting. The food was fantastic; it was traditional old world Italian fare that Marcy had chosen earlier.

While the food was being served and the bar opened, the band set up and was preparing to play. They were an oldies tribute band. They started playing all the popular oldies while everyone was eating. While the staff was clearing the dinner dishes, the band went into a Buddy Holly tribute set. The led vocalist sounded like Buddy. The band took a few minute break after their set.

When they returned, one of the band members came out dressed like Elvis. Much to everyone surprise, the Elvis impersonator was black. The guests took one look and silence fell over the room. All doubt left the room when the impersonator started belting out Heartbreak Hotel. The room went up for grabs with cheers and laughter. Darius the Elvis impersonator was fantastic! He had the place rocking to Elvis and several other deceased Rock n Rollers.

The conversations were as varied as the people attending the wedding. Mr. Elliott was talking with Lori about her future. He told her she would make a terrible doctor because she can’t stand the site of blood, she would make a great psychologist. She was a good talker, but a great listener.

Eric couldn’t take his eyes off Susan the entire evening and then there was Clark. Somehow he and Valerie hit it off like two peas in a pot. They danced several dances and then split off into a secluded corner of the hall, held hands and talked.

Linda thanked Bill for buying Michael a suit and for paying for the bridesmaid’s dresses and all the accessories that go along with them. Everyone partied, drank and ate their fill. At the end of the wedding reception, the band played Marcy’s favorite song for her and Bill’s final dance of the evening; “Since I don’t have you by the Sky liners.”

Eric had to convince Susan that he is a responsible man; he gave her his business card and they finally talked. She agreed to see him again. Clark went home with Valerie that night under one condition, no cigars! William thanked Sal for the wonderful wedding and he would settle up any money issues Monday. Sal had a limo waiting out front to take them to the bridal suite in the best hotel in Kansas City.

Later that year, the beginning of summer; Nancy graduated college. Her and her roommate Vanessa from college went to work for a small accounting and consulting company. The pair became the best of friends and their friendship would last for quite some time.

Before William realized it, it was his thirty seventh birthday. Nancy arranged the ultimate birthday present for her dad. The birthday party would be held in the theater. She remembered how his mother was asked to leave a Japanese Tea Ceremony when he was a child, she arranged for one to be held in the theater for him. What a party that was; almost everyone he knew was there.

Eric was now living with Susan when he wasn’t traveling. When her business was slow, she would travel the globe with him. They flew in from Ireland for the birthday party. Karl told William that he is going to ask Nancy to marry him. Bill’s response was; “It’s about time; she’s not getting any younger.”

Karl also thanked him for getting him a job at the Anderson Law firm. Mr. Anderson put him in contact with almost every politician around. It turned into a day of announcements and proposals. Karl asked Nancy to marry him, Randy asked Jill to marry him and Valerie and Clark announced their engagement. Nancy accepted gladly and was being congratulated all around. Jill turned into a wreck; she started crying hysterically.

Over the next several months, the three couples that announced their weddings were married. Nancy and Vanessa started their own business; The PTB Business Management and Salvation Company. They specialize in saving dying companies for a percentage of the recovered business. They chased William and Christine out of the theater building offices. His den is now his business office. Nancy and Vanessa now pay him rent; their names are on the front door.

One morning William received a phone call from the State Department. The nations of Choam and Shaam were on the brink of declaring war against each other. Some type of disagreement between the ruling families. Both countries are refusing to talk with our ambassadors.

“Marcy honey; how would you like to see Choam, the other country you’re a citizen of?”

They packed their luggage and off to Choam they went. When they landed, they went to the royal palace and met with the King and Queen. It turns out Sovereign Alto’s son Wahid was to be married to King Aniq’s daughter Rana.

The problems started when Rana found out Wahid doesn’t want to get married. He wants to bathe himself in his religion. She wasn’t about to be married to someone that ignores her for his religion. Besides, Rana is in love with the sovereign’s other son Jamaal. Rana and Jamaal have been in love since they were children. Both leaders are so bull headed, they won’t back down.

After hearing what was going on, Marcy came up with the solution. The King and Queen agreed to the plan. They wished Marcy and William luck. The couple flew to the capital city of Shaam and met with the Sovereign Alto. At first he was opposed to the idea, and then came around because of Marcy’s charm. (She told him what an important man he is and kissed him on the cheek.)

At high noon on the third day, both leaders announced that they had a dream. During that dream, they were visited by the almighty himself. The almighty said that Islam would be better served if Wahid did not get married and worked at passing the message of world peace. For the good of Islam and the world, Wahid and Rana agreed to cancel the wedding.

The respective populations were less than excited to say the least. Honestly, they couldn’t care less. They were more concerned about when they flip the light switch, the light comes on. Marcy and William toured the capital city of Shaam and then flew back to Choam. They had dinner with the royals and stayed overnight. Bill showed his bride the capital city and they flew home on a chartered flight that evening.

Over the next several years, the newly created businesses grew successfully along with Marcy and Bill’s marriage. One morning, Nancy let herself in to the apartment with her kids.

“Dad, are you decent?”

“Of course I am. It’s always good to see my grandchildren, but why today?”

“The school is closed because of the holiday; Karl is in Independence with the governor going over some legislation; the sitter is sick and I need to catch a flight to New York in two hours.”

“Alright daughter dear, I’ll watch them this time. Is that an overnight bag?”

“I’ll be back in a day or two at the most. Faith and Hope are potty trained; Charity is maybe. Thanks dad; oh they haven’t had breakfast yet.”

“Nancy, you’re not going to get pregnant again are you?”

“No way, after Charity, I had them tie my tubes. She was too dam hard, never again.”

“Come on my little angels, let’s get some breakfast and go to the park.”

Over the next couple of years, Bill sold the house to Phyllis for the rent she has paid. He had never set foot in the place since he purchased it. Brandy managed a leverage buyout of the fitness center for a very handsome profit to Bill. He was glad to get rid of that too.

Many of the employees took advantage of the education money and moved on to better paying jobs. Word spread of William’s scholarship and education money if you work for one of his businesses. There was no shortage of job applicants looking to work for a scholarship.

The next several years flew by. Most days, Marcy or Bill would make coffee in the morning. Weather permitting, they would go upstairs with their coffee and watch the sunrise. Time passed so fast, Bill was thinking about what to get Marcy on their eighteenth wedding anniversary when he received a phone call from one of the women in the Dreams Prep Kitchen.

“Mister Cann; get down here right away, Marcy’s not acting right.”

[bookmark: _GoBack]Bill found her slurring her words and could not hold on to anything. He called an ambulance and while in the hospital she was diagnosed with stage five brain cancer. She underwent the exploratory surgery; the prognosis was negative.

Marcy did not want to spend her remaining time in the hospital. The doctors warned William caring for her would be extremely difficult at best; a nightmare at worst. Soon she would need twenty-four hour care for her personal needs. He absolutely refused to allow anyone to attend to her.

William brought Marcy home and she was making business decisions as best she could. As the weeks went on, her condition deteriorated. He had to carry her to the roof every morning and go back downstairs for the coffee.

One morning William knew the end was coming when Marcy said; “I don’t feel like coffee today. Please take me to the roof so I can feel the sun on my face one more time.”

He brought her to the roof and sat beside her.

“I feel the sun on my face; but I know it’s almost time for me to go now. I can barely see you and I can’t even remember who you are. I’m not so sick that I haven’t forgotten how to love and that I love you. I’ve felt the sun, but it has gone dark. Please take me home, I want to rest now.”

Bill was overwhelmed with emotion at that moment. He picked her up and carried her downstairs to the bedroom. He called Christine and Nancy. They arrived and were there at the end.

A couple days later, Susan and Eric were on their way to Marcy’s funeral and were involved in an accident. Some teenager texting while driving mommies oversized SUV blew a light and broadsided Eric’s rental car. He was killed instantly; Susan was critically injured.

The day after his wife’s funeral, Nancy was visiting Bill to check on him. He was despondent and barely talking. Trying to snap him out of his depression, she mentioned that Susan and Eric missed their good friends’ funeral. William realized he had to break the downward spiral of his depression.

Now pissed that they didn’t attend the funeral, Bill called Susan and was dropped into her voice mail. He called Zocalo and was informed of the fatal accident. He called the hospital and was informed that Susan was in intensive care and unable to have visitors because she in in a coma.

Nancy had already left, leaving William in the apartment completely alone. He was morning the loss of his wife, and now the loss of his oldest friend. This was compounded by a close family friend lying critically injured in a coma.

For the first time in so many years, he felt totally alone with only the memories of Marcy. He walked up to the roof, sat on his bench and cried. The feeling of helplessness was profound. When he had finally composed himself somewhat, he went back downstairs. Christine was there with Nancy.

Nancy came with a wooden box. While Christine and Bill were trying to comfort each other, Nancy was removing the weaponry from the footlocker. She returned to the kitchen, poured a glass of wine and sat at the table. Christine went home while Nancy stayed with Bill.

“Dad, you know what’s in the box don’t you? I have your gun for safe keeping. In your state of mind, I don’t think you need that around here.”

“No I don’t, you’re right in taking that. Please keep it away from the kids.”

“I will dad; one of the kids or I will stop by and check on you every day.”

William would layout Marcy’s clothes on the bed for her every morning like he did when she was alive. He would make a pot of coffee and pour her a cup and set it on the table next to her chair. He would put her cooks’ jacket on the chair and talk to it about the news on the TV.

Nancy came to the apartment early one morning. The kids were going to be busy and she was going out of town; she wanted to see how he was holding up a week after Marcy’s funeral. She let herself in and was shocked to find her dad talking to Marcy’s jacket and a cup of coffee. She poured out the coffee and removed the jacket from the chair. Nancy walked into the bedroom and found Marcy’s clothes laid out on the bed.

“Dad, what the hell is going on? You’re talking to a jacket and a cup of coffee. You have Marcy’s clothes laid out on the bed like you used to when she was alive?”

Bill sat at the table glassy eyed, mouthing words that didn’t come out. Nancy called her business partner Vanessa at home to cancel the flight or go herself; she has a family crisis to deal with. Nancy tried reasoning with him to no avail. She couldn’t break through his mental block that somehow, Marcy isn’t really gone yet.

She called Christine for help because she wasn’t sure she could get through to him. Christine was about as subtle as a velvet sledge hammer; “William, do you remember me? I’m Marcy’s mother.”

“Hi mom, Marcy’s not here now. If we set her clothes in the right order, the way she’s used to; we can feel her presence in the rooms. I know because I set her jacket every morning on the chair with a cup of coffee. At night I have her robe on the door and her slippers where she liked them. If I get up at night, I’m careful not to disturb her. I lower the seat and throw a towel over the toilet bowl before I flush. She used to get angry with me when I made too much noise.”

Nancy was standing off to the side in shock at her dad’s mental state.

Christine continued; “William, Marcy was my daughter. The three of us were there when she passed away Bill. She’s gone; you have to stop this and let her soul rest in peace.”

A teary eyed William asked; “Mom, do you think I’m hurting her?”

Chris walked over, hugged him; “No, you’re not hurting her at all. You need to let her go now so her soul may rest and find peace.”

Christine and Nancy led him to the bedroom where he laid on the floor crying, clutching Marcy’s slippers before he passed out from exhaustion. Nancy called downstairs and found out William hasn’t had a meal since before the funeral. The women came up with a plan, they needed to get Williams mind occupied by something. They strongly suggested that he concentrate on the living; his grandchildren and Marcy’s friend Susan Braden.

Over the next few weeks, William spent his time fighting the depression from losing his wife and his oldest friend Eric. Nancy’s children, now all teenagers were a welcome diversion when they came by in the afternoons. To help keep his mind off his depression, he went to the hospital and then to the rehabilitation center every morning to see Marcy’s longtime friend Susan.

Several weeks after the accident, Susan was to be released from rehab. She needed a place to stay because she was not well enough to be on her own. Both Christine and Nancy told Bill that he needs someone around so he doesn’t do something rash or stupid.

Bill picked up Susan from the hospital in Marcy’s old car that he bought her for her birthday almost two decades ago. While in route to the apartment, Susan commented that she didn’t realize Marcy had kept the car all these years.

Bill started tearing up; “The car out lasted her. … I’m sorry, she’s still with me. Like Eric must still be with you.”

There was that awkward long pause before Susan spoke; “Not really, we were good for each other. We traveled the world and complemented each other. Let me tell you, the sex was great. Oh my god we had fantastic sex all over the world. We were a great fit and I could not ask for a better companion. That’s why we never married or had children.”

In a surprised voice, Bill asked; “Are you sure you want to talk about this now?”

“Yes, let me get this out in the open right now. I told Nancy way back when, right after I first met you, I wasn’t going to give this body to some beefcake looking guy making minimum wage and lives in a trailer park. I wasn’t going to waste this body and my life making babies because some stud looks good. I wanted security in my life.

Eric came along and the rest is history. He wanted a trophy companion and I wanted security. We both got what we wanted; it was a great fit. Don’t misunderstand me; I still have strong feelings for him. You can’t live with someone for so long and not have feelings for them. He was my best male friend in the whole wide world. I cared for him; I wasn’t in love with him.”

William was at a loss for words; he had no idea that his two friends were not in love. Silence fell over the car for the rest of the trip home. He brought Susan to his apartment; complete with her neck brace and canes. Since Nancy’s room was closest to the bathroom he brought her bags from the hospital and set them on the bed.

She looked around; “It’s sure been a long time since I’ve been in your apartment.”

“You can stay here as long as you want. Give me the keys to your apartment, my tenant Linda and I will go to your place and get your clothes. Don’t worry; she’s been working for me for almost twenty years now. While I’m there, I’ll make sure your rent is paid.”

“Don’t worry about the rent, Eric was so foolish with money; I made him pay the rent a year in advance.”

Tears started flowing from her eyes; “We earned a lot of money and spent it too. I think we have less than ten grand in the bank and no retirement saved. I’m up the creek without a paddle.”

William sat with his longtime friend on the bed completely confused. Emotions were running wild and he didn’t know what to do; “I would hold you but I’m not sure what’s too tender or broken to touch.”

“My neck is sprained, my broken ribs are still sore, my cracked pelvis is still sore and I’m generally screwed up. If you could see your way to holding my hand, I would like that very much.”

The two sat on the bed reminiscing about the people that they remembered from the past. She lost track of Tiffany fourteen or fifteen years ago. She did some modeling for a couple of years and met some guy that was going to make her a star. They parted company and she never seen her again. She remembered Linda from the restaurant and asked about her child.

“He’s running my construction company now. He’s married and has a child. His office is one of the stores downstairs. His mother has been renting the apartment with Christine all these years. They still ask me every month when I’m going to raise the rent. I still tell them next month, and I’ll get back to them with how much.”

“You haven’t raised the rent in eighteen years?”

“Nope, and I’ve been putting the money into a savings account for Linda. That way she has something to retire on other than social security. The nice thing is it’s all her money. I even paid the taxes on the interest earned; I set it up as a joint account way back when.”

“You never were a greedy man Bill. Remember when I was hitting on you that first day we met? If you were a lesser man, we would have been in the sack and perhaps things would be very different now.”

“I’m going to get Linda and get your clothes before I say something that should better be left unsaid. Will you be alright for an hour or so while I’m gone?”

“I’ll be fine and thank you. I’m hurting so bad right now; I’m going to lie down for a while.”

Bill went over to Linda’s apartment. Christine and Linda came along to help Bill. He could not bring himself to enter his friend’s apartment; so the women went in and started gathering her clothes, under garments mainly and her casual clothes. Linda was commenting on what nice clothes Susan has. Christine the amateur detective was searching a closet; she noticed a photo album wedged in a corner. She removed the album, looked at it briefly and went to the kitchen with it.

“Hey Linda, look at what I found.”

Linda entered the room and the two women looked through the photo album. It was filled with photos of William; extending from when he first came back from Choam to the last company Christmas party. Some of the photos were posed for and it was very clear many were taken without his knowledge.

Linda broke the silence; “It’s really obvious she’s had a flame for him for all these years while she was living with his best friend. Should we tell him about this?”

“No I don’t think so; at least not yet anyway. Let him find out on his own; he’s a grown man. He turned fifty-four on his last birthday; he can take care of himself.”

“Chris, I think you’re wrong on this. Don’t you think she’s going to slide in to fill the void Marcy left? I don’t think those kinds of relationships last very long. I don’t think he needs to be hurt again.”

“Well now Linda, are you trying to keep the competition away from my son-in-law?”

“Oh god no; I like William a lot, but not that way. He’s not my type and besides; sleeping with the landlord and my employer? That’s not right.”

The two women loaded up the clothes and returned to the apartment with William. Susan set up residence and within a couple of months, she moved back to her apartment. William was alone again.

The years passed and Nancy’s children were doing okay. Faith had graduated college and was working as a lawyer. Hope was getting ready to start her third year of Business College. Charity was the toughest of the three offspring; she was starting college.

Susan and William remained very close friends over the years. They didn’t become intimate until a couple of years after Marcy and Eric’s funerals had passed. They celebrated birthdays and had dinner together at least once a week.

The years passed and with both of them are now about sixty. Things started to fail for Susan. Her eyesight has failed to the point where she can no longer make a living at photography. Bill invited her to share the apartment with him.

He told her; “You can have Nancy’s old room and take whatever space you need for your belongings. I never had much in the way of personal belongings; only a footlocker full of memories.”

“Do I have to sleep in Nancy’s old room? We have been sharing a bed a couple times a week now for years. I want to sleep in your room.”

“I didn’t want you to think I invited you to live with me for the purpose of having a sex partner nearby.”

“Bill, if you haven’t noticed, we’re both banging on the door of sixty. Everyone that would care about us having sex has long past. Let’s enjoy our lives to the fullest while we can.”

Susan moved in and within a week, she showed Bill her photo album of him she saved for all these years.

“I wondered if you had feelings for me all those years ago. I always thought you were so beautiful, you were untouchable. I never allowed myself to even consider you. “

“Marcy was your universe; I couldn’t compete with her, so I never tried. I’m sad that we are finally together so many years later because of your loss. She was my friend too.”

“Susan, before I get us down anymore, would you like to see the view from my roof tomorrow morning? I used to watch the sun come up most mornings. I would love for you to watch the sunrise with me.”

“We have a date, tomorrow morning. Wake me up with some coffee and we’ll go upstairs and watch the sun come up.”

That evening, the couple had dinner, watched some TV and avoided making a wet spot. During the night, Bill had to use the bathroom. He had this feeling that he is being watched or at least there were people present. He walked into the living room and seen most of those who had passed. Carmen and Jorge Lopez, Christine, Bruno, Lori’s parents and Marcy was there too.

“Marcy! You came back home!”

His feet would not move; no matter how hard he tried, he was stuck. He heard Marcy’s voice; “Come home to me William. Please tell me you’re coming home to me.”

Bill yelled out; “Marcy, I will come home to you!”

Suddenly he felt hands around his waist and they turned into a hug from behind. He snapped back to reality; “Oh my god, was I having a nightmare.”

“I heard you screaming and it scared the hell out of me. Are you okay to come back to bed or would you like to stay up for a while and talk?”

“I honestly need to go back to bed with you and be held for a while. That dream scarred me half to death.”

“You’re kidding right? A big man like you wants to be held and cuddled by a woman like me? That must have been one hell of a dream!”

“Susan, it scared me down to my core. The last thing I need right now is sex.”

The couple retired to bed and Susan climbed on top so he could put his arms around her. She kissed away his tears and he fell asleep.

The following morning William was lying in bed contemplating getting up when he realized he didn’t have to go to the bathroom to relieve himself. He looked over towards the clock radio and seen nothing.

“I wonder if the power is out?” thought passed through his mind.

Bill reached for his partner and felt nothing. He heard a very faint beeping sound coming from far away; “Honey, do you hear that beeping noise? It sounds like a truck backing up.”

There was no response from his query.

“Quit screwing around. Its dark outside and I don’t hear the shower running, so talk to me please.”

He strained to hear any sounds from the apartment. He started hearing very faint voices along with the beeping sound becoming louder. Slowly the voices and beeping became louder and clearer until he could almost hear what they were saying. The rhythmic beeping sound seemed to get louder and faster, while the voices became completely clear.

“He’s almost back doctor; should I dim the lights?”

“No, leave them alone for now. … Can you hear me William? … Check his pupils for response.”

I felt a finger in my right eye and then a blinding light flashing back and forth. 

“Would someone turn off that dam beeping? Are you people deaf or what?”

“His pupils are responding to the light. Nurse, turn down the lights, he’s coming back to us.”

William awoke and the first words he uttered were; “Water” and “Not again.”

It was a few minutes for William to become fully conscious and aware of his surroundings.

Mr. Elliott was in his room; “Bill, you have a skull fracture and were flown from Choam to Tel Aviv for emergency medical treatment. You had been unconscious for over seventy-two hours. The King is safe, Eric and Clark are fine, and all is well in Choam. You should be ready to fly home tomorrow. You’ll be booked on a first class flight to Kansas City tomorrow morning. Enjoy your retirement old friend and good luck.”

Still dazed and confused; “Lou, you’re supposed to be retired in Florida? Where is Marcy? Where is my daughter Nancy? What the hell is going on here?”

“Bill, you took a really nasty whack to the head a couple of days ago saving King Aniq’s life. Who the hell is Nancy? You don’t have any children. You’ve never been with a woman as long as I’ve known you.

Listen old friend; you’ll be home in a day or so with your sister and your mom. Rest and heal old friend, enjoy your retirement; you’ve earned it many times over. All your personal gear was packed up and is being sent home. Is there anything I can do for you before I go?”

“Louis, how old am I?”

“Wow, you really took a bad knock to the head! You are thirty-six years and about three days old my friend. Whatever you thought happed was a dream. By the way, don’t worry about the expenses, it’s all covered.”

William realized it was all a dream. He lived a lifetime in seventy-two hours. Within another forty-eight hours, Bill was at the Kansas City Airport being greeted by his sister Minori. They went to the condo where he will be staying for a while. He thought the place was the same as it was when he was here for his father’s funeral. Minori was on the phone with the hospital. When she finished the call she told him that their mother cannot see them today. The medication has her unconscious, tomorrow will be better.

“Let’s go see this property you purchased with my money. Sis, you wouldn’t believe the dreams I had while I was unconscious. It was so real, I had a family; I lived an entire lifetime.”

They left the condo and Minori flagged down a cab. While in route, he told her about his dreams and the people that seemed so real. When they arrived, the theater was as he remembered it as a child and as a young man.

While they walked around the building, Minori informed him that the restaurant is closing at the end of the day. The guy that owns the restaurant owes so much back rent; he agreed to sign ownership of the restaurant over to the new building owner and walk away to avoid litigation.

They continued walking and came to the resale shop. They entered and a small blonde girl was organizing clothes on a rack.

“Hello, my name is William J. Cann and I’m the new owner of this building. I wanted to introduce myself to you. Are you the owner of this establishment?”

“Good to meet you William J. Cann. No I’m not the owner; I’m working to earn money for community college; this is my last day working here. The store owner is shutting down tonight. She says the store isn’t making enough money to stay open. So my dream of college is lost; at least for now.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that you are losing your job and you’re funding for college. Don’t be too quick to lose those dreams young lady. Surprise funding may come along when you least expect it.”

“The restaurant is closing down tonight also. My mom is a server at the restaurant and the old maid that owns this store is a cook there. They’re both working at the restaurant right now. We’re all going to be looking for jobs tomorrow. Just when life looks dark, it gets even darker.”

“Why do you call the owner of this store an old maid? I’m sorry, if you told me your name, I forgot it already.”

“She’s never been married or anything, so she’s an old maid. I don’t mean anything bad by it. She told me she had a boyfriend once a long time ago that she sent away. He was killed in some foreign land a few years ago. Oh I almost forgot; my name is Nancy Swenson. It’s a pleasure to meet you William.”

William froze in place while shaking the girl’s hand.

“Is your mother’s name Jillian and is the name of the woman that owns this store Marcy?”

“Yes, my mom’s name is Jillian Swenson and Marcy Smith owns this store, why do you ask?”

Minori stood in silence with her hand over her mouth in shock as William looked at Nancy with a huge smile on his face; “Nancy Swenson, I know you and I are going to become great friends. First, I need you to do something for me.

This will be the most important thing you have ever done in your life. I need you to go and tell Marcy there is a man in her store that gave you a message for her. That message is: Marcy my love, your William has come home.”

And so it begins….again.
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