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Gerald Forger didn't notice at first, but the owner paid for his breakfast. It was an otherwise unassuming bright day in an unassuming town with an equally unassuming customer. But Gerald thought this was too generous a gesture. He was only passing through.

He was one in a long line of salesman by trade. His father and his grand pappy were salesmen. And, if he could ever keep a woman, he knew he would absolutely teach his son or daughter the tricks of the trade. Oh, that's not to say he wasn't handsome. He was. He had slicked back dark hair, a Vandyke beard and black glasses. He was wearing a black tie which sometimes wrinkled in the middle over a white dress shirt. He dusted a few crumbs off his brown slacks and patted his navy blue blazer he had laid over the stool next to him. It was that hot.

It all began with that damn bus that made a mistake. Ordinarily, he wouldn't be out this way. He had just finished a week of engagements and presentations and spent nights at several fine and expensive hotels. Selling vintage records door to door was a very niche occupation in the digital age. But with social media and a sparkling presence, Gerald made it work. Before long, he was invited to conventions and lauded by internet celebrities alike.

But, this current trip threw him for a loop. He had fallen asleep on the bus, after a long night of drinking, and had woken up with his overnight dragging behind him on two wheels. He stepped off the bus, still wiping sleep from his eyes. His moves were mechanical and not well thought out. When he heard a cow moo nearby he knew he was in trouble. That's when the bus took off right as he turned around. 

There was nothing but a road, some cows and what looked like diner far in the distance. "Well, shit," he mumbled under his breath. "Fine day for a walk anyway."

That ‘fine walk’ took 45 minutes to trek and by that time, he took his blazer off and draped it over his shoulder as the sun peaked out from the clouds. 

Right next to the diner there was a sign about the size of a chalkboard with the words WELCOME TO BURROW CREEK FALLS.

The town just ahead looked like something out of a Norman Rockwell painting. Just the same with the diner. Gerald had never heard of it before. He knew he had to be in Kansas but the bus was supposed to take him all the way to Nevada.  (In reality, he was at the point where Utah, Colorado, Arizona and New Mexico intersected. A quite literal Crossroad if there ever was one.) Luckily he had about a day to lag behind. It was only 10:30am and he could do with a bite to eat.

The owner, Sam, a big burly fella reading a newspaper close to the counter gave him a nonchalant wave as he entered.

"There a phone here?" He asked. His cell had just died and he was looking for a place in the wide checkerboard floored dining area for an outlet for his charger.

Again, the owner regarded him with a sausage-sized finger toward the phone booth in the corner. Yep, this place was straight outta the fifties. Perfect place to sell vintage items, Gerald thought.  The phone was black with a rotary ring. This was going to take a while.

With a few quarters he called the hotel in Nevada he would be staying at. And he did have a conversation with the concierge about staying an extra day but the phone cut out suddenly. He tried another quarter and dialed. Nothing. He tried another quarter. Nothing.

When he wasted a buck fifty in quarters, he gave up and sat down.

He took a moment to look at the menu. Well, these definitely were not 1950's pricing. In the end he had ordered a Denver omelet with hash browns, four strips of bacon, a strawberry fruit cup and two full cups of coffee with cream. He even had room for a slice of apple pie ala mode. His mother had always asked, "Where do you put it all?"

He seldom worked out but always loved having a big breakfast and yet still kept his slender frame.

The bill came to $35 dollars, with a tip. He always tipped 20 percent wherever he traveled.

But as he unzipped his suitcase, looking for a charger with one hand, with his other hand he inspected the bill and brought it closer to his face.

"Excuse me, it says here 'paid in full' at...the bottom of this."

"Yessir," Sam said proudly.

"But I haven't paid yet." Gerald chuckled.

"No need."

"Helping a weary stranger out?"

"No, we just take care of our own."

"I see." he really didn't. But he didn't argue. "Okay, let me at least tip you for the fine meal."

"No need, sir."

"Oh, come on. I don't want you to lose your shirt. That's what? Fifty dollars you have to make back just from me. A tip is the least I can do."

"Your money is no good here."

"Really?"

"Cross my heart."

Gerald placed the bill back on the counter and smiled. "Awfully kind of you."

With that he continued searching in his suitcase, this time with both hands and his eyes. But the owner said one thing more.

"Anything for the founder."
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"Excuse me?" Gerald asked. "Founder?” He scrambled to reach the bottom of his suitcase. “Where the hell is that thing?" 

"Of course," said Sam, clearing the plates. "The Founder is always welcome here."

Gerald was still searching his case, a little more roughly now, and definitely not paying attention. So he took a stab at it.

"Founder? I don't...oh wait," he snapped his fingers. "You mean forger. That's my name. Do you get many forgers here? I come from a long line.  I think I have family in Nebraska."

"Forger? What? You mean like forgery?"

"No, forger. It's my last name."

At this, Sam suddenly laughed.

"Har Haw! That's a good one alright. Forger. What a silly false name. It's okay. I'm part of the brethren. I know it’s you. Can recognize that face anywhere."

This was getting a little bit too ridiculous for Gerald. In time they moved on to other conversations. The main topic was if he had seen Gerald's charger. To which, he hadn't. After they spoke of how it was getting cooler outside, despite the hot morning, they moved on to the next important topic.

"Where can I get another charger in town?"

Sam thought for a bit.

"I suppose you could try Harold's Court Hotel. It's only three blocks down. Big, brown building, next to a home salon. Can't miss it."

"I guess I'll have to. Hey, got to work off this paunch I acquired here."

They both shared a laugh at that and Gerald was zipping up his suitcase and putting on his blazer to go but...that little itch nagged at him. It's the itch of all salesmen. The itch to sell something.

He turned back on his heel and set his case down on a stool in front of him, this time with the handle bar retracted back in and the right wheel loosely spinning for a few seconds.

"Say," he said with a million dollar smile. "You look like the type of fella who keeps a record player. Am I right?"

"Naturally."

Gerald snapped his fingers.

"I got just the thing for you," he said, zipping his suitcase back open. "Now, we all know the Beatles."

"The who?"

"No, the Beatles. I'm afraid I'm fresh out of The Who."

"No, I meant who are the Beatles?"

Gerald was about to laugh, doing a double take in the process, but then choked it back for the sake of the sale.

"Um, well, ahem, the Beatles were very popular in the 60's and further in the 70's. One could say they were the benchmark for evolving music. They always came out with something new. I just so happen to have a nifty little gem right here."

With a flick of his wrist, almost with a magician's swagger, he produced a square slip with the Beatles stamped on it. He delicately slid the record out. He leaned over the counter, gesturing with a come hither finger and lowered his voice, as if






























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ERTD SCARLATD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





