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Section One Reflections





Chapter 1 At the Cemetery

A well-groomed woman wearing a full-length faux ocelot coat and matching box hat, sat on a small white stone bench in Arlington National Cemetery staring at her deceased father’s tombstone. It was the end of April, and spring was emerging from the icy shadows of winter, bringing new signs of life among the tulips, daffodils, and the trees.

Sometimes the disrespectful wind would shake the poplar and birch trees, reminding the gardeners it was a force still to be reckoned with. From time to time, scents of musky, mud-tinged roots, among the irises and plump lilies, could be sniffed as the tempestuous gusts blew around the tombstones.

Today, the weather was crisp and cool, owing to a morning shower, and the wind was full of many fragrances. Giant peonies with that heavenly aroma seemed to bow their blooms to the swirling gusts. Above all, the scents of the remaining cherry blossoms lingered in the air. The time was now two-thirty in the afternoon, and the year was 1990.

The neatly attired woman thought back to 1968, the year of the Tet Offensive in Vietnam, and wiped away a steady stream of tears from both eyes. She drew her coat collar tighter around the neck and shivered in the damp weather—it was cold out!

Her father had paid the highest price for his involvement in the war. Now he was a visible memory among the fallen in Arlington National Cemetery. She whispered the words of the war poem, Lest We Die, to herself.

Her thoughts drifted back to family life when her father and sister-in-law, now also deceased from the monstrous claws of cancer, were alive and led productive lives with the rest of the Banbury clan. Her father, Dafydd Emyr Banbury (nicknamed Daf for short), had been initially involved with the Welsh coal mining industry like his father, Evan, and grandfather, Alfie, but New York offered a lucrative industry in real estate and the stock market, and he took it.

The family lived an upper-middle-class lifestyle until a friend squandered a large portion of Daf’s wealth. Father fell to being genteel poor and never really recovered from the financial blow. After the monetary fiasco, the entrepreneur distrusted friends and acquaintances and joined the military following a brief prison term.

From then on, he never looked back on the past. Cassie Banbury blocked those thoughts from her mind, momentarily. She ruminated about the early 60s when Daf felt the need to enlist in the army and fight for democratic freedom in Vietnam.

He rose quickly in the ranks and was often asked for his opinion in the escalating war. On numerous occasions, his assessments saved civilian and military lives and prevented further destruction of property.

When he was home on furlough, each moment was filled with activity. There were new galleries to see, restaurants in New York to frequent again, family visits, and church activities. He was an active serviceman, and the family was expected to accompany him on visits to Washington.

Her heart skipped a beat as she thought of the various military events they had attended. Oh, how her family loved going to Washington, especially when they met the president!

The wind plucked at its bright blue mantle in the sky just then, and howling noises could be heard from time to time. Small gum wrappers and puffs of dust circulated in the air, and the two whisked after one another around the monumental headstones.

The afternoon temperature was slowly dropping, causing Cassandra Cassie Dirryson to pull her faux ocelot coat more snugly to her thin body. She pushed down the box hat again to secure it against the cold rush of the afternoon wind.

It was four o’clock in the afternoon, and although it was the end of April with spring peeping through the earth, the cold wind still held traces of bygone winter days.

Cassie sat back against the white stone bench, resting her head on the top, and closed both eyes for a short period of time. Only she and the gardeners were present in the cemetery, and the quiet stillness was calming and uplifting. The thrice-married woman thought back to her youth and other members of the family. First, and foremost, was the Mother Enid Catrine of Welsh descent, who was a citizen of the United States and a guardian of the poor.

She was an ardent Roman Catholic who admonished her four children to be defenders of the faith, to place God in their decision-making, and not set their hearts on fame or fortune. Her fall from wealth to genteel poverty gave Enid a more wholesome outlook on life, and she encouraged the family to follow acts of charity.

Cassie thought about the mother’s service to the immigrant poor and the homeless, and her heart thumped with a warm beat despite her years of poverty. The Oxford scholar smiled gently as she pondered the mother’s evolution among the poor. It had toughened the Banbury matriarch, and today she was an example to St. Martin’s, her family, and members of the community.

Brother Clive, known as Boy, a nickname from his youth, had made his mark in the military just like his dad. His first wife, Annie Shrock, a woman of humble origins, was married to Boy for ten years before she succumbed to cancer of the colon.

This shook him to the core, and today he was devoted to his two energetic boys, Roman and Charles. Boy was handsome, solid, and muscular in the torso. He had a long-standing Latino girlfriend, but was known to like black women, ones that were voluptuous and sweet.

Above all, he was dedicated to his country. A former Navy SEAL, he had a deep longing to be in Washington’s inner circle. Secretly, he longed to be a friend of the president, if not the man himself!

Sister Briana was more of a home girl and helped her mother with household tasks and gardening. She and Daf kept the two boisterous dogs, walking them and seeing to their daily toilet. She was a precocious child, like Cassie, but didn’t have the drive to achieve scholastic standing.

Eventually, she married a middle-class businessman, and they settled in New York. Life was a challenge, vacillating between high society’s demands and working with the poor.

Cassie bowed her head and pondered to herself, recalling a comment by Briana about overspending on vacation luxuries. She knew her sister longed for more financial independence, but a working-class lifestyle wrapped around her like a cocoon.

She exclaimed once, “I like my own money and need to work to have extra for myself. It is the cause of arguments in our marriage on occasion.”

Poor Briana! She seemed to look for a place to ‘fit in’ until Sparks, the second husband, entered her world. She was catapulted to being the wife of the president of the United States, not long after, and a mother to their illegitimate son. She had the world at her grasp now, thought Cassie, and the arduous work as an activist would offset any dissatisfaction with life.

There was Assaya Banbury, ‘the black adopted one’. What a commotion she caused in the family! Cassie thought back to her mother’s household meeting when she announced the adoption of the 2-year-old. She remembered her dark brown button eyes, frizzy Afro hairdo, blue and white polka dot dress, and a giant blue bow in her hair.

She looked so cute. Mother had said there would be challenges. There were racial slurs at school and prejudicial actions by her peers. Assaya was so angry one day at a group of schoolgirls ostracizing her for her skin color that she stormed over to their lunch table, lifted one side, and sent the lunch bags and drinks flying.

Cantankerous character! After that, she was home-schooled. Today, she lived in Paris, was a famous artist, a convert from Catholicism to the Muslim faith, and gay. She was involved with issues pertaining to Muslim women on several fronts, and she and her Moroccan partner were occasional targets for hate crimes.

“She is braver than I,” sighed Cassie.

Last of all, there was beloved Cassie. She was always stellar academically and was thrilled upon completion of her English degree that she had won a Rhodes scholarship to Oxford. She thought back to Oxford and the days leading to her quest for truth. There were cracks in her thinking then, and she needed answers.

Owen Quigly, a teaching assistant and conservative Christian, gave her literature to read, and finally she discovered Jesus. Life changed from then. Her first marriage to a publisher—she didn’t want to remember the details anymore. It was a fiasco to say the least. Then came Vietnam, and a deep desire to help the country move forward.

She smiled gently in the cool breeze as she thought of her second husband, Tuy, a Vietnamese general, who came to faith through her. Their son was very intelligent and had dreams of studying at Oxford. Now she was married to Vannavar (Vann for short) James Dirryson, a famous rock artist. She thought back to the days in Stockholm when she and Tuyen Hieu Tieu (nicknamed Tuy) were Nobel recipients.

Those thoughts warmed the Laureate until Vann appeared from the woodwork. As handsome as ever, the genius rock star had sought Cassie out for a purpose. His eye was also on the Nobel, but he needed training. He appeared a year and a half later in Vietnam, stated he was in love, and married Cassie, a recent widow, on the spot.

Now, three years hence, they had one boy, who, like his dad, was possibly destined for greatness in the rock world. Vann hadn’t changed and was still a roving dandy.

“They say, ‘No harm done,’” she mused to herself.

She glanced at her Piaget watch; the time was five forty-five, and she must hurry. Enid Catrine would be waiting for her at the Hotel Potomac for their dinner date. She laid a bouquet of flowers at Daf’s headstone and made her way to the hotel.





Chapter 2 Meeting Mother at Hotel Potomac

Enid Catrine was waiting in the lobby of the hotel when Cassie arrived and greeted her with a kiss.

“Hello, my dear daughter, it’s so good to see you in the United States again. Did you have a good flight to America, and how was your visit to your father’s grave this afternoon?”

Cassie stared briefly at her mother and noticed she was slowly aging. Enid Catrine was of Welsh descent and had been born to Irish and Welsh parents in 1915, a year after Daf. She was an attractive woman of 69 years, but didn’t look her age.

Her graying hair was anchored at the top of the head in a swirl, and her skin, though lined with wrinkles, was relatively free of blemishes. Today, she wore a modest flowered dress decorated with pansies and daffodils, and a cross necklace of diamonds and rubies. The cross was a family heirloom from the seventeenth century.

Her gray jacket and hat, and the black boots gave her a slight military look. Life had not been easy for the matriarch since Daf’s death, but the woman rose to the occasion with humility and grace and spent much of her waking hours in charitable duties.

Cassie took her arm and replied with warmth, “Mother, it is good to be in America, and I had a quiet time of reflection at father’s grave. Let’s order supper, then we can talk.”

She escorted Enid Catrine to the dining room, and once they were seated and had ordered their meal, she began the visit.

“Mother, there have been many changes in the last twenty-five years in our family. We started in modest luxuries, and life was easier then. I remember going to exquisite parties in New York, eating at extravagant dinners, and riding expensive horses of numerous owners. Remember when Boy and I rode the horse down the curved, elaborate banister of the Muenster family home!

“It was so much fun. Briana was more into high society than me. Yet, she marries a middle-class man and battles with gnawing discontent most of her days. Boy wants to make his name in Washington like Senator Crunmore, the civil rights activist. I wonder if his ‘hidden desire’, as he calls it, will come to fruition.

“Presidential candidates are a dime a dozen these days. Mother, remember when we sisters nicknamed him Boy? Good friend Uncle Ernie, as we called him, said to Clive at a family gathering, ‘Boy, you’d better perfect your diving skills, or you will sit on the top of the dock with just dreams and fantasies of Navy life.’

“After that, we called him Boy. I heard from Assaya just before I left Hanoi. She loves her classic French name, Chloé Maël, and tells me it is fashionable in Parisian society.

“She is a very famous artist of ‘The New French’ movement and has been asked by the Muslim Federation of Women to do an exhibit showing the evolution of Muslim women from repression of speech to freedom of expression. A very interesting endeavor!”

Cassie stopped momentarily, and a subtle expression etched across her face, then it went sad. Enid Catrine caught the change and became curious. A brilliant woman herself, the matriarch knew Cassie was trying to conceal something, and she needed to have answers.

“You look upset, now, and it has something to do with Chloé. What are the disturbing thoughts? What are they?”

Cassie stared at the mother and knew she saw past her façade. A puzzled frown appeared briefly, and finally she spoke with reticence about the two troubling events Chloé was dealing with.

“Mother, Chloé has taken up ‘her cross’, so to speak, and is dealing with two serious events. She and her partner, Russé Amal, were helping launch a prayer room at the Hôpital Dayan and were excited about its possibilities. It was open to all faiths and was a quiet sanctuary where nurses, doctors, and visitors could come to pray or reflect on the day.

“There was one Muslim nurse from Iran who came at various times to pray to Mecca. He would slap his prayer mat down on the floor and then kneel to pray vociferously. This upset certain nurses who came there for quiet reflection, and they complained to the administration about this character.

“The tension in the hospital was palpable, and there was a petition to remove the disrespectful man. On 25 March, a small bomb went off in the prayer room, but no one was seriously injured. Several individuals were sent to a nearby clinic with minor cuts and bruises.

“After the bombing incident, the room was closed indefinitely. Chloé and Russé were shaken to the core and are presently meeting with the administration to discuss other alternatives. The Iranian man resigned from his duties as a nurse.”

Enid Catrine bolted upright and was taken aback by the news of the bomb going off. Her eyes filled with large tears, and she seized a tissue from the jacket pocket to wipe the salty brine away.

She cried, “Oh, my dear Chloé, dear me, my darling Chloé! She could have been killed. Oh, what terrible news. She called two nights ago but didn’t tell me about this disaster. I will have to call the dear one back about this. Motherly advice is needed. And the other disaster—what is it? Please don’t tell me it is another bomb going off.”

“No, Mother, it is not another bomb exploding. Its implication is more worldwide. It has to do with the banning of the hijab in government places in various countries like Canada, Hungary, and France. She has taken part in several peaceful demonstrations.

“The Canadian Muslim League of Montreal has filed a lawsuit against the government, who want a totalitarian, secular, French society. It is still in the courts. The last demonstration was accompanied by the Quebec police. They have a large following in that province, and if the numbers continue to grow, there will be concern from the authorities.”

Enid Catrine turned her head away in disgust and stared at the warblers flitting outside in the trees. The matriarch’s gray-clad shoulders shook with disapproval, and she eyed Cassie with a look of revolt.

“So, I have raised an activist!” she exclaimed, muttering in a low, rusty voice. “What will happen next? Is she involved with the Marlie Bobho newspaper scandal, too? They are known to desecrate the Prophet Mohammed from time to time. Is she demonstrating in France as well? What will happen to her beloved artwork if she continues to resist the government on several fronts?”

The mother stared at Cassie with a penetrating look and waited impatiently for answers from her daughter as she glanced at the waiter. Moments passed, but the widow was undeterred in her pursuit of answers.

Finally, Cassie spoke, slightly shaken, “She has participated in two peaceful demonstrations in Paris over the removal of the hijab in public places. Police were on the sidewalks both times in case of any riots. So far, she hasn’t become involved with Marlie Bobho’s newspaper.

“Her art continues to flourish—she told me she wants to do a series called The Tenebrosity Absolute, where there is a total negation of light in the paintings. An eclipse of the sun by the moon is one of her examples. She tells me even with black color, some light is in the mix.

“I told her both would be interesting and pertinent to the times. Here comes our meal, and it looks scrumptious. I’m hungry, so let’s eat, and then I will tell you about myself.”

Once the two women had finished their meal and were sipping an aperitif, Cassie piped up, her voice faltering slightly at times. She was anxious about her own situation and wanted to tell her mother pleasantries about life in Vietnam, and the arduous work she and her husband, Vann, plus other Laureates, were doing with some ancient Vietnamese manuscripts.

She began, “I am overseeing a massive project on some ancient scrolls and books, and it is proving daunting and exciting at the same time. I’m concurring with Oxford frequently, and the work is slowly going ahead. Several works are in the museum already.

“My older son, Tuân, nicknamed Wan, wants to attend Oxford someday, and the other son, Charles, whom we call Chip, is only 2 years old. Then I have two adopted children whom I haven’t told you about. Marie-France and Jean-Guy are the children of a former friend of Vann’s.

“Their mother was in heart failure on arrival in Hanoi and barely lived two years following. Doreen was a heroin junky, and the police found a syringe and needle laced with heroin under a dresser in Saigon at the time of her death. There is a mystery with the children. One day, I noticed that both children’s eyes were hazel-colored in the sunlight, whereas Vann’s color is blue.

“I discussed this with Vann, and he said one of Doreen’s partners in France had eye color like the two children. We have asked for a DNA sample from him and are waiting for the results of the tests. He is a well-known aristocrat with ties to the Middle East. It was very difficult to obtain the blood samples. If they are positive, then I will ask for child support—$2500 each per month.”

The mother was tongue-tied with this disconcerting news and couldn’t speak for several minutes. Her lips tightened, and the widow tapped both shoes lightly on the floor, unaware of the activity. She was rankled and let her daughter know it.

“Well, you have certainly knocked the wind out of my sails. Are you a mother to four children? Congratulations! Now, tell me, how are you managing that, pray tell? I think you have taken on too much. And where is your beloved husband in all of this? Does he help with raising ‘the kids’? You seem to be following in Enid Catrine’s footsteps.

“The only difference is that you are wealthy and can afford to raise them. I fell on hard times but found purpose in helping Briana and the unfortunate of New York. Mine is not a house but a home, dear Cassie. Can you call your house a home as well, with a maid and butler to boot?”

The comments from the mother irked Cassie, and she fumed inside. She didn’t want to offend her, but she couldn’t let the criticism go unanswered.

“Well, Mother, I don’t know where to begin. You’ve said so much. First, I do not have a butler, only a maid. I hope you haven’t forgotten that I am a part-time professor at Hanoi University. My children are not kids—a derogatory term—but young ones with boundless energy. Marie-France and Jean-Guy are precocious students at school, and love sports, particularly swimming.

“They watch the Olympics whenever they can and tell me someday, they both will be Olympians. They are taking advanced swimming lessons now, and when they pass their practical exams, I will enlist them in training camp for that big day. Vann helps me with their care whenever he can.

“When I am busy at the university, he sees them off at school, picks them up at the end of the day, and occasionally takes them out for supper. The children love him. You and Vann are similar in that way—you help Briana, and Vann helps me.

“And I have two small pups, as well, Mother. Both are rescues—one is a pug, and the other is a Chihuahua-Pomeranian mix. My house is also a home, not just a cold dwelling of numerous walls and walkways. I hope that helps to answer your questions.”

The mother sat back in the chair and digested all that Cassie had told her. She was pleased her daughter was adjusting to motherhood and wished the best for the family. She, too, was proud of the four children and hoped to live to a ripe old age to see their dreams fulfilled. The marriage to Vann? She felt she had a word or two to say on this sensitive subject and approached it with caution.

“Now that we have discussed the four children and the two pooches, what about your marriage? Are you happily joined to your partner, or is there some ambivalence, like your sister, Briana? I heard about your elopement from Chloé. Now I would like to hear from you. Is it true you were not in love when you married Vann?”

Cassie was surprised by the remark and didn’t expect it. She cleared her throat and lowered both eyes slightly before talking.

“It is true. I wasn’t in love with him until I was pregnant with our son Chip. My love for Vann gradually mushroomed. In a sense, our marriage was like the Christian apologetics writer, O. S. Janster of Oxford.

“His wife, Jean, didn’t love her husband when the justice of the peace married them. It was after a diagnosis of multiple sclerosis and a controversial Christian marriage that Jean fell ‘head over heels’ in love with Owen.”

The mother continued, “From what I hear in the gossip columns, he is still gadding about in Asia, singing and courting a myriad of women. Is this not true?”

Cassie was put on the defensive. She piped up with a cold eye leveled at the widow.

“He has a very lucrative and successful career in the Asian rim. He is preparing for a big concert with the rock star Dip Nortan.

“Vann is fluent in Mandarin and is the interpreter on this tour. As to his gadding about, I don’t ask him who he has been seeing. Our love for each other is genuine and filled with service to one another. Do I spy or eavesdrop on Vann? No, I don’t because I trust him. If infidelity does exist, I would hope it will ‘be for the last time’.

“My love for Vann is special to me, and I guess I guard and protect it, and watch over us. Vann struggles with this. He feels women are always trying to vie for his hand. I have male interests as well. I don’t want our marriage to be filled with petty jealousies. In the past, I dated many ‘scraps’, so to speak, and none of them would I take to a fancy banquet. When Vann came along, it was different; there were still strong emotions there.”

The mother sat there uneasily, digesting all her daughter had told her. She certainly had a mind of her own when it came to marriage and men!

But she had touched Cassie’s raw spot and spoke again with a distant voice, “Marriage is turbulent at the best of times. So, Vann has been foolish the odd time I am obliged to say. You claim he has settled down, and I hope you are right. Let time be the judge. Now, are you into some form of activism like your sister, Chloé?”

“No, Mother, I am not an activist. Activism is usually Communist motivated in Vietnam, and I shy away from that. Vann tends to be more litigious and the aggressor when it comes to activism. I’m always telling him to err on the side of caution.”

Enid Catrine’s curiosity intensified about Vann’s presence in the country, and she felt his marriage to Cassie was the tip of the iceberg to something much larger. What—she didn’t know, and today the widow was determined to ‘have a peek’, as she called it, as to why he was really in Vietnam.

“So, Vann is the activist in the family. What activism is the singer involved in?”

Cassie was on edge, again, and decided to confess why Vann had really married her.

She spoke, somewhat perturbed, “I haven’t told you this, Mother, but Vann showed up at the Nobel ceremonies when Tuy and I were recipients of the Literature prize. He approached me, and after small talk, I asked him why he attended this Nobel. He said he always wanted to be a poet and was still working to that end.

“I told him his work was definitely Nobel material, but he had a ways to go. I had read a portion of his work, and some of it was very good. But I advised him to get a master’s degree in English literature online, and evolve with other authors. He took the advice to heart and will soon be finishing his master’s in English with a minor in Vietnamese poetry.

“He travels to Russia on occasion to meet with other dissidents—he seems to have an aversion to Russian history. He is very careful when in Russia. His activism involves freedom of speech, and for this, he works primarily on the World Wide Web, the new online website.”

The mother wanted to hear more, but felt enough had been said today about activism. She glanced at her watch and noticed it was nine o’clock.

She spoke dryly, “My, how time has flown. It is already nine o’clock. You told me you are catching an early evening flight to London tomorrow. I think we have visited enough for this time. Next time, I hope the visit will be in New York with your husband and children. Until then, I will salute you and hope your flight will be uneventful. Bye for now.”

The two ladies hugged and kissed each other, then were off to their respective hotels.





Section Two Times Past





Chapter 3 Time’s Past

Cassie sat back in the airplane seat, closed her eyes, and thought of Enid Catrine and their family. Soon her mind drifted back to the early Banbury years, their evolution in mining, and their eventual settling in America. She dozed off into a light sleep where thoughts came and went and retold the family story again.

The Banbury family began with the purchase of the Benshaw Bury Mines in North-Eastern Wales, Great Britain, in 1810, and with their development in the iron and coal mining industries. Cassie’s great-grandfather, Alfie Bryn Banbury, was a miner at heart and a crafty businessman to boot.

He was six feet tall with uneasy eyes and a round face and had a reddish-brown mustache that he constantly licked. He was moderately obese with a swag belly and pudgy hands and feet. In the latter part of the eighteenth century, Alfie had secured many shares in iron, and the worldwide market was vast and competitive for his ore.

He was soon exporting the ore to countries around the world and was making a fortune. Like most of the mining owners, he had his weaknesses—alcohol and shady business deals.

He also had a flair for the local women, and time and again, was found in the village taverns, teasing and flirting with various barmaids while his wife closed one eye or looked the other way. Knowing her dislike of such ribald behavior, he would try to appease her by stating,

“Gwendolyn, my darling, someday you will have all the fur coats you desire—sable, your favorite lynx, fox, and of course, the beloved mink.”

In the latter part of the nineteenth century, coal mining became a hot commodity, and Alfie bought many shares in coal mining. Benshaw Bury Mines sank their first coal shaft in 1867 and employed hundreds of workers by the early nineteen hundreds. Soon his business burgeoned, and he was one of the leading exporters of coal in the world. One thing was certain in Alfie’s mind—coal mining was here to stay.

Family life prospered, and Alfie fathered three precocious sons who had strong ties to the Benshaw Bury Mines. The boys had their own dreams of how to invest in their father’s fortune, and studied investing, banking, and economics privately. Dylan, the oldest son, was a homebody and had an insatiable desire to build a chateau in the south of Wales.

Owen dreamed of owning a castle in either Germany or France, one with elaborate gardens, fountains, and waterworks. But Evan, the youngest son, was different. America, across the ocean, intrigued him, and he wanted to adventure to this far-flung labyrinth of land with large lakes, mountain ranges, and vast greenery.

In June 1910, Evan and his bride, Roslyn, boarded a ship for New York and arrived in the harbor in early fall. Evan had a talent for investing in stocks and shares and soon found himself on Wall Street trading with other investors.

Family life followed, and by 1920, he and Roselyn were proud parents of three gifted children—Logan, Dafydd (nicknamed Daf after a distant uncle), and Victoria. Logan and Victoria loved their friends in high places and went horseback riding and yachting whenever they could.

Daf was more industrious and soon found work on Wall Street like his father. He was very deft in dealing with monetary issues and not long after, invested in real estate.

The ‘20s passed uneventfully, and the Banbury family in New York blossomed. Hopes ran high for the future until the beginning of the ’30s. The stock market crashed then, and thousands were left unemployed and desperate for financial assistance. It was the beginning of the collapse of the financial markets worldwide, commonly known as the ’Dirty Thirties’.

Families lined up at employment offices looking for work; many were turned away because work was nonexistent. The Banburys had lived carefully since their arrival in New York and didn’t feel the squeeze like other citizens. Seeing so many destitute people losing their assets and fortunes prompted Evan and his family to help wherever they could.

Every week, they met at the local Catholic parish to distribute food packages and give small donations to the needy. Their efforts were well-received in and beyond the parish, and eventually, many immigrants and the American poor lived off these weekly subsidies. Amidst all the hardships and disasters, a heartfelt joy existed among these individuals.

They called these acts of charity, The Banbury Brigade Bundles, because the entire Banbury family helped distribute the much-needed essentials and didn’t live in the shallow world of comfort and ease with other like-minded friends.

It was 1934, and the Depression was at its height. Daf Banbury was 20 years old, a developing young man with reddish-brown hair like his grandfather, sharp azure eyes, and a muscular torso. He was five feet ten inches tall with agile limbs, a thin waistline, and bulging biceps.

His thick, russet curly hair was his pride and joy, and his eyes could unnerve someone or give thoughtful comfort. He worked every week with Evan distributing the Bundles until he met a woman a year younger than he, helping with this charitable endeavor.

This sent him a curveball of love, and soon the two were dating and spending time together. Her name was Enid Catrine O’Leary, a woman who was part Irish and part Welsh, but now an American citizen.

Enid Catrine was nineteen when the two met, and two years later the couple ‘tied the knot’. She was from an industrial family with ancestry to southern England and was connected to the iron mining industry like Daf’s family. She was tall and thin and carried herself like a young lady, always mindful of her etiquette.

Her hair was raven black, curling to the shoulders, her eyes large, grayish-green, both cheeks plump and full, and her delicate hands pinkish-white. At a very young age, she showed great promise as a mathematician, and eventually, went to Vassar to study.

However, her heart wasn’t in academics, and after a year of studies, she left the university and went to work on Wall Street as an assistant broker. There she met numerous high-society men and women and mingled in some of the most elite circles in America.

But none of these individuals compared with Daf, who was a financial genius in business. Her two younger brothers, Ned and John, had similar aspirations to Enid Catrine initially, and moved in the upper echelons of New York society with their parents, hoping eventually to marry into a dynasty and work on Wall Street in insurance or finance.

1938—World War II began. At first, America side-stepped the ‘European War’, and went about its business. The sleepy giant finally woke up to the bombing of Pearl Harbor on 7 December 1941, and the United States entered the war. By spring 1942, Enid had her first baby, Briana, and in 1943, was pregnant with Clive.

Both brother and sister had distinct personalities and would forge very different careers in the future. Daf decided to join the army in 1943 and was sent to fight in the Hawaiian Islands.

Several times, he was in the jaws of death but fought his way to freedom. Enid Catrine continued her work with the Banbury Brigade Bundles, and worked in a factory making military outfits for the soldiers three days a week.

1945—The war was over, and there was a great celebration in America and around the world. Daf returned from Hawaii to a hero’s welcome and picked up married life once again. In 1950, Cassie was welcomed into the Banbury family. At an early age, the little tot showed an exceptional intelligence bordering on genius.

School work came easily, and soon she was preparing for university at an Ivy League college. At 16, she was very beautiful, with reddish-blond hair like her father, smooth white skin, a curved mouth, an aquiline nose, and sharp cobalt-colored eyes. At times, she could be outspoken, and other times, pensive and thoughtful.

Enid Catrine felt three of her own children were more than enough, but had a gnawing desire to have a fourth child. After a family discussion, it was decided she would adopt one from a local orphanage. Assaya, a 2-year-old and 1 year behind Cassie, joined the Banbury family in the fall of 1953.

The tot was dark brown in color, possibly an orphan from Somalia or Nigeria, with a bright blue bow in her big, fuzzy, black hair. She was tall and plump for her age, with long limbs, a full mouth, and curious dark, brown-black eyes. She loved to sing when doing art crafts.

Like her siblings, she was precocious and highly intelligent in her early years. At a young age, she showed exceptional talent for drawing and painting and let the household know it. This irked Cassie and Briana, and there were numerous playful fights between the three girls. Assaya was also a problem child at school and didn’t hold back if her little rights were infringed upon.

Tipping tables over in the lunchroom became a routine occurrence whenever young girls or boys called her Cute Tootsie. Finally, Enid Catrine had had enough and decided to homeschool her to avoid any physical altercations. At 15, the teenager won a scholarship to study in Paris at the École d’Art and began her artistic studies in fine arts.

Enid Catrine and Daf were pleased with the way all their four children had evolved into mature adults and sent them to Wales and Europe for the summer months when on holiday. Wales was a time to connect with the Banbury family, and the four children delighted in the activities the family had planned for them.

There were riding lessons, playing croquet, art classes, reading soirées, birthday parties, and basically, mingling with the high society in the mining milieu.

There were excursions to continental Europe, tours to Russia, visits to their Uncle Owen’s castle in the Black Forest, and nights of local dining and tasting wine. They had the best of both worlds and relished this. But there were dark clouds on the horizon, and the family was ill-prepared for the events that were gaining momentum.





Chapter 4 Gathering Clouds

An eventual friend of Daf’s and Enid Catrine’s, named Clifton Ziggerbaum, came onto the New York scene in 1955, having immigrated from Brussels to America, and was intent on making his fortune in the real estate business. He and Daf had met at a charity fundraiser and forged a close business friendship.

Behind the friendship, however, Clif had other aspirations. A young man in his early 40s, he was five-feet-eight with curly gray-black hair, a gruff voice, and a vat of a man. He had studied finances in secondary school and at the University of Düsseldorf and was a genius in macroeconomics and microeconomics.

He was known to take big risks in business deals and to ruffle the feathers of his clients. Several of his clients had lost investments and large sums of money due to his shady dealings, but he always managed to come out unscathed.

There were occasional court cases where Clif was indicted for embezzlement and fraud; his lawyers were able to argue on his behalf and keep him out of prison. As soon as he settled on Wall Street, he continued his ‘under-the-table’ activities.

Clif immediately went to work in New York’s financial district. He bought three apartment blocks and started to branch out into household mortgages for the middle-class American. He had convinced Daf of his pursuits, and soon Daf was involved in borrowing and lending to the lower-class American.

A loan payment of ten thousand dollars for a down payment on a house secured the family a three-bedroom bungalow. Clif counseled his clients that although the dwellings were worth no more than five hundred thousand dollars, he would value them at one million dollars, and they could borrow from the bank against that sum.

In ten years, the house would probably be worth a million, and maybe even two. Families and singles did not have to pay their monthly rents for two years! The ‘nouveau riche’ boasted they were millionaires on their home purchase alone.

But behind the scenes, the money from the mortgages was going elsewhere, and financial brokers in the investment firms soon started to experience a serious lack of capital. Clif was embezzling Daf’s money into offshore accounts and continuing his illegal investments. Overseas friends in Europe cashed in on the shady dealings.

Soon, trillions of dollars on paper passed around the globe with no monthly payments in the bank. As the two-year mark approached, the lenders began to feel the squeeze of their underhandedness and turned to the government for help. By this time, they were desperate: a major financial crisis was inevitable.

Daf had been doing well with previous investments until the early 60s, but his dealings with Ziggerbaum raised serious questions. What was Clif doing with these million-dollar house investments, and where was the money going to?

Was he in collusion with the banks and skimming the excess for his own personal gain? He wanted answers and decided to approach the smooth entrepreneur. As Daf entered the office on this particular morning of April 1962, Clif immediately started the conversation, hinting at a further shady business deal.

“Hi, there, my ‘crimey’ fellow, how are you this morning? How about some coffee and a donut from Weit’s?”

Daf responded with a chill in his voice, “No thanks, ‘crimey’ partner. I’ve had breakfast already. I’m no ‘crimey’ fellow, Clif, and wonder what you have up your sleeve. Are you into some other shady business deal?”

He gave Clif a sharp, penetrating look and felt he was onto something.

Clif quickly covered his tracks. He realized Daf was not interested in his Ponzi scheme, let alone further underhanded mortgage dealings. Clif was now into money laundering, purchasing deluxe cars on the black market, and buying expensive homes throughout the world.

He would shortly have to break business deals with Daf and had plans already in place. Tomorrow, he would be in another country, would have an alias name, and all his money would be in offshore accounts. Daf would be left a pauper with just his family as collateral.

He piped up. “No crimey behavior, here, my good man,” he replied smoothly.

He squirmed in the chair and felt both cheeks puffed up and change to pinkish red. He continued, careful to hide his secrets, “Crimey refers to a business partner in Germany, and there are plenty of them. You look worried today. What’s on your mind, and can I be of assistance?”

Daf frowned, knowing a terrible thing had occurred, and came to the point.

“I went yesterday to withdraw ten thousand dollars from our joint account to pay the expenses for the upcoming business luncheon, and there was only five hundred dollars in the account. I put fifty thousand in the account from mortgage payments last week. Where’s the money, Clif?”

Clif’s smooth, chubby face went slightly russet as he replied, “I used it as collateral to make a down payment on a construction business. They are going to start building in a month. I can have ten thousand by tomorrow afternoon for the business luncheon. Does that satisfy you?”

Daf looked at the shady businessman with slightly lowered eyes and was now convinced there were illegalities hidden in the dark. He felt anger creep into his head and was very annoyed to the point of obliterating any actions from this elephant-sized man.

He spoke, trying not to show his disgust, “I’ll expect the full amount by three o’clock tomorrow afternoon. Now, I must run a few errands before our board meeting this afternoon. Goodbye.”

He turned on both heels, and they made a loud, squeaky sound as he exited the room. He walked swiftly to another office and made a call to his attorney in Times Square. The attorney could meet him at five o’clock in two days, and Daf agreed.

Daf informed him about the possibility of shady business practices by his partner and wanted the lawyer’s opinion. Then he went home to have lunch with Enid Catrine and the children home on a school holiday and brood over the events involving Clif’s suspicious dealings.

Enid Catrine and the four children noticed Daf’s troubled facial expression when he arrived home and quietly ruminated among themselves as to what was wrong with their father. At the dinner table, he decided to tell the family what was on his mind.

He spoke in a huff about his associate, Clif, “Enid Catrine and my dear family, I had a word with Clif today about some missing money in our joint account so I could pay one outstanding bill—the cost for a business luncheon in three days. There was virtually no money in the account when I went for the withdrawal.

“I confronted him with this, and he turned from red to purple in his big, fat face and said the capital was used toward the purchase of a construction business. He will have the money for me by late afternoon tomorrow. I’m convinced there is more there than meets the eye.

“I made an appointment to see my lawyer in two days to discuss my suspicions. Why grant Clif a vestige of secrecy if he is doing shady dealings on the side? I feel they should be known, looked at, jabbed, and nudged within a moment. Questions from my dear angels?”

The entire Banbury family went silent, and for several moments, all that could be heard was the ticking of the old, antique clock. Daf peered at each family member, wondering what they made of his tale. Shadows of the morning sun now striated around him, causing his face to fade, then come forward again in a flash.

Enid Catrine stared at her husband with a sharp, penetrating look and tried to make sense of what her husband had just said. She went into shock mode with Daf’s suspicions but was somewhat prepared for it. Her neighbor had intimated in a recent discussion that several investment firms were having great financial difficulty and had gone to the government for a bailout.

Did Daf know about this, and if it were true, where was he and his partner, Clif, in all of this? Did their realtors have financial anxieties as well? Enid Catrine had shrugged off these threads of gossip and had remained optimistic.

Today’s events were evolving in a different direction, and she knew the so-called rumors about the investment firms were probably true. She cleared her throat from the constant flow of secretions and spoke with caution in front of her children.

“Well, I’m surprised at what you’re saying to us. I thought you two gentlemen were upright and fortuitous with your business dealings. Do you not discuss your deals with one another?” Boy blurted out just then, pounding his broad, fleshy fist on the table.

“That snake! How could he do such a thing? He should be reported to the authorities. I’m going to write a comic book story about this money-knifing monster, and I’ll invite all my friends to read it. What’s more, I’ll be taking the story to the world!”

Daf quickly responded, “Slow down, young man. Don’t put the cart before the horse. One thing at a time. First, let’s get the money from him so I can pay the caterers for their services. Then let’s see what our family lawyer says about the events surrounding our beloved Clif.”

Briana was perturbed by the news her daddy had just told the family, and stood up at the end of the table, her fists clenched.

“Daddy,” she spoke hesitantly, “so Clif took the money without telling you and did a business deal. Is that such a big crime? He told you what he did with it. Why all the fuss? He hasn’t stolen a million dollars.”

She placed both fists on her hip bones and fixated on him.

Cassie could no longer contain herself and voiced an opinion with great effort, tears running down her cheeks.

“Does this mean there are financial difficulties for we Banbury’s? Will there be money to go see our cousins in Wales this summer? Oh, Daddy, speak up. I can’t handle it.”

Arraya interjected quickly before Daf could say a word, “I’d like to kick Cliftootsie in the balls with my new black Sirenbock boots. I can see him crumble over in agony, and I would leave him on the floor to thrash this out on his own. It would do him good.”

She kicked a pillow in the air and sent it spiraling across the room.

Daf was anxious not to cause further escalation on the issue and closed the discussion.

“I know how all of you dear ones feel, and I’m glad we had this discussion. Cassie, there will be money for your annual summer trip to Wales to see your cousins and family. Arraya and Briana, continue to do excellent work in your studies. The three of you are ‘little women’, growing into mature adulthood. Don’t let Clif destroy your pursuits through a small amount of skullduggery.

“Boy, whatever you grow up to be, do it with determination and might. Let’s go out and play catch while Mother and girls clean up and do the dishes. Then, how about a movie? I’m up for a good Sherlock Holmes film. Everyone agreed?”

All shouted, “Agreed!”

That early May evening, when the four children had retired and were asleep, Daf sat down with his wife to discuss his apprehensions of the day. Enid Catrine was on edge and let her husband know it. She knew a scandal was brewing beyond their family and wondered if they could keep on going.

Daf’s involvement with illegalities and the housing market left her anxious, but she rationalized that they were small indiscretions in comparison to some of the major ‘backroom dealings’ of huge investors. She could not get the pressing question out of her mind.

What now?

“Well, what do you think will happen to the Banbury family in New York? Have you let your family here or back in Wales in on your ‘little illegalities’ with Cliftootsie? I’m concerned about the direction we are heading. The bubble is about to burst, and we may be caught in it as well.”

Her face became sad, and she quietly brooded about the discussion.

“No need to worry about me, my family here, or the distant relatives in Wales. My little indiscretions will be forgiven. Of that, I am sure. Our lawyer, Mr. Carpenter, will be onto Cliftootsie, as some call the slimy character, and will have him before a judge in no time if he has done further irregularities.

“The children can plan their holidays as usual to Wales, and we are going on a cruise to the Bahamas once this is all past. Now, let’s retire for the night.”

The night was intimate and cold, and both got little sleep.

As the sun rose the next morning, it seemed to sneak into their bedroom and blow a horn of awakening and say:

‘Arise, the collapse of the day is at hand.’





Chapter 5 Genteel Poor

Daf woke up at five thirty the next morning and decided to go in early to work and prepare for the day’s financial investments. Arriving at seven-thirty, he checked his mailbox, then went to the office he shared with Clif.

Upon opening the door, he saw Clif’s side totally empty, with nothing left but a wilted bouquet of roses in the center of the business desk. Daf went ballistic at the financial wizard’s absence and knew Clif had vanished in the night.

He was sure the man was én route by air to Argentina or Brazil, was using one of the many alias names he had, and was planning a comfortable getaway. He would definitely continue the shady business deals and secure partners to do his dirty work along the way. He would have a few days in Bogota to meet business investors there.

Then a mini-vacation in Machu Picchu would be arranged, followed by a stopover in Ecuador. He would make plans to cash in on a soccer game or two, and then it would be on to Buenos Aires. Clif’s heart would be thumping warm beats as he thought of new adventures, bright sunshine, flamingoes, and further underhanded business deals.

Daf knew the financial cheat was embarrassed about his weight and would do something about that too!. He surmised that when the plane arrived in the capital of Argentina or Brazil, a gym and a weight-loss program would be uppermost on his mind. New doors were opening for him while back home in New York, his partner was facing a collapse of his investments.

On Wall Street, Daf was nearing a breakdown and lost his balance momentarily. He quickly hung on to his desk and let out a loud scream and a yell.

Then the distraught man grabbed his head with both hands and exclaimed, “No, no—my worst nightmare has come to pass. No, no, how could you do this to my family and me? No, no, no.”

He called down to security to replay the security tapes from the night before, but the day officer informed Daf they were disengaged at one o’clock in the morning (it was well-known the night security dozed for a short period while on duty).

Quickly, he called his lawyer at home and told him the news. Carpenter could see him over lunch break and told him to keep his cool until then. Daf telephoned Enid Katrine after the call with Carpenter and told her Clif had vanished.

She nearly passed out with the news and called the housekeeper to bring some smelling salts to revive her energy. She would be down to Daf’s office shortly to see the disappearance for herself.

Noontime could not come soon enough. Daf burst through the lawyer’s office door, but Carpenter was ready for him. Amos Jeff Carpenter was a 55-year-old lawyer who had practiced jurisprudence for twenty years and had a very successful career putting away criminals who needed to be off the streets of New York.

He was six feet tall with dark brown wavy hair, brown calculating eyes, and long, thin arms and legs. His look was intense, and the lawyer could pry the truth out of anyone.

He had already informed Washington and the FBI about the disappearance and now needed to question Daf about his involvement with Clif’s shady underhandedness. As Daf slowly calmed down, the solicitor began his own interrogation.

“Daf, thanks for coming in. You have had quite a startling experience this morning. You say Clif has cleaned out his office space completely and disengaged his telephone service. Do you have any idea where he could have gone?”

Daf looked washed out from crying and threw himself into one of the brown leather chairs.

“Amos, Mr. Carpenter, if we don’t find Clif, I’m a ruined man. A ruined man from all his illegal dealings, and there are many.”

Carpenter immediately leaned in on the explosive conversation and began questioning, “Tell me everything right from the beginning so I can formulate a plan of action.”

Daf’s face went pale, and he broke out in a profuse sweat. He felt weak, but relief was slowly settling in, and this made him feel not so empty or lost. He told Carpenter about the funds that went missing as he was about to pay a caterer’s bill, and about Clif’s promise to have the money by three this afternoon.

He mentioned that Clif talked about ‘crimey’ activities, but said this was a German expression referring to a businessman. This morning, when he entered the office, Clif had completely cleaned out his space and left him some dried roses in the center of the desk. Daf had gone ballistic but managed to call him and his wife.

The worst part of all? The joint bank account was empty. He was bankrupt and faced foreclosure of his business and loss of all his assets. His father, Evan, was helping his two other brothers with their businesses and didn’t have the capital to help him stay afloat.

The family ancestry in Wales was not yet briefed on the events unfolding in New York, and they were known to turn their backs on financial irregularities. Daf’s stomach churned at the thought of losing his house and being relegated to the class of genteel poor. His face puffed like a balloon from all the crying, and fine purple veins appeared around both eyes.

Carpenter went gently, now, knowing the investor was on the verge of a mental breakdown. He also tingled with excitement—he would be a very famous lawyer after this meeting, and he knew it. He started on the sensitive aspect of this meeting with caution.

“I’d like to discuss what Clif meant by ‘crimey friend’. We both know it does not refer to a German businessman. What did the mastermind mean by that? What ‘crimey’ activities did he have, and were you a part of those activities?”

Daf’s swollen facial expression went sad, and he wiped away a constant flow of unconquerable tears.

Finally, he spoke, “Clif was a mastermind in business. He followed the technological Deizer bubble since his arrival on Wall Street and made investments in its common stock, where he bid extremely high prices in a short period of time. Even startup companies came to him asking him to bid up on large capitalizations for them in return for quick profit returns.

“This he did, and his assets grew. However, in 1960, the Nasdaq peaked, and the technology bubble burst and sent the high-flying stocks crashing downward. With the Deizer bubble bursting and the stock market crashing, Clif moved financial assets into real estate.

“The Federal Reserve cut interest rates to curb the mild recession, and the flood of money and credit met with government policies to encourage home ownership and a host of financial market innovations. Clif was excited now and encouraged me to invest in property and real estate. He said it was a small gamble but worth it.”

Daf paused briefly to blow his nose and then continued, “I started buying houses and commercial property with the purpose of selling to subprime buyers, individuals who did not qualify under normal banking requirements. Their subprime loans were adjustable-rate mortgages with low initial interest rates and a reset in two to three years.

“The home-buying frenzy continued, and I would flip houses every two to three weeks and make tens of thousands of dollars. 1962 arrives, and the housing prices are beginning to teeter at lofty levels. Investors, like myself, see the risks and stop buying houses.

“As housing prices declined, mass mortgage defaults led millions to foreclose over time. I am caught paying these massive mortgages, and now I have no money. Clif has taken it all. He is a stinking rat!”

The investor snapped the words out quickly and shook mildly. He sat in the leather-bound chair with a faraway look that was impenetrable. Carpenter was busy writing notes while he gave an attentive ear.

At one point, he raised his black bushy eyebrows and asked Daf, “What is Clif going to do with the stolen money? Did he ever discuss his illegal dealings with you?”

Time passed, and Daf sat in the chair motionless, staring out the bay window at the sky above. Movement of his body seemed useless, and he felt as if the Statue of Liberty was imploding on him from all four sides. If he were squeezed to nothing, all his woes would be gone.

Then his family would have to deal with the broken pieces. Carpenter cleared his throat and asked the question again. Daf turned to the lawyer and stared at him. Finally, he responded.

“Clif had bigger goals than the real estate market. Since his years in Germany, the rat was into financial dealings in mining throughout the world. He was fascinated with ore drilling in the Congo, South Africa, and Latin America.

“He would often joke that mining held his attention more than anything else. He loved the fluidity of their world. Nothing was permanent in these mining quarries. Maybe that is where the shyster has disappeared to.”

Carpenter lapped up every word spoken by the investor and wanted to hear more. Carefully, he chose his words that didn’t come out fast enough.

“You’re the small man caught in the middle while this shyster, as you call him, sat on his fanny, and did nothing except rake in the dough. Was he involved in a Ponzi scheme with other investors? I need to know everything you can think of.”

Daf felt awkward and stared at him with slit eyes. His face was so swollen from crying that he looked like an alien. He didn’t know what to say at first, but wanted to be careful and articulate. Sometimes he felt his words were puffs of air, acting as delights against disaster. He wanted to plead with Carpenter to rein Clif in, thus defying the odds.

But today, that was not going to happen. Daf was facing serious jail time, and he knew it. Would Clif ever be caught? He seriously doubted this because the rat was a genius in defying the odds. Finally, Daf gave a slight ounce of laughter that was a thin cover for his shame and spoke.

“I knew about his gigantic Ponzi scheme, and at his coaxing, took part in some shady deals. Young investors would come to Clif with financial holdings and ask him to invest their money. Instead of investing the assets, Clif put them in his offshore accounts and, in so doing, squandered millions from these investors.

“Occasionally, some lenders would want to withdraw some money from their holdings, but the rat would cunningly advise against this because the investments were making top dollars. He had countless currencies in his offshore accounts. I was very new to the Ponzi scheme and made a small fortune from their money.

“But Clif’s real money-making came from his mine dealings, and he was a mastermind at it. He once said he was beyond the billion-dollar mark and thought about buying a yacht in Sweden, one that was built to his liking. Today, I am a pauper with just my family. I am now poverty-stricken, and Clif is a billionaire.”

Carpenter thought about what Daf had just said and wanted to be careful with his plans. He spoke in a clear, deep voice, guiding the flow of words to sum up their meeting.

“Well, Daf, thank you for coming to see me. Unfortunately, I must place you under arrest for engaging in embezzlement and fraud of investors’ money. A police officer is outside and will escort you to Carlington prison.

“You can go home to get the basic necessities, but the prison authorities will be waiting to interview you. Say exactly what you told me. I will visit you at some point. If your family wants to call me, tell them to feel free to do so. Do you have any questions?”

Daf rose from the chair and felt the cold, steel blow of the invisible hammer upon him. He started to cry again, and Carpenter motioned to the security officer to take the prisoner away. As they stepped into the office space, various clients looked up and surmised Daf’s interview had been very serious.

Two clients recognized him, and everyone knew instinctively that something was amiss. Some conjectured quietly that he was going to prison due to the presence of security. Late appointments and office cancellations were accepted as the prisoner was escorted out of the office to his home and then to Carlington’s.

He turned around one last time to look at the clients in the office, and said in a quiet voice to his lawyer, “I have nothing further to say.”





Chapter 6 Carlington Prison

Cassie awoke suddenly on the airplane and realized they were going through a patch of air turbulence. The plane rocked to and fro, and at one point, plummeted one thousand feet.

Passengers started to scream in panic as overhead bins opened, and everything from oars to suitcases and computers fell out. Clients were hit with flying debris, and several sustained cuts and bruises. But the pilot was used to air turbulence across the Atlantic and brought the plane under control in a short period of time.

As soon as the ordeal was past, Cassie settled back into her seat and closed both eyes, hoping to catch a few more winks of sleep. There were two hours left in the flight before reaching London.

Her thoughts drifted back in time again, and she remembered her father’s preparation for prison. Soon, she was half asleep but deep in thought about her father. She saw him sitting at the supper table with the security officer at the door, and telling his family he would be spending a few months in a correctional facility for some financial irregularities.

If his partner, Clif, had been apprehended, the rat would be spending the rest of his days behind bars. He encouraged the family to visit him and keep a ‘brave’ face in all of this.

There was mention of a new home, one less fancy than their current dwelling, and there would be a change in the area where they were living. Perhaps, it wouldn
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