
2                                                                     Köehler Books 2015 Fall  Catalog                                                                                          



    www.koehlerbooks.com    800-435-4811                                                                          3     

1
——————————————————

Sandstormy 
Realtioships

March 3, 2010 

W hat did Yo and I talk about last night at Pizza Buffet in Beijing? Us—him 
and me—Yo and Carol. That was a first. We are happy with our relationship. 

We won’t tag it with a name or plan for the future. Yo is an honorable, traditional 
Chinese man. I love that, but tradition places demands on him. I am an American and 
considerably older than Yo. Aging won’t stop. Are Chinese tradition and a significant 
age difference insurmountable obstacles? Time will tell. For now, we will kick back and 
enjoy each other. Yo believes in destiny. I believe in God. As far as I am concerned, 
anything can happen. 

Spring Festival is over. We are officially in the Chinese Year of the Tiger. Spring 
semester is beginning at Fanzhidu School in Beijing, as I continue teaching Chinese 
university students here. A few words of explanation: All my students and colleagues 
are Chinese. They use English names to help Americans and other foreigners who are 
either too lazy or too inept to remember pronunciations of Chinese names. I will place 
myself in the inept category. I just cannot master pronouncing the likes of “Zhang 
Zhiyao.”

I am also excited about teaching two new American Law courses at world-renowned 
Peking University—an institution where significant historic events took root—the 
Cultural Revolution in 1966—Tiananmen Square protests in 1989. 

March 4, 2010

Ever hopeful, I texted Yo. “I invite you to my apartment on Sunday for dinner and 
a stab at studying English.”

“I don’t know if I can be with you,” he replied. “Our Fanzhidu boss James wants us 
Chinese teachers to hand out promotional brochures on Saturday. Teachers shouldn’t 
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have to pass out propaganda. It’s not professional. We aren’t marketers. Anyway, hope 
I am free on Sunday.”

March 6, 2010

Hot water went on strike in my apartment. Not Wen Wen’s fault. The main pipe 
in the building broke. Both my home telephone and Internet service are down. Totally 
Wen Wen’s fault. She forgot to pay the bills. Wen Wen is my best lady friend in Beijing 
and my landlady. She is an infinitely better friend than landlady.

I rendezvoused with Wen Wen in the lobby of Swissotel in downtown Beijing. 
Swissotel is a luxury hotel in Hong Kong Macau Center where Fanzhidu corporate offices 
are located. Wen Wen wore a new coat—buff-colored cashmere with full fur collar. She 
bought it from her cousin Ling for 900 Yuan ($150.00). We ate at our favorite Korean 
restaurant. “I saw the publisher man for the second time,” said Wen Wen. “I like him 
better now, but my parents think he’s too old. I like older men. They’re more mature 
and reliable. I am thirty. A man anywhere between thirty-five and forty is good for me.”

Yo texted, “Sorry, we can’t be together tomorrow. I have to hand out more brochures. 
Have a nice weekend.” 

“Can we get together after you finish working?” I replied.
“No, I need to prepare to teach Monday classes. Hope you understand.”
Big sigh.

March 8, 2010

“Happy Women’s Day!” was Wen Wen’s early morning text. I had to Google the 
term to learn that International Women’s Day is celebrated in China. The United 
Nations theme for IWD 2010 is “Equal Access to Education, Training, and Science and 
Technology: Pathway to Decent Work for Women.” My question: Do we even celebrate 
International Women’s Day in the United States? Shouldn’t we? 

My toilet doesn’t flush. I called Wen Wen. “You’re out of cold water,” she explained. 
“I need to buy more. In China you have to buy cold water and hot water separately. I 
can’t buy more until tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow? What do I do now?” 
“Pour a bucket of water down the toilet. Everything will go down with it,” she said. 

I held my nose and poured. More and more, I am learning acceptance. Perhaps that is 
one reason I’m in China. 

My Fanzhidu colleague Lisa married shortly before I arrived in Beijing last October. 
Together we paged through her wedding photo album. What a beautiful bride she made. 
Lisa is happy. Her husband does all the cooking.

I received my first ever email from my married niece Annie back home. Bad news. 
Her husband left her. He wants a divorce, but still wants to be friends. I would scratch 
his eyes out if I were her. I was their wedding photographer. It was my gift to the 
newlyweds. I thought their marriage would last. I thought wrong. No one can accurately 
predict which marriages will flourish and which will wilt—not even a fortune-telling 
Chinese monk in a Buddhist temple. 
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I told Yo about my niece’s broken marriage. “I’m not surprised that people divorce,” 
he said. “You can’t know someone until you’re married.”

“If you date long enough, you can know a person pretty well,” I said, “but you cannot 
know if the two of you will change in compatible ways after marriage. Too many spouses 
get weird after the wedding ceremony.”

March 10, 2010

I called Yo. “James is sending me back to Jincheng,” I said. “Mr. Wang is sponsoring 
more promotional English classes. He promised an American teacher but couldn’t find 
one in a week. Lisa calls this an emergency. Mr. Wang will lose face if he doesn’t produce 
an American teacher. No worries. He won’t lose face. He will produce me.”

“Will I come with you?” Yo asked. “I want to be your teaching assistant.” 
“I hope so,” I said. “James will make that decision. We will find out everything 

tomorrow.” 
Seeing Tony at school reminded me of the lovely silver necklace he bought for his 

girlfriend in Jincheng last week. “Did your girlfriend like her gift?” I asked.
“She was moved,” he said. 
“She smothered you with hugs and kisses, didn’t she?” 
“How did you know?”
I smiled a knowing smile. “Women everywhere love gifts from boyfriends and 

husbands. Hugs and kisses are our global expressions of gratitude.”

March 11, 2010

I continue self-flushing the toilet. It could be worse—it might not flush at all.
Lisa brought me up to date on Jincheng. I will leave Beijing tomorrow morning on 

the express train—alone. No Yo. No Tony. Nobody.  

March 12, 2010

It was Yo’s duty to get me to the train on time. My phone rang at 6:30 a.m. It was Yo. 
“I’m on my way to your apartment with the Fanzhidu driver,” he said. “Are you ready?”

I frowned. “You’re early. Tell the driver to slow down.” Yo knocked on the apartment 
door too soon and mumbled when he found me still packing. “Hurry, Carol.”

“Okay, okay, I’m doing my best.” I self-flushed the toilet one last time and closed 
the apartment door behind us. Beijing’s rush-hour traffic was particularly snail-like and 
snarly. Yo kept glancing nervously at his watch. James would blame him if I missed the 
train. When the driver jerked to a halt in front of the station Yo grabbed my suitcase and 
forged his way through the crowd. “Follow me,” he said. “Stay close.” A security guard 
blocked him at the last security gate. Only ticketed passengers were allowed beyond that 
point. I would have to find the reserved car and my reserved seat alone. I was doomed. 

Yo said something to the guard in authoritative, rapid-fire Chinese, and the man 
opened the gate, allowing us both onto the boarding platform. Huge sigh of relief. 



6                                                                     Köehler Books 2015 Fall  Catalog                                                                                          



    www.koehlerbooks.com    800-435-4811                                                                          7     

Chapter One

THE OLD STONE house looked solemn in the September afternoon. Even the birds 
were quiet, as if in respect for its suffering. Annie stared at charred stones, glassless 
windows, and a scorched chimney jutting into the blue sky, all evidence of the fiery 
injustice done only weeks ago. 

Glass in the fanlight window over the front door was gone, a casualty of the water 
pressure that night as men guided hoses to the fire in the upstairs room. There was no 
time then to think of collateral damage. The goal was to save the house.

The door stood slightly ajar. Annie slipped inside, her running shoes crunching on 
pieces of glass, the stench of smoke still heavy in the air. They had left the house just as 
it was after the fire, not daring to move anything out until the insurance company had 
done its own investigation. Now it was disappointingly over, with no prize at the end of 
the waiting. The check her grandmother received was a fraction of the repair estimates.

“Well, that’s that,” her grandmother had said.
For all her love of heritage, home, and family, Annie knew Beulah was ultimately a 

frugal realist. To counter her own disappointment, Annie went for her daily run through 
the barn lot, following the farm lane to the stone house, as if the house might tell her how 
it could be saved. 

The downstairs rooms had damaged plaster and warped wood floors from the water. 
She went carefully up the stairs and looked into the room where Stella, the renter, had 
left a candle burning. The fire had leaped up a curtain near the chimney, burning a hole 
in the roof. 

Amidst the destruction, Annie closed her eyes and imagined the house as it was 
in her childhood, before her mother’s illness, before the house went into the hands of 
whoever needed shelter and offered cash by the month. 

Windows open, curtains dancing in the honeysuckle-scented breeze, and a vase 
of lavender on the bedside table. Clinking pans in the kitchen, the 
smell of savory cooking, a crackling fire in the great stone fireplace. 
In the summer, her mother tended to her small garden, or the patch 



8                                                                     Köehler Books 2015 Fall  Catalog                                                                                          

of lavender just beyond the back door. In the winter, the rich brew of coffee warmed 
and comforted the adults sitting around the fire. Story after story fueled laughter, while 
Annie and her childhood friend Jake occupied themselves with a game or puzzle nearby.

The house offered no answers and only fueled her discouragement. Outside in the 
fresh air, she plucked a green walnut off a tree and breathed in the scent that whispered 
summer is over. If the house was not repaired soon, the fall rains and winter wind would 
invite even more destruction. 

Annie set off on a run back to the house she shared with her grandmother, this time 
crossing the wooden bridge spanning Gibson’s Creek and then onto the tree-lined road 
bordering the branch. Once she reached May Hollow Road, she relaxed as the rhythmic 
thumping on macadam cleared her head. After a half mile, she turned right into her 
grandmother’s long and winding driveway just across from Betty and Joe Gibson’s 
small bungalow. The white plank fence lined the curving driveway, newly repaired and 
painted, the result of her hard work this summer after losing her job as a flight attendant.

Betty Gibson’s faded pink Cadillac was parked in the driveway. Annie slowed her pace, 
not in a hurry to see their nosy neighbor, especially today. Betty had taken to stopping by 
a couple times a week since Annie had moved home. Betty’s smothering interest in her 
personal life had grown annoying. The screen door creaked when Annie opened it and 
the chatter of a female voice stopped as soon as she stepped into the mudroom just off 
the kitchen.

“Is that you, Annie?” Betty called. “I was telling Beulah the zinnias are beautiful. If 
the frost holds off, they’ll be perfect for Scott and Mary Beth’s wedding.” 

Annie steeled herself, remembered her customer service training as a flight attendant, 
and smiled before entering the kitchen.

Betty was sitting across from her grandmother at the farmhouse table, her curly 
blonde hair held back by two barrettes, her eyes wide with interest. They were both 
drinking iced tea, empty dessert plates in front of them.

“I surely hope the weather is good,” Betty said. “Evelyn is about to work herself to 
death.” 

Annie busied herself with pouring a glass of iced sweet tea.  
“But I really don’t understand why Evelyn is goin’ to all this trouble. I mean, Scott 

and Mary Beth are no kin to her,” Betty said. “I know they met while taking Sunday 
dinner with you and Evelyn on your mission of mercy to the local single folks, but she’s 
acting like they are her own children. Here’s her own son, Jake, nearly about to marry 
Annie, and she won’t have nothing left over to give.”  

“Jake and I aren’t even engaged,” Annie said. “Evelyn will have lots of time to recover 
from this one.”

“You know Evelyn loves a party,” Beulah said. 
“It’s a mighty big expense,” Betty said, with a disapproving shake of her head. “How 

much you expect she’s paying for all this?”
“Scott and Mary Beth have good jobs. They’re paying for the wedding,” Annie said. 

“Evelyn’s hosting it.”
“Well, I’m glad to hear it,” Betty said, leaning back in her chair. “I did wonder.” 
Annie felt like she had thrown a mouse to the cat.
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“Would you like a piece of Betty’s derby pie?” Beulah said, pointing to the pie on the 
counter.

“Kentucky Nut Pie. You know all that trademark business,” Betty corrected, with a 
dismissive hand wave. 

“Sounds good,” she said, her opinion of Betty softening. The pie plate was still warm, 
and Annie’s mouth watered as the knife cut through the pecans and soft chocolate morsels.  

“Speaking of you not being engaged,” Betty said. “It’s time enough with you and 
Jake, don’t you think? Why, you two have known each other since birth. When we gonna 
hear weddin’ bells around here?” Betty said, her head cocked to one side.

The chocolate chips were still warm and melted in Annie’s mouth. She closed her 
eyes, enjoyed the sweetness, and ignored Betty’s question.  

“I showed Betty the estimates for fixing the old stone house,” Beulah said. 
“Higher than a cat’s back,” Betty said. “What do they think coming in with prices like 

that? Law have mercy! Joe and me were talking about it last night and he told me there’s 
a fella over in Rutherford who has a business selling salvage from old houses. He pays 
good money to take an old house apart. They take out all the good wood, the trim work, 
and the fireplace. Why, Joe said there’s no telling what he’ll pay for the stone house with 
all those old limestones to be reused. Just think about it, Beulah. You get the money 
from the insurance, little as it is, and then you get paid again to haul off all the pieces 
and parts. A bulldozer can take care of the rest and there you’ve got a nice place to build 
a new house, if Annie and Jake ever get married.”

“That so?” Beulah said.
“Don’t you like the idea, Annie? Your age group is all so interested in recycling and 

such. Repurpose; isn’t that what they call it today? I heard the word on The Today Show. 
You know, I used to love Matt Lauer; I could have sopped him up with a biscuit. I’ve gone 
off him lately. What do you think, Annie?”

“About Matt Lauer?”
“No, honey, about salvaging a house for recycling,” Betty said.
“Houses should be used as houses whenever possible,” Annie said, and glanced at 

her grandmother. 
“Well, I better get supper started,” Betty said, and pushed back her chair. “Joe comes 

in at four-thirty hungry as a bear, and if I don’t have something on the table, he goes to 
paw at the refrigerator and mess up my organizations.” 

Beulah stood. 
“Don’t get up, I’ll see myself out,” Betty said. “See you tomorrow night, Beulah.”
The screen door slammed behind her. Annie turned to her grandmother.
“How do you stand her? She’s always digging for something.” 
Beulah laughed. “She doesn’t bother me. You have to understand, Betty was the 

Tobacco Festival queen for three years in a row when she was young. In fact, when 
Hollywood came ‘round years ago to film a Civil War feature, they picked her to be a 
stand-in. Life has never quite measured up since then, so she has to hunt down her own 
excitement.”

“It’s no excuse,” Annie said. Though it did shed a glimmer of light on Betty’s 
personality, not to mention her buxom features and straight white teeth. 
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C�apte� 1

“PLEASE, MOM, NOT another one. I don’t want to go on this trip. I don’t want to 
leave Pete.”

I begged, pleaded, and screamed, as Mom dragged me across the lawn and motioned 
for me to get into the car, so we could head to the airport. This time we were going to 
Rwanda—and we would be living in a tent. A tent!

“Ophelia Brewer, do not have any worries. It’ll be an adventure, and while we’re gone 
Pete will be well taken care of by Gramsie and Grandpa. Plus, I gave them an extra box 
of bacon flavored doggie treats for him,” she replied.

Throughout Mom’s childhood, she was not permitted to travel outside the perimeter 
of the fence surrounding the house where she grew up. When she became an adult, she 
vowed to venture to every crevice of the earth, dragging along my father and me. 

Since I was born, eleven years ago, my destinations with Mom have included 
Australia, Russia, Haiti, Japan, Brazil, and India. Now, we were in Rwanda, sweltering 
and sweaty.

 The humidity there was as thick as soup and the temperature was a staggering one 
hundred five degrees. It was even difficult to move around. I dreamed last night of being 
back home in Virginia and being rescued by the ice cream truck that was filled with 
Firecracker popsicles. I was about to bite into one just as Mom woke me up and gently 
ordered me to get out of bed and get dressed. 

“Darling, this will be exciting. I promise. Our tour guide has promised to give us an 
inside look into the history of Rwanda,” Mom explained. 

My father and she were all smiles as we left our tent.
“They are coming,” I said, after my father grabbed my hand.
“Ophelia, I already see the others approaching the bus,” Dad replied.
“No, that isn’t what I mean. Please listen to me.” 
My parents ignored me by starting a conversation with a couple from Italy who 

were on the same tour bus as us. The couple regarded me with interest.
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“Your hazel eyes are gorgeous,” the Italian woman noticed.
“Vivian, Tom, your little one has the potential to become a runner. I coach track at a 

high school in Rome. She is going to be tall,” the Italian man commented.
“Thank you,” I nodded, still trying to get Dad to listen to me by tugging on his blue 

Polo style shirt.   
My heart raced as the driver started the bus and drove off. My stomach felt queasy, 

as though the bus was spinning. Sweat poured down my face. I didn’t know why I was 
having an anxiety attack, but the fear was real. 

“Good morning, gentleman, ladies, and children. Please look to the right. It appears 
there are elephants with a baby in the green pasture. The little one was just born 
yesterday,” Gahiji, the tour guide, announced.  

Everyone clapped and gawked at the elephants as my vision blurred. People whipped 
out their digital cameras and smart phones, as they tried to capture the newborn 
elephant.

“Dad, something bad is going to happen,” I pleaded, almost in tears. “I think we’re 
going to be attacked by—” 

Suddenly, we heard banging from the back of the bus, causing the driver to make an 
abrupt stop. The thumping grew louder and harder. The bus was moving to the rhythm 
of the chaos. Within minutes, the bus was pushed over on its left side, causing us to 
tumble and the rear doors of the bus to split open. 

Everyone screamed. A gorilla entered through the rear doors, and the enraged beast 
let out a piercing yell.  Out the window, I saw at least five others clawing the side of the 
bus and the tires. We were all trapped. I could barely move. The gorilla seized my father’s 
neck and lifted his other hand to strike him, but Gahiji, upright on a knee, shot the gorilla 
in the arm, causing it to let go of my father. Then, he fired shots in the air to give the 
others a warning. All of them ran away. By now, I was hardly able to breathe.

When it was safe, the passengers evacuated the bus. The local police and paramedics 
arrived, tending to bruises and cuts. My mother had to carry me out, observing how pale 
I was. 

“Dad, I told you they were coming,” I whispered.
“Ophelia, how did you know?” he asked. 
I paused. My mouth was so dry.
“Speak, child,” Mom ordered.
“I touched Dad’s left hand. I saw it happening before everyone else did,” I explained 

before I fainted into her arms. 
I was rushed to a local hospital by ambulance with my parents. After conducting 

several tests, the doctor concluded I had suffered a heat stroke and dehydration. Within 
hours, I was pumped with fluids through an IV and we were sent back to the tent 
campgrounds. 

A week later, my parents and I completed the African tour and returned home to 
Virginia Beach, Virginia. Six years had passed. We rarely spoke of the incident that had 
occurred in Rwanda.
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C�apte� 2

“WHAT ARE YOUR plans this afternoon?” Dad asked before puffing on a cigarette. 
Over the years, Mom had been nagging him to stop smoking.
“A little driving here and there,” I said, as the wind lightly blew my curly locks in the 

air. When my parents handed me over the keys to an emerald green Nissan Sentra, my 
cheeks had turned rosy red with excitement. The car wasn’t brand new, but I didn’t care 
because it belonged to me. The days of waiting for my friend Jill or my parents to pick me 
up or drop me off were over. Not to mention begging my mother for her car came with a 
two-hour lecture on safety driving rules and regulations. 

“Be careful,” Dad said, nodding. 
         “I will. First, I’m going to drop off these boxes of canned goods at the Food Bank.”
I muscled the heavy boxes into the back of my car. Throughout my childhood, my 

parents and I volunteered at the local food bank and homeless shelters. My mother was 
relentless in telling and showing me that she didn’t want a selfish and ungrateful child. 

Dad noticed something in the tree next door.
“John,” Dad sharply called out to the neighbor’s five-year-old son he had spotted 

climbing up the tree.  
“Come on down from there,” I said, in a lighthearted tone; I didn’t want to scare him.
“No, I want my kite,” he whined and continued to inch up the tree, attempting to get 

near the red colored object that was stuck between two tree limbs. 
“Maybe his parents can get him down from the tree,” Dad said, before knocking on 

their front door. 
In the meantime, I called 911 from my cellular phone. John climbed even higher in 

the tree. The fire department would probably have to use their ladder to get him down. 
Rushing from the house and toward the tree, his mother, Linda, looked up, using her 

hand as a shield against the sun. “Son, we’ve been looking for you. Mommy wants to give 
you a hug. Please come down from the tree.” 

“I almost have my kite. I’ll come back down after I get it.” 
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1
Boogie Boards

“My name is Legion,” he replied, 
“for we are many” (Mark 5:9).



16                                                                     Köehler Books 2015 Fall  Catalog                                                                                          

READ

Psalm 93
Mark 5:1-20

SILENCE.

I have never met a kid that loved the water more than David. As a family we love 
the ocean. There is something about the rhythm of the waves, the pounding nature, the 
physicality of being in the surf, the surge of water, the weight—how it wraps itself around 
you almost like a hug—the constant ebb and flow, the unpredictability, the washing 
machine-like nature of being tumbled over backwards by a wave—what I often like to 
call a “slobberknocker”—and somersaulting, head over heels, towards the beach. David 
absolutely loves it, the rougher the better.

We have friends who live and own places near the beach in St. Augustine, Florida. 
It has become one of our favorite places to visit, either over a spring break or in the 
summer. One thing that we realized shortly after we moved to New York is that here they 
also have a winter break, which generally happens the second week of February when it 
is so cold here you think you moved to the Ukraine.

Two years ago, on our first winter break, we went to St. Augustine, to the beach. What 
we didn’t realize is that it was winter there as well. We got off the plane, and instead of 
it being 85 degrees and sunny, which is what we were hoping, it was 55 degrees, cloudy, 
with a 25 mph wind.

BEACH
That didn’t stop David. After unpacking the car and getting settled, we decided to 

take a walk on the beach. We weren’t down there fifteen minutes when we look up and 
he is in the water. 

Two things David doesn’t have that you would expect most kids his age to have—a 
temperature gauge on his body that basically says, “If this water gets five degrees colder, 
it will ice over. The ocean will turn to a massive glacier of ice.” Maybe it’s the Down 
syndrome, maybe all the hummus and pasta, but for some reason, David’s body is not 
telling him that.

The other thing he doesn’t have is a healthy sense of danger. “These waves are two 
stories tall. If I go out there now, they will toss me up on the beach like a banana.” That 
thought doesn’t occur to David.

So we were literally the only people on the beach from maybe where we were to Miami, 
and our son is in the water. Gae looks at me with that “you’re the dad, do something” 
look, and all I can think is, What happened to the normal teenage kid who likes to lie 
on the couch in a warm apartment and listen to Itunes and text his friends all day and 
watch old shows and eat?
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GOD
Sometimes I think when God created the oceans, he was thinking of David. He 

thought for a kid who struggles to get his body to do some of the things other kids can 
do, to go in the direction he would hope it would go in, I want to create a place where this 
child feels most alive, most free, where he can feel and touch and taste the wildness of 
God, even if he isn’t sure how to say it or even what it is. He just knows that when he is in 
that ocean he is free. He is no longer a “kid with disabilities,” a kid who struggles to run 
or to walk. He is alive, weightless, floating, feeling, laughing, and the blood is pumping 
rapidly through his veins . . . being held in the precious hand of God.

STORY OF LEGION
Mark 5:1 says, “They went across the lake to the region of the Gerasenes.” This was 

a bad neighborhood and the disciples knew it. Good people, certainly good Jews, didn’t 
go through here unless they had to. And they didn’t have to. But Jesus said, “Get in the 
boat, we are going over to the other side.” So they did.

I remember when Gae and I were first married. We moved into a small apartment on 
New Jersey Avenue in Washington, DC just across from Dunbar High School. 

There was a large housing project just down the street that was built in the late ’60s 
by the Catholic Church named Sursum Corda. This was the mid ’80s—the crack epidemic 
had just hit DC, and we were quickly becoming the murder capital of the world. Marion 
Barry, our mayor, was in full force, and there I was with my beautiful, blonde-haired-
blued-eyed-Texas-native wife, married all of about two weeks, walking together through 
one of the toughest, most difficult, hardened, and drug-infested communities in DC.

Gae looked at me at one point and said, “I think this is where we should start. This is 
where God would have us.” 

I thought, You have to be crazy! We will get annihilated down here. We won’t last five 
days. We were there seven years. We had crossed over to “the region of the Gerasenes.”

POSSESSED
No sooner had Jesus landed on shore before this man who is described as being a 

“man with an evil spirit,” a man so strong and so possessed he breaks the chains and the 
shackles on his feet and cuts himself, a man no one can subdue, a man unclothed and out 
of his mind, runs to Jesus.

At that point, I would be saying, “Everybody back in the boat! Hurry!” Not Jesus. 
I wonder how many times over the course of three years these guys thought, “I can’t 
believe we are doing this. This is nuts.”

The man shouts, “What do you want with me, Jesus, Son of the Most High God?” The 
demons knew him. And they feared him. They knew their power was no match for the 
power of the Most High God.

COME OUT
“Come out of him you evil spirit.” They begged him and he “gave them permission,” 

and the evil spirits came out and went into the pigs (v. 13). Power. The Bible says that 
they “rushed down the hill and into the lake and were drowned.” 
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INTRODUCTION

I f you’re a middle-aged woman struggling with transitioning into this new 
phase of your journey, then Reinvent Your Life in the Second Act: A Guide for 
Women Who Dare to Achieve Their Dreams is for you. It inspires, encourages, 

and motivates “Second Acters,” women who aspire to embrace change. This is a little 
book with a big impact. As you move through its pages, you will encounter encouraging 
words that will help you R.E.S.E.T. your life through Reinvention, Education, Self-
Discovery, Engagement, and Transformation. 

Instead of traditional chapters, Reinvent Your Life in the Second Act is divided into 
“parts.” Think of these “parts” as the areas of your life you want to work on. Take one 
part at a time and decide what changes you want to make during each one. 

Start with Reinvention. Here you begin your journey of change, deciding what you 
want and don’t want. 

Next comes Education, because to truly make a lasting change, you need to teach 
yourself key concepts that will help you start your new journey.

Then there’s Self-Discovery. Who am I now? What did I want in my younger years 
that I put away because of fear or lack of opportunity?

After that comes Engagement, because now that you’ve learned some things about 
yourself, you must use them as the basis to put positive action into practice. Make and 
keep promises to yourself to engage in the world around you. Go out there and do what 
you love.

Last, you’re ready for Transformation. It’s truly about changing your life and 
walking in your truth and the new knowledge and power you’ve discovered during this 
R.E.S.E.T. journey. 

At the end of each section, a list of activities will help you put your plans into action. 
This includes writing your thoughts, ideas, and feelings in what I call your R.E.S.E.T. 
Journal. You’ll have space to start the journal at the end of each part, and can elaborate 
on your thoughts at the end of the book in an extended journal section. This journal 
will help you chart your progress. Seeing how far you’ve come will motivate you to keep 
traveling toward your transformation. 

In this journey, together we’ll explore the possibilities and challenges that are ahead 
of us in this new phase of our lives.

Let’s make the rest of our lives the best of our lives. Let’s reinvent ourselves.
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PART ONE

REINVENTION

Reinvent—“To make major changes or 
improvements to (something).”

Merriam-Webster.com  
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A WOMAN IN TRANSITION
After I was let go from my TV news job, it felt like the world had dropped from under 

my feet. I had dedicated more than a decade to honing my reporting skills, and suddenly 
it seemed all for nothing. After a long pause and remembering that I’d always had other 
dreams, I chose to see my firing as a positive event. Having to transition was forced on 
me, but I realized that this was a good thing. 

Oftentimes when we’re in our Second Act, we’re forced to reinvent ourselves—
transitioning into a new career path or personal sphere is not by choice. But it’s how we 
respond to this forced change that makes all the difference . . . and a positive response is 
always the best. 

As for me, I’m reinventing my life by making better decisions about what I want 
to do and how I want to live. I’m focusing on what’s important to me, like my health 
and getting into the best shape I’ve ever been in. I’m investing in myself financially and 
emotionally. I’m reviving long-held dreams of writing and traveling, things I wasn’t able 
to do when my children were young.

Some of my personal experiences may mirror yours. I want to support you in your 
journey as I continue traveling down my own path of self-discovery, and hopefully in 
coming together, Second Acters, we’ll all grow.

So let’s explore what it takes to reinvent ourselves.

TIME FOR A CHANGE
Reinvention is all about change—extreme change. Change is exciting and scary. 

Sometimes we can get stuck in a rut, and we’re not sure how to get out of it. My pink slip 
pulled me out of my rut, but not everyone gets that type of extra hand to force them to 
move up and out. In those times, as someone once told me, “You have to know when to 
leave the party.” Is it time for a change, your reinvention? If so, what’s holding you back?

SUCCESS STRATEGIES FOR REINVENTION
Recently, I read an article online called “Secrets of Successful Women—6 Life 

Lessons from Maria Shriver.” Here’s a look at the lessons that piece detailed, with some 
lessons from me too:  

• “Accept that letting go of other people’s expectations is a process.” Second 
Acters, as women, many times we can be pleasers and let others identify 
us. Work on your own self-identity, but know it takes time.
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Life on Base: Quantico Cave
  

Tom & Nancy Wise

“A gritty, heart-felt adventure any base brat, past or present, will relate to.”  
—Bennet R. Coles, New York Times bestselling author of Virtues of War

“In a world where very few people treat or recognize the military with the 
respect they deserve, Quantico Cave is a breath of fresh air.”

—Mike Hartner, Award-winning Author of I, Walter (The Eternity Series)

Winner - Unpublished Category - 2014 Great Midwest Book Festival
Winner - Unpublished Category - 2015 New York Book Festival

DESCRIPTION
For Stephen, his life on base is much the same as most other children’s. The difference 
is in the details. Look both ways before crossing a tank path and be sure to check if the 
spent bullet casings you find in the long-abandoned trenches are actually empty. Sports 
stop at the sound of the evening trumpet call as he and his friends stand at attention 
while the flag is retired. Quantico Cave is a story of friendship and competition, and 
when Stephen meets up with a friend he once knew at a previous home station, the 
contest hits a whole new level that places everyone at risk.

KEY SELLING POINTS  
•  In 2011 there were over 2.2 million active duty and reserve military personnel and 

another 91 million civilian workers engaged in military services. 
• Approximately 80% of children in military families are under high school age. 
•  Quantico Cave brings the culture and experiences of military children to life and is of 

interest to military and civilian children alike. 
•  The award winning authors have a large military family history with five family 

members recently serving in the middle east conflicts.

AUDIENCE
• Middle grade and YA readers who like action, outdoor sports, adventure, and fantasy. 
• Readers who like military culture. 
• Readers who like a strong central character that over comes obstacles.

AUTHOR BIO  
Tom and Nancy Wise are award-winning authors. 
Their first novel, The Borealis Genome, is the grand-
prize winner of the Chanticleer Book Reviews Dante 
Rossetti 2013 Award for YA Novels and 2014 Cygnus 
Award Lab Lit Category. Thomas grew up in a military 
family moving from base to base as the child of a 
Marine, living the life of an officer’s brat in times of 
war while Nancy was raised the youngest child of a 

WWII veteran. When not working together on their novels, Tom teaches at University 
and authors articles on project management topics and nonfiction books published by 
Gower Publishing in the UK.

Publisher: Köehler Books
Distributor: Ingram
6”x 9”, 124 pages
Softcover: $12.95,  
978-1-63393-138-1
Hardcover: $21.95,  
978-1-63393-261-6
Ebook: $4.99,  978-1-63393-139-8
Pub Date: Dec. 23, 2015

BISAC CATEGORY
FICTION: Coming of Age

ONLINE:
http://www.authorthomaspwise.
com/
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1

M A P  A N D  A  C O M PAS S

S tephen’s breath hung in the air, white in the early morning sunlight filtering 
through fresh fog that tangled in the low brambles of the Virginia woods. He 
hunkered alongside his topographical map, head down, butt planted in the 

grass. This orienteering challenge was his chance to do what a real Marine can do. His 
chin was propped on one bent knee that jutted out like a pale, bald mountaintop from 
his blue jean shorts. He wore his favorite t-shirt, marine drab with a scarlet-red Marine 
globe and anchor emblazoned on the front. Watching Jimmy from the corner of his eye, 
Stephen pondered their next move. Get it right. Semper Fi.

Jimmy looked like a deflated balloon as he stood next to Stephen. “We’re lost? Oh 
man. I can’t—”

Stephen cut him off quickly. His head wobbled on top of his knee as he muttered, 
“Nope, we’re not,” without lifting his gaze from the map. “I got this.” And Dad is watching.

“We ain’t?” Jimmy sounded hopeful. His eyes scrunched as he focused hard, trying 
to see the map folded to their location. “I can’t lose. My Dad’ll kill me.”

“Stop. Alright?” Stephen mustered all the manliness of his twelve years and hoped his 
voice sounded more confident than he felt. He stole a quick glance toward the shadows. 
The camo-clad figure that followed the boys’ every move through the woods watched. 
Stephen tried not to look in that direction. Dad’s watching. He’s counting on you.

“They’re struggling, too.” His head bounced on his knee as he talked. “Look.” His eye, 
against his will, darted back to the shadow as he pointed to the map with a grubby index 
finger. “Where the lines come real close,” he said, peering through the blond hair that 
hung over his eyes. “Remember?”

* * * *

The map was a swirl of long, snaky black lines that defined the hills and cliffs of the 
Virginia woods in amoeba-like, concentric shapes. It was mostly green but showed a 
creek as a thin blue line through the center that served as a quick reference point for their 
location. Jimmy looked closely to see if he could locate the small clearing surrounded by 



    www.koehlerbooks.com    800-435-4811                                                                          25     

a grove of pine trees in which they had stopped.
“This is cool.” Jimmy looked away from the map to check out the small circle of 

Christmas trees. “We could use this spot.”
“This is us.” Stephen traced the lines with his finger and glanced at Jimmy once 

again to be sure he was watching. “See the lines getting closer? The closer, the steeper.”
Jimmy’s head bobbed in agreement. “Yep.” 
“Remember?” Stephen asked, recalling the briefing before they left the starting point. 

“You’re three years older than him,” his Dad had told him. Be a leader. 
“We could use this spot.”
“Yeah,” Stephen agreed, taking a quick look around the clearing. “I like. So—” he 

began, when Jimmy cut him off.
“So,” Jimmy jumped in, “these curves are the steep part, right here.” He quickly 

pointed down the hill and grinned, looking intently at Stephen. “Right?”
We’re losing time. Take a breath and be calm, he reminded himself. Just like Dad 

said. “Okay. That’s north.” He pointed to the edge of the map and turned the compass 
dial so that N aligned with the red arrow. Stephen felt that queasy feeling creep into his 
stomach. Marines get it done. You want to be a Marine, then do this.

Jimmy dropped to his knees, snatched an edge of the map, and pulled.
“Wait.” Stephen held on.
Jimmy tugged harder at the tightly creased paper. 
“Stop. It’ll tear.” We don’t have time for this. He took another deep breath and let 

it out slowly, trying to focus on the task. Dad is counting on me to beat Stan this time.
“Let me show you.” 
Stephen let go and raised his hands in exasperation. “Fine. All yours.” He lifted his 

chin from his knee, leaving a deep, red, half-moon shape where his chin had pressed.
“This way’s north,” Jimmy said as he spun the map and glanced over his shoulder. 
Stephen, feeling embarrassed, looked, too, toward the shadow of his dad, listening 

by the tall pine behind them. Be a leader. 
Jimmy continued to rotate the map until north on the map aligned with north on the 

compass again.
“Here.” Stephen put his finger on the goal in an attempt to regain a leadership 

position. An X carefully scratched into the map with a sharp pencil marked it. Based 
on the tight, flat topographical lines bunched along the curve, they were approaching a 
sharp hill at the edge of what looked like a short cliff. “We need to get there pretty quick,” 
he said, looking southwest of their position.

Jimmy abruptly stood and sighted a line with his arm. With his hand held flat, he 
moved his arm in a chopping motion to emphasize their path.

“Pick a target,” Stephen told him as he carefully folded the map and tucked it inside 
his shirt. He could feel the pressure building inside. They had to move faster. Stay calm 
and be steady, his father’s words played again in his head. He shoved the compass into 
his front pants pocket as Jimmy declared, “Got it.” He then took off in a short hop.

“Hey.” Stephen’s shout was more like a loud whisper, but it was enough to cause 
Jimmy to stop almost mid-hop. “Slow is smooth.” Together they finished, “and smooth 
is fast.”
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Letters for Lucia
  

8 Principles for Navigating Adversity

David Brown, Jr.

“Letters for Lucia is a heart-opening journey.”
—Dr. Kathy Murphy, Ph.D.

    “Letters for Lucia is a must-read for every parent, 
every child, everyone growing into soulfulness.” 

—Dean Robertson, author of Looking for Lydia, Looking for God

   “David Brown Jr. has given us a new path: listen, learn, grow!” 
—Dr. Ronald Paul Hill, Ph.D., Richard J., and Barbara Naclerio, 

Chair in Business, Villanova School of Business

DESCRIPTION
A new husband and father, David, finds himself dealing with the largest tragedy 

of his life, the international abduction of his 11-month old daughter. Rather than being 
governed by resentment and anger, he begins to see life from a lens of compassion and 
forgiveness. Reflecting on the experiences of the separation from his daughter, David 
recognizes that he is in the middle of a spiritual awakening, which birthed 8 principles 
that allowed him to find peace. Not knowing if he will ever see his daughter again, 
David writes letters to his daughter sharing the principles, hoping that she practices 
them as she grows up. He explains to readers how the principles can be applied so they 
too can find peace in their lives.

Letters for Lucia is a story of love, forgiveness, and healing.
If you are currently dealing with a form of adversity in your life, or are holding on 

to issues from the past, this book will inspire you to change how you perceive and 
manage life through your circumstances. In addition to sharing his story, David includes 
reflection questions which encourage the reader to take their own journey of self-
discovery to identify and work through blocks that can prevent peace. His management 
of the separation from his daughter will provide you with hope, while explaining a set of 
principles that can change how you manage adversity and interact with people around 
you each day. 

KEY SELLING POINTS  
• Self help guide to managing difficult situations
• Taps into cross-cultural differences and impact on family views
• Core of the principles are based on teachings of spiritual masters 
• Father daughter story will appeal to father’s rights groups and alienated fathers
• Principles are applicable to all negative life situations 
• Reflection questions begin introducing spiritual/life coaching concepts

AUTHOR BIO  
David Brown Jr. is a former senior leader in financial services. 
He earned his degree in finance at University of Delaware and an 
Executive MBA at Villanova, as well as, studying organizational 
leadership, psychology of leadership and organizational 
dynamics. He has a high desire to encourage others to awaken 
to their passions and begin to lead more purposeful lives. Sharing 
his personal story awakened his heart to loving kindness and 

compassion and further fueled his desire to help others. David is a certified Reiki 
Master practitioner and life transformation coach.

Publisher: Köehler Books
Distributor: Ingram
6”x 9”, 154 pages

Softcover: $13.95, 978-1-63393-193-0
Hardcover: $24.95, 
978-1-63393-195-4
Ebook: $4.99, 978-1-63393-194-7
Pub Date: January 1, 2016

BISAC CATEGORY 
SELF-HELP: Personal Growth
SELF-HELP: Motivational & 
Inspirational

AUDIENCE
•  Men & Women 18+, especially 

parents
•  Multi cultural, especially African-

Americans
• Spiritually awakened individuals
•  Anyone dealing with a current or 

past tragedy, or coaches/teachers 
of same

•  Followers of spiritual and thought 
leaders such as Eckhart Tolle, Dr. 
Wayne Dyer and Deepak Chopra 
and Tony Robbins

Online
http://www.davidbrownjunior.com/
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PREFACE

A real and frightening experience 

inspiring the most phenomenal shift 

in perspective of my entire life.

I
n November 2013 my wife fled the country taking our baby daughter with her, 
shocking beyond all my efforts to rationalize it. My wife and I had married only a 
few months before after a brief courtship, unexpected pregnancy, and tentative 

beginning of family life. A chance meeting on an evening out with friends brought 
us together and was made even more interesting by our different family and cultural 
backgrounds. I, nearly nine years her senior, am one of two children of an American, 
middle-class family and have lived, earned two college degrees, and begun my career 
in the northeastern U.S. The petite, dark-eyed young woman that I met that evening 
had only lived in the U.S. ten years, having relocated with her mother and brother from 
Uzbekistan when she was fifteen. She was working part time and going to college.

Our beautiful baby girl, Lucia, was born the week of Thanksgiving 2012. As wonderful 
and amazing as that was, it also initiated insecurities in our marital relationship, 
parenting confusions, and disagreements about finances. When Lucia was eight months 
old my wife and I agreed to live separately but jointly care for Lucia, she during the week 
and I during weekends. On one of the Saturdays that I was to get Lucia for the weekend, 
I received an e-mail from my wife telling me that she had gone away and taken Lucia 
with her. 

After contacting local, state, and federal authorities and an attorney I found myself 
with little or no viable action to take. I reached out to many sources and advisors and 
persistently made inquiries. Although I have tried to reach my wife through numerous 
e-mails and texts, she has responded only three times, and I have no other means of 
contacting her.  

Soon after that terrible day, a series of experiences and two distinct stories began to 
unfold that have changed my life as profoundly as my baby daughter’s disappearance. 
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Beginning small and swelling to larger and larger waves, I began to experience a 
personal, spiritual awakening. It registered so prominently that even amidst the chaos 
and mental challenges, I experienced an inner core of peace, and I began to flow real 
compassion toward my wife, regardless of the outcome of the situation.

Only days after they left I began to feel an urgency to write to Lucia, whom I 
desperately missed. There was no way to know when or how we would be reunited 
nor was an actual address known. Although Lucia was not old enough to read, writing 
the letters to her became an outlet for constant thoughts of her and a channel for my 
emotions. The profound shift in understanding that I have been experiencing has 
inspired me to identify a set of principles for leading a purposeful life and share them 
through daily letters to my daughter. This book, Letters for Lucia, brings together many 
of the letters, discovery of these principles, and aspects of my spiritual journey. These 
principles already exist within all of us. I celebrate the positive aspects that have been 
the focus of many wise teachers and masters, and I deeply appreciate the ways in which 
my fears and anxiety have been soothed. 

Up until this trauma I have been very fortunate to have lived a calm and supported 
life. I was raised by loving parents, have a close relationship with my sister, and enjoy 
thoughtful family members and supportive friends and coworkers. From an early age I 
had great models for responsibility and values. 

Initially, these chaotic circumstances seemed unnavigable and unimaginable. 
A number of months before meeting my wife I had been introduced to the practice 
of meditation and several spiritual philosophies. So I leaned on them, reaching for 
calmness, peace, and clarity. In my daily meditations, prayers, and general thoughts 
a greater good completely unfolded. The overwhelming anxiety and fear dissipated as 
eight principles came to me one by one. These principles—heart, awareness, intention, 
acceptance, compassion, forgiveness, loving unconditionally, and gratitude—formed a 
framework for living purposefully. 

Expressed by great teachers and masters, many of these principles have been 
connected to well-known religions or philosophies. I’ve intentionally removed religious 
affiliations from this book, preferring to present to readers an open invitation to experience 
the principles as an enhancement to their own personal philosophies. I believe that this 
approach is truly powerful because it elevates our similarities. My hope is that once our 
similarities have been ushered to the front row, long-practiced judgments about dividing 
differences will fade away. Just imagine the joy that could happen if we all came together 
with a new emphasis on similarity! Incredible, peaceful experiences could be launched 
for all of planet Earth.

And in my opinion that mirrors the intention of God, Source, Creator—the name is 
unimportant, as the heart knows. Gradually, and profoundly, I have begun to live with a 
deep gratitude for all that had happened.
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Spring Training for the 
Major Leagues of Government

Frank McDonough

“Frank McDonough has been on both sides of the table; 
he has been there and done that.”

—Tom Rolston, Former IBM executive and author of two books, 
Fifty Years before Crack,and Faith or Duty?

“This book . . . can benefit everyone who seeks a  
successful career in the service of their country.”

   —John Sindelar, Member of the Federal Senior Executive Service, and Principal, 
Sindelar Group, LLC, a Public Sector Consulting Service.

The White House has approved Brian’s selection for a high-level job in the government. 
After the initial excitement, he realizes there is a lot he does not know. He tells a friend, I 
need a mentor, someone who has been through what I am going to experience.

Spring Training for the Major Leagues of Government with its 44 chapters containing 
examples, statistics, and anecdotes, is a mentor for high-level officials carrying titles 
like Deputy Assistant Secretary, Deputy Commissioner, Assistant Deputy Commissioner, 
Assistant Attorney General, and Inspector General, Director.

In addition, Spring Training for the Major Leagues of Government has insights for 
industry officials working on or seeking contracts with government. Citizens and graduate 
students, too, will observe and learn from the insights in Spring Training.

Many have said as they left their high-level job, I wish I knew what I know now when 
I sat down at my desk on my first day on the job. Spring Training for the Major Leagues of 
Government gives new appointees to high-level jobs the insights to be successful from 
their first day on the job.
 

KEY SELLING POINTS  
• The goal of Spring Training is to accelerate the learning process of high-level officials: 
• Improve their chances for success, 
• Help them avoid pitfalls that threaten reputation and performance,
• Enable them to move smoothly through the ranks of senior government jobs, and 
•  Position them for advancement to even higher-level jobs in government, or in the private 

sector.

AUTHOR BIO  
Frank McDonough held senior executive positions in four U.S. 

government organizations: the Department of Health, Education, and 
Welfare, the Department of the Navy, the Department of the Treasury, 
and the General Services Administration (GSA). In addition, he 
worked in management positions with IBM.

Also, he represented the U.S. in international discussions with 
the G 8-Government On-line Working Council, OECD, World Bank, 

the International Council for Technology in Public Administration (ICA), and other World 
Forums.

He has spoken more than 300 times on technology issues in government. From 
2009-present, he works on contract for the University of Texas in Mexico City, teaching 
graduate students about managing advanced technologies in the near future.

Publisher: Koehler Books

Distributor: Ingram

PUB DATE: 2/15/2016

6” X 9”, 362 pages

SOFTCOVER, $19.95,  978-1-63393-174-9

HARDCOVER, $29.95,  978-1-63393-176-3

EBOOK, $7.99,  978-1-63393-175-6

POLITICAL SCIENCE: American Govt.

AUDIENCE
•  Targets officials appointed to or striving 

for positions with titles like Deputy 
Commissioner, Assistant Deputy 
Commissioner, Deputy Assistant 
Secretary, Department Head, and other 
titles.

•  This includes the ever-changing pool 
of 8,000 political appointees, plus 
8,000 Senior Executive Service career 
officials, and thousands more at the 
top level of General Schedule jobs 
(GS-15’s), 

•  For industry officials working on or 
seeking contracts with government.

•  In academia, professors could consider 
the book for final semester graduate 
students who intend to work in or 
market to the government.

•  Citizens seeking a greater 
understanding about the internal 
workings of government 

ONLINE:
http://frankamcdonough.com
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1
Six CategorieS of PerSonnel 

Work in the federal government 

There are four main groups of employees in the federal government with “fences” 
between them and little camaraderie. In addition, a fifth category, contractors, 
supports the government as an invisible workforce with almost five times the number 
of government employees and a sixth category, Congressional Staffers supports elected 
officials in Congress.

Elected officials:
Congress is the most powerful group in government because it appropriates money 

for government programs and because it writes the laws that govern society. There are 
100 members of the U.S. Senate and 435 members of the House of Representatives. In 
addition, there are the president and the vice president, the only two elected officials 
in the Executive Branch.

Political appointees:
There are about 7,800 political positions appointed by the White House. Almost 

half of them are part-time jobs on boards and commissions, according to John 
Kamensky, a senior fellow with the IBM Center for the Business of Government.

The full-time political appointees include:

• 1,200 appointments that require Senate confirmation
• 1,400 Schedule C officials-people appointed directly by the president 

without competition
• 800 non-career senior executives
• 800 members of the White House staff, including 100 assistants, deputy 

assistants and special assistants who control the president’s incoming 
and outgoing correspondence and meetings

• Two “body men” who follow the president’s every step, carrying his 
jacket and medicines and placing his phone calls
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Some presidential appointments languish in the clearance process more than a 
year, causing some nominees to withdraw their application. No wonder then, when 
applicants run the gauntlet and actually get the jobs, they may feel a bit superior 
and members of a select club. Congress changed this process in 2011, attempting to 
streamline the confirmation process.

Recent new presidents have appointed more political supporters than their 
predecessors. George W. Bush, for example, named 12 percent more political 
appointees and 33 percent more Schedule Cs (a sub-category of political appointees) 
than Bill Clinton.

Senior Career offiCialS
There are 8,000 career officials in the Senior Executive Service, and they are at the 

top of the career ladder in the civil service system. Many SES officials have worked in 
the government for 20 years or more, and most can quite capably initiate and manage 
complex programs. However, there are a few dodos in this category as in any group of 
people.

Senior career officials make many of the judgment calls and tradeoffs that determine 
the success or failure of an agency’s programs. They are also the key communications 
channel between political appointees and the lower levels of the career service and 
contractors.

The Core of The Career ServiCe
Working under the Senior Executives are about 1.6 million career civil servants, not 

counting Postal Service employees and the uniformed military. All occupy positions in 
General Schedule slots, ranging from GS 1 to GS 15. The GS 15s, excluding scientists, 
manage the day-to-day machinery of government, with those at lower ratings 
assisting. The number of government employees has not changed since 1950, but their 
skill sets have, as you would expect after 60 years in a period when information and 
telecommunications technologies have emerged with a blast.

Career employees assisted by contractor personnel (in certain jobs) serve as food 
and drug inspectors, passport handlers, tax processors, aviation controllers managing 
airline traffic, accountants, policy analysts, procurement specialists, and workers in 
hundreds of other specialties, including the care of wounded veterans, and ensuring 
that the elderly, poor and disabled at the lower end of society receive Medicare and 
Social Security support.

Two out of three government employees work in just four departments: the 
Department of Defense, Department of Homeland Security, Department of Veterans 
Affairs and the Department of Justice, including the FBI. Note that the majority of 
Americans rarely have any contact with these organizations.

The media often claim that rules protect the government employee to the point 
that it is impossible to fire anyone, creating the possibility that incompetents could 
populate the workforce. To the contrary, in fiscal 2013, the government terminated 
or removed 9,559 employees for discipline or performance problems. The Veterans 
Administration, one of the largest agencies, fired 2,247, the most of any agency. 9
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No Reason for Insanity
  

Kevin E. Hatt

DESCRIPTION
Intrigued by the bizarre events surrounding the murder of a friend, Haszard is asked by 
the family to look in to the matter. Against the advice of his friends, he begins making 
enquiries, and is disturbed when he realizes that it may well be someone he knows.
As progress is made, further events occur, endangering the life of Haszard and his 
friends, and he is forced to delve into the deepest recesses of his resourcefulness . . .

No Reason for Insanity is a crime/mystery/black comedy narrative, displaying the 
versatility and lateral thinking of Haszard, the narrator.

KEY SELLING POINTS  
•  The Haszard narratives are unlike most crime novels in that Haszard is not a 

conventional character
•  The author is British and has a command of the story line that is compelling for 

American reader
• The supporting characters are all very individual
•  A significant characteristic is Haszard’s working through the problems with his “weird 

brain”, as it is often referred to, and he never gives up, displaying reckless tenacity

AUDIENCE
• Readers of mystery and detective novels
• Readers who love British characters 
• Followers of the author

AUTHOR BIO  
Kevin E. Hatt is the author of the Haszard series of narratives. His 
interest in writing began at school, and he carried it on into his 
twenties, writing for fun. He wrote the first two Haszard stories 
in the late eighties, but shelved the project until 2009, when he 
revived and updated it, going on to write seventeen stories. With 
the stories having been well received by friends, Kevin published 
the first five books, and after good reviews is furthering the project.

In 1984 he commenced his training as an Operating Department 
Practitioner, rising to the height of deputy head, before leaving the profession in 1999 
to pursue his other love, that of art. Kevin worked as an art consultant, demonstrator, 
teacher, retailer and framer, but returned to the medical profession in 2010. His main 
passions are cricket, running, humour, ale and curries. He lives with his wife of twenty-
five years and his twenty-three-year-old daughter. Kevin has never been to Ipswich. Or 
Scunthorpe.
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Distributor: Ingram
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Ebook: $4.99, 978-1-63393-246-3
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CHAPTER 

ONE

HUMAN NATURE IS a peculiar beast at the best of times. It makes us do what we 
do, in the way that we do it, and it will almost certainly remain a mystery until the end of 
time—most certainly a good thing.

This story begins on a Thursday morning in summer, a few weeks after returning 
from holiday. It was a busy time, with a large number of cricket matches to play, along 
with Sabrina moving in with me—full-time.

* * * *
Sabrina, my soul mate, was excited, very excited, as was I, since neither of us had 

officially cohabited before. Sabrina had virtually been living with me for seven months. 
Even so, her moving in full-time was a major landmark for us both; she no longer had the 
safety net of her seldom-used house as a bolt-hole. Neither of us saw this as a problem, 
though, since we’d never had an argument in all the time we’d been together, rarely even 
a disagreement. The timing was fortunate, as Becky, who she shared with, had moved to 
Dubai with Mick; it was a spur-of-the-moment decision, the money being just too good 
to turn down.

Sabrina worked as a Sister in the orthopedic clinic at our local hospital, where I also 
worked part-time as an operating theatre practitioner. When I wasn’t there I was at my 
picture-framing emporium, which was where I’d be working that day.

We parked in my private space at the rear of the shop and walked around to the front, 
whereupon Sabrina and I said our farewells. Following our customary kiss goodbye she 
began the five-minute walk to the hospital, the bouquet of her perfume remaining with 
me. Watching her wander off, I smiled at the sight of her long, light-brown hair waving 
in the gentle summer breeze. She turned around to give me a final wave before rounding 
the corner, disappearing from sight.

Still smiling I turned around, beginning the short walk to the shop, when something 
struck me as odd. Allott’s, a florist, hadn’t opened. Gerry and Sylvia were never late 
opening, never! The couple had been dedicated to their business for twenty-five years, 
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struggling in even when they’d been suffering from the most aggressive viruses, barely 
being able to talk. In their absence, Alec and Donna, their son and daughter, would take 
the helm, which suggested to me that they hadn’t gone away. Besides, Gerry and I often 
met up for a chinwag, and he’d have mentioned it.

With my thought process working overtime I entered the shop, deactivated the alarm 
and turned the radio on, instantly feeling pleased to hear one of my favorite songs. Rather 
than commence the day’s workload, I made the executive decision to sit back behind the 
counter, listening to the remainder of the breakfast show that put me into a good spirits 
for the day with witty remarks and humorous topics, along with contributions from the 
listeners, accompanied by the best music around, past and present.

Throughout the show, though, I couldn’t help but ponder the whereabouts of Gerry 
and Sylvia. Something felt wrong. Had they been in an accident of some kind? I sincerely 
hoped not. I was aware that their son Alec was due to be married in the near future, but 
closing the shop couldn’t possibly have anything to do with that. So what could it be?

After half an hour I made an apology to the radio, locked the shop up, and made my 
way over to Taste Buds, the sandwich bar next to Allott’s, in the hope someone there 
would know.

“Don’t tell me—a bacon sandwich,” Annie said as I leaned on the counter. Annie was 
a chirpy lass in her early twenties.

“No thanks, Annie. But I was just wondering about Gerry and Sylvia. They haven’t 
opened, and that’s odd.”

 Annie shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve been in here all morning, although I did wonder 
why they hadn’t put their head around the door. Why don’t you try them at home?”

I frowned. “Yeah, I will.”
“Do you want your usual at lunchtime—or are you going against the advice of your 

dietician and losing me trade by sneaking off to Piercarlo’s?”
The dietician Annie was referring to was Sabrina, who detested Piercarlo’s—even 

though it made the best pizza in town. 
“I hadn’t thought that far ahead . . . I’ll try them at home. Thanks, Annie.”
I wandered back over to the shop, deep in thought, the peculiarity of the situation 

continuing to niggle away. Once inside I dug out my list of phone numbers, found Gerry 
and Sylvia’s, and dialed.

After a few rings it was answered.
 “Hello?” a toneless female voice said.
“Is that Sylvia?”
“No, it’s Loretta, Alec’s fiancée. Who is this?”
“It’s Haszard, from the framing shop,” I said, beginning to feel uneasy. “I noticed the 

shop wasn’t open and wondered if everything was all right.”
“Hang on.” Loretta went quiet, and I heard a door close. “Haz, I don’t know how to 

say this—Gerry’s dead.”
I didn’t know what to say. How could Gerry be dead? I saw him the previous evening 

and he looked fine. He even waved to me as he passed the shop.
“How?” I finally managed.
All I could hear was the sound of Loretta breathing.
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The Quixotic Faction
TD Kohler

DESCRIPTION
Admiral Julian Kay creates a small, unlikely team that is drawn to the heart of 

Louisiana chasing an atmospheric anomaly that appears to have a single point of 
origin. They come face to face with an organization with operatives that are right out of 
legends and mythology. Discovering that their pasts have been erased and now wanted 
by the FBI, they form an improbable alliance to try and stop a thief who is using a deadly 
energy that should not exist.

Can they survive long enough to get their pasts back, clear their names and solve 
the mysterious anomaly origin? 

KEY SELLING POINTS  
•  Introduction of new plausible super heroes that the average person can relate to
•  Showing plausible answers to mysterious events that have occured in the 
   Louisiana/Texas area
• Introducing the intricate world of the Majestic 12
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• Readers who are enjoy plausible fiction
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WITH THE HEAT and humidity having reached record indexes, it makes the town of 
Katy, Texas look as if it were melting. Outside Banque Societe Generale de International 
Bank a gentlemen wearing a three-piece suit gets out of his brown 1969 Cadillac Deville 
and assesses the surrounding area. Scratching his chin, just under his beard, he adjusts 
his sunglasses and walks into the bank. 

The air conditioning washes over him, giving him the feeling that he is about to walk 
through a portal into a different world. The bank door closes behind him, closing out 
the melting world. Without drawing attention to himself, he locks the doors and begins 
assessing the interior. He counts the customers and employees as he sets his briefcase 
on one of the counters. Sliding a front panel on it, he reveals a series of computerized 
controls. Taking a moment, he adjusts the earpieces to his MP3 player and checks the 
people in the bank again. With apparent satisfaction he reaches to the thumb locks, 
turning the dials. The briefcase begins to emit high levels of radio and electromagnetic 
energy. 

Watching the person in front of him who is filling out a bank slip, he observes his 
facial expression. The man unknowingly starts to furl his brow, showing signs of anger. 
After making a few more adjustment to the thumb dials, the customer’s expression turns 
to confidence and even pleasure. 

He whispers to himself, “This is going to be interesting.” Satisfied, he calmly turns 
away from the briefcase, checks his watch, and walks to take his place in line.  
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Across the bank, another man accidently bumps into a young woman. The woman 
glances up and their eyes meet, and for an instant, an immediate attraction is formed. 
They smile as the young lady reaches up and caresses the man’s cheek. Dropping the 
paperwork he was holding, he wraps his arms around her in an intense, passionate 
embrace. As the couple begins to unabatedly kiss, it catches the stranger’s eye, and a 
fleeting smile quickly forms and vanishes. 

To his right, a middle-aged woman reaches out and caresses the young skin on the 
woman in front of her. The younger lady looks down and follows the strange hand as it 
intimately draws her in, and she turns and acknowledges the older woman. A faint smile 
forms as the girl slowly reaches up and gently grazes the nape of the motherly figure. Her 
hand moves down and cups the larger breasts of the older woman. Dropping her large 
purse, paperwork spills out on the floor; the woman clumsily takes the younger one’s 
cheeks in her hands and draws them closer as they begin to passionately kiss. Another 
fleeting smile forms on the stranger’s face again and disappears just as quickly. 

All around him, the bank’s customers and employees begin to escalate in passion 
and intimacy with each other as the interior scene of the bank takes on a semblance 
of a Roman bathhouse. The stranger steps around and over some bodies as he moves 
to the door to the right of the tellers; he knocks and from the other side a pair of semi-
dressed employees open the door. As he enters, the employees continue where they were 
interrupted and no longer acknowledge the stranger. Making his way to a vault room, 
he begins to search some of the employees clothing that was strewn about, until he finds 
a key ring of magnetic key cards. Holding them up, he stares intently at a particular 
smaller, older safe. 

Throwing the key cards aside, he continues to search the piles of clothing. Inside the 
lapel of a woman’s jacket he unpins a smaller set of two keys. He unlocks part of the safe. 
Realizing that the safe also requires a combination, he looks back at the mangled bodies. 
Tilting his head, he tries to figure out who would have the combination. Walking over 
to a woman who has a man pinned to a wall, he taps her on the shoulder and points to 
the safe. The woman, without releasing the object of her desire, points to an open door. 
When he gets to the doorway he sees three men servicing a larger woman.     

Knocking on the door, the intruder gets the attention of the large woman being 
groped by the three men. Cupping his fingers, the stranger beckons the woman to come 
with him. As the woman gets up, she gently touches the jaws of each of the men. She 
reaches the door, and the men redirect their passion towards each other. 

Taking a moment, the stranger allows her to look back into the room. Remaining 
speechless, she smiles and directs a gleam of bliss at the stranger while he directs her 
towards the safe. After she works the combination and the safe is opened, she hastily 
makes her way back to the three men.

The stranger pulls out a metal tray holding two small, index-card-sized, gold ingots 
with what appears to have strange picture glyphs and a series of markings that resemble 
cave writings. Looking them over, he removes his suit jacket, revealing a backpack. He 
takes a moment to admire the three-by-five-inch ingots one last time before he places 
them inside the bag.
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COMING CLEAN

By Meriah Lysistrata Crawford

“ROAD TRIP?” ANDREA ASKED as I climbed into her car a little before one.
We’d planned to spend Friday afternoon together since I had the day off and she 

didn’t work on Fridays, but hadn’t decided on anything specific in advance.
“Heck yeah,” I said. “Where to?”
Andrea shrugged and pulled away from the curb as I buckled up. “South?”
I smiled. “My favorite direction. Onward!”
She smiled a bit stiffly and turned on the radio, both of which were uncharacteristic.
“Hey,” I said. “Wassup?”
She shook her head. “Rough week. Let’s just drive for a while, okay?”
“Sure.” I sat back to watch the world go by.
Andrea headed northwest on East Broad toward downtown Richmond, then turned 

onto I-95 South. We were outside the city in minutes, passing the huge Philip Morris 
tower with its cigarette brand names painted on the side, and then long stretches of trees 
interrupted by billboards. Another twenty minutes and a shopping mall later, the sign 
for I-85 came up. 

“What’s that way?” she asked, pointing at the sign.
“No idea. Atlanta, maybe? Yeah. And Raleigh, I think. Only, not in that order.” 
She nodded and took the exit, and we angled inland.
Three and a half hours later, we were still going, still listening to the radio, and not 

talking. My brain had switched to autopilot, and I’d just been gazing at the scenery, 
thinking fondly of road trips during my childhood when we played car games, sang goofy 
songs, and called out unusual license plates. But finally my stomach started grumbling, 
so I suggested we find dinner. I figured that would be a good time to talk, too. 

We ended up, fifteen minutes later, at a Cracker Barrel in Salisbury, North Carolina. 
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After Andrea parked the car, she leaned back in her seat and sat for a moment, both 
of us a little stunned by the silence and stillness. 

“Sherri, you always said you’d help me if I was in trouble.”
“Of course.” I reached over and squeezed her forearm. “You know I’ll do anything I 

can to help.” 
She and I had been close since sixth grade when we discovered a shared love of 

reading, a hatred of peanut butter and jelly, and the skill to cut school without getting 
caught. Now, at forty-six, we’d been through the usual tragedies and triumphs together—
emergency room runs, my divorce, her mom’s death, chest pains, poison ivy, kidney 
stones, and on and on. We’d helped each other survive them all. I couldn’t imagine 
anything I wouldn’t do for her.

She nodded. “Okay. So, let’s eat.”
“But—wait.” 
Andrea let out a giddy laugh. “C’mon! Food now, talk later. Me hug-ree!” 
That was what her son Aiden had said as a child when he was hungry, and it had 

become one of our inside jokes. I smiled and went along, as always. 
After we made our way through the dizzying array of tchotchkes, candles, and 

T-shirts in the gift shop, we settled at a table near the front windows and ordered. And 
then I tried, tried, tried to get Andrea to tell me what was going on. She wouldn’t. 

“Too many people around,” she said, which was fair. 
Instead, she talked about her crazy sister and her jailbird uncle. Her daughter’s 

success in high school and her son’s progress in the Marines. Her neighbor’s nasty, 
howling dog and her cat Lulu’s prowess as a hunter of houseflies. She talked about her 
volunteer work at the Poe Museum. She asked for my opinion of the latest round of 
American Idol contestants, but I hadn’t been watching.

When we were done, I paid the bill since we were using her gas, and we got on the 
road again. We were still heading south, still blasting the tunes—and still not talking. 
This went on for so long that I finally gathered we weren’t going home that night. 

“Where are we headed?” I asked.
“South,” she said.
“Yeah, I noticed, but you could have warned me to pack a bag or something.” I said 

it lightly because it didn’t bother me particularly. I like spontaneous trips—was thrilled, 
actually, to be doing something different. But still . . . 

“You’re always complaining that you don’t get out of town enough.”
“True.”
“Well, then.”
So, on we drove. I offered to take the wheel a few times—especially when she started 

to yawn. Each time she declined—maybe afraid I’d get back on the highway headed 
north. But I didn’t have plans for the weekend. I was in the clear until nine Monday 
morning, when I was due at work. And it would not be a tragedy if I had to call in sick. I 
hated that damn place.

At a little past eleven, I pointed out a billboard advertising a hotel seven miles away, 
near Hogansville, Georgia. She nodded and I leaned back, and we were quiet except 
for the bland ’90s music on the radio. I decided I would insist on driving when we got 
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started in the morning, and we’d damn well find a different station to listen to.
We stopped at a drug store off the exit, and I grabbed some essentials. My road-

numbed brain finally noticed that Andrea was following idly in my wake, not picking 
anything off the shelves.

“Why aren’t you—” and then it hit me. “Andrea! You packed a bag, didn’t you?”
She looked sheepish and shrugged.
“Bitch,” I said, shaking my head. I was annoyed, but too tired to be angry. She didn’t 

do it with malice or even selfishness, really—she just wanted to make sure I didn’t make 
waves or thwart her plans. I was the last one to complain that she wasn’t perfect, though, 
so I just paid for my purchases, and we stumbled back to the car.

Once we arrived at the hotel, Andrea grabbed her bag from under a blanket on the 
floor behind her seat, and then we checked in. She paid for the room from an envelope 
full of cash. She was the queen of credit cards—always trying to earn points for miles—
so it struck me as odd, but I figured her husband, Bobby, or her mom had given her 
some cash, and she was just going to use it rather than waste time hitting the bank to 
deposit it. 

All I really cared about by then was grabbing a shower, brushing my teeth, and 
getting to bed. Andrea brushed first, and then I took over the bathroom for a while, and 
by the time I got out, she was already asleep—or pretending to be—in the bed near the 
windows. She was clearly avoiding my questions, and it was starting to worry me—a lot. 
In the morning, I would make sure we talked before we got on the road.

____
 Ò 

____

Despite my best intentions, I found myself back in the passenger seat the next 
morning, heading south again, looking for a restaurant. Still no answers, and I was 
starting to add peeved to worried. 

I’d pressed her to talk, but all she said was, “Sweetie, I need to eat first. You know 
how I am in the morning. It’s all a big ol’ fog until I get some coffee and a big plate of 
something greasy.”

Breakfast had always been her favorite meal. I was more a dinner person. Give me 
a yogurt or some fruit, and I was a happy camper until noon. But I was still a bit dazed 
from the drive the day before, so I let it go. It was easier to sit back and wait, let her do 
her thing. She was a force of nature sometimes, like a herd of cattle stampeding.

We spent almost an hour at an IHOP not far off the highway. Andrea spent the entire 
meal talking about reunions, picnics, and trips to Virginia Beach. Three-bean salad and 
deviled eggs, cold fried chicken and Rice Krispy squares, fresh steamed shrimp and corn 
dripping with butter. Volleyball, Frisbee, and even skinny-dipping after an evening of 
surprisingly tolerable box wine and penny poker. I’d been there for most of it, and it was 
great to reminisce. I forgot, sometimes, just how much fun we’d had together. 

That’s when I realized something had to be really wrong. This wasn’t just a 
lighthearted trip down memory lane. She was trying to cement our ties because she was 
going to drop something big on me. Something huge.

This time, I didn’t bother asking her in the restaurant. I reached for the check when 
we were done, but she took it, paid in cash again, and we left. 
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THE SUPER COUPLE
a formula for ExtrEmE HappinEss in marriagE

Christine M. Bacon, Ph.D.

Her own marriage was so painful and troubled that author 
Dr. Christine Bacon actually prayed for her husband to die. 

Fortunately, the progressive chaos remained confined to a four-year separation, 
serious communication discord, infidelity, and her husband’s pursuit of reconciliation. At 
some point she realized that reunification would mean changing everything — ineffective 
communication styles, bad habits, attitudes and levels of commitment. Bacon vowed to 
herself that “this second time must be forever.” 

After receiving her Ph.D. in marriage communication, Dr. Bacon interviewed nearly 
100 Super Couples to discover whether extremely happy marriages were a matter of fate or 
formula. Did they get lucky, or was “super” something that could be learned? Her surprising 
findings inspired a turnaround in her now happy and fulfilling marriage and have led to the 
same for thousands of other couples. Seekers who delve into The Super Couple will access 
this formula, glean fresh insights to the “six faulty assumptions” that often lead to marital 
failure, and embrace a practical and inspiring redefinition of love that will reinvigorate a 
tepid or troubled marriage and transform it to terrific.

Hungry for the formula? The Super Couple is a feast of relationship sustenance for the 
mind, the heart, the family unit and the eager spirit willing to grow the extra mile. It’s a small 
investment in a lifetime of happily ever after.
 
KEY SELLING POINTS  
•  95% of all Americans will marry or seek to marry in their lifetimes.
•  According to the American Psychological Association and numerous studies, healthy, happy 

marriages support the physical, emotional, mental and social well-being of the family members 
involved. Yet a reported 40 to 50 percent of marriages in the U.S.A. end in divorce. 

•  The S.A.C.R.E.D Super Couple formula incorporates proven relationship-success insights, techniques 
and strategies culled from the real-world experiences of nearly 100 extremely happy, thriving and 
eager-to-help “Super Couples.”     

•  The Super Couple formula is applicable to marriages worldwide regardless of cultural, socio-
economic, religious or any other diverse differences. 

AUDIENCE
•  Married couples in troubled marriages seeking to regain happiness
•  Unmarried or dating couples who plan to marry as well as divorcées planning to one day remarry.
•  Marriage and family counselors, educators and practitioners, and priests and pastors working with 

married couples or those preparing for marriage. 
• Social Scientists in the fields of communication, relationships, happiness or positive psychology.

AUTHOR BIO  
Christine Bacon, Ph.D., holds three degrees in communication. Her doctoral 

dissertation merged marital humor with her own experience and her desire to 
teach individuals and couples how to build and nurture what Bacon calls Super 
marriages. She is the wife of a retired Navy officer and a former life-skills educator 
at the Navy’s Fleet and Family Support Centers. Her expertise includes teaching 
couples and individuals to successfully manage conflict, anger and stress, 
and more than fourteen years’ experience leading pre-marital seminars with 
Catholic Charities. Bacon also runs CMB Communication, Inc., which focuses on 

strengthening relationships (intimate, familial and professional) by teaching effective communication 
skills. Her Super Couple seminars teach the science of extreme happiness in marriage. She hosts her 
own radio show, Breakfast with Bacon: The Relationship Doctor, broadcast from Hampton Roads, 
Virginia. Her articles have been featured in both Catholic Online and Designed to Flourish.  
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P R E F A C E :  T H E  S U P E R  C O U P L E

Ever since I was a young teen—likely right after hormones began to kick in—I have 
found myself interested in the current subject matter: why some couples seem to remain 
extremely happily married while others don’t. I am certain it wasn’t to the degree that 
it is now—a degree I would label as a passion or even an obsession—but clearly, in a 
meaningful way that has stood out in my mind. It was more than three decades later 
that the label Super Couples was given to these special couples. (Little did I know that 
my own marriage would later fuel this obsession because mine was anything but Super.) 
As a teen, I had labeled these couples as “cute.” You know the kind. I only need give one 
or two sentences of description and you, too, will say, “Oh, I know a couple just like the 
ones you’re talking about! They’re so in love! They’d be perfect for your study!” I know 
this because nearly every time I articulate my definition of a Super Couple this is the 
response I receive.

Now my description may not sound too academic or formal, especially for one 
holding a Doctorate in Marriage Communication, but that’s deliberate. We don’t need 
heady theoretical descriptions. We need something we understand and something that 
works—something that we can apply to our everyday lives and marriages in a meaningful 
and passionate way. This has seemingly been my mantra throughout life without even 
my realizing it until recent years. That is, what’s the point of knowing this intellectually 
stimulating stuff if you can’t give me an example and better yet, give me some specific 
instructions on how I should apply it or what I should do differently?

My passion for your extremely happy marriage runs deep because it was born out of 
my passion for my own marriage—the extremely happy marriage that I, too, yearned for 
but did not have…yet. My marriage began in 1983 like most other marriages. We were 
passionately in love:

 Me: “Oh, I love you!” 
Him: “No, no I love you more!”
Me: “Oh I can’t live without you!” 
Him: “I never want to spend a day apart from you!” 
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Both: “I can’t wait until I get to wake up next to you every single day for the rest of 
my life!”

You get the picture. I remember the days well when my young Navy boyfriend was 
so many states away from me and all I thought about nearly every minute of every day 
was being with him again. Every thought in my head and every cell in my body were 
constantly focused on this handsome young suitor and the next time I could hear his 
voice, see his face or, best of all, be in his arms again. It was a joyful anguish every young 
lover has likely endured.

I recall begging my mother to let me have my own phone line in my room so that I 
didn’t have to share a line with any of my siblings once my lover did call. And when he 
did call we would sit on the phone for hours—literally hours—sometimes just breathing 
while no words were spoken. Though we’d run out of words, it was as if we were somehow 
closer to each other through that phone line than we were if we’d hang up. We took in 
all we could get of each other. I remember the first month my phone bill was $337! 
Remember, this was 1983 and that was a lot of money. My mother hit the roof “You 
could have bought a washing machine with that money!” The next month she yelled “And 
that was the dryer!” This pattern continued for about two and a half months, but soon 
thereafter the pain of separation would end as I happily married my lover on August 3, 
1983. Oh how I loved that man! And I am certain that he loved me. As I look back nearly 
three decades I can remember no other time in my life that I was as blissfully happy as I 
was those few short months my young suitor courted me. 

Ok, this book is not about me. Well, it’s not all about me. It is about you. It is about 
you, your marriage, and the possibility of you, too, becoming a Super Couple. However, 
to tell you how to do so, how to be so, I must use my own marriage as an example… of 
what not to do. 

In August of 1987—two daughters and four anniversaries later—I left my husband. I 
left him because I hated him and no longer felt joy at being in the same room with him but 
rather felt only pain—deep and miserable pain. Allow me to not yet divulge the causes of 
that deep pain here as they will be chronicled throughout the following chapters. Suffice 
it to say divorce seemed the only option. Well, actually it was the second option. Amidst 
my hate, I shamefully prayed for him to die. (Everyone pities a widow you know, but a 
divorcee’…not so much.) Know that I am not proud of those words today, but who would 
I be if I weren’t totally honest? 

We were separated for four years and “reconciled” in 1991. We were still unhappy. 
Well, I was, but I’ll explain more of that later. Some years later and already into my 
formal education in the field of marriage, I was conversing with a male colleague of 
my husband—a very intelligent and rather high ranking and educated military officer. 
Somehow the conversation turned to marital infidelity and I stated that “Fifty percent 
of all marriages that endure infidelity go on to survive and often thrive” to which this 
man replied “That’s a bunch of crap. I don’t know a single marriage that has survived 
infidelity!” 

I remember that day nearly two decades ago as if it were yesterday. I remember it 
clearly because his statement silenced me (a grand feat in and of itself)—but not because 
of what you may think. 
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Guerras de Lechuga
por Bruce Neuburger

DESCRIPCIÓN

EN 1971, BRUCE NEUBURGER, joven, sin trabajo y radicalizado por las luchas de los 
Derechos Civiles y los movimientos revolucionarios de la década de 60s, consiguió 
empleo como trabajador agrícola en el Valle de Salinas, California.  

El viaje comienza en un momento notable, después del nacimiento de la Unión de 
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como un trabajo temporal se convierte en una década de lucha y de duro trabajo al 
lado de los trabajadores inmigrantes que alimentan la nación. 
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y boicots, Neuburger experimenta personalmente el movimiento de los trabajadores 
agrícolas que sacude al sistema racista del apartheid en los campos de California--y 
las fuerzas que convergen para controlar y destruir ese movimiento. 
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laboral de Estados Unidos, la economía política de la agricultra y la corriente 
revolucionaria de la época, Guerras de Lechuga es un relato escrito desde la 
perspectiva de los campos. Neuburger retrata a la gente que se encuentra, obreros 
campesinos, companeros radicales, los jefes de empresa, policías y matones de la 
granja, vivo e indeleble, dando un aspecto humano, a veces humorístico, a menudo 
dramático, al conflicto entre capital y trabajador en los campos de California de la 
década de los 1970s.  
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INTRODUCCIÓN 

SAN FRANCISCO, 1984 

EL CREPÚSCULO HABÍA LLEGADO unas horas antes de que mi turno terminara. 
La fila de taxis frente al St. Francis Hotel en San Francisco era el juego de azar de siempre. 
Quedarse en la fila y arriesgarse o recorrer las calles en busca de pasajeros y esperar ser 
rebotado por toda la ciudad como una bola de pinball. Entras en la fila porque, como la 
gente que juega en las máquinas tragaperras, siempre existe la oportunidad de ganar el 
premio gordo. Aquí inviertes tus minutos, no tu dinero, pero la expectativa es similar. Un 
viaje al aeropuerto representa la mejor ganancia. Es mejor apostar aquí, que desplazarse 
o arriesgar con las llamadas de radio—de hecho un radio manipulado— aunque en el 
St. Francis, podrías fácilmente quedarte esperando por quince o veinte minutos para 
conseguir un recorrido hasta el embarcadero de sólo $5. 

Uno de los dolores de cabeza y una de las atracciones de conducir un taxi, es que los 
dados siempre están rodando. En un trabajo por horas tienes la seguridad de saber lo 
que te vas a llevar a tu casa al final del día. Un taxista nunca sabe. No importa que tan 
mal es tu día o incluso la semana, la oportunidad de ganarte el premio gordo anda detrás 
de cada llamada y de cada “señal”.

Las compañías de taxi de San Francisco, centraron exclusivamente la atracción 
por el riesgo en la descripción del trabajo de taxista cuando, en 1978, respaldaron una 
proposición electoral que ganó el favor de los votantes. Se estableció un acuerdo de 
arrendamiento. De repente, los empleados de las compañías de taxi eran “contratistas 
independientes”. ¡Independencia! Uno de esos términos seductores que ocultan 
realidades menos atractivas: la pérdida de beneficios de salud y de retiro provistos por la 
compañía, todos los beneficios. Independencia, sí claro, te quedas por tu cuenta, ¡buena 
suerte!

Mientras la fila en el St. Francis se deslizaba lentamente hacia adelante y mi taxi 
avanzaba por pulgadas hacia el frente de la jauría, mantenía mi vista en los huéspedes 
que salían por la puerta de entrada. Este con maletas, aeropuerto; aquel en ropa casual, 
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probablemente camino del embarcadero; detrás de ellos una mujer bien vestida aferrada 
a una bolsa de Macy’s, quizás de regreso a su casa en Marina o en Russian Hill.

Cuando un hombre alrededor de los cuarenta, ataviado con traje y corbata, salió 
por la puerta llevando una maleta de mano y un porta trajes, mi expectación aumentó. 
Y cuando llegué al primer lugar y escuché el golpe de la mano abierta del portero en el 
portaequipajes de mi taxi Desoto azul y blanco, me sentí agradecido, ¡un aeropuerto! 
Mi irritación con la extendida y hambrienta mano del portero (gesto hecho con mucha 
delicadeza para que el cliente no se diera cuenta), mientras colocaba el equipaje en 
el baúl, se apaciguó con la seguridad de un viaje de $30. Inmediatamente empecé a 
calcular mis opciones, podía jugar a la ruleta del aeropuerto o volver pelado de regreso 
a la ciudad.

Cuando mi pasajero se instaló en el asiento trasero, nos dirigimos por Powell hasta 
Ellis, de ahí bajamos a Stockton cruzando Market, hasta entrar a la autopista por la calle 
Cuatro. Miré a mi benefactor por el espejo retrovisor. “¿Qué línea aérea?” “United”. El 
hombre tenía la cara carnosa de aquel que no es extraño a la mesa de comer. Su cabello 
castaño estaba corto, pero lo suficientemente largo como para peinarlo hacia un lado. 
Sin ningún vello facial. Un comerciante o un abogado, supuse. No era un turista, se veía 
demasiado práctico y sensato para serlo.

Yo estaba aún en mis primeros años como taxista, lo que significaba que todavía 
me fascinaban las conversaciones, anticipando algún intercambio interesante o alguna 
historia para pasársela a mis amigos taxistas, en el estacionamiento donde esperábamos 
para entregar nuestras hojas de ruta, las entradas y los sobornos (propinas) al despachador 
del turno. La apreciación y el entusiasmo para hacer esto que caracteriza los primeros 
años en el trabajo y que quizá para algunos mantiene la atracción más tiempo, esta se 
desgastaba gradualmente, como la banda de rodamiento de los neumáticos de mi taxi, 
por las implacables obligaciones del tráfico y por la tiranía de la repetición. 

Puede que sea cierto que cada persona que se sube a un taxi es potencialmente una 
historia, pero como cualquier labor de minería, toma energía y esfuerzo el recuperar una 
pepita de oro entre la escoria del parloteo normal. Ese día, mi energía se elevó un poco, 
vigorizada por la buena fortuna de un recorrido al aeropuerto. Así que excavé.

Me enteré de que mi pasajero regresaba a Chicago, o quizás era New York, después 
de varios días de reuniones. 

—Me encanta tu ciudad —,dijo como muchos visitantes suelen hacer—, pero no pude 
ver mucho esta vez, demasiadas reuniones largas.

—¿Y qué tipo de reuniones eran esas? 
—Pues negocios de abogados hombre, estrategias legales y todo lo demás. 
Un abogado, como yo pensé, pero lo de “hombre” en medio de su comentario me 

hizo pensar en algo menos simple de lo que su apariencia transmitía. Estaba buscándole 
otro enfoque a la conversación cuando él comentó—.Me estaba reuniendo con algunos 
de sus rancheros locales. Bueno, no exactamente locales, de Salinas, ¿no es muy lejos de 
aquí, verdad?

— No, no muy lejos,— le contesté—. ¿Qué tipo de rancheros?
—Rancheros de lechuga y verduras—, me informó —que buscan cómo salirse de sus 

contratos con los sindicatos. 
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Chapter One

G ary Stokes was born and raised in the Los Angeles area. He encountered movie 
stars daily. He worked as an intern for filmmakers during his younger years, 

which made him develop a special liking for the arts and the movie industry. 
As unemployment started to hit the West Coast, so did natural disasters. Gary needed 

to find a job now that he had graduated from the University of California at Los Angeles 
with a degree in film management. His dream was to make and manage movies in Los 
Angeles. But the film industry was, like much of the country, in an economic tailspin, 
leaving filmmakers very selective about which projects they took on.

It was hard to get into this business as a newcomer, even with the four years of intern 
experience Gary had while attending college. To his credit, Gary had done a double 
major, adding journalism as a safety net. Gary had even done some freelance writing for 
magazines and worked as a reporter for his college newspaper.

Gary’s father had worked for a company in Los Angeles that had lots of foreign 
connections with media companies and financial institutions. As a result, Gary had 
travelled with his dad and learned about different countries at a very young age. Gary 
was proficient in French and had, what his teachers called, a natural ear for language. He 
impressed several of his father’s foreign business associates as a quick study, showing an 
uncanny ability to understand their native languages.

****

Michael Hayes, Gary’s best friend during college, was one of the luckiest young 
men in the Los Angeles area. He had studied investment management and his family 
was well off. His father was a hedge fund manager and a partner in the company that 
employed Michael. Since Michael was Gary’s best friend, Gary felt at ease asking Michael 
for a temporary abode while he looked for work. Michael had a beautiful apartment 
overlooking the Woodland Hills and was happy to help out his college friend.
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Gary stretched and rubbed his back, which always ached after a night on the sleeper-
couch in Michael’s living room. The couch was meant to be temporary while Gary 
searched for jobs and pursued his endless dream of making it big as a producer in the 
movie industry. He had already been up for hours, preparing his resume and getting it 
ready to mail out to potential employers. He watched, sleepy-eyed, as his friend prepared 
a fresh pot of coffee.

“Forget about movies,” Michael said from the kitchen. “You need to develop a passion 
for something useful, like journalism. With journalism,” he continued, “you could get 
out of the country and go anywhere in the world, especially to countries where no one 
else wants to go. After all, you did journalism as part of your double major in college. 
Come on Gary, use that opportunity . . . Plus, I bet one of your dad’s connections could 
open some doors for you.”

Gary grinned and rolled his eyes.
“You’re kidding, right? Why would I want to go to countries with diseases and crime 

and civil wars? That is what journalism is all about these days. Every journalist is flocking 
to the Middle East and Africa to report on wars and people dying.”

Michael was not kidding. He continued to enlighten Gary about the plight of living in 
a big city without a job, and yet educated enough to run a country. “Before long you will 
be joining gangs and doing all sorts of crazy stuff. I tell you, try journalism. You might 
even like it”.

Gary thought about his friend’s suggestion, and he realized that he needed to get out 
of Los Angeles. He woke up very early and started mailing out his resume. He contacted 
his dad who gave him three names to contact; two worked for media companies and 
already knew Gary.

Gary put together application packages and took the eight-block walk to the post 
office, mailing them to almost every major U.S. media company. He was careful to only 
send them to those companies that had overseas offices. He knew landing a job in an 
overseas news bureau, especially with such little experience, was a long shot. He even 
wondered whether any of his packages would be opened.

After a few weeks of no replies, Gary became discouraged. 
“What if all these guys I sent my packages to think I’m a joke?” Gary asked his friend 

over dinner. 
“Why do you say that?” Michael asked. 
“Well, I just wondered,” Gary said.
“No need to create drama for yourself; you have enough drama going on right now. 

Just wait. It takes time for responses to come back, especially during a dry season like 
this one,” Michael said, trying to calm Gary.

Gary had resorted to frequenting movie sets to pass his time, watching whatever was 
being “cut,” since he had nothing else to do. His friend told him to seek some kind of 
employment at 7-Eleven, which was just a few blocks away, but the young manager there 
turned him down, giving a very lame excuse. “Sir, one of the duties here is to keep gangs 
out of this store and I’m not convinced that you can handle that specific duty.” 

That maimed Gary so much that he gave up on seeking service jobs.
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One afternoon, as he returned back home from a movie set, he decided to pick up 
Michael’s mail. Normally, he would not touch it since he thought that would violate his 
friend’s privacy. But when he opened the mailbox, there was only one letter, and it was 
addressed to Mr. Gary Stokes.

Gary had given up on any good news coming from anywhere, so he took the letter 
in with him and put it on the dining table with the intention of reading it later. After all, 
there was no hurry in opening rejection letters.

Gary forced himself to be positive. He liked cooking, so he decided to make dinner for 
himself and his friend. Gary headed toward the kitchen and started preparing a delicious 
coq au vin. 

“So, any mail today?” Michael asked during dinner. “By the way this chicken is 
absolutely to die for. What is it?”

“Coq au vin. It’s a French recipe that my mom used to make on Saturdays; I’m not 
sure why on that particular day . . . and, yea, there’s a letter that came in today. I picked 
it up from the mailbox. I hope you don’t mind. It’s from United Press International, but 
I haven’t opened it yet. I’m fuckin’ tired of opening rejection letters.”

“You know you have to open it. Stop this negative thinking already. What if they 
wanted you to call them today before they closed, and now the letter is sitting there, not 
opened? And by the way, it’s now seven—all offices are closed . . . Let me open it for you, 
Mr. Negative.”

“No, I’ll do it,” Gary protested. He read it aloud:

“Dear Mr. Stokes: Thank you for your interest in United Press 
International. We strive to recruit energetic and adventurous 
young men and women of your caliber. Would you please call 
the telephone number below for an interview as soon as possible 
since we are seeking to fill up this position within the next few 
weeks? Please note that this position is stationed in East Africa 
and if you happen to like the position, and us, we will have to 
move very quickly to get you over to our Nairobi office in Kenya. 
We look forward to hearing from you as soon as possible. 

Sincerely,
David Zack”

“Let’s go out drinking, right now, because tomorrow will not belong to you. It will 
belong to United Press,” Michael said, more excited than Gary, who didn’t seem to 
comprehend what was unfolding. 

They both had a great time at the nearby sports bar. They talked about everything 
and they made fun of the anxiety that Gary had been experiencing. 

“Can you imagine yourself in the jungles of Africa?” Michael joked.
“No, I cannot. Do you know anything about Africa? I sure don’t,” Gary replied.
“All I know about Africa is from Tarzan, the movie. Wow, you will be living under a 

tree,” Michael laughed.
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Devil in the Grass
  

Christopher Bowron

“Jack looked Henrietta straight in the eye. He didn’t believe in the 
devil—Satan, or Set, whatever they wanted to call him—yet he couldn’t 
help but feel he was selling himself, well, to the devil. He shook his head. 
“No such thing,” he told himself. “Is there anything that I have to sign? Do 
I owe you any percentages if I get a contract?”

“Absolutely not. I am a wealthy woman, Jackson. Having a piece of 
your soul is payment enough.” She laughed. “Of course I am just kidding. 
We Satanists are allowed humor.”

Jack felt the tingling of goose bumps forming on his arms and scalp.

DESCRIPTION
When his pro football career fails, Jackson Walker returns to his home in southwest 

Florida to sort out his life. He lands an internship with Republican state senator James 
Hunter, whose Clean Water Bill puts him at odds with influential members of The 
Brotherhood of Set, a Satanic cult. They have deep roots in Florida, and are led by the 
sinister Henrietta LePley.

After Walker begins a relationship with a member of the Brotherhood, he is 
framed for the horrific killing of two elderly people. To clear his name, Jackson turns 
to his Seminole family to evade the police and a particularly nasty bunch of malevolent 
characters who specialize in the disposal of dead bodies. The Everglades provides an 
ancient and frightening setting for the unfolding action that will prove whether Jackson 
Walker will pull himself free from the dark evil that lurks there.

KEY SELLING POINTS  
• Offers an accessible and plausible depiction of satanists and Devil worship 
• Uses an NFL pro as the main character
• A rye account of Southern politics
• Uses the Everglades as part of the setting

AUDIENCE
• Readers who love a dash of horror
• Readers who like a fast-paced, action-packed thriller 
• Readers who have a keen interest in southwest Florida and the Everglades 
• People with an interest in the occult and the paranormal. 
• Fans who enjoyed The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo.
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in historic Niagara-on-the-Lake, voted the prettiest town in 
Canada. Christopher is the owner of a successful Real Estate 
Brokerage, Niagara-on-the-Lake Realty. He has a bachelor of 
arts from Brock University and is a lover of fine wine, sport and a 
story that takes you away. Christopher has a second residence 
in southwest Florida where he has spent a good part of his life 

since childhood. Southwest Florida is the backdrop for his first novel, Devil in the Grass.
Christopher is currently working on a sequel to Devil in the Grass, a thriller called The 
Senator. Jackson Walker returns to find himself in another paranormal mix up as he 
attempts to run for the Florida State Senate. Is the Church of Set seeking to derail his bid, 
or is it new and if possible, more dastardly entity?
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1

P U R G A T O R Y

JACK THANKED THE STOCKY Seminole woman with a nod as she handed him his 
coffee in a tin can. She had been sent by his grandfather to look after him while he was 
in hiding. The can burned the tips of his fingers as he held it gingerly. No coffee cups? 
He reminded himself this was a hunt camp in the middle of nowhere. He stirred in some 
sugar and watched the woman as she left through a tattered drape that half-covered the 
only doorway. The room contained nothing more than a cot, a table, and two chairs. The 
plank-board floors and walls were a collage of warped paneling and narrow horizontal 
logs. The room smelled musty, with a slight undertone of rotting wood. The lone window 
looked out over the grass plain and wetlands of the Big Cyprus Swamp. A rusty piece of 
bug screen attached to the frame was covered with duct tape. The hot breeze did little to 
change the oppressive, stifling heat pressing down on Jack’s already sagging shoulders.

Jack took a sip of the strong coffee, careful not to burn his lips on the hot tin. He 
set the drink down on the table and leaned forward, running his hands through his 
sweat-drenched hair, his mind churning. He’d become a shell of the man he had once 
been. Perhaps it was the fact that he was sober, or perhaps it was the reality of his dire 
situation, that allowed him to lay a finger on the truth for the first time in years. He 
breathed a heavy sigh. His mother’s death during his senior year in college had hit him 
harder than he’d been willing to admit. He blamed himself in part, and had a hard time 
dealing with his guilt. He’d buried his emotions, trying his best to be the strong guy. But 
then he’d cracked. His fall from grace had been steady, including substance abuse and 
the demise of his professional football career. He’d allowed himself to slide into despair, 
to the point where he felt he didn’t know himself anymore.
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Jack stared at the ceiling, slowly shaking his head. He remembered idolizing great 
football players like Joe Montana and John Elway when he was a teenager, trying 
to emulate the way they played the game. He appreciated their skill, but it was the 
fearlessness with which they marched onto the field that had mattered to him; they 
seemed oblivious to the adversities they faced and allowed their abilities to produce 
great results, unhindered by doubt. Jack worked hard to exhibit many of the same 
characteristics during his high school football days, and then later at the University of 
Florida. He’d grown into a person that his teammates looked up to, the one who didn’t 
back down. He was a gamer. 

Jack had fallen a long way from that standard these past few years. He didn’t blame 
anyone. He’d become soft and apathetic. He’d made a half-assed attempt to clean himself 
up after hitting what he thought was rock bottom. He realized now that he had never 
dealt with the root of his problems, he’d only masked the symptoms.

The magnitude of his situation and the possible consequences hit him like a slap to 
the forehead. He picked up the Naples Daily News, which lay at his feet. It was the third 
time he’d read the front page since waking an hour earlier. His picture was prominently 
displayed with the headline beneath it:

CULT LEADER SLAYS TWO IN CLEWISTON

A Fort Myers man in his mid-twenties is the subject of a massive manhunt 
in connection with the slaying of a man and woman in the small town of 
Clewiston, near Lake Okeechobee Tuesday night. The suspect, Jackson Walker, 
is described as 6-foot-2, with dark hair and athletic build. He was last seen in 
LaBelle, east of Fort Myers.

Walker, a local football star, played three years for the University of Florida 
Gators. Walker was later drafted by the Cincinnati Bengals and played three 
years in their system. He currently works as an intern for Sen. James Hunter.

Walker is believed to be connected with a local Satanic cult called The 
Brotherhood of Set, based in South Florida. Not much is known about the cult, 
or whether it is associated with other Satanic sects within the country.

Details and names of the deceased are being withheld pending further 
investigation. Anyone with information or knowledge of his whereabouts 
should call the Lee County Sheriff’s hotline. Walker is considered armed and 
dangerous.

Jack threw the paper into the far corner of the room. “Fuckin’ hell! . . . Cult leader, 
armed and dangerous? Come on.” He shook his head. Jack possessed nothing more 
than the clothes on his back and a little cash in his wallet. Reading the newspaper again 
infuriated him.

The Naples Daily was a small rag, but by now his story could be on WINK news, 
maybe even Fox TV, his history dissected and the media hounding anyone closely 
associated with him. He shook his head once again. This doesn’t look good. He stood 
up and paced the small room. He was not a devil worshiper, nor was he a cult leader; he 
needed to prove his accusers wrong.
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Prologue

Ashley glanced at her watch. “We have time. Let’s drive on.”
Najid looked at his bride, his beautiful American, her face flushed with 

excitement. He smirked. “You could get yourself in trouble again. But some 
people never learn.”

“Yeah, but it’s fun being together, and I feel very safe with you after all we have been 
through . . . and survived.”

Winding along the contours of the hillside near Bethlehem in their rented car, the 
evergreen forest of the Cremisan Monastery reminded Ashley of the Pacific Northwest 
near Seattle; the fresh smell of the trees along the drive up toward Mount Rainer. Below 
Bethlehem lay the open orchard of olive trees, and above as well as across the valley, 
the large white buildings shining in the sun surrounded by a high wall—the Israeli 
settlements. They suddenly broke out into the open and saw an Israeli Jeep parked 
halfway across the gravel road. The soldiers inside signaled Najid to stop.

“We Palestinians call them flying checkpoints,” Nijad said to Ashley. “Why would 
they put one here on this back road leading to Walega Village, or what is left of it?”

One young private jumped out and approached the car carrying his automatic rifle. 
“Let me see your passports.” He appeared to be no more than eighteen years old.

Najid, rolling down his car window, looked to Ashley for her passport as he dug into 
his own pocket for his Israeli ID. 

“Do you live here?” Nijad asked. 
The soldier jerked upright with a puzzled look on his face. He seemed to stumble for 

words. So Najid asked the same question in Hebrew.
He glared at Najid. “I’ll ask the questions.”
Najid laughed, but continued in Hebrew. “I thought we were in Area A in Palestine. 

So why are you here demanding to see my ID from my own country? We Israelis have no 
legal jurisdiction here?”
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The young soldier signaled the Jeep, and another IDF colleague with an automatic 
rifle approached as Najid handed the documents out the window. They waited while the 
two Israeli Defense Force guards conversed away from the car, scanning them. Ashley 
asked Najid what this was all about.

“I’m not sure, but we’ll find out.” 
Najid looked around, hearing the clank of Israeli bulldozer treads. They had a new 

highway nearly completed. He could see the concrete foundation along the wide, new 
roadbed for the partially completed six-meter concrete wall in the distance. 

“Should we just turn around?” Ashley asked, her shoulders and hands raised. “We 
don’t have to go on to Walega.” 

Najid heard a hint of fear in her voice. At that moment, the second soldier approached. 
“Where are you going?” he asked in Hebrew.
“To Walega Village.”
“Walega doesn’t exist.”
“I know. It did until you people destroyed and buried it. We’d at least like to see the 

view over the valley to the west. We have to be back in Bethlehem soon.”
“You’re an Israeli Arab citizen. Why are you here with an American woman? What 

is your purpose?”
“She’s my wife. We have every right to travel freely in both lands. And in a democracy 

like ours in Israel, we expect to be treated well. I respect your doing what you are ordered 
to do because you are a soldier in a chain of command. So please respect us and return 
our papers. We will complete our trip, turn around, and return shortly.”

They sat and waited in the car for ten minutes while the second soldier spoke on his 
telephone.

“What’s happening, Najid. It’s hard just sitting here, not knowing what they are 
planning to do.” 

“These kids don’t know what they are supposed to do with us, so they call their 
superior. And we wait. We have no other choice. I have learned over several years, you 
have no other options because they with their guns have the power. Occasionally they 
use them. This is just a part of living under military occupation.”

“I guess freedom is selective here,” Ashley remarked, shaking her head. “If you are 
one of those Israeli settlers up there at the top of the hill, you probably have it.”

“You’re right—oh, here come the soldiers.”
Three of them approached the open window ordering Najid to step out of the car.
“We have done nothing wrong. Please return our papers.” Speaking in Hebrew with 

his hand outstretched through the open window, Najid didn’t move.
The older-looking guard jerked the car door open, grabbed Najid, and threw him to 

the ground. “You’ll do as we say.” He raised his rifle at the now prostrate Palestinian as 
Ashley screamed and bolted out of the car. A second soldier blocked her from coming 
close to Najid as the first one struck Najid hard with his rifle butt. Najid lay gasping for 
breath, covering his chest with his hands. Ashley pushed the young guard aside to kneel 
by the man she loved. 
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C h a p t e r  1

The intermittent rumble as waves crashed on the Mazatlan beach put Ashley 
Wells Haddad to sleep but not for long. Najid, her new husband, awakened to 
her shouts of “No, no, you can’t do that” and her fists striking out and hitting 

him. Their honeymoon had been idyllic up to that point, high up in their Mexican-beach 
hotel room overlooking the crashing sea and crimson clouds at day’s end. They both 
loved the sea smells, a treat for in-landers. 

As he put his arms around her, she turned toward him, her long, blond hair following. 
He kissed her in a silent embrace. What caused this sudden outburst? It wasn’t the calm 
Ashley he knew so well over the past two years. His mind raced wondering how one’s 
brain processed at night the events of the day. The images could often seem so real. He 
didn’t want Ashley to worry about their future. Perhaps the traumas of the past still 
bubbled beneath her conscious mind. 

“What’s going on, my love? Dreaming about getting injured in the bombing, or 
kidnapped in Jerusalem?”

“No, no.” She sighed. “I’m just so glad it was only a dream.”
So what was bothering her? The wedding in Oklahoma City went so well. Ashley’s 

mom and dad couldn’t have been more affirming. His parents had come from far away 
in Israel, and even the senator from Oklahoma attended the reception. 

Ashley’s breathing slowed as he felt her relax. He squeezed her arm wrapped around 
his shoulder, listening to the calming waves. A silver light streamed in the window from 
the moon’s reflection on the Pacific Ocean. She kissed his cheek. Her hair smelled of 
some fragrant flower he couldn’t identify. He could lie here with Ashley forever. 

“I’m sorry, Najid. I woke you up. I didn’t realize that I hit you.”
“No problem. I was beaten once in an Israeli jail a lot worse than that.”
Ashley chuckled, but quickly became serious. “You’re holding out on me. I’ve never 

heard that story.”
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TIME ZONES AND LEADERSHIP

Men are qualified for civil liberty in exact proportion to their disposition 
to put moral chains upon their own appetites… Society cannot exist unless 
a controlling power upon will and appetite be placed somewhere, and the 
less of it there is within, the more there must be without. It is ordained in 
the eternal constitution of things that men of intemperate minds cannot 
be free. Their passions forge their fetters.

Irish-born philosopher Edmund Burke

I remember the winter of 1985 as especially harsh, the kind of chill that you don’t 
forget. Washington’s damp and penetrating cold is like that.

I had flown to Washington on a gray December day from St. Louis to meet with the 
Secretary of Commerce in President Reagan’s Administration, Malcolm Baldrige. His 
office was warm—the Secretary had an employee that kept the fireplace well stoked.

I was meeting with Secretary Baldrige about a job. The White House had told 
Baldrige that President Reagan was prepared to nominate me to head the National 
Telecommunications and Information Administration, a job in the Commerce 
Department, if he approved.

Baldrige, whose nickname was Mac, was in his mid-60s, tall, lean and thoroughly 
plainspoken. His sister, Letitia, who had been Jacqueline Kennedy’s social secretary, 
wrote books on etiquette. Mac didn’t read them.

Mac, whose body was somewhat bent, was often more cowboy than Cabinet secretary. 
His hobby was calf-roping and he was still entering rodeos at age sixty-four. 

It was said that Mac would only take a call on the first try from the president and “any 
cowboy.” This folklore about the man behind the big desk turned out to be instructive.

I had entered Mac’s office with at least a slight trepidation. Prospects were quickly 
giving way to realities and, for me, selling a broadcast business I had started in 1978 and 
moving to Washington would be a wrenching change. My first 45 years had been in small 
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towns and cities in Missouri where, by contrast, ambitions were more modest, power-
based cleavages fewer and accomplishments often understated.

• • •

I grew up being told, and then believing, that America was exceptional. It had helped 
transform Harry S. Truman from a machine politician in Kansas City, Missouri, into 
an international leader. Then, Dwight David Eisenhower came home after leading the 
Allied Forces in World War II to serve two terms as President. His leadership talents and 
caliber were not in doubt.

My formative years were enriched by stories of Truman, a home state president, and 
Eisenhower. They, responding to a deeper set of values, led America in peacekeeping 
while providing international assistance to the people ravaged by war.

And my parents made sure I attended Sunday School, where sin and the possibility 
of redemption were featured.

At the earliest cognitive moment in my life, I became familiar with my Dad’s necessary 
service—fighting Fascism on foreign shores. Dad had joined virtually all males of his 
generation and fought in the Asian Theater in World War II. He served as an enlisted 
man.

Dad’s generation then built an extraordinary engine of prosperity. The economic 
engine mostly produced goods and services that improved lives. Most people had to work 
hard to satisfy needs and consumer credit was not yet flowing. Mom and Dad saved and 
saved and saved, and finally built a house. True discretionary spending was a modest 
part of the economy; savings were more notable.

By the time I started down my professional path, I was certainly academically and 
religiously familiar with human weakness. As a student at Westminster College in Fulton, 
Missouri, I had studied political science, history and philosophy. As a law student at the 
University of Missouri, I had looked at several centuries of case studies detailing man’s 
inhumanity and the court’s reaction. 

But by the time I finished law school in 1964, America was at a new beginning. It 
was on a trajectory that in many ways was far different both culturally and economically 
from my first two decades. 

As I look back now, the early narratives in my life were about character. World War 
II and America’s leadership in helping to rebuild war-torn countries provided dramatic 
lessons of character. The end of all my father and mother’s stories and admonitions 
was about character. And the narratives of the popular culture in the 1950s and 60s 
were mostly not at war with the upstream influences in my life—the influences that 
flowed from family, teachers and the church. There were cultural tensions—rock and 
roll supplied the primary irritant—but the cleavages were much less pronounced.

• • •

I was no longer young—or impressionable—when I arrived at Secretary Baldrige’s 
office. An abrupt change in my attitudes or approaches was not going to happen.

Baldrige occupied a gymnasium-sized office that featured old-school elegance and 
was decidedly male in adornments. 
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