
  
  
      
        
          The Lies We Live

          
		      
          Ozzie Logozzo

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
[image: ]
Where life slows, connections deepen, and what truly matters comes into focus.
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  Dedication


To those who strive to live with courage, love freely, and rise above negativity. 
This story is a reminder to focus on what matters: honesty, meaningful relationships, and the strength to begin again.
Regret is a quiet weight that can haunt both the present and the future, stealing joy and holding us back. By choosing integrity, kindness, and intention, we not only heal ourselves but also build a life free from the pain of what could have been.
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Worn but not broken--every struggle shapes a story.
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  Chapter one
A MAN CALLED JANGLES


The sharp scent of antiseptic hangs in the air, mingling with the quiet hum of hospital machinery. It is a scene of sterile serenity, punctuated by the occasional distant murmur of medical staff. But this tranquil setting shatters with the arrival of a black SUV, its tires screeching to a halt at the emergency entrance. 
Out steps Mr. Collins, a distinguished figure with an air of authority that commands attention. Two imposing security guards, their expressions impassive, closely follow him, flanking an elderly man on a stretcher. The man, known only to a select few as Jangles, appears pale and frail, but his eyes, though sunken, hold a steely determination. At 58 years old, Jangles has seen more than most, and his current state belies a life of complexity and hidden depths.
Flashbacks of his turbulent past briefly flood his mind—the betrayals, the lost opportunities, the secrets he had kept buried deep within. His fingers twitch, a subconscious reaction to the memories that have left indelible marks on his soul.
As the paramedics wheel Jangles through the double doors, whispers ripple through the hospital. The sight of armed guards in the hallways is a rarity, and their presence around a single patient is unprecedented. The tension is palpable as they reach a private room at the far end of the corridor, the door swinging shut behind them with a finality that echoes through the sterile environment.
Jangles’ eyes flicker open briefly, locking onto Mr. Collins with an intensity that belies his weakened state. The lawyer nods subtly, understanding the unspoken command. Turning to the guards, he issues his orders in a voice that brooks no argument.
“No one enters this room without my explicit permission. Not family, not friends. Only the authorized doctor and nurses are allowed.”
The guards nod, positioning themselves on either side of the door with military precision.
 
***
 
Hours later, another disruption shatters the hospital's tranquility.
Jangles' family arrives, a mixture of concern and love etched on their faces. Michael, his son, leads the charge, his expression one of frantic worry. Years of unresolved tension between father and son shadow his frantic movements. Emma and Sarah stand close by, their eyes wide with anxiety. Emma’s cynical nature is momentarily subdued by genuine concern. Their mother, Delia, joins them, her face a mask of distress, though her eyes occasionally flicker with something unreadable. Sarah, young and curious, clutches Delia's hand, her gaze darting around the hospital, trying to make sense of the chaos.
“We need to see Jonathan Miller,” Michael says urgently to the nurse at the station. “They told us he arrived earlier today.”
The nurse types quickly on her keyboard, her brow furrowing. “I'm sorry, but there is no one by that name admitted here.”
“That can't be right,” Delia insists, her voice rising in pitch. “We received a call from this hospital. They said he's in critical condition and may not make it.”
A doctor passing by overhears the conversation and stops. “Do you mean Mr. Jangles Aquila? They brought him in earlier today.
Delia furrows her brow. “Why on earth would we mean that? Those names aren't even similar.”
The doctor replies, “The man has a miniature tattoo of an eagle on the right side of his neck.”
Surprise flashes across Delia’s face. The kids respond in unison, “That’s him.”
The doctor nods. “He’s in a private room under tight security. Only the authorized medical staff are allowed to see him.”
Confusion and frustration mix on their faces as the realization sets in. Michael's face contorts with anger. “Why can’t we see him?” he demands, his voice rising. “He needs us now more than ever.”
The nurse looks sympathetic but firm. “I’m sorry, but Mr. Collins left strict instructions. Only the authorized doctor and nurses are allowed in.” She hands Michael a set of legal papers, her hands trembling slightly. “These were served to us earlier.”
“Who the hell is Mr. Collins?” Delia snaps, her frustration boiling over.
“His lawyer,” the nurse replies calmly. “He has power of attorney over the entire situation, and we have to abide by the law.”
Emma rolls her eyes, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Great, another lawyer meddling in our lives. Just what we needed.”
Michael glances at the papers, then at his mother. “Why is Dad going by the name Jangles Aquila? What is he trying to hide?”
Sarah, her curiosity piqued, asks innocently, “What does Jangles even mean?”
Emma, her scorn directed at Delia, adds, “And what on earth is an Aquila? What did you do to Dad now?”
Delia’s face hardens, a flicker of pain crossing her eyes. “I didn’t do anything to him, Emma. This is just as much a surprise to me as it is to you.”
Michael, still fuming, mutters, “He must be hiding something. There’s no other reason he’d go to such lengths.”
Delia's voice softens as she looks at Sarah. “Jangles is a nickname, Sarah. It’s something from his past, something lively and full of spirit. And Aquila is Latin for eagle, tying to his tattoo. But it also means he has secrets—things he didn’t share with us.”
Emma snorts. “Yeah, and now we’re left dealing with the fallout.”
 
***
 
The family retreats to the waiting area, their faces a picture of distress. Michael slumps into a chair, burying his face in his hands, muttering, “This can’t be happening.” Emma and Sarah hover nearby, whispering words of comfort to each other, their concern deepening the bond between them. Delia stands apart, her eyes fixed on the closed door to Jangles’ room, her expression hardening as she considers their next move.
Flashbacks of Delia’s sacrifices and moments of feeling unappreciated surface, fueling her frustration. The clock ticks on, each second amplifying their unease and helplessness. Little do they know that this is only the beginning of a journey fraught with revelations, betrayal, and the unmasking of truths long buried.
For now, the guarded room at the end of the corridor remains a mystery, its occupant hidden from the world, setting the stage for a drama that will challenge the bonds of blood and the very fabric of their lives








  
  Chapter two
THE GATHERING STORM


The waiting area is suffused with a tense silence, interrupted only by the occasional soft beeping of hospital equipment and the low murmurs of nurses passing by. Michael stands by the window, his phone pressed to his ear as he speaks in hushed tones. A tall, broad-shouldered man with an athletic build, Michael exudes confidence. His sharp jawline and intense blue eyes convey determination. As a manager in a leading cryptocurrency firm, he’s no stranger to solving complex problems, but this situation feels deeply personal and out of his control. 
Delia sits in a chair, her expression a mix of worry and unreadable calm. Her dark hair flows freely over her shoulders, framing her stunning features that echo her Biblical namesake’s allure. Her svelte figure, a testament to her dedication to fitness, radiates grace. Known for her free spirit and volatile temper, she surprises her family with her uncharacteristic silence, responding mostly with one-word answers.
Emma, a Masters student in psychology, sits in a corner on her own, her glasses slipping down her nose as she anxiously pushes them back up. Her mind races through possible explanations, but she struggles to reconcile her clinical detachment with the emotional turmoil of the current situation. This is a woman who doesn't like people, especially her own family.
Sarah, the youngest and still a high school senior, noses up to Michael, seeking comfort in her brother’s presence now that their dad is incapacitated and their mom is distant. Her wide, innocent eyes dart around the room, reflecting her quiet fear of the unknown, her typically bubbly personality subdued.
Michael hangs up the phone, exhaling deeply. He turns to face his family, his jaw set in determination. “I just spoke to my lawyer, Robert. He confirmed that Collins is indeed a lawyer, full name Richard Collins. He works for the same firm that Dad has been using for years. And get this—he’s just been called to the bench. He’ll be a judge in a few months.”
“Why would Collins do this?” Emma asks from her corner, her voice tinged with disbelief. “Why would he block us from seeingDad?”
Delia's eyes flicker towards Emma briefly before she mutters, “Don’t know.” Her voice is flat, offering no further insight.
“Maybe he’s hiding something,” Sarah suggests, her voice barely above a whisper. “Something he doesn’t want us to know.”
Michael shakes his head, running a hand through his hair. “I’m going to tell Collins that we’re here at the hospital. He needs to explain what’s going on.”
He dials the number again, his fingers trembling slightly. After a few rings, a calm voice answers. “Richard Collins speaking.”
“Mr. Collins, this is Michael Miller. My family and I are at the hospital trying to see my father, Jonathan Miller, but we’ve been told that you’ve left strict instructions barring us from seeing him. We need answers.”
There’s a brief pause before Collins replies
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