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  Preface



“At the end of all things there is and shall always be . . .”




This book is dedicated to those who have ever thought about quitting on life. The people who have suffered and sacrificed to survive. The people who have suffered from abuse, depression, or unfortunate circumstances and loss. Please, don’t give up, and do not be afraid to ask for help. You do matter! Keep fighting. Keep searching for what you have been looking for. I hope that one day this story means something to someone.




This book is primarily a work of fiction and loosely inspired by my personal experiences.







  REWARD









Cinematic:

As the author of this work, I offer you, the reader, the opportunity to redeem a cash award for introducing this work to any producer that offers an acceptable contract [to the author] for this work. The reward offered is 10% of any option contract for film up to a maximum of $10,000.00.

Via this reward, our mutual goal is to introduce this work to cinematic producers. Many are likely familiar with the term “six degrees of separation,” the theory that anyone on the planet can be connected to any other person through a chain of acquaintances with no more than five intermediaries. This is what I aim to accomplish here with your help.

Think about who you may know in the movies or literary agency who may be able to help me. It doesn’t hurt to ask, and if you’re effort pans out, then you’ll be rewarded for it.

Think about who you know that reads and would enjoy this book.

Send any leads, opportunities, or introductions via the email below.




I Appreciate Your Help,

Frank Reteguiz

Rickandllewyns@gmail.com








  
  
  Introduction: A Constant Wanderer

  
  



















I am a constant wanderer.

Never fitting in.

Ever lonely but accepting who I am.

Searching for, I forget what.

I have lived many lives.

I have traveled many miles.

Many stories I have.

For you, I will tell them.








  
  
  The Descent

  
  




It felt like a good day to do what was necessary, and I’d already picked the spot I wanted to see one last time. 

I stayed the night at the Monte Vista Hotel, my favorite hotel from all my travels. I spent the night at a restaurant down the street, eating the best bacon cheeseburger I ever had. Then I followed it up with a liquid dessert that consisted of gin and tonics and Old Fashioneds, my favorites. Surprisingly, I didn’t wake up with a hangover the next morning. Instead, rays of light from the rising sun warmed my face as I woke from my plush, comfortable bed. 

I walked through the noir-style hotel room and opened my window. The cold Flagstaff mountain air caressed my face as I looked onto the streets of the quaint town. It was quiet and the streets were empty except for the restaurant. I was pleased I’d chosen to see this place one last time. It was one of my favorite towns to visit. Even though I wasn’t planning on sleeping in the room again, I’d paid for one last night. I left my luggage and my teddy bear, which I’d had since childhood. I wasn’t going to need any of those anymore, and I didn’t want to bring them with me. I wanted to leave my belongings in that room because that was the last place that felt like home. As I left my room, I looked back. I felt sorrow seeing the teddy bear on the bed, leaning on its side and looking toward me as if it were sad to see me leave. 

The drive to the canyon was less than two hours. I drove through a green forest with fields of bright yellow daisies that changed to desert as the elevation increased. At the front gates of the Grand Canyon, I paid for a day pass. I parked my black 1967 Mustang in the parking lot and left my cell phone in the glove compartment. I retrieved a pen and recorded the make and model of my car, the license plate number, and the address of the hotel on a sheet of paper, placing it into my wallet to ensure it would be found later. Then I locked the car, walked a few feet, and turned around so that I could admire the Mustang, the car I’d always wanted. I was glad I bought and fixed my dream car. It took me a year to fix her, but she was worth it. She took me places I needed to be. It was sad leaving her there by herself. 

The trolley ride to the trailhead was peaceful. Since it was the off-season for tourists, I was alone on the trolley. I’d planned it this way because I didn’t want children coming across what I was about to do. Plus, I didn’t want to be stopped by some Good Samaritan. 

After the trolley dropped me off, I walked to the gift shop and bought a sports drink and a bottle of water. I just needed enough electrolytes and water to get me to my intended spot. I chugged the energy drink and threw it in the trash, then stored the bottle of water in my cargo pants pocket. 

I walked to the edge of the trail and marveled at the Grand Canyon’s beauty. I’d always said that pictures could never do the canyon justice; you have to see it for yourself. I looked out into the canyon’s awe-inspiring vastness. Who knew wear and tear could make something so beautiful? 

I looked at my black Fossil watch, the one I’d had since college, and saw that it was close to 8:00 a.m. I estimated it would take four hours to hike five miles. I took one last look at the entire canyon and then started on my way.

The hike was easy since I was working with gravity. By the time I reached the three-mile mark, I’d seen only twenty hikers, the last one an hour ago. 

I stared down into the canyon, where I could see my final destination. Another hour to get there. The morning’s temperature had been a wonderful seventy-two degrees, but now it felt like one hundred. The sun was starting to burn my forehead as I kept hiking to my destination. I chugged the last of my water and placed the empty bottle back into my pocket. Strange how I still cared about littering. 

I estimated another two hundred yards to get to my spot. I glanced at my watch again. It was nearing 1:30 p.m. The hike had taken longer than I’d imagined. I trembled as I made my final steps to my destination. I was both frightened and relieved about what would happen next. The life I had would never be the same. Circumstances unseen chose me, but I was the one who’d made the decision.

I walked to the edge of the canyon and sat on the cliff. It was quietly pleasant and serene. The only tourists in visual range were the ones rafting on the Colorado River, about one thousand feet below me. I sat there for what seemed like hours, sitting at the center of the most beautiful place on earth. I sat there by the beautiful imagery, engulfed by the colors of time painted on the canyon walls. Looking west, I saw nothing but clear skies. To the east, dark clouds formed in the distance. The muffled sound of thunder echoed in the canyon. I didn’t want a storm to ruin this day. I’d already had too many storms ruin my life. 

I took one last look at the place where I’d come to find peace. Then I pulled out my wallet and confirmed the paper with the hotel and my car information was still there. I looked at my license and read my name aloud, “Rick Esperanza.” I wanted to forget that name. 

I placed my wallet back into its original pocket, then reached into my cargo pants pocket and took out my gun. I was surprised nobody had noticed the clunky bulge in my pocket, not even the park rangers. Given today’s frequency of school, mall, and movie theater shootings, the rangers seemed complacent, or maybe they weren’t used to looking for people with guns. 

I held the Glock 30 in my hands, staring at it. I’d loaded the weapon with eleven .45 caliber hollow point rounds. I only needed one. 

I felt indifferent at this point. I thought I’d try to talk myself out of it or be more fearful. Even though I’d been taught through my Catholic upbringing that what I was doing was the worst of all sins, a spit in God’s face, I just didn’t care anymore. Tired and empty, I was done with this world. My life was over long before I made the trip to the canyon. 

I thought this would be the part when a miracle would happen, but I sat there in silence. The only sound was the wind flowing through the canyon. I looked to the east one last time and watched the storm clouds growing larger, drifting in my direction. I looked to the west. Nothing but sunshine and clear skies over the Colorado River. I kept my gaze west as I placed the barrel against my temple and my finger on the trigger. I wanted the last image to be a beautiful ending and not another storm. Slowly, I pulled the trigger, my eyes still westward. I was glad I’d seen the canyon one last time. My eyes closed involuntarily as I gently squeezed the trigger. 

“Please save me,” I pleaded to the unknown. 








  
  
  The Ascent

  
  




Rick opened his eyes. Through his tears, the blackness slowly turned into obscured light. With his eyes wide open, he stared in shock at the Grand Canyon. 

Did I succeed? Am I dead? Is this Purgatory? Perdition? Paradise? 

Rick felt the weight of the Glock in his hand, still pressed against his temple. Slowly, he brought it to his lap and stared at the ugly black pistol for what felt like hours. He was afraid to check, but he had to know. Slowly grasping the slide and gently pulling it to its rear, he ejected the bullet from the chamber onto his lap. His stomach turned as he realized the bullet had not fired. 

Did I pull the trigger? 

He knew he’d squeezed the trigger. He’d heard an explosion. Slowly, nervously, he raised the bullet from his lap. Bringing the rear of the bullet into his sight, his stomach cringed with pain from the impending revelation. The imprint of the firing pin was on the primer; the bullet should have fired. 

An explosion boomed through the Canyon. Quickly, he turned his head and realized the explosion was only thunder echoing through the canyon walls, sounds from the distant storm. 

His eyes darted back to the bullet’s primer. He stared briefly, and then heartache and confusion overwhelmed him. His stomach ached. His body went weak with shame and sadness as he dry-heaved into the canyon. Rick threw the Glock and watched as it slowly spun, falling through the air and splashing into the Colorado River. His body fell limp as he curled into the fetal position, squeezing the bullet in his palm. Tears of hysteria streamed from his face as the pain in his stomach became unbearable from the realization that he was still alive. 

“Why?” he moaned. “Why didn’t it fire?” Rick cried into the empty desert air, “WHY AM I STILL ALIVE?” The shock overcame him, and he passed out onto the spot that was to be his resting space.

“Wake up,” she said, poking his chest. Rick moaned and went back to sleep. “Wake up,” she said gently, poking his chest with more pressure. 

Rick slowly opened his eyes and gazed at the silhouette of a woman standing over him, the glaring sun above her. He squinted as she slowly came into focus. Even after this strenuous event, he could not help his heart racing at the sight of her. His gaze went from her dust-covered hiking boots up to her curvy, but firm legs, accentuated through her worn blue jeans. She wore a brown and white flannel shirt, the front shirttails tied in a bow, and her midriff was covered by a white camisole. Rick looked past her voluptuous body, taken aback by her face. If this were paradise, then she would be an angel. If this were perdition, then she would be his torture, the last heavenly thing he’d ever see. Her auburn hair flowed with the breeze, blocking the sun enough for him to see her face. Her smile, brighter and warmer than the sun, was a smile of relief, and her eyes nearly stopped his heart. Hazel eyes, deep and stark. She wasn’t looking at Rick. She was looking through him with deep concern. Rick felt a sense of déjà vu. 

“Hello, Rick,” she gently said. “You need to get up. We have a long hike, and there’s a lot we have to talk about.” 

“Who are you, and how do you know who I am?” Rick demanded, standing slowly from the cliff and slyly pocketing the bullet. 

“Me?” she asked with a smile. “Don’t worry about that; it’s not important now. As for how I know your name, I have always known it . . .” 

She trailed off at the exact moment the look of disbelief overtook Rick’s face. A cold chill passed through his spine as he started to back away from her. 

“You should stop, Rick. I don’t want you to walk off the cliff and actually finish what you’ve started.” 

Rick stopped in shock and disbelief. “Who the fuck are you?” he screamed. “Why are you following me!”

“Rick, Rick, Rick,” she said, seemly undeterred by his rage. “Let’s start hiking, and I’ll explain everything. But we need to leave now because you’re working against the clock.”

“The clock?” 

“A storm is coming. The one you see in the east. It’s going to be pretty






























