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About the Author

This book of short stories is dedicated to all those books, stories, poems and ideas I have read through my life.  Reading has been my escape; escape from a difficult childhood to all the frontiers around the world, the universe and futures and pasts.  Writers have given me hope, sustenance, a sense of normalcy and deep ideas and thoughts to ponder and think about.  

Thank you for all who write.  I might not like or appreciate your writing at this particular point in my life, but others need your stories and ideas.  Write, develop your ideas; do not die with the stories still inside of you!
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I enjoy writing.  I call it scribbling, for I seem to scribble things more than write.  But I enjoy stories and trying to express them to others.

The first story, Lives Lived, is an idea I had many years ago.  That the opportunity abounds in this universe to perhaps live many lives, each building on the next.  Some of those stories are from my own family history, some are supposition on my ideas of the building blocks of my life.

In Raging Sea, I had been compelled to write a love story.  But I desired to create a more realistic story with complexities of life and how one must ignore family, children and culture to follow love.  What happened when the characters finally met at the end?  We know love is messy.  Could they find the love they had those many years ago?  Could they find dreams together now that they had created such dreams apart?  I did add the final chapters as an afterthought.  But somehow I believe it works best without chapter 16 through 18.  But I add these ending chapters to give a balance to their dreams.  We each need to be reaffirmed that dreams and love do finally come true.

Sue and Al was a short story line.  I was challenged to write this for a contest for a possible short film.  A story to show intense emotion and to show off the actors' abilities.  I wrote in the middle of the wars in Iraq and thus created a plot and two characters who might have missed eternity.

Coke Ring is the only true story in this collection.  It happened as written.  Who I told it to was not true.  But the story was true.  

And so I write.  I collect more short stories and send them out.  Hoping to touch others' lives in small ways.

S.A

Winter 2017

edited July 2024

Cebu, Philippines

bdpfour2024@gmail.com

Lives Lived
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A story stringing vignettes from “my” life and past lives along with the people/ancestors of my life to show connection to history, destiny and to me today.
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1.

Narrator:

It is the power of the gods to be able to look upon the individual life of a singular man.  To peer down through histories to connect, observe, and tell a story.  Mike is a man who is at the end of his proverbial rope.  Not too many things have gone right in his life in many years.  He is alone (except for his long time girlfriend, Sarah, but he cannot bring himself to connect with her in a soul connection), he has lived his dreams and cannot find any other dreams to live, the spark has left his life.

Mike has had a good life.  But in middle age, he is a lost soul and seeks his own way out.  He has lost the adventuring exploring spirit within himself.  He has lost the connection to his past and has lost the touch and meaning of the relics of his past.
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I was looking into her eyes.  Sarah has the deepest brown eyes.  Whenever I would look into them, I would see them twinkle, sparkle and smile...yeah, the eyes themselves would smile.

We had been out for the day.  Sarah, the woman who seemed to complete me and with whom I have felt the most comfortable with in my entire life.  We took Beau, my golden retriever and we had gone to the beach.  A summer day out and about and with many good memories.

I was looking into her eyes.  She was smiling at me as I drove the car towards home.  As I looked into those brown eyes, my face must have shown horror, for just over her shoulder I saw bright headlights heading towards her door.  Beau began barking.  Darkness invaded all of my life.

“Six months from now I am going to kill myself. “

That is not the manner in which I was taught to begin a story.  But this story will be my last.  It is time to remove myself from this time period.  I must write this final story which seems to be bursting from my heart, and then complete the task.  All the whys and how’s and other questions might be answered in this story.  Until then, I must write.

Do not feel sorry for me.  You do not know me yet.  Do not concern yourself too much with me.  I am really ok with all of this.  Read my story.  Catch the drift of my life, my lives.  And appreciate that I have tried.

The middle aged but young looking man is sitting at a desk cluttered with notes, papers, files and a computer terminal.  A cup of coffee is to his right hand, a black and white sheep dog lies at his feet in comfort.  Pictures on the wall of his life, his exploits and his boats seem to surround him.  Classical music spews forth from a small radio.  Mike is calm, at ease and in comfort.  He does not look like a man who desires to kill himself.  

He reaches down to pet the dog’s head, grabs a bottle of water from the floor and re-reads what he has written.  He seems pleased.  He saves the file and looks out his window to the ocean beyond.  He fingers a seashell in his left hand.  

______________

Sarah and Mike sit on a couch and look at old photo albums.  Pictures of his travels, places he has been, people through the years pop out and he explains the who, what , where as Sarah lingers and looks and drinks.

We learn about Mike’s life; where he has come from and the explorer spirit within him.
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My Life 

Narrator:

Mike came from good beginnings.  He had caring parents and the sound of the sea as the essence of his life.  Not all was good (is any one’s life really all good?); yet his soul and spirit thrived.

“Do you think the house will be warm enough?” the harried man asked the young wife as they drive through the rain towards a house near a cliff.  The ocean breaks against the rocks.  The sound of the waves crashing echoes in the car.

“It is warm.  It will be fine.  Little Mike will find goodness in our home and all will be well with him, dear, or should I call you ’dad’ now?”  The woman smiles at dad and then at the sleeping baby.  She seems not concerned at the weather, the cold or the ocean.  She is at peace.

“He comes from fine stock, especially on your family side.  And I am sure we will help him find his  way well.”

____________________

Months later the mother and father are playing with growing Mike as he toddles across the floor.  The sound of waves crashing always in the background.  Mike walks over and picks up a shell.  The parents allow him to play with it and Mike sits and just twiddles it in his hand.
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2.

Narrator:

Mike’s ancestors, his people, came to America over 300 years ago.  This stock of people were strong, full of hope, adventure and dreams.  These genetic traits have passed through the bloodstreams of myriads of offspring on down to Mike, today.  From the perspective of the gods, we will look at some of them and see how they connect to Mike and his present situation.

William G.

Walking along this road, edging around the holes, the branches sticking out trying to attack me, on the look out for animals and Indians.  So here we are walking sort of south to what might be my family’s new home.

When my grandfather brought the family over from England almost 50 years ago, could he have imagined that I would be taking the family even deeper into this land?

He came over to settle in the rugged area of the Penn colony.  Forests, mountains, wild animals, no roads, no cities, no nothing!  He helped settle, cut trees, build and establish our family.  He brought with him his religion, a small stone from the old estate and the desire to move onward.  Well, I think I still have all three of 
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these and will pass them on to my family.  He also brought over a silver cup.  I do not know if he bought this, a friend gave it to him as a going away present or he stole it.  Whatever the case, it is now mine.  I use it everyday (for it is the only cup I have) and hide it when I am finished.  

Dad moved to the bigger village of New York; it had some houses and stores.  I was born there.  I spent most of my early days there.  But dad would tell me stories of his dad and moving and land and hope.  He instilled in me dreams and exploring with adventure.  These stories became a vital part of me.  I knew the Boone family from near where
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