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Her name is Beautiful
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Stanley Estayan loved his dog, she was a light brown medium built Labrador/Pitbull mix. An older dog, he got her a year and a half earlier as a stray from a good friend. She was a nice friendly dog, always good to Stanley’s young nieces and nephews, but she had issues. She was afraid of loud noises. Stanley loved his dog so much, he thought she was the most beautiful Lab mix dog he ever saw, that he named her Maganda, which means ‘Beautiful’ in Stanley’s Filipino language.
﻿
Stanley thought to himself, that’s a perfectly good name for his dog.

Stanley always liked to get Maganda 15 cans of dog food every payday and feed her at least half a can in the morning and half a can of food at night. Maganda loved to eat that stuff and Stan would play fetch with her every evening he would get off of work .

On the other side of town, Lana Barnabus is busy looking through a personnel file on her office computer and dreading the fact that she has to call yet another employee in to her office to tell them that they are doing another round of layoffs and that he is to be terminated from employment at the end of today’s shift.

Back at Stanley Estayan’s backyard, Maganda is really enjoying barking at the pedestrian walking passed her gate.

Her Name is Beautiful part 2

Every day, Lana Barnabus looked around her office at Nethco Distribution Center with a sense of dread. Had she really spent five years in college just to be a hatchet girl for the company, always having to be the last individual the warehouse workers saw before being told they were fired and must leave and clear out their possessions from the company lockers and go. Just like an executioner from the days when the executioners would wear a mask to disguise their identity, without all the mask.

But Lana Barnabus did wear a mask, her facade was a fake smile she constantly felt she had to maintain as an image for the Nethco Distribution Warehouse Company.

Back to Maganda the dog.

Maganda enjoyed another day in the front yard just hanging out and drinking some water from her water bowl, when she saw her owner Stanley Estayan leave early for work as a pharmacy tech. Stanley made sure that his dog had enough food and water in the front yard, before he left his dog alone to watch the house.

He petted his dog Maganda goodbye and closed the gate behind him, leaving Maganda the responsibility to guard the house.

Her name is Beautiful part 3

Maganda was good at watching the house for a while, but she still had a fear of loud noises.

Maganda looked around the gate to see why there was an opening. Her curiosity got the best of her and she snuck her long-pointed nose out towards the sidewalk. Suddenly a car backfires and startles poor Maganda. She uses all four legs to run as fast & and as far as she could go. Then she begins to approach the park, surrounded by homeless winos and addicts. One young man in his late 20s tries to give her a bite from his sandwich, but she slowly walks away with her tail between her legs.

Out of nowhere, the roar of a train begins to rustle its siren noise and Maganda yet again runs off from the sound.

When Maganda was a puppy, she was constantly beaten by her previous owner. Her name wasn’t Beautiful before, it was Gypsy, but Beautiful never responded to that name Gypsy. Before Stanley’s  good friend found her, she belonged to the nororious Clyde Perry. Her previous owner Clyde Perry liked to torment her and fire his 9 mm next to her head whenever he got the chance. Making her run in circles, then hide under the house, until she finally ran away from that jerk and somehow ended up staying with Stanley Estayan for the last year and a half, up until just now.

When Stanley came home that night, he brought Maganda a new chew toy, thinking that his dog would love that thing, but to his utter shock, his dog had run away. Stanley immediately drove his car around the neighborhood and asked all his friends about his beloved dog, but to no success. In the next few weeks, Stanley put up missing dog signs and went to the dog pound every day looking for her. After about two months, he finally gave up.

In the months that followed, Maganda was walking up and down every corner of the city, trying to find food and shelter, but always getting beaten up by other dogs, losing weight, and suffering the pains of being a stray mutt.

Her name is Beautiful part 4

The calendar in her Human Resource office read “Feb 29”. This of course was the official birthday of Lana Barnabus. In reality, she would be 28 years old, had she not had the fortune/misfortune of being born on a leap year on a leap day. Since the 29th of February only comes around once every four years, she would tell people that she was actually only 7 years old, her little inside joke. Lana Barnabus took her job very serious, but she did like to spread that joke every four years on leap day.

Lana Barnabus knew all she had going for in her life was the job at Nethco Distributions. She had worked long and hard to get to this place in her life and it paid off for her very well financially. By no means was she a wealthy woman, but she did well for being the great-granddaughter of Oklahoma migrant fruit pickers who came to California during the Dust Bowl era. She thought to herself, she felt empty inside. She never understood that it was Jesus knocking at the door to her heart all this time. Those lonely nights and angry days, trying to cover up her pins with a fake smile to please her supervisors at the job. Those smiles did nothing to quench the utter despair she felt. Never able to fulfill her life with more work, or better promotions. Lana looked at the birthday cake he co-workers gave her in the company break room and the candles on that cake, made her feel like an old maid at the age of 28 years old. The fake smile stayed on all the way from the break room back to her office. As soon as she closed the door, her sanctuary from the real world, the tears began to roll.

"Oh my God", she thought.

"All my girlfriends and all my family have husbands and kids and all I have to show for my life is this stupid job! (which wasn't really true) I don't even like doing this for a living. I wanted to be a painter, but mom said it wasn't practical. So I gave in and gave up on my own dreams!"

She looked at her desk and saw the coffee mug that read "Nethco Distributions Center". Lana gave 10 years to this company, since high school. Rising in the ranks from a lowly office administrator, taking phone calls and inputting data, to being the third in charge of the warehouse, after operations manager and assistant manager.

An evil thought enters her soul.

Lana Barnabus smashes the coffee mug against the side of her desk and takes the sharp piece of ceramic in hand and begins to slice her wrists. In a matter of minutes, sitting slumped over her chair, she begins to bleed out.

Blood is all over her birthday cake and her hardwood maple table. She feels a momentary lightheadedness, a sense of false peace, followed by the most unholy feeling of darkness and dread.

She sees a shadow trying to pull her down to the depths of darkness, down to the ground/ Our birthday girl is trying to hold onto the desk, but she feels her spirit sink deeper and deeper into the ground. The smell of foul spoiled eggs fill her nostrils and the heat of stench pressed down onto her arms and legs.

"What's going on here? Somebody save me! Help!"

Lana Barnabus begins to cry out, but her words aren't heard by anybody.

At that moment, Marina Elustrado, the secretary, walks into Lana's Human Resource office and sees the bleeding woman. She immediately knows that Lana tried to commit suicide and begins to stop the wrists from bleeding out. Making a tourniquet for both wrists. She speaks in tongues, praying and calling out to Jesus to intercede. Marina is calm and her thoughts are collected. She will be the hero and close friend of Lana Barnabus from this point forward.

Her name is Beautiful part 5

It had been several months since Stanley Estayan lost his dog Maganda and he began to have peace about the situation. Stanley continued to go to work as a pharmacy tech each morning, even though he missed his pet so so much.

As usual for his morning routine, he opened the driveway gate and backed his car out of the driveway. He closed the gate partially, with hopes that his dog would return and get back into her yard.

As he went about his ride to work, he sees Maganda out of the corner of his eye while at the stop light. He pulls his car over to the side of the road and is amazed to see his dog. Maganda is nothing but bones, and looks like she’s been in the losing end of several dog fights. The streets have not been kind to this dog called Beautiful. Her running away habits have caught up with her, bald patches of hair and the look of mange are all about her. She shivers and has a nervous tick that came back, when she ran off from her good master Stanley.

Stanley opens the car door slowly and begins to approach the dog. Maganda looks like she is about to move towards him, but then runs in the opposite direction, running full speed away from Stanley. Stanley chases after her for six blocks, before giving up and looks at his watch. He is late for work, and really needs to get back to his car. He stops and gives his old dog one last look before walking away in defeat.

Maganda walks away for a few miles, running further and further from Stanley, forgetting all the things he did for her to make her content. Stanley can’t believe his dog ran away from him, but he really needed to get to work and couldn’t risk being late again, according to what his boss Mister Rigestz said. Stanley thought how skinny and sick looking Maganda had become. She didn’t look like the same dog he rescued almost two years earlier, she looked like death. That image of his skinny dog stuck with him for many, many years to come.
﻿
Lana Barnabus is released from the hospital this day. Three weeks after her birthday on “Feb 29.”

As she sits in the wheelchair outside in front of the hospital, waiting for her friend Marina to pick her up. Maganda the dog shyly goes up to her and the nurse, licking her leg. The nurse unsuccessfully tries to shoo the dog away, but Lana smiles and tries to encourage the humble beast to get closer. Lana begins to laugh, and the nurse tries to discourage Lana from getting close to the dog for fear of rabies. Lana dismisses that notion and asked the nurse if she thinks this skinny dog really has rabies. The nurse again tries to stop the two from interacting, but a friendship has now bonded.
Marina pulls up in her blue Chevy S10 and takes one look at the dog. Marina rolls down the passenger side window and says, “Who’s your new friend, she looks kinda familiar?”

Lana still petting the dog on the head, she smiles and proclaims “This is my new dog, her name is Beautiful.”
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Jack looks on.

[image: ]


Cecily went to the restaurant. It was a small nice Italian place, not really her vibe. But she thought it a quaint little hideaway.

The setting was charming, the food was decent. Chicken lasagna with a smidge of parsley on the side. Cecily looked on at the parsley, picked it up and twisted it a bit in her hand before putting it back down.

Voice over of her date, then an image of the two on a Zoom call. One computer screen to another.

Jack looks at her excitedly, being a goofball of sorts.

Cecily asks "why are you smiling like that?"

"No reason, I'm just looking forward to tonight." Jack smiles his goofy smile at Cecily from the laptop screen.

Back to the restaurant, Cecily is alone and pays the bill.

She walks the museum floors, admiring the paintings.

Jack's voice is heard as she stares into the paint.

"There's this one painting. Oh My God, it's gorgeous. The Sun looks amazing. Not sure if it's an acrylic or oil or what. But I get lost in the colors." Jack's voice is heard, clear and vibrant.

Cecily walks down the park way. Admiring the Autumn trees, falling orange and browning leaves.

The sound of children playing on the playground.

She looks on, walking down the park pathway.

A little boy slides down the slide.

Jack looks on at her from across the screen.

"So excited about tonight. You're gonna love this place."

"Don't overhyped it dude. I'd rather be pleasantly surprised, then overly under-whelmed." Cecily quips.

"That, my friend....is an excellent quote." Jack smiles.

Cecily takes a drive, strolling past a series of office buildings on the south end of the city.

She parks in the empty parking lot, the row of office buildings line the way. Gets out of her car and looks into the front office window. It's a weekend, nobody is there.

Cecily briefly touches the door knob. She imagines hearing the voice of Jack explaining what he does for a living in his office space.

"It's really not that complicated, more frustrating than anything else. Shipping & receiving. Waiting for the merchandise for our clients
is the frustrating part." Jack's voice is imagined in her thoughts.
She opens her eyes.

She let's go of the door, Gets back into her car and drives off.

Cecily stares blankly at the streets.

The sounds of cars and people busily going by. Footsteps clatter.
Wisps of automobiles driving pass by her.
Cecily walks in the front entrance of the building.
She signs her name at the front guest book.
A man ushers her up to the front of the room.

It is a funeral home.
The usher leads her to the front open coffin and goes back to his post.
The coffin shows silent Jack. He is at rest. Eyes shut.

Cecily looks down at the body.

She stares down at Jack for what seems like an eternity.

A young woman in her early 20s stands near Cecily in front of the coffin.

"Jack was something else." says the young woman.

Cecily begins to cry a lonely teardrop.

"I'm Lydia, Jack's little sister." Lydia exclaims.

Cecily smiles.

"I met Jack online 5 months ago. We were supposed to go on our first date 2 weeks ago....before...the accident. I never even met him in real life... until today. Just now" Cecily cries a bit more.

"Hey now...it's okay." Lydia puts her arm around Cecily's shoulder in comfort.

Cecily puts one hand on Jack's coffin.

Her tears begin to flow deeper.

The End.
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Welcome to Nethco Land
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Chapter 1

James and Theodore Neth opened their first general goods store in the summer of 1892 in Parville, Missouri. By 1951, their company NethCo Department stores had over 75 locations spread across the entire United States.

Nethco Store #1143 was located in Stockton, California.

Eleven designated which state the store was located geographically and 43 represented the sequential order of building. All NethCo buildings in California started with “11”.

On this day, current #1143 Store Manager Hans Rodrigo was sitting in his office looking across from his small office, staring at the wall directly across from him. Hans then picks up his cell phone and makes a phone call.

Gen 11:27  Now these are the generations of Terah: Terah begat Abram, Nahor, and Haran; and Haran begat Lot. 

Gen 11:28  And Haran died before his father Terah in the land of his nativity, in Ur of the Chaldees. 

Gen 11:29  And Abram and Nahor took them wives: the name of Abram's wife was Sarai; and the name of Nahor's wife, Milcah, the daughter of Haran, the father of Milcah, and the father of Iscah. 

Gen 11:30  But Sarai was barren; she had no child. 

Gen 11:31  And Terah took Abram his son, and Lot the son of Haran his son's son, and Sarai his daughter in law, his son Abram's wife; and they went forth with them from Ur of the Chaldees, to go into the land of Canaan; and they came unto Haran, and dwelt there. 

Gen 11:32  And the days of Terah were two hundred and five years: and Terah died in Haran. 

Chapter 2 An occurrence at the owlbox.

5:04 a.m.

The crew had their typical Tuesday morning routine of folding the merchandise, prepping to bring the clothes onto the sales room floor. NethCo Department store #1143 was a typical sized department store. The older ladies were talking about how things used to be in life. The younger ones remained quiet. Sarah tried to hide her cell phone under a folded t-shirt. Maribel gives Sarah a look, and the young woman puts the phone back into her pocket. A couple of the guys open up boxes and empty them onto the cold concrete floor, then carting the items onto the grey metal carts.

The Replenishment Team Lead Maribel wanted everything done by the book, especially on how NethCo department policies concern for folding woven shirts as compared to polo shirts or t-shirts. Corporate at NethCo had a designated procedure for every aspect of the store. Unfortunately, many of the crew didn’t comply with standards. She eyed the new hires on this point.

Then a loud series of crashing sounds disrupt the routine of the morning. The spill of glass and cursing fill the department lower floors. Sirens blast at annoying 15 second intervals.  

Upstairs, the confusion of it all is met with all types of statements.

“Is this a fire alarm?” inquires Sarah.

“No, everyone remain calm. Stay put.” Maribel commands.

“Oh...my... God! We’re getting robbed downstairs.” Mentions Sue in a quiet tone.  “This happened twelve years ago. Different though. “

“Everyone be quiet.” Quips Maribel

“Man, let me down there. I’ll knock them fools out.” DeMarcus howls.

Danilo looks up, still clenching his box cutter in hand from opening up the merch from the cardboard boxes. “Yeah, let’s get ‘em!”

Javier prays silently during this commotion of fear & voices.

Maribel shushes everyone.

The screech of a car peeling out is quickly heard then quickly fades to nothing. Only the sound of the alarm remains.

This all takes no more than one minute and 45 seconds.

The Shipping/Receiving clerk Joey calls on the company radio. “Hey Maribel, we just got robbed. Jewelry got hit pretty bad. The robbers are gone. I’m going to reset the alarm. The police should be here in 10 minutes.”

Maribel  “Good to hear you’re safe Joey. Has anyone seen Billy & Tatiana around?

*From the Owl box, behind above the back stockroom.

During the robbery downstairs, this is how Billy and Tatiana witnessed things. 5:02 a.m.

In the back stockroom, Billy and Tatiana are in their usual Tuesday morning routine.

Billy holds the small of Tatiana’s back, embracing in an extended kissing session.

The alarms start to ring. Followed by flashing lights.

The two are startled and stop their shenanigans. They crouch as low as can be in the back of the stockroom.

As they stayed hidden in the stockroom downstairs, they hear and see the smashing jewelry cases. Glass and curse words fill the sales floor. Only a glimpse of ski masks and dark clothing.

Billy motions to Tatiana to remain quiet. All the safety videos they were trained on, said to remain calm in a robbery.

The two alone in the back stockroom, Billy felt like a coward hiding. But he heard the continued stomps of feet and sledgehammers breaking jewelry cases. Profanity filled the store. It was only 5:03 in the morning, but the building activity was busy with the intruders’ foot traffic. They had to stay hidden

The three thieves run into another car.

The jewelry heist is over like that. A blur.

*Before the days of security camera and two-way mirrors, Owl boxes were hidden small rooms stationed above the department stores, tucked behind the stockrooms to see the layout of the store, watching for shoplifters and thievery. NethCo never took them out, even after the security cameras were installed.

Maribel does a head count upstairs in the break room for a third time, Billy and Tatiana peep in.

Maribel is relieved. “Oh good, thought I miscounted for a second.”

Gen 12:1 Now the LORD had said unto Abram, Get thee out of thy country, and from thy kindred, and from thy father's house, unto a land that I will shew thee: 

Gen 12:2  And I will make of thee a great nation, and I will bless thee, and make thy name great; and thou shalt be a blessing: 

Gen 12:3  And I will bless them that bless thee, and curse him that curseth thee: and in thee shall all families of the earth be blessed. 

Gen 12:4  So Abram departed, as the LORD had spoken unto him; and Lot went with him: and Abram was seventy and five years old when he departed out of Haran. 

Gen 12:5  And Abram took Sarai his wife, and Lot his brother's son, and all their substance that they had gathered, and the souls that they had gotten in Haran; and they went forth to go into the land of Canaan; and into the land of Canaan they came. 

Gen 12:6  And Abram passed through the land unto the place of Sichem, unto the plain of Moreh. And the Canaanite was then in the land. 

Gen 12:7 And the LORD appeared unto Abram, and said, Unto thy seed will I give this land: and there builded he an altar unto the LORD, who appeared unto him. 

Gen 12:8  And he removed from thence unto a mountain on the east of Bethel, and pitched his tent, having Bethel on the west, and Hai on the east: and there he builded an altar unto the LORD, and called upon the name of the LORD. 

Gen 12:9  And Abram journeyed, going on still toward the south. 

Chapter 3: Typical Smash & Grab

The police had finished initial police interviews with the work crew and the store manager Hans Rodrigo. The evidence technician did her data and sample collections.

Clean up was the next phase for our little group.

Javier had begun sweeping up the glass on one end of the department store floor. From the corner
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