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1 The Good father

––––––––

*****  The lucky few make it to the broken shards of wooden planks which float helplessly upon the growing rough blood tinged waters.  The unfortunate souls that cannot reach the lifelines paddle desperately while being flung about by the angry tide.  An eerie mist slowly builds upon the hellish waters of the abyss, covering many souls as it breezes over with purpose.  Painful screams of horror send chills down the safe mortal’s spines as they observe the minions that have arisen from the foggy tempest.  Reaching arms and hands of the damned stretch out to pull lost souls into the eternal darkness amongst them.  The screams and pants of exhaustion from the people scurrying like helpless prey call this place home.  One by one they are pulled under, never being able to free the past of their wicked deeds.  No matter how hard they try scrambling away, there’s no escaping fate.  The malicious beasts show no mercy by grasping onto their victims like hunger quenchless predators before devouring them whole.

By the grace of God the heavens open and the brightness of all that is pure and good shine upon the remaining righteous souls and the damned evil from the abyss, casting joy and hope in the hearts and minds of his children while obliterating the beasts below.  The Angels swoop downward with authoritative brilliance, saving the children from the clenches of evil, pulling them up into the air away from danger and harm.  The true believers of The Word have been granted eternal salvation *****

––––––––

On an ordinary day in the quiet dull town of New Hope, not much if any at all ever happens here.  Cast away from the hustle and bustle of the daily ins and outs of loud city life, the calmer side of earthly living thrives and flourishes here.  An action packed day would mean that either Bob the postman’s vehicle broke down again and needed assistance or Mrs. Cranbury’s lovingly malicious feline climbed up the tall oak tree again after the town brat Wally Thorn frantically chased after it in a day of fun.  And you thought the milkman’s job was boring?  What about poor Jack Waters, the local journalist who writes for the biggest periodical in town, not to mention the only one in the whole small world forgotten County?  Don’t let his current residence however fool you by any means.  Jack was known to be the best at what he did.  If there was a story to be written he would be immersed knee deep in it, and elbows too for that matter.  Yes that was surely Jack Waters, always beating everybody to the punch.  But that was the old Jack.  The one who’s life was left behind in New York City.  Some said stress of the daily grind was too much for him to handle, keeping him up all night ranting and raving while tossing and turning pillows about.  But that wasn’t the life he wanted to lead forever.  Of course his career meant so much to him, but it wasn’t the world to him.  It was the pride and joy found in his wife and daughter that led Jack away from the endless hours of breaking news stories and sipping coffee binges.  The long hours and stress began taking away from his cherished family life.  The one thing he never wanted was work to steal away precious moments from his daughter Lyndsey.  It was her childhood memories that he always wanted to be a major part of.  So to the contrary of what fellow employees or bosses may have thought about the reasons for his departure, this was the truth about his escape.  Though his new found time with Lyndsey and his wife Johanna have been a Godsend, a true journalist always has that itch of being there first amongst the action.  It is that killer instinct that will always lurk deeply embedded inside.  The same exact instinct and test of morality that will guide his future down a chosen path to the unknown.  It was this action and adventure that Jack truly missed for his costly loving sacrifice.  A sacrifice he’d take over and over again for what’s kept close at heart. 

“Hey, honey, I’m home,” Jack announces, walking through the front door with hands full of paperwork.

“Oh, hey Jack.  I thought you weren’t going to be home until much later,” Johanna shuts off the vacuum and enthusiastically approaches. 

They embrace lovingly while Jack struggles to keep the papers in order.

“Oh, I’m sorry, my bad.”

“That’s OK, it’s nothing.”

“You must be really busy at the office.  A lot of new stories coming in?”

“Nah, not at all.  Don’t let all the pages fool you.  I just printed out some stories that just came in over the newswires so I won’t feel guilty for not doing anything at home.”

Johanna chuckles.

“Is my doll home?”

“Of course, she’s upstairs packing for our trip to New York.  She has been so excited lately to see grandma that every other word out her mouth is Granny Ann.”

“What’s the other word then? Jack asks.

“Like you don’t know silly, Daddy of course.  Daddy did this, Daddy did that, Daddy said this, Daddy said that, it never ends,” Johanna sighs jokingly while Jack eats it up.

“I don’t think she heard me.  Maybe I should sneak up and surprise her.”

“She would get a kick out of that I’m sure.”

“Should I be Sam the sleuth or Floofy the goofy clown?”

“Please don’t be that loony clown character.  You’ll make me pee my pants again.  Besides, you look more like a sleuth to me anyway.”

“OK.  I’ll spare you the agony of having to do more laundry than necessary.”

“Wow, thanks, he loves me so much,” Johanna winks.

Jack wastes no time in rushing up the stairs and calling out for his angel.

“Where’s my princess?”

“Uh oh, who is it?” Lyndsey’s quiet voice of uncertainty answers.

Jack hesitates for the moment and glances back down the stairs at Johanna.  She smiles briefly back up at him and motions the approval while chuckling and waving him on.

“Who is it, I said” the childish curiosity repeats.

“It’s Floofy the goofy clown of course!  Who else in the world could it be?”  Jack’s filled lungs are expelled as his voice propels and echoes throughout the house.  Johanna’s almost simultaneous laughter eruption signals the start of the foolish game.

“Oh no, help me!  Stay away from me you crazy clown!”  Lyndsey finally comes into view as she darts across the hallway and into her bedroom giggling and screaming uncontrollably.

Jack wobbles along like a clown only could, foolishly stumbling towards his daughter’s room while making strange distorted faces and hitting a wide array of different emotions.

“Don’t be afraid it’s only me silly.”

Lyndsey finally catches her breath and calms down from the over-excitement.

“You who?”

Jack returns to a state of normality and looks at her in a serious manner.  He sighs out loudly and slowly outstretches his arms.

“Floofy wants a great big hug!” he breaks the silence and puts on another comical show while heading towards his princess.  Lyndsey screams out in a giggling gesture of joy, this time charging back at Jack with great eagerness and anticipation.  The father and daughter duo embrace tightly.

“I missed you so much, princess.”

“I love you, daddy.”

“Have you been a good girl while I was away at work?”

“Yes.  I’m always a good girl daddy,” she embraces him more tightly.

“I don’t know if your mother would agree with that one.  What have you been doing all day?”

“Getting all my clothes together for our trip.”

“Granny Ann will be so happy to see you.  She hasn’t seen you in such a long time.  She probably won’t even recognize you now that you have grown so much.”

Lyndsey’s eyes drop and swell with tears as she mopes about in frustration.

“Aww, what’s the matter, honey?”

“I want to go see granny but I want you to come too.  I don’t want to be there without you.  Who will play with me?  I’ll miss you too much if you don’t come.”

“I will miss you too honey.  Mommy will be there though to play with and give you company.  I wish I could go but daddy has to stay here and work.”

“Why do you have to work?  Can’t you take off and stay with us?”

“Like I said, doll.  I wish I could.  Daddy has to work so he can pay all the bills.  We have been through this yesterday.  You’ll have a lot of fun there you will see.  The week will go by faster than a blink of the eye.  I bet you probably even want to stay an extra day or two once you’re there.  Granny really loves you a whole lot.”

“I know she does.  It just won’t be the same,” she hugs him lovingly.

“Are you my big girl?”

“Yes, daddy.”

“Do big girls cry?”

“No, daddy.”

“Now go get washed and ready for dinner.  Cheer up or you’ll wake up the tickle monster,” Jack reaches for her underarms.

“OK. OK,” a large smile comes to her face while Jack’s emotions get the best of him.

Like a seesaw going up and down, this time Jack is overcome with sadness.

“It’s OK, daddy.  I’ll be back in a blink of an eye,” she smiles.

“I know.”

“Are you my daddy?”

“Yes, princess.”

“Do daddy’s cry?”

“No, princess.”

“Oh, I almost forgot, dad.”

“Forgot what?”

“Your present.”

“Come on down guys it’s time to eat.  The food is getting cold,” Johanna beckons the father-daughter duo to descend at once.

“Can’t I give you the present first?”

“No.  We better get going.  You know how mom gets if we don’t eat right away after the hot food is placed on the plate.”

“I cook for you two in this brutal heat and by the time everyone finally sits down the food  is ice cold,” little Lyndsey shakes her head, places her cute hands on her hips and imitates her mom perfectly.

Jack smiles briefly.

“Come on.  I mean it.  I cook for you two in this brutal heat and by the time everyone finally sits down the food is ice cold,” Johanna projects her voice up the stairs.

Jack and Lyndsey giggle softly and dart quickly down the stairs not to anger Johanna.

“I think you will both enjoy this dinner.”

“Wow mom, the food looks yummy.”

“Ditto that.”

“I figured I’d make a nice dinner for Father’s Day to show how much we appreciate all the things you do for Lyndsey and I.”

“Thanks.  It’s not necessary though.  I love you guys to death.  I can’t even count all the things you too do for me either.  Let’s just call it even.”

Jack stares at the turkey and mashed potatoes flowing over with warm gravy that’s partially covering the scattered corn kernels.  His mouth begins to drool and can barely wait for Lyndsey to say grace before digging in.  The family closes their eyes and crosses their hands, giving thanks to the Lord.

“And I also want to thank you for all this food mommy made, and please provide for those who don’t have any.  Oh, and watch over daddy while he is home all alone, Amen.”

“Amen,” Jack and Johanna say in unison.

“Now let’s dig in!” Jack states enthusiastically.

“You don’t have to tell me twice, daddy.  Mashed potatoes are my favorite, yummy.”

“Make sure you eat the turkey too, missy,” Johanna orders.

“I know, I know.”

“So how has work been?”

“Very slow.  It’s hard getting any story these days nonetheless a good one.  How many times can you write about the same boring thing over and over again?” 

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, dear.  Everyone I talk too raves about your articles and the coverage you provide.”

“Well, they aren’t going to tell the journalist’s wife that her husband’s stories are over played and dull.”

“My friend Maria would tell me if they were.”

“That’s for sure.  She’s the only exception.  The only reason she hasn’t been telling you though is because she’s been telling me instead.”

“Yea, that’s Maria alright,” Johanna chuckles.

“Make sure I get a call from my ladies every night when you two are in New York.  I don’t know how late I can call you there and I’ll start worrying.  Granny likes going to bed really early and I don’t like disturbing her.  She needs rest.”

“We will, daddy.  Are you sure you can’t come with us?”

“Sorry, doll, I can’t”

“Mommy, I’m not going next time if daddy can’t come.”

Johanna tries changing the subject in hopes of getting Lyndsey’s mind off things.  She leans over and whispers in her ear.

“Are you forgetting something?”

“Oh yea,” her eyes light up with joy as she scurries away from the table and up the stairs.  She returns in a flash with a huge grin on her face.

“Where did you go off too?” Jack asks.

She removes hidden hands behind her back and reveals a neatly wrapped box with a large card on it.  Lyndsey breathes heavily from her brief sprint up and down the stairs.

“Happy Father’s Day, daddy.”

“Happy Father’s Day, Jack.”

“Aww, thanks guys,” he embraces Lyndsey tightly.  “You shouldn’t have.  You should’ve wasted the money on a doll or some candy for yourself instead.”

“Don’t be silly daddy.  Aren’t you going to read the card?”

“Oh, yes, of course.”

To the best dad in the whole world,

One simple card could not express or define the three letters that spell a most magnificent word.  These three letters symbolize a loving man that would do anything for his loved ones and family.  These three letters spell DAD.  No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t think of another three letters that would be appropriate enough to describe my feelings for the man who has always been there for me in good times and bad.  In a moment’s time, however, it hit me.  It wasn’t three letters, but three words that hit me the hardest.  The three words that capture the fact I would do anything in the world to make you happy.  The three words that even at my young age I can write and express daddy.

I LOVE YOU

LOVE LYNDSEY

No matter how hard Jack tries he can’t seem to fight off the wetness that builds up and swells his eyes.  His once macho ego and inability to show heart felt emotions from past days as a youth have been thrown out the window.  The excitement and anticipation in his wives and daughter’s expressions hit home hard.  After all the hard struggling years Jack finally realizes what the defining meaning of life truly is.

“Open it, daddy!”

Jack stares at the small neatly wrapped package and breathes out heavily while pondering what the gift may be.  With no further hesitation, he rips apart the wrapping like a young child opening his first Christmas gift.  The package contains an extravagantly shining ballpoint pen coated with an eye-catching layer of fine gold.

“Just what I needed.  Thank you so much.”

He spreads out his arms and Lyndsey runs into them joyfully.

“Take it out the box.  You didn’t even see what’s written on it.”

“This was too much guys.  I know these pens are really expensive.”

“Lyndsey felt bad seeing her dad with cheap leaky pens all the time when your coworkers always had top of the line ink with them.”

“Come on, dad!  Look on the other side of the pen!”

Jack lifts the pen out the box and stares at its craftsmanship.  Slowly turning it towards him reveals an even nicer surprise.  The initials J. C. W. are elegantly engraved along its surface.  A wider smile overcomes him.

“Custom made just for you Jack Clarence Waters,” Johanna informs.

“Maybe you should have left out the letter C,” he replies.  “People will start thinking it’s my real legal name.”

“I really like the name Clarence dear.  It’s what Lyndsey called you for the first time as a baby.”

“Yea, I like the name too daddy, I mean Clarence,” she giggles and runs off.

Jack chases around the table, making her erupt in laughter as she darts away.

“That’s it.  You’re going to get it now, missy.  Out of all the possible first words a child ever says.  What happened to daddy?  Or I love you?  Or Papa?”

“You can’t catch me, daddy Clarence,” she giggles and this time, instead of running away, heads back into his arms.

Johanna joins in on the loving and hugs them both.

“You know something guys.  I would do anything in the world for you two,” Jack claims.

“We know,” Johanna replies with a smile.

“I mean it.  Anything,” Jack confirms.

“We know, daddy,” Lyndsey whispers.

“We should really get moving.  I still have to prepare some things before we leave,” Johanna admits.

“I need to throw the rest of the stuff into the car still.”

“Daddy?”

“Yes, baby.”

“Will you always carry the pen at all times?  Maybe it’ll bring you luck in finding the best story.”

“I sure will.  I’m going to put it in my pocket right away so I don’t forget.”

Fully content, Lyndsey runs up the stairs to grab her dolls for the long trip ahead.

“We’re going to miss you Jack.  We’ve never been apart since we got married.”

“I know.  It’s going to be weird not having the both of you around driving me crazy,” he jokes.

“Hey!” she bats at him playfully.

“I’m only kidding.”

“As always.”

“I don’t say it often, or even rarely at times, but I guess today I finally came out my shell.  I am really going to miss you both.  It’s going to be so quiet and boring around here.  I’ll have to find things to occupy my time when I’m not working.  I’ll finally have to start making dinner too.  Oh man, this is going to stink.”

“You’re a big boy, you’ll be just fine.  Granny’s number is on the refrigerator if you need it.  We’ll keep in touch.  I’m sure Lyndsey won’t sleep without talking to you before bedtime.”

“Me either.  I have to get the stuff into the car or we’ll really be late.”

“I’ll get Lyndsey moving.”

“I’m already moving, mom.  I got both my dolls all dressed up to meet granny.”

“Do you have your toothbrush?”

“Like I said, mom, I am already moving back up the stairs to get my toothbrush,” she darts back up.

“Kids, I tell you.”

“Hey, maybe I’ll head over to church on Sunday and see if they have any meetings coming up I can attend.  They’ll be glad to see me.  I used to go all the time until Lyndsey was born.  This will give me the opportunity to network and rekindle past friendships that have been slipping away from me.  Not mentioning the good it will probably do my heart and soul to be back in the house of God again.”

“That’s a splendid idea.”

Lyndsey rushes back down the stairs with toothbrush in hand.

“On guard, daddy!” Lyndsey waves the brush back and forth and lunges with it.

Jack bats away the attack with his newly acquired shiny pen.

“You cannot beat the princess in a one on one battle,” Lyndsey proclaims.

“Maybe daddy can’t.  But mommy would sure as hell beat that tushy if you make us late for the flight,” Johanna smirks.

Lyndsey and Jack’s mouth drop as they stare at one another blankly.  They quickly put away their weapons and sprint for the door in order to avoid any unpleasant encounters.

“Now that is more like it,” Johanna crosses her arms and smiles.  

2 back to work

––––––––

*****  The scurrying and pacing of little footsteps awaken him from the hospital bed.  Upon opening sleepless eyes he notices the desolate vacancy of the rest of the large room.  A few monitors and various other medical equipment stand unattended and dust covered due to their abandonment from daily use.  The once customarily loud and overpopulated floor has now become a ghostly vision of what it once was.  The pattering of many feet grow louder and louder now, breaking the chilling silence of disparity.

Abruptly awakening from deep sleep, the man rubs his tired eyes in order to wipe away what appears to be the false vision of a moving floor amongst the shadows of the dark filled room.  He’s horrified upon realizing the floors not moving due to a bout of unbalanced equilibrium, but rather the mustered illusion from a hoard of rodents fleeing towards him as though pleading for their lives.  The man frantically sits up in bed, wondering what can possibly be causing such an uncalled for event.  Unfortunately, he would have been ignorantly better off slumbering then knowing what eternal fate brings.  The swarm runs right past as though he weren’t even there.  They briefly pause about twenty paces away, then fearfully turn around as though sensing grave danger.  The mammals mass around the bed, confused and unaware of how to proceed for avoiding harms path.

A putridly smelling black mass of sludge with randomly waving tentacle-like arms reaching outward for prey spontaneously enters the room from both doorways.  Thin layers of free flowing slime expel downward from the windows, dripping and massing onto the floor below.  The rats squeal in fear while piling on top of one another to avoid being consumed by the sludge.  Slowly nearing closer, its tentacles grasp onto unfortunate rodents, dissolving through bodies as though highly concentrated acid.  They climb helplessly higher upon one another around the bed while the sludge creeps ever so nearer, consuming everything in its path.  They are completely surrounded by all sides.  The man screams and rises to his feet upon the mattress.  The hissing sound and stench of acid burning flesh forces the man to vomit as the swarm of mammals beneath him dissipate into lifeless globs, becoming part of the sludge itself.  The cries of the dying rats can no longer be heard except for the scattered few that made it upon the bed.  The entire floor beneath them is now painted black with a two feet deep layer.  The base metal of the bed itself starts weakening and cracking under the presence of the chemical reaction.  The reaching tentacles grab the remaining rats, sucking them into its mass.  The man screams ever so loudly now, knowing quite well that his fate is sealed.  An intense burning sensation is felt on his lower right ankle that’s now caught and entangled in strands of hellish wired slush.  The pain throws him into a state of shock as two of the bed’s lower side legs collapse to a 45-degree angle.  The tentacle corrodes his flesh to the bone, pulling him slowly downward into its mass.  First feet, then calves, then hips and torso become totally consumed until final screams are silenced by sludge filling the lung cavities*****

Jack amazingly manages to get his lovely daughter and wife to the airport on time for their departing flight.  Unfortunately for him, however, the bump and grind of everyday traffic congestion has made him terribly late for work.  He can just see boss Orenheim now, screaming and yelling profanities across the room for being tardy yet again.  Temporarily blocking out all negativity from mind, his thoughts wander over to the bright side of things.  Jack still keeps hope alive of having that one news-breaking story waiting conveniently on his desk.  Capturing the perfect angle to the ultimate discovery of our time is what he wishes for.  Just that one break of being at the right place at the right time that leads down the path to stardom.  For some people it happens much too often.  For most people like Jack, sometimes it never does.

Jack quickly enters the building trying to attract the least amount of attention as possible.  Weaving in and out of small mazelike cubicle areas on the center floor, he inconspicuously darts for his office door avoiding any possible confrontations with Mr. Orenheim.  Before placing his hand on the door, his assistant Staci beats him to it.

“Quick, hurry get down!”

“What?”

“I told Mr. Orenheim that you’re very sick with the runs and have been in the bathroom all morning.”

“Nice save.”

“Thanks.  Only problem is that his daily bathroom break is in sixty seconds.”

“Oh, man,” Jack crouches on all fours and heads for the restroom.

“Here he comes.  He’s sixty seconds early today.  Must be the coffee.”

“Great,” Jack moves even faster.

Staci strategically blocks his path for the moment in distraction.

“Mr. Orenheim, what a nice tie you have on today.”

“Why thank you.  Excuse me, I have no time to waste today.”

“Yes, of course, Mr. Orenheim.”

The restroom door opens and closes just in time.  Staci graciously steps aside.  The door quickly swings open and Jack appears exiting the bathroom with a face full of sprinkled water to imitate a state of illness and perspiration.

“Feeling any better, Jack?” Mr. Orenheim asks.

“Yes, Thank you.  Much better actually.  I must get back to work as soon as possible.”

“That’s the spirit young man.  Now if just all my employees had your work mentality...” the boss man enters the door.

“That was close Jack,” Staci admits.

“Yea, thanks.”

“That’s the last time I put my job on the line for you though bub,” she playfully pokes.

“Come on.  Let’s really get to work now,” they head towards a small corner office without any further delay.

Jack lets out a sigh of relief after seeing the confines of his domain.  The long countless hours spent in this small but quaint office don’t stand close to justifying the determination and sweat put into the daily grind.  This is one man that defines the true meaning of workaholic.  He shuffles through a mound of papers in a rather disturbed manner before Staci interrupts any thought process.

“Is that a new golden pen I see sparkling away in your suit pocket?”

“Yea, my Lyndsey surprised me with it for Father’s Day,” Jack smiles thinking of his precious.

“Aww, that is so sweet.  Too bad I don’t have any kids yet.  I would spoil them to death.  That’s what my nieces and nephews tell me anyway.”

“What ever happened to that Bob guy you were talking about?”

“Please, just drop it,” she shows playful attitude.

“OK.  Next topic.”

“That’s better.”

Jack takes out the newly acquired golden pen and warms it up in his hands for the first time at the office.

“Wow, you must really be loved.”

“What do you mean?”

“Not only does he get a brand new shiny gold pen, but also one personalized with his own initials on it!  You’re in heaven bub,”  Staci observes the pen further and notices a middle initial on it represented by the letter C.  “I didn’t know you had a middle name.”

“Me either.  You know you’re probably the only person in the world that calls their boss bub.”

“I didn’t even realize I did that, bub,” she winks with sarcasm.

“OK.  Now back to my train of thought.  Yes.  That’s what I was thinking about.”

Jack stares at the desk, scanning the piles upon piles of needless papers only he knows exactly how to locate.  All of them still in the same place for the last five to ten years or so.  Disturbed at the presence of an old useless stash, he turns to Staci.

“Goodness gracious, I have been late all morning and you can’t come up with one lousy story for me to look into?”

“Sorry, what do you want me to do?  I can’t help it if nothing new comes in that interests you at all.  It’s not like we are in New York City or anything.  We are in the middle of nowhere where nothing ever happens you know.  I wish we were somewhere else too, believe me bub.  If I was to place the same old nonsense story on your desk that wasn’t exciting you’d make me sit here and get an earful for half hour wouldn’t you?”

“Yea, kind of, sort of, OK, that’s true, never mind.”

“The one about Mrs. Smith desperately calling 911 to report that her pizza delivery man was half hour late and didn’t get the pizza for free tempted me though.”

“Very funny, Ha,” he jokingly makes faces at her.

“Something will hopefully come in Jack don’t worry.”

“I’m not worried.  The media king does not get worried!  He can smell a story for a mile away, sometimes even two if he hasn’t eaten.”

“Jack, I need your honest opinion about something, all games aside.”

“Great, my assistant has a story and I don’t even have one yet.  What is this world coming too?”

“Here goes.  I have been sitting on this information for some time now but didn’t know either what angle or perspective I should take on it if any at all.  Rumor has it that the construction site on Arbor Street that makes us spend another five minutes getting to work has a dirty secret behind it.”

“Is it really Mr. Orenheim trying to make us five minutes late every morning so he can deduct from our paychecks?”

“Seriously.”

“Sorry, continue.”

“No, its really a DIRTY secret,” she says loudly.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you know how that land wasn’t even.  If it was in Arizona they’d probably think it was part of the Grand Canyon or something.”

“I wouldn’t go that far.  Spit it out already,” Jack seriously ponders the story.

“A little birdie working for a landfill company told me that they had a lot of financial pressures on the project and have been running short of funds to complete the construction.  Thus, leading them to cut corners where they can to save additional cash flow to complete the project.”

“And?”

“To make a long story short, they are saving money by buying up contaminated soil from this company.  The stuff they are using to fill the gaps is an environmental hazard.  It’s toxic.  They don’t care who’s going to work there when the jobs done.  They just wash their hands clean and move onto the next site.”

“That’s absurd.  I am sure they can dig up dirt somewhere else that’s not contaminated and transport it to the site without you trying to dig up a bigger pile of dirt on them instead.  Who is to say that the levels in the fill are contaminated and at toxic levels anyway?  Most the ground we live on is probably contaminated in one way or the other.  You know the office you are working in right now?  I believe this was built by the same company.  You don’t see Mr. Orenheimer walking around with a third eye or going psycho by giving us a raise or a bonus do you?”

“Maybe your right,” Staci chuckles.

“Besides, being in this business long enough you’ll learn not to go messing with contractors or construction crews if your health is in your best interest, if you know what I mean.”

“Yeah, but it can be my breakthrough story.”

“No story is worth me having my assistant wacked believe me.
OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
FALLEN'BELOVED






OEBPS/images/image000.png





