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Kid President

We are married by the ship’s captain somewhere near Spain.

Arriving at Rome we met the Pope, John Paul George Ringo. He said, “I love your religious pictures.” 

I thanked him profusely. He had mistaken me for another film director with a similar name from Chicago. 

The Pope suggested we should be married in the church. “I'd like you to meet St. Anna—Anna B. Goode.”

“Oh,” I said. “The artist?”

“Of course.”

“Aren't saints supposed to be dead?”

“Not anymore.”

He set up an appointment with one of his musicians at a cathedral for the next afternoon. 

On our way to the ceremony Florence was shot in the back as I am cabling for money at a Western Union office.  

We were unable to save her. She bled to death on the sidewalk.

My tears dropped on her forehead. 

I've never been the same. Maybe you've noticed.
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Hotlanta
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Reader, I'm here for you.

That's what I used to say, or think.

Now, it's, don't get involved—none of your business. Move along. There's nothing to see here.

As I pack up my belongings-or longings-whatever-searching out a good landfill which will properly house my library of the obvious-all the crap that I've written-that's how I feel at this point.

I'll be honest with you. For quite a while now, I've been on cruise control, with the lights out upstairs, just going through the motions, like some Freihofer's bread truck horse following the route because that's what he's always done. But that horse is better-smarter than I am-at least he had a bag of oats to stick his nose in at the end of the day. Me, I only had hope. But then, gone completely-that hope was dashed.

I guess I'll make up a name for her. She, who hightailed it away from me-let's call her Nanci-Ann, Sunsett-Nancy for short.

There's a Simpson's episode in which a little girl stands in Bart's tree house, rips his heart right out of his chest and says, "You won't be needing this." Then she throws it in traffic.

This is exactly what happened to me. It was like watching a videotape replay when I saw that show.

Why do guys want to win Olympic medals, run for president, or become a movie star? Some girl broke their heart. They think, like I did, that if I become famous-important-she'll wake up and say, "Wait a minute. Maybe I was wrong to cancel him from my memory banks with extreme prejudice."

As we all know, I am a world famous, award-winning novelist. It was truly sweet to rope in that Pulitzer.

So, I'm in Hotlanta, at some truly desperate Faulkner smack down, shilling my book, "The Greatest Novel Ever Written," when I hear that Ramp O'Metric, that incredible rapper, who won the Nobel prize for giving away millions of condos with biblical phrases on them to starving Africans, was in the next conference room. 

He was there, at the Hotlanta Paris Hilton Hilton, to do a reading of his new number one best selling novel, "The Truth." That got my attention, because I'd written a book with the same title, but had been unable to get it published. 

I had recently bought O'Metric's book, and, difficult as it is to say so, it was fantastic.

So, while there was a break in the festivities in my meeting room, and while everyone was out in the hall having cocktails or rushing to the restrooms, I poked my head in the room next door, and bumped into this gorgeous redhead on her way out. Before I could think, I'd turned and said, "Nancy, is that you?"

She stopped and looked at me. Seemed like she didn't recognize me.

"It's me," I said. "Jimmy Brearton."

She put her hand over her mouth-totally surprised-reflexively using that old gesture, like all her others, that I just loved.

"Jimmy, what are you doing here?"

Here, I proudly said, "I'm here to get an award for my book."

"Really? You wrote a book?"

Of course, this was a bit of a letdown, her not being aware of my world famousness.

"What are you doing here?" I said.

"I'm here with my husband, Ramp O'Metric. He wrote a book too."

"You're kidding? You're married to Ramp O'Metric?"

"Yeah, Geez. I gotta go-use the ladies room. Sorry. I'll be back in a second. We'll talk, okay?"

"Your email address? Phone number?" I called after her, but it was too late. I guess she really had to take a leak.

Then some guy gabbed my arm and pulled me back into my meeting room.

When it was over, I looked around for her, but O'Metric's event had already ended and I guess she left.

So, what I'm telling you is, if you're writing that book for her, you never know, she may have married a better writer.

Sometimes, you just can't win.
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Foreward:

The 1611 Mutiny on the Discovery

In November 1610 Henry Hudson's ship, Discovery, was trapped in ice in James Bay, in what is now northern Ontario, Canada. The crew moved ashore for the winter.

The ice cleared the next spring.

In June of 1611 Discovery's shipmates staged a mutiny.

According to Abacuk Prickel's journal, Hudson and his teenage son Jonn, along with six crewmen, were set adrift in an open boat. The small boat followed Discovery until the big ship's sails were let loose.

Eight of the mutinous crew members survived the trip back to England and were charged with murder. But, it was ruled that the shore was neither barren nor uninhabited. During a foray on shore it was reported that the crew killed several Indians, and escaped.

Had they been charged with mutiny they most certainly would have been convicted and executed.

It is theorized that they were considered valuable as sources of information on the New World.

"We were flown in by aircraft carrier—" I said.

"Wait," the guy interrupted. He was a nervous sort—had badges on—what do you call them? Medals—yeah. That's what they were.

Are you ready to continue?

Oh, yeah. So, the guy said, "Wait. What do you mean, aircraft carrier? You can't—"

"Okay. I know. I flew off from an aircraft carrier. I didn't fly an aircraft carrier."

"Okay. Good. Go ahead."

"Well, we had this contact. An Irish girl—a woman-named Windy. She really blew my mind, I can tell you that. As a matter of fact—I fell in love with her right there—right then and there—"

"Hold on," he said. "Could we get on with your mission?"

"Oh, yeah. Sorry. Got thinking about Windy. Anyway. We landed on the beach. A really rocky flat place. We had pontoons, but the water was rough. It was kind of stormy. 

It was a small plane."

"How long did it take you?"

"Forever. It was unbelievable."

"What made you choose the location?"

"I'd emailed Windy—never really knew she was so beautiful. Didn't even have a picture or anything. Well, she may have sent me some poems."

"Would you get to the point?"

"Oh, sure. I touched down. She met me there. She'd found some references—to relics. Some writings. Of Hudson—Henry Hudson-the explorer."

"So?"

"Oh, yeah, well, after I met her, we went to this small shop like place—kind of a general store—she showed me where I'd be sleeping—not with her, unfortunately—heh—heh—heh—"

"Will you get on with it?"

"The next day we rode off on motorcycles—they were, like, off road bikes—we had to go through some salt marshes—very bad paths—some really high grass, but it was well marked. She knew the way. We were going to a village on a hill. It had a stone building supposedly haunted by Henry Hudson's ghost. Not that hot, I might add. Very basic, but this is where the stuff was—the clothes and buttons and buckles. Some wooden shoes. Really worn out. They were on display. Like a museum."

"You got pictures?"

"Sure, right here."

"Nice."

"Yeah. I'm going to ask her to marry me."

"Who? Windy?" 

"Yeah."

"So, where was this?"

"I can't tell you."

"What do you mean? We paid you for this."

"I know."

"Well, where is this place?"

"I can't tell you."

"Why not?"

"Well, you'd have to meet Windy. Then you'd understand."
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The Questionnaire

When Ricky needed to talk to somebody, it was Bobby The Ghostwriter that he called for advice and guidance. Not that Bobby was always right, but these days, in his reduced circumstances, it was ordinarily a mood brightener to talk to him. He usually managed to be more wrecked than Ricky. And isn't that comforting-to find someone in worse shape than you?

It wasn't always like this for Bobby.

Above all, Bobby The Ghostwriter had been there.

Six careers, three marriages, fame, fortune and destruction—he'd been there.

Bobby got his name, The Ghostwriter, in college. Although, like everybody else, he occasionally bought term papers, he wasn't satisfied with that. He'd punch them up with colorful comments and quotes from the professor, if he knew any.

Bobby and Ricky went way back. They were roommates freshman year at Northwestern Connecticut State. Bobby was there on a football scholarship. Granted, it would be hard to check such a statistic, but Bobby may have been the first football player kicked off a team for being an artist. Not that his teammates didn't like Bobby's art-they loved it. Bobby specialized in huge paintings of nude co-eds. That is what got him kicked off the team. 

Bobby wasn't that good an artist-it was his subject matter that made him famous. 

How he got girls to model for him was something of a mystery. Especially after it became clear that you could actually recognize the girls in his paintings. He did it on purpose. He said he owed them that.

Audrey, a softball player, was portrayed, nude, playing first base. Randi played the violin. She had that under her chin, but nothing else. The list goes on.

Interviewed in the school newspaper, The World, he maintained that he had no real relationship with his subjects. His models knew otherwise.

Art wasn't actually a big deal for Bobby, if you can believe it. He was more obsessed with his band-the Stroke Victims. 

Ricky would be forever indebted to Bobby for at least one thing-his introduction technique. This he apparently never used himself, but devised solely for Ricky's own use.

Studying in the room one Friday afternoon, Ricky turned around to see Bobby kissing a girl goodbye in the hall.

"Got to go, Sherry-practice is at three," Bobby said.

Ricky wondered about that, because he knew Bobby had already been kicked off the team.

Bobby waved goodbye to the girl and closed the door.

"Did you get back on the team?" Ricky said.

"No way-got a date with Nancy in five minutes. Wow, that was close. She should be here any minute."

"Oh."

"What are you doing here?"

"Got a history test Monday."

"And you're studying for it on Friday?"

"Well-I thought-I hope-I might be busy this weekend."

"Doing what?"

"Well, nothing really. I wish I had one tenth of the girlfriends you have. Even one."

Bobby pulled up the chair from his desk. It was rare to see him sitting there.

"What you need Ricky, is technique. Do you ever talk to girls?"

"Not really. I kind of, like, freeze up. Get all tongue tied."

"Really? Let me think."

He stared out the window for a second.

"What?" Ricky said.

"Okay, you're a good writer-a poet, right?"

"Don't you ever tell anybody that, okay?"

"Oh, alright. You don't want to use that?"

"No way."

"Yeah, okay. But here's an idea. You got to make yourself stand out-sell yourself-publicize yourself."

"No way I want to do that."

"Alright, well, you need to meet girls—and Ricky, the more the merrier. You're not going to hit it off with every girl, you know."

"Don't you?"

"No way, Ricky. It's the numbers that are important. Once I got that ad in the paper, for models, that really started the ball rolling. I don't know if I ever got a direct response from that-but when I put my picture with it-things really picked up on campus. You need a gimmick."

"A gimmick?"

"Yeah—like maybe a questionnaire. Yeah, that'd be

good. Here."

He
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