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This could be a story about anyone. 
You? 
Me? 
Someone you know? 

 

 

 

 



One 

 

The coffee shop was located on an isolated corner at the furthest end of Main street – just 
before crossing the city limits.  

Its dimly lit neon sign read:  J’s COFFEE SHOP – STILL SERVING YOU. 

A small parking area resided to one side of the one story-structure, its 60's style décor betraying 
its antiquity.  

Bordering the street was a small grass-strip which merged into, if not even invading, the 
cracked and crumbling remains of a sidewalk that had been poured before World War 1, over a 
century ago.  

Layers of brown and yellow tint showed through the cracked and fading façade of the eatery. 
The windward side was scarred and beaten by nature’s constant barrage on man’s 
impermanent world.  

As to its history, J’s Coffee Shop was still regarded by some, and certainly not the Millennials, 
the new generation of Starbucks consumers, as an historical symbol in the community.  

For those who remembered, it had been a popular hangout for the military, both active and 
veterans, who fought in Vietnam. The army base, just several miles away, was once a source of 
regular clientele who frequented J’s for its flapjack special; a hefty plate of eggs, bacon and a 
towering stack of pancakes copiously laden with butter and syrup. 

When the war ended, and the conscripts returned to normal life across the nation, J’s slumped. 
Adding to its demise was the vanguard of franchises, the fast food chains, which took over the 
landscape. By the trailing end of the 70’s, people were less interested in the value that such 
places as J’s offered, in fact, they seemed to have lost interest in what they were eating and 
were more motivated by the fact that food was cheap and fast. 

On this lonely corner at the distant end of Main Street, was a place where few people cared to 
walk, like the dark side of the moon, where the neon sign continued to flash on and off, every 
day and every night, 24/7, as it had been doing since 1962 when Jay first opened his shop.  

Of course, Jay no longer existed, having passed away in 1993 – but his son carried on the 
tradition, if trudging uphill in a seemingly losing battle could be called such. 

On this morning, a man pulled up to the parking lot, shut off the engine and just sat there 
staring at the wall in front of him. 

He had seen the flashing neon sign from the overpass, and the lonely repose of the coffee shop 
that was sitting by itself, and the solitude of its location suited his mental state. He needed 
isolation from the world and people.  

Life for him was looking beyond bleak. It was rapidly approaching a total eclipse. 



His mind was trying to shut down on him, as if unconsciousness was a welcomed bliss from the 
agony that burned inside like a torch.  

He hadn't reached the point of wanting to end his life.  But he knew that if the downward slide 
continued at the rate it had gone in the past two hours, it seemed safe to conclude that he 
would hit a point where death seemed to be the only safe-haven from his suffering. 

Gerald Smith was not a suicidal man. He valued life.  In fact, he woke up every day looking 
forward to another one. He was dynamic, driven, and goal oriented – and until this day, he had 
lived a successful life, some would call it the American Dream, but for Gerald, it had been his 
dream. 

But not today. Today - life had come out into the ring with more than he could deal with. In just 
two or more punches, it had left him hanging on the ropes – beaten and bleeding.  

He took a long slow breath. He barely felt the air as it entered his lungs and then he exhaled 
just as slowly – wondering, just tentatively, what it felt like to feel one’s final breath wheezing 
past one’s lips.  

His hands were still gripping the steering wheel as he stared blankly at the wall of the coffee 
shop. The shredded paint and blistered patches reminded him of how his life felt at that 
moment. 

He took another deep breath and slowly shook his head. He stole a look at his watch. It was 
11:35 am on a Friday morning. 

He thought back to just over two hours before.  

At 9:05 that morning, Gerald's boss and long- time friend and co-partner, had called him into 
the office and informed him that he was being let go from the company.  

It was a scenario that should not have been possible.  

"Let go". The words rang in his head, haunting him.  

"Let go". After twenty years with the company.  

"Let go". From a company that he had personally helped to build and forge with twenty years of 
his blood, sweat and tears.  

"Let go, let go, let go, let go!"  

He couldn't stop the ringing sound of those words as they reverberated through his very 
essence.  How, the word exploded inside his skull, could that bastard just call him in and tell 
him he was letting him go? How on fucking earth did he even think he could do that to him?   

His own friend had "let him go". Tom and he had started the company. He had helped build it to 
a multi-million-dollar success story, and then, in the flash of a few seconds, Tom had taken it all 
away from him. 

The Clause. Why had he agreed to The Clause? The legal amendment to the company papers, 
making Tom the senior partner because their attorney suggested it was more in keeping with 



corporate propriety. At the time, it didn’t matter to Gerald. They were best friends, life-long 
buds, so what harm could of it. He trusted Tom implicitly. 

But now, with his white-knuckled hands squeezing the life out of the steering wheel, as he had 
them gripped around Tom’s neck, his mind performed a playback of him walking into the Tom's 
office with his usual candid and casual manner, assuming, as they usually did, that Tom wanted 
to talk over business affairs or current projects with him, as they had done so many countless 
times in the past. Only this time, there was no greeting or smile, no warmth or casual 
friendship. Tom’s eyes were somber. His lips were pinched tightly together – like a vice. 

Gerald stopped in front of his desk and before the usual morning greeting got out of his mouth, 
Tom had said the fatal words. He had delivered the telling blow, the killing strike.  

He remembered standing there as the surrealism of the moment took grip and as the blood 
rushed from his extremities and poured into the pit of his stomach. 

Tom proceeded to explain to him that economic conditions and forecasts were prohibitive to 
keeping him aboard at this time and that he was downsizing the company rapidly to be able to 
ride-out the recession. It was as if he had turned into another person. His words were cold and 
calloused. “I have to invoke The Clause, Gerald – for the company’s sake. You’ll still get your 
severance package, in fact, I’m having it transferred to your account now.” 

Gerald didn't have a leg to stand on. He never thought that he'd ever need one as their bond 
was so tight. Yet, Tom held the majority shares in the company, so his word was final. 

Gerald's eyes followed him as Tom nervously paced back and forth behind his desk. He followed 
every movement. But his mind had gone into a lock-down. He had logged off mentally, 
spiritually and in every other conceivable way.  He simply stood there, his body on auto-pilot, 
watching his best friend trying to smooth over the shock and the blow he had just delivered 
with a swift upper-cut to the jaw before Gerald could even see the punch coming. 

Finally, Tom turned and looked him in the eye. 

At that moment he said something that broke the stupor. It was quite possibly the most 
insensitive and idiotic utterance conceivable under the circumstances. 

"Are you okay?"   

As if Gerald was supposed to answer with anything but a shattering NO, Tom continued to stare 
at him anticipating an answer.  

Gerald never answered. Dark clouds had already descended over him. The event was so 
shocking, so disturbing at a level he had never experienced before in his life, that he was 
speechless. He turned and walked from the office.  

Within minutes he had gathered his belongings from his office, stuffed them in a banker’s box 
and walked from the building. Eyes were on him. People he had hired and worked with for 
years – they all knew the signs – and it caused trepidation in their own hearts. 



Rebecca, the office manager and receptionist for the company, watched as Gerald swept by, his 
eyes locked ahead of him, his jaw gripped like a vice and a stony look that betrayed what must 
have just happened. 

For several hours he just drove, aimlessly, barely noticing the streets or the people, subjectively 
awash in a sea of emotion that consumed him.  

Finally, close to noon, he quietly pulled his car into the driveway of his home. Sarah, his wife, 
would not be expecting him because he never came home early, not in the last twenty years – 
but then again, this circumstance had never happened before either. 

He stepped into the kitchen and put his banker’s box on the table. It felt so bizarre to be 
standing there mid-day, when for the past two or more decades the ambience of his life was 
the culture of the company he had helped build.  

He was about to take off his coat when he heard the sound. It was audibly the sound of voices.  

Slowly, he made his way toward it. It grew louder. It was the familiar laughter of his wife, but 
there was a man's voice intermingled. 

Gerald felt his stomach tighten.  

He moved toward the door of their bedroom. It was slightly ajar. Through the opening he saw 
clearly as the two positioned themselves, fully naked, in a sexual stance.  Neither of them could 
see Gerald standing there.  

He watched in abject shock as his marriage suddenly disappeared like a puff of smoke in the 
wind. 

Was it even possible that his career of twenty years had been abolished, and his marriage, had 
suddenly evaporated before his eyes? All in the same morning?  Did fate stoop to that level of 
irony? 

He continued to stare as the two engaged in the act, as if to confirm that he wasn’t just 
imagining it all. But what he witnessed was agonizingly torturous. 

Finally, without a word, he turned and walked back to the kitchen. He hung there, like a ragdoll, 
wondering what to do with his life. Should he go back and confront them? What good would 
that do? Just like challenging Tom, it was a pointless endeavor – what was done was done. 
What trust and bonds of friendship, or marriage, were now severed for good. 

He looked at the banker’s box, the entire contents of his career slopped into one cardboard box 
– it was tragic if anything. 

Forty-five minutes later, after circling the town several times, he found J's Coffee Shop and 
pulled into the parking lot. 

 

Two 



 

"Can I help you?" the young lady asked him. 

Gerald stared at her for a moment and then realized that he was mentally faltering – caught in 
the vortex of his own emotional meltdown. 

"A large coffee and cream, please" 

"$1.35." She smiled again. 

Gerald paid for the coffee and then found a small table. It was in the far corner of the coffee 
shop where he would be least noticed, and yet, affording him the opportunity to stare out the 
window without anyone seeing his face. A face he was quite sure revealed a broken man. 

The coffee shop had only one other person sitting at a nearby table. An elderly man, who by all 
appearances, was probably a street-person, as betrayed by a face covered in a scraggly mass of 
unkempt hair, one that matched the clingy mop hanging from his skull. His clothes were old and 
worn – and even from where he sat, he could smell the stench of a man whose dirt-caked skin 
was testimony to his poverty. 

It was irony, he thought, sitting here with a homeless man. Just hours before he had been 
categorically part of the successful “upper-middle-class” of America. Now, he was nothing, like 
trash tossed to the street, betrayed by the woman he loved and whom he thought loved him, 
and stabbed in the back by his best friend.  

He sipped on the coffee, letting its warmth permeate his cold numb body.  

As he stared at the street, his mind flashed between the instant when Tom told him he was 
letting him go, and the vision of seeing his wife engaged in sex with another man. A man he 
could not even identify as his back was to him, but a man, nonetheless, who was screwing his 
wife. 

He cradled his coffee cup, fighting the urge to throw it through the window as the rage began 
to swell up like a geyser. It soon washed through him and within seconds he slumped back into 
the depths of despair as wave after wave of emotion poured through him like rain water 
crashing down a desert gulley. 

He sensed two forces at work inside of him. One, the overwhelming sense of defeatism 
compelling him to just lay down and die, was crushing him with merciless conviction. The other 
force was the innate desire to survive. He was caught in the cross-fire of two dynamics battling 
for supremacy. 

He felt degraded beyond anything imaginable to know that his wife was engaged in an affair.  It 
made their twenty-five years together, and the fact that they had raised a family and shared 
intimacy for so long, entirely humiliating.  It was like shitting on a diamond ring.  

He leaned back in his chair and took another sip on his coffee and stared at the world beyond 
the glass. 



It was late autumn. A heavy mantle of dark gray clouds suffocated the world, while a bitterly 
cold-wind cut the air as it moaned beyond the thin glass plate between him and it.  It was a 
picture that emulated how he felt inside – dark, cold and hopeless.  

The somberness of the day just added to his mental state. 

"Hey!" a voice suddenly penetrated his moroseness. 

Gerald turned his head only to see the street-person standing right next to him. In fact, the 
man’s poignant and repulsive stench nearly made him gag. 

"You okay man?" 

Gerald blinked and paused for a moment, and then crinkling his forehead and with the slightest 
rise of his shoulders he answered. "Yes." 

The crumpled old man, stooped from age, with weather-worn skin and deep dark eyes besieged 
by bushy eyebrows, just stood there with his hands in his pockets and said nothing.  He probed 
Gerald with those piercing eyes and then a lopsided smile formed on his lips. 

"No, yur not. You ain't okay at all." He turned and walked away. 

Gerald went back to looking at the street, happy that the man was gone. 

A moment later a plate landed on the table in front of him with a noticeable crack. Gerald was 
startled by the sound and looked down at a donut sitting in the middle of it. 

He looked up to see the old man dragging a chair to the table, making no effort to avoid the 
sound of its metal foot rippling along the floor. He plopped himself down. He had a coffee in 
the one hand and another donut balanced on top of the plastic lid. 

With his mental acuity mired in the muck of his depressing circumstances, Gerald just stared, 
not sure what to say or do.  

It took only seconds for the waft to reach his nose, reminding him that his uninvited guest was 
someone who did not frequent a shower. 

"My momma used to say that when life kicks ya in the balls, best thing ta’do is eat and then talk 
‘bout it." He smiled, revealing a gaping-hole where several teeth were missing. What teeth 
were visible, were tarnished and yellow.  

The man chuckled to himself as he took a bite of the donut and took an offensively loud slurp 
on his coffee. 

"Eat!” he pointed with an old nicotine-stained finger. “That donut cost me half a day's work 
walk’n the streets."   

Despite his wretched appearance, from the dirty skin to the soiled and torn clothes, the one 
thing that stood out about the man was his eyes. They were still bright and animated – full of 
life. A picture which was diametrically opposed to the man’s state of being. 

"I can pay you for it." 



"Don't want yur money, mister. I wanna hear yur story." 

Gerald cocked his head with a look of slight shock. 

"My story?" 

The man nodded as he took another gouge out of the donut and washed it down noisily with a 
mouth full of coffee, followed by a swipe of his already filthy and crusty coat sleeve. 

"Yeah – wanna hear why yur so fuck’n beat up. Ya look like shit." 

"I don't know you, and besides, is it really any of your business?" 

The destitute leaned back and burped loudly. He eyed Gerald with a twisted look. 

"Just ‘coz I live on the streets don’t mean I can’t listen. You afraid to talk to a beggar?” 

Gerald grinned. “You seem to have your own problems.” 

The old geezer smiled. “Oh, I got problems alright. Rained like shit last night, so my cardboard 
hovel is all soggy and wet. Don’t got any money for dinner tonight. If I die tomorrow, nobody 
gives a fuck.” He tipped his head. “So there, I told you my shit, now tell me yours.” 

Gerald was about to ask the man to leave, but then he said the words that pushed his buttons 
to the core. "Who fucked you over? Wife? Your best friend?” 

The way he posed the question, it was as if he possessed some kind of prescience; how could 
he possibly know? 

The destitute said nothing. He just sat there and waited expectantly. 

"I got fired today." 

“Okay,” he nodded. "And?" he smiled anticipatingly. 

Gerald looked at those bright eyes. Despite his appearance the man's tone and manner invited 
him to talk. He had nothing to lose telling a total stranger his story. And maybe, just maybe, 
getting the shit out of his head would help him feel better. 

He let out a deep sigh. 

"My wife is unfaithful." 

"You mean she's getting cranked by another dude, or just flirting?" 

"I saw them together this morning…" he paused. 

"Sex? You saw them having sex?" 

Gerald nodded. 

The old man leaned forward – and with came a reinvigorated wave of his stench. 

"So, yur say'n that you got fired this morning and then you saw yur wife getting porked?" 



Gerald nodded.  

“Baby Lord Jesus, and I thought my life was fucked up." 

"Yeah, tell me about it." 

Gerald felt a slight weight come off his shoulders – just having told this man this much of his 
trauma. Suddenly the donut on his plate looked appealing. He plucked it up and took a bite. 

"I suppose it’s safe to say that you went home, planning to talk to yur wife - and you found her 
in bed with this other jerk-off." 

Gerald nodded while slurping on some coffee to wash down the donut. 

"Shit.  And you didn't shove a two-by-four up that guy's ass? You just watched and left?" 

“They didn’t know I was standing there?" 

The geezer slurped up the last of his coffee and waved a dirty hand in the air to catch the 
attention of a waitress. He waited until she topped up their coffee cups and then turned a 
sparkling eye at Gerald. 

"You must be a fucking saint, cuz if it had been me, I would've whooped that guy silly, right 
there on the spot." 

Gerald let out a small chuckle. He was beginning to like the old guy. 

"So, whach’ya gonna do?" 

"I don't know. I don't have a job, I don't have a wife. I don't have a life." 

The loud raucous laugh that suddenly emitted from the shriveled form, caused several other 
customers to turn and look their way. 

"Oh, come on man. Don’t be so fuck’n dramatic.” 

“I just lost a twenty-year career and my marriage, all in the same morning. It has nothing to do 
with drama." 

"Not talk'n about that. I'm talk'n about your comment that you ain't got a life. Before you go 
feel’n sorry for yourself, look at me. I don't got’a life. I live on the streets. I bum money for a 
liv’n. I got no address. No car. No credit cards. No friends and no family that give a shit about 
me. In fact, my family just as soon I was dead to end their embarrassment.” 

Gerald stared into the grungy and wrinkled face. Despite the hair and grit on his skin, there was 
wisdom there. 

He shook his head. 

"I don't get you. You're homeless and you're sitting here trying to help me. Why?" 

The man leveled his eyes on Gerald's. 



"Don’t like to see a good man go down.” The look in his eyes seemed distanced as he paused, 
maybe even reflecting on his own life. A moment passed before focused on Gerald. “I like to 
think that I used to be a good man myself.” His gazed wandered to the streets beyond and his 
words came with a slight whisper. “I figure you don’t want to go down the same road I went. It 
sucks!" 

"How do you know I'm a good man. Maybe I'm lying to you. Maybe I just robbed a bank or had 
sex with a twelve-year-old or some other nefarious thing." 

The man shook his head and turned to him with a playful grin. “Nefarious. Big word. I know 
what that means. I got a PhD in business long before I ended up on the streets.”  

He leaned even closer, pointing a finger at Gerald. “You wanna learn about people, the best 
school for that is on the streets. There you see the good, the bad and the ugly. I know the bad 
ones, believe me – I’ve run into them and the worst of them ain’t begging, they’re wearing suits 
and ties and driving fancy cars. We got’a code out there, we try to honor it, but the bad ones, 
they’ll throw shit at you, scream at you, spit on you and sometimes even try to run ya down 
with their cars. So, believe me, I know bad. And I can tell a good man when I see one." 

"How can you be so sure," asked Gerald, finding himself more intrigued with his new-found ally. 

The geezer plucked a vagrant donut crumb from the table and dropped it in his mouth. There 
was a playful air of flippancy about him. Despite his destitution, the old geezer seemed better 
anchored than Gerald, at least, that’s how it felt. 

"Easy, the bad ones they don't got no remorse or regret. When they do shit against people, 
they figure they deserved it. They got no conscience. For them the world is just a place to fuck 
with and they ain't got any accountability when it comes to other people. But good men, high 
or low, they always show their remorse and their guilt. If you look, you can see it in their eyes, 
how they carry themselves, and most of them wear that guilt on their sleeves. I know a good 
man when I see ‘em, and yur one of ‘em." 

Gerald smiled. "Thank you." 

"My pleasure." He said, rolling back his sleeve to look at worn leather watch, as if he had an 
important business-meeting to attend.  

The geezer stood and pulled a crinkled cigarette from his pocket and crimped it between his 
lips. “Man’s gotta make a livin – right?  My business is out there, roaming the streets.” He 
nodded. “If yur still here tonight when I finish my rounds, I'll drop in on you and you can buy me 
a cup of coffee"  

"That's a deal." 

Gerald watched as he left the café. He wondered, as he watched the man shuffle down the 
street, what choices he had in his life. If he was a successful business grad, how did he end up 
homeless and why? What roads could have walked otherwise? And how much free will did he 
have in those choices? 



Despite the events of his life this morning, he felt a bit better.  It wasn't just the fact that he had 
vented some of his burden. It was the fact that this man, a complete stranger, had taken the 
time to listen to his story. It gave Gerald pause and a renewed sense of hope for mankind. 

He had surrounded himself with people who had been his anchors. People who, supposedly, 
were his closest and most trusted allies, and two of those most intimate to his life had just cut 
the lines that moored his ship and set him adrift in a violent storm.  

And yet, a homeless man had shown up to console him in his time of crisis. 

Gerald shook his head. The irony was laughable. 

 

Three 

 

When Gerald came out of the men's room a few minutes later, he looked around the coffee 
shop. It was devoid of any other customers. He wondered if maybe it was time to leave, feeling 
uncomfortable that he was its only clientele, but then he glanced at the girl behind the counter 
and she smiled back.  

“How about some more coffee?” she said, bridging the uncomfortable silence. 

Having nowhere else to go, he acquiesced to her offer. “Yes, please.” 

A quick glance at his watch told him that it was now 1:05 in the afternoon. Outside, the cloudy 
overcast still dominated the sky and set the mood, as if to match his own battle with 
depression. 

His thoughts drifted back to Sarah, his wife, or rather, his about to be ex-wife. He tried to shake 
the image of her having sex with this mystery man, but the picture stung, and it seemed to 
linger despite his desire to push it away. 

Never in their twenty-five years of marriage had there ever been any issue of infidelity, on 
either side. At least they he knew of. They had endured the usual marital ups and downs, but all 
in all, at least in Gerald's world, they had successfully weathered the storms and came out the 
other side to calmer seas. Obviously, he had been mistaken. He had misread the signs and that 
made him introvert over his own character-weakness.  

He kept trying to think logically about his circumstance - but it was an uphill battle against the 
forces of depression plowing down on him with full military-like deployment.  

No doubt, by now, having finished her sexual encounter with Tom, Sarah would have walked 
into the kitchen, seen the box of his belongings from the office, and probably passed into panic 
at the realization that he had been there and had just left.  

Gerald felt no animosity for his wife. As upsetting, shocking and numbing the blow was to his 
self-esteem, he could not bring himself to hate the mother of his two fine girls. But he certainly 



would never change his mind about her. The marriage had ended the instant he saw her in bed 
with another man.  

Even if she begged for him to come back, Gerald could never trust her again. There were some 
bonds that were simply irreparable, and the oath of marriage was one of them. "Until death do 
us part", an oath he had taken seriously, and infidelity was the one bullet he could never bite.  

Sipping on his coffee, he realized that he valued the company of the street-man despite his 
acrid stench. Someone to talk to, to take his mind off his trauma. Human interaction was so 
valuable sometimes, and yet, on the other hand, so tragically disastrous.   

The dichotomies of life were staged in the grandest of choreographies, where good and bad, 
karma and fate, yin and yang, intertwined to create the imagery, the stage, the backdrop of 
human existence.  

Gerald had done so well in his life. So little bad had ever happened to him. In fact, he 
considered in many ways that he lived a relatively charmed life. Money came easy. Material 
wealth was effortless. All the perks of a good life were his when he wanted them.  

But now, as he sat alone in J's Coffee Shop, he realized that it was an illusion -  held together by 
the tenuous bonds of agreements between just a few people – and once those bonds were 
clipped, the bubble burst. The perks meant nothing – in the end, all one had was oneself – and 
if that was a happy self, or unhappy one, it had little to do with the quality of the car or house 
or clothing on one’s back. Happiness was ethereal, coming from the depths of one’s 
quintessential self.  

The two main anchors which held his ship on course, his career and his family, were gone. He 
was drifting, and he had no idea where he was going. 

In the background he heard a woman's voice as she ordered a coffee. Beyond the sound of her 
subtle voice, was the definitive noise of an old-fashioned cash register opening and closing; the 
clink of coins; the whooshing of a nearby ceiling fan above; the constant hum of a vending 
machine in the far corner; were the only distractions to the otherwise ceaseless clatter inside 
his head. 

As he listened, his eyes still fixed on his coffee cup, he failed to notice a woman standing next to 
him and when he did he had a slight start. 

"Rebecca?" 

She stood about 5.5, with blond hair – an attractive woman on all counts, although, as he 
memory served him, she was several years younger than him.  

Gerald had hired her on as the receptionist for the company nearly eighteen years ago and had 
personally groomed her for the office manager position.  She had become the administrative 
guru of the place.  If Gerald had been the right hand of the company from a technical and 
business standpoint, Rebecca, unquestionably, had grown to be the left. 

"Why are you here? I mean, aren't you supposed to be at work now?" He asked with a confused 
look. 



She tipped her head at the chair. "May I sit?"  

Gerald stood. “Of course,” he said apologetically. “Where are my manners?” 

She unwrapped her coat and placed it over the back of a nearby chair and then slipped across 
from him.  

She was a slim woman, curvy in all the right places, but as always, she never flaunted her 
physical merits, presenting herself both professionally and with an understated elegance. It was 
a quality about her that he had always admired.  

"You left without saying goodbye." She said as she gently placed her chin on the edge of her 
palm. 

He nodded. 

"I was let go." 

"I heard," she responded somewhat indifferently. "News got around the whole company in 
about two minutes." She continued to stare at him with a slightly hurt look in her eyes. 

Gerald looked at her and then looked down at the table. 

"I'm sorry. I was too mad to have a sensible "goodbye" conversation at the time." 

"I cried for an hour." 

He looked up at her. Confused. 

"Yes, I cried. You've been like a mentor to me. You're the reason I got the job and you're the 
reason I became what I became there." 

Gerald leaned his head to one side as if to negate her statement.  

 I just showed you a few things." 

"A few things! You underrate yourself, Gerald. You practically trained me for months, spending 
an hour or two a day to groom me for the job. You could have hired a dozen more qualified 
girls, but you stuck it out with me. Why?" 

He shrugged. “I saw your potential.” 

She paused, watching him, probing him. 

"Did he say why?" 

He shook his head. 

"Usual mantra – downsizing and all.” 

“And you bought that?” 



Gerald leaned back in his chair, his angst suddenly piqued. “Doesn’t matter what I think, 
Rebecca. Tom is senior partner and the major share-holder. If he decides I’m out, legally, I’m 
out.” 

“But you never expected this to happen, did you?” 

“No.” He shook his head. 

"What else is going on? You're too quiet."  

Gerald was hesitant, why, he didn’t know. He looked at Rebecca and her eyes, the look in her 
face, the whole package just compelled him to talk. 

"Sarah is having an affair. I went home this morning and found her in bed with ..." He let out a 
long sigh of anguish. 

"I see. As if getting fired wasn't enough to make your day. With who?” 

Gerald shrugged. “Didn’t see his face.” 

Rebecca’s forehead furrowed. “Wait, you walked in on her in bed with someone and you didn’t 
confront them?” 

Now he felt like a coward as he remained silent. 

Rebecca had always harbored more feelings for Gerald than he could ever know. Feelings that 
she would never have revealed to him, for to do so would have been a breach of their 
friendship and the trust that friends engage. He was married, and she respected that fact. But 
she loved the man in more ways than one, and she had always known somehow in the depths 
of her soul that Sarah would betray his innocence someday. As a woman she saw through 
Sarah's veil. She knew there was a poison in the woman’s blood, and that someday, she would 
reveal herself; and that day had finally come.  

She had personally seen the twinkle of a flirtatious soul in Sarah. At company meets and 
parties, she flaunted her wares more than a married woman should, and her eyes seemed to 
work the crowd in ways that a devoted wife should not. 

"What are you going to do?" she asked. 

He shrugged. "Not sure. I needed time to think, so I just left the house. I've been here since." 

He looked over at her. 

“You think I did the wrong thing?” 

Her head shook. “I’m not judging you.” 

"How'd you find me anyhow, and why aren't you at work?" 

“First of all, I quit.” 

"You quit? Why?" he looked shocked. 



Rebecca let out a deep breath. 

"Because, I don't work for bastards." She glared. "Tom is a prick for letting you go.  There are a 
hundred ways that he could downsize and economize on expenses right now. None of which 
included having to discharge you. The fact that he would do that to you, after everything you've 
done for him and the company, well…. " she pressed her lips tight. "I just didn't want to work 
for the prick anymore." 

Gerald sat there, with a slightly dumfounded look impacted on his face. 

"As to finding you, it was easy. We have a PI firm, remember? I just called up Sal and asked him 
to track your last credit card purchase. Took him only minutes to find you were here.” 

"Privacy. Whatever happened to that in America!" 

“That went out the window with the Patriot Act. Besides, I figured you needed some company." 

He leaned back in the chair and just stared up at the ceiling fan as it slowly whooshed round 
and round. 

"I'm glad you're here." 

 

 

 

 

Four 

 

In an oddly perverse way … even though every pillar of his life had disintegrated in the past 
hours, Gerald was starting to feel like there was the possibility of a new future awaiting him 
beyond the confines of the dark cave he toppled into. 

Negotiating his fourth cup of coffee, his face was slowly transforming. Whereas hours before, 
there were storm clouds roiling about his head, now, he appeared calmer.  

"Well, I think it's a sign of strength to be able to walk away from everything and happily start 
over again," said Rebecca. She was dancing with her own emotions, trying to appear, and sound 
objective, because if there was one thing the man in front of her didn’t need more of right now, 
was more confusion to add to the eddies swirling about inside his head. 

"Yeah, I guess so." 

"There is another way to look at this you know." Her eyes sparkled a bit and her lips formed an 
impish smile. 

"Do tell." 



"Sarah could have gone about this differently.  Imagine if the affair or affairs, we don't know, 
had gone on for a protracted time-period, like months or years and you didn't know about it?" 

He cringed at the idea that her betrayal could have been that long, that maybe he had not 
walked in on its incipient stage. 

"Your point?" 

"Life goes on, Gerald. We don’t know what skeletons people have hidden away in their closets.” 

Gerald shook his head. “Are you suggesting that I shouldn’t judge Sarah too severely over the 
fact that she’s screwing another man.” 

“No, of course not. It would be hard not to judge her for doing this to you twenty-five years into 
your marriage. What I am saying is that you can’t hold onto it, because in the end it will eat 
away at you, like a cancer. What is done is done, and you can’t undo it.” 

Her stared her in the face. “What you do if you were in my shoes?” 

She grinned, but her eyes narrowed – becoming subtly darker and ominous. “Well, if it was my 
husband in bed with another woman and I walked in on them, I would have probably kicked 
him in the balls, called her a slut and then walked away for good.” 

Gerald flicked a brow. “Ooh, that’s a passive-aggressive side of you I never saw before.” 

She sipped her coffee. “It sounds theatrical, but I know for me, that when something significant 
happens in my life, I need to get closure on it, and fast, so that I don’t sit and stew in it for days 
or weeks.” 

“So, I should go back and kick the man in the balls? That’s what you’re saying?” 

“If it makes you feel better, why not. At the same time, violence is never the right answer. What 
I am suggesting is a proactive move, something to give you a sense of closure so you can get on 
with life.” 

“You’re assuming that it’s over between Sarah and I?” 

She paused. “Did I misread the signs?” 

He chuckled. “No, just messing with you. Of course, it’s over. I couldn’t bring myself to live in 
the same house with someone who has stabbed me in the back. There will never be any degree 
of trust necessary to make a marriage work, never again.” 

Gerald sat there staring across the street at the open lot on the opposite corner. Her question 
had stirred up the storm again. 

Finally, he looked back at her. Rebecca sat quietly, waiting for him to speak. 

“You must be tired of hearing my sob-story by now?” 

She flicked a hand to the air. “On the contrary, I find it fascinating.” 

He smirked. “Fascinating? You find the tragedy of others to be fascinating?” 



“Don’t play that card on me. Remember – I’ve worked with you for eighteen years now, you’re 
not a sensitive-Molly.” She raised a brow. “What fascinates me about your situation is there is 
so much more to the story.” 

Gerald leaned forward. “Care to enlighten me, Sherlock?” 

She tipped her to the side. “First of all, I am a woman. We have special radar. It’s a trade secret, 
and of course I’d have to kill you if I revealed too much, but I can tell you for a fact that Sarah 
has been on the prowl, like a cougar, for some time now.” 

“How could you know?” 

“Small signals. How she dressed at parties. How her eyes worked the men. The flitting looks. 
The flirtatious smiles. These are skills we are endowed with, we know how to send out subtle 
signals. How do you think we snare you guys anyhow,” she said with an impish smile. 

Gerald shook his head. “Why didn’t I see it?” 

“You’re a man.” 

“Funny.” 

“No, seriously, you thought Sarah was devoted to you and you alone, so you closed the door on 
any possibility that she was playing another hand. Manipulation is one of our skills, for lack of a 
better word. 

“And Tom?” 

“That’s another story.” She paused to sip on her coffee. “My suspicions started a couple 
months back when we received a registered letter from Harrison & Sons.” 

“Wait, you mean our competition?” 

“The same. It was addressed to Tom, his eyes only, but my skills at opening envelopes and 
resealing them is second to none, a skill you did not teach me by the way,” she grinned. “It was 
a Letter of Intention, prepared by H&S’s attorney firm.” 

“A Letter of Intent for what?” 

“To sell our company, TTS, to them.” 

Gerald was shocked. “But why would he do that?2 

Rebecca leaned back in her chair, raising a brow as she spoke. “I asked myself the same 
question, but I didn’t have to wait long for the answer. Our accountant and I have become 
friends, and occasionally we’ve done a girl’s night out here and there. After a few glasses of 
wine, her lips were probably looser than they should have been, and she told me that Tom had 
directed her to set up a new company account, one that he controlled. She noticed, not long 
after, that larger amounts of company assets were disappearing from the primary account, to 
this new account.” 

“Where was it going?” 



Rebecca shrugged. “She didn’t know, or didn’t say, whichever, but she did tell me something 
that was shocking. After a few months, the company assets were down to less than a million.” 

“That’s impossible. What did he do with the money? There must have been…” 

She cut him off. “4.2 million disappeared.” 

Gerald slumped back in his chair. “So, he’s covering up something big.” 

She nodded. “Exactly. And whatever he’s doing with the money, he didn’t want to confront you 
about it, so it was just easier to play another card, pull rank on you, and let you go.” 

Gerald was silent. 

She continued. “Maybe he was trying to protect you, in a perverse way of course.” 

“More like he ruined me.” 

“Depends on your perspective. Anyhow,” she glanced at her watch, “I wanted to come tell you 
this myself because I figured you needed some bolstering.” 

Gerald nodded. “I appreciate it. I really do.” His eyes fixed on hers. “What about you, what will 
you do now?” 

She waved a dismissive hand to the air. “Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine. I believe in the 
adage, if you can’t be who you are inside a group, then you’re better off outside it, and believe 
me, if I had to stay another minute in that company knowing what I now know, I probably 
would have kicked Tom in the balls. You were the only reason I was hanging on.” 

Gerald silently cradled the coffee cup while looking at a passing car. 

"You're a good man…" she started to say…"but you've got to open your eyes more. Not 
everyone has the same constitution or principles that you have, and certainly not the discipline 
to stick to those principles.  In one way you're living in your own dream world and forgetting to 
look at the real world around you. People aren't perfect. They may have perfect intentions, but 
they aren't perfect." 

Gerald smiled and turned to look at her. 

"You do." 

She grinned. “You don’t know me that well. And besides, I have a few vices of my own.” 

“Oh, really?” 

“Sure. I am obsessed with romantic comedies and have been known to binge-watch Netflix for 
an entire day with only a bottle of wine and a box of chocolates to feed my hungry maw.” She 
smiled. “Enough?” 

"I appreciate that you’re trying to make me feel better, but I’m still having a tough time 
reconciling everything that has happened.” 

"You need to confront Sarah," said Rebecca with a stern tone. 



"I know. But it's hard enough to look at her face in my head, let alone face her in person." 

Her look became more somber. 

"That woman was supported by you for twenty-five years. She had your children and she raised 
them. Your entire life, as it was, was anchored to her.  It's certainly your right to just cast off the 
ropes and set sail, but for Christ's sake, Gerald, at least make her face up to what she did, and 
for that bastard that just ruined your company, certainly let him have a piece of your mind too." 

Gerald stared at her. He knew what she was saying was probably right, but in the storm of 
leaves swirling around in his head, it was a question of which leaf to start with.   

“Think on it, Gerald. I have to go now.” 

He stood. He wanted to hug her, but all his social circuitry had fused, and he felt awkward. 

“Thank you.” 

She leaned into him and placed a light kiss to his cheek. “You’ll figure this out, you always do.”  

He watched as she drove off. The surrealism of the moment struck him. The odd sense, like he 
was suddenly suspended in another dimension, where it felt as if he had nobody to turn to in 
this world, possibly except for Rebecca. His circle of friends was associated with the company, 
the one he had just been ejected from. His family, mostly on Sarah’s side, now seemed like a 
distant memory. And with his two kids in college in another city, nothing that had been, was 
now the same. 

He had coasted through his life, surfed the wave of success, and never bothered to look to see 
if any sharks were circling the waters. It had never occurred to him that his best friend and wife 
would pose a danger to him. 

Why had he been so naïve?  Why had he put his consummate trust in the lap of mankind? Why 
had he assumed that those he most-trusted would never betray him? 

His stomach grumbled. He hadn't eaten anything since the donut the old street derelict had 
given him early in the morning.  

He looked at his watch. It was nearly 4:30 pm. 

He pushed himself up from the table and walked to the counter. 

There was a new girl there now.  

"Can I help you, Sir?" 

"Yeah…" he stared half-mindedly at the menu.  "Give me a toasted bagel with cream cheese 
and a large coffee, please." 

Moments later he was back at this table, nibbling on the bagel and sipping his 5th cup of coffee. 

Outside, the somberness of the clouds continued to add to the incipient twilight which he felt 
about his life. 



It had now been over seven hours since his nightmare had begun and while he felt some of the 
weightiness had dissipated, he still felt an overwhelming apathy that was tugging at him.  

Soon he would have to leave the coffee shop and go to a hotel, something he was desperately 
avoiding doing, because who wants to sit in an empty hotel room, closed-in by four walls, when 
despondency and gloom are one’s only companions. 

No doubt, Tom would probably have already deposited his severance package in his bank 
account, as promised by his contractual arrangement, so money was no issue. The issue was 
what to do and how best to go about it.  

The dominant impulse was to just walk away; to contact his kids and inform them of his 
decision and why; to get his belongings picked up by a moving company and simply move to 
another city and start all over again. 

Despite what seemed the easy road, Rebecca’s words fought for relevance through the miasma 
of confusion in his head. There was truth in what she said, he needed closure, otherwise the 
brutal sense of betrayal would haunt him in whatever new chapter he engaged. He sensed that 
he would always harbor a feeling of distrust about the next woman in his life, the next partner 
or person he wanted to trust but could not.  

He knew that there could be no absolute closure. One does not forget about a woman he loved 
for nearly three decades of his life. One doesn’t just toss away the memories of a best friend, 
the alliances, the late nights, the uphill challenges that eventually led to their success. Any 
closure would, perforce, leave a modicum of doubt and skepticism about future relationships, 
of whatever kind, but that, unfortunately, was a ghost he would have to live with.  

It was time to do something. 

He pulled out his mobile phone and dialed the first number. 

 

Five 

 

As he waited for him to show up, Gerald began to strategize.   

His mind was pressing itself back into form again after being tromped and beaten down by any 
army of insurgents invading his domain.  

The trauma of the earlier part of the day that had taken him like a storm, was starting to wear 
off, and his innate ability to differentiate and analyze was seeping through the swamp of 
emotion. With his growing composure came a growing sense of fight. His head was above the 
water now. He could breathe. 

He looked at his watch. It was 5:45pm.  

He called Rebecca. She answered on the first ring. 



"Are you okay?" she started off with concern in her voice. 

"I'm fine - really. I want to thank you for taking the time to talk to me." 

"I hope it helped. " 

"Listen, do you have the number Sal at the Private Detective agency we use?" 

She paused. "Yeah, but… what's up?" 

"Trust me on this one. I'm taking your advice." 

She gave him the number. 

"Thanks… and by the way, can you meet here for a coffee ... maybe around midnight?" 

"Sure." 

He hung up the line and called the PI. It took him only a few minutes to describe the scenario to 
Sal and to give him the instructions. He gave him his credit card number and told him to bill the 
service to that card, not the company account, and that the arrangement was not to be 
mentioned to anyone but him. 

The first punch had been thrown. He felt better already. Rebecca was right – he needed to be 
proactive and not run from it. He needed to open and slam the doors when he was good and 
ready and not a second before. 

He waived-down the waitress and ordered his seventh cup of coffee. Between the heightened 
emotion and adrenaline swirling inside, and the copious amount of caffeine streaming through 
his veins, he had all the fuel necessary for what was about to come. 

Moments later, a figure stepped into J’s. Their eyes met.  

Tom hedged, as if his soul had just suddenly backed out of his body. Tom made his way, almost 
cautiously, to the table and then sat. 

Silence ensued for a brief, but painful few seconds.” 

“Got anything to say?” 

Tom tried to appear normal- The skin on his face was taut and drawn, betraying the stressful 
currents pulling at him from within. 

Gerald leaned closer. “How deep is this hole with Harrison & Sons?” 

Tom replied, a bare whisper. “Pretty deep. They know we can’t afford a legal battle, so I either 
take their deal or they wait until we go bankrupt which will happen when our annual tax audit 
comes up next month, and then they can just move in and take us.” 

“What did you do with our capital?” 

Tom hedged again, but his guilt was as plain as a bright sun in a deep blue sky. 

“Time-shares.” 



“Where?” 

“The Caymans. The money is locked in for at least the next five years.” 

Gerald shook his head, a quizzical look on his face. “Why Tom? Why’d you do it?” 

Tom shrugged with a heavy sigh. “I got tired of playing the same game, every day, for nearly 
thirty years.” 

“Tired enough to pilfer company assets without telling me?” 

“I know. I’m a prick. Not the guy you thought I was.” 

Gerald leaned back, crossing his arms across the chest while eyeing Tom. 

“I didn’t ask you to come here to rub it in your face, Tom. You’re going to have to face your own 
demons on that score. But I’m damn-well not going to let you destroy twenty-five years of my 
work and let this company get taken over by H&S.” 

“There’s no way to stop them. They’re legal team is already preparing the papers for the 
business-court.” 

“Did you sign anything?” 

“Just a Letter of Intent. The final papers are being filed tomorrow by H&S’ attorney.” 

“Where’d you get the idea to sink our money into a private investment?” 

Tom was silent, staring down at the table a long time before he answered. He signed. “It was 
suggested to me as a solid investment. The golden opportunity.” 

“By who?” 

 

Six 

 

It had been a couple hours since Tom had left J’s.  

At 7:20 pm, the call came through from the PI Agency. 

Gerald listened as Sal downloaded the details. He gave his next set of instructions and then 
hung up. 

A grumbling stomach reminded him of how much coffee he had consumed – bordering on 
caffeine overdose. One more cup might begin a fatal chain reaction.  

He was beginning to feel like an intruder in the coffee shop, and yet, the continued smiles and 
the pleasant manner of the girls who serviced him, made him feel welcomed. It was not as if 
the place was packed with people, usually, at best, four or five tables were occupied, but most 
of the time, he was alone. 



As his thoughts drifted like water spreading aimlessly over a floor, to times and places in his life, 
good times, happy ones, memories of wonderful times with Sarah, times with Tom, when love 
and friendship had meant something more. 

The door to the coffee shop opened. With it came the slash of a stark and bitterly frigid wind 
that pierced the cafe. He looked through his peripheral vision at who it was that had stepped in.  

It was her. 

She approached the table. Her manner lacked the usual snap in her stride. Her head was held 
low and her eyes flitted back and forth. Sarah was wearing her guilt like a heavy overcoat.  

As she sat down, he felt an odd sense of grief welling up inside. Even though her betrayal was of 
the worst kind. Even though her duplicity and treachery to him was beyond anything he would 
have ever considered her capable of doing, he still felt a pang of intense grief, a nostalgia that 
was gripping his throat just now, a wish that somehow, none of this was happening and that he 
and Sarah were just sitting down as husband and wife to have a cup of coffee together and talk 
over mundane matters. 

He forced back the emotion and cleared his throat. 

"I'm sure you know what this is about." 

Her eyes welled-up with tears which slid down her cheeks like raindrops. 

"I saw you with him this morning, as you probably figured out. You betrayed a friendship, 
between you and I, and I consider that to be senior to a marriage contract.  We have lived 
together for over twenty-five years. We have shared intimacy, but more importantly, we shared 
common threads as friends, at least, I thought so. Having an affair has not only has torn our 
marriage apart, but it has permanently impaired our friendship." 

A slight whimper escaped her lips as she wiped the tears away. 

He remained silent, but the pain he felt inside was tearing him apart. 

She drew in a deep breath and exhaled slowly, still fighting back more tears. 

"I guess this means it's all over between us. Is that what you're saying?" 

"What were you thinking, Sarah? Did you really think you could go on living two lives without it 
eventually surfacing?” 

She shook her head as her eyes drifted downward. 

“Would you trust me if I did this to you? Would you or could you ever sleep in the same bed 
with me again, wondering if I was being true to my word, wondering if I wasn't engaging some 
other woman on the side." 

She shook her head. 



He leaned forward on his elbows. "I was blind, Sarah. I've been living in a delusory world where 
everything is perfect. I wanted my world the way MY world was going. Not yours. So, that’s on 
me." 

She looked up at him, her eyes red and somehow, pleading. 

"I'm not blaming you and I don't hate you. In fact, I still very much love you. How could I hate 
someone that I have loved for so long? It's impossible. I will never stop loving you. But I can't be 
married to you because that requires consummate trust, and that bond has been broken and I 
cannot see a way to live with you without having some sense of eternal doubt in my mind." 

Sarah nodded her head as she used a paper napkin to dab her eyes. 

"I know." She said with a twittery voice. 

"Sarah, the only thing I wish you had done was to grant me the decency to tell me that you 
were not happy with our marriage and let me be the captain of my own ship and decide on my 
course. This affair has suddenly sunk our ship and we're both treading water somewhere at sea 
right now." 

He rubbed his tired eyes. "Anyhow, …" he started to talk when his cell phone rang. 

"Gerald here," he answered – recognizing the number from the Private Detective agency. 

He listened carefully as the agent downloaded his latest find. Gerald's face showed no emotion. 
Even though the information stunned him, it all started to make sense now. The entire picture 
was falling into place. Each piece fitting neatly with the next.  

"Thanks Sal, thanks very much. You've done an incredible job. We'll be in touch." 

He hung up the line and put the cell phone on the table in front of him. 

He looked at Sarah. “Who made the first move, if you don't mind me asking?" 

"He did." 

Gerald said nothing but looked at her inviting more. 

"During the Christmas party, while you were off talking to other clients, he approached me.” 

“But you flirted back, didn’t you?” 

She didn’t deny it. 

“The next day he called me up and asked me out for lunch, so I went. One thing led to another." 

“What are his intentions towards you, Sarah. Does he want to marry you?" 

She shook her head. 

"I don't know. The whole affair was magnetic. Like a chemical reaction. I got attracted to him 
sexually." 

"What are your intentions?" 



"I don't know…" she stared at the table. "It was like living in a fantasy. It didn’t seem real, and 
yet, I got obsessed with it. 

She looked up at Gerald with sad eyes. 

"When I saw the banker’s box on the kitchen table, I realized you had seen us together, and 
that’s when my world crashed." 

She nodded and forced a tiny smile but there was still grief welling up in her eyes. 

"We’ll talk it over some more," he said. “We have to tell the kids.” 

She paused, wanting to say more, but the words didn’t come. She stood and reached over and 
put her hand on top of his. 

"I'm sorry. I really am," at which she turned and walked away. 

Gerald sat there a long time, just staring out the window at the blackness of night. His own 
image reflected in the glass, and for the first time that day, he noticed the tears slowly 
cascading down his face. 

 

 

Seven 

 

It was 10:45 pm when all the factors had been weighed up, when the pros and cons of his plan 
had catalyzed a solution to his dilemma.  

There was nothing he could do to salvage his marriage, that was a dead issue now, but he 
certainly could swing a sword on behalf of his career. 

He picked up his cell phone and dialed. 

Tom picked up on the second ring. 

“I have a plan and you’re going to help me put it in motion.” 

“You trust me after everything I did?” asked Tom. 

“No, I don’t trust you at all, Tom, which is why I’ve contacted my attorney and informed him to 
draft a press release with all the details of what you have been up to.” 

Silence followed. “Why would you do that?” 

“Call it an insurance policy. You either do what I’m about to tell you, or I will destroy your life 
just like you tried to do to me. Your credibility in the industry will be ruined.” 

Tom sighed. 

“Okay, what do you want me to do?” 



 

Eight 

 

As if something important was about to happen, the late-shift waitress at J’s, having been 
briefed on their rather odd client, a man who had been sitting there since early morning, 
arrived at the table with a fresh cup of coffee for Gerald.  

Although the aroma was tantalizing, Gerald’s stomach responded with a grumble. It would be 
his eighth cup for the day. He couldn’t deny the service, especially since no one had said a word 
about his lengthy tenure there. 

“Thank you, so much,” he said as he positioned his cell phone in front of him, with the pad of 
paper and notes next to it.  

The next phone call would be the most important call he would ever make, like parachuting 
from a plane with a chute that hadn’t been opened in decades – nor even checked for its 
fidelity. It was a one-shot deal. If the PI’s information was accurate, which he had no reason to 
doubt, he would have a strong hand. If not, his gambit would fail. 

The PI had also provided him with the personal and direct number to the CEO of H&S. 

Although it was close to 11:30 pm, he was certain that the CEO would pick up, on the simple 
premise that anyone calling at this time of day must have something important to say. 

“This is Randal Agies, who am I speaking to?” answered the man, his voice carried a strident 
authoritarianism. 

“This is Gerald Smith, from TTS.” 

“Ah, Mr. Smith. Is there some reason you are calling me at this late hour? 

“Mr. Agies, I’ll cut to the chase. Tomorrow, your attorneys plan to submit paperwork to the 
business court, finalizing the take-over of our company. Correct?” 

“That is correct.” 

Gerald paused. “That’s not going to happen.” 

The man’s response came with a tinge of humor in his voice. “I find that interesting, coming 
from someone who no longer works at TTS.” 

“True, however, you might be interested to know that I hired a PI to look into a few things.” 

“If you’re trying to intimidate me, it’s not working,” said the man, 

“No intimidation intended. I just wanted you to know that I have traced how it is that my 
partner, Tom Wills, managed to channel off millions of dollars in capital, into time-shares in the 
Caymans and Bahamas – making the company completely vulnerable to a hostile take-over.” 

“I have no idea what you are talking about Mr. Smith.” 



“I’m sure, you don’t, but humor me for a moment.” He glanced at his notes. “My PI discovered 
that the person who not only suggested, but recruited Tom Wills for the time-share investment, 
who claimed that it would net him a sizeable return, was, and is an employee of Harrison & 
Sons, in fact, he is your nephew.” 

Silence could be heard on the other side of the line. 

“Apparently, he befriended Tom last year, gained his trust and then suggested that he invest 
our company assets, and Tom stupidly took the bait. Then, when he was firmly committed, and 
our assets were frozen for years to come, your nephew quietly withdrew and returned to his 
job at Harrison & Sons, and you made your play. You baited Tom Wills, with the intent of 
pressing TTS to the edge, where it could not stand up to a battle and hostile take-over. It was an 
intentional and decisive plan to give you the upper-hand.” 

“Even if any part of this fictional tale were true, it has no legal relevance to our filing 
tomorrow,” said Randal Agies. 

“That is correct, but when I send the press-releases to the media tonight, news about the 
corrupt dealings of one of the largest industries in this sector, what do you think that’s going to 
do to your stocks, to your name, to your reputation? And when I include the name of your 
nephew, who was essentially planted to accomplish this mission of finding Tom’s Achilles Heal 
and pushing TTS to the brink, what do you think is going to happen then?” 

“Nothing. Assuming your story has any credibility whatsoever, we would simply counter it with 
our own.” 

“Assuming, as you say, that any of this is even vaguely true, but then again, you over-played 
your hand, Agies.” 

“How is that?” 

“You never counted on one thing – an Achilles Heel of your own. Your nephew has been having 
an affair with my wife.” 

The silence was stone-cold.” 

“You’re making this up,” responded the man, a thread of angst in his voice. 

“Am I?” 

“You can’t prove any of this.2 

“Actually, I can. I gave my PI access to the security footage which I pay a dear sum for at my 
home. He tracked the license plate for a car parked outside our home this very morning when I 
walked in on a man having sex with my wife. In fact, he has documented no less than three 
other times when that car was parked there, and the owner is your nephew, Agies.” 

Silence ensued. 

“You didn’t count on that, I know. So, here’s the deal, the only deal. If I don’t get a phone call 
within the next thirty minutes, confirming that your dropping the hostile take-over and all legal 



proceedings, I will have my attorney release the statements to the media and you will be 
waking up to crashing stocks and a world of pain for your empire. Am I clear?” 

 

Nine 

 

When he got back from the men's room, a familiar figure was sitting at his table.  

The old geezer, the first person he had met early-on in this very long day, looked up at him with 
a smile, one that instantly betrayed his missing teeth, and the remains of the yellowed-ones 
which appeared. 

"Hey, how are ya?" the man said with a definitive street dialect. 

"I'm good. And you? Successful day?" 

"Oh yeah, I got ‘bout twenty bucks on the beg.  That'll keep me goin’ for a couple days?" 

Gerald smiled at the man's animation and spirit. He had nothing, lived in a cardboard box, and 
yet he maintained a buoyancy that was admirable. 

"Let me get us a coffee and something to eat." 

"Ah it's ok partner. I can pay fer it." 

"No, it's my turn." 

Gerald went to the counter and ordered two large coffees and a couple donuts. 

The manager of the establishment happened to be standing behind the young girl at the 
register. He stepped forward as Gerald was pulling out his credit card. 

"Sir, I’m told you've been here all day and if I am not mistaken, at least according to my girls, 
this would be your ninth cup of coffee. Please, it's on us." 

Gerald smiled. "Thank you. Thank you very much." 

"So…" began the geezer as Gerald dropped the coffee and donut in front of him …"yur lookin 
brighter than this morning.  Looks like ya figured some stuff out fer yourself." 

Gerald rolled his head a bit. "Yeah, I did." 

"That's good," he said between bites and a noisy slurp of coffee. 

"So, you plan’n to go home anytime soon or you gonna sleep here in J’s?" he smiled. 

"I'm getting myself a hotel room tonight and a good night's sleep. But first I must meet 
someone." 

"Ahh, I know that tone. Yur meet’n a woman. She good look'n?" 



Gerald let out a laugh, and it felt good to laugh again at something simple and funny. 

"Yes, she's good looking, but don't jump the gun on me here my friend. We're just talking at this 
stage." 

The man smiled as he eagerly gulped down the remains of his coffee. 

"Yur a good man, but a lousy bullshitter. And believe me, yur talk’n to one of the best.” 

The geezer eased to his feet as the last bite of the donut disappeared down his gullet and then 
he smiled. 

"Good luck with that woman, and thanks for the coffee and donut." 

Gerald stood and extended his hand. 

"Thanks for being a friend." 

Gerald watched as the man shuffled from the café and then pressed his body into the cold 
autumn wind and disappeared into the night. 

He wondered at that moment, if the man wasn't something else all together. Maybe an angel 
sent down to pull him up by the bootstraps. Maybe his personal savior?    

Someday he would look him up. 

He sat back down and nursed his coffee, and as he did, he heard the door open to the coffee 
shop. The small bell sounded as it did every time someone walked in. He looked at his watch. It 
was 12:01am. 

Rebecca smiled at him as she approached the table. 

Gerald knew at that point that his life would be better. 

As she sat down his mobile rang. He listened, offering occasional acknowledgements as the 
man on the other end spoke. When it was done he placed the phone on the table and looked 
up at her. 

“Who was that?” she asked. 

“Someone who wants to avoid a nasty situation.” He pushed a cup of coffee toward her.  

"How'd you like to take your job back? I think we're going need some help." he said to her. 

She smiled as he proceeded to tell her everything. 

 

  

A new beginning 

  


