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        To Mom,

        In life, you taught me how to live.

        In death, you taught me how to fight the dying light.

        You will always live on in my heart.
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      Almost all my stories are personal to me in one way or another. A writer cannibalizes his life in bits and pieces, sometimes in flagrant fashion but most often in tiny fragments without even realizing it. My characters are mine alone, born out of my experiences. My voice is mine alone. There may be countless similarities to countless stories by countless other writers, but somewhere in a David H. Hendrickson story is something that is mine and mine alone.

      Especially these stories.

      The smart alecks in the peanut gallery will point out that I’m hardly a spring chicken so of course a themed collection based on advancing age will be deeply personal. Geezer Hendrickson ain’t revealing anything surprising there.

      Admittedly, there’s an element of truth to that. I’m at an age where concerns about aging have become Holy crap! Concerns about aging! Or perhaps more accurately, Mayday! Mayday! Mayday! Concerns about aging!

      I’ll plead guilty to that charge.

      But there’s also the matter of my mother. My father died at the age of sixty-five, before he could enjoy the pleasures of old age and battle its problems. Not so my mom.

      Mom passed away on April 7, 2022, at the age of ninety-three. She was a sweet, loving woman whose kindness belied the abuse she endured as a child. I loved her dearly.

      In her last few years, she suffered many of the afflictions of old age, both of the mind and body. In particular, dementia increasingly robbed her of some of life’s pleasures and occasionally plunged her back into the horrors of her abusive childhood. One time, I had to take her hand while sitting with her at her kitchen table, tears filling her eyes, and assure her that no, she did not have to leave that very instant because she would be punished by her stepmother or father for getting home late. She was home. And her parents were long-since dead and could never hurt her again.

      But aside from the rare need to occasionally reset her back to present-day reality, she would be smiling and alert for our weekly dinners, dressed to the nines, fighting the good fight to hold onto as much of her mental faculties as possible. I admired that fight almost as much as I felt supreme admiration and gratitude that she did not perpetuate the cycle of abuse that she had experienced. It stopped with the brick wall of her love.

      Before health and safety concerns prompted her to move into a beautiful retirement home, we would meet for breakfast every week. After the move, that tradition became dinner, either going out to a restaurant or staying in at the quite elegant restaurant within her facility. After the pandemic hit, I brought dinner to her apartment and we’d eat there.

      After dinner, we’d “co-write” a page-long entry in her journal, a notebook born out of her memory loss issues. It recorded her events of the day so caregivers could read them back to her, reminding her of pleasant visits and events she had already forgotten. I did the writing in that journal, but she was the boss. The number one rule was that I could never say anything bad about myself. Not with her as the “lead co-writer.” Even if it was funny and I argued for its inclusion, she would relent only if it was extraordinarily funny and I argued really hard. Anything that funny, I claimed, would make for more enjoyment later when caregivers read the entry back to her.

      After her death, there was no question which of us four sons would get those journals. They would be mine and mine alone.

      Those dinners were great times and always a priority. Even with a day job and sometimes teaching an additional three nights a week, “Dinner with Mom” was always a non-negotiable, weekly blessing for both of us.

      All but one of the stories in this collection were written during that time and thus were heavily influenced, if not outright inspired, by those wonderful evenings. Many of the stories are set in a retirement home, some with the general layout of my mom’s apartment. A large number of them involve the struggle to hold onto one’s mental faculties even as advanced age tries to steal them away. This collection has my mom and our times together written all over it.

      Small wonder this book is dedicated to her. I will always remember and love her. As the plaque I once gave her reads, “It was from you, that I learned to be me.” To which I added, “The bad parts about me are my fault.”

      Love you, Mom.

      All that said, none of these characters are representations of my mother. None. Not even close. Not even the one affectionately referred to as “Mrs. H” by a caregiver even though that was a name many who loved my mother used for her. Please don’t try to read her into any of these characters. Mom was not a spy, never visited Africa, and never became convinced she was a Supreme Court justice.

      One last heads up. The good guy doesn’t always win in these stories. In the battle with aging and death, the best one can do is fight the good fight against the dying light, as my mom did, for as long as one can.

      Carpe diem.

      
        
        —May 18, 2024
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      Fiction River, where this story first appeared, is my kind of anthology series. Although each issue is themed, the genre varies from mystery to suspense to romance to science fiction to fantasy to pure thriller to mainstream to who-knows-what and everything in between.

      All over the map. Kind of like yours truly. Kind of like this collection.

      It’s been my privilege to appear in ten Fiction River volumes with eleven of my stories. I hope to appear in more in the future. Fiction River went on hiatus during the pandemic but is in the process of resuming publication. That’s great news. It gives readers a chance to read more stories like “End of the Line.” A wonderful thing about theme-based anthologies, you see, is that they prompt writers to write stories they otherwise wouldn’t have even considered.

      I wrote this one for a special Fiction River spies-themed issue. I had no plans at that time of writing any spy story at all and had no ideas lurking in my folders. If no Fiction River: Spies, then no “End of the Line.”

      And if my thoughts hadn’t also so often been focused on my mother and aging, then I’d have written something completely different. No “End of the Line.” In fact, the dinner spent by the story’s two lead characters is modeled directly after many of those I enjoyed with my mother.

      So if you like this story, send a good thought my mom’s way. If you don’t like it, blame me.
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      All Ferguson had been getting was shit assignments. It had been that way for years. Shit, followed by crap, then finally crapola. And when that was done, Gallagher assigned him shit all over again to restart the cycle. Ferguson could barely remember his last prime assignment, one that had actually made him work at it a little, and not just go through the motions.

      He didn’t complain. Who was he going to complain to? And who, after listening, would be able to do anything about it? When it came to The Unit, Gallagher answered to no one, and it had been that way for over thirty years, so no one was foolish enough to complain to him. So each time Gallagher dropped a new load of shit on him, Ferguson kept his mouth shut and grabbed a shovel.

      This assignment, however, was a new low. Lower than shit, crap, and crapola. Not just beneath him, but beneath him all the way down to the center of the Earth.

      An insult to his intelligence, to his abilities, to his decades in The Unit.

      Only one way he’d have to work at all on this one.
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        * * *

      

      Sal Saviano’s handshake practically broke half the bones in Ferguson’s hand. The old man had just turned eighty-one and had lived in the posh retirement home known as Golden Vistas for almost a decade, but he still had his fastball. Still the same distinguished, lawyer-like, thick white hair, the same cinnamon-scented cologne, and the same barrel-shaped chest and thick, powerful forearms that made any handshake with him just another form of hand wrestling. Impeccably dressed, as always, he wore a tailored beige sports jacket over a crisp blue shirt that made Ferguson’s unbuttoned winter coat and beneath it, the shiny, black sports jacket and white shirt look shabby by comparison.

      Plastic surgery had smoothed out most of Saviano’s facial wrinkles, making him look even younger than Ferguson, who was twenty years his junior. And though Saviano needed a walker, he’d blasted out of his apartment without even inviting Ferguson inside, and now was racing double-time with that black-and-maroon walker of his down the hallway, two steps ahead of Ferguson, as if he’d planted a bomb back in his own apartment and they’d better clear the area before it went off.

      “You look fabulous, Sal,” Ferguson said, quickening his stride to keep up as they streaked past one apartment door after another, each adjacent wall decorated in some unique way: flowers, framed art, and especially, pictures of grandkids and great-grandkids. “I’ll bet you’re popular with the ladies, just like in the old days. Comforting the widows every afternoon?”

      “How you think I broke my hip?” Saviano said, and they both guffawed. The broken hip had necessitated the walker, according to the reports, but otherwise didn’t seem to have slowed the old man down.

      They stepped onto the elevator, and Saviano pressed the button for the second floor, which, in addition to more apartments, housed the nicest of the five restaurants in the facility, at least according to the reports. This was Ferguson’s first visit.

      “Are you sure you don’t want to go out to eat?” Ferguson asked. “Legal Seafoods. Magianno’s. Ruth’s Chris for a thick, juicy steak. You name it. Get some fresh air. Get out of this place for a few hours.”

      “It’s thirteen degrees out there,” Saviano said, as the elevator door opened. “Down to three or four with the wind chill. I have no interest in freezing my nuts off. If you do, be my guest and I’ll meet you back at the apartment in a couple hours.”

      Ferguson declined.

      “Besides, it’s near the end of the month, and I haven’t used all the meals on my plan. Use ’em or lose ’em. So it’s free. And the food’s good.”

      Saviano had always been frugal, Ferguson recalled. Probably why he could afford this most luxurious of retirement homes. He’d also been the best at what they did. A legend. And there had been, no doubt, opportunities on the side.

      They stepped off the elevator and Saviano raced off with his walker, once again leaving Ferguson in his wake to hustle and catch up. Saviano passed other residents going the same way like a new, red Ferrari zooming past rusted-out Hyundais, nodding and smiling and waving as he did but never slowing down. Residents walking in the other direction all flashed him warm smiles and the occasional greeting. By the time they reached the restaurant several hundred yards from the elevator, Ferguson’s awe for the old man had only increased.

      This whole assignment was a waste of time.

      Saviano put his name in with the maître d, a pretty, dark-haired young woman barely out of high school, and took a buzzer in return. They retired to a side waiting room filled on one side with twenty or so rectangular tables, mostly empty except for men and women playing bridge in one corner and two men played chess in the other. On the other side, a dozen dark brown leather lounge chairs formed a half circle around a blazing fireplace. Saviano ordered them both a glass of Cabernet from a tuxedoed Latin young man, and they settled into a pair of the middle lounge chairs, three chairs away from the nearest resident.

      Following Saviano’s lead, Ferguson sniffed the wine, then sipped it. It was good, far better than the cheap stuff he could afford.

      “You’ve done well,” Ferguson said, gesturing to their surroundings as a log in the fireplace snapped.

      Saviano smiled. “I’m comfortable. Take down enough tin-pot dictators, and opportunities present themselves. I’m sure that hasn’t changed. The spoils of war, my boy. The spoils of war.”

      Ferguson looked about and behind them, trying to look casual even though every muscle in his body had tightened. When he saw that no one had been close enough to hear—and not even he was paranoid enough to believe their enemies bugged old age homes—he turned back to Saviano, and leaned as close as he could.

      “Are you nuts?” Ferguson said. “Someone could have heard you.”

      Saviano swatted a dismissive hand through the air. “Relax. This is a place for retired CEOs and CFOs. Former doctors, dentists, and lawyers. They’re harmless. Although I must say, one of the CEOs is a real bastard!” He chuckled at his own joke. “Not an enemy agent in the bunch. Enemy agents don’t live this long.” Saviano boomed with even more laughter, and slapped a hand on his knee.

      If not for his training, Ferguson would have shifted uneasily in his seat, his hands grown clammy, and his mouth gone dry. Instead, he looked at Saviano impassively as if nothing at all had happened.

      “Sal, you need to⁠—”

      The pretty maître d who had taken Saviano’s name approached, smiling pleasantly. “Mr. Saviano, your table is ready.”

      Carrying his Cabernet for him, she led them to the dining area and a square table at the far end near the windows, where outside darkness had already fallen. The table was set for four with a white tablecloth and two lighted red candles. Before wheeling away Saviano’s walker, she gave them their menus and said, “Your two guests are joining you now.”

      Ferguson frowned. “I thought it would just be the two of us.”

      “Nonsense,” Saviano said with a dismissive flick of the wrist, sitting down to Ferguson’s right. “They do this to improve social interaction and everyone here is delightful.”

      Their two guests were both women, both using walkers which the maître d also wheeled away. The younger looking of the two was a redhead named Lydia, who had moved in two years earlier. She sat opposite Saviano. The other woman, sitting opposite Ferguson, was a white-haired, excessively thin, frail-looking woman named Theresa. She’d been there five years, but didn’t look to Ferguson as though she’d last much longer.

      Their waitress, a high school girl named Julie with brown hair tied back in a ponytail, took their drink orders and in almost no time at all returned with the drinks and fresh, warm bread that smelled of oats, and asked if they were ready to order. They were. Along with the associated salads and soups, Lydia ordered the shrimp scampi over angel hair pasta, Theresa the baked stuffed haddock, Saviano the salmon Florentine, and Ferguson the filet mignon, medium rare.

      Almost instantly the waitress arrived with Waldorf salads for all but Theresa, who had opted for the Caesar salad, along with bowls of New England clam chowder for all of them but Theresa.

      Ferguson dug into the chowder, thick, and rich, and creamy. It tasted delicious, almost as good as Legal’s.

      Amidst bites of their salads. the two women shared their favorite activities. Though she’d only been there a short time, Lydia had joined the Bridge Club, the Backgammon Club, and the Classical Music Lovers Society. Theresa had cut back to just the Quilting Club and played lots of mahjong. When it got to Saviano’s turn, he leaned close and grinned conspiratorially.

      “You fine young ladies, I’m going to tell you a wonderful secret,” he announced. “Ferguson here is a…spy!”

      Ferguson choked and half a mouthful of hot clam chowder backed up into his nose.

      “Really?” Lydia exclaimed. “How exciting!”

      “Like James Bond,” Theresa said, sitting across from Ferguson. “Only not as handsome.” She blinked and apparently realizing what she’d just said, put the tips of her fingers over her mouth and turned red. “I am so sorry!”

      “That’s quite all right,” Ferguson said with a shrug. “Not even my mother would say I’m as handsome as James Bond.” And as Theresa tittered, her hand still over her mouth, he added in a conspiratorial whisper, “But I’m not really a spy.”

      Ferguson tried to get Saviano’s eye, but the old man was having none of it.

      “The two of us got shot one time during a top secret operation together in Honduras,” Saviano said.

      The words sent an icy chill up and down Ferguson’s spine. They were all too close to the truth. It had been El Salvador, and they’d both gotten shot, he in the shoulder and Saviano in the rear end.

      Ferguson grabbed Saviano’s thick forearm and squeezed, but not before the old man added, “I took it in the right buttocks.”

      “Oh my,” Lydia and Theresa said in unison.

      Ferguson squeezed harder, as if that could choke off the words, but Saviano’s forearms were like chiseled granite. The old man kept grinning and winked. “If you play your cards right, ladies, I just might show it to you.”

      Lydia blushed and giggled.

      “Show what?” Theresa asked.

      “His ass!” Lydia answered in a stage whisper, which got them both blushing and giggling like teenagers.

      “Could I speak to you privately?” Ferguson said, gritting his teeth and maxing out his pressure on Saviano’s arm. He pulled up on the old man’s arm, as if to drag him away from the table before realizing Saviano’s walker was gone. Not that he, Ferguson, could drag Saviano anywhere he didn’t want to go in the first place.

      Ferguson released his grip, and settled back in his chair. If he couldn’t drag the old man away from the table or muzzle him somehow, what could he do? He’d have to try something else. There was only so much of this talk that could be laughed off and dismissed. Any more, and he’d have to take drastic measures right here, in full view of everyone, and deal with the consequences later.

      The solution came to Ferguson when Lydia asked him, “And where did you get hit?”

      Ferguson smiled warmly. “I didn’t really get hit by a bullet. And I’m not really a spy. It’s a fun fantasy, but I’m actually quite boring. I sell life insurance.”

      “Really? Theresa said, and took a bite of her salad. “How fascinating.”

      Before Ferguson could marvel at how anyone could consider life insurance fascinating, Saviano jumped in.

      “He got hit in the right shoulder. A couple inches the other way…” Saviano shook his head at the wonder of it. “…and Ferguson here would have been a dead man.”

      “Oh my,” the two ladies said again in unison.

      “Where did you say this happened?” Lydia asked.

      “Brazil,” Saviano said emphatically before Ferguson could stop him.

      Ferguson stared at Saviano, who didn’t seem to notice any more than the two ladies that he’d switched from one erroneous country to another.

      Julie, their waitress, approached with a wide, silver, circular tray loaded down with their entrees. She set it down on a stand ten feet behind Saviano, and brought the first plate over.

      “Who had the salmon Florentine?” she asked.

      Ferguson waited for Saviano to claim his dish, but the old man sat there unmoving, eyes darting about as did the two women, their faces masks of fear, the fear of a student who has shown up for an exam without having studied.

      “I’m sorry,” Julie said. “I left my order book back in the kitchen. Let me go get it.”

      Ferguson gestured toward Saviano. “Sal had the salmon.”

      “Yes! The salmon!” Saviano said in a near gasp of gratitude. “That’s right. I had the salmon.”

      Ferguson added, “Lydia had the shrimp scampi, Theresa ordered the haddock, and I had the filet.”

      “Yes!” the women exclaimed. Lydia added, “That’s right. I’m sure of it. This young man has saved the day.”

      Ferguson wasn’t so sure that sixty-one ranked as young but he supposed that in this audience it did.

      “So many of us are having memory issues,” Lydia said. “It’s a terrible thing. Oh to be young like you.”

      He began once again to think of a way to cover the tracks Saviano’s motor mouth had left behind when the old man solved the problem.

      “Did you know, ladies, that Ferguson here is…a spy?” Saviano asked.

      Lydia and Theresa nodded and busied themselves with their food. They had the look of women who had watched this mental deterioration happen to so many others, knowing that someday, the bell of dementia, and maybe even Alzheimer’s, might toll for them. So they would not disrespect this man here and point out his failing since they knew it could just as easily be them. Instead, they would act as though they were hearing all this for the first time, even if feigning that same level of surprise was beyond them, because they knew that for Saviano, as far as he knew, he was telling it for the first time.

      “We both got shot once,” Saviano said, “in Guatemala.”

      Ferguson wondered if they stayed here long enough, would Saviano complete an entire tour of Latin America, specifying a different country each time, going through all of them except the real one, El Salvador? Probably not. That would be twenty countries.

      Well, there wasn’t much worry now that these ladies would believe this far-fetched story of spies and getting shot, breaching security. They would dismiss Saviano’s words as those of yet another sad dementia case.

      “You want to know where I got shot?” Saviano asked. “In the ass!” He winked. “And if you play your cards right, ladies, I just might show it to you.”

      Lydia and Theresa smiled awkwardly, then busily cut their food, as if it had become the most interesting thing in the world.

      By the time all of them polished off their entrees and desserts of baked apple pie a la mode, Saviano had repeatedly told of his spying escapades with Ferguson, navigating from the Honduras and Brazil the first time, Guatemala the second, followed by Panama, Bolivia, and Peru.

      Ferguson didn’t have a worry in the world that either of the ladies believed it.
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        * * *

      

      When the two men got back up to Saviano’s apartment on the seventh floor, the old man opened a bottle of Cabernet, and they sat at his small kitchen table, a new one by the looks of it, and using Tiffany crystal wine goblets, toasted to old times and good friends.

      “So how is that old bastard, Gallagher?” Saviano asked.

      “Still an old bastard,” Ferguson said.

      He felt badly about what he was going to have to do, but knew it had to be done.

      “I would have thought they’d put him out to pasture by now,” Saviano said.

      “It’s a wonder they’re keeping any of us old-timers around,” Ferguson said. “The new generation is all about technology. Not about brain power and outsmarting the bad guys. It all comes down to an electronic chip that can do this, and another electronic chip that can do that. Not like the old days.”

      Ferguson wanted to keep talking, to make the end for Saviano as pleasant and as easy as possible. He had to go. There was no question about it at all. Blabbing about one old mission after another left them no choice.

      He had to go.

      And so Ferguson had palmed the capsule and slipped it into the old man’s wine when he wasn’t looking. It would be doing the trick any time now. Easy and painless.

      Ferguson had thought this was nothing but a shit mission, checking on Saviano like all the guys who had checked on him before, making sure he could still be trusted. It’d be a rubber stamp, he’d thought. Just another shit mission that any flunky could do. Have dinner with the old man. Make sure he still had his marbles.

      Well, the old man’s

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        End of the Line
        
          		
            Introduction to “End of the Line”
          


          		
            End of the Line
          


        


      


      		
        Makonde Tree of Life
        
          		
            Introduction to “Makonde Tree of Life”
          


          		
            Makonde Tree Of Life
          


        


      


      		
        The Thick, Wet Cloud of Memory
        
          		
            Introduction to “The Thick, Wet Cloud of Memory”
          


          		
            The Thick, Wet Cloud of Memory
          


        


      


      		
        The Amazing RBG
        
          		
            Introduction to “The Amazing RBG”
          


          		
            The Amazing RBG
          


        


      


      		
        One-Night Stands for Love and Glory
        
          		
            Introduction to “One-Night Stands for Love and Glory”
          


          		
            One-Night Stands for Love and Glory
          


        


      


      		
        Sully and the Geezer
        
          		
            Introduction to “Sully and the Geezer”
          


          		
            Sully and the Geezer
          


        


      


      		
        Only One Remains
        
          		
            Introduction to “Only One Remains”
          


          		
            Only One Remains
          


        


      


      		
        Walk Away Even
        
          		
            Introduction to “Walk Away Even”
          


          		
            Walk Away Even
          


        


      


      		
        Role of a Lifetime
        
          		
            Introduction to “Role of a Lifetime”
          


          		
            Role of a Lifetime
          


        


      


      		
        Truth and Lies
        
          		
            Introduction to “Truth and Lies”
          


          		
            Truth and Lies
          


        


      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        Newsletter
      


      		
        Also by David H. Hendrickson
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by David H. Hendrickson


      		About the Author


      		Copyright


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png






OEBPS/images/dying-light-ebook-cover-final-1656x2650.jpg
BESTSELLING AUTHOR

DAVID H.
HENDRICKSON

"David H. Hendrickson is one of my favorite writers.”

’ International bestsclling author Kristine Kathryn Rusch
£ 4 { \ 1-'\_
0 J0L PR
W/,

FIGHTING THE
DYING LIGHT

TEN STORIES OF AGING





OEBPS/images/pp-logo.jpg





