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The stink of Jack Daniels had choked its way
completely up Caesar Trejo's nostrils before he
realized he was handing the gun over to his
intended victim. The man he was supposed to
be robbing was wearing a suit and had been car-
rying a bagged bottle of Jack when Caesar and
his two cousins corraled him into an alleyway
that ran behind two rows of homes.

This was Caesar's first armed robbery and
the older of his two cousins, Junior, gave their
only gun, a revolver, to Caesar as his initiation to
the fold. The Suit wasn't the least bit cooperative
though. When they demanded his wallet, The
Suit had thrown the bottle of booze at Caesar's
feet and challenged Caesar to shoot him. When
Caesar looked the question of what to do to his
cousins, The Suit put out his right palm and
commanded that Caesar give him the gun.

It was almost in The Suit's hand when the
younger cousin, Rico grabbed for the gun com-
plaining to Junior "I told you never to give the gun
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to a rookie...", but The Suit made a play for the
weapon too. Rico wasn't as close, or as fast. The
Suit snatched the gun with his right hand, contin-
ued forward crashing into Caesar's chest with his
shoulder knocking them both to the ground, but
The Suit rolled once with the momentum, putting
his legs beneath him and getting back to his feet
while transferring the firearm into his left hand.

Junior stood still in shock and surprise of
the chain of events, but Rico followed the gun
and adjusted his course to keep after it even
though it was now aimed in his direction. The
Suit pulled the trigger as Rico closed in on him,
right arm pulled back to punch him. The vol-
ume of the shot caused Caesar to roll over off
his back and jump from his prone position to
his hands and knees.

Glass from the broken Jack Daniel's bottle
cut into him. 

By the time Caesar's eyes found him, Rico
was on the ground in front of him, arms crossed
over his stomach, writhing in pain and cursing
under short breaths. Junior was still standing in
the same place with his hands held up above his
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head. The Suit had backed up a few steps to put
himself out of easy reach. Caesar slowly stood
avoiding sudden movements as the gun swung
in his direction. He held his hands up.

"Give me your wallets. Now!" The Suit
demanded. He held the gun with both hands
giving the impression that he knew how to use
it properly. He walked sideways to his left, so
the angle of his line of fire between Caesar and
Junior was smaller. He moved slowly and made
sure that he maintained proper balance to get
off another shot accurately. He alternated his
aim between them as he did this.

Junior shook his head, mute. 
Caesar told the man they had left their wal-

lets at home.
He didn't tell the man Rico had demanded

that they do that in case things went south.
"I'll find out who you are through the news

then." The Suit told them with a smirk. "They
love to report on shootings." Then he shot Junior
in the abdomen. Caesar jumped at the sound,
but remained stoic. He knew no one would
come to help them quickly. In these parts of
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town, the cops took 10 minutes to come after the
last shot was fired. Apparently, The Suit was
either aware of that too or didn't care. He wasn't
in a rush to leave.

"Finally. We have some alone time, me and
you." The Suit said through a crazed grin. "Pointing
a gun at people like me to take what I've worked
for. No one takes what I own. No one." The Suit
waited a moment and when Caesar remained
quiet, added "Got that?"

"Yes, sir." Caesar said.
The Suit laughed. The mania behind it gave

Caesar the chills. 
The Suit asked "Do you like quotes? I do. I

find that in times of trouble, they can be uplift-
ing. Almost always there's something educa-
tional about them. Do you know any quotes?"

"No, sir."
"Every man should know quotes. It indicates

good breeding and that's important in this
world. Well, I'll give you one then to start you
off. This one is from an unknown source, but I've
always liked it. Reminds me of the Old West.
You ever watch movies with cowboys in them?"
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"When I was a boy, sir."
"Yeeeessss. I guess you're not a boy any-

more. Can't be a boy and carry a gun, right?
Anyhow, in those Old West movies, I always
liked that certain scene in them that this quote
reminds me of. Wanna take a guess what that
quote might be?"

"Get out of town and don't look back?"
"No. That would be convenient for you

though, wouldn't it? The quote goes 'nice men
marry dancers, real men become dancers'. Since
you're a man now. How about a dance?"

The Suit lowered the gun and let off a shot
near Caesar's right foot. Caesar hopped onto
his left.

"Seems you got a little talent there, huh?
Dancing can be real hard on the feet though.
Let's see how you do with some mileage on
them." The Suit said.

He fired again.
Caesar jumped up from his left foot.
Another shot.
This one tore through Caesar's left foot and

he fell down with a yell and grabbed his foot. 
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"Noooooooo. I had such high hopes for you."
The Suit yelled joyously and did a little jig
around Caesar while he lay on the ground try-
ing to staunch the bleeding.

Caesar closed his eyes against the pain and
the realization he was probably going to die in
the next few minutes. He thought of his par-
ents who had worked so hard to keep him in
private schools all of his life and how proud
they were when he was accepted into Stanford
University.

He was on Spring Break from his Junior
year and against his dad's wishes, he went to
visit the two cousins he was closest to. Neither
of them had the privileges growing up that
Caesar had and both had spent time in juvenile
hall and jail, but on some level, the three had
formed an easy bond as children that contin-
ued to this day.

The Suit stopped dancing around him and
stood over Caesar, looked for witnesses or any
other sign that he needed to flee, then crouched
down next to Caesar and told him "I want you
to live long enough for me to show you how

[  6  ]



gangsters operate. I'm going to find out where
you live, who you love and I'm going to hurt
them. I'm going to teach you that people like
you can never take what people like me possess.
Maybe you'll know how to dance by the time
I'm finished." Then The Suit poked Caesar in
the head with the gun for each word as he con-
tinued. "I'm the predator here, not you."
Without waiting for an answer, he raised him-
self up and kicked Caesar in the chest with
another laugh.

In spite of the explosion of pain in his chest,
Caesar kept pressure on his wound with both
hands clutching his foot. He felt himself get
turned over as the suit went through Caesar's
pockets. Caesar was glad that Rico knew better
than to carry identification on themselves.

While waiting for another blow, Caesar
heard the hard tap of The Suit's dress shoes
against the concrete move away from him.
Caesar opened up an eye and saw The Suit
adjusting his clothes as he walked out of the
alley onto the sidewalk until he disappeared
behind a brick wall.
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Caesar looked in Rico's direction. He was
still now with his back turned to him. Caesar
called his name, but there was no answer.
Junior was laying on his back, legs splayed in
an awkward angle. Caesar pushed himself up
to a seated position and looked at his foot. 

That's when he realized that he still didn't
hear sirens yet. Maybe I can escape before the
cops show up, maybe my parents won't have to
know about this after all, he thought to himself.
He stuffed his mouth with the front of his
hoodie, biting into it, then pulled the bandanna
off of the top of his head as quickly as he could.
He screamed into the mouth full of fabric as he
tied the bandanna around the puncture.

Then, Caesar pulled the sleeves of his hood-
ie down over his hands to try and not leave
clear finger or palm prints in the puddle of
blood spreading under and near Rico and he
crawled towards him. Thankfully, he was only
a few feet away. Caesar could feel Rico's blood
beginning to absorb into his clothes from off of
the ground. 

Caesar sat next to him and pulled Rico's
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bandanna off of his head, then tied it around
his own bandanna already soaked with blood
before reaching into Rico's pocket to pull out
the car keys.

He immediately began to crawl further
down the alley.

A siren had just started as he got to Rico's
1968 Chevy Camaro SS three houses down the
alley. He raised himself up to his knees just
behind the driver's side door. His hand was
shaking so bad, it took five tries before he sunk
the key into the hole and unlocked the door.

As he pulled the key out of the door, the
sound of the siren was joined by another.
Caesar paused long enough to get a bearing on
which direction the sirens were coming from,
alternating the direction of his head and calcu-
lating using the difference in sound the way
Rico had taught him. The alley ran East and
West. One siren seemed to be coming from the
North, the other from the East. Satisfied, he
swung the car door all the way open, and put
the keys to the car in the front pocket of his
hoodie. He put his weight on his left knee, to
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bring his right leg beneath him. Using his right
leg for balance and push, he managed with
effort to use both hands on the steering wheel
to pull himself into the vehicle, turn and sit
down in the driver's seat.

Inside the car, it was harder to tell which
siren was getting dangerously close, but one of
them was loud enough to make Caesar worry. 

He put the key into the ignition, unlocked
the steering wheel as he turned the key and
gnashed his teeth in pain as the 454 Big Block
engine growled into life. The vibration shot
through where his left heel rested on the floor-
board and rattled through his wound. He
picked his left foot up to minimize the shaking,
but it didn't help all that much and he needed
to conserve his strength if he was going to live
through this. He stuffed the front of his hoodie
back into his mouth to bite into again and low-
ered his foot back to the floorboard. 

A siren went quiet. They were now close
enough to be driving slower with their spot-
light on. According to Rico, the Police had fig-
ured out that the people closest to shots fired
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in this neighborhood didn't want to be
involved, so it was usually someone a block or
two away who would call in gunfire.

From there, the Police had to work off of a
radius from the caller's address to find the
scene of the probable crime.

The Police always went silent once they
reached the perimeter of their search area,
slowing down and beginning a patterned hunt.  
Caesar put the car in gear and punched on the
gas just long and hard enough to swing the
door in close for him to catch and close it all
the way. 

The car was facing East, away from the
bodies of his cousins. He pressed on the gas
until he was going 25 miles an hour and let off
of it, periodically tapping it to maintain speed
and pulled out of the alleyway heading South
without stopping to look for traffic. 

There was another car on the street Caesar
turned into, but he was a block away. The
lights were too low to belong to a squad car so
Caesar ignored it. 

As he turned East again, he heard a Police
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helicopter join the search. Caesar was trying to
remain calm and keep in mind everything Rico
had taught him. 

When he wasn't hustling, Rico spent all his
time studying the way the Police moved and
reacted to the neighborhood crimes. Using var-
ious members of their family, who were spread
amongst 12 houses in the area, he created pro-
cedures for evading the Police. 

The second siren went quiet. Both police cars
were lurking in close vicinity. Rico said once
they went into stealth mode, the cops stopped
speeding. This was partially due to a high speed
chase without sirens three years ago that result-
ed in an elderly lady getting killed after a cop
car she didn't hear coming slammed into her as
she was backing out of her driveway.

The cops would still keep their lights flash-
ing though, so Rico warned him to look at the
dark places of homes and bushes near corners
where the reflection of alternating red and blue
lights might reveal a cop in the cross traffic com-
ing his way. This rule especially applied when
on foot.
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He turned North onto Bleeker Street and in
front of him was one of the cop cars coming his
way, top lights spinning, search lights scanning
front yards on both sides of the car for any-
thing suspicious. The Police always road two in
a car at night. There was one cross street
between them with a stop sign. 

Caesar pushed a little harder on the pedal,
taking the car up to 40 miles an hour trying to
make sure he reached the intersection first. 

Dizziness set in without warning and for a
moment the world blurred, but he came around
in enough time to catch the name of the cross
street as he approached it. It was Lemon, the
street Junior lived on with his parents. All Caesar
had to do was make a right at the stop sign and it
would be another 800 feet to their property line
on the left hand side of the street. He reached
down to the cell phone Rico kept rubber banded
to the gear shift during jobs and ran his fingers
along the top of the key pad, then from the top
left counted down and over to find and press the
6 key.

The phone had already been set up to send
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a text message to an aunt who acted as a dis-
patch. She received the messages on her cell,
then based on the number included in the text,
she would call the appropriate family member
to perform a specific function. Rico's system
involved 14 members of their family and close
friends in the neighborhood and he chose rob-
bery locations based on who was available dur-
ing the time of the job.

Caesar counted up and over to find the
'send' button, pressed it and kept up speed.
The cops had already noticed him, no doubt,
but they maintained their speed of probably 10
miles an hour, not wanting to take the wrong
bait and miss anything in one of the yards. 

Caesar put on his turn signal and reached
the stop sign first, hoping that he could make
his left hand turn before either of the cops had
a good look at the blood on the side of the yel-
low Camaro under a streetlight or their search-
light. 

The cop car was two houses away from the
intersection when Caesar's car made its last push
forward and jerk back to indicate a full stop.
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Caesar counted. 
One one-thousand.
Two two-thousand.
The Police car came to a stop, the driver's

side searchlight turned in Caesar's direction.
Caesar hoped there was no blood on his face.
He knew he looked horrible, but he also knew
that any gesture that might be considered hid-
ing his identity was grounds for the Police to
pull him over. When a cop shined his search-
light on you, even a casual shielding of the
bright light from your eyes was considered
probable cause.

Caesar pointed his face directly at the light
while keeping his eyes averted, then made an
obvious indication of checking the cross traffic
and pulled into the intersection cutting his
wheels early to put his own headlights in the
cop's eyes.

Caesar completed the shallow turn and
watched in his rear view mirror as the cop car
pulled in behind him, most likely running his
plates. 

Caesar kept the car at 25 miles per hour.
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Rico said the car was registered to one of their
cousins who was in Rico's system, but he was
only used for diversionary purposes, so he was
never arrested. This kept the plates clean.

Two gun shots sounded. 
Caesar resisted the urge to step heavily on

the gas and looked into his rearview mirror
instead.

Another gun blast sounded. 
From his rear view mirror, Caesar watched

the silhouetted heads of both cops looking in
different directions trying to figure out where
the shots were coming from, then they made a
U-Turn and headed West.

They wouldn't find the source of the shoot-
ing though. It was Junior's dad shooting his
Desert Eagle into the air from his back yard after
receiving the text message from 'dispatch' that
Rico's phone called in a diversion. 

Even in his hazed state, Caesar was amazed
at the system Rico had developed and was in the
process of testing for larger, more lucrative jobs.

Caesar's destination was three minutes away,
but he made it there without further incident
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and honked the horn as he pulled into the
house's driveway.

The Street Surgeon's two teenaged boys
came out of the house, one from the front door,
the other from the side of the house, guns
trained on the car and approached the Camaro.

The Street Surgeon had turned his home
into a mini-emergency room for clients who
needed gun and knife wounds treated without
the paperwork and attention a hospital would
bring to their activities.

It didn't matter to anyone that he made this
choice after losing his medical license to mal-
practice.

Caesar told the two teenagers what they
needed to hear and got his first response emer-
gency medical service inside the house. Caesar
had hoped The Street Surgeon would be able to
save his foot, but the damage was too extensive.
One of the teens dropped Caesar off at the near-
est emergency room where they performed an
ankle level amputation.

Caesar took a leave from college to heal
and go through physical therapy. 
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He also stopped participating in any of the
illegal activity that his family was involved in. 

Actually, most of the cousins and uncles
did without Rico to lead them. 

To Caesar's relief, the deaths of Rico and
Junior were taken hard, but no one in the fami-
ly blamed Caesar. It was the nature of the busi-
ness and it was The Suit that they wanted to
punish.

Since Caesar had to go to the hospital, he
knew that he left a trail that The Suit would be
able to follow if he were determined enough,
so he told his family of the threat The Suit
made and they all waited, prepared for a fight
that never seemed to come.

When Caesar returned to college, he did so
at a less prestigious school closer to home and
finished off his undergrad degree in Business.
He didn't have the flair for creative analysis that
Rico had, but he was close enough to under-
stand a lot of the principles Rico had taught him
and Caesar was adept at performing under
pressure.

He moved up through the ranks at Hirsch

[  18  ]



Media Corporation and moved his mom and dad
out of the neighborhood he lost his foot in, to a
place without a lot of crime and gang activity.

He was Ad Director for the Magazine
Impression when he got the call on his cell from
one of his uncles that one of Caesar's favorite
aunts had been killed in a convenience store
robbery. She wasn't one of the robbers, his uncle
was quick to add. She just happened to be there,
or at least that's what it had seemed until the
uncle had gone through her purse to report any-
thing stolen to the cops and found a note
addressed to Caesar.

The night that turned everything sideways
was 12 years ago, but Caesar could hear the
voice of the person who wrote it.

It read, "Caesar. Have you learned to dance
yet?"

(to be continued inside The Wilderness...)
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Lamentations continues the glimpse into
The WThe Wildernessilderness begun with Regret In Triptych.
The WThe Wilderness ilderness is a transmedia fiction series
taking you deep inside the lives of artists in the
independent entertainment industry as they
seek to find love, purpose and fulfillment while
colliding with the the suits and corporations
that seek to pimp them.

Season Two of The WThe Wildernessilderness doesn’t just put
you into the heads of the artists. It goes a step
further by introducing the accounts of Caesar
Trejo and other businessmen of TheThe
WWildernessilderness to compliment and contrast the
artist’s points of view as they both try to outma-
neuver one another. Their stories will be told
through my upcoming books, short stories,
poetry, visual art, music releases and live shows.

For more info, visit: www.chriswesley.com



Here’s another excerpt from The Wilderness:

Regret in Triptych
the award-winning short story from 

Chris Wesley

Chapter 1
There was that old familiar start inside my

chest upon first seeing her again.
Oddly, directly preceding that moment,

was a few seconds where my mind was trying
to place how I knew this woman.

But it all came back burning with brilliant
light flashing across me and landing on the
man she was holding hands with.

"Andros?" Lindsey Falco almost screamed
with enthusiasm. With our eyes already con-



nected, there wouldn't be any pretending that
I didn't see her. "Long time no see, how've you
been?" This last part was far more tentative, as
if she remembered something between her ini-
tial greeting and the question that followed.

I felt like I put my smile on one lip at a time,
but she and my replacement in her life were
gracious enough to act like they didn't notice.
He was CEO of a company I secretly bought
stock in after they'd married.

"I'm great." I said, lying.
"I'm glad to hear that." She said, not calling

me out for the lie.
The sympathy in her eyes and voice offered

up subtitles for our dialogue as we spoke in the
kind of code that sounds like a completely differ-
ent conversation to anyone who didn't share our
history.

When asked what she's been up to, she
mentioned the new vegetables she planted and
how she was dealing with the "snail invasion".
What I heard was Operation Domesticate Me, as
she referred to married life behind The
Domesticator's back, was in full effect.



I admitted that my life had been quiet and
looked to remain so for the foreseeable future.
She nodded in silent acknowledgement. She
knew what that really meant was that there was
no music in my life at the moment. The
melodies where in hibernation and I had no
idea when the cold would break so I could start
writing and recording again.

At one point, I tried to pretend not to
notice how her right hand crept from her side
to the strap of her fanny pack until her index
finger found the pink ribbon buttoned onto it.
She rubbed it with her finger like I imagine
you would a lamp while trying to summon a
genie out of it.

She bought that ribbon shortly after my
replacement for her in my life was diagnosed.
Her eyes flicked towards the twitch of the right
side of my mouth. I disappeared from every-
one who knew me the morning after my wife's
funeral, until now, seven months later.

This already wasn't going the way I
planned in my head. The very sight of Lindsey,
my old friend and one time lover, had pulled



me back to almost the same state I was in
before I left, like the past several months never
existed. At least not emotionally.

The Reason My Stock Was Worth $297 A Share
let go of her hand and excused himself to gath-
er up their son who was attempting to coax a
praying mantis off of a tree branch and on to
his waiting palm.

"Don't see too many of those around any-
more." She said looking at the insect and trying
to allow me to determine how deep I wanted
to get for now.

"No." I said. "Not those or butterflies."
She gave me a wry smile at my reference.

We had met at the Butterfly Gardens in
Victoria, British Columbia when I was 19 and
she was 23. She was with a friend and I was
alone. Walking through the gardens, we
crossed paths a few times and I wondered
mutely how she could wear a black leather
jacket in that closed environment with all the
heat and humidity and not appear to sweat.
The place was like a green house, all enclosed
and bordering on stuffy.



Once, after they had passed, I looked back
after her. The letters D and K dominated the
back of her jacket, stylized into the logo for the
punk band The Dead Kennedys.  

Later on, while reading a placard about a
particular species of butterfly, a little kid near
me caught one and held it up between his
chubby little fingers for those of us around him
to see. It was an innocent gesture, but...

"You let that go this very instant young
man!" A hunched over old man yelled at him.
Even bent over from age, he was a good six
feet tall and shook a huge pointing hand in the
boy's direction. "You shorten the life of the but-
terfly and damage its wings when you catch
them like that. Never handle their wings! It
kills them."

The boy was so startled, that he parted his
fingers and the butterfly flew away. The old
man gave the boy one last menacing look and
then turned away, muttering to himself and
shaking his head. The boy ran in the opposite
direction screaming for his mother.

"Wow. Can you imagine the damage grand-



pa would do in the pit?" I heard from behind
me. It was the punk girl again with her friend
standing beside her.

The pit she referred to was a slam pit. A
place, usually at the foot of the stage at concerts
with aggressive music where fans push and/or
slam into one another to the music.

"Do you mean after he fell down and peo-
ple started trampling and getting tripped up
by him?" I asked her.

She looked at my T-shirt. It had an album
graphic from the heavy metal band Iron
Maiden on it. She smirked at me. "What do you
know about slam pits metal boy?"

"It's my circle of life...I've got anger issues."
I responded, referencing the circular pattern
many slam pits took on.

She wore a Mohawk then, six inch spikes of
rebellion jutted out from her scalp and bisected
her head, top to rear. We discovered that not
only were we both visiting from America, but
we were both local to the suburbs of Los
Angeles and had each other's phone numbers
before the conversation was over. 



Throughout the exchange, her friend stood
glowering at me in quiet disapproval. Even
years later, that friend never grew to like me. I
was fine with that though, I never liked that
friend much either.

"You worry me, you know."
Her words pulled me back into the present.

With her husband occupied, she dropped the
code and spoke directly. Even if the tightness
hadn't been present in her voice, the fact that
she said 'me' instead of 'us' lent a severity to her
statement-made it personal between she and I.

Over the years, after we realized that we
weren't the stuff of successful romance, most
of our relationship became shared with those
that we dated and eventually married. Little
outside of our coded conversations belonged
to just the two of us.

"I know." I made no effort to hide the
shame I felt over this. "Since Nicole's funeral, I
haven't felt very...I don't know. I needed to be
truly alone for awhile. Away from anyone who



I care for."
She looked puzzled, but didn't ask for me

to explain myself. I was glad for that.
A couple of hikers passed by us on the trail.

I watched as they went on past her waiting
family. Her husband had his back to us, keep-
ing himself between their son and our reunion.

He knew just as she did that I was here to
see her. I never hiked this trail, unless accom-
panying them and it was common knowledge
Lindsey was here every Monday evening with-
out fail. I wondered if he suspected that I had
hoped he'd be working late today.

"Is there something I can do?" She asked.
I measured potential outcomes of several

answers and settled on, "No." I let out a deep
breath. "I just needed you to see that I'm still
alive. That, and..." I restrained a sob and
shrugged trying to maintain my composure. 

The loss was suddenly fresh again. She
hugged me then, a spontaneous clutch that
pinned my arms to my sides. I rested my chin
on her shoulder and noticed some gray hairs
mingling with the black strands pulled back



into a single pony tail and thought how old
we're all becoming. How little time we have left. 

She unwrapped her arms from around me
and took my hand, dragging me towards her
family. "You don't get to be alone today." She
told me. 

When we reached her husband, she slipped
her other hand in his and we continued on up
the trail with their son running in front of us.

The conversations stayed light and focused
on the drama inherent in their family life and
my grief changed its pitch to a low hum like
living close enough to hear the speeding traffic
of a highway, but far enough away that you
stopped noticing it until visitors brought it up.

Just as I realized the comfort of slipping
back into the presence of someone whose
shared history with me, gave understanding to
everything I said, rather than interpretion, The
Resident CEO went all management on me.

"So. What are your plans now that you're
back, Andros?" He wanted to know.

"Breathe." 
"That doesn't sound like much of a plan."



He warned me.
"I don't know about that. How much can

you accomplish without breathing?"
He made a show of looking at my shoes. 
I looked down at them myself, saw nothing

unusual and asked him, "What?"
"Sorry, I was looking to see if you had start-

ed wearing Birkenstocks like the other hippies."
"Good thing for you love isn't free. Without

the ability to pay for it, you would've stayed a
virgin until Lindsey took pity on you."

His face flushed to the color of intended
violence. Lindsey had stopped holding both
our hands by this point of the hike, but she was
still between us and waved her arms establish-
ing a human barrier between the two men in
her life.

"Okay idiots. Settle down." She told us both.
We both settled, but the other idiot refo-

cused the conversation on all the different
social events he and Lindsey had been attend-
ing. I supposed it was to make me jealous, so
I intentionally made the noises you make
when someone is talking to you while you're



trying to answer an email using your cell
phone. This went on for some amount of min-
utes until he mentioned a name that seized
my attention. 

"Did you say The Barbara Branch Dance
Company?" I asked him.

"Yeah." He glowed with the telling of this
like he was pregnant. "A client gave me tickets
to their show at The Music Center downtown.
I saw them during a business trip in New
York a few years ago and can't wait for
Lindsey to see them."

He was looking at me as he said this, so he
noticed the instinctive jerk of my head
towards Lindsey to gauge her reaction. He
looked at her as well, then back at me trying
to catch any communication between us and
figure out what was going on. 

She faced forward, her expression blank,
pretending nothing just happened. I looked
forward as well then, saying nothing.

He let it go, but based on his sudden
silence, it wasn't something he was going to
forget. It was the course of several minutes



before he seemed to stop trying to catch any
covert messages sent between Lindsey and I.

Their boy, oblivious to all the tension the
adults were engaged in, continued to scamper
ahead of us, and announce loudly everything
he found of interest. I honed in on his energy
and wondered what kind of father I would
have made.

A half hour later, The Walking Olive Branch
apologized for his comments. He blamed his
testiness on work stress. I said that I was sorry
as well and we both gave the appearance of
making up. Lindsey didn't have brothers, so
she might or might not have had a clue that
this was an unspoken, mutually agreed upon
cease fire between us until she wasn't around.

After exiting the trail, we walked the extra
mile back to their home, leaving both of our
cars where we parked them before the hike.

It was never said, but I knew that she was
afraid if she let me drive, I might disappear
again, maybe for good this time. One near sui-
cide and people monitor your behavior much
more closely. But she had misinterpreted my ini-



tial anticipation anxiety, or at least a part of it.
During my time away, I realized that if I was

going to be able to live with myself, there was
something I had to confess to her even though I
knew what the answer was likely to be.
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