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Louisville
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Dobie rarely mentioned being from Louisville, but only because he was focused on the present and immediate future. It had been years since he moved away, but his sister Maeve and father Rudy were still nearby in Lexington. 

His brother Shane’s and his own whereabouts at any given moment were best expressed by their father: “Halfway to nowhere, with a full tank and no map.”

When anyone asked where he was from, it was clear Dobie was proud of his roots. Louisville was home to the Kentucky Derby; Louisville Slugger; Cassius Clay, better known as Muhammad Ali; Louisville Ladder; and The Actors Theatre. Dobie had a personal interest in those last two.

Several friends lost their jobs when Louisville Ladder moved to Tennessee for tax breaks. Those who followed it there then lost their jobs when its Mexican parent company moved everything to Mexico.

Wanderlust – maybe just plain lust – took Dobie to Los Angeles. An actress from the locally renowned Actors Theatre wanted to try her luck in Hollywood. Not New York, which was much closer. It had to be Tinsel Town, but she couldn’t afford a plane ticket, didn’t trust her car to make it that far, and was not going to take the bus.

Dobie had a car and was always up for a road trip. He hesitated taking a trip that far, but she convinced him with an offer that no heterosexual young man could refuse.

Once arrived in La-La Land, he found work as a temporary word processor – because he could type – and they moved into an apartment just off Sunset Boulevard.

It wasn’t long before they parted ways. Irreconcilable differences. She announced that she was gay. Dobie said he was okay with that so long as he could join them. She and her new girlfriend laughed and moved out.

After a detour through Kuala Lumpur and Phuket – long story – Dobie returned to LA. But the city had lost its appeal. Been there, done that. Besides, he was afraid the Dynamos might come after him, so he headed back to Louisville.

When his car broke down in Nashville, he stayed. Close enough.

He married a girl named Cori, took a job at Lehavre, and met Darla who soon had him in need of witness protection. They hid her and her father somewhere in Nashville but Dobie was sent to Sioux Falls, South Dakota.

That didn’t last, either. He returned to Nashville long enough to divorce Cori and hook up with Darla. Unfortunately, her crazy father was part of the deal and they all relocated to Gulf Shores, Alabama.

They thought their troubles were behind them until they ran into Cori and her new US Marshal boyfriend, Brad. They escaped again, this time to Belize.

~ ~ ~
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That was three years ago, and Darla was gone. Her father’s obsession with explosives had caught up with them. He was tinkering with gunpowder in the backyard while Darla grilled burgers nearby. Dobie assumed she had no idea what her father was up to. She was not stupid.

No one knew the full story. The destruction was total. The fire inspector blamed a stray spark from the grill. Dobie hoped they never knew what hit them.

Being an indoor cat was the only thing that saved their cat Flaky. And the two survivors made their way back to Louisville.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Good Luck
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Present Day

Dobie had quit drugs, alcohol and cigarettes over the years. He was never hard-core about any of those but was still proud of it. A fulfilling love life and career, however, eluded him.

In Louisville, he started seeing a sex/couples therapist who was branching out to grief counseling. If her repertoire included “life coach” she would have been perfect, but two out of three ain’t bad.

She, too, had done time in Los Angeles at some point. There was nothing weird about that. What concerned Dobie was that she was a former Dynamo who apparently knew Venelia.

“You’re definitely a former Dynamo, right?” he asked, deadly serious. Were these people following him? Seeking vengeance for his killing their leader back in Phuket? That was self-defense!

“Definitely former,” she assured him. “It didn’t take long to figure out the leaders were only in it for the money... and, of course, sex with impressionable young women like me.” She gave a cheesecake smile and raised her hands, palms up and out, to show off her figure.

“Besides,” she continued, “when the founder Elroy Smith was murdered, everyone scattered to the four winds, me among them.”

“Murdered, you say?” Dobie pretended to know nothing about that.

~ ~ ~
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She suggested he get out more. Try new things. “Socialize! Experiment! eXult!“ she quoted the tag line from her business card with the S, E and X highlighted. It made him laugh, but he had to agree with the “get out more” part.

Taking her advice, he was “throwing caution to the wind” and “letting the chips fall where they may” – she was all about the cliches – dining out at a downtown Asian restaurant. Reconnecting with the world.

Alone at a table by the front door – for quick escape – Dobie studied the laminated menu. It offered Mongolian, Chinese and Japanese dishes, with each written in its native language and alphabet. It was like that time he ran into his old nemesis-turned-friend Riva in Kuala Lumpur. She was not around to translate this time, but there was no need. Flipping it over gave him the English version.

When the fortune cookie arrived, he cracked it open. One side of the paper displayed his lucky numbers in blue. The other side, also in blue, his fortune read: You will be a great leader someday.

“Who writes these things,” he said to no one, “my therapist?”

A young brunette woman at a nearby table looked up, realized he was talking to himself, and said something to her brunette friend. They both gave him the side-eye and turned away, giggling.

~ ~ ~
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When he got home, his cat, Flaky – a rare blue-eyed Maine coon mix – was curled up at the other end of the couch. That cat and a suitcase full of clothes were the only things that survived his all-too-brief stay in Belize. He and Darla had adopted him from a shelter, and Dobie couldn’t leave him behind. Besides, the heat and humidity of Belize is no
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