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CHAPTER 1: A ROCK AND A HARD PLACE
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Maggie stepped back, taking a long sip of her double-espresso latte and arching a brow as she cast a critical eye over the portable display shelves she'd setup in her booth.  The spring edition of the semi-annual Springfield Park Rock and Gem Show in Hamilton was always held the weekend before Memorial Day, and she and the Cozy Crystal never missed it.  

She glanced up as a breeze made the new-green leaves above her dance in the bright sunshine.  Going to be a warm day, she thought, glancing down at her long-sleeved hoodie and acid-washed jeans.  I probably should have worn shorts and a light jacket.

A premier resort location, Hamilton had originally been a mining town, and the rock show had existed almost from its earliest days.  Back then it had been more like a free-for-all auction, bringing in folks from all over the country to see and buy the crystals produced by the Blue-Bark Tourmaline Mine.  As the mining business wound down, the descendants of the miners had exploited the natural beauty of the area, building sprawling Victorian estates and establishing spas and sanitoriums on the shores of picturesque Springfield Lake.  Later these monstrosities had been modernized into luxury hotels and resorts as well as private getaway spots for the well-to-do.  The town had changed as well, becoming known for artisanal shops, antique stores, and high-end boutiques.  The rock show had continued through all those changes, the spring show marking the unofficial start of the summer tourist season, the fall gala setting up the town for the holidays.  Everyone looked forward to them and counted on the business that each show brought in.

It was early, still over forty minutes before the first attendees streamed through the gates, but the hustle and bustle of setting up the booth, and the fact that she'd had about three hours of shut-eye organizing everything the night before, made Maggie's coffee fix essential.  She took a long sip and sighed, allowing the melancholy that filled her to come to the surface.  Mike had headed back to the car for the last load of specimens, and she knew that she'd have at least a few minutes to herself.  An odd feeling of sadness had been growing on her since the wee hours of the morning, and she'd concealed it from him, knowing he'd be concerned. 

She forced her mouth into a smile, trying to shake off her gloom.  She had loved crystals and polished stones since she could remember, and attending the show, with its displays of sparkling geodes and beautiful gems, had been one of her happiest childhood memories.  

"Probably why I became a gemologist in the first place," she murmured as she took another sip.  "And why I opened the Cozy Crystal all those years ago."

Hamilton was her home, and she was glad that she'd come back to settle there after finishing college.  A lot of her friends had told her then that she was wasting her training.  "You should go live in the city or move out to the coast," they had said, shaking their collective heads.  "Look for a job in research, or maybe teach at the University!"  

She'd known that their advice was wise, and had some misgivings herself about returning.  But in the summer of her senior year, when newly graduated Cadet Michael Hartstone knelt before her, offering a beautiful gemstone cluster in one hand, and an even more sparkling diamond ring in the other, she'd had to say yes.  And back to Hamilton she'd come.

Lots of people had thought she was crazy back then, scraping together the money to rent a prime spot on the square in town and spending all of her and Patrolman Mike's meagre savings to set up the shop and stock the shelves.  But with hard work and a lot of sleepless nights, the business had flourished, and within a few years it had become a must-see for the summer crowd.  

As Mike advanced up the ladder in the police force, promoted first to lieutenant and then captain, their finances had improved, and the shop income had grown.  It wasn't all wine and roses—most of her sales were seasonal, meaning that income was either feast or famine.  Every year after the Christmas rush it was pretty dead till spring, and Mike's modest but dependable salary was what they lived on, especially after the twins came along and she’d had to cut back her hours and bring on more help.  

So they'd never been on Easy Street.  Many weeks, after meeting the rent, the payroll, and the bills, there was nothing much left.  Then the twins entered college, and even after they'd graduated, the loans to pay for it all had continued to eat a big portion of their income. 

"Maybe that's why I feel so down," she murmured as she adjusted one of the crystals until she could see a rainbow in its heart.  "Not having the kids nearby."  It had been almost a year since her sons moved out of state to pursue their careers, and she missed seeing them, but it was more than just empty-nest syndrome.  She sighed again and shook her head, pressing her lips into a thin line.  "Alright!  Enough o' that nonsense, Maggie Muldoon!" she declared, consciously trying to mimic her father's soft brogue.  "Michael an' ye have faced a lot worse storms an' this un, so quit yer droopin' and draggin'."  She could almost feel his hand caress her cheek as she nodded, feeling a tear burn in the corner of one eye.  "We'll be fine."  She straightened her shoulders and wiped her eyes.  Mike would be back soon, and she busied herself with the final touches.

The displays looked as good as ever.  Earlier he had helped her unfold the sturdy front table and cover it with a white cloth to show off the colors of the gems.  A couple of smaller tables behind her, and the booth had started to take shape.  Last fall at the end-of-season show she'd managed to get one of the coveted locations inside the main hall, but on a fine day like this it was better to be outside, and she had been pleased to see that her assigned spot was on the first row.  She checked her phone.  We should get plenty of traffic, she thought.  Hopefully, we'll break even on the first day! 

Most years, breaking even wouldn't have crossed her mind.  The Cozy Crystal was well known.  She had people who came to the show just to see her booth every year.  The love of minerals she had in her heart, and the many ways she was able to share with her customers, kept bringing them back.  Over the years, she'd had the pleasure of selling tumbled stones to the children, and even the grandchildren, of some of her earliest regulars. 

She stepped out of the booth, glancing down the rows of displays towards the entrance, a slight frown on her face.  She was sure a lot of those folks were going to lose money that year. . .especially the crafters.  

The reason was simple.  Entry fees had skyrocketed—almost triple what they'd been.  And all the town fees, business permits, and local taxes had gone up as well.  She'd lost count of the number of times other business owners had come to her shop to complain about it.

It was also the first season that Mike was working with her full-time.  She was happy to have him there—he was great with the kids, and knowledgeable about the rocks and gems—but she knew he missed his old job.  

He was a born policeman.  His father, grandfather, and great-grandfather had been cops going back to the early nineteenth century, when his great-great grandfather emigrated from Ireland to the United States.  He had followed in the family tradition, joining the Hamilton PD as a patrolman right out of the Academy.   

Moving up the ladder, getting "kicked upstairs" as he put it, had been bitter-sweet.  Becoming chief of police had fulfilled a lifelong goal, but he'd missed getting out on the beat, making his rounds, interacting with folks.  No matter how high he rose, his first love remained routine policing and the good feeling he received from helping people who needed him.  

His job had always kept him busy during the tourist season, but she could count on him to help her out on a weekend, or even during the week if her assistant Chary needed some time off and he wasn't otherwise occupied.  That had all changed the previous year, right before Christmas, and Mike still got depressed over it.  

He was too nice, she thought as she drained the last of her coffee and tossed the cup into the bin.  The way he'd been treated, after all the years that he'd given to the town, had been shabby.  It made her angry every time she thought about it.  

"Cleaning out the dead wood," they had said.  That was the phrase that had hurt him the most.  Not that the town was a hotbed of crime, she thought, but this time every year, the tourists and vacationers had both of us working overtime. 

Mike had tried to take it in stride.  "After all, Mags," he had said after he gave her the bad news.  "I was the oldest guy on the force, and the new administration is entitled to put their own people in at the top."

She'd bitten back her sharp reply, knowing it would upset him.  So for better or worse, her little shop had become their sole source of income.  It was a lot of pressure, she thought.  And it was the new mayor's fault.  She grimaced as she caught a glimpse of Her Highness and the entourage in her wake as they inspected the flag-bedecked dais that had been built at the far end of the green.  

Carpetbagger.  That was what Lenny Engelmann had called her the week before when he stopped by to pick up more rough-cut gemstone for his lapidary work and vent about all the changes in town.  I guess he's right, she told herself, though the textbook definition doesn't really fit.  

A carpetbagger was supposed to be an outsider, but the Blaubark family name had been connected to the town since its founding.  Mayor Amanda "Call Me Mindy" Blaubark had been born in Hamilton, and she and Mike had attended high school together.  Everyone in town knew that the mansion overlooking the lake had been built by her great-great grandfather, Elias "Blue-Bark" Barken, a hundred years before.  Amanda had been one of the popular girls in school, on track to be one of the most prominent residents of Hamilton.  

But right before graduation, tragedy had struck.  

Amelia Blaubark, Amanda's mother, had died one night in a terrible car accident.  Afterward, Amanda had disappeared—hadn't even shown up to receive her high-school diploma.  Not long after that, word had gotten around town that she had left to cover up some dark family secret.  The rumor mill lost no time in embellishing that story, and the scandal had grown each time Maggie heard it.  All she knew for sure was that Amanda had gone off to college on the West Coast, and that she hadn't been seen in town for over twenty years.  

I should be more charitable, Maggie thought.  Amanda was an only child, and she and her father had never seen eye-to-eye.  After her mother died, she'd probably wanted to start over and make a clean break from the past.  Her frown deepened.  But I sure wish she'd stayed away!  

Events had taken a new turn, when late the previous summer, Amanda's father, Mayor Stan "Stony" Blaubark, passed away.  His death had been sudden, and no specific cause had been assigned, but nature abhors a vacuum, and the gossip mill had supplied plenty of possible complaints.  The tongue wagging had gone into high gear when Amanda showed up the very next day and stayed on to handle the estate.  It had seemed natural—she was the presumptive heir—but the busybodies remained unconvinced.  The old stories had started to resurface, and it'd gotten so bad that Maggie took to cutting off any conversation that started with "Did you hear the latest about that Amanda Blaubark?" 

After the mayor's funeral, one of the largest in recent memory, everyone had assumed that the property would go up for sale, and that Mindy would blow back to sunny San Francisco.  The talk around town switched to speculation over who might buy the place.  There did not seem to be any Mister Blaubark in evidence—Amanda was still single as far as anyone knew—and she herself seemed to have little use for the sprawling mansion and grounds.  In fact, Eugenia Plinch, the proprietor of La Chez de Chanticleer, had assured everyone who would listen that she was going to be the new owner.  

The rumor mill had therefore been rocked to its core when Mizz Blaubark announced that the estate would not be sold, and that she was going to stay on and take up residence!  That same day, Eugenia had been seen storming red-faced out of her lawyer's office.  The town wags had barely gotten over chewing that cud before Mindy had blown them away by putting her hat in the ring for the vacant mayorship. 

Maggie, for one, had hoped there would be a challenger.  But when no other viable candidate emerged, she'd resigned herself to the inevitable.  She laughed when she thought about what Lenny had said the previous year, telling her that she should run for mayor.  "No way!" she'd replied.  

The election had come and gone.  Mayor Mindy had won the seat by a wide margin, based on name recognition alone.  After the election Mike had said, "Give her a chance.  The mayor's term is only three years, and we'll all have the opportunity to express our displeasure soon enough.  You never know, Mags, she might be just the kind of shakeup old Hamilton needs!"  

Huh, some shakeup. . .more like an earthquake!  

She shook her head.  "Come on now, Maggie," she told herself, "break-time is over."  

She opened another box.  "Let's see," she murmured, brushing a strand of shoulder-length hair back from her pert, tanned face.  She took after her mother in complexion, with her petite figure and half-Asian features.  Her only nod back to her dad was the red-blonde highlights that showed in her normal dark brown in the summertime.  "We've got baskets of tumbled agates, jasper, and crystal—check.  Five dozen stretchy bracelets, along with necklaces and mood rings for the kids—check, check.   Then over here, we've got assorted healing stones for the Reiki crowd, Brazilian quartz clusters for the serious collectors, and polished hematite to help keep the Woo-woo Warriors grounded—checkity-check."  She adjusted another setup.  "Darn!  Where are the geodes?"  She had started to turn toward the exhibitors' entrance, reaching for her phone, when a sparkling flash of light caught her eye.

"Whew!  I think that's everything," said Mike as he came up on her left, puffing a bit as he set down the last box of specimens.  His salt-and-pepper hair was a bit mussed, and his ball cap was awry on top of his head.  "Geodes!  All sizes, as ordered."  He glanced at her through his rimless glasses.  "You sure you don't need me to help you finish the setup?"

She turned to him with a smile and reached up to adjust his cap.  "No, love, you've already been a tremendous help."  She stepped close, standing on tiptoe as she brushed her full lips against his stubbly cheek.  "Half the ladies here are jealous of my big strong policeman," she whispered.  "And the rest are standing around taking bets on whether you'll kiss me."

He smiled.  "That's a safe bet."  She opened her lips as he took her in his arms and bent his head.  She felt her platform sandals lose contact with the ground as he lifted her five-foot-nothing frame to his.  From somewhere nearby came a low whistle.  "There," he sighed as he relaxed his embrace.  "Does that fit the bill?" 

"Not only does it fit the bill, I'm deeply in your debt." She stood back and struck a saucy pose.  He grinned and picked up a couple of the empty cartons.  "Mm, nice!" he went on.  "Too bad I've got to open up, or I'd really give our audience something to talk about."  He glanced at his phone.  "Shop opens in twenty minutes.  Gotta be there for the kids."  He paused, boxes under one arm.  "Chary said she'd try to be here to help you before noon, but on a day as good as this you'll be run off your feet by then.  He glanced up at the sun.  "You have your lunch?  And do you need sunscreen?  I think I've got some in the car." 

She smiled.  At least I can get a tan.  An hour in the sunshine would turn Mike's fair skin a color that anyone else would call sunburn.  He called it a healthy Irish glow.  "I could say the same for you," she told him with a laugh, "and, yes, I've got my lunch, and sunscreen in my bag."  She began unloading the geodes and placing them on their display trays.  "Now, move along there, Mr. Hartstone.  I've got business to do." 

"Yes, sir, mam’sir."  He gave her an exaggerated wink.  "And I'll be looking to collect on that debt later—say tonight, after dinner?"
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CHAPTER 2: MOONSTONE MAYHEM
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"Yes, it does take a long time, and you have to run your tumbler for weeks and weeks for some types of rocks."  The faces of the children reflected their fascination as she held the clear purple amethyst so that its heart caught the sunlight.  "But if you're patient, this is what you'll get in the end.  Would you like to hold them?"  She caught their mom's eye and gave her a smile as she hesitated.  "It's okay, they're pretty indestructible."  

Maggie set the tray down in front of the kids, smiling at their happy cries.  She never tired of their questions and the delight they got from touching the tumbled gemstones.  Watching them play reminded her of the twins at that age.  

She had sat back down, intending to return to her neglected lunch, when a nasal whine made her heart sink.  "Hmph!  Sitting down on the job, I see."  Maggie wrinkled her nose as the heavy scent of lavender toilette water filled the air.  "Well!  If it's not too much trouble, I'd like to try on that turquoise squash-blossom necklace."

Maggie pushed down her annoyance.  "Good morning, Eugenia," she replied as she set her lunch down and reached for her display-box key.  "Just one second, and I'll get it out for you."  

The plump woman sniffed.  "It's hardly morning," she said as she shouldered her way past the wide-eyed children and set her oversized black bag on the table.  Maggie sighed as the young mom had the kids return the stones and walked them off in the direction of the face-painting booth.  

Eugenia "Don't Call Me Genie" Plinch was one customer she could have done without.  Maggie had lost count of the number of times the woman had sailed into her store, always when it was full of other paying customers, and demanded her full attention.  She had tried on that turquoise necklace dozens of times, and each time it was the same routine:  She'd hold it out, grumbling about the weight, then struggle to fasten the clasp, muttering about how cheaply it was made and how the chain pinched the skin on the back of her neck.  And once she had it laid out to her liking upon her ample bosom, she would puff and preen, looking at herself in the mirror and exclaiming to all in earshot how overpriced it was, and how she'd seen better work in her travels out west.  Last, she'd make Maggie a ridiculous offer, telling her she'd take it off her hands—as a friend—since she would obviously never sell it at the exorbitant price she was asking.

Maggie sighed again.  Humoring Eugenia would take at least half an hour, and all the while other customers, and her lunch, would have to wait.  She saw that I was alone and took the opportunity to pounce!  If only Chary were here, she thought.  I could let her take care of it.  She let a half-smile creep onto her lips.  She loved the way Chary's bubbly good humor—she simply refused to become upset with her, no matter how hard she tried—always put Eugenia in a foul mood.  

Maggie unlocked the case and was taking out the piece, handling it with care due to the age of the stones, when a booming shout stopped her.  "Hey!  Mags!  Mags!  Over heah!  Mags!"

It was Lenny Engelmann, and he sounded excited.  He stomped over to her booth, ignoring Eugenia as he pushed her bag to one side and leaned forward.  The table groaned as it took on his weight.

"Mags!  I need yaw help!  Ya got any more of dem ten-millimeter oval gemstones?"  He shot her a big grin and lowered his voice.  "Gotta guy wants ta buy out my whole stock!  He's some sorta big shot."

Maggie looked at Eugenia.  "Just a second, Lenny, I'll be right with you, I'm helping—"

"Aw, Genie don't mind if I cut in.  Dis can't wait!"  He gave the plump woman a familiar pat on the shoulder.  "Hey dere, Genie!" he bellowed.  "Good ta see ya!  How's tings goin' down at da saloon, eh?"

She drew back, and Maggie suppressed a giggle at her outraged expression.  "My name is Eugenia!" she exclaimed.  "And La Chez de Chanticleer is most certainly not a saloon!  Take your hands off me you. . .you laborer!"  She gave Maggie an indignant look.  "Some people have no manners," she declared as she flounced off in high dudgeon.  

There was a moment of breathless silence.  

"Thanks, Len," Maggie said.  "That was great timing."

"Geez!  I'm sorry, Mags, I didn't mean ta spoil yaw pitch."  He raised his voice.  "Hey, Genie!" he called out.  "Wait up!  You can go foist!  Genie!"  

He stopped when Maggie grabbed his arm.  "No!  I mean it!" she said.  "That woman has been wasting my time for weeks now."

Lenny's face began to reform into a smile.  "Ya mean I did good?"  

She nodded, and his smile broadened.  "Yeah, Genie's a real kicker ain't she?  Anyway, about dose gemmy cabs, I need another few dozen—ya got any?" 

Maggie's face shifted into a thoughtful expression.  Len was an old customer, and a friend, but the Spit 'n' Polish had been having a hard time for the last few seasons.  Len hadn't paid her for the stones he had now, and his account was way overdue.  "I'm not sure, Lenny.  I know I have more at the shop, but I don't think I brought any here."  She picked up her phone.  "I can text Mike—"

Len's face fell.  "Nah, it's okay, Mags. I know you been waiting a long time for me ta settle up my tab.  You an' Mike have been da best, lettin' me float and all.  You guys deserve way bettah than most folks in dis crappy town."

He frowned and shook his head, making the thick-lensed glasses wobble on his generous nose.  "But dat's all in da past, and I'm good for it now!  Dis is gonna put my whole shop back in da black, and then I can pay you and all da rest of my. . ."  He stopped, suddenly red-faced.  "Anyway, lemme get back to my big spenda.  I don't want him ta—"

"Hm, What do have we here?" 

They both looked up as a melodious baritone voice interrupted their conversation.  A tall man, dark haired and dressed in very well-cut suit, had come up to the table.  His sharp eyes flicked over Maggie, seeming to take her and her booth in in a single glance.  She met the gaze; for an instant his expression was cold, almost menacing.  Then he offered a gleaming smile.  "Ah!  You must be Margaret Hartstone," he exclaimed, "the owner of the Cozy Crystal?"  He extended a manicured hand, his gold Piaget glittering in the sunlight.  "Geoffrey Bland—pleased to finally meet you."

Maggie held his gaze as she shook his hand.  How did he know her name?  And what did he mean by "finally"?  

Before she could respond, Lenny cleared his throat, and then shot her a smile as he addressed the stranger.  "Yes, I was just tellin' my colleague all about you, Mister Bland.  Maggie is one of my best suppliers."  He swept his arms outward.  "She knows everythin' there is ta know about rocks and gems, she has all da right contacts, and she gets me da best rough stones."  An edge of pride entered his voice.  "And then I woik my magic on 'em."

"I see," said the other without letting go of her hand.  "So you are the local mineral authority?"  

She felt a slight flush warm her cheeks, but she favored him with a polite smile.  "Please, call me Maggie, Mr. Bland.  I see my friend here has been filling your ears about me."  Her flush deepened as he maintained his grip.  "I wouldn't say that I’m an authority by any means, but I know my rocks."  

"I can't say I know much about the subject myself, but I'm always on the lookout for a good investment.  Do you go into the field and find your own specimens?"

"My husband and I do a little prospecting in the hills," she replied, extricating her hand.  "There are some deposits in the area, but as far as I know nothing that would be of interest to investors.  If you want to see some unusual minerals, and you're staying in the area for a while, I recommend taking the historic Blue-Bark Mine tour.  You can still find tourmaline and other semi-precious—"

"Yes, I'm aware," he said.  "Thank you for your time, Mrs. Hartstone, and good luck today with your exhibit."  His tone was suddenly distant.  "Perhaps we'll meet again on another occasion."

*          *          *
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LENNY WISHED HER LUCK as well, and then Maggie watched as the pair made their way down the row.  She could still hear Len explaining his stone-cutting process to Bland as they turned the corner and vanished into the crowd.  It was just about noon, and the flow of customers had slowed, with more folks moving toward the food trucks and concession stands set up near the green.  Her stomach grumbled, reminding her of her interrupted lunch, and she glanced towards the parking lot, wondering when Chary would make an appearance.  She was about to send her a text when a papery voice sounded right behind her, making her jump.  

"Oh, that crazy Leonard Engelmann!  I don't know how you can stand him.  He's so loud and obnoxious!"  

Maggie turned, brows raised.   

It was Chary's mother, Beverly Streggano, or Nonnie-bee as she liked to be called.  "Hi, Honeybunch!" she went on in a sunny tone, ignoring Maggie's fright.  Nonnie was standing right beside her, leaning on her bone-handled cane and holding a clear, blue-green stone up to one eye.  "Where's my baby girl today?" she said, placing the stone back in its tray.  "Did she stand you up again?"  

Maggie had caught her breath.  How did she come up so quietly? 

"Hi, Bev!  Gee, you gave me a scare!  No, Chary's not here yet.  I'm expecting her soon, though."

"She's a lazy one, isn't she?" Nonnie replied with a bright smile.  "Maggie my love, you're too easy on her!  That one takes after her father, and that old coot, God rest his soul, would lie in bed till noon unless I kicked him out."  She dug out her phone.  "If you want, I can give her a call—she's long overdue for a good mother-scolding."

Maggie laughed.  "Bev, no!  Chary is a good worker, and my customers love her.  Plus, she knows crystals!  I don't know what I would do without her."

"Humph!  She knows?  I taught that empty-headed child everything she claims to know about crystals—how to cleanse them, how to heal with them, and how to use them to shape and focus the life-energies."  Nonnie-bee's voice rose as she extended her pinky, jabbing it towards Maggie for emphasis.  "I have more knowledge of the ancient ways in my littlest finger than she has in her whole skinny-jean clad body!  And if she says anything different, I'll turn her over my knee and warm her pretty little bottom with my cane!"  She glared at Maggie fiercely for a few seconds, and then the lines around her eyes crinkled into a thousand silvery wrinkles as she burst into peals of laughter.

A second later Maggie joined her, laughing till tears streamed down her face.  "Bev, you really had me going there for a minute!  Give me a little warning next time.  I've had too many children to laugh that—"  She stopped suddenly as the older woman's eyes glowed bright.  "You know what, though?  I needed that!  I've been upset and down since early this morning, and now I feel so much better!  How did you know I needed a laugh?"

Nonnie-bee looked at her for a few seconds.  "Never you mind, dearie.  Nonnie knows what she knows, but she never tells how."  Her face became more serious, and her dark-brown eyes grew large, seeming to bore into Maggie's.  

"Take the joy of life into your heart whenever you find it.  Your road is not near its end, and I foretell a great change for you, soon—if you are wise and brave enough to take it!"
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CHAPTER 3: SWEET AND SOUR
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Maggie looked out over the crowded green as she strolled along, taking it all in.  Springfield Park had never looked busier.  The smell of popcorn, cotton candy, roasting peanuts, and sweet fritter cakes wafted through the air.  The sun was directly overhead, and the line at the water-ice stand snaked all the way past the end of the concession area, almost to the low chain link fence that marked the foul line of the sandlot baseball field.

She was walking along the second-to-last row of booths, near the opposite end of the field from where the Cozy Crystal's display was situated.  Chary had finally shown up, apologizing over and over for being late.  Maggie had listened to her endless explanation, nodding between bites of her belated lunch.  At last, the torrent of words had slowed to a trickle.  

"Boss, I am so sorry!  I know I promised to be here by eleven, and now it's like almost one pee-em!  I don't know what's gotten into me—I'm like half a space cadet today.  Cross my heart and plan to die, it won't happen again."  

Maggie's ears perked up as Chary's brows knit together.  

"One thing, though.  I would have been even later, except the weirdest thing happened!  Jack just had his truck serviced, and it should have been full of gas, 'cause he had it out Friday night for his poker game with the guys, and when I called him to chew him out, he swore up and down on
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