“You just made it, sir”

Jason nodded at the stewardess and brushed past her, well aware that he could have easily missed his plane. Ticket in hand he quickly located row 16 and dropped down into seat “B” next to a heavyset woman gazing out the window. Quickly he dug in his seat for the seatbelt and buckled it. The woman looked over at him, did not return his “Hello”, but simply blinked, paused and then looked back out the window.  Thirty seconds since he had sat down and already Jason was feeling uncomfortable. The stewardesses were coming down the aisle checking the overhead bins. One leaned over Jason and gestured to his backpack. “Sir, that bag will have to go above your head or under the seat in front of you”

“Oh, yes, sorry” Jason said.

He retrieved his CD player from the front pocket and pushed his small backpack under the seat and checked the lock on the seatbelt once more. The lady next to him once again turned to glare at him as if to tell him to stop the commotion. She shook her head and sighed. This was going to be one long trip. 

Three days ago Jason received an urgent phone call at the music studio he was working at and his brother’s voice informed him of the situation. He agreed it was an urgent situation but Jason wasn’t sure if it warranted such a trip as this. Jason thought it sounded like a menial, small car accident but his mother had a tendency to exaggerate things for effect. He could almost imagine what was going through his mother’s head after the accident. She was probably thinking, “If I make this broken hip a big deal I can get Jason to come home for a few weeks”. 

Jason’s mother was always hinting about returning home during the frequent phone calls and many emails that passed between them. Ever since he had pursued a music career in Europe two and a half years ago she was constantly thinking up stories to entice him back to New England. Jason had a strange feeling that this was one of those times. 

“Only one week, mother!” Jason muttered.

“What?” the lady next to him said sounding perturbed. 

“Oh, um, nothing ma’am just talking to myself” 

Her answer was an arched eyebrow that said, “then be quiet”. Jason settled in as the plane rose from the runway and set its sights across the Atlantic Ocean. He clicked a button on the CD player and smiled at the boom-boom of the music. The music and vibrations lulled him quickly to sleep. 

Hours later Jason was awakened from a brief nap by the captain’s landing announcement. It would only be a few minutes until landing. Stretching and looking out the window he saw land. It looked familiar and Jason assumed it was New England soil. To be sure he flagged down a stewardess. 


“What city are we landing in, miss?” Jason said 


“Newark, sir.”


“And how long does it take to get from Newark to Providence?” He said.


“T.F. Green Airport? About an hour or so.” She answered and put on a plastic smile.

The landing was uneventful and the connecting gate was not very far down the terminal. Jason had grown used to the hustle and bustle of airports and easily transferred to the next flight. Soon Jason was once again in the air, this time sitting next to a young boy. The boy was clearly not shy. Even before leaving the runway Jason knew his name and age and where his parents were sitting. After getting into the air the boy took a CD player out of his carry on bag. Jason took interest in the CD the boy had put in the player and tapped him on the shoulder.


“What kind of music do you like?” Jason asked. 


The boy answered after a moment of thinking. “um, rock and techno, usually”


“Really?” Jason said excitedly, “I make techno and I am a DJ”


“You are?” the boy’s eyes lit up. 


Jason quickly dug through his backpack and produced one of his recently released CD’s from its side pocket. He flipped it over and showed the cover to the boy.


“Here is my new CD. You can have a copy if you want one” 


The boy slowly took the CD, and then gazed up at Jason. He looked a little amazed.

“You’re DJ Redrock?”

“Yes, I am” Jason smiled. He didn’t expect the boy to recognize his DJ name.

 
“Wow, thanks” the boy said as he scratched at the plastic covering. “I have your last disk in my suitcase. I love that mix.” 


Jason glowed. The last two years in Europe had definitely yielded fruit. His first mix session, Floored, had been recorded a year after his arrival and almost instantly went to the top of the charts and stayed there for eleven weeks. The success of the disk brought him a nice amount of fame and numerous opportunities to DJ and play around the European club scene. The mix was selling quite a bit and he was making enough money to pay the bills and had left over to play with. A large apartment and a sports car were among the first toys Jason had purchased. Life was good. 


Then eight months ago a veteran producer had approached Jason and inquired about the possibility of producing some of his own tracks for a second CD project. Jason jumped at the chance to do his own songs and worked hard for five months to get an entire album done. The finished disk was called First Elements and had hit stores just two weeks ago. It was a proud accomplishment for Jason but he knew that this was only the beginning of promoting the disk and playing at events. The next few months would be critical to how well the disk sold which was one reason why this trip was so inopportune for him. 


“Hey, Redrock, you have to sign it” the boy said as he pushed the paper cover into Jason’s hands. 


“Sure, of coarse” Jason said and scribbled his signature across a bare portion of the cover. 


The next forty-five minutes were spent in silence as the boy listened to his new gift and Jason gazed across the New England landscape far below. He had to admit it was a nice sight even if it was simply due to familiarity. The Rhode Island area would always be his heart’s home. His mother knew this and used it against him. The problem was that Jason didn’t see any future in staying there. He left to pursue dreams and make something of himself. He left to find a purpose. 


Again the plane was on the runway and taxiing towards the gate. The boy thanked Jason for the CD and said he liked it a lot. He introduced Jason to his parents but after a moment Jason excused himself, as he spotted his brother, Tim. Waiting patiently yet craning his neck in anticipation, Tim stood tall and wore a dark blue suit. Tim held a sign with Jason’s name on it. Jason smiled and played along. 


“Hello, Sir. I am the Jason Red” Jason tried to sound as pompous as possible. 


“Ah, yes, Mr. Red. We have a car waiting outside for you” Tim said holding back a smirk.


“Shall we retrieve my bags and then you can show me to the limo” Jason said. But Tim was done playing and dropped the sign to give Jason a bear hug. 


Jason stepped back and teased “Tim, you have gained a little weight, huh? You remind me of dad”


“Well, one of us has to make him proud” Tim laughed. 


“Ooh,” Jason said feigning pain. “Good to see you too, bro?”


“I need to catch up on over two years of brotherly love” Tim protested.


Jason and Tim walked down to the baggage pickup. Their conversation was informal and ranged from how the Patriots were doing this year to the prices of gas and the cost of living. Tim bragged about his baby on the way and how great his marriage to Emily was. Jason dodged questions about a possible lady in his life and updated Tim on the progress of his new disk and his blossoming music career. Although they hadn’t seen each other for over two years they easily picked up right where they had left off. 


Tim drove the car around to the pickup area and their conversation turned briefly to cars and travel, but the mention of cars brought about the inevitable question about the accident. 


“So what actually happened to mom, Tim?” Jason asked.


“Oh, um, I don’t exactly know the full details but she says she was going into the grocery store and a man in a blue minivan hit her. I think it was an accident but she claims it wasn’t,” he said.


“A man in a blue minivan?”


“Well she calls him Mr. Maniac and says he was out to get her”

“Well, how bad was she hurt?” Jason asked assuming the worst since it required him to fly home.

“The doctor said it could have been much worse. Even as it is she broke her hip and fractured her leg and her whole right side is in a cast and bandages.” Tim said as he got into the car. 

“Ouch, sounds painful.”

“She says it was the second worst pain ever”

Jason laughed, “Second worst pain?”

“She never told me what the first was. Probably you though.”

“Ha ha, not funny” 

Jason closed the back door and climbed into the passenger side seat. The warm sun had made it a hot car and the entire interior was blazing with heat. It made him drowsy. He was glad the sun was beginning to go down. 

“Straight to the hospital?” Jason said as he leaned his head against the head rest.

“Sure” 


Jason couldn’t believe that he had left the airport in Europe early this morning and now the nighttime was already upon them. The sun was low in the sky and he thought of his bed. He yawned and couldn’t help but inquire about the possibility of visiting mom tomorrow morning. 


“Visiting hours are only a little longer. Just show up and let her know that you are here and then you can come back and talk with her tomorrow afternoon.” Tim proposed.


“Yeah, I am sure she would not be happy if she knew I was in town even an hour and didn’t come by to see her” Jason said.


A few minutes later they drove up to the entrance of Rhode Island Hospital. Tim dropped Jason off at the door and went around the park the car. Jason went to the front counter and signed in. As he waited for Tim to return he looked around at the many people. 


“Is the something I can help you with, sir?” 


Jason spun around as he heard the woman’s voice and almost bumped into her. She probably was a nurse or something because she wore a blue uniform and a hair net. Jason assumed he had startled her when he turned because she stumbled over her words.


“Can I help...do you, um...” she tried repeating. 


Jason interrupted, “Oh, yes. I am waiting for my brother, but we will need to find the room that Charlotte Red is staying in” then added “Please.”


“Yes, sir” She seemed to have regained most of her composure, “She would be down that hall and the third room on the left”


“Room number?” Jason asked.

“Um, two-oh-four, I believe,” She said with a smile. 

“Thanks” 

In a moment Tim came in and they walked down to the room. The door to the room was slightly ajar. Quiet music was playing and the bed had been turned to a sitting position. Jason’s mother was reading some thick book but immediately looked up when she saw them. 

“Jason, baby, come here” She said excited as her arms flung open for a hug. Her book almost fell to the floor. 

A tear filled reunion followed as Jason endured a five-minute embrace and numerous kisses on his cheeks. His mother held him tightly but somehow managed to keep her tears at bay. 

“So this is what it takes? Your mother has to get attacked by a maniac minivan driver for you to come home for a visit?” She smiled when she said this but Jason knew she was serious deep down. Her eyes gave away her true feelings and Jason couldn’t help but hug her again.

“I am sorry, Ma. It’s hard flying back and forth.” He said, and then offered, “I talk to you on the phone.”

She gave him a look that said so much more than she spoke, “I miss more than just your voice, young man.”

Jason was silent as he looked at the floor. He knew it would come to this. She missed having him around. He understood that fact and knew that he and Tim were the only real things she cared about. It was hard to see her in the cast and bedridden. Without anything to say he simply sat down next to the bed and took her hand. She dropped her head back onto the pillow, her face framed naturally by her dark hair. It was usually shoulder length but now cascaded down the sides of the pillow. She smiled again and Jason noticed the usual laugh lines of a typical mother with a lot of love. Although for her age she was still quite beautiful. Jason and Tim had talked on numerous occasions about her remarrying but she would have nothing to do with it. 

The doctor walked in. The nurse’s aide he had met earlier stood behind him. 

Tim spoke up. “Doctor John, this is my younger brother, Jason” 

“Nice to meet you, Jason” the doctor said as he shook Jason’s free hand.

“Doctor John, how is she?” Jason inquired.

“Well, she will live. The maniac didn’t succeed” He laughed then continued, “We reset the break in the hip and she should be healed within a little bit. Although I assume we will need to do some sort of rehabilitation so she can walk straight without limping”

“Jason is staying with me ‘til I am better” Charlotte spoke up hoping to get a definite answer from Jason. He shot her a glance and then looked back to the doctor.

“That is still open for discussion. But while I am here I will help in any way you need” Jason said. 

As the doctor turned to leave he said, “Well, family is usually the best people to deal with in these situations. I am sure you will help in innumerable ways. I will talk to you folks tomorrow”

Jason couldn’t help but wonder if that was just a nice way of brushing him off or a sincere encouragement. He couldn’t tell so he turned his attention back to his mother. 

“Mom, so how are you really doing?” Jason asked.

Charlotte smiled glad to have the full attention of her long lost son. She gazed at him. Jason knew that he had let his hair grow longer than usual and that his shoulders were probably a bit broader and his arms a bit thicker since she had last seen him. Jason was growing up and maturing. Maybe the time away from New England had done him good. She tried to quickly think of something to say. The silence in the room became overwhelming quickly. 

“Oh, let me tell you about that maniac at the grocery store. I was walking in to buy a bag of bread and a box of cereal and some other groceries when this blue bullet came tearing around the corner and nearly killed me.” She said, her voice already becoming louder as she told the story. 

“I couldn’t have jumped out of the way. By the time I saw his death machine all I could do was look death in the face and hope for the best. Before I had time to think, the maniac had me on the ground with a broken hip and a fender up my rear” She continued louder now. “He even had one of those bumper stickers that said ‘Honk if you like to maim middle aged ladies’!”

“Maim?” Tim said smiling.  

Jason couldn’t help but laugh. His mother had always been one to exaggerate and this was turning into quite a story for future grandkids. In a few years he was sure he would hear a version containing hired hitmen driving blue tractor-trailers that chased her down and purposely ran over. Then she would finish by saying that she had stood up to a menace that had terrorized the town and had single-handedly brought peace to the locals. 

“But you are ok now right?” Jason pressed.

She looked down at the cast and bandages as if to emphasize her statement. “Jason, do I look ok?”

Sigh. “What I meant was did the hospital take good care of you since the accident?”

“Oh, well, yes. I feel fine now. Although I think I will have to be in this room for a few days”

Tim spoke up. “The doctor said probably at least three weeks for rehabilitation.”

Charlotte looked at Tim with a look that said, “Don’t remind me” but then turned to Jason and with a mother’s forcefulness said “Jason, I think you ought to stay around until I am better. It is nice seeing you during this time of need. You have been gone too long.”

“Mother, I told you a week is the longest”

“You can house sit. Besides I haven’t seen you in a long time either.” Tim interjected. 

Tim was not helping the situation.

“Yes, that is perfect. You can stay at my place and visit.” She was glowing in anticipation. 

“I can’t stay, mom. I have a gig at the end of next week at a famous club and if I miss it I will be forfeiting an open door for my music” Jason said trying to make himself sound overly important. “Then three days after that I have a release party for my new album at a big music store that I have to be at.” 

“So, your priorities...”

“Mother, don’t you dare put me on a guilt trip!” Jason quickly interrupted. 

“Neither of us has seen you in two and a half years, Jason!” Tim defended. 

Silence. 

Jason didn’t want to give in but also realized how much they both missed him. He looked back and forth between the now tear filled eyes of his mother to the blunt determination of his brother. He thought quickly of the responsibilities of his music career and the opportunities looming in the near future. 

“I can’t. I need to fly out in a week. I have previous engagements” Jason hoped that would be the end of it. His mother wouldn’t allow it. 

“Jason Michael Red, you are my youngest son, and I am very proud of you and the things you are doing but I need you here. I want you here.” She paused, “I am not asking you to move back. I am just asking for your help while I heal from the maniac attack”

“But...” Jason protested. He could feel himself about to give in but wasn’t quite ready.

“Please, I love you” She knew she had won.

“Fine. I will call my promoter and see what he says about moving back the dates. If I can’t then I will still have to fly out...I am sorry” Jason said. He did not really want to stay that long but his mother had always been there for him. I guess now was his turn.

She smiled. Tim smiled. 

Jason sighed. 

“Don’t worry, you will have fun.” She said, then as if a switch had been turned on she began shooing them out. “Ok, it is past visiting hours and I just saw the nurses-aide peek her head in the door so you both will probably have to leave.” 

Jason and Tim both nodded in agreement. 

“Come back tomorrow morning and bring me a coffee and some of your wonderful Red family conversation. But before you go give your mother a kiss and a hug” Charlotte said reaching towards them. 

After a moment of quiet hugs she released them and told them to sleep well. The boys departed and began walking down the hallway towards the door. Jason peered at Tim out of the corner of his eye. He couldn’t believe he had agreed to stay an extra two weeks longer. He sighed again. 

Jason flipped open his cell phone and dialed a quick number. It rang twice on the other end.

“Hello, Jason Red’s apartment.” Sammy, Jason’s promotion manager, was also a close friend. He had agreed to watch the apartment while he was gone. 

“I am glad to hear you haven’t burned down the place yet” Jason laughed.

“No, but I have redecorated the whole apartment in pinks and greens” Sammy teased back. 

“Sam, I need to talk to you about the next couple appearance dates. Grab your planner” 

Tim smiled. 

“We need to move them back a couple weeks”

CHAPTER TWO


Tim turned another corner after driving along a hundred back roads through Providence and pulled up into a cul-de-sac. He shut off the car and flicked off the headlights. The entire cul-de-sac was swept into a dreary darkness. 

“Streetlight is out” Tim said and then pointed out the window. “That’s Mom’s house.”

Jason looked out his passenger side window towards the house Tim was pointing to. It was a typical city-style duplex ranch home. The darkness shrouded the color but Jason could see that the yard was neatly trimmed with a few low bushes along the front. There was a screened in porch, which spanned the entire length of the front of the duplex and a small garage on the right side. A blue Mazda sat in the driveway. 

“The darkness makes it kind of creepy,” Jason said as they got out and took suitcases from the back seat.

“Oh, yeah a bit, huh? Tomorrow morning everything will be different.” Tim smiled, “It really is a good neighborhood. Nice neighbors. No traffic.”

They walked up the narrow sidewalk, which ran up to the single front door in the screen porch. Tim walked up with a key in hand and opened the screen door. It swung open making a sickly squeak in the darkness. Jason, still a bit nervous, stole a side-glance at Tim as if to say, “are you sure about this?” They picked up the two suitcases and stepped into the darkened porch. 

“Evening, Timothy” 

The voice in the darkness took them both by surprise. Tim flinched and then froze. Jason jumped and dropped his suitcase. It clattered to the floor and came to rest on Jason’s foot. 

“Mr. Scurry?” Tim questioned the dark shadow. 

“Ooh, sorry. I didn’t mean tah scare ya” the voice laughed. “It wasn’t so dark when I first stepped out here.” A shadow rose from a creaking wooden chair at the far-left side of the porch. 

“Mr. Scurry. This is my brother, Jason. He is town for a few weeks and will be watching over mom’s place” Tim said. 

“Ah, hello Jason. My name’s Carl. Carl Scurry” the shadow said. 

Jason sensed a hand extended to him in the darkness and reached to shake it. He misjudged the position and collided with Mr. Scurry’s hand. Deep laughter rang out and Mr. Scurry grasped Jason’s hand with vigorous welcome. Jason was quickly calming down and this gentleman seemed like a nice fellow.

Tim turned to Jason. “Mr. Scurry lives on the left side and is Mom’s landlord. He has helped us out with many things.”

“Landlord?” Mr. Scurry spoke up, “how ‘bout just neighbor or even better friend” He laughed again. Jason was quickly feeling at ease with the shadowed man. 

“So, Timothy, how is yer mother doing?”

“Oh, she will live. She is a tough woman not much can dampen her spirits.” Tim said

“How long ‘til she home?”

Jason shrugged. Tim said, “Three weeks maybe. She needs some rehabilitation to get back on her feet.”

“I see. I will have to call her tomorrow. What is her room number?”

“Two-oh-four” Jason spoke up.

The gentleman nodded. He turned to go inside his apartment. Jason realized the suitcase was still on his foot and picked it up. Tim fumbled momentarily and then found the key to the door. 

“See ya tomorrah, Jason. G’night Timothy.” then the shadow that was Mr. Scurry disappeared into his own apartment.

“Good night. Nice to meet you” Jason said then turned to follow Tim into the apartment. 

Tim flicked the lights on and light flooded the room and spilled out into the darkened porch. Jason put his suitcase inside the front door and shut it behind him. 

“Here we are.” Tim said as he set down the second suitcase. 

Jason gazed about the apartment. The living room where they stood was sparsely decorated and had only a single wooden rocking chair with a knit afghan hung over it. There was a fake fireplace and a round floor rug covering a wooden floor. The walls were hung with many pictures of family and relatives. Jason strolled around the room smiling at old photos of himself, Tim and Mom and Dad. The living room opened into another adjacent room which was separated by two beautiful glass French-doors. He peeked around the corner and into the room. It too was decorated with simple elegance. A couch ran along one of the walls and an easy chair next to it. A wood encased counsel television sat on the floor and held a variety of framed photos and knick-knacks. Jason suspected that the television was rarely used. Mom never did watch much TV. A reading lamp and a bookstand sat alongside the easy chair and Jason knew that is where most of her time was spent. 

“Jason, do you want me to bring you food tomorrow? This refrigerator looks kind of empty.” Tim’s voice floated in from the kitchen. Jason went in to investigate. 

“Yeah, sure. I wouldn’t know where to go around here anyway,” Jason said as he looked around the kitchen. 

The kitchen would be Mom’s second favorite past time. Next to the refrigerator was the stove toting a teapot and a skillet on two of its burners and a cooking timer on top. The kitchen table was covered in a red and pink tablecloth with a flowered centerpiece in the center. There were four wooden chairs circling it. On the other side of the kitchen were a few cupboards and the sink. Spices and dried foods were arranged neatly on the countertop and a toaster and knife rack were set against the wall. The whole room smelled of food and spices. Jason smiled. It made him hungry. 

“Jason, can you go into the pantry and see what canned food is there” Tim said pointing to a pair of folding doors near the sink and cupboards. 

“Sure” Jason opened up the pantry and stepped into it. With a thump he caught his knee on a hard object and looked down. 

“Um, Tim. There is a toilet in the pantry”

Laughter. Tim walked over to the pantry and said “Oh yeah, that’s right. Mom wanted a bathroom down here but this is the only place that it would work well. So Mr. Scurry put a toilet in here. Now we have a bathroom pantry”

“A restpantry? A bathry?” Jason joked.

“Yeah, a lavatory and a pantry. A pantratory?” They both laughed.

“Sounds like a science. I am a professor of pantratory” Jason chuckled. 

“Or a religion. Tonight on the six o’clock news: the Pantratory Cult, who are they and what do they believe.” They both laughed again. 

“Anyway,” Tim changed the subject, “The bedrooms are upstairs. If you want to take your stuff up there you can crash in the guestroom. In fact I think Mom ended up keeping your bed from the other house and putting it in there.”

“Really? That’s awesome.”

Jason took his suitcases and went upstairs. The upstairs was a little cramped. It was only two bedrooms and a bathroom. The rooms were small and the ceilings in each of them sloped to accommodate the slope of the roof. At the top of the stairs was a cedar chest next to the master bedroom. Jason walked past it, and into the guestroom. It was small but still had enough room to walk around in. The bed was in the center of the room and a dresser was against the opposite wall. A single window looked out to the dark yard. It was cozy. Jason plopped down onto his bed and snuggled with the pillow. 

He yelled down to Tim, “This bed is so comfortable.”

“It probably has a million lumps and bumps from all our jumping on it as kids” Tim yelled back up the stairs. 

Jason didn’t mind. Each bump had a story. Every lump had a familiarity. He smiled. Maybe this trip wouldn’t be so bad after all.  

A half an hour later Tim had said good night and headed home to his wife. Jason lay in bed and was falling asleep to instrumental music as he always did. As he drifted off to sleep his mind wondered back to Europe and his friends. Sammy, his friend and promoter, was probably scrambling to get dates realigned and Rob, his next door neighbor was probably at one of the local clubs dancing. Liddy was probably out on the town somewhere, maybe a movie or a coffeehouse and Erika was probably writing another piano song or fiddling on her guitar. So many friends, so far away... but Jason’s mind slowly slipped into the dream world and he fell in to a restful sleep. 

The next morning Jason awoke early which is what usually happens with new surroundings and strange bedrooms. He stretched and rolled onto his side to look out the window. The sun was streaming into the room as it climbed just above the horizon. The room’s colors shone brightly as each caught the light. The room was a light blue with a navy boarder halfway up the wall. A few framed paintings hung on the walls and Jason climbed out of bed to investigate. He suspected his mother had painted the paintings and he grinned when he saw the familiar C. Red signature at the bottom of all of them. Now, his interest peaked, Jason pulled a pair of jeans on and began exploring the house now that there was more light. 

The upstairs bathroom would be of no real interest so Jason slowly pushed open his mother’s bedroom door. He expected to find more of his mother’s craftwork but instead found a peacefully decorated room with little more than a bed, an easel and a nightstand. The bed was neatly made and the nightstand held only an alarm clock and a few books. Jason walked over to the easel and eyed the half-finished painting still on it. It was of a red-orange sunset and a lone silhouetted tree. His mother had always been a painter and hobbyist but Jason could tell that she had improved over the last few years. He smiled in admiration and then left the room and closed the door carefully after himself. 

Downstairs, the kitchen was already bathed in morning sunshine. The song of sparrows floated in through the windows as Jason spied the coffeepot. That is what he needed. Wake-up-juice. The coffee was made in no time and Jason found some French vanilla creamer in the refrigerator. He liked it sweet and hot no matter what time of year. He found the largest mug in the cupboards and poured himself a cup. 

Following the sparrow’s cue, Jason sauntered out to the small backyard and found a dew-laden lawn chair. After giving the chair a good shake, he sat down. The morning air was crisp and a little chilled. He could tell that the backyard was used quite frequently. There was a volleyball-net set up and a half-deflated beach ball near a swing set with only one working swing. Suddenly Jason’s thoughts were interrupted by the creak of a metal screen door. He looked behind him and saw Mr. Scurry closing his backdoor behind him with a coffee in his hand as well.

“Mornin’ there, Jason. Mind if I join ya for a bit?” 

“Good Morning, Mr. Scurry. Um, yeah, pull up a lawn chair” Jason said. 

Mr. Scurry chuckled. “You and yer brother, Mr. Scurry this and Mr. Scurry that. You can call me Carl. Although I suspect yer brother’ll never get used to callin’ me that,” he said as he shook another lawn chair free of dew. 

Now that there was sufficient light Jason took the opportunity to look at Carl Scurry. He was a tall, black man probably nearing his mid-fifties. He had a muscular youthful build but his graying hair and choice of clothes betrayed him. He walked with a noticeable limp, which caused him to lean on things for support. He leaned heavily on the chair and sat down next to Jason. 

“Did ya sleep well?” Mr. Scurry questioned with a smile. 

“Yeah, my mom has my childhood bed over here and I slept on that.” Jason said.

“Oh, yes, Charlotte...er, yer mother is a good woman. The best tenant I have had here in years. She seems real genuine. A real saint.” Mr. Scurry smiled a big toothy smile and his deep brown eyes lit up. 

“Thanks, we love her a lot,” Jason said. “Ever since I moved away and Tim got married she has been on her own. She rarely complains but I am glad to hear that people like you are watching out for her”

Mr. Scurry smiled. After taking a few sips from his coffee he spoke again. “She seems to miss ya quite a bit. Ever think about movin’ home again?”

Jason glared at him. “Mom’s got you asking me now? How much money she paying you?” The last question was a joke but Jason wasn’t exactly comfortable with that question coming from a stranger. 

“Sorry, just makin’ conversation.” Mr. Scurry apologized. 

“That’s fine.” Jason lied.

“So, ever thinkin’ about moving home again?” he repeated purposely. 

Long pause. “Maybe.” 

Jason didn’t appreciate anyone prying into his affairs but he knew his mother and Tim would be asking the exact same question so he let it go. They sat there in silence and Jason took a few sips of his coffee. The sun was beginning to get warm and he wanted to go back in, but not wanting to be rude, sat still. 

They sat in silence for a moment then Mr. Scurry spoke again. “Got any hobby’s?”

It seemed like a simple question but Jason’s guard was up again. What was this man up to? But he stopped. He mentally chided himself for being so suspicious of a seemingly nice man. 

“Oh, I love music and the arts and things like that.” Jason was being generalizing but he couldn’t help it. He wondered why he didn’t just come out and tell Mr. Scurry some of the things he was involved in. Jason had a hard time trusting people, especially strangers. 

“Really? What kinda music ya like?” 

He wanted to say techno and trance but rephrased it considering the company. “Electronic music, mostly instrumental stuff.” 

“Computer music.” Mr. Scurry said matter-of-factly. 

“Well, yes, but the good kind. Not like arcade music.” Jason defended. 

“No blips, bleeps, and dings?” 

“Well, some. Mostly strings and bass and piano and drums” Jason wanted to say acid, breakbeats, synths, and vox but held kept the jargon to himself. 

“I see. Wouldn’t it be easier tah use real instruments?” Mr. Scurry asked. Or was it a taunt?

“Think of it like a composer with the entire orchestra at his finger tips. Only that orchestra is in my computer along with a multitude of electronic sounds to add variety” Jason tried explaining. 

Mr. Scurry contemplated that thought and sipped on his coffee. His chair creaked as he shifted his weight in it. He looked over at Jason as if trying to find the words and then after a moment asked the question obviously on his mind.

“So ya don’t actually play any instruments?”

“Um, no, not technically.” Jason knew this was going nowhere so he leaned forward in his chair and stood. Mr. Scurry did the same and they began walking towards their respective doors.

“How do ya feel the music?” Mr. Scurry asked.

Jason was almost to his door but that question made him pause. He wanted to go inside but didn’t understand what that question meant.

“Feel it? Well, yeah I feel the bass pounding...what do you mean?”

“I will have to show ya sometime. I can’t really explain what I mean, I need to show ya” 

Jason nodded, but still did not understand. It would have to be left for another day. He wished Mr. Scurry a good morning and stepped inside. 

Jason figured the day would be busy so he ran upstairs and took a shower. By the time he got ready and had a bowl of cereal the clock read nine-thirty. He figured that his mom would be awake by now so he picked up the phone and dialed the hospital. The receptionist answered and Jason had her transfer him to his mom. The phone rang once more and then a familiar voice answered.

“Hello, honey,” She sounded perky.

“Good morning, Mother. How did you know it was me?” Jason asked.

Charlotte chuckled. “I really didn’t know who it was, but I figured anyone calling me could probably be called honey.”

“Ah, I see. So how are you feeling this morning?” Jason inquired.

“Oh, not bad since I know my baby boy is home for awhile visiting me.” She sounded like she was glowing. Jason could hear laughter in her voice. He smiled.

“Always glad I can make your day, mom,” He paused. “But really, how are you this morning?”

“In a little pain, but nothing I can’t bear” She said.

Jason looked at the clock. “Do you want me to call Tim and come over there to visit in a bit?”

“Sure. That would be great. I would love some company.”

“Tim should be coming over in a little while anyway to bring me some food. We can go to the hospital when he comes,” Jason said. 

Charlotte sighed. “Well, the kitchen was supposed to have food, but this whole ordeal happened outside the grocery store. See what Mr. Maniac did?” her voice had a hint of bitterness. “He should be bringing you food.”

“Oh, well that’s a good idea. I will just call the police and ask for his number so he can go to the store and buy food so I can eat it before you get out of the hospital,” He said sarcastically.

“Yeah, 911, food emergency.”

“I’ll just call Tim.” Jason said smiling.

“Yeah, ok, say ‘Hi’ to Emily also. I will see you two in a little bit.”

“Ok, love you, Mom” 

“Love you too”

Jason hung up and cleaned up a few things in the guestroom. The sun was getting warm and the open windows were letting in more humidity than cool air. He closed each window and turned on the air-conditioner in the living room. He hoped it would stay fairly cool in the house. 

“Ok, its quarter to ten. I should call Tim” Jason said aloud to himself. He wasn’t used to being alone a lot so the silence was a bit overwhelming after awhile. He thought a minute and wondered if Mom had a radio or CD player anywhere around. After a few minutes of looking around the house he found a multi-speaker unit near the couch in the side room. It had a CD player, radio, and five speakers running to different rooms. Beside it was a CD rack containing a dozen disk cases. Jason bent down and looked at what Mom had for music. There were a couple instrumental disks at the top, a few soundtracks including the Braveheart soundtrack, and a jazz band called “The Blue Minutemen”. Then much to Jason’s surprise he noticed a familiar looking case. It was his first mix CD. 

“No way, Mom actually listens to this?” He said out loud again. 

Jason had sent a few copies to his mother last year. It was meant more as a nice gesture than as an actual CD to listen to. He pushed play and heard the music fill the entire house. He smiled. It was strange to hear the thump-thump of the music in his mother’s house, but he liked the sound of it. It made him proud to be a musician. 

With a slight spring in his step Jason walked back over to the phone. Tim’s number was listed on the speed dial and within a few seconds Jason heard the line ring once, then twice.

“Hello, Red household” It was Emily’s voice. 

“Emily, Hi, its Jason.”

“Jason, Hello, how are you?” She sounded like she wanted to hug him through the phone. “I am sorry I couldn’t be there last night to pick you up at the airport. I had a few things to get done at the bookstore.” 

“Oh, that’s alright. I will see you today.” 

“Yeah, you need to tell me stories,” She said. 

“Stories?” Jason inquired.

“Yeah, stories of your European adventures. Tim can write them down.”

Emily was Tim’s pride and joy. She was one of his favorite topics of conversation and vice versa.  Everyone saw them as a great couple. Tim had met her four years ago when he had written his first book. The book was a good seller and Emily was a local bookstore owner. She called Tim one day to ask if he would come and do a public reading and book signing at her store. He agreed and two months later they were in love. Tim dated her for a year and then proposed. They were a perfect match and had a great marriage. Jason liked Emily a lot and thought that she was the proverbial “one” for Tim.

“Ok, sure.” He laughed. “Speaking of Tim, is he there?”

She didn’t answer him but instead he heard Emily muffle the phone and shout, “Timothy, Love, your brother is on the phone. Why don’t you pick up the phone up there?”

There was a pause and then a crackle as another receiver was picked up. 

“W’sup, bro.” Tim said. 

“Hey, good morning.” Jason said. “I didn’t wake you did I?”

“Wake me? It’s late morning. I have been up since six.” 

“Six?” Jason asked, “Tim, you write books. Why don’t you sleep in and write later? I would.” 

“Well, I didn’t say I was writing the whole time.” Tim said chuckling. Emily giggled in the background. Jason rolled his eyes after reading between the lines. 

“Oh,” Jason said and changed the subject. “Are you coming over with food? Are we going to visit Mom?”

“Um, yeah.” Tim sounded hesitant but continued, “Give me a half an hour. I want to finish the chapter I am working on and then I will come by. We can go to the store after that. Then we can head over to Mom’s” 

Jason heard Emily say something in the background but she was muffled. Tim said, “Emily is coming along too. Ok?”

“Sure” 

“Ok, I will be there in a half and hour. Be ready.”

“Yep, See ya soon” Jason said and hung up. 

Always impeccable when it came to time, Tim showed up exactly one half hour later. The knock came while Jason was lounging in his mother’s chair and still listening to his mix CD. He pressed the stop button on the player and went to the door. Tim almost didn’t wait for the door to open before barging into the room. He seemed playfully impatient as he shut the door behind him and leaned against it. Holding a baseball cap above his head like a trophy he laughed between heavy breathing. 

“Jason, man, you gotta get hitched one of these days.”

“What in the world?” Jason asked but at the same time heard the pounding of footsteps as Emily ran up to the door and banged on it.

“Timothy, if you don’t give my hat back this instant, I will...” Emily tried to sound serious but Jason could hear laughter in her voice as she shouted through the closed door. 

Tim waited one more moment for effect and then in one motion he swung the door open, gathered Emily into his arms, and planted a quick kiss on her lips. They burst into laughter as Tim put the hat on her head while still holding her close with his free arm. Jason just shook his head and turned towards the kitchen. 

“Come on in.” Jason said with a hint of playful disgust. 

“Sorry,” Emily apologized. “Hey, gimme a hug”

Jason hugged Emily and the three of them went into the kitchen. Tim opened the refrigerator and showed Emily it’s empty shelves. Emily sighed and pulled a grocery list from her pocket. 

“This is a list from your mother,” She said to neither of them in particular. “It is what she was going to buy the day she got attacked by the maniac.” They chuckled at her choice of words. 


“I see milk and yogurt on that list. Should we get groceries after seeing Mom so they don’t sit in the car so long?” Jason asked. 


Tim and Emily nodded in agreement. 


“Ok, lets go.”

After making sure everything was safe and secure in the apartment the threesome headed to the car. Jason tried to memorize the route to the hospital this time but after ten different turns he decided it was not worth it so he sat and looked out the window. The Providence cityscape rolled by reminding him of a hundred different childhood memories. Each corner was a landmark, every street a mental signpost. He could tell that Tim was taking a route, which would lead them by the home they grew up in. The area began to look very familiar and as they drove over a hill their neighborhood came into view and then their house. Although it was now painted a pale vanilla color instead of the blue that it used to be Jason couldn’t help but imagine the numerous adventures in the backyard, the nights of backyard-camping, and the seemingly near-death tree climbing that they partook of daily. The warmth that the memories brought to Jason must have been evident because Tim caught Jason’s eye in the rear-view mirror. 

“It seems like so long ago, doesn’t it? I feel like it was just yesterday that I lost my favorite G.I. Joe in the snake hole and you nearly broke your ankle trying to save little Melissa Byron from the tree-pirates.” Tim said reminiscing. 

Jason laughed. “The tree-pirates would have gotten her if I hadn’t jumped from the swing-set and fought them off with my trusty sword!”

“Wasn’t your trusty sword just a broken golf club shaft that Dad gave you?”

“It may have been, yes.” Jason said. “but to me it was Excalibre itself.”

“Make’s you kinda miss those days.”

Jason nodded. Then, as if to ward off any future arguments added, “I like it in Europe, Tim. That’s where I plan on staying for awhile. Maybe a long while. I don’t mind visiting but I don’t consider this home anymore. Yes, in a way I do miss those days, but things are all different with Dad gone. Originally, I didn’t want to come on this trip at all because of quesitons like that.” Jason’s voice was calm and deliberate.

Tim’s smile stayed but suddenly looked forced. Emily looked out the window wishing she could change the subject. They drove on in silence for a moment and then Tim quietly whispered, “We’ll see.”


A minute later they had pulled into the parking lot of the hospital. Jason sighed knowing that more subtle hints and motherly manipulation were about to begin. He braced himself for an argument. 

CHAPTER THREE


The hospital smelled of the usual medicine and cleaner concoction. The air was full of aromatic reminders of where they were. Jason closed his eyes as they walked down a hall and tried to block out the images of five years ago when his father was in the same place. Hospitals had never been places of welcome for him and he couldn’t help but want to just walk away and fly back home. He simply wanted his mother to miraculously get better and they could leave this place. But Jason had wanted the same thing for his father and that never happened either. 


Five years ago on the eve of Jason’s twentieth birthday, the Red family patriarch, Douglas Gordon Red, was struck with a sudden unimaginable illness. It started with a fever and nausea, but quickly erupted into a full-blown medical emergency. The family had rushed Doug to the hospital but within two days the doctors had given up on his condition and began hinting that they were out of ideas. 


As the three of them walked past an empty reception room Jason had flashbacks to the horrible moment when a doctor sat before them and informed the family that his father was in a coma and failing fast. The diagnosis was one week to live. Jason felt sadness well up within his chest even now. It had been a tough time but together they seemed to have pulled through it. 


Tim must have sensed Jason’s thoughts. “You okay, bro?” 


“Just thinking about Dad.” Jason tried a half-hearted smile but suddenly wanted to cry. 


“Yeah, I think about him every time I come here or I drive by his old workplace.”


They stopped walking for a moment to give each other a quick hug. 


“Did anyone ever figure out what the illness was?” Emily spoke up. 


Both boys shook their heads. The doctors had done the same thing every time the family had asked the same question. Mystery illness. Nothing could be done. 


The entire family had scrambled to have something done. They had called specialists from every area of the medical field. They had invited a priest from a local catholic church, and a man from Massachusetts who claimed he could heal any disease with natural earth medicine. They had asked anyone who would listen if they knew any remedy or cure. Slowly Doug continued to slip beyond their help and when the heart monitor’s flat line threw the medical staff into a frenzy the family simply stepped back and let the hospital work their magic. But no magic could save their father. Six days from health to death, from happiness to devastation. 


As Jason, Tim, and Emily stepped into the Charlotte’s room they quickly tried to clear their thoughts. The task at hand was their mother.


She smiled. “Jason, Tim! Come give me some loving.” She said as she threw open her arms. 


“Good morning, Mom.” Tim said as the boys were caught up in an awkward bedside hug. 


“Morning, honey. Emily, hello. Come here.” Charlotte grasped Emily’s hand and sat up just enough to give her a kiss on the cheek. 


“Oh, I’m glad you are here. I needed someone to talk to. All these nurses just say hello and then go about their duties.” She said as she gestured towards two chairs. Tim let Emily have a chair and stood behind her. Jason sat in the other chair. 


 Charlotte Red had never been a quiet woman and immediately began a volley of questions about life and jobs. The three of them talked for an hour about almost nothing. Tim told her about a funny incident when Emily got locked out of the house. Jason told them about the plane ride and reminisced about some of the sights around Providence. Emily was excited about a part time job she got and told them how she was going to use some of the money to remodel their kitchen. Their conversations ranged from silly to informative, but they could tell that their mother was leading towards some more serious issues. She beat around the bush for a few more minutes, but then began steering the conversation towards Jason. 


“So, Jason did you sleep well last night at my apartment?” She asked nonchalantly. 


“Oh, sure. I am glad you have my bed there. I slept like a baby. It felt so good just to wake up and see the sun shining in the windows.” He smiled.


“I am glad you felt welcome. I tried to make it feel kind of like home would feel.” 


“Yeah, you succeeded. I walked in and immediately thought of you. It is decorated just like you had our other house decorated.” Jason let his mind quickly wander back to his childhood home. 


Charlotte nodded and paused for a moment. 


“Did you meet my landlord?” She asked. 


“Who, Mr. Scurry? Yeah, I met him. We bumped into him last night and then this morning he came out to the back yard and we chatted for a little while. Nice guy but a little nosy. When he was sitting with me this morning he was asking too many questions.” Jason said. 


“Oh, Jason, he wasn’t being nosy,” She said with a motherly voice. “He was just being friendly and creating conversation.”


“Mother, he was asking if I was going to ever move back. I know where he got that question. I have heard it from someone else’s mouth before...hmmm, who could that be?” He said, feigning memory loss as he gazed into space.


“Honey, you better not be insinuating that I told him to ask you those questions!”


“But you did, didn’t you?” He knew the answer already. 


“Fine, ok, so I told him that if the subject came up to ask you.” She said sounding a little miffed. 


“Well, he asked alright.” 


“So what do you think?” 


“Mother, you know what I think. How many times do I have to tell you?” 


“Jason, I am sorry but I don’t want you in Europe. I want you in New England. In Rhode Island if possible. I like having my family all around me.” Her voice was raised now. “I lost your father and I don’t want to lose you. Or for that matter, I don’t even want to be so far away from you.”


“What? So, I have to push all my dreams to the back burner so I can stay by your side and keep you company?” Jason couldn’t believe his mother was sounding so selfish. “I have to just drop everything I have been working so hard at and come live a mediocre life here in Rhode Island just so I can be near my family?”


“Mediocre life? You had it good growing up, young man!”


“Yes, but I have things I want to accomplish in life. Right now those things happen to be in Europe.”


Tim spoke up trying to calm them down. “Mom, Jason. Whoa! Hold up I don’t think either of you want to have a shouting match in a hospital room.”


Jason stopped but wanted to say so much more. He mentally stored it away for a better time to get his point across. 


 Charlotte spoke softly but with determination in her voice. “You don’t have to give up anything. Just transfer all those hopes and dreams to home and have the best of both worlds.”


“I can’t.” Then as an afterthought he added, “A bird won’t fly if it doesn’t leave the nest.”


Tim interrupted again and completely changed the subject. “Mom, when do you start your physical therapy? I would love to see you back on your feet.”


Charlotte gave Jason a glance indicating the conversation would be continued later. Then she answered Tim’s question. “We start today. I probably will be able to come home in a few days and do therapy there but for the next few days it is going to be done here in the hospital.”


“Really?” Now Emily was helping to sway the subject. “So the doctor will be having you walk today?” 


“Yep. Well, at least stand. Walking may be a bit tough for a few weeks.”


“Will you have to be in a wheelchair for a while?” Tim asked.


She sighed. “I hope not. The doctor hasn’t mentioned anything about it. If I do I am going to track down Mr. Maniac and run him over with my wheels.”


They all smiled. “I’ll hold him down, you show him how it feels.” Jason said. 


Time ticked by as they once again settled into peaceful conversation. It had been so long since they had talked together as a family that it wasn’t hard to find subjects to talk about. They discussed everything from politics to health food, from childhood memories to world events. 

Jason was glad that his mother didn’t bring up the familiar argument again and just sat and enjoyed her company. He could tell she had changed since he had last been visiting her. She had a different attitude. She had a smile for many situations and an encouraging word towards things she would have been quick to verbally bash in the past. Her love for people could be seen more clearly and the complaints they had grown so used to hearing were far and few between. She seemed to have something to live for. He wondered if something had changed since he had last seen her. Making a mental note to bring that up in a future conversation, Jason looked at his watch. An hour had passed and it was nearing lunch time. Jason could tell that Tim was ready to leave and Emily had been fidgeting in her chair for a while now. For a moment they continued to talk but Jason began drawing the conversation to a close. 

The nurses assistant knocked lightly on the door and walked in with a tray of food. “Ding ding, I hear the dinner bell!” She said cheerily. 

Saved by the bell Jason thought and rose from his chair. Emily and Tim did the same. 

“Well, Mother dearest, we will let you eat in peace.” Tim said. 

“Oh, you don’t have to go.” Charlotte complained. “Didn’t you just get here?”

“No, its probably close to twelve thirty, right?” Jason asked the assistant. 

She nodded, smiled, and then exited the room. 

Charlotte sighed. “Well, ok. I suppose I will see you tomorrow, right?”

“Maybe even tonight if Tim wants to come back.” Jason gestured towards his brother who shrugged in agreement. 

The answer seemed alright for now and Charlotte Red wished her sons and daughter-in-law a good afternoon. She quickly jotted down Tim’s cell phone number and told Jason to think about what they had said. Jason avoided the comment completely by leaning over and giving his mother a kiss on the cheek and a promise to return soon. 

In a few moments the three of them had returned to Tim’s car. Emily opened her door and leaned on it as she spoke over the top of the car to Tim. Jason hadn’t seen the bookstore Emily owned yet and now would be a good time to visit it. The groceries would have to be put off until later in the afternoon, but Jason jumped at the chance to take a detour through Providence to see it. They piled into the car and drove towards Thayer street. 

“Thayer Street, huh, Em? What a perfect place for a bookstore.” Jason commented. 

“Yeah, even though there are three others along the street.” She said. 

“You get lots of business there, honey. I still don’t think you should move.” Tim spoke up as he turned up a side street. 

“What? Are you moving?” Jason asked.

Emily shrugged and began detailing the complications that Thayer Street brought with it. She thought the store she had now was too small and wanted to expand in order to increase inventory. She wanted to keep the atmosphere more sophisticated and elegant and said the people on the street were to young and eccentric to enjoy here store. She told her constant fear of a break in due to the up-all-hours kind of clientele the street welcomed. 

“But, Emily, it’s... Thayer Street” Jason said with gusto knowing she was well aware of hip stereotype it held in people’s minds. 

“Yeah, you know, the Thayer Street.” Tim said pulling onto the very street of which they spoke. 

Emily nodded, but kept here thoughts to herself as Tim pulled to the curb in front of Emily’s store. The store was a typical street-style storefront. It had a single entrance with a wooden door, which stood open, and a standing sign in front of it welcoming people in with a handwritten OPEN on it. The door was sandwiched between two large glass windows that allowed the afternoon sunshine access to the special books of the month on display for the street’s patrons. 

Emily was the first one to climb out of the car and went straight inside. Tim was about to go in but stopped momentarily by the left side window and sighed. He told Jason that up until a couple of weeks ago the display case had been showing off his last book. Jason nodded and smirked. He patted Tim on the back in mock-sympathy and headed inside. Tim followed. 

The interior of the store was simple, but elegant just as Emily had said. On the right was the counter and cash register, sported a few books on metal wire racks and a fifty-cent bin for highlighters and pens. The familiar “Leave a penny, take a penny” tray seen on most business counters was replaced by a “leave a bookmark, take a bookmark” box which was filled by multi-shaped bookmarks. A spiky-haired blond woman with rich dark skin sat behind the counter fidgeting with one of her many earrings. She looked up and said hello when Emily entered and smiled at Tim. Jason introduced himself but he could tell that her polite “Hi” only masked apathy as she looked away almost instantly. Jason shrugged and started looking around. 

On the left side was a reading area with an immaculate leather couch and a matching lounge chair. Three brown beanbag chairs were crouched around the furniture and a magazine rack rose up behind the couch with a multitude of periodicals and newspapers. A man in business attire briefly browsed the magazine rack and then slumped into a chair with a copy of Wired. It looked like a very comfortable area and Tim commented that many people visited the store simply to lounge for a few minutes and let their mind wander. 

A few feet beyond the register and lounge areas, three bookshelves rose from the wooden floors creating four aisles lined with books. Jason walked over to them and began scanning the shelves for new titles. Tim wandered back towards the R’s. Jason suspected he simply wanted to locate the family name and see how many copies of his book had sold. Emily went back behind the shelves and disappeared into a doorway labeled “Employees Only”. In a moment piano music could be heard coming through the store’s speaker system. Jason caught a slight look of disgust on the face of the girl behind the counter. 

In a moment Emily returned, her hands laden with a stack of business forms. “Jason, so, what do you think?” She said as she attempted to gesture across the store. The papers in her hand almost fell. 

“I like it a lot,” Jason said. He chose his words carefully. “It is very quaint and comfortable. It reminds me of a few places in Europe. I feel...like...I feel like I can breath.” 

“You can breath?” Emily didn’t quite understand the analogy. 

“Yeah, I can’t quite explain it. Its like the feeling you get when you wake up in the morning knowing its going to be a beautiful day.”

She understood. “Like when you sit on a grassy hill with no traffic in your ears and the breeze cools you as you look at the fluffy clouds?”

“Yeah. Its...peaceful.”

“Good. I like peaceful.” She smiled. It was a compliment worth keeping.

Emily had hardly finished speaking when Tim burst from one of the aisles with a book in his hand. He strutted forward, the book laid flat in his hand, and lifted the imaginary lid from the imaginary platter, presenting it to Jason. The book, which looked to be about four hundred pages, was hard bound with a blue and copper colored cover. In straight bold letters across the top Jason could read the author. Timothy Red. 

“Its called Folding Chair.” Tim said before Jason could even glance at the title. Tim was radiant. 

“If I didn’t know you so well, I’d think you were prideful.” Emily teased. 

Tim put his arm around here and kissed her. He looked into her blue eyes, faked an accent and said, “Not prideful, my dear, just passionate.” He laughed. 

Jason took the book from Tim and began paging through it. “So, uh, what’s it about?”

Tim’s mind was still distracted by his wife. He gave Jason a blank look. 

“The book. What’s it about.” Jason held up the book. 

“Oh,” He released Emily and she brought the forms she was carrying to the counter. “It’s a novel about the rise and fall of a fictitious Providence jazz quartet called The Blue Minutemen during the late nineteen sixties rock revolution. It is a story of the struggle between not compromising the creative heartbeat but still trying to fit into mainstream society. It’s a story about the determination of the underdog and the strength of the minority.” He shrugged, “It is a character-based story with a lot of relational drama and inner struggle.”

“Interesting,” Jason said nodding and looking at the back cover of the book. “There is only one problem, Tim, and I hate to be the one to tell you this, but there already is a group called The Blue Minutemen.”

“Huh? Really?” Tim looked a little nervous. 

Jason nodded. “Yeah, Mom has their CD. I saw it in her collection.”

“Oh, that.” Tim laughed as the nervous look instantly disappeared. “After I wrote the book I gave it to Mom’s neighbor, you know Mr. Scurry, who plays jazz at some local clubs and after reading it he suggested we release a real album from The Blue Minutemen and sell it with the book as a soundtrack of sorts.”

“So you wrote a jazz album and used it to promote your book?”

“Well, Mr. Scurry wrote it with some other band members.”

Jason was impressed. “That is a good promotional idea. I will have to listen to that album.”

“And read the book.” Tim said.

“Oh, of coarse.” Jason reassured and then had a thought. “Hey, if you ever write a book about the people in the electronic music field or even just a good adventure book I want to write the soundtrack to it.”

Tim thought for a second. “I will have to hear some of your new stuff.” He paused. “It just so happens that I am writing an adventure book right now. I may be able to use it for this book.” 

“That would rock!”

Tim nodded and slapped Jason on the arm. “That just might work, bro. Let me hear your album when we get back to Mom’s house.”

“Ok!” Jason was excited. 

After a minute Tim and Emily both retreated to the back room so Tim could help move a couple of boxes. Jason ventured over to the cash register. The blonde girl at the register was propped up on a wooden stool reading some magazine and looked up when Jason dropped his brother’s book on the counter. She stood up and looked at Jason with a questioning look. 

“You probably won’t have to pay for this book, sir...”

“Call me Jason” He interrupted.

“Uh, Jason you probably won’t have to pay for this book if you just let Mrs. Red...um, Emily, know that you want it.” She suggested. 

“Oh, that’s ok. I would feel better about paying for it. I know Tim worked hard on it and its only right if I do my part.” Jason stated with a smile. She didn’t smile back. 


With an electronic beep the cash register swung open and the girl placed Jason’s twenty-dollar bill in the proper tray and extracted the change. Jason selected bookmark with a picture of a dog on it and placed it on top of the book. Jason looked at her as she bagged the book. 


Jason smiled but didn’t take the bag. “If you don’t mind my asking what nationality are you?”


She once again threw him a questioning look but answered anyway. “Mostly Latino with a bit of black...I think.” She shook the bag hoping Jason would take it. 


He slowly grasped the plastic bag but did not take his eyes off her. “You’re a very beautiful woman.” He continued with the flirtation. “I especially like that color on you” He gestured to her light blue blouse. 


For a brief instant the girl, in all her beauty, smiled a bright white grin. Her eyes locked on his and spoke volumes to his soul. He almost took a step back in awe at the response. She was beautiful. 


Jason continued knowing he had flattered her. “I am in town for a few more days. I don’t suppose you would be interested in dinner some night?” He leaned over the counter for effect. 


She also leaned in and came face to face with her. He could kiss her from his position. She smiled. 


“You have known me a total of two minutes, my friend. And you are already asking me out?” She questioned. 


“Yes, pretty girl.”


Suddenly her smile vanished. She stood up quickly and pushed Jason back. She held one hand in the air. Jason’s eyes focused on her hand and to his disappointment the ring finger bore a glistening stone. 


“Sir, you are just like so many other men out there. You don’t take time to get to know if I am seeing someone or engaged, which I am, or even ask me my name.”


Jason didn’t know what to say. He knew he had been caught. He quickly tried to think of a response that would smooth over any offense she had taken to his flirtation, but the flirtation’s residue had made his mouth all cottony.


“So, uh... what is your name?” He immediately knew it was a bad decision. 


She balked. “Does it matter?” 


Jason didn’t know where to go from there and simply wanted to back away slowly from the conversation. He smiled meekly. 


“What’s the matter?” Emily had heard the young woman and came to investigate. 


“This gentleman was hitting on me!” The employee complained. 


Jason noticed that she refused to use his name. He turned to Emily and shrugged. 


“She is engaged, Jason.” Emily warned. 


“I am sorry. I wish I had known.” He fumbled.


“Men!” The woman made the term sound so derogatory. She glared at him. 


Emily nodded. 


Jason was ready to leave. He quickly called to Tim. 


“I apologize for not...uh, well... for flirting.” He didn’t really know what say. 


Thankfully Tim was ready to go. Jason picked up the bagged book from the counter. He nodded in apology once again at the girl, but her response was a cold stare. Jason felt embarrassed. 


Emily wished the woman a good day and told her to call if she needed help. Jason quickly escaped through the front door, thankful to be away from the situation. Tim followed him and held the door for Emily. 


“Well, that could have been worse I suppose.” Jason commented. 


“How?” Emily asked. “Oh, excuse me.” A man brushed by her. Tim held the door for him too. 


Jason would have answered had he not been distracted. He stopped in his tracks and stared at the vehicle the man had gotten out of. Tim followed Jason’s gaze and stopped too. At the edge of the curb, parked a little crooked, was a faded navy blue mini-van. The front bumper was dented on the left side. The right side displayed a single bumper sticker. In a flowing font it read Honk if you love Maine.


“Maine...maim?” Tim slowly spoke. 


Emily’s mouth hung open as she turned towards the store again. 


“Mr. Maniac, I presume?” 

CHAPTER FOUR

