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Preface

Who am I? In my opinion, a spiritual bum, a fallen soul, a broken man with only long forgotten memories to tell; yet I still exist. Why? I guess our Lord has something to do with it. 

1966. the year my mother gave birth to a six-pound bundle of joy. A boy destined for greatness, a boy with promise. So, what transpired? I came into this world with nothing, and now at a ripe old age, will leave with nothing. How did this event come to be, and what was it all for?

I became saved or as some would say “found the Lord” looking through a spacious window out into the garden, in Pretoria South Africa. I thought there would be lightning, and thundering, as the skies opened up, but it was an unexpected easiness. A calm before the storm. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and a gentle breeze whispered into my ears. I was hoping for something like the resurrection, but peace, and love is all that I witnessed. Since that moment, I have journeyed through the darkness of the night, to the loneliness of the day, to arrive at this point, and along the way I have found a purpose. Over the years throughout all the trials, and tribulations I have come to embrace the art of loneliness, and solitude that harden my senses to endure. Nobody to love, or to be loved by, to reach this moment. I have arrived to the conclusion that God desires us to be more in this life; to hang on that edge of eternity, with a smile, and a plan. Knowing he’s always there to rescue us, and set us free. I feel like my spiritual life has been one giant hitchhiking journey through uncharted lands with danger at every step. This is my incredible movie. A man must believe in a life after, and I know there is a God. I guess there is a time to live, and a time to die. Let’s hope it was not all in vain. 

I dedicate this piece to my Lord, and Savior Jesus Christ, for without him I truly was a lost sheep amongst wolves.
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Charles 
The old tin horn whistled its final blast, and another week of monotonous factory work ended. Tired, and listless faces began to file out of there prescribed stations, and onto the busy decrepit street. A broken weathered iron bench with a sad man stared at me as I passed the local bar with my week’s pay, and turned the corner to get to the bus station, and then home. 
The bus station was empty, and finding a place on the bench was not difficult. Within a few minutes the bench began to fill up, and the local gossip began to flow. I sat there in silence thinking about my weekend, when the two plum, but attractive women next to me mentioned the odd- looking man on the old bench outside the factory. 
“Well, did you see that poor wretched soul sitting all by himself on that horrible, rotten bench.”
 I did, and what was in that beautiful coloured ribboned box”?
“It was from that fancy Italian shop down street, the one with all the delicious cakes in the window.”
“Do you know that gentleman”?
“I think he works in the factory, at least I see him walking out from time to time right before the whistle blows.” 
“Poor guy “ 
“Yes, poor guy, but such is life “ 
The two women stared briefly at me, wondering if I had been listening onto their conversation and then turned around, eyes rolling   towards the grey sky. They continued to engage in other topics about those less fortunate than themselves. 
I looked down onto the dirty sidewalk, and fixated on a candy wrapper, thinking of that poor lonely man. The bus was coming up fast, and then made an awkward stop with the brakes squeaking in front of our station. Everyone stepped back in confusion, and then began to board quite fashionably. I was the last to get up, but hesitated, and looked towards the direction of the factory even though I couldn’t see it, because of the buildings in between, and started to pray. The bus driver gave a last holler to board, and I just stared up at him with a blank face, he smiled closed the door, as if he already knew my thoughts, and then began to drive off. I could see all the other curious passengers looking down at me in bewilderment. 
The grey clouds up above began to give up there lots, and tiny droplets began to splatter the concrete canvas below. I started to run quickly in hopes to catch this creature, and unravel the mystery behind his existence which the whole world showed interest. I turned the corner, and up two blocks I vaguely spied his outline. l slowed my pace, as not to be out of breath nor startle this oddity when I approached. The closer I got, the more nervous I became to the point I started to sweat. I could now make out his appearance, he was hunched down, medium built, hair black, thin, an army jacket with worn pants, his hands clutching a small box. I slowly walked up to him, and gave a brief greeting with a pursed smile, and no response. I stood in uncomfortable silence wondering if I had over stepped my emotions. I was about to turn around, and head off home, when he looked up with sad, and confused eyes. He stared at me, as if I was his only hope, and with a distorted apathetic smile he returned the greeting.
“Hello “
I stood there for a long moment wondering what to, and a jumble of half words, and broken sentences echoed against the walls of my brain. Finally, I began to gather my cohesive thoughts, and without hesitation blurted out a mass of information. 
“Hello, I am Charles, I work at the factory, been there about five years, and live in Hillside the town next over. I missed my bus, and needed to kill time, so I came back here to get a drink.” 
What a fool I sounded like, this poor wretch must think I am a nut job, and looking to flee to a safer bench. 
I never seen you before, I mean not you or anyone sitting on this bench.”
The stranger cautiously scraped his shoe against the pavement, looked straight ahead, smiled again, and began to talk.
“My name is Paul, and I see you every day coming, and going to work; my work is also in the factory. I work in the maintenance department, and today is my birthday. Believe it or not, but you are the first person today to greet me.”
I stood there in silence, not knowing what to say, and how to say it. I took a minute to gather my listless thoughts, and said the only thing worth saying.
“Well then Paul, Happy Birthday, would you like to go celebrate your special day.” 
Paul looked up at me, then down at the ground, and finally nodded in agreement. He gently rose up, brushed back his thinning hair, pulled his faded jacket down, and started to walk east towards the park. 
The park was beautiful, and in bloom with every conceivable flower, with a menagerie of birds singing their notes. The rain had stopped, and the sun began to poke through the angelic clouds. I noticed a cafe across the street, and asked Paul if he would like a coffee, and something to celebrate his birthday with, and he replied yes with just a black coffee. He stated that his birthday sweet was in the nicely wrapped gift box clutched under his arm, and wanted to share it with me. I said fantastic, and walked over to the cafe, and ordered two large black coffees. I thanked the barista, grabbed the coffees, and headed over to where Paul was sitting. 
The green iron wooded bench was nicely placed between two cherry trees in full bloom, and in front of a small babbling creek. I sat down next to Paul, and handed him a coffee, and he preceded to unwrap the colourful box.  He lifted up the top, reached in, and gently pulled out a large slice of German chocolate cake.  What an amazing surprise, and its creator should have been awarded cake designer of the territory. Paul took out a small knife, and cut the cake into two pieces, handed me one, stuck a small candle in his piece. He pulled out an old box of matches, struck one, and lit the candle. An awkward moment of silence ensued, as the flame grew in strength. I then decided to stand up, and sing “For he is a jolly good fella.” Paul looked up, smiled, and a small tear rolled down his red cheek. He looked relieved, and saddened at the same time. I sat back down, and put my hand out to congratulate him on his special day.  I asked what birthday it was, and if he had any special wishes. Paul, now looking away had many tears flowing from his eyes, he wiped them off with his jacket sleeve, and shook my hand. He leaned back, and began to tell me his story, and I listened tentatively. 
“Charles, before you stopped to say hello to me today, I was preparing to end my life, the loneliness was getting to be too much. I lost my mother last year, I am divorced, no friends, and have no other family left. That factory that you, and I work at is no better. Twenty years of service, and I was let go today, and not one person said goodbye, or even shook my hand to say thank you. You see Charles, there is only so much a man can take, before he decides to quit life, and unfortunately that time was today, until you said hello. I am not a religious man, even though I was raised in the church as a young man, but I wanted to give up at this moment. I picked that bench out, because it looked broken like me, and I sat there praying to God for help, or some kind of answer to my pain. I sat there for over an hour, and realized that God showed no interest as well. I walked a block down to that fancy Italian bakery, and bought my favorite piece of cake, and came back to this bench to say goodbye. The funny thing is, I was caught off guard when you said hello. My sarcastic smile was just that, my prayer was heard, and it took me by surprise. I knew then God was listening, and he felt I was worth living for in this world; my smile was contemptuous towards my unbelief. God has a plan for us through all of this nonsense, and there is hope. So, you see Charles, God brought you here today to save a brother.” 
I stared out onto the vast horizon, wondering why I never saw Paul ever at the factory, or on that bench. Why today, end of work week, beginning of weekend, and that conversation between those two women at the bus station. None of these events would have brought me to this point, but all together they gathered up a mission. A mission from God indeed. What now, do I tell Paul how I have pretty much walked away from God, how I immersed myself into the things of this world, and I really had no interest walking back myself to check on him. I did it unwittingly, or out of some morbid curiosity. Like finding out his story, and enjoying his suffering, and being glad I was better off, and not in his predicament. No, I couldn’t say those horrible, and selfish things, but what I did say to Paul was what Gods plan was for him, and I today, and the days that would follow. 
 Paul my new dear friend today is the beginning of a new friendship, and a new walk with our Lord. Starting tomorrow, I will meet you right here on this same old bench with the Saturday edition of the “Huntington Post,” and start finding you a new job, and then we are going to make a plan to find a good local church, and a men’s bible study.
“How does that sound “ 
“That sounds like a good plan for sure “ 
“Charles “ 
“Yes Paul “ 
Paul slid over, shook my hand, and gave me a big brotherly hug. He then picked up his box, rose, and motioned me to follow him. I got up looked around, and followed him down the nicely manicured side walk in the direction of the local town market. 
When we arrived, he went into a flower shop, and after a few minutes came out with a bouquet of wild flowers. He walked past me as if I was to follow. Several blocks later we came upon an old archaic bridge, and walked right up to the middle, and looked down into the deep dark waters below. 
Paul told me his mother’s name was Rosa, and she was from Austria, and this was her favorite spot each day to come, and be with God.  Paul asked me to pray, even though I haven’t said a prayer in ages, and really didn’t know what to say, or understand this new relationship God dumped on me. I took a deep breath, asked God for mercy, and began to belt out words, that even I didn’t understand. 
“Dear Heavenly Father, I would like to thank you for this opportunity, and new found Christian brother to give thanks, and praise for this gathering. I would like to pray for blessing for Paul for the understanding of the loss of his beautiful mother, and to ease the pain of that loss, and use it to glorify you. Father, please show Paul your will you have for his life, and guide him through all of trials, and tribulations. Amen “ 
Paul threw the flowers into the river, briefly stared as they floated away, turned to shake my hand, and thank me.  He smiled, and wished me well. We both parted our ways, and agreed to catch up tomorrow on that park bench to begin our new spiritual endeavor. 
The day was slowly giving way to the night as I approached the bus station, and my ticket home. I sat there on that cold metal bench thinking of what had transpired. The thoughts kept racing in, and out of my head. I couldn’t understand all the variables, but I was glad of the outcome. A man didn’t die today, but found life, and a new beginning. 
The empty bus approached, and I got on, and found a seat in the back, and gazed out the dirty window, thinking of Paul. The ride was long which gave me time to analyze my indebted thoughts, and figure out a plan. I wondered how he was doing, and if his birthday finally meant something. Was he sitting alone peering out a dirty window or was he laughing, and enjoying a cold beer. I guess I will never know. The bus driver woke me up from a deep sleep, I had missed my stop a while back, and came to the end of the line.   I was tired, and couldn’t wait to get home. The bus driver dropped me off at another line so I could finally get home and prepare for my weekend. 
I would like to say that this was the story, and the ending was glorious, but with all good intentions come the excuses. I never did miss my bus, and I never went back to see about that stranger on that dilapidated bench outside the factory. I went home, and enjoyed a restful weekend with plenty of sunshine, friends, and good food. 
When I arrived at work on Monday morning, the conversation was all over the factory floor of a man named Peter who took his life over the weekend. Apparently, he was a longtime employee, and lived alone. He didn’t have any friends, nor did anyone know much about him. He was quiet, kept to himself, and worked in the accounting office.  Incidentally, it was his birthday, and he was that same sad man on that old broken bench that I passed Friday afternoon. 
I went into the office bathroom, and wept, not only because of the death of this poor man, but rather for the failure as a Christian. I was given an assignment, and I pushed it under the rug. Thought only of myself, and my own selfish needs. Our Lord always gives us countless opportunities to glorify him, but it’s up to us to take them, and run with it. Unless we understand his words, we will never be complete, and always looking for answers to questions that never make sense. I went back to work, and continued my life, but this time with a purpose
Henry

The day started out promising here in Southern California, sunny, warm, and beautiful, and everything was in bloom. I got dressed, and headed out downtown in my new Porsche to my favorite specialty grocery store. I was having a dinner party that evening, and needed a few items to complete the menu. The traffic was light, and uneventful, until this jerk in a beat up old red van pulled out in front of me from the adjacent lane and nearly ruined my whole day. I quickly drove up next to him, and gestured with my middle finger, and abusively gestured silently behind my glass window asshole get a license, and a nicer vehicle.  The burly disheveled man half smiled, and raised his hand up in an apocalyptic manner. I saw a small mousy looking woman in the passenger side, and two small sad looking children in the back. I passed them, and thought to myself, what a pathetic lot, and people like that, should just quit life. 

I arrived at “Barton’s Specialty Foods,” parked my German baby in a safe zone, and entered paradise. The store owner smiled when he saw me, and knew the dollars would flow. I was like a kid in a candy store, buying things, I didn’t even need, and soon my carriage was full with all kinds of delicious imported goodies. I even met a beautiful blond bombshell, and scored a date for the upcoming weekend. Life was fantastic, and I deserved every bit of it; at least that’s what I thought then.
The store was airy, spacious, with nice aromas, and plenty of big windows that allowed the natural light to decorate the surroundings. I turned the corner, and briskly wheeled my carriage into a checkout lane. I was about two customers back when I noticed a little commotion at the register. A tall young, and well- mannered cashier was politely trying to tell the unkempt irate woman with her two kids that they don’t take welfare cards. 
“This is a very high -end market, and that’s just the way life is”
She was emotionally upset, and her two young kids stood there in silence not knowing what was happening. She continued to get vociferous as the other shoppers stared in disbelief.
“What do mean, you don’t take food credits, it’s only food for my poor children” 
The poor clerk didn’t know what to do, he actually felt bad for them, but rules are rules.
“Look ma’am, those are the rules. I am sorry; cash, or credit card, and that’s final.” 
The woman was tearing up, and her two kids were visibly upset, and the horrible part was that none of the wealthy, feed Africa types stood up to offer assistance. I was a few customers back when, and I even balked, but thought, not my problem. They should have planned better for life, and maybe not have procreated. How about a job, and take a bath once in a while. I was getting a little disgusted, and let them have it good, and proper. 
“Why don’t you leave, and take your spawn with you, the cashier told you their policy several times already. Pick up your purse, take your kids, and go. Get a job, put on a dress, comb your hair, and get a life. 
She grabbed her bag, her daughter by the hand, and yelled at the boy to follow. The boy stood there for a second, then looked up at me for a long moment in silence, and slowly turned away with his head down. I watched them exit the store, and get into a beat up old red van that was parked out front. Looking closely at that old red van, and then that burly driver, instantly my memory became clear, and it was most definitely the same people who cut me off earlier. I smiled, and laughed out loud, while the other patrons smirked. Well then, life does have its way of getting even. How those words would come back to haunt me later on in life.
I left the store, headed home, thinking about what happened at the market. I didn’t feel bad, just sorry that God allowed those creatures to exist, and steal the oxygen from other pillars of society. Remember, I went to school, graduated from business school, held a job as an investor, and gave back to society as a consumer. Why should I be subject to this kind of social pressure, they really need to all be put on an island or giant city in the middle of nowhere. Life is all too short for moments like this. Well, I arrived home, prepared for my elegant party, and enjoyed a wonderful evening with friends. My world was fantastic, and nothing was going to ruin it. 
Like I said earlier, life is really a riddle indeed, and filled with surprises. The story does not end here, but rather years later under an overpass during a violent thunder storm. A time that decided how I was going to write the ending of my days. How it became to be that day in the market changed my life forever. 
That Monday morning, after a weekend of friends, love, drink, and good laughs, I was shaving, watching the local news, and getting ready for the office, with a killer new heavy investor. A story popped up of a robbery on Sunday, and a police chase only a few blocks from my condo. Intrigued, I kept watching, and saw that same red van all crumbled up against a tree, and the area covered in police, ambulances, and reporters. I kept listening, and the report was a man tried to rob, a convenient store of only food, and used a knife. A police cruiser was nearby, and gave chase. The van crashed killing the driver, and a woman in the front seat. Two young children were in the back seat with their pet dog. One child is listed in critical condition while the other passed, including the dog. An investigation is in order, pertaining to the high- speed chase, and robbery. 
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, and immediately called the police, and gave a written testimony of my experience with the couple that day. The police thanked me, and I went back to work, unfortunately I missed my meeting, and lost that client. I really didn’t care, for I felt horrible about the tragic event. The questions kept racing through my mind.” What if you helped those people, gave them your time, some money, gas, and food,” and maybe they would all be alive. My friends told me to stop thinking so much, and played it off as no big deal. Not me; that night I couldn’t sleep, and cried my eyes out, not because of God, because I didn’t believe in a higher power, but rather for being an irresponsible human. 
The next morning, I skipped work, and went to the St Peter’s General Hospital where the remaining child was registered. The nurses told me, he wasn’t expected to live, but allowed me to go in after telling them my story. I asked to go to the gift store first, to get the young boy something to have in his last days. I looked around, and found a stuffed dog, a card, and a dusty bible that kept taunting me to pick up. I wasn’t going to be fooled, but for some reason unbeknownst to me it was in my basket at checkout; very strange. I went back up to his room, and sat by his side, and could hear him still breathing; very labored breaths. There were so many tubes hooked up to him directed to various monitors. I looked up at the ceiling, and then gingerly put the stuffed doggie next to him. I stared at him for a long time, and the tears started to fall from my eyes. Why am I here? I didn’t do this.” No, but you didn’t prevent it”, were the words that I heard in my head. The Bible stood there on the bedside table, and for some reason I picked it up, and rifled through a bunch of pages until I came to a passage. Mind you I never held a bible in my hand let alone read from one. Jeremiah 33.6 “Behold, I will restore you to health, and healing, and I will heal them, and reveal to them abundance of prosperity, and security” I closed the book, held it tightly in my hands, and began to pray. 
“Whoever you are please hear my prayer, I am not understanding why, but feel the urge to pray for this boy. I was told once that you will hear those that call out to you, but I am not sure with me. So, I pray that you please heal this young boy, and allow me to help in some way, and please give him peace. Amen “ 

I put the book by the table, and the card next to it with the words inscribed.
“Dear young man, I am so sorry for your losses today, and hope you come to understand the why, and allow this event to propel you into forgiveness, and bless others. I signed it, and gave one last look and left the room for good.” 
Out in the lobby, I met the Doctors, and nurses, and explained to them, how I came to know the family. They sat there, and stared at me in shock, but held no animosity only apathy. I was able to get a name out of them, and the little boys name was Henry Keogh, and asked for permission to call for updates. I gave them my name, number as well, and left this place of sadnesses. 
Henry came out of his coma, and started to heal nicely. I was told he loved the doggie. He was discharged from the hospital, and sent to a foster home to be adopted; he was without any living relatives. The hospital would not tell me any more out of insurance reasons. I did manage to set up a trust fund for him with an invest account as well for when he turns eighteen. I figure that’s what the voice was saying to me. That was the last I heard from Henry, so I thought. Life has a funny way of showing you the truth when lies are in its mist.
 I will call this last part the life after little Henry. 
Life went bad soon after, or that’s how I perceived it at the time. The market crashed, and my investments dried up, and with it my clients. I filed bankruptcy, and sold what I could, then left town on a bus. I picked some random place on the map to start over, and ended up hundreds of miles away in another booming city, so I thought. I had very little to start with, but I managed to find a cheap rent, and another job working for a painting company. I didn’t have many friends, but I did find solace at a local Baptist church, only a few blocks from my apartment. Life wasn’t perfect, it was downright awful. I had nothing left, but memories of a different world, that somehow collided with another unknown force, that deposited me onto this strange place. 
Like I said before, I did manage to attend, and be part of a local church I wasn’t quite saved but getting closer. The Pastor helped me to heal slowly, and to forgive myself. I was a laborer now, with very little money, and living in an apartment the size of my old condo bedroom. The fact was, I was starting to be humbled. Just when things were starting to change for the better, I lost my job, and then the pastor of our church died, and soon I was kicked out of my apartment. I found myself once again at the bottom of the barrel, and this time, only death was lower. 
Months of wandering around the streets, abandon apartments, shelters, and improvised camps on the side of the road, with little food, I found myself at the end of the line. What little money that I was able to panhandle, I tried to keep at least somewhat clean, and semi drunk. The cheap wine, and cigarettes took the edge off, and reality didn’t seem so horrible. I started to journal my life in the hopes of helping others out in case of my death on the streets. A sort of street survival guide. My faith was still based on milk, and my bitterness seemed to control my mind. I was angry at God, and I kept going back to the “Book of Job” for answers to my predicament. My faith was definitely precarious, but I still believed in some form. What I didn’t understand was the why? 
The day started off rainy, then the thunderstorms fell in, and it was a mess. I was cold, wet, and really hungry. I needed to find a better shelter. My make shift tent collapsed with all the water. I grabbed what little soggy possessions I had, put a garbage bag over my soaked body, and headed towards the highway underpass. The journey took about an hour through woods, across stream, and dangerous side roads, and streets. I finally arrived, and the rain was more vicious than earlier. I sat down on a log next to the road next to a pile of garbage. I was in bad shape, my teeth hurt, my stomach growled, and I had a small fever. The good news was, I was now at last sheltered from the rain, and I could start to dry off, and take stock in my situation. 
I quickly took out my small light, and scanned the underpass, for it was getting dark. I found a small area up under the bridge, and went to explore. It went under the bridge, and was a semi large space to camp, have a fire, and be hidden from the road. I was shivering, and needed to get warm. I found some dry wood, and pulled out some tinder, and soon a nice fire was roaring. I dug around in my bag, and found my cup, water bottle, a tea bag, and a candy bar. I wrapped myself up, and enjoyed these delicious treats. I pulled out a nip of schnapps, and soon was fast asleep, dreaming of a better life. 
The morning arrived with birds singing, sunshine, and spring warmth. My fever passed, and I slowly got up, and dusted off my aching body. The fire was completely out, so I grabbed my bag, and slid down the embankment. Cars went passing by, and I needed money for food. I looked around, and found a piece of cardboard, and scratched around for a marker that I had saved for occasions like the one now. I wrote out,” Homeless, broke, and seriously hungry.” I pulled an old rotten log up, and sat with my sign, and waited for a miracle. This wasn’t a good place for cars to stop, but if God is real, then anything is possible. After an hour of frustration, a fancy car slowly pulled by, and then stopped, came back, turned around, and stopped in front of me. This wasn’t any ordinary stop, car, nor benefactor. 
The passenger window slowly came down, and a man well dressed with a charming demeanor, and began to ask me my needs. 
“Good morning, what can I help you with on this fine day “? 
I looked at his car, nice clothes, and decided to go big. 
“Good morning to you. I am really hungry, and need about fifty dollars for some food, and a room for the night, to wash up. 
The young man looked at me, and said hop in, and I will take you to breakfast. I said, forget the money, food will be fine, but I am in no condition to be in a public place, and hope you understand. He said in that charming voice to get in, and he will take me somewhere to get cleaned up. I looked at that beautiful smile, and opened the door. Not realizing it, but this opened door was a passage to a new life glorifying “Our Lord Jesus” 
I could spend a life time telling you the ending, but I will sum everything up in short detail. That young man was “Henry “the boy that survived the accident, and the young man that stared deeply at me in the grocery line. Henry told me when he woke up, and saw the stuffed doggie, that looked like his beloved Jack Russel “Mighty “, and remembered the prayer I prayed over him that morning. He also said that when he was staring at me that God was telling him that your mission one day would be to save this man. Henry continued to go on, about being it that coma, and seeing me under a bridge homeless. How he had tracked me down over the years, and wasn’t able to find me, because it wasn’t Gods timing, but he knew one day it would happen. God led him here through various channels that he kept secret, and gave him all the glory. Henry finished by saying thank you for the inheritance, and he used it to better his life that he may help others in need. He also forgave me, and said I must forgive myself. 
I would like to say that this was the ending, and it was a glorious one indeed, but like all good things, they must end for sure. I enjoyed a few days with my new found brother, and lived what seemed a life time. Soon after, I came down with a horrible infection, and lay in the hospital dying. Henry came to visit me every day, we prayed, and read the scriptures to lights out. I soon passed away, and left my story for others to read in hopes to remind those of how precious our lives are in this world. It’s never too late to ask God forgiveness, and pursue his love. I am grateful for my journey, and wouldn’t have changed it for the world. I am finally at peace. Amen
Jack

Who are you?

Are you Cain or Abel?

I used to be a preacher a long time ago, and had the faith of ten men. I walked around as if I was Abel, but as the years passed, I became Cain. 

There was a large menacing clock on the wall with an enormous black hand, with a ghostly white background, with a noisy ticking sound, tic, tock, tic, tock, that tormented over all the doomed souls trapped in this hog pen with no hope of escape.   

The room spacious, with windows that went from the ceiling to the floor. The sunshine decorated the white walls to give the impression of serenity. The large pecan, and cherry trees outside gave the illusion of a spa, but it was only fancy colours on a rotten canvas. There were tables, and chairs set up in military fashion. They were round with wooden polished tops, adorned with games, puzzles, and playing cards. The “Flunkies” a term all of us patients used to describe the staff stood around like Indians circling a wagon train. There was a nursing station next to two large doors, and a long hallway leading to other rooms, stations, and eventually the sleeping quarters. The far end of the building held what we plebs called “the walk of death”. Thats where the operating rooms were located, and the cells for those that were considered incorrigible; everyone feared that part of the building. Some quiet nights you could hear faint sobbing, and muffled screams. “Stay quiet, and smile”, was the motto of the land. 

I sat alone on an old fabric chair with a worn out half stuffed cushion gazing out into the green unkempt fields; pondering of a better way to exit in this dispassionate place. I wish I had a whiskey to calm my nerves, wondering if heaven is real. The room was filled with fiery tongues, attached to creatures of all shapes. I sat back to dream of a place where I could end this experiment.  I wondered how I even ended up here, and thought of my life over the years. I was married, had a good job, a home, dogs, cats, and a beautiful daughter; all of life’s treasures, and now nothing. I look around this sad place, watching, listening, and observing. 

I am nothing, but a liar, and a terrible fool, who hid the key to his talents. I started to doze off only to open my eyes to see two big black pig eyes looking down on me in anticipation. The sight of this monster with his large hands clasped together, seeing if I was still alive or on deaths door. He took one of his cold hairy hands, and shook my shoulder to bring me back to a conscious state. 

“James, wake up, are you there, why don’t you go to your room” 

I looked up in disbelief, and nodded to show that I am still much alive. He continued to stare with those two lifeless eyes. The big goon smiled in contempt, and walked away to harass another poor soul across the way in another tattered old chair.  I got up, and peered one more time out into the beautiful sunny sky, that just surrendered all of its crocodile tears, and walked back to my room. 

My dingy room consisted of a small metal bed, table, lamp, closet, and one window adorned with iron bars. I walked over to the closet opened the door, got on my knees, and reached in to the back of the wall. It took a few tries, but I was able to pry up a piece of the wood flooring, reach in, and pull out a wooden cigar box. I got up walked to the door, checked the lock, and made sure no one was coming. The bed was surprisingly soft as I lay my tired old body down, holding the box tightly between my shaking legs. Cautiously with gentle movements, I opened the box, and peered in momentarily. I then started to lift the contents out, always aware of that dreaded knock on the door; the dorm rules were specified on never locking the door to your room, unless sanctioned by the head staff. I could get into a lot of trouble, lose privileges, questioned, and even sent to the rehabilitation wing. I was too close to throw away my last chance of freedom, and writing my ending. Oh’ the irony, to escape this prison, and to reclaim all those stolen memories. 

I pulled out a map, marked with railroads, highways, and alternate routes. A magnifying glass, small note book with survival techniques, a tiny compass, small pocket knife, and some cash with a few silver coins. There was also a tin cylinder with waterproof matches. I had an old navy flashlight on my table for reading at night. The map was tiny, but with the magnifying glass, I could chart out my own personal Route 66. The box also contained a few pictures of the past; my dog tags, a few love letters, and my beloved wedding ring. That all tolled up, and wiping the tears from my eyes, I quickly packed everything up, and restored it to its glorious hiding place. I then started for the door, unlocked it just as one of the head “Flunkies” opened it; talk about timing. 

“James, it’s time for supper, and your friends want to play cards with you, they were wondering what happened to you “

“Thank you, let me get my sweater, and I will be right down. What’s for dinner this evening”?

“Fried chicken, mashed potatoes, corn, and peach cobbler for dessert”

I nodded with a smile, and thought not bad for my last meal. 

My friends were a funny, tragic group of “The lonely members gang.” We were always trying to pull pranks on the staff, and always getting caught, so others could enjoy the break in the regiment. There was Adie, a big fellow, with a warm heart, and a storied past. Steven, a jovial man, with quick wits, that enjoyed a charmed life, and is now waiting out the end all alone. Then there is George, a kind of private individual, a war hero, quiet with no particular distress, but a lot of parables on meaningless historical events. A fine group nevertheless, and one that I will miss forever in this lifetime. 

I sat myself down with my overflowing plate of food next to George, because I knew he wouldn’t ask for anything, and seeing that I was starving, and needed my energy for my grand adventure. They were all laughing at a joke Adie recited, and looked over at me with big smiles to say hello.  I laughed back, and stared at each one of them, knowing that this will be our last meal together. All the good, and bad times together in this forsaken place. They stared back as if they somehow knew, and then continued to eat, and laugh. 

We sat down at the table after dessert, played cards, and drank old black coffee. I was winning on this night, with my pile of cigarettes, and hard candies growing. The laughter stopped, there was an eerie silence, then Adie broke the uncomfortable atmosphere. 

“So is tonight the night you make your escape” 

I was completely shocked, and the words were stuck in my throat. I didn’t know what to say other than give a half - hearted answer.

“Ah, maybe, no yes. Why do ask?”

They all stared at me for a few seconds, and all at once replied.

“We all know each other’s secrets “ 

I was completely unaware, but understood the answer. We have known each other for a while, and endured this place for several years through all four seasons. 

“I guess we do indeed “

They all smiled, and then asked what my plan was, and how they could help. 

I pondered for a few moments, looked at all them, as my eyes started to well up. They looked back in sadness as well, and then Adie made a wise crack about Steve’s dance moves on Friday night dorm specials. We all laughed, and then I began to go over my escape plans, and asked if anyone wanted out as well. They all agreed it would be nice, but they were happy to stay put until their maker called them home. I began to tell them my elaborate escape plans, like I was an American flier imprisoned in some Nazi camp deep inside Germany, and this was my last chance of freedom.

“Well guys, I plan to leave ten minutes before three am as the bread truck arrives to drop off their goods. I know the truck will be empty, and the driver never checks the back after taking out his last load. To get to the truck, I will need you to make some kind of commotion to draw the goons away from my wing. Try setting off the emergency alarm, and this will cause most of the night “Flunkies” to scramble towards that area. I will then slip out the back door, and into the empty awaiting van.  They will never be the wiser, and not suspect my absence. I will be secure, and then ride that truck to a gas station, I know the driver stops for coffee, and cigarettes. I have become quite chummy with him over the years. Make my escape into the woods, and hike several miles to the freight marshaling area, hop a car, and on my way to Pennsylvania; my home, and final destination.”

They all stared at me in curiosity except Adie, and one by one nodded in agreement, and each with its own descriptive smile.  

“Why Pennsylvania? “

“That’s where my old family farm is, and were my fondest memories are kept. All of you know that I am not getting any better, and this disease only progresses, so my time is near. I don’t want to die here in this dead place. I want to choose my ground where my eyes shut. I shall die under this big old apple tree in the center of a giant field where the cows, and goats once grazed. That’s my resting place for sure.” 

“Yes, we all get it “ 

The reply came in unison, and they talked amongst themselves, ever cautiously looking out for the goons; they were always eavesdropping. Steve, leaned over to me, and began to speak his mind. 

“Jame’s, at one time I was a trained electrical engineer for the US Government. I can make that alarm go off, and a few other at the same time except the one at your exit. They will be so confused.  George, and Adie will need to make a distraction, so I can get into the office to copy the inscription, then load it up onto my computer.” 

“That’s brilliant Steve, and can you two monkeys cause a ruckus “ 

“We can indeed, and I think it’s time George, and I settled on who is the best wrestler” 

I started to laugh a little, and they talked about their plans, and how everything was set for next Saturday evening. Sunday mornings were understaffed, and those that worked Saturday night were very lackluster, and cared only about flirting with one another. The perfect time to slip away unnoticed, with the most possible time allowance. They all went back to their rooms for the evening, and promised to give their plans tomorrow. Now, all I needed to do was wait, and not get into any trouble, and be on my best behavior. The fact was we all needed to stay calm until show time. 

The week flew by, and without any snags; almost too perfect, like the goons knew everything. Friday night we sat at the table closest to the goons, so as too not bring on any suspicious behavior. We played cards, laughed like usual, and talked about old memories together in this institution. George leaned in, and nodded to Adie, and began to explain their plans. 

“James, Adie, and I will wake up early around twelve o’clock, right as the night shift winds down, and we will get into an argument. They will be short staffed, and everyone will come running, and that’s where Steve comes in. He will sneak into the office, and copy out the codes, and high tail it back to his room to set up the coup de grace. Sunday morning around three am you make your escape as the alarms go crazy. So how does that sound? “

“Fantastic, the only problem is this shaking, and It’s getting worse.” 

“No worries, double your dose, and just keep thinking of that farm “

“I will for sure “ 

You see I have been suffering from “Parkinson’s disease “for many years, and now it’s starting to catch up to me, and it always leads to death sooner or later. The meds just keep it at bay only for so long. My time here on earth was coming to a close, and didn’t expect much better in the next life. I wanted to at least control where I was going to take my last breath. 

The goons were none the wiser, and everyone was calm except me for my symptoms started to act up, and they always did when I became stressed or nervous. The boys tried to settle me down with their good wits, and the goons didn’t bother for they all knew my time was coming up, and they felt a little bit sorry for me. We casually said our goodbyes with firm hand shakes, and not a dry eye at the table. We played one more hand of cards, and then retired to our respective rooms. I walked back to my room with my heart pounding with excitement, and nervousness. 

I lay in bed with my eyes very so often looking at my watch, that my wife gave me before she left me. I kept it out of bitterness, so as to never forget that moment in time. I couldn’t sleep for fear of not hearing the alarm, and missing my only chance of escape . I kept going over my plans in my head, and getting up time from time to check my bag, and its contents. I had a change of clothes, some food, water, blanket compass, knife, letters, a few pictures, some matches, and fishing line. Everything to get me through my journey. Every so often I would look at that stupid watch, and that kept me from dying off into the darkness. The good news also was I was able to nap in the afternoon, and that little rest seemed to have done the trick. The minutes passed by, and then the hours; until. 

All hell broke loose at three am on the button. Numerous alarms were popping off all over the building except my entrance. I quickly gathered my belongings, opened my door, and slowly peeked down the hallway, and it was deserted. I, then headed towards the side delivery entrance, walked outside, and towards the back of the still running bread truck. I hesitated, and then with all my might pulled opened the rusty door. I took out my small pocket light, and lit up the storage area, only to be met with two pairs of eyes staring straight at me. 

“Adie, George, what in the name of heavens are you doing here?

They both looked directly, and intently into my surprised face.

“We decided to be decoys for you, so you have the best shot to reach your goal.” “We will both take different paths to confuse everyone, and draw off some resources.” 

I was shocked with bewilderment, but grateful of this unforeseen opportunity, and brief companionship. The other two sat down under some boxes, and I covered up with an old moving blanket. The driver returned, and with all the commotion, paid no attention of his newly acquired cargo, and sped off past the gate, and into the free world. 

The ride was bumpy, and we bounced around, but the noise of the Ford engine masked the unsolicited cargo. We all whispered together about the daring escape, and pondered our future. The “Flunkies” would find out about our absences sometime late morning, and the authorities would be set upon the table soon after; it was about three thirty in the morning, and that gave us seven hours to distance ourselves from the enemy. The truck pulled into a gas station like I knew it would, and the driver got out, and went inside the station. I told the guys to get up, and follow me out, and into the nearby woods. It was raining a little, and we needed to get to the rail yard before sun up. They both looked befuddled, and I assured them that this location was properly maintained in my planning. The three of us walked for about an hour, as the virgin light was making its presence, crossed an abandoned bridge over a fastmoving stream, down an embankment, and onto a set of tracks chocker block full with cargo cars. What a site it was indeed to look at in awe. We cautiously grabbed each- others hands, and I led us into prayer for a safe passage to each one of our destinations. All three of us were strong believers. I then gave my best wishes to both my dear friends, and slowly watched them jump on a south bound rail, and I headed for the north bound rail. The perfect caper, and we all knew it; freedom at last. 

A few minutes passed, I wiped my swollen eyes, and partially closed the door on the car, and waited for her to start moving. I started to hear whispers, and then footsteps, there was some jingling at the door, my heart started to beat fast, I am caught, my plan is over, and back to the insane asylum. The door jerked open, and both my dear old friends were staring directly in my direction with big smiles on their faces. They wanted to see me for a bit longer to say good bye, and to get me to the next destination, somewhere in Northern Virginia. I never felt more wanted, and my love for these two grew fonder. The train slowly began to move, and we all held onto each other as we looked back at the town we called home for the past several years. 

The night was beautiful, and quiet, and the stars blanketed the sky. We reminisced of our time at the asylum, and cautiously laughed at our great escape. A small bottle of bourbon was passed around against a backdrop of total darkness. Soon all three of us were fast asleep in dreamland. 

Our old, and exhausted bodies awakened to a car filled with sunlight, and completely stopped in the middle of nowhere. We gingerly climbed down off the car, and peered a distance down the track where the train column turned a corner. A few minutes passed in a sort of mixed confusion as we looked around, and at each other. I stared up into the sun, and then at the neatly placed tracks in bewilderment as I looked at my friends.

“I guess we are grounded, and for how long I am sure I don’t know” 

They both looked at me, and said nothing.

“I guess we stay, and wait. Let’s walk over to the crop of trees, and stay in the shade. I am sure it’s going to be another hot one today.” 

They both nodded in agreement, and we started to move until voices could be heard from a distance. Paralyzed, and extremely concerned we ran into the woods, and neither of us had to wait for a command to do so. We ran, but it was more like a brisk walk with uncertain fear. A cover of dense brush that sat upon a rocky ledge was a good place to witness what these voices were all about. A few more minutes passed, and three railroad guys walked up to the open car, peered in, and looked around, one even ventured onto the edge of the brush, and looked in to see if us three criminals were sitting close by. Everything could be seen, and heard from our vantage point, and what transpired was frightening to say the least. The bigger of the three told us all that we needed to know.

“Well, it looks like there is nobody around, and if there was anyone they are long gone now. Make a report when we get back to the station, and place the time, line marker, and car count.” 

The other worker, maybe a Forman chimed in.

“Yes sir, and are you sure we shouldn’t make a contour to see if someone is hiding nearby?” 

“We should be in Illinois in about hour”

All looked shocked, with this news, and paranoia danced deep inside my head, and I blurted out this new unseen revelation. 

“Illinois! “

The bigger guy walked over, and looked at the edge of the woods, and picked up my cursed bandana, I must of have dropped in haste. He then looked up in the direction we were all hiding, and spied my face, and our eyes both locked into one another. He stared intently for a minute, and he smiled with his thumb in the air, and a gentle wink of the eye, and turned to the others.

“No, it’s all clear, let’s go before we are further behind schedule. 

 They all walked away, and disappeared around the corner, and never to be seen again; thank the heavens.

A close call indeed. I felt exhausted, but in a different sense; like a “Cool Hand Luke” kind of way. The whiskey bottle came out, and we all took a long sip, and tried to get a handle on our new situation. I even managed to light a cigarette, and passed it around. 

“Well, what do we do now” 

The words came out of Adie’s mouth like a hurricane. 

I stared at the both of them, and motioned them to come closer. 

“This is the plan now, the two of you are going to head west on this train, and keep them from my direction. It’s been a pleasure, but my time is running out, and I started coughing up blood again this morning. So, get on that train before it leaves, and I will wait for an eastbound train. This is definitely a waiting hub for sure. 

They both looked surprised, and didn’t want to argue with a dying man. George looked up into the sky, with a few tears running down his face; he knew this was the final goodbye to a wonderful friendship. 

“If that’s what you want, then it’s alright with us” 

Adie gave me a big bear hug. George shook my hand tightly, and they both walked over, and jumped onto the rail car. In a few moments the massive train of overloaded cars hissed, creaked, and pulled away. Our tired old arms never stopped waving until we all disappeared around that great ominous bend. 

My heart was broken, but this is the beginning of the end for me as more blood came up after a rough fit of coughing. I looked around, and found a nice place to camp until the next easterly train arrived. The sun was starting to go down, and I needed to prepare for a night alone under the blackened sky covered in majestic stars.  I pulled out my alcohol   burner, heated up a cup of instant coffee, and lit an old stale stogie. I looked around for some brush, and sticks, and made a nice warm, and comfy spot. 

The night was aging, but I just couldn’t sleep even though it was so peaceful, and quiet. I got on my knees, and began to pray to my lord Jesus. 

“Lord please forgive me, if I am being disobedient, but if this is your plan then show me. Bless this trip to my home, and give me the strength to glorify you along the way. Please send me back to the authorities if that is your will, and I will be obedient, and breathe my last breath in that moment of silence. Amen “

I finally fell asleep, and woke up to another bright sunny day with a long line of stationary cars parked in front of my camp. I couldn’t believe my eyes, it was a true sight, and an answer to my prayer. I gathered up my camp, and walked up the tracks looking for an open car. Twenty minutes passed, and exhausted I finally found a box car with a door slightly ajar. I walked up, and pulled the handle, and to my shock a hand, with a ruddy face, and a deep voice greeted me. 

“Hello fellow travel, welcome aboard. My name is Cassidy” 

Stunned, and trying to mutter out a few words. 

“Hello sir, my name is James. My friends call me Pastor James “ 

The disheveled man looked at me in amazement, and with a great big smile of rotten teeth shook my hand. 

Wow! A Pastor to boot, this will be a very interesting trip. Where are you going fancy Pastor?”

“Pennsylvania, Hawley Pennsylvania.”

“Why there, nothing, but old forgotten farms of a lost generation.”

I really didn’t want to get into a mindless dissertation, but there was something with this creature, a curiosity that seemed to get my interest up. I decided to give a little up, but nothing more. 

“I need to get there to visit, an old friend with memories of days long gone.” 

This creature with the Christian name of Cassidy needed answers, and I believed this was my next mission from God. To provide him the clues he sought after his entire life. He looked unique with all his hobo gear, and hand me down dumpster rags. His unkempt hair, and dirty finger nails, that hadn’t seen soap nor water in some time was intriguing. I sat on the edge of the opening with my legs hanging over, and Cassidy took a seat on the other side back in the corner, and started to open a can of beans. I looked on as the great long caravan begin to heave into life. Cassidy looked up at me, smiled, and in a deep voice christened our journey. 

“All aboard, next stop Canton Ohio, where dreams fade away, and lonely days abound” 

I smiled, and continued to stare out into the beautiful empty countryside, and wondering how this was all going to end. I hoped for the best, but excepted the worse.

The night came on quick, and Cassidy woke up from a deep sleep with a belly full of beans. He looked into my direction to see if I was still up, and cautiously crawled into my direction with his light on, and clutching a tattered bible in his crusty hands. 

“Hey Pastor are you up, I have a spiritual question for you.” 

 I looked up in interest at this special moment of time. 

“What can I answer for you Cassidy” 

He ruffled through his camp side bible, and came to a marker in Hebrews.  

“Pastor, it says here in Hebrews 12.1, that we are weighted down by troubles, and sin that clings to us, that if we continue to endure, and race to the finish; we win. What does this really mean, and what happens if we can’t go on, out of exhaustion? “ 

I was amazed at this question, and didn’t realize a fellow brother was holding on to dear life. 

Cassidy, it means no matter what the devil throws at us, stay the course as a believer in Christ, glorifying our Lord continuously. In the end we will be home with him in peace. Remember we won the lottery, and one day we will cash it in for internal life.” 

Cassidy looked on in bewilderment, but with a slight smile of understanding. We continued to read scripture until both of us were sound of sleep. 

The morning arose with a slight drizzle, and the cars slowly embarking into a marshaling yard. I was a little worried, and wanted to get to my destination before they found me. I felt that only a small window was left. The big sign read Canton Ohio, and Cassidy leaned over to me, and said it’s a hub before Pittsburg. We were to meet up with a bunch of his Hobo friends on the next freight some time tomorrow. Right now, we needed to get off the train, and find a rogue camp site. Cassidy led the way, but soon we were caught by the train engineer, and being led to the train police. I stopped him, pleaded my case to him, and mentioned I, and Cassidy were Christians. We weren’t looking for trouble, but just trying to get home.  He stopped, and ask me how long I was saved for, and how I found my way to this rough place. 

“Sir, I am a Pastor who is dying, and the hospital is looking for me, and I want to get to a family farm to live one more day of peace before I die. “ 

The engineer looked deeply into my eyes, and asked me for a scripture as if I was the world’s greatest liar. 

“Well then Pastor, give me a scripture that will convince me, and send you on your way” 

“Galatians 6:2, Carry each- others burdens, and in this way, you will fulfill the law of Christ.” 

The man smiled, and gave me a big hug. 

“My name is Paul, and a pleasure to meet you brother. Go in peace on your journey, and we will see each other another time, and place.” 

“Thank you, Brother Paul, and I will always remember you”

Paul led us to another set of tracks, and told us to wait here. 

“Another train is coming through in the next hour, they are picking up some reports, having a quick break, and moving. I suggest you take the red car in the middle with the name, Eastward, and you will be in Pittsburgh tomorrow late morning. God Bless you Brother” 

We both nodded our heads, waved goodbye, and took a place at the edge of the woods in anticipation. That was a close one, and I knew now that “Our Lord “had agreed to my request. 

Cassidy went off, and came back with ten other disheveled hobos, and they took a place in our makeshift spot. The train finally rolled in, and we all loaded up on the “Eastward Car, and on our way to the great city of Pittsburgh. I preached to all the guys, and baptized them from the water in my canteen. I informed them that they were all disciples now, and to go out, and spread the gospel. 

The anticipated morning rose, and we gave our farewells. Cassidy wanted to go with me, but I told him this was a solo trip with God. We traded heartfelt condolences, and he gave me an old shiny silver dollar that he had as a kid. I started to well up, quickly gave a hug, and headed to the next train to Harrisburg. I saw a diner across the way, and decided to get a coffee, unfortunately I fell asleep in the booth, and missed my train. I went outside and it was getting dark, and needed to figure out the next train, and its destination. I started to walk around in circles, and a young man approached me, asked if I needed a ride. He was the same man who offered to buy me lunch back in the diner, which I declined, but would absolutely accept his offer of ride.

“Yes, I could use one for sure, where are you going?”

The young man smiled, and gestured for me to get in. 

I got in, and thanked him most generously. 

“I am sure, but I am heading to Hawley” 

The young man looked over at me, and started crying. He grabbed the steering wheel tightly, while shaking it erratically. He then looked over at me with a red, swollen, and emotional face.

“I am sorry, but my wife is leaving me, and the kids for another man, and I can’t barre to lose her. I want to go kill both of them, and then myself.”

I was shocked to say the least, and scared at the same time, but this poor soul   needed my help desperately, and one God put in my path. I had to think fast indeed. 

“Listen my friend today is your lucky day for the Lord has sent me to help you. I am going to pray for you, and then give you some wisdom in your thinking.” 

He pulled over to the side of the highway, and we prayed. I told him that it was unfair what was happening to him, but just as unfair if his kids became orphans, and wards of the state. He must trust in God’s plan, and grow in this unfortunate circumstance, and that his concentration should be with his children. He hesitated, with lots of doubt, and needed to see some proof, but finally agreed. I gave him a spare bible I had, and passed on Cassidy’s silver coin. I showed him John 14:27, and read it to him. A good hour had passed, and we were back on the road. He talked in spurts, and then quiet at long stretches, and finally we came to Bedford; a small picturesque town on the line to Harrisburg. This was also the end line for Thomas. I spoke, and prayed one more time with him, and took him to the local parish to speak with church Pastor. I bid my farewell with tears, and hugs, and headed to where the trains would be, and unfortunately there were none, so I fell asleep near an old stone underpass. I was so tired that I slept into the next day, and only woken up to an old mangy dog licking my face. There was a note attached to his collar that said, my name is Jack, I am dying, and my former owners can’t afford to feed me or put me down. I was heartbroken, and at the same time didn’t want the responsibility of taking care of something other than myself. I had no choice, I couldn’t abandon this poor creature, and at the same time needed to love something one last time. I grabbed Jack, took out a piece of rope from my bag, and tied it around his collar. 

“Well Jack, I guess it’s you, and me against the world.” 

I went to the local store, and bought some food, and bottled water. I gave Jack something to eat which he inhaled, and lots of water. He was in bad shape, and really couldn’t walk well, so I came up with a plan. I went to the tiny hardware store across from the food mart, and bought a few pieces of wood, and some nails. I crafted a sort of wooden back pack with a shelf for him to rest on as I carried it strapped onto my shoulders. The good news was that Jack was a “spotted beagle” with a grey beard, and whiskers. He didn’t weigh much, and took up little room. I packed up everything, kissed my new boy, and started walking north east. We both had Two hundred, and fifty- three miles to go, to our final resting place. Not one minute to waste.

I would like to say that our journey was easy, but it wasn’t. Jack became ill, and I almost lost him. We crossed creeks, open fields, deserted streets, ate out of dumpsters, and enjoyed many kind acts of generosity. We even were able to thumb a few rides here, and there. A couple close calls were from the local authorities, and quite a few nights under the stars, and in old weathered barns. Along the way, people stopped to ask questions, and even a few newspaper people took notes, and we soon became a story. I didn’t like the attention out of fear of being caught, and sent back to the insane asylum, but it was lovely nevertheless. I heard someone say that’s the Pastor, and his fury disciple, and what a smile it brought to this old face. A few more well needed stops, and one more interview with a local news station. I realized it was now a mistake with all the new found attention, but we were a few miles away. I overheard the reporter say that the authorities were looking for me as an escaped patient from South Carolina, and asked that they keep me with them until the police arrived. While they were talking, we slipped away into the woods, and continued to the old family farm. 

Jack, and I finally arrived, and it was beautiful after all these years. The old barns were abandoned, but still standing. The fields were all over grown, and the old water mill was still turning water ever so slightly. I took Jack off of his perch, and let him walk as a free dog. The both of us continued to explore until I found what I was looking for, the old family apple tree, and it was huge, and still bearing fruit. We both sat down, and rested under it, and enjoyed a nice old can of potted meat. The skies were about to open up, and huge bulbs were crashing down close by. The loud thunder was making Jack anxious, so we headed for the nearest barn, and hunkered down for the night.

The next few days were spent exploring, and enjoying ourselves, but with all good things, the bad seems to find its way into the party. Jack was breathing very heavy, and he could barely move, and my heart was getting weaker. I started to have trouble walking as well. I decided it was getting closer, so we both took our things, and headed to that old apple tree, and our final resting place. We made camp, the stars were popping out, and the moon was bright, and full. We enjoyed one last meal together, talked for some time, said goodbye and held one another under that majestic umbrella. 

Jack took his last breath as I was stroking his head, tears started to roll down my face as I looked up into the sky.  I saw a face, a glorious face smiling down on me, and in the field was Jack running around, and playing. I started to rise up, and higher I kept going towards that beautiful bright face with that warming smile. Life is one mysterious trip, that ends the way you choose; the only caveat is, that you choose wisely. I chose wisely. 

 The next day the authorities had found us both dead asleep with giant smiles on our faces. Adie, and George were both caught soon after our departure, and hung on until the end before being bullied into telling our plan, and that’s how they found me. I am still waiting for them both. My fellow hobo disciples went on to planting seeds all over the railways with the gospel. Poor Cassidy died a short time later, and now we talk for hours. Jack, and I still run around, and enjoy the moments. Well, I started out promising, fell into despair, was called again, and finished my plan that God had for me all along. Remember Gods plan will always be fulfilled, just not in our time or on our plan. 

PART TWO
All the smiles have gone 

I remember your smile, 

even in the rain 

I remember your smile,

when the days brought you pain

I remember your smile,

to all those that looked away

I remember your smile,

when the lonely skies were grey

I remember your smile,

for all that went astray 

I remember your smile,

as you knelt down to pray

I remember your smile, 

when the sadness made you cry 

I remember your smile,

all the times you wanted to say goodbye 

I remember your smile, 

with that final sigh 

All the smiles are gone, 

that sorrowful day at dawn 

I shall always remember that beautiful smile 

Now you smile from above 

Forever, and ever 
Josephine/ Spanish Olives

I lived a simple life

I dreamt like all the young do, of adventure, and romance

My peace was interrupted, and with it my life 

The creator must have heard my prayers for both came quickly 

In the silence of our hearts, wickedness danced about in our illusions

Crying to the heavens, like new born babes for their mother’s bosom

Two lovers brought to a strange land with different ideas, hopes,

and dreams

War 
Love

Death,

Soon followed 

The end of our souls in the name of victory 

It was during this time I learned hope, faith, and forgiveness 

My peace was interrupted, and with it my life

So, the sun rises

Nationalist, republican colours waving in the ominous breeze

Church bells clanging in the ancient town square 

Children laughing 

Lover’s kissing 

Mothers crying 

Marching boots kicking up dust, and covering the autumn leaves with shame 

Painters with worn brushes 

Poets with empty verses 

Writers with broken words

Brave young men from distant lands with devilish tongues,

dancing across the broken fields filled with forgotten dreams

Innocent letters frozen in mud caked hands,

remain in silence for years to come.

Buried in tears with the suffering left in loneliness. 

The years have passed 

The lost memories remain in a sealed box, 

waiting for me to unlock it 

You see, it was to be all along 

Death is only the beginning 

The Jaded moon cried

The lonely stars blazed by

The end of the skies 

Remember, the sun also sets……
Nothing

I knew a man once
A nameless man covered in blues, and yellows of years of oppression 
He looked up to this shameless building holding obsolete sins in a porcelain cup,
and entered into lustrous allure
The dispirited man took a seat in the ancient balcony, and scanned the spacious
 room
He recognized the audacious spectators, their teeth glimmering in the dimly lit 
misty vault waiting in anticipation for the opening act
Beady eyes, and salacious tongues fixated at the tattered old crimson curtain
The music began from the bottomless pit, and the tragic notes danced about as 
the rain poured in from the roofless structure 
An unforgiving rhythm began, and the crescendo rose, as the lost generation 
looked on with haunting gestures. 
The nameless tried to hide with the beggars, but the truth was already written 
down, followed their awkward movements. 
A cat, and mouse game 
He looked on as the curtain rose, and old white- haired man with crystal grey eyes 
stood in the middle of the stage behind a decrepit stained wooden box, an old 
name was inscribed with large white letters 
The name was Perdition 
A small wooden boy with tattered clothes emerged
He was held up by mended strings, and manipulated to dance, arms waving in  
contempt 
The boy began to cry as the music played, and the audience jeered 
Even the moon was sad, when the stars ran away; the boy dared to dream 
Lightning flashed above, and the curtain fell, silence, and then nothing.
For in the end all really had is nothing 
Peony

The Peony withers in the heat 

Dust kicks up in the breathless wind 

A heavy rain blankets the arid ground

In the distance, a ray of sunshine dances amongst the clouds 

A menagerie of life begins its cabaret, and an eagle soars above, 

it’s cries witness to life in motion 
Piece of Cake

When I was a small girl, I lived in a small town,

that the world had forgotten.

I was told of a story of a broken man

A man who sought after the one that saves 

He wondered like a Jew in the desert with no promise

The truth, and life 

Death was no longer an option 

He could wonder no more 

Life was empty, and a burden to all that passed by

All fell victim to this poor soul’s plight

A mayor with a long silver beard 

A wash woman as big as a chili 

A sad girl that looked like sunshine 

A young boy as red as a rose 

The world was against him, and he cursed his existence 

The thirsty man looked up in silence for an answer 

The answer never came

He fell down in shame, and the tears crashed to the ground 

The journey began under the darkest moon, to a place of redemption 

A bridge that spoke to his sorrow

An ominous bridge with no name, and a door to the past 

The august city lied to him, it provided nothing 

It refused his secrets 

He continued on

The rectitude that eluded him was near 

He entered with a purpose, and feared for his life, 

and the man was content

The destination ahead 

What he sought was there, and carried it in silence 

A welcoming bench provided a smile, and a rest

The tattered old man carried this gift to an unknown grave 

He fell on his knees, and gave up his burden that, 

imprisoned him for so many years 

A new journey 

A new time 

A new man 

Piece of cake, Jesus saves 

Sunflowers and Smiles

The Final Solution 

Juden Ratte 

Mamma, Papa, Warum
Eins - Sieben- Funf- Eins- Zwei 

Arbeit Macht Frei 

Another time, another place 

The building, the memories, the sadness, the fences, the barbed wire 

These landmarks are only a substitution for ugly scars that have been left behind 

Two innocents, two paths, two endings 

You die, you live, the story goes

Sunflowers, and smiles

My name is Emilia, 

and I will always hold my sister Rosa’s hands 

The horrible rocks, that ugly big door, this cold platform 

I pray a thousand prayers to our Heavenly Father, 

in anticipation for her to be closer to me 

I remember the sunflowers, and smiles

Those memories will always be 

When we were small girls, we did what small girls do 

We walked by a place of flavor, and colour, and enjoyed the aroma 

We prayed on empty benches, forgave our oppressors, 

and enjoyed our lovely timeless village 

Passing through that ancient tree, things were never the same 

Our shadows reflected on those sacred steps, as we watched the time caress are

lives 

A simple pond on an old forgotten farm charmed the grey barn, 

as the dragonflies wandered in silence 

We dreamt of the Roman Butterflies fluttering to the strings of paradise 

Happier times in a world upside down 

With all good things, bad things found their way into our story, 

and swallowed us alive 

Swept away from reality, and engulfed into a nightmare that carried us into the 

darkness of humanity 

A worn -out cart path, holding onto an unforgiving leather chest filled with a 

dozen little secrets 

Our fate was sealed in this life time by those who drank, and sang under the 

smoke filled clouds 

The festive mobile cars that would take us to our final destination sat quietly in 

ominous fashion 

To carry the condemn across a sinister river that fed our imaginations

In a far-off distance lies an arch with no escape that spans a raging wall of little

 hope 

The end was upon us 

Like mad dreamers holding a bouquet of emptiness that trembled through the

 ages 

Lost sinners trying to find one’s way across the valley of immortal desires 

I am sorry for the rain, and the days that never end 

The lights that are never lit, the darkness that overwhelms

The tears we made, and the cries of all the damned 

The living shall pass us by with lying smirks 

The dead will hold us in contempt 

Faith is both timeless, and poetic

Their eyes may never see the ocean waves crash against our sorrows, but the

 sands will see our love 

Let all the worlds satyrs, and its tragic characters fall to the grave on broken 

knees, and bowed necks

 So not to be devoured by the teeth of the wicked in a cruel world

Praise the one that saves, my pocket full of prayers answered 

Our eyes, and body touch, the day is over 

The sparrows have escaped the fowlers snare 

Void of breath, hugs, and ginger kisses

It was not to be, only a daring dream I have played out over the lonely years 

with a new canvas 

Now I must say farewell to the past that has imprisoned my soul

I will never forget the sunflower, and smile that Rosa left behind 

I guess this is good-bye

Until we meet again my love on the edge of heaven 

You’re missing from me 

Sunflowers, and smiles 

Jesus forgave can you 

The Girl

The girl created, and she smiled 

The girl dreamed, and she achieved 

The girl wandered, and she danced 

The girl pirouetted through the seasons, and she laughed 

The girl sinned, and she was cheated

The girl judged, and she was reminded

The girl looked back, and she cried 

The girl asked why, and she regretted 

The girl waited, and she observed 

The girl confessed, and she knelt down, and prayed 

The girl accepted, and she was saved 

The girl passed, and she was missed 

The world remembered, and she was charmed 

You’re Missing from Me

Woman,

With that devilish smile 

Walking down that shattered cobbled road,

holding dirty thoughts in your empty pockets

Those colorful lips, that never stole a kiss,

but imprisoned those that cried in the rain 

I have pled your case to no avail 

I beg 

I scream

I die a thousand times, 

all in vain, for your pain has hidden my worthless words,

deep inside your infinite heart

Oh gorgeous 

Sexy in your prose

Rebellious with your delicate hands 

Drive me insane with those crazy jealous blue eyes, 

and wicked curves 

I hate you 

I love you 

I smile intently 

In my delusional thoughts 

Winter 

Spring

Summer 

Autumn 

Lie to me when the rains pour down 

Curse me in the lonely night 

Hold me when the cold bites 

Bury me under the stars 

I hope you read this, and it brings you to your knees 

Breathless 

Scratching that sacred ground you have chosen with those edgy claws,

howling at the moonless sky

That’s my darling, ever so sweet 

Chin up, and wave goodbye 

The ancients have a story, 

and a bitter one it is 

Never grasp the hand of the one who looks beyond your soul 

One day, when the clock chimes and the roses weep

I will know, and we will dance with the sparrows,
in the fields that the butterflies have written on their fragile wings 

One day, 

I will feel your whisper against my poetic tones

A tragedy 

A shame 

A fatality 

I gingerly carved our artistic names 

My dreams 

My prayers 

My fears 

On a forgotten weathered bench in a deplorable town square 

I crave you 

I desire you 

I drink you 

You are missing from me 

Under the Millwood Tree

Death has found me 

Death has found me under the Millwood tree

My immortal love, walk with me to the bridge of madness

Hold my brittle hands, and beware of the serpent 

Follow the light of the fiercely lit stars 

Keep our secrets hidden in the depths of your heartless bosom 

Feel my labored breath against your pale lips 

Do not disturb the darkness, nor the ones that occupy its chambers

Love, and artistic prose share no wine 

I have cried for eternity, and wiped my tears with vengeance 

The maestro curses me, and calls out my noteless name 

My thirst for a story has trapped me, and my request goes unanswered 

I beg to be taken from this plot 

The condemned recite my prose

They laugh at my plight down into this bottomless cistern, 

Where lies, and deceit swing with the prudent

Oh Lord, how horrifying 

I wish to know you, and be in your arms,

and gaze upon your glorious body 

Your innocence, true to form 

I felt shame, but never forgiveness 

In the end it’s always the same, never trust the world 

Death has found me under the Millwood Tree

Wild flowers

The wild flowers cried, 
and they laughed out loud in silence 
The unkempt summer winds choked, 
on the vacant grounds of bewildered houses 
A woman’s miserable soul weeps in an empty room
The caterpillars, and spiders crawl along the edge,
 of her shattered dreams.
Wild wolves with ferocious appetites drank, and danced,
under a blood thirst moon. 
All were lost, not a sound 
Lonely in a passionless filled world 
Judging, and sleeping about in deplorable darkness 
Casting lies upon yellow paper filled walls 
Deceptively written upon with dirty fingers,
holding little secrets for all the heavens to see
The truth fades away 
Fades away into intoxicating chaos 
Through the doors of antiquity, a fiery storm is approaching
No escape across the chasm of hopelessness,
and only to suffer the fate of lost consciousness 
Never to forget all the ages that passed, 
and look to the ones to come 
The wealthy ponder the truth 
The arrogant ponder the truth 
The selfish ponder the truth 
Standing upright in judgement, fingers pointing 
The poor 
The meek 
The hungry 
The homeless, 
all watch with in vain as the ending unravels 
Remember before it’s too late
One choice 
Believe, and be free to wander
Be free  
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I’m a vagabond artist navigating my way through the trials and tribulations of life. In the hopes of glorifying my Lord before the sun runs away. 
Jesus and my cat

Wandering through the ages

All the days are gone

