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Chapter 1 

 

 

 

“Never violate The Rule of Blood.” 

That is what my mentor said to me on my first day of work, and I didn’t ask why.  I 

forgot about it, to tell the truth.  It wasn’t until four months later that I understood what 

he meant.  Everything begins here, with Aiden Schell. 

Aiden Schell was introduced to me as a Star Researcher for The Trusted Authority for 

over twelve years.  Now, ‘Star Researcher’ is an unofficial job title, like ‘King of Pop’.  It 

didn’t have any perks associated with it beyond the smirking pseudo-respect of one’s 

peers. Aiden was simply the best at what he did as a Research Analyst - investigate 

ridiculous stories. 

Researching articles for The Trusted Authority was difficult work.  It wasn’t because 

it was intellectually and physically demanding, but it’s psychologically arduous to 

investigate information for articles that were so preposterous.  I mean, checking the facts 

on a story of a possessed flounder that haunted a fish market in Port Huron, Michigan, 

telling the customers to, “Eat more chicken?”  Knowing this was what was ahead of you 

every day made getting out of bed hard.  Most people moved up or moved on, but not 

Aiden.  He was stuck.  He had made a fatal mistake about the job.  He violated The Rule 

of Blood.   

The Rule of Blood goes back to vampire lore, and it says that if a vampire bites you, 

you can survive if he does not get the last drop of blood.  If he does drain you of blood, 

you are doomed to be one of the undead for all eternity.  I know because I researched an 

article last year; Vampires in the Subway.  That was mine.  I researched the… facts.  

The job of Research Analyst is a savvy conspirator, and it will suck up all it is given 

and still leave the unsatisfying expectation that more should be sacrificed.  It will do this 

with little display, indeed, with no acknowledgement at all.  By doing more, you set the 

bar higher and you’ve raised the expectation of what you will deliver each week along 
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with it.  If you deliver less the next time, it appears that you’re slacking off.  You’re 

losing your edge.  You’re not dedicated.   

Aiden excelled at work even though his marriage crumbled. He had just turned forty, 

and it was a messy divorce; his wife left him to live with his best friend.  With all social 

life tied to his wife and friends who supported her pursuit of new happiness, he had no 

social life left outside of the office.  All he had was his job, and with nothing else, he 

threw himself into his work, heart and soul, dedicated to researching alien abductions, 

cattle mutilations, and potatoes that resembled celebrity’s heads.  He gave the last drop, 

with nothing else to do and hoping that it would pay off.  Desperate to feel satisfied; to 

not feel so empty and alone, he gave the last drop. 

One might think that out-performing yourself and others would get you ahead, but 

hard work alone does not get you recognized within the corporate infrastructure.  You 

must schmooze.  You must network.  You must be a friend to those in authoritative 

positions.  You must be liked, and Aiden was a socially awkward person and simply did 

not have the people skills to accomplish this.   

It began to dawn on him about a year ago and he knew what he had done; he had 

forsaken anything that resembled a life for his work, and his work was pointless.   

It was then that Aiden became visibly despondent.  His complexion was pasty and 

unhealthy from spending day after day in front of a computer, rarely going outside.  His 

eyes were sunken and had dark rings.  He shaved irregularly and his clothes were 

wrinkled and unkempt.  He smelled. 

Day after day and most weekends, he huddled in his cubicle, just like a vampire who 

must return to his coffin.  What he was doing, I don’t know.  I do know, as we all did, he 

wasn’t working on his assignments.  

After several motivational meetings with management failed to stimulate him, the 

cycle started to terminate his employment.  In the corporate environment at the James 

Trust Media Group, terminating an employee is almost as difficult as killing a vampire.  

It takes the efforts of several managers at different levels, coordination of multiple 

departments, and reams of documented evidence.  Once decided that an employee on the 

staff was going to be fired, it was six months or more before the person gets fired.  In that 

six-month cycle, a person was truly damned, because once the juggernaut of employee 
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termination was set in motion it was not going to stop.  You were a lost soul without hope 

of redemption.  

One Thursday, Aiden wasn’t in his cubicle.  He didn’t show up on Friday, either.  

Monday came and he still wasn’t at work.  He wasn’t there the rest of the week or the 

week after that. 

No one knew exactly what happened to Aiden Schell.  No one knew, but we had a 

good idea.  Down deep, we all believed Aiden had offed himself.  Finding his body 

hanging by the neck in a closet in a seedy motel room or washed up on a shore 

somewhere was only a matter of time, but no one looked very hard.  Even the police 

didn’t do much with no grieving wife and no family, children, or friends pushing them.  

Discovering Aiden’s fate was put on the back burner and the back of everyone’s minds, 

and life continued without him. 

 

I remind myself of poor, lost, consumed and beaten Aiden at times like this. This is 

the danger I face every day.  You never have as much time left as you think you do.  No 

one does. 

My name is Bobby Bocks.  I’m thirty-three years old.  No kids and never been 

married.  I am the current Star Researcher for The Trusted Authority bi-weekly tabloid, 

so give me the smirking respect I have earned. 
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  Chapter 2 

 

 

 

“Up to” a year.   

That is how long I had to live.  That’s how long I could survive before I succumbed 

to the aggressive brain cancer I was sporting in my skull.  It could be less; it could be a 

lot less.  They weren’t sure about that part.  I’m told it is an inoperable tumor, and it 

would eventually be terminal.  

Terminal.  Of course, the doctor meant fatal, lethal, and incurable, but to me, the 

word didn’t sound like what he meant; it didn’t sound deadly or final.  It reminded me of 

being at work.  My terminal, my computer terminal, wasn’t an ending.  It was the 

beginning; the beginning of every single day. 

I discussed my options with the doctor.  This was a short discussion, considering 

there weren’t any.  Prepare to die, and expect it sooner than later.  This is the fourth 

doctor I have seen that has said this same thing, more or less, so it’s really just a rerun for 

me.  I’m going through the motions.  I am dismayed.  Sad. My world is in ruins.  I had it 

all this down pat.  It’s just a script of emotions for me to go through now. 

Well thanks a bunch, Doc. Just send me the bill.  No, I can’t pay cash.  Yes, I am sure.  

Bye now.  Yes, I’m going back to work now.  Home?   No, I have work to do.  No, I don’t 

have anything better to do, thanks for reminding me. 

 

Forty-plus hours of my week were consumed in the James Trust Media Group office 

building; a nine-story, sarcophagus-like structure of concrete and steel.  Inside and on 

each floor except the first was a cubicle farm with harsh, fluorescent lighting and not 

many windows.  There are lots of people in cubicles, working diligently at…whatever.  

The floor I work on was filled with the noise of a hundred people’s voices, typing, 

moving and dying.  It was the sound of something mechanical.  
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Each eight-foot-by-eight-foot, two-tone grey cubicle looks exactly alike.  They 

usually had some business-oriented poster provided by the company.  Maybe there was a 

personal effect; a picture of the wife and kids and maybe a plant.  All had a chair and a 

two-drawer filing cabinet.  All had the same desk orientation, with the shelves in the 

same place and at the same height.  All were designed to give the occupant the 

resemblance of privacy. 

“That’s a nice computer, Mr. Bokes.”  The skinny 20 year old placed the new monitor 

carefully on my desk next to computer.  “First the bigger 8x8 cube... now the new 

desktop computer with multiple monitors. All of your data and applications have been 

preloaded.  Next thing ya know, I’ll be hooking you up in the corner office!” 

I hated it when Terrance came by.  I hated it even more when Terrance attempted to 

suck up.  I resented his eternal optimism, never-ending chipper mood and complimentary 

demeanor; anyone that happy must be blissfully ignorant.  I envied him. 

“Is there something I need to sign?” I asked. 

“Nope, everything is already in the system.  We track everything you have by serial 

numbers.” 

“Comforting,” I said, with a hint of sarcasm that was lost on Terrance. 

A shrill beep emanated from Terrance’s belt.  Was it his two-way radio?  Cell Phone?  

Other cell phone?  Terrance fumbled with each of them until he found the culprit.  We 

have a winner!  It was the other cell phone.  He checked the text message. 

“Oh 911, I gotta go.  I’ll be back later to finish this.” Terrance scurried away. 

“But I need this hooked up to...”  I protested, but Terrance had already rounded the 

corner and was out of sight. 

I stood there, looking at the computer and picked up the cable dangling from the back 

end of the monitor.  I looked at the connector.  I already had one monitor, but had no idea 

how to connect a second one to the same machine. 

“What are you doing?”  

The accusing voice startled me.  It was the Ted, peeking over the wall of the adjacent 

cubicle. 

“If you try to hook it up yourself, it’ll delete all your files.” 

“That’s not true!” I said, but I was less than sure. 
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“That’s what they told me.  It’s something about static electricity.  I wouldn’t risk it.” 

I put the cable down and grabbed a notepad.   

“I have a meeting to go to anyway,” I said, glaring at Ted who was still peering over 

the cube wall.  I started for the meeting room. 

 

Mr. Snavely, the Research Manager, was winding up the third bullet point on his list.  

I’m late, and am ignored as I enter the room and take a seat. 

“So, in the future, to be more politically correct, our legal department has asked that 

we refer to space aliens in the dual-sex format of ‘he/she’ rather than ‘he’ OR ‘she,’ 

unless we clearly establish beforehand that the alien is male or female.  Understood?” 

Snavely peered over his glasses at the eight people in the room.  He doesn’t 

acknowledge me yet.  I was late, you see. 

“Positively!” Shane chimed in.   

Shane had started work at TMG only three weeks ago, and he still had that, ‘I’m new 

and don’t know any better’ ambition.  He had more to contribute.   

“I’ve got to say that it’s great that TMG has a work environment that is so concerned 

with political correctness.”  Shane absolutely beamed with ignorance.  “It’s great.  Really 

great.” 

“OK, then…” Snavely was ready to move on but Shane interrupted. 

“But what if they aren’t either male or female?  After all, they are aliens.” 

Snavely wasn’t amused.  Shane had not learned that, when Snavely asked if there 

were questions, no one was supposed to ask questions.   

 

Shane jumped in his seat and raised his finger as if inspiration had just hit him.  

“They could have multiple sexes… and require like, 3 or 4 of them to mate.”  Shane’s 

somewhat glassy eyes went even glassier as he thought about this.  “Wow.  Imagine that!  

Four people of different sexes required to DO IT!  Ha!  What would birth control devices 

look like?” 

Jennifer sat next to him.  She knew better than to participate, even if she was amused.  

Instead, she gave him a disdainful look and refocused on the report in front of her as if it 

were the most interesting thing she had ever seen. 
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“I’ll address that with you offline, Shane.”  Snavely cleared his throat and checked his 

notes. 

“Moving on, our Employee of the Month again this month is Mr. Bobby Bokes.  

Bobby once again cleared the most stories for publication than anyone else.  Nothing said 

about his punctuation, mind you.  Congratulations, Bobby.” 

Snavely started to clap and everyone joined in out of obligation.  I looked up and 

forced a smile.  I didn’t care about Employee of the Month and hadn’t set out to get it.  I 

certainly didn’t think I deserved it.  After all I was just doing my job; following the task 

list, checking off the objectives.  It wasn’t as if I had come up with a new way of doing 

things, revolutionized the research process, or contributed even a single meaningful 

sentence to the slag that passed for journalism around here.  I did try once. 

 

A long time ago, when I first started at TMG, I slipped a paragraph into a piece on the 

government cover up of toxic waste dumping.  I wrote about the trust between a 

government and its subjects; about how the damage to the environment, severe as it was, 

was only a first step in a greater decay.  A decay that threatened to undermine the fragile 

balance of a system where power is not owned but lent by the people to those who 

represent them, and they needed to take it back. 

It was a heavy-handed soap-box piece to be sure, but it was better than anything I had 

read while researching for the Trusted Authority.  The editor didn’t agree.  He said that if 

I wanted to get published, I should write a letter to the editor just like the rest of the 

public.  Maybe they would print a sentence or two in the ‘Feedback From Readers’ 

section on page 16.  He reminded me that my ‘function’ was to research what was 

written, not to have any original thought.   

I didn’t make employee of the month that time. 

 

Having clapped for the appropriately required length of time, everyone stopped and 

Snavely moved on. 

“One final note, this month’s POMO theme will be Cross Team Synergy.”  Some of 

you will receive an e-mail later today assigning you a new or recently hired employee to 

mentor.  This will build on our existing New Team Member Orientation as well as extend 
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it to members of other departments.  All the details are in this week’s memo.  Any 

questions?”   

Shane smiled in stupid agreement, but didn’t say anything.  Everyone in the room 

collectively breathed a sigh of relief.   

“Ok, then.  Meeting adjourned.  Let’s make things happen!”  Mr. Snavely always said 

this at the close of his Monday morning staff meeting.  He thought it was upbeat and 

motivational. 

 

New Team Member Orientation.  It’s a rotational task; I have to help some new guy 

get learn the ropes.  Here’s the phone, here’s the fax, bathrooms are over here, smoking 

area is out here; that kind of thing.  As if I didn’t have enough to do already, now I had to 

baby-sit some green recruit; probably an intern just out of school. 

I checked in the small mirror in my cubicle to make sure nothing was hanging out of 

my nose or that my hair was not going in fourteen directions at once.  I was OK, I 

thought. 

At first look, you would probably think I was about 30 years old, but people have told 

me there is something about me that seems older than that.  It could be the look in my 

eyes, or maybe it’s the set of my jaw.  Once, a girlfriend said I was like a paperback book 

that has been read too many times. The pages are dog-eared and the spine is broken so 

that it doesn’t close properly, but the cover is still glossy.  I don’t think it was a 

compliment.  

I glanced down at my watch.  It reads 10:11 in large block numbers.  Better hurry, HR 

hates it if you’re late.  I scurried from my cubicle and headed downstairs. 

There is a row of chairs lining the wall just outside the HR offices.  New recruits 

usually sit there, wide-eyed and fidgeting after filling out reams of first-day paperwork.  

As I rounded the corner, I expected to see the new kid occupying one of the 

uncomfortable seats.  Instead there was young lady about my own age sitting in the last 

seat, farthest from the door. I turned and entered HR. 

The first cube inside the HR area belonged to Beverly; no one dare call her Bev.  She 

was thin with graying hair and very large glasses.  She had been with the company as 
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long as anyone could remember, having laid claim to the HR throne simply by outlasting 

any rivals.  She now presided over her dominion with a strict and authoritative rule.   

“You’re late.  New Team Member Orientation begins at 10:15,” said Beverly, even 

before I had approached her cubicle. 

“It’s only 10:16,” I said, checking my watch. 

“10:16 is not 10:15 now is it?”  Beverly said, looking over the rims of her glasses. 

I started to form a rebuttal but stopped. 

 

  They used to call this a Show Down.  Now, it’s Inter-Office Communication.  Now, 

it’s a Career Limiting Move.   Now, it’s life. 

 

I moved on, asking, “Where is the new guy?”  

“Tanner Orb. She… is waiting in the hall for you,” said Beverly, her finger gesturing 

in a lazy pointing motion toward the door as she turned her attention to her computer and 

more important tasks.  

I stuck my head out the door and looked down the row of chairs.  There was still just 

the one woman sitting at the end of the row.  The rest of my body followed my head as I 

stepped into the hall.  

“Are you Tanner Orb?” I asked. 

“That’s me!” she said, rising from the seat and extending her hand.  Shaking her 

hand, I couldn’t help noticing how soft it was.   

“I’m Tanner Orb.  I guess you’re the guy who got stuck with showing me around. 

Sorry about that.” 

“No trouble at all,” I lied.  “Robert Bokes, but everyone calls me Bobby.  I’m pleased 

to meet you, Tanner.  Follow me.” 

I tried not to be too obvious as I sized her up. I guessed she was in her late 20’s, early 

30’s.   Her brunette hair hung straight and simple around her round face.  Not too much 

makeup.  No doubt, she had fussed over this for an hour to make it look like she didn’t 

try too hard.  She wore a blue blouse and skirt.  It was tasteful business attire and it 

accentuated her curves nicely. No wedding ring or engagement ring.   
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Tanner picked up an open box and followed me.  Out of the top of the box, a Galilean 

Thermometer stuck up, along with a couple of rolled up posters.  Stuff shifted around as 

she walked. I punched the up button on the elevator and the doors open almost 

immediately. 

 “So what did you do before you came to TMG?”  I asked, looking down at the HR 

paperwork.  It’s the right kind of thing to ask, but I didn’t really care. 

“I was a part owner of a company.  We located and authenticated rare books from 

around the world.  Then we would make them available for purchase over the internet.  

Maybe you heard of it?  Rarelit.com?” 

I hadn’t heard of it and I shook my head. 

A look came over Tanner’s face that was almost nostalgic and her brown eyes seemed 

to brighten.  “It doesn’t exist anymore but we were pretty well known in some circles.  I 

managed the whole thing, from finding the books to maintaining the web site.” 

I was suddenly interested. “Yeah?  Do you know anything about computers?”  

“I was pretty hands-on with everything.  I had to keep the servers up and running, but 

that wasn’t my primary job.  I mean, I mainly collected and researched the books; where 

they came from, who authored them, where they had traveled.  You’d be surprised, a 

good book can have a more interesting life than a lot of people.”  

As Tanner spoke, I smiled and nodded, but I think she could tell that I wasn’t really 

interested in the details. The elevator doors open and I said, “Let me show you where I 

sit.” 

Tanner followed through the maze of cubicles until we reached my seat. Cubicles. 

They are like bathroom stalls with lower walls, no doors and less dignity. 

“You think you could help me out with this?” I asked, pointing to the new computer, 

still not hooked up. 

“Sure, you just need it hooked up?”   She attached various cables here and there.  

“You’re good to go.” 

Alive!  It’s Alive!  I jumped into the chair in front of the computer and said, “Thanks a 

lot,” as  I typed in my password and logged on.  Then while the machine was loading the 

desktop, I looked at the sheet Beverly had given me.  “Looks like you’ll be sitting around 
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the corner.  Just go down that way and take the first right.  You’ll be somewhere on that 

row, the cube should have your name on it.” 

I turned back to the screen and started scrolling through my e-mail. 

“Ok, thanks.”  She started off uncertainly, “This way, right?”   I nodded.  She’ll find 

it. 

 

An hour later, I had caught up on my email and went by to see how Tanner was 

doing. I peered around the entry of her cube. It’s standard in every way.  There’s a 

computer, a chair complete with wheels, as if you needed them to traverse the vast 

workspace where the working surfaces were literally an arms-reach apart.   

Tanner was bent over, trying to plug something in under the desk.  I stared at her pert, 

round ass, stretching the skirt material tight.  She popped her head up from under the desk 

and I quickly looked away.  

“It’s… smaller than I expected,” she commented. 

“What?  Oh, the cubicle.  It’s a standard level II cube, 8’x8’,” I said. “Same size as 

mine.”  I recalled the cube I had as an intern.  It was practically a phone booth with walls 

you could see over, even when sitting. “Not everyone gets a full sixty-four square feet.”  

Tanner tried to cover her disappointment and added, “I’m sure it will work out great 

once I get all settled in.”   

It was unconvincing but appropriate, and I appreciated that. 

“Well you already have most everything you need,” I said.  “There’s your picture 

frame.  Here’s your plant.  It’s fake, you don’t have to worry about watering it.  Oh, and 

here’s your welcome kit.” 

I grabbed the brightly colored box from the desk and opened it.  This is cool!  I pulled 

out something that resembled a map and started unfolding it. 

“Here’s your org chart,” I said, handing the now large and gangly sheet to Tanner.  “I 

have this tacked up on my cube wall.  It’s good to know where everyone fits.” 

Tanner took the poster with a smile, “Right. Thanks.”  

I kept rummaging through the welcome kit, “There’s other good stuff in here too.”  I 

pulled out a squeezy-ball stress toy, a plastic keychain, a plastic cup.  “And here, you get 
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a t-shirt with the company logo on it.  You can’t wear it to work though.  Against the 

dress code.” 

Tanner started unpacking her own box.  She pulled out a coffee mug, a pencil holder 

and a framed picture of what I think are her parents, setting them all on the desk, and then 

went back to the box.  This time she pulled out a cardboard tube about three feet long, 

capped on both ends.   

I had seen the tube sticking out of the box down in HR, and I was wondering what 

was inside.    

Tanner uncapped one end and gave it a shake.  Out slid a roll of fabric.  I watched 

with interest as she unrolled it and held it up against the cubicle wall. 

It was a poster of the earth.  The picture was taken from space, and I recognized the 

continents, except for North America, which I estimated to be on the opposite side of the 

globe from this picture.  I touched it.   

“It’s print-screened on felt,” said Tanner as she picked up the tube and shook it again.   

This time, three darts fell out and onto the desktop.  The darts had blunt, Velcro tips.  

“Whenever I feel like I should be somewhere else, anywhere else, I just throw a dart at 

this.”  Tanner tossed a dart at the poster of the earth.  The dart hit somewhere in the 

region of Tunisia. 

“Then I find a book or an article about that place.  You can tell a lot about a place 

from its stories.  If the story’s good, it’s almost like you’ve been there.  In so many ways, 

civilization itself is defined by its writing.”   

I knew what Tanner meant, but I didn’t feel the same way.  Reading was just 

escapism.  I nodded. 

“I’m sorry.  That probably makes no sense.  I have a tendency to get a little 

philosophical about that stuff,” said Tanner, a little embarrassed.  “What else is in the box 

there?”  She motioned toward the welcome kit. 

“Nothing important, really.”   

I felt a little sorry for Tanner.  With that kind of naïve, dreamer mentality, the people 

around TMG would tear her apart in no time.   
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I asked, “Did you see the email?  Of course not.  It takes a few days for them to get 

your e-mail account set up.  I’ll be mentoring you for the next month.  If you have any 

questions, ask me first, before you ask anyone else.” 

Tanner looked at me and nodded. 

“Your stats will directly reflect on mine for the first 30 days, so it’s important that 

you start getting good numbers right away.” 

She nodded again.  “OK.” 

 

Over lunch, I leveled with Tanner about her new job. 

“So, we are Research Analysts. It’s a good title, right?  A while back, TMG looked at 

the volume of legal action being taken against all its subsidiaries, and they have a lot, 

from cable channels to printed publications.  They discovered one thing - almost all the 

lawsuits were against this subsidiary, The Trusted Authority.  There were thousands of 

them.  It seems that some people didn’t like being quoted in stories about Alien 

abduction, especially if they had never been interviewed.  They didn’t like having their 

heads photo-shopped onto other bodies.” 

Tanner gave me a look of concern.  I knew the look.  What had she signed up for?  

She stayed quiet and listened. 

“So… that’s where we come in.  We provide valuable ‘Cover Your Ass’ insurance.  

We’re the first line of defense against law suits.  We provide ‘plausible deniability’.  And 

I suppose, if you don’t do your job well, you make a good scapegoat.” 

It perplexed Tanner, and she still didn’t say anything.  I gave her high marks for 

showing restraint.  Think about it, then ask the questions.  That’s good.  Really good. 

 

Later that day, Tanner came into my cube. 

“Excuse me, Bobby.” 

“What’s up?” 

I’m told I need a “T-134 form” to request network access.  The orientation booklet 

says I can download it from an intranet website...”  she fumbled through a brightly 

colored pamphlet titled, ‘Welcome!  Valued Member of the TMG Team’   “...but I can’t 
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get to the website without network access, so...”  She had a deep furrow between her 

eyebrows and flipped pages as she spoke. 

I couldn’t help but grin.  Tanner was obviously new to the principles of the 

‘Corporate Infinite Loop’.  “Yeah, it doesn’t make any sense.  A lot of things around here 

are like that, but there’s always a way around it.”   

This was my element.  It was as if The System was designed to confuse you, like 

some covert plot to break you mentally and remove your will.  All too often, it 

succeeded, but not today.  Not now.  I relished these small opportunities to color outside 

the lines. 

   

They used to call it anarchy.  Now, it’s efficiency.  Now, it’s competence.  Now, it’s 

as good as it gets. 

 

“I’ll print it out for you.  You’ll have to fill it in by hand and turn it in to Bev in HR.” 

Tanner’s eyes settled on the colorful Rubik’s cube on my shelf and she picked it up. 

“Hey!  You solved it!” 

Then she noticed that the only side that was all the same color was the blue side.  The 

other sides were checkered multiple colors. 

A little embarrassed, I said, “Uh, well, no.  I’ve never been able to figure it out.  I can 

get one side lined up, but in the process, the other sides end up more screwed than 

before.” 

“A lot of things are like that,” Tanner says with a knowing smile.  “But as you said, 

there’s a way around it.” 

Tanner turned the cube so that one end is pointing up like a diamond.  Holding it 

tightly in her hands, she worked her thumb into position just below the corner piece of 

the cube, increasing the pressure on the corner until it suddenly popped off.  The small 

corner piece landed on the desk and spun to a stop.  It’s colored on three sides and has a 

small tab that linked it to the rest of the pieces making up the Rubik’s Cube.  Tanner was 

still holding the toy, and she slowly released it onto the desk.  With the corner piece 

missing, the rest of the small squares were loose and fell from the cube’s substructure and 

scattered over the desk. 
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I watched this with horror.  Tanner had no way of knowing what this toy meant to 

me, and now it was broken!  

Tanner quickly said, “Don’t worry, I can put it back together.” 

She deliberately picked up each piece, one at a time, sorted them by color, snapping 

them back onto the plastic mechanism they were dislodged from.  Finally, she picked up 

the last corner piece and with a bit more effort, it went into place, snapping crisply as it 

locked in with the other squares.  Tanner handed the cube back to me, and I slowly 

rotated it in my hand, admiring the solid colored sides. 

  “Sometimes, you have to change the rules of the game.  I guess purists might call 

that cheating, but I think there’s fair advantage in knowing how it works rather than just 

working it.”  She smiled. 

I looked at her and then back to the cube.  Maybe she has more on the ball than I 

thought. 

 “The form is on the printer, over there,” I said, but I didn’t look away from the 

Rubik’s cube. 
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Chapter 3 

 

 

Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep! 

 

The digital clock read 6:30 and emanated a long shrill sound designed to drive 

straight to a man’s spine and wrench him into action. 

Welcome to my morning. Startled from sleep by the alarm, I shot straight up in bed 

and drew in a quick gasp.  Taking a quick look around I realized it was just the start of 

another day, and smacked the off button on the top of the clock. 

As I sat on the edge of the bed, stretching, I tried to focus on the room.  It was dark 

except for daylight streaming in around the edges of his square window shade.  The 

shades were heavy and supposed to block out light but they were slightly smaller than the 

window. 

I yawned as I stood and then walked to the bathroom and looked at my disheveled 

appearance in the mirror.  Despite the need for a shave and messed up hair, it struck me 

that I didn’t look bad.  I also didn’t look good.  I was completely average, almost the 

point of becoming invisible; non-existent.   

I smashed my nose down and to one side with his finger, and then used a finger from 

my other hand to push my eyebrow back making one eye squinty.   

“If I was disfigured at least I’d be interesting.  At least I’d have character,” I thought.  

I was going to die from a brain tumor.  I suppose that made me somewhat special, 

although we are all dying, in the Nietzsche-ian sense.  But no one could see my brain 

tumor, so really… what good was it? 

 

I settled into the routine of the morning.  I showered, got dressed and went to the 

kitchen.  I was on autopilot.   

Waiting on the toaster, I gazed absently out the window.  It was a clear spring day.  

The grass was still brown and was about the same color as the wooden fence that 

bordered my small backyard.  The lack of contrast made my small lot seem even smaller. 
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A bird was perched on the one small tree in my back yard.  The tree had just started to 

get its leaves and was looking slightly less like a stick and a little more like a tree, now.  

The thin wiry limb bent and wobbled slightly under the weight of the bird but it happily 

chirped away none the less.  I don’t know why exactly, but it made me smile.   

The toaster made a loud “chunk!” noise, but the toast barely moved.  I sighed and 

grabbed a fork from the silverware drawer, peering into the slots on the toaster. As I 

positioned my fork, preparing for surgery; Toastectomy, I noticed the toaster was still 

plugged in.  I really should unplug it before trying to retrieve my breakfast;  I could be 

electrocuted.   

I contemplated taking the risk, cheating death.  This was a daredevil challenge - a 

fork and a toaster. “But what if I died?  What would they write about it in the paper?”   

 

“World morns tragic loss of top researcher,” read the headline.  Maybe they would 

interview people about it on TV.  

“Without his tireless pursuit of flawless accuracy, I’m just not sure I can still trust the 

Trusted Authority,” one man on the street would say. 

On another station, they would interview a woman standing in a grocery store 

checkout line, bouncing a fussy baby on her hip with a rack of tabloids behind her.  

Holding a copy of Trusted Authority with my picture on the cover, my hair obviously 

photoshopped to be standing on end in mock-electrocution.  The cover read 

“CONSPIRACY!”  

“His creative input was the only reason I bought the Authority.  I mean, you never 

saw his name next to the stories… or anywhere else in the magazine really… but you 

could just tell when it was one of his.  It just touched you.” 

 

I inched the fork closer.  

  

“Nah, a more likely headline would be ‘There’s one less moron wasting the earth’s 

valuable resources,’” I said aloud. 

The TV anchor would smile and read from the teleprompter. 



Life in Sixty-four Square Feet 

 20 

“Yesterday, Bobby Bocks, also known as, “Who?” by his close friends and 

associates, died in a way suiting the way he lived - meaninglessly.  He jammed a metal 

instrument into an electrical device and electrocuted himself.  Bobby’s body has been 

collected by Anderson’s Garden Center and will used as expander for bulk mulch.  No 

memorial service is planned.” 

Then again, why would they write about it at all?  I put the fork down, grabbed the 

toaster and shook it upside-down, smacking it firmly on the side with my palm.  The toast 

dropped onto the counter along with the burnt crumbs, and I sat down at the table with 

my speckled toast. 

 

I lived in what was considered a nice neighborhood.  The homes were not huge but 

were well equipped with all the standard amenities.  The development was built about 5 

years ago and still had that new construction look.  They had cleared and leveled the land 

before building.  That made it easier to slap together the houses in a nice straight row.   

Every house had the obligatory tree in the front yard, but just one, because the yards 

weren’t really large enough to accommodate another.  The saplings were all planted after 

construction was finished and were all the same size and in the same location in each 

yard.  The landscaping for each home was uniform.  In fact, the whole development was 

uniform, but the neighbors reveled in the minute differences.  “Upgrades,” they called 

them.   

The couple that lived next door was very proud of the fact that they went for the front 

door with a 6-inch arch window at the top. 

“It opens up the whole front elevation,” they would say.   

 

They used to call it compromise.  Now, it’s individual expression.  Now, it’s 

distinction.  Now, it’s life. 

 

I locked my windowless front door behind me as I left home.  Walking to my Jeep 

Cherokee parked in the drive way, I looked down the street to see that several of my 

neighbors were also leaving.  They all climbed into their cars, waved to each other and 
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backed out of their driveways, in sync.  It was almost as if it was choreographed.  An 

automobile ballet played out in perfect timing every single morning. 
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Chapter 4 

 

 

I pulled up and parked my car into my assigned slot among a sea of other cars. A sign 

in front of the parking space reads, “Star Researcher of the Month.” There are other spots 

closer to the door, but this is the spot I earned.  

This day is the same as the last day. I walked past rows of cubes to my own little 

haven - My home away from home, my cubicle. I felt a headache coming on, same as the 

day before, and same as the days before that. Dropping my bag down on the desk, I 

pressed the power button on my computer. While I was waiting for it to boot up, I opened 

my desk drawer and took out a bottle of Tylenol and popped two into my mouth, 

swallowing them without water. Grabbing my coffee mug, I headed to the fountain of 

youth - the coffee pot.  

As I rounded the corner, I was surprised to see Tanner missing from her cube. The 

first week had been about getting set up - filling out paper work, getting access to 

network, mind-numbing busy work. But now, in her second week, she has assignments 

and responsibilities, and I’m accountable for her performance, or lack of. I’ll have to fix 

that.  

But I had no coffee, and that was priority one. I made my way toward the break room, 

where I heard laughter. This was a sound I didn’t hear often at work.  

I stepped through the break room door and saw Tanner standing next to the coffee 

maker. There were about a half dozen people from the office gathered around her, some 

seated in chairs, some perched on the edges of the counter.  

“…and that’s why she laughs every time it snows.”  

Tanner smiled and scanned their faces for reaction. The group was a mixture of quiet 

laughter and reminiscent sighs. Everyone had bright smiles on their faces.  

“Great story, Tanner. Thank you,” Richard said, and others in the group nodded or 

agreed as they gathered themselves together to go back to… whatever.  

I stood in the corner by the vending machine as everyone filed out of the room. Then 

it was quiet.  



Life in Sixty-four Square Feet 

 23 

Hello, Bobby! Good morning,” Tanner said.  

“Looks like you’ve made friends already,” I said, filling my cup and taking a cautious 

sip. I meant for it to be an agreeable statement but it ended up sounding like a question. 

“They seemed to be enjoying your story, anyway,” I amended.  

“They’re really nice people. I was telling a story from the book, Top of the World. 

Have you ever heard it?”  

“No, I can’t say I have.”  

“Oh, it’s a great story, very poignant. I have a first edition copy, signed by the author. 

You are welcome to borrow it if you want.”  

I sighed.  

“Listen, Tanner, it’s great that you’re fitting in and making friends, but you have to be 

careful about drawing too much attention to yourself. You don’t really want to stand out - 

not this early. It’s best to fly under the radar.”  

Tanner smiled and nodded but I could tell she didn’t get it, or maybe, she didn’t care.  

“When they want someone to work the weekend, or spearhead the next ‘safety 

awareness campaign’ or worse yet, decide who to lay-off, who do you think is going to 

be the first one chosen? The person everyone knows, or the person they’ve never heard 

of?  Being anonymous has its advantages.”  

“What about getting ahead? You know, networking?” asked Tanner.  

“Making friends in high places? You may ride high for a while, but when they lose 

interest in you, you’re out. I’ve seen it a hundred times. It’s risky business. Nope, 

invisibility is the key to longevity. Trust me.”  

“I’m not sure I’m after longevity at Trusted Authority.  I do appreciate the steady 

paycheck, but I don’t know if this is really what I want to be doing three years from now. 

I want to start a career path into management here, maybe for a different publication by 

Trust Media.”  

“If that’s what you want.”  

I started toward the door and remembered something, turning back toward Tanner. 

“Oh, it’s Friday. A bunch of us are going to happy hour after work. You should come.”  

Tanner looked up, smiled a little and shook his head. “I know.  Joe told me.  I’ll be 

there,” she said with a smile.  “He’s cute.”  
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~~~~~ 

Later that morning, Tanner sat in her cube, the phone handset pressed to her ear with 

one hand while nervously shuffling paper with her other. 

“No, I… Yes, yes that is what I said. But, how could I possibly verify that…?” 

Tanner held the receiver out from her ear  as the person on the other end screamed 

and ranted. After a few seconds there seemed to be a lull and Tanner put the phone back 

to her ear. 

“All I’m saying is that there is no way for me to verify that…” She checked her 

computer screen. “‘Alien anal probes have increased 600% this year alone.’” 

Tanner listened as the person on the other end started yelling again. 

“No, I… I guess I can’t rule it out either… Uh, about a week, I’ve been here about 

eight days. Hello?” 

The angry person had hung up. Tanner sat, staring straight ahead, still holding the 

receiver. After a few seconds, she hung up. 

To her right was a basket marked ‘IN’, stacked high with file folders and paperwork. 

Tanner pulled a file folder off the stack and opened it, let out a sigh, picked up the phone, 

and punched in a phone number. 

“Yes, this is Tanner Orb with the Trusted Authority. It’s… sort of a news magazine. 

Is there someone there at the Pentagon who I could talk to about aliens? No… space 

aliens. Yes, specifically, space aliens who do anal probes. Yes, I’ll hold.” 

From my vantage point, I watched her struggle through. It was a little voyeuristic  but 

I was supposed to ramp her up. I’d take some of the blame if she didn’t work out. Still, I 

found her easy to look at. She really was quite lovely. Not like a movie star or model, but 

she had a natural beauty and a love of life – a sparkle in her eyes. I wondered if perhaps I 

was attracted to her because she had aspirations beyond… this.  She had aspirations 

beyond mine. 

~~~~~ 

 

Still later that day, Tanner and I were in a meeting. Seymour Newd, the Chief Editor, 

was displaying the mock-up for the front page of the next issue of Trusted Authority.  
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The headline reads, ‘Aliens attack the rich!’  It had a badly faked image of a flying saucer 

shooting a laser beam at a yacht. 

“This might broaden our appeal to the upper class sector,” Seymour said to Ed, one of 

the writers. “And, this will help establish our demand with the lower class sector, because 

they are the have-nots and resent the rich.” 

The editors are all scavengers and parasites, looking for some angle or buzz-word to 

sell copy.  It’s a job.  The discussion continued and I quit listening, at least, until Tanner 

chimed in. 

Tanner cleared her throat and said, “Excuse me.” No one noticed and the chatter 

continued.  “Excuse me.”  This time a little louder, but still not very forceful. No change. 

“Hey! Excuse me!”  She yelled, a bit louder than she meant to. 

All noise in the room stopped as eyes turned to Tanner. 

“I finished the research on that piece.  The story doesn’t pan out.  The captain of the 

yacht saw no UFOs.  Just something fell from the sky and punched a hole all the way 

through the hull of the ship and it sank.” 

Tanner looked around the room and evaluated the expressions on everyone’s faces, 

and I know she saw that I was shaking my head side to side.  It was very slight, but she 

caught it.  She continued anyway. 

“Turns out that an old satellite was scheduled to re-enter the atmosphere on that date, 

directly over the ocean where the ship was at the same time.  I verified this with NASA.  

I got some remarkable double-talk from them, trying to disavow any ownership of it.  

Pretty interesting stuff.” 

Blank looks all around the room. I put my hands up to my face and rubbed my 

forehead. 

She continued, “And as for that millionaire, Alan Trint.  He was on a golf course 

during a thunderstorm.  He was just struck by lightning, not attacked by aliens.” 

She paused and the room was completely silent. I moaned slightly, but in the absence 

of any other noise, it was evident. 

Seymour looked at Snavely and said, “Bill? This is one of yours?” 

Snavely put down his pen and sighed.   I had a sudden sinking feeling in my stomach. 
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Snavely said, “Thank you, Tanner.  You’ve done your homework on this one, and 

that’s commendable.  But we need to have some eye-witness accounts that backup 

our story.  We need pieces of information that fit our story.  It’s as if you were 

researching a completely different story… a story all your own.” 

“No!  That’s not it. I was just verifying the facts and… they didn’t… verify.” 

“It’s your job to find facts that DO verify, Tanner.” 

Snavely wasn’t bothering to pretend to be patient, now.  Blunt and direct.  Crush 

whatever concept this new person has of the job and then reconstruct it.  That’s his way. 

I’d been here before. 

“But what about journalistic integrity?”  Tanner said defensively. 

I put my head in my hands.  There was a full three seconds of complete, vacuous 

silence before everyone, including Snavely, erupted in guffaws of laughter.  The laughter 

continued, and with each passing second, Tanner seemed to diminish and shrink in her 

chair. 

“The integrity of the job, Dear,” Snavely breathed, wiping a tear from his eye and 

regaining his composure, “is to corroborate information with the story you are 

researching.  That,” he lost his composure for a second and starts to laugh again but 

regained it quickly.  “That is the integrity.  It’s integrity to the story.  Integrity to the 

story.  Do you understand?” 

Tanner just nodded and stared down at the file folder on the table in front of her. 

It wasn’t a good day for her. After Snavely burned her down in front of everyone, I 

talked to her, too. I didn’t do it in front of anyone, but she was my responsibility. This 

scene she caused made us both look bad. 

~~~~~ 

Later that day, we were at the Fox and Hound, one of those faux-Irish pubs.  Friday 

nights, we would come here to loosen up before heading home and starting the weekend.  

Tanner had finally started to relax and seemed to put the events of the day behind her. 

Tanner set her bottle down, feeling a little looser after drinking most of a beer.  I got 

the impression she didn’t really drink that much; I don’t even think she liked the taste of 

beer.  But she was out with work associates and she wanted to fit in.  The mellow buzz 

had settled on her and the talking at the table had dropped to a lull. 
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“So, what’s up with that framed issue of Trusted Authority in Snavely’s office?” 

Tanner asked. 

Everyone around the table looked at each other and then back to Tanner, and they all 

erupted in laughter. 

“No really.  What’s the big deal?  Bobby, you tell me.” 

As the laughter died down, I cleared my throat and sat up straight, poised to tell the 

story.  As I began, my tone grew quietly somber. 

 

“It was an accident, really.  It was back in ’94.  Snavely was one of the respected 

editors of Weekly News.  You know, the reputable but boring news publication that TMG 

has; the ying to Trusted Authority’s yang.” 

Or is that yang to TA’s ying?  I stopped and puzzled over this a second before 

deciding it didn’t matter and continued. 

 “Anyway, Lester here,” I said gesturing to the balding man sitting across the table 

who shyly waved in acknowledgement, “Lester was writing a story for the Weekly 

News.” 

 “Come on Lester, you tell us the rest!”  said Brian, one of the researchers.   

 Lester took a long pull on his beer and said, “You all suck.” 

 I laughed and said, “OK, Lester.  I’ll tell the story, but you correct me if I go 

wrong.  Deal?” 

 Lester mocked me saying, “Deal?”   

There were smirks and jibes from others around the table, but I could see Tanner was 

rapt.  I continued. 

“Lester was doing a story on Intel’s new processor, the Pentium.  Lester did a bang-

up job reporting the specs of this cutting-edge technology, but the problem was he was a 

little rushed.  When he did a quick spell check in the word processor, he didn’t pay 

attention to what words it was supplementing for what it thought were misspelled ones.  

‘Pentium’ was not in the spelling checker’s dictionary, but Lester didn’t notice.  He 

printed out the story and took it to Snavely. 
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 Snavely didn’t give it a good read, either.  It was too close to deadline, I guess.  

Anyway, he approved the story, and it went to typesetting, then to print, and then to 

distribution.” 

 “Duh-dummmmmm,” Brian added for dramatic effect.  Brian had already had 

four beers and it looked like he was just getting warmed up.   

I looked around the table at everyone and pulled the small candle in the center closer 

so that it lit my face eerily.  I dropped my tone a little lower. 

  “So the April 12, 1994 issue of Weekly News hit the newsstands, and as business 

men opened it and thumbed through the pages, they came to the story on page 19, ‘Intel 

unveils Penis!’” 

 More laughter, and Jennifer ordered another round with a gesture to the waitress, 

but I continued. 

 “Back in 1994, ‘Penis’ was the closest suggestion the word processor could 

suggest for ‘Pentium.’  All the way through the story, it talked about this powerful new 

‘Penis,’ and that it would revolutionize the industry.  I still remember the first paragraph 

in the story: 

 

 ‘I was recently allowed into the innermost sanctum of the computer hardware 

giant, where the Penis was revealed to me.  More impressive than its revolutionary 

design, which is a true marvel, is what the Penis is capable of accomplishing.  The Penis 

will make our lives easier, if not for what the Penis itself can accomplish, but the 

empowering ways that we will undoubtedly use it.’” 

 Tanner laughed along with everyone else now. 

 “The story got lots of unwanted buzz and was covered by major news channels.  

The Intel Corporation was very forgiving; I bet they even got a good laugh out of it, but 

the embarrassment that it cost the magazine which prided itself on quality journalism was 

not so easily dismissed.  James F. Trust didn’t want to just fire the people responsible.  

He wanted to punish them.  

 He busted Snavely and Lester down to The Trusted Authority.  Lester accepted it, 

right, Lester?  But Snavely… Snavely resented it.  To go from editor of an award winning 

news magazine to an assistant editor of a trash tabloid was not something he took lightly.  
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He decided he would exact vengeance on those he held responsible, so he authored the 

next headline story of Trusted Authority, and that, my dear Tanner, is the issue you saw 

framed in Snavely’s office.  The front page graphic is imposing, don’t you think?   The 

giant mushroom cloud rising from the computer, and of course, the headline.” 

 In unison, we all said, “Computer spell checkers will lead to World War III, 

experts say!” and we laughed, Tanner laughing right along with us.   

Only Lester didn’t laugh, but Brian nudged him and mussed his bald head playfully, 

and then he then grinned slightly.  The high spirits continued, but Tanner seemed to be 

drinking it in.  This wasn’t just an after work social for her, it was school. 
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  Chapter 5 

 

 

“Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep!”  

 

I listened to the alarm as I sat up in bed.  The alarm clock read 6:30.  I smacked the 

off button on the top of the clock and the shrill sound stopped. With a weary sigh, I 

started for the bathroom and began my morning routine. 

In the kitchen, I dropped the bread into the toaster and pressed the lever down.  

Waiting for the toast, I looked out the window and noticed the grass had gotten tall.  

Great.  I would have to mow it soon.  Summer yard work seemed to be a continuous and 

pointless cycle.  You watered the lawn so it would grow but then you would cut the lawn 

because it had grown.  Then you would water it again. 

The toaster made its loud “chunk!” noise.  I continued to look out the window, 

flipped the toaster upside-down, and shook it over the plate until the bread fell out.  I put 

the toaster down unceremoniously and took my plate of toast and burnt crumbs to the 

table, sat down and opened the paper.  This is just another day I would let slip by on my 

prematurely shortened, agenda-less life.  

Later that morning, as I walked to my cube, I passed Tanner’s cube and snagged one 

of the Velcro darts from her desk. Without stopping, I threw it at the felt globe-dartboard.  

After I got a few cubes down the aisle, Tanner yelled out, “Afghanistan.”    

That’s where the dart landed.  I shouted back, “Destitute homeland of terrorists.  Got 

it!”   

Once I got to my cube and logged in, I did a search engine look-up on the Internet for 

Afghanistan, but my phone rang before I could click any of the links that Bing brought 

up.  The LCD display on the phone showed it was Tanorb. 

“I’m looking already!” I said, answering the phone. 

Your objective, should you chose accept it, is to find a story from Afghanistan.”  

After a pause, she added, “A dirty limerick doesn’t count.”   
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“Yeah, I already used that for Sweden, anyway.  I think finding a dirty limerick from 

Afghanistan might be a tad hard to come by.  But it’s not hard to find a news story from 

there, these days.” 

Tanner was quiet for a few seconds too long, and then I heard her say to someone 

else, “Yes sir.”  Then back to me, she said, “I’ve got to go.  Mr. Snavely wants to see 

me.”  Click. 

 I found out later that Snavely chewed her out for being too conscientious about 

researching the stories.  Snavely views this as a volume business.  At first, I had doubted 

that Tanner would cut it here.  She just didn’t seem to be able to unplug her logic and 

integrity while on the job, and it tripped her up over and over.  Now, two months later, 

she is still making the same mistakes.  
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  Chapter 6 

 

 

“Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep!”  

 

I listened to the alarm and sat up in bed.  The alarm clock read 6:30.  I smacked the 

off button on the top of the clock and the shrill sound stopped. Sighing, I started for the 

bathroom to begin my morning routine. 

In the kitchen, I dropped the bread into the toaster and pressed the lever down.  On 

the counter next to the stove sat a small clay pot with several cooking utensils sticking 

out of it.  I absently reached over and pulled out a large wooden fork and placed it next to 

the toaster.   

I looked out the window.  Weeds had overtaken my small back yard.  Let them, I 

thought. 

The toaster made its loud “chunk!” noise, but as usual, no toast popped up.  I picked 

up the wooden fork and dug around inside the toaster, fishing out two pieces of toast and 

then sat at the table.   

I am going to die, soon. I should do something. 

The thought wandered across my mind as it often does.  And as it had done each time 

before, it was pushed out as I began thinking about my workday. 

 

Later that morning, on my way through the office, I stopped by Tanner’s cube to say 

hi.  She had his phone headset on.  Leaning back in her chair, she repeatedly squeezed a 

spongy stress ball with the TMG logo on it as she spoke to… whoever.   

“But you do speak to military personnel regularly, correct?”   

This was a common ploy used to manipulate the individual into saying something we 

could use.  Tanner’s eyebrows raised in anticipation of an agreeing statement.    

“I see.  And what do you talk about with the lieutenant, then?” 

Tanner listened for a second then sat forward like a fisherman with a nibble on the 

line, preparing to set the hook and reel in the fish.   
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“Uh huh, confidential, I see.”   

Tanner scribbled something on the notepad in front of her. 

“So, what you’re saying is that in all your conversations with the military they never 

mentioned the existence of any time machine, right?”  

Tanner paused and listened, but you could tell that she had already decided what to 

say next. 

“So it’s safe to say that you can neither confirm nor deny the existence of a time 

machine being tested by the US military?”   

There it was - It was a question but the way Tanner said it, it sounded like a 

statement. 

“Thank you.  You’ve been very helpful.”  

Tanner spat out the entire sentence almost as one word.  She quickly punched the 

orange release button on the phone, disconnecting the other person. 

 

“Hey, Bobby!  Hold on a second and let me get this down.” 

Tanner typed the sentence: 

 Confidential sources in frequent contact with the military say they cannot deny the 

existence of the time machine. 

Tanner closed the file folder on her desk and placed it in the Outbox.  The Inbox was 

a short stack of folders.   

“Good morning, Master Baiter,” I said.  “I’ll let you get back to your tasks.” 

“Sorry so busy.  I’ll catch you at lunch, OK?” 

 

I waved and moved on as she pulled another folder from the stack and dialed another 

number. 

“Yes, Mrs. Wheeler?”  Tanner scanned the file. 

“Hi, I’m calling about the unusual lights you saw in a farm field about 3 weeks 

ago…” 

Tanner picked up the stress ball and started squeezing it rapidly again. 

“OK, but even if that did turn out to be the source, wouldn’t you say that it was 

‘unusual’ for a farmer to be driving a tractor at night?” 
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I rounded the corner and went to my cube. 

 

~~~~~ 

 

Later that day, we were trapped in the usual meeting with management to remind us 

of how insignificant we are.  Even the recognition given for accomplishments seemed to 

underline the fact that we were not important. 

Snavely was going through a hand-full of recognition awards for vague things like 

“cross-teaming” and “customer focus.”  Then he announced that the “Research employee 

of the month” is Tanner Orb. 

I tried not to look shocked or disappointed, but how did this happen?  Tanner cleared 

the most articles in the shortest time with the most direct quotes.  The award is the 

employee of the month parking spot.  My parking spot. 

“Bobby, it looks like your prodigy has usurped your throne,” Snavely said with a 

smile. 

I wanted to punch him in the face.  I wanted to punch myself.  This award was so 

stupid, why did it matter to me?   

I smiled and shrugged. 

“What can I say?” 

 

After the meeting was over, I left the room and headed back to my cube without 

talking to anyone.  I had a terrible headache so I opened the aspirin bottle I keep at my 

desk, but there was only one pill left.  I took the pill and opened a new bottle of 600; I’d 

been buying aspirin in the big, economy bottles.  While I was fumbling with the safety 

seal on the bottle, Tanner showed up.  

“Tough break on the Employee of the month thing, but your streak had to end 

sometime, Bobby.”  

“Right.  Don’t worry about it.  You earned it but just take good care of my parking 

spot.  I’ll be parking there again next month.”  Then I remembered something.  “I 

finished that book you loaned me.”  I pulled the book out of my briefcase and gave it to 

Tanner.  “I couldn’t put it down.  The author had a real talent for weaving a story that 
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was intricate, yet easy to follow.  I felt like I was right there with him, climbing Everest.  

You were right, it was… inspiring.”  

“I know!  I loved that book.  It’s almost like some incurable disease these guys get – 

trying to climb Everest.  Interesting stuff.” 

I noticed that Tanner was carrying another book. 

“What’s that?” 

Tanner held up the book: The Cream Rises.  It was some corporate business book 

written by an ex-CEO about power lunches or something.  “Gotta go!  Duty calls.”  

As Tanner walked away, I mused over how she had changed; how she had adapted to 

the Research Analyst role.  My thoughts were interrupted by an irritating beep from my 

computer.  It was a reminder from my calendar that I had a doctor’s appointment. 

 

~~~~~ 

 

As I sat down in the seat of my car, I heard a crumpling sound. I reached under my 

butt and pulled out a slip of paper.  

I had forgotten about this – it’s reminding me to pick up a package at the post office. 

It required a signature. No idea what this is – I haven’t ordered anything from Amazon or 

another online retailer lately, but I think I can take care of this and make it to the doctor 

on time.  

The line at the post office moved along slowly. This was taking longer than I 

expected, and I nervously checked my watch. I didn’t want to be late for my appointment 

with Dr. Maddox; he might make me reschedule.  

Finally I was next in line. After milling around for a few minutes, the man behind the 

counter at the post office motioned for me to come forward. The patch sewn to his shirt 

read ‘Ed’.  

“This slip was left in my door. It says I have a package waiting.”  

I held out the yellow slip of paper and Ed took it, raising it to within inches of his 

glasses.  He looked it over for at least a minute before moving slowly to a back room and 

out of sight. He eventually emerged with a small package. He pushed a form across the 

counter to me.  
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I looked it over. “So… where do I sign?”  

Ed pointed in the direction of the bottom of the page and said, “There, in the box.”  

“Right!” I agreed, signing it quickly and handing it back to Ed.  

“That’s it,” Ed said, handing me the package and then returning his attention to his 

portion of the paperwork.  

It was a small package wrapped in heavy brown paper. The wrapping was fastened 

with tape that had turned yellow with age. I took it and looked at the label. Odd. It was 

apparently mailed almost sixteen years ago, but had instructions that said it was not to be 

delivered until this month.  

“Delivered at 1:52pm,” said Ed recording the time and date on the form.  

I looked up from the package. “What did you say?”  

“The time. 1:52pm,” said Ed pointing to the form.  

I looked at my watch nervously. I was going to be late. I shoved the package in my 

jacket pocket and hurried out to my car.  

I made it to the doctor’s office at 2:05. Not too late. The woman at the front desk slid 

a square clipboard under the Plexiglas window and I took it.  

“Fill out all three pages and sign in the box.”  

I looked over the paper work.  

“Excuse me, but I filled this out last time I was here.”  

“You have to fill out a new one every time so that we’re current.”  

She said this without looking away from her computer.  

“Look, it was just last week. I had some tests done. I’m just here to get the results.”  

“You have to fill a new one out every time.” She spoke more slowly and deliberately 

now. She glanced at me as if maybe I had a learning disorder and hadn’t understood her 

the first time. “So that we’re current,” She added.  

When I started to say something else, she added, “No exceptions.”  

My headache was throbbing and I surrendered. I sat down in the waiting room and 

filled out the forms. Again.  

~~~~~ 

At 3:15, I am finally called from the waiting room to see the doctor.  I sat in the chair 

opposite his desk, putting my hands in my lap to avoid fidgeting.   
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Dr. Maddox flipped through a file folder.  On the top was the paperwork I had filled 

out.   

He removed his glasses and began cleaning them with a monogrammed handkerchief.  

He held his glasses up to the light. 

“I just can’t keep these things clean!”  He complained, wiping the lenses again.  

He wasn’t speaking to me, but I was the only other person in the office.  I looked 

around.  A degree from the University of… wherever, hung on the wall, along with other 

awards and accolades.  Pictures of his kids were on the ornate wooden bookshelves, 

along with a picture of his Porsche and a picture from a deep sea fishing trip.  And there 

were books; lots of books and medical journals.   

“So anyway,” Dr. Maddox returned his glasses to his face and continued, “I’m sorry 

to inform you that I agree 100% with the findings of the four previous neurosurgeons. 

There’s no way to know exactly how much longer you have.  There have been some 

attempts to remove the malignancy in similar cases, but none have had successful 

results.” 

“I don’t understand.”  I looked away from the doctor and down at his hands. “I feel 

fine, just headaches.  I spend a lot of time in front of a computer.  Causes eye strain… 

headaches.  You’re saying there’s more to this than that?”  This has been my routine 

comment when doctors hit me with the bad news.  

“Yes, quite a bit more.” 

Dr. Maddox resented this part of the job; having to speak in terms that his patients 

could understand.  He would have to go into what he liked to call talk-down mode.  

Telling me I was dying was easy.  Telling me in layman’s terms was annoying.  On top of 

that, I was expecting him to do something to stave off inevitable death; to cure my illness 

and save me.  He was better than most at concealing his bitterness, but this was déjà vu 

for me.  Different doctor, same story. 

Dr. Maddox said, “Your brain will be systematically shutting down as the tumor 

spreads.  Considering the location of the tumor and your otherwise good health, you’ll 

probably be fully functional right up until you are very close to your death.” 



Life in Sixty-four Square Feet 

 38 

I gaped at the doctor.  “Is there nothing you can do?  My Father died of a tumor 

almost 20 years ago.  There’s been research… new treatments… there must be something 

you can do now.” 

He was going through his routine.  I was going through mine. 

Dr. Maddox sighed heavily.  “A tumor is an unnecessary growth of normal or 

abnormal cells.  Some tumors are treatable and some are not.  Tumors are graded on a 

scale.  One, for benign and treatable tumors, to four, for rapidly growing and malignant 

tumors.  The tumor you are afflicted with is a grade four tumor.” 

Dr. Maddox took out a prescription pad and scribbled something on it.   

“I’m going to give you this for the headaches.  As they get worse, you can take this 

for the pain.  I allowed for one refill, in case you need it.” 

He tore off the top sheet of the pad and handed it to me.  I just stared back at the 

doctor, blankly, hoping for something.  For some sign of hope, some chance that this 

could all just be a terrible mistake.  Like I said, I’ve been through this before and I had 

my routine. 

“You understand Mr. Bokes, there really is no way to tell in these cases.  It could be a 

week, it could be a year.  It’s not treatable and it is always terminal.”  

 

~~~~~ 

 

I drove around for a while. I didn’t see any point in going back to the office, and I 

wound up at Rose Hill Cemetery. It just seemed like the right place to be. 

On the hill was a gathering of about twenty people. Dressed in black and seated on 

wooden folding chairs, they stood out in stark contrast to the green grass, perfect rows of 

granite markers and blue sky. A few cars and a limousine were parked on the nearby 

street. 

It was a burial of course – a graveside memorial. I cocked my head to one side as I 

watched. The casket was a pewter-colored box on a pedestal or something. 

I parked and got out of the car, moving closer – discreet but attentive to the memorial. 

Someone is saying some kind words about… Whoever. The casket is open and I can see 
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the body inside is that of a middle-aged man. Even from this distance, it’s easy to see that 

they went too heavy on the rouge, his cheeks almost red on his otherwise pale face. 

I realized that I was intruding on a sacred and personal event, and the friends and 

relatives probably would not appreciate my staring, but no one seemed to notice me, as 

usual. 

When the ceremony ended, they lowered the casket into the ground. I watched as 

everyone rose from their chairs and filed back toward their cars, in pairs or sometimes 

alone. One woman stepped to the edge of the grave and tossed in a flower – a rose I 

think. After a moment, she turned and walked back towards the parked vehicles. 

Once everyone had made their way from the grave site, I slowly approached,  

stepping to the edge and peering into the hole. At the bottom lay the pewter box with a 

single white rose resting on its lid.  It looked so serene. 

Sitting down on one of the folding chairs, my jacket rode up on one side and 

something poked me in the ribs. Reaching around, I pulled out the package I had picked 

up at the post office, still wrapped. 

I tore the paper off to reveal a rather plain black book with an elastic band stretched 

around it. Embossed in gold on the cover it had one word: 

Journal 

I removed the band and opened it. The cover creaked a little with stiffness as I turned 

to the first page and read it. 

“This is the Journal of Jonathan Bocks.” 

This was my father’s. I never knew he kept a journal. I flipped a few pages and read 

the heading: 

“Went out for the swim team. Failed.” 

Apparently, my father had started keeping this journal on or shortly after his sixteenth 

birthday. For the first time in longer than I could remember, I was excited about 

something. I could hardly wait to read the book, not only that it was my father’s journal, 

but a long time ago, my father, or someone, had arranged to have it sent to me now. 

I leafed ahead sixty pages or so and stopped on a page that read, “Today I became a 

Father.” 
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“Red and wrinkled, the newborn baby wriggled in the hospital crib under the harsh 

fluorescent lighting in the ward. Everything is white except his little blue stocking cap. 

The label on the crib reads, ‘Robert Bokes’ written in black marker. That is my son. 

Next to him and all around him are identical cribs with nearly identical little red and 

wrinkled babies wearing blue or pink stocking caps. The babies all seem so isolated in 

each little crib, compartmentalized.’ 

I stopped reading and looked at the grave in front of me. It was hard to see any 

difference between the beginning and the end. 

“Excuse me.” 

The voice startled me and I stood up from my seat to see a dark haired woman in her 

twenties.  I recognized her from the funeral – she dropped the rose in the grave. I was 

caught off guard and didn’t know what to say. I just stared at her. 

“I forgot my umbrella.” She said, pointing down next to the chair I had been sitting 

in. 

I was paralyzed, partly with fear from having been discovered next to a stranger’s 

open grave and partly because I was always awkward around women, especially women 

this pretty. Except for Tanner, – she was the one exception, the one woman that I didn’t 

feel the need to try to be something other than myself. 

When I didn’t move, the woman reached down and retrieved the umbrella resting 

near my feet. “Did you know my father well?” the women asked. 

“No, not well.” I replied. 

The woman nodded her head. 

“Neither did I.” 

This seemed a very personal thing to tell a stranger and now I was really unsure of 

what to do. 

“It was a nice ceremony though – very… pretty.” This was all I could think of. 

“Yes it was.” The woman looked around the cemetery. “I’ve always liked the fall. 

The changing colors, it’s so beautiful.” 

She picked up a bright red leaf sitting on the chair next to her. She held it by its stem 

and twirled the leaf by rolling the stem between her finger and thumb. “I wish the leaves 

always looked like this.” 
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I was trying to think of something appropriate to say and blurted out the first nearly 

relevant thing that came to my mind. “They do!” 

The women gave me a puzzled look. 

“The leaves – they’re always that color. Each leaf is red or yellow or orange, but you 

just can’t see the color through all the green chlorophyll. When the cold weather starts, 

the tree prepares for winter by drawing the chlorophyll back in to the trunk, and that 

exposes the color that was always there.” 

The women smiled at me. This time, her smile was not sad. 

“Then the leaf… dies, and falls off,” I added, realizing that I should have stopped 

while I was ahead. 

“Well, it’s too bad we don’t get to see its true colors until its life is over.” Her sadness 

seemed to return, but then she added, “But I’m glad it makes that last effort. It’d be a 

shame if it died without at least giving us a glimpse.” 

After an awkward pause, the woman gestured toward the other guests milling next to 

their cars and said, “Well, I better get back. Are you going?” 

I was enjoying talking to this woman, uncomfortable though it was. I almost forgot 

that I was in a cemetery. I had forgotten what Dr. Maddox had said. The reality though, 

was that I had more in common with the residents of the cemetery than with those who 

attended the service. 

“No, there’s someone else here I need to visit.” 

“Well it was nice meeting you. And it was very informative,” said the woman, 

flashing a charming smile.  

In a different place, with different circumstances, and if I were a different man, I 

might have asked her to coffee or dinner.  Instead, I smiled and nodded slightly.  She 

extended the leaf she was holding to me, and I took it. 

I looked at the leaf in my hand and then up at her as she walked down the hill toward 

the waiting group. I absently slid the leaf between the pages of the journal and walked 

away in the opposite direction. 

~~~~~ 

It took a while to find my father’s grave. It had been a while since I had visited. Odd, 

the things you choose to remember about people when they are gone. 
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A frail and withered man lay sleeping in an oxygen tent. His breathing was shallow 

and uneven, and the medical apparatus in the room had tubes and wires that connected 

them to the man in the bubble. The machines beeped and clicked. 

I was seven years old; looking through the clear, rectangular material at what my 

father was reduced to being. Were it not for the medication, oxygen tent and the other 

machines, my father would have died months ago. The tumor had been growing out of 

control for a while, but this last month had been the worst. The doctors weren’t sure how 

much longer he would hang on. I looked at him as he breathed uncomfortably and a tear 

rolled down my cheek, unhindered. 

 

They used to call it a deathwatch. Now, it’s visiting hours. Now, it’s quality time with 

Dad. Now, it’s life. 

 

My father looked different, distorted by the plastic sheet of the oxygen tent, so I 

cautiously bent down and stepped inside the tent, careful not to disturb any of the hoses 

or wires, practically tiptoeing around them to get a better look, and as I did, my father’s 

eyes fluttered open to a semi-conscious state. 

He pulled a deep breath and strained to say, “Hey there. I got you something, Chief.” 

It was a muffled whisper that I barely understood. His hand rose slightly from the bed 

and he was holding a Rubik’s Cube. 

He knew how confining a hospital must be for a kid my age. He had asked a nurse to 

fetch something from the gift shop to keep me busy and keep my mind on something else 

other than his condition. 

I took the toy, smiled and said, “Thanks Dad.” 

He had already slipped back into unconsciousness. 

I went back and sat in the chair, the only chair in the room, and focused on the 

Rubik’s Cube, slowly and deliberately turning the rows of colored cubes. I knew the goal 

was to get all the same colored cubes on each side, but the distraction of the toy was 

comforting, and I was really just going through the motions of turning and turning and 

turning without thinking about it. 
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beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep! 

The sharp, sustained noise startled me, and I realized the EKG machine connected to 

my father is showing a flat line. Another machine started a lower-pitch Beep! Beep! 

Beep! and about twenty seconds pass with the noisy alarms filling the room before 

anyone came in to the room. I sat there, watching. 

Finally, a nurse came in and hurried to the oxygen tent. She checked the tubes and 

wires. A doctor and another nurse join her, the doctor opening the tent and putting his 

stethoscope on the man’s chest. They go through the process of trying to revive my 

father. Preoccupied with their tasks, none of them noticed me, sitting quietly in the chair, 

watching. Still clutching the Rubik’s Cube, my knuckles were white. 

 

~~~~~ 

 

I withdrew after my father died.  I was never outgoing but now, I was more 

introverted than ever. I had a lot of trouble making friends and interacting with others. 

I remember Ms. Hall’s 3rd grade class – I would sit at my assigned desk, just like the 

other children sitting at other desks in the room. We were supposed to draw what we 

want to be when we grow up; it was supposed to be a fun assignment. I had a manila 

piece of paper in front of me. 

The kids at the desks around me were busy coloring with crayons. Some were 

drawing guys building houses, driving cars or piloting airplanes. One was drawing a 

rocket ship. The page in front of me is blank except that I had put my name at the top left 

corner. ‘Bobby’ in purple crayon, and written at a slight angle. 

Ms. Hall, a 40-something school teacher, strolled around, observing the students and 

nodding with approval at their projects. She came by my desk and stopped, assessing the 

blank paper in front of me. I didn’t look up, but I felt her presence. After a moment, she 

sighed and moved on. 

 

They used to call this Art Class. Now, it’s Defamation. Now, it’s Biased Judgment. 

Now, it’s life. 
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The other children were engrossed in their creations, so I turned my attention back to 

the blank paper in front of me. Picking up a green crayon, I put it back down and then got 

a red one. I started marking on the page. 

When art class was almost over, the teacher came back around to me, smiling. Like 

the other kids, I had finally drawn something. As she approached, her smile faded and her 

brow creased a bit. The page was covered with words. In fact, the paper was full of 

words, telling a story about a man in jail. She looked over my shoulder and picked it up. 

She flipped the page over and noticed that the words continued on the back. She turns the 

page back over, and scrawled at the top of the paper in red crayon it reads, “Trapped.” 

“Bobby,” she said in a deliberate and kind tone, “why don’t you go outside and play 

with the other children.” 

“But I’m not done with my story.” 

“That’s ok. You were supposed to draw a picture. We’ll write stories another time,” 

she urged, looking at the paper with concern. 

I got up and left the room, but not before I saw her take my paper and put it in the top 

drawer of her desk. 

~~~~~ 

I was always awkward but had learned to adapt, and by the time I was graduating 

high school, I was in the top of my class. 

“The future rests on our strong and capable shoulders. It will be our generation that 

will herald in the new age. It will be our generation that will face and resolve the 

problems of our time.” 

I sighed and rolled my eyes. 

My speech is so much better. I had written and submitted a speech for this year’s 

graduation but Mr. Duncan, the principal thought it was “not in keeping with tradition.” I 

clutched a folded-up copy of the speech and sat quietly. 

The audience was made up of the graduating class; a hundred or so students all in 

maroon caps and gowns, and their friends and their family, of course. My mother is 

present. Finally, the speech drew to a close. 

“Congratulations to you, the class of 2001! The future is what we make of it!” 
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All of my classmates jumped to their feet. I looked at the response of those around 

and slowly got to my feet, too. 

They all scream, “Hooray!” I just didn’t feel it. Along with the rest of the class, I took 

off my cap and threw it in the air. It was a unfulfilling event for me, but everyone around 

me seemed truly excited and caught up in the moment. Proud mothers were dabbing 

away their tears of joy with white handkerchiefs, proud fathers heartily shaking the hands 

of their newly emancipated sons. I finally just quit trying to fake it, and as my classmates 

were doing high-fives, I stepped away from the crowd, wanting to distance myself from 

them. 

It startled me a little when there was a touch on the shoulder. It was my mother. 

“I’m so proud of you,” she said with a sweet and reassuring smile. “Your father 

would have been, too.” 

I smiled back, still clutching my speech. 

We walked arm in arm toward the car and my mother was beaming with pride. I 

wasn’t sure what I had done to elicit such a swelling sense of satisfaction in her. There 

was nothing unique about my academic accomplishments. I had simply shown up, 

listened, and on test day, I regurgitated what I had heard. Nonetheless, I was glad to see 

her so happy. As we walked past a trash can at the edge of the parking lot, I tossed my 

speech into it. 

“I know you’re going out with your friends to celebrate, but drive me home first. You 

can take the car.” 

She tossed me the keys. More and more, I noticed that my Mother didn’t want to 

drive. That’s fine and I didn’t mind, but it was clear she wasn’t comfortable behind the 

wheel anymore. It was a long drive, almost an hour, and I wasn’t talkative. 

“Something the matter, Bobby?” She asked. It had been over ten minutes where 

neither of us had said anything. 

“Just thinking about what’s next.” 

“Don’t you worry about that.” My mother’s face still showed distinct pride. “I’ve 

spoken to Philip Crenshaw, Jonah’s father. He’s agreed to give you an internship in the 

research department at Trust Media Group. The pay is not much to start, but Trust Media 

Group is a very big place, with subsidiary companies in lots of other things besides 
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magazines and television. It will get you started. It’s the kind of company you can stick 

with your entire life, retire from. And they’ve got good benefits.” 

 

They used to call this a grind. Now, it’s obligation. Now, it’s opportunity. Now, it’s 

life. 

 

“Really,” I said without enthusiasm. 

Trust Media Group was a huge media conglomerate, but I knew that Phillip Crenshaw 

worked for one of its smaller divisions, The Trusted Authority, a weekly tabloid 

newspaper that is on every supermarket checkout stand. The cover story was often 

something to do with aliens, subterranean humanoids living in the sewers who snatch 

babies or maybe just a slice of life from Paris Hilton’s routine. You know, stuff that is 

hard to believe. It was journalism at its most yellow. 

My mother continued, “You’re father had always wanted you to have a good job… a 

white-collar job. He wanted you to achieve more than he did.” 

She wasn’t the sort to come out and say it, but I also knew that she was having a 

tough time making ends meet. My father’s lingering death and prolonged hospital 

treatment had left her with more bills than the small insurance policy could cover. If I 

was earning, I would be able to help her. 

Still, I wasn’t thrilled at the prospect of working for Jonah Crenshaw’s father or 

TMG. Besides that, I disliked the idea of being an office boy. But this job didn’t have to 

last forever, maybe just a year or so. That would be enough to help pay off the debts my 

mother had, but there were other ways to make a living. 

“Sounds great. Not,” I said, eyes fixed straight ahead on the road. 

In the driveway, I helped my mother from the car and walked her inside and followed 

her into the kitchen as she put a kettle on for some tea. I stood silently in the kitchen 

doorway watching her fill the kettle and then place it on the hot stove. 

“Mom, I can’t do this, this new job.” 

“Trust Media? Of course you can. They have a training program. Orientation, Mr. 

Crenshaw called it.” 
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“Not what I mean, Mom. I don’t know what I want to do yet, but this isn’t it. I’ll find 

something else to do. I would really like to write.” 

“Well, you can still write. It’s good to have a hobby.” 

I felt annoyed, angry and frustrated, all at once. 

“I will not work at TMG!” Tears welled in my eyes. 

“You’re a dreamer, just like your father. Look where that got him!” She was upset 

and her head shook when she spoke. She raised her hands up as if calling on help from 

above. “You can’t make a living from dreaming. You’ve got to get a real job. It’s time to 

stop being a child and start being an adult.” 

“I’ll pay my way. I’ll find something to get me by, but I’ve got to have time to figure 

things out. I’m not going to work for TMG, and that’s final. Not you or anyone is going 

to make me work for TMG! You hear me? No one!” 

I braced myself for the anticipated, harsh words I was certain would come but when 

my mother opened her mouth, nothing came out. She just stood there, statuesque and 

poised, and then she gasped. 

It was a ragged drag on the air, and I noticed the look on her face, now. It wasn’t 

anger and resentment. It was fear. She stumbled back on the stove, and her outstretched 

hand clutched her chest. 

I moved to catch her and she screamed, shrill and high pitched. Only it wasn’t a 

scream. It was only the sound of the kettle whistling. 

~~~~~ 

 

My mother had a stroke.  She’d been working too hard since my father died, doing 

various housecleaning jobs as she could get them.  She was also getting older and 

couldn’t keep up the pace.  She recovered, but not fully, and now needed full-time 

medical care.  I went to work at TMG to support her. Years later, I am still at TMG and 

still supporting her.   

 

I left the cemetery and drove back to the office.  I had a full inbox but I didn’t get any 

work done.  I had my performance forms to complete, calls to make, a meeting to go to.  I 

did none of them. 
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If you have enjoyed the first 6 chapters of Life in Sixty-Four Square Feet, the full e-

book will be available on Amazon.com after 7/1/2015. 

 

To read more of Mitch Lavender’s writing or just see what he is up to, check his blog 

at http://lifein64.com  
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