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	Things happen for a reason…

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


PROLOGUE

	 

	Five years ago, on August 2, 2016, Vincent Jones announced his intention to start a tour called Bittersweet Memories.

	Vincent's band Greencard, with Josh, Georg, Jack and Vincent on keyboards, has become one of the most famous acts in the world. Just like his former band Watership. Watership’s success came to an abrupt end in August 1996, when almost the entire band, crew and staff were killed in an attack orchestrated by Robert Dayle. Benno Kuypers, the former fiancé of Vincent's sister Carol, was his accomplice behind the scenes. Benno couldn't cope with breaking up with Carol and became severely mentally disturbed. Together with mastermind Quaid, he swore revenge on Vincent, who, according to Benno, was the instigator of all his problems. 

	 

	Quaid took revenge in Benno's name during a Watership concert in Sydney: more than 80 people lost their lives in the attack.

	Vincent barely survived the attack and rebuilt his life after a difficult start. He had lost his entire family, but found new friends - it felt like a new family to him - among the men who took him in after the attack.

	 

	Vincent ended up in Los Angeles in search of himself. He got a job in a music studio. There he met Alice, whom he would later marry. He also met Benno's sister and brother: Maaike and Pieter-Jan.

	 

	There was a bond between them that no one would have thought possible. The grief that another had caused brought them together.

	The friendship between Pieter-Jan and Vincent became close and Vincent invited him to visit Australia. Pieter-Jan, who went simply by the name Peter, succeeded in organizing a fantastic concert there. He was able to get almost all of the big names in the music business in Australia to come and perform. Money was raised to support the emergency services when Australia was hit by devastating wild fires. This earned him a job with the "Empire" Greencard.

	 

	During the concert's big afterparty, Vince was seriously injured and had to undergo major surgery. To recover from that he went to the same place where he rehabbed after the attack: Oakley House. There they learned that their greatest enemy, Benno, had died in an escape attempt. Life finally seemed to return to normal.

	 

	Today, seven years later, Peter is married to Kelly. Kelly has been working with Vincent and the band for many years. Six years ago, they welcomed twins. Kelly still works in the studio, Peter works in the management of the band and has become one of Vincent's closest friends.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	… If we could just get high on life again.

	 


CHAPTER 1 - NOTHING EVER REALLY ENDS…

	 

	“I’m telling you: even though I’ve experienced it a few times now, it’s still weird that we’re just sitting on the beach this morning, having breakfast. The boys are playing in the sand in their bathing suits, while we can hear Christmas carols in the distance. I think tomorrow is only St. Nicholas Day in the Netherlands, December 5th. But Christmas started here from today on.”

	As he typed the message into the family app, Peter Kuypers watched the twins with a wry eye, acting too cute to be healthy. He knew his sons and knew what they were like: two mostly unguided little projectiles, now six years old. Kelly sat next to them. She watched the surf dreamily. But she still kept an eye on them, he was sure of it.

	They were on vacation. Four weeks of doing nothing and then getting back to living as normal. They deserved this break after all the work and travel they had done. At the end of 2017 they had toured Europe and America. The tour was called ‘Bittersweet Memories’ and it was an unimaginable success. They had transcended themselves. They had been on the road for over six months now. Then, after a short break in Sydney, there had been the ‘Mid-East tour’ of over three months in the middle of 2009. A new album had been recorded, the ‘Africa tour’ had taken place in 2020, and now, at the end of 2021, they had just returned from several weeks on the west coast of Australia. The tour continued in early January: New Zealand was on the agenda, and even though it was only going to be a short trip, it would be enervating once more. As soon as they were back, they had to work on new tracks and then they would go back to tour in Europe in September. Busy, always on the road. Working in this environment was the best thing he could imagine, but also the most unlikely.

	“You’re the lucky one, little brother. We’re having lots of snow. It’s been snowing for days. So much that we can’t go to Mom’s because we’re literally snowed in. Not what we’re used to. Although our boys are okay with it. They couldn’t go to school because it was too dangerous to go out on the streets. But we haven’t had any complaints.”

	He saw that he had received a message from the account named ‘Norge’ - Norway. He switched to the app he had with his sister and her wife alone, without his mother reading along, and laughed out loud.

	“So no complaints from our boys but Mom is very depressed because she knows she’ll be alone at Christmas. Has she ever responded to the suggestion that she go to you?”

	He sighed deeply. This mother of theirs; it remained difficult. She remained a very thin scab on a deep wound. She was the wound and did nothing to heal. When everything finally seemed to be going well and there was a moment of harmony and sociability, she spoiled it. Time after time she succeeded. The older she got, the harder it was for them all to keep in touch. He, in particular, was the one she blamed. His actions were unforgivable. It was only since the birth of the twins that she seemed to forgive him, although he was not the one who had caused the wound. It was not his fault. Hadn’t he done everything in his power to create peace and tranquility? Hadn’t he moved heaven and earth to bring about what had never seemed possible? And he had succeeded. With that, their lives had returned to ‘normal’, however it could be described. It would never be truly normal again: that door was closed. Too much had happened. They tried, they really did. He and Maaike had gratefully walked away from the past, stepped away from the trouble that it brought. She and her wife Doreen had even been visiting them in Sydney, together with the boys. Two little Normans, Mats and Tore. Almost teenagers, at eleven and twelve years old. Very blond, just like his own sons. They even looked a bit alike, resembled their grandfather who had died many years ago. They had never known him. Unfortunately, they also resembled the one who had made sure that they no longer lived in the Netherlands. That had become a tacit agreement. Something that was never mentioned… should never be mentioned: the actions of their brother Benno. They didn’t even want to say his name. He had brought them so much misery and shame that he was now deliberately ignored. His name, his personality. Fortunately, he himself could no longer do any harm. He was dead, and none of them could mourn him. Except maybe their mother, but that subject was not negotiable. Benno had to be forgotten. He was the source of evil, the prickle in their soft feathers, the rotten apple in their basket. Maaike and he could erase him, be as unconcerned as possible. Their mother could not. And that’s why they hardly ever saw her, because it was unthinkable for her to visit them.

	“Let it go, don’ let it affect you. At least she usually participates nicely in the app. We wouldn’t have thought so a year ago. And no, of course she wasn’t here. Even though we are now almost 550 miles away, it is still a no-go. Vincent owns some of the apartments in this building, so of course it can’t be…”

	Maaike interrupted almost immediately:

	“Ok, so, now it’s my turn to say “don’ let it bother you”. I know how close you two are, despite everything. Maybe you should invite her when the boys are doing their gig in the Netherlands again next summer, then she can visit you. Or you can visit her. Then you’ll have done your part.”

	He winked back with a smiley face and realized that she might be right. He couldn’t just visit. He didn’t have time for that. He was part of a bigger picture of people needing him and to whom he himself was attached.

	“You’ve got me thinking. But not right now, because I’ve seen so many airplanes that I’m done with traveling for a while. And, in a couple of weeks, the band will be on the road again, although I don’ know if I’ll be going with them. They can do the tour in New Zealand without me. But, of course, the four of you are welcome to come over. If you can tell me when you can visit, I’ll see if it fits into our tour schedule.”

	She sent him a smiley face with kissing lips and lots of hearts.

	 “We’ll think about it and see if it fits in the budget.”

	Her answer didn’t surprise him. Peter urged her to consider it, reminding her that all she had to do was pay for the flight, everything else would be at his expense. She ended her text with a smiley. 

	Kelly fished the two boys out of their game and brushed the sand from their bottoms. She walked hand in hand with them to the terrace of the restaurant where they had eaten breakfast earlier and where Peter was still sitting. She looked at her watch and grabbed her cell phone to check what time the Christmas parade would be coming down the boulevard. He knew they wouldn’t want to miss that.

	“Do we have to dress up or can we just go like this?” he wanted to know. Surely shorts and a shirt would do, especially since it was already so hot. 

	“I’ll get our stuff, we can go back to the apartment and then we can do whatever you think we need to do. I’m going to change the boys and put on a dress myself, but you can come as you are. No one knows us here, so we don’ have be alert,” she said, and he knew that she sometimes struggled with the familiarity they were now facing as well. On the one hand it didn’t make sense, since he and his family weren’t part of the band itself, but they were members of the Greencard Clan, as Vincent called them all. This included anyone who worked for the band on a daily basis or had a relationship with the band members. It was a large clan. Vincent had expressed a few years earlier that he was done being careful and staying out of the limelight. He had had to do that for too long. Now that the danger was gone, he distanced himself from it. The best years of his life, their years, had been ruined by the constant threat, and at some point it had been enough. Whoever wanted to get rid of them was allowed to go ahead. Vincent didn’t care anymore. Slowly but surely they had all gotten use to the idea. Paparazzi were still not welcome, but an interview for which permission had been requested and granted in the normal way was no problem. Yes, they were checked everywhere they went. Fingers were wagged, whispers whispered, photos were secretly taken, but no one thought to include the children. Peter knew, that because of his background and his connection to his brother, he was an especially desirable object of everyone’s attention. But he didn’t want to dwell on it. Things were good between him and Vincent and everyone involved, so whatever interpretation the rest of the world wanted to put on it left him cold. A way of life that his mother should also accept, he had thought so often. But that was and remained impossible.

	“The girls in Norway say hi,” he told Kelly. “I have indeed invited them, as you suggested, and they will think it over.”

	“What about your mother?” Kelly wanted to know. She had only seen Peter’s mother on Facetime. It had never come to an actual meeting, and neither of them had any illusions that it would ever happen. Even on the last tour, when they had also visited the Netherlands, there had been no attempt to meet each other. Because Peter’s mother didn’t want it. Kelly hoped that next year Peter would have the chance to meet her. He would go without her and the kids to travel with the band because the boys would be starting school then. Besides, they would only be away from home for a month, so she and the boys would stay in Sydney.

	Peter laughed contemptuously and Kelly noticed his reserve.

	“Okay, I won’t ask any more,” she said and urged the boys to keep walking.

	They crossed the street between the open barricades and Kelly grew nervous at all the people already waiting. Peter pulled the key card out of his back pocket and opened the front door of the luxury apartment building where they had been staying. The elevator took them to the third floor and he opened the door to the apartment. The little boys rushed inside while Kelly shouted the now familiar refrain, “No running, watch the furniture, and don’ get your shoes on the couch.” Whether the boys actually listened was of no importance to her as she went straight to her bedroom to change. Peter sat down on the balcony with the boys to see if they could hear anything of the parade yet, but all they saw were crowds of people already standing along the street. They could already hear that the parade wouldn’t be long, as the first sounds of a marching band could be heard.

	 “Kelly, won’t we get a better view from the balcony?” he shouted but the boys complained immediately. Even Kelly, who came into the room changed, wanted nothing to do with it.

	“No. It’s much more fun standing by the side of the road,” she insisted. “Come on, let’s go or we’ll be late.”

	They found a good spot right in front of the garden that overlooked the complex, and even managed to get the boys to stand right up front so they had a good view. Peter had placed them both in front of him on the fence and sternly told them to stay on it. A little over awed by all the people standing with them, they solemnly promised to do so, and Peter stood right behind them with an arm around each boy. Kelly stood next to him, right next to him, and she moved a little to the Christmas tune that was playing in the distance.

	Soon the floats with Christmas characters, floats with Christmas scenes, and people dressed in Christmas themed costumes began to arrive. It was magical, and Kelly and Peter watched as the boys watched it all almost breathlessly. There were people dressed as elves with sacks of presents on their backs and, of course, as Santa Clauses walking down the street. Some were even dressed as polar bears.

	“Santa, Santa,” Jonah called to the closest dressed up figure that passed them.

	“He’s coming to us, Daddy. He’s really coming,” stammered the shy Conner, moving a little closer to Peter.

	 The dress-up Santa did indeed walk up to the two and was about to strike up a conversation with them when he looked up to ask their parents for some sort of confirmation. Peter nodded: no problem with him talking to the boys. But the eye contact between Santa and Kelly triggered something completely different. They both stared at each other, and Peter barely heard him whisper her name: “Kelly?” Then he turned quickly and ran away, looking back a few times.

	“What just happened? Do you know that guy?” Peter asked confused.

	Kelly looked in the direction he had run, and Peter was horrified to see that she had turned very pale. She clasped the fence with her hands as if to squeeze it.

	“Kel? What’s wrong? Are you okay?” he tried to ask.

	She shook her head. “Stay, stay with the boys… I have to go. Oh God, this can’t be happening. This is not possible,” she stammered and ran back to the apartment complex as quickly as she could in her heels.

	Peter was still calling after her, but she could no longer hear him. What was he supposed to do? Should he run after her or would it be better to stay with the boys? He took a deep breath and considered his options. Then he grabbed the boys from the fence and took them both by the hand.

	“We’ll watch from the balcony anyway, you can see it much better there. And when it’s over, I’ll take you to the beach and we’ll have ice cream. I promise. Daddy has to see what’s wrong with Mommy. Hurry up and come along, the sooner we’ll be on the balcony, you won’t miss anything.” 

	He made his voice so strict that it was impossible to resist. They went with him as fast as they could and did exactly what he asked them to do. Once inside the apartment, he first took them to the balcony and told them that he was inside in case something happened. They knew they had to stay put and by now had realized that something was going on. As children who grew up with celebrities, they’d learned quickly that listening was essential and that there could be a time when there was no room for discussion. Even at a young age, they were aware of this. It was never a secret what could happen. Not even because they were so young. There was always the danger that they would be taken by people with bad intentions.

	Peter left the balcony doors open and checked about four times to make sure they were staying put before he opened the closed bedroom door. 

	 

	Kelly was sitting faced away from him on the bed and he could see her back spasming as if she was breathing very hard. It was as if she was choking for breath. As she turned to face him, he saw she was pale and even shivering. 

	“Who was it? What did he want?” he wanted to know, but she shook her head.

	“I can’t say. I have to be sure first. And even then, it’s not possible. I can’t tell you,” she almost whispered. 

	He felt panic rising.

	“A secret? We have no secrets from one another. That was the first rule I learned when I joined the Greencard Clan. Secrets can be deadly, remember? We are open and honest with one another. You and me all the way, I hope. You know everything about me, and I assumed I knew everything about you. But now, you’ve got me wondering. What shouldn’t I know and why not?” He tried not to appear too angry, but what was happening now made him react more strongly than he wanted to. The fact that he was being kept out of this by his own wife of all people left a bad taste in his mouth. He had left that phase behind a long time ago. It could never come back. He was on their side here, not against them when it came to being threatened.

	“Kelly, who was it?” he asked again.

	She got up and walked towards him.

	He was startled again by the look in her eyes and not long after that he felt how icy her hands were. He took her in his arms and really felt that she was trembling.

	“What happened? Tell me! It can’t be that bad, can it? Was it an old lover of yours or something? Don’ worry, I know how to do karate,” he joked rolling up his sleeve a little to show off his muscles. But she couldn’t laugh. She was still shaking and he could see her silently crying.

	He grabbed her shoulders and held her a little away from him to look at her face. He saw a mixture of sadness, fear, and most of all, confusion.

	“What? What is it?” he asked, his voice now frenetic.

	 “It can’t be, this is not what happened. I can’t believe it, Peter. But that man, that was… that was… oh God. It was Joey, Peter. Joey Donewell stood before me. And he recognized me and I recognized him. Joey is here, Joey is not dead. Obviously it’s not over yet and we’re still living a very big lie that could bring everything crashing down again.”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2 - OCEAN POWER

	 

	“Joey?”

	Peter remained silent for a moment, as if he had to process what he was told. It seemed as if the box with the information about this name had to be searched in his brain, while he knew very well what the story about Joey was. But that story was over and done with. Joey had committed suicide in the police cell he was in at the time. Booze and drugs and a lot of money; Joey couldn’t handle the fame. That was the story. The little devil on Peter’s shoulder rose easily and whispered sarcastically, “Was it really only that? Or did somebody else have something else to do with it?”

	Yes, that was why he didn’t want to think about Joey. Joey had to have been in contact with his older brother Benno, the man he never wanted to think about, but who haunted his thoughts every day. Benno had been dead for almost six years now, but he was more present than ever. And now he was given a stage again, unintentionally, unwantedly, by someone who walked past them at the Christmas parade in Surfers Paradise and recognized Kelly.

	“You must be mistaken,” he said hoarsely. “It can’t be, Kel. You were at his funeral. You saw the death certificate. Surely it could be someone who happened to look like that man? Or that someone was playing a joke on you? How coincidental would it be for him to show up here. Even after all these years? And if it really was Joey - very big IF - why didn’t he go to Vincent, to Sydney? I can’t imagine…”

	He tried to sound firm, but his feelings were irrelevant. He knew only too well from Vincent’s stories what could be done to get someone out of the picture. He had talked with Vincent for hours on the porch of the beach house after he returned from Holland. He had gone home to be with his mother after news broke that someone had seriously injured Benno and taken him away in an ambulance on the way to the hospital. He soon learned that his mother, his sister, her family, and of course Vincent and himself were on the death list of the group surrounding Benno. As fate would have it, Benno died along with several of his accomplices. Those who survived were caught and the cell around Benno was dismantled. The danger was over and he could go back. He went back, even though his mother was very upset because of his decision. But he went and started a new life.

	Vincent had taken him back under his wing. He had told him about his life, which had mostly consisted of hiding and looking over his shoulder. Because of Benno and the fake club around him. It had made Vincent strong, hardened him and given him more character than Peter had ever seen in anyone. Vincent was his rock, someone who had a solution for everything or pretended to have one to help someone else.

	 Vincent had told him how he had been taken away from New York, from one moment to the next. How an accident had been staged to make it look like it was over and done with him. Vincent told about remembering how he and his sister Carol had stood by the bodies of his brothers Steven and Robin not more than two weeks before, and how Carol was convinced that they both were dead. He knew better. He knew that the doctors had induced a semi-coma state using hypothermia to give the appearance of death. Anything to make Carol think the irrevocable end had come. How quickly had things been done, with how much ease had everything been staged? His so-called death had been scripted within a day and he had left without really noticing what was happening. So it wasn’t unlikely that the same thing could have happened to Joey. But why had he waited so long to make himself known? Was it really an unfortunate coincidence?

	“No, I’m being realistic. I recognized him, Peter. No doubt about it. We’ve worked together day in and day out for years. I recognize his voice, his walk…”

	“But he was wearing a costume,” Peter tried, but Kelly shook her head.

	“It was him. No doubt about it. And that changes everything. Everything we thought we’d left behind. I have to talk to him, I have to call Vincent. I…” she mumbled, but Peter interrupted.

	“You don’t have to do anything. We will take a deep breath, together, and you will freshen up and then we will go to the boys. They don’t need to know anything is happening. You know how they are. The minute Holly comes in with Sebastian and Mick, you’ll know right away if something is going on. Holly must have known Joey, if I remember correctly from the stories, even though she was very young. Just assuming something can have disastrous consequences. For her, for Vincent, but also for you. You are the only three left. Kelly, think before you go any further with this.”

	She looked at him without understanding at first, but then she understood what he meant. He watched as the color returned to her face. The moment he saw her look change, he knew he had gone way too far with his last comment.

	Before she could lash out at him, he said, “No, that was totally wrong. We can’t condone it, we can’t erase it, but we need to talk about it together before you decide what to do. Come, freshen up, then we’ll go in the living room. We’ll let the boys watch TV, who cares for once, and we’ll sit on the balcony and talk about what we can do.

	“Your name’s not Marcy, so don’t act like her,” Kelly hissed at him. He quickly took her in his arms, repeated that he was wrong to say what he did and that he definitely wasn’t like his mother, who preferred to sweep everything from the past under the rug, never to think about it again.

	The boys were still sitting where Peter had left them on the balcony, but they looked a little worried when they both stepped outside.

	“Are you angry?” Conner wanted to know and he stood up cautiously.

	“Can we come in?” Jonah wanted to know. He seemed to deliberately ignore what was happening. “Can we play a game on the TV?”

	“We’re not angry at all,” Kelly comforted them, trying to make her voice sound as normal as possible. Connor, who seemed to have a certain awareness beyond his years, was very emotionally sensitive and he didn’t buy it. He let himself be picked up and pressed against her.

	“I love you and I’ll always be with you,” Peter heard him say. He gave Kelly an almost imperceptible nudge to warn her to just keep doing it.

	“Silly boy, go inside to Jonah. And no, you can only watch TV. No games. And Daddy will find a nice program for you,” she recovered. She put Conner back on the floor and went inside to pour a glass of wine in the kitchen.

	“The man who played Santa knew you,” Jonah said to her, unexpectedly.

	Not wanting to show how startled she was by his attention, Kelly inhaled and exhaled as inconspicuously as possible.

	“Yes, that’s right. We know each other. From before,” she confirmed.

	That seemed to be the end of the matter for Jonah, because the television was more fascinating than this unknown man.

	 When Peter came back outside a few minutes later, he saw Kelly on the balcony, looking out at the crowd in the street.

	“Do you think he’ll be back?” he asked her.

	“I hope so, I hope he wants to talk. That we’ll get an explanation for what happened, a why,” she said quietly. “But I don’t expect anything. Because then he would have raised the alarm sooner, wouldn’t he?”

	“And now? What are we going to do? Can we do anything at all? Or should we wait for him to show himself, if he does at all?” Peter tried to imagine what that would look like. What would be the consequences for Greencard? Would Joey have known about Greencard? Would he have known how Watership had ended? What had happened? And how would he react to the fact that he, Peter, was here now, after all he had gone through with Benno? Fear gripped him.

	“Kel, what if he finds out who I am? You know: with Benno?” he stammered. “Is it even known that Benno is dead? We know it’s known in Holland, but would it have gotten around the world? Because if Joey makes the connection between me and his past?”

	Kelly took a big sip of the white wine she had poured for them. She swirled the glass thoughtfully in her hand and looked into the void.

	“You know what? Let’s not worry about it,” she decided suddenly, sitting up straight as if to emphasize her words. “If he wanted something from us, he could have contacted us. After all it’s not like we suddenly have moved to another studio. Vincent is out in the open with the band and there’s so much publicity that it can’t have escaped anyone’s attention that he’s moved on with Greencard after the attack and all the aftermath. If Joey wanted to, he could have come to Sydney. Something is obviously holding him back, but I don’t want to be the one to go looking for him now. If he wants contact, he knows where to go. And if he has something against you, he’ll have the whole crew against him, be sure of that.”

	“Are you sure?” Peter wanted to know. He had known Kelly long enough to notice that this sudden change of heart was not like her. She was the optimist of the two of them, the one who knew a solution to everything, and simply dismissing this problem was really not in her nature. She shook her head resolutely and suggested that they take the boys to the penguin park, which was a little further north in Surfers Paradise. “Or anywhere else, as long as we get out of here,” she added.

	“Or we’ll just go back to the beach later this afternoon. It’s too busy to be driving around now. We’ll be fine, we’ll let them play on the beach. Nothing will make them happier than that. And we’ll get out of here and take our minds off things. Agreed?” he suggested, seeing how crowded the streets were, even now that the parade was long over.

	She agreed, but they decided to wait anyway, because the boys had fallen asleep in front of the TV. Waking them now would not be a good idea. By mid-afternoon it was time to go, and twenty minutes later they had found a spot on the beach near a playground. Kelly seemed to have regained her composure, and she even made an effort to read, which made Peter laugh. Kelly and reading didn’t really go together. At least not when she wasn’t working. Anyway, she seemed more relaxed now than she had been before.

	The afternoon passed without any further mention of Joey or the chance meeting. They met Juliette and Sean, a friendly couple who also had an apartment in the complex where they were staying. They knew each other from a previous vacation and their children were playing together. Peter saw that Kelly was actually relaxing and that made him feel calmer. They decided to have a simple meal together on the beach, and Peter went to the kiosk to get hamburgers and fries while Sean took the kids to set up a kite. Kelly sat slumped in the late afternoon sun, enjoying the scene and chatting animatedly with Juliette. Everything seemed to be back the way it should be. As he waited for his order, Peter watched the scene with a smile, then was startled by the hand placed on his shoulder. When he turned around, he saw Joey’s face. Joey Donewell.

	“I think we need to talk,” was all he had to say and Peter couldn’t help but nod.

	 Adrenaline raced through his body with oceanic force, mixed in part with panic. What kind of roller coaster had they gotten themselves on?
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