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Two young dudes from east Charlotte, the author and his mythical best friend, a character named Frank, take a psychedelic half-hollow-day excursion to Morrow Mountain State Park, just east of Albemarle, North Carolina (USA). 

While hiking under the influence of a mysterious psychoactive elixir, they begin ‘searching for tomorrow’ along the leaf-covered trails on a majestic March day. Out in the woods, they observe many thought-inducing scenes, leading to creative concepts about life on Earth.

Spoken words soon become jumping-off-on-a-tangent points. The English language gets fluffed and skewered; the verbal tomfoolery is nonstop. Their linguistic madness then begins to affect everyone they encounter, from a veteran policeman to a cute young waitress. 

Finally, some three decades later, the magical day’s path is carefully retraced and keenly investigated with the author’s wife and son.
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And now for some somber legalese ...

[image: ]


First and foremost, this is a work of fiction. To Morrow Tomorrow is not a factual account of any slice of the space-time continuum on Earth or anywhere else. Names, characters, places, events, incidents, and situations are either the product of the author’s warped imagination or are used in a fictitious fashion. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or their otherworldly spirits, or any locales or known objects, is entirely, and without exception, coincidental. 

Whew! Glad that’s over.
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cover art by Mike Bozart 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​... for all 
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who knew

him, or

someone

like him.
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Foreword
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First off, let me state that I often hung out with the author from the late ‘70s through the early ‘90s on the eastside of Charlotte. Back then I lived in Easthaven, the neighborhood across the creek from his. It was just a ten-minute walk or a three-minute car drive to his house in Idlewild Farms. I still remember the route: Dawnwood – Helmdale – Idlebrook – Hillborn – Powder Horn. Yes, Powder Horn Road – what a name. I guess the developer’s street-namer must have been a fan of cowboys-and-Indians movies. Well, who knows? 

I am also fairly certain that I hung out on several occasions with the Frank character prominently featured in this tale. I’m sure that one of those times was at Morrow Mountain. 

Well, obviously, I wasn’t fortunate enough to make the excursion chronicled in this novella, as neither of these slackers called me the night before the adventure took place. However, I could picture each of the scenes very well; I felt like I was there with them. It was certainly an escapade in which I could imagine Mike and this Frank guy partaking. 

Upon my first reading of this novella, I assumed that the Frank character was one common friend or acquaintance. However, on second read, he seems to be a composite of two guys from that late 1970s / early 1980s era, who both have sadly left this mortal coil. 

Well, whatever the case, may their souls or his soul rest in eternal peace. That Frank character was certainly a one-of-a-kind guy. Someone who you just can’t forget.  


-  Herman S. Goetze, [Taos, New Mexico]
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Preface
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I first met the guy who would (largely) become the Frank character in the fall of 1979 in east Charlotte. He showed up in front of our house on Powder Horn Road in the Idlewild Farms subdivision. He was jumping off a plywood ramp on his bicycle with wild abandon and popping long wheelies. 

He was fourteen and I was fifteen. He was cool but not arrogant – a most amicable guy. It wasn’t long before he, my brother Joe, new friends, John and Tom (brothers), and I were exploring the densely and deeply wooded areas surrounding the newly completed neighborhood. It was a great place in which to be a teenager back then. Today most of the then-forested areas are apartment complexes.  

This Frank guy loved adventure. High adventure was to become character Frank’s forte. His breakfast bowl was green. Boy, he sure loved his weed (as it stopped his epileptic seizures). But unlike so many teenage stoners, he was never listless or lazy; in fact, he seemed to have a higher energy level than any of us. He was the first to climb a young pine tree (until it bent over). The first to drop his bike into a deep-bowl clearing. The first to make an amazing discovery. 

Once we had wheels and drivers licenses, we ventured out farther. Crowders Mountain. Kings Mountain. Pisgah National Forest. The Uwharrie Mountains. But our favorite was always Morrow Mountain State Park, only an hour east. 

When he called during a college break and asked if I wanted to go ‘to Morrow tomorrow’ ... well, I was in. All in. In for it.
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​Look deep into nature, and
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then you will understand

everything better.


-  Albert Einstein
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