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SHORT STORIES

NEVER MARRY A PIANIST
(57 short stories about pianists)
“I have, from an early age, abjured the use of meat, and the time will come when men such as I will look on the murder of animals as they now look on the murder of men.”
                                                                – Leonardo da Vinci


“I believe that killing and eating animals is inhumane and cruel. By respecting the animals’ rights and abstaining from eating meat, I am saving innocent lives.”
                                                                            – Adolf Hitler













THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO THOSE WHO DEFEND AND FIGHT FOR HELPLESS CREATURES EVERYWHERE.
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The friendly young English sheep dog wagged his tail as his owner fastened him with rope to the railroad track but he soon stopped wagging and laid down as he watched his master walk away and then rested his handsome head on his front paw as he patiently waited for his owner’s return.

Moments later, curious and confused; the large herding dog rose and began sniffing the creosote tie and rail as far as the short rope would let him. Shining in the moonlight, the silvery rail suddenly began to vibrate; lightly at first; then with a throbbing sensation, accompanied by a pulsating hum as a late night, 20,000-ton freight train approached from a distance. Looking in the direction of a single yellowish light, the family dog senses danger and begins to whimper in fear while trying violently to pull loose from the neck rope but – to no avail. As the engine light becomes larger and brighter; the train becomes deafening as the terrified dog’s barking is drowned out by the 45 mile per hour monolith bearing down on the poor creature.


At the last minute, the engineer sees the tied-up sheep dog twisting his shaggy neck from side to side as he struggles to free himself. Applying screeching brakes, a shower of sparks fly from the first of three diesel engines. The sheepdog wonders why his beloved master doesn’t come back to save him? The freezing nights outdoors and regular whippings he received at home were only meant to teach him to obey and he was born to obey. Now petrified, the trembling dog keeps tugging on the rope while howling right up until the forty- million-pound train shreds him from being a faithful, handsome canine who purely loved his master more than himself; into bloody mince meat.


When the local police conducted a half-hearted search for the dog’s owner; no one stepped forward to claim responsibility for the evil act and nobody squealed on the dog killer. Case closed.


Chapter 1: Trudi Miller V.M.D.
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“When humans act with cruelty we characterize them as ‘animals’, yet the only animal that displays cruelty is humanity.”

— Anthony Douglas Williams
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Trudi Miller was raped at the age of eight months by her drunken twenty-two-year-old father while her mother was away at work. When the baby’s mother arrived home, she quickly discovered her helpless little one; thrashing around in her crib and screaming in pain with blood oozing from her small vagina, mixed with a milk-like fluid. Rushing the baby to the ER, she almost fainted when the doctor stoically reported his findings upon examining her one and only child. After sewing Trudi’s torn cervix and administering a sedative to Mrs. Miller, she felt well enough to drive back to their apartment with a growing rage replacing the initial shock, Trudi’s mom first called the police and then waited until her no good, son-of-a-bitch, soon to be divorced husband came home from the corner taproom.


Within fifteen minutes, two policemen arrived and shook their heads while looking down at the floor as they listened to the mother’s horror story concerning the baby. Anxious to arrest this pervert, the cops drove Mrs. Miller and Trudi down to the neighborhood bar where she handed her baby to one of Philadelphia’s Finest while she ran over to Mr. Miller, who was inebriated at the bar, and immediately attacked him, first verbally, then clawing at his with her nails until pulled back by one of the cops. Then, the outraged mother was given back her child while both cops arrested the accused; cuffed him, read him his rights and then escorted him to the rear seat of the squad car.


The father was taken to the local precinct and held overnight until his preliminary hearing where he was held without bail. Six months later, Mr. “Pedophile” went on trial where he was tried for his heinous crime. The jury deliberated for only 40 minutes and returned with a “guilty as hell” verdict. Judge Blaustein, appalled by this Untermensch rapist’s crime, sentenced Miller to, “life in prison,” in order to keep him from ever getting close to his daughter again. From there, the condemned man was sent off to State Prison where he slowly rotted until, one fatal day in the shower room, he was beaten to a crippled pulp by four inmates who desperately missed their own children. Two months later, he was found dead in a laundry cart under a load of dirty bed sheets, by other inmates who simply hated pedophiles and cops.


As emotional scars sear your brain much deeper that physical scars do, Trudi developed a tremendous aversion to any male she encountered. Even when male relatives visited, the little girl would cut a wide path around her uncles and male cousins. It’s a natural instinct not to like spiders and snakes and that’s how Trudi felt about men. As it was impossible to consciously recall her infantile trauma, Trudi’s father not only abused her little body; his atrocious crime shaped her personality in a dark subconscious way, causing her to both fear and distrust all males. Once, when questioned about whom and where the little girl’s father was, her mother privately vowed to tell Trudi the truth someday but, for now, she wanted to spare her young daughter the shock and anguish that only the truth can bring. So, she lied to Trudi by explaining that her daddy had gone off to fight in Vietnam and was later listed as missing in action. The little girl trusted her mother and therefore accepted her explanation which coincided with her school teacher’s telling the class that the Vietnam conflict was a total disgrace. The American government had no intention of winning the war and the politicians simply sent off America’s young treasures to fight in a country that posed absolutely no threat to us, personally. If China was intent on conquering countries all the way down to Australia, as in a Domino Theory, that’s not our problem. We’re not part of the Australia & New Zealand Alliance. However, many Washington politicians became wealthy by buying stock in munitions companies, called: the Military Industrial Complex. Then, Trudi recalled a statement her grandfather once told her; “No matter what they call it; all wars are fought for money.”



After Richard Nixon was elected President, soldiers in the field were constantly told that we were getting closer to victory and the conflict will be over in about six weeks. From loud speakers, the troops would be brain-washed by propaganda such as, “Keep on fighting the enemy; they’ll be surrendering within six weeks.” But; with no specific, strategy plan on how to win this conflict, the government went ahead and began drafting college students and that action brought young people out to march in the streets to protest the draft as well as the aimless war but; all the protests in the world didn’t shorten the fighting one second earlier, until President Nixon won a second term. Then, like magic, a peace agreement was signed; all fighting ceased and South Vietnamese citizens could now immigrate to America for an exorbitant fee of $2,500 each; paid to those individuals who flew them to America. Our military came home alright and, instead of being honored; they were despised and cursed at for killing women and children. Of course, these home-folks weren’t there to get blown to pieces by kids with concealed explosives or be killed by little old ladies with hand grenades hidden under their clothing. It was a dirty, sneaky jungle war where free booze and illegal drugs were encouraged and offered by the commanding officers. The war officially ended after 58,220 brave Americans died soaking Asian rice paddies with their blood while our youths in America marched in protest throughout the country, chanting, “Hey, hey, L.B.J.; How many boys did you kill today?” No one there knew what they were even fighting for.


It was on the evening news that the graduates, mainly black students; from Thomas Edison High School at Lehigh Avenue and 8th Street in Philadelphia; had the highest mortality rate in the nation.


After so many years involved in Southeast Asia; on January 27, 1973, church bells of all denominations rang loudly over the nation but many of our younger generation came home minus limbs or as cross-addicted alcoholics.

As a little girl herself, Trudi’s mother also remembered the Korean War of the early 1950’s and of her own father’s own words echoing in her ears; “There’s a Foreign Policy Establishment in this country: to get rich while America’s sons and daughters die for private, selfish reasons. But; these greedy politicians don’t make a penny when America’s problems are solved.” And, our nation’s young chanted, “Ours is not to reason why; ours is but to do and die.”


Growing up paranoid and withdrawn, Trudi remembered hearing about that horrible story of the dog that was tied to the tracks and it stuck in her sensitive young mind; haunting her for many years; sustaining a feeling of revulsion and malice. She also hated Tarzan movies but whenever one appeared on television; her mother insisted that she watch these so-called wildlife films like she once did in the theaters when she herself was young. The problem with Ms. Miller’s daughter was that she became horrified each time this primitive jungle man wrestled with magnificent big cats until he’d stab them to death for no other reason than he wandered too close to their cubs and the mother cat tried to protect the babies. Tarzan couldn’t be a real man anyway because he had no chest hair like her grandfather does. Trudi also hoped that the native Indians would beat the cavalry to protect their own land in those old Western Movies. In school, it made her sick to learn that the U.S. Cavalry would corral older horses and shoot them instead of letting them roam free. These men were almost as barbarous as the Indians they fought. Even the townspeople looked down on them let alone the saloon owners who welcomed the soldier’s pay but not their behavior. These troopers were nothing like those loveable actors in those John Wayne westerns but at least they didn’t eat hot stew made from wolf puppies like the natives did. And, don’t ever mention the names of Kit Carson, Wyatt Earp or any other buffalo hunters who murdered those magnificent creatures just for their skins while leaving their carcasses out in the hot sun to rot. They also shot the buffalo to starve the Indians. Trudi did love the movie, “Dances with Wolves,” and believed that the soldiers were portrayed correctly although she cried when the wolf, Two Socks, was shot and then killed by soldiers.


Her hero was a Scotsman named James ‘Scotty’ Phillip who immigrated to America in 1874 and eventually settled in South Dakota and was labeled as “the man who saved the buffalo,’ because, on his ranch; he helped preserve the American bison from extinction.

A quiet, secluded little girl, she always seemed to root for the underdog. Once, while watching the animated film, “Bambi,” she cried when Bambi’s mother got killed. During a day trip to Manhattan, her grandmother, jokingly; took her to the Empire State Building at 34th Street and showed her the sidewalk where King Kong had fallen to his death. The little girl naively grieved for the big ape, all the way home. This little girl grew up with emotional problems. She would even feel guilty by eating animal cookies.

One day, walking home from Penn Treaty Junior High School, in her working-class Fishtown neighborhood in Philadelphia; Trudi came upon a city-owned dog catcher’s truck, where strays were picked up, placed in the rear cab and gassed to death. Seeing the back door open and no one around; she peeked inside, only to be horrified seeing two small mongrels lying dead on the rear floor after being asphyxiated. Slowly walking away, Trudi wished it was the dog catcher lying dead inside the truck; not the innocent dogs. She never forgot that day or the hard reality of realizing that life is not a Walt Disney movie.

It was around then that eating meat began making her nauseous and she became a vegetarian. She also developed a sweet tooth for dark chocolate that lasted throughout her life. She reasoned: “At least chocolate and sugar come from vegetables.”


Sensing that someone could and should be out there to be a protector of the defenseless; she decided to do something about righting the wrongs in life just like, “Wonder Woman,” “Supergirl,” “Storm,” “Poison Ivy,” “Bat Woman,” “Ms. Marvel,” or “Spider Woman.” This smart little kid was beginning to realize that there are some rather weak laws but there is also something else much more rewarding, called, “Justice.” Even Sunday school taught her the meaning of an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth. She also learned that when an ancient German priest was translating the 10 Commandments from Hebrew to the German language; he made a mistake with the one Commandment that stated, “Thou shall not kill.” The holy man mistook the Hebrew word, “Murder,” to mean, “Kill” and it became so for centuries. Today, we know it in its proper translation as, “You will not murder!” Trudi didn’t like the new version because it says that you can’t murder but you can kill. Soldiers kill; they don’t murder. They fight an enemy who also has weapons and can fight back. It’s a leveled playing field, but, hunters go ahead and kill defenseless creatures that can’t fight back and there’s no excuse for that. Hunters claim that animals will overpopulate and starve, so, they do them a big favor by killing them and then eat the carcass because they’re too cheap to go to a supermarket. They’d rather use the money to buy more bullets. Do these blood-thirsty predators realize that animals have roamed across America long before primitive Asians came here by walking over the Aleutians before it submerged into islands? These people became Native Americans who hunted only for food. And; animals are still here. If there’s any overpopulation problem, it’s because there’s too many people; over seven billion of them. Of course, that can be remedied if the U.S.A., Russia, China or Iran ever screws up. Then, the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse will gallop and Armageddon will arrive in about eight minutes.



While attending Junior High, Trudi found a goal in life when Charlemagne, their nine-year-old family German shepherd dog suffered a heart attack. Heart-broken; she accompanied her mother who carried the unconscious dog to the neighborhood veterinarian. At home again, Trudi dreaded the call telling her that Charlemagne died but then she found herself beyond relief just to hear that the operation was successful. Picking up their woozy German Shep; Trudi now looked to the vet as being her hero; a saint for saving Charlemagne. Then and there, Trudi knew that she wanted to become a veterinarian more than anything in life. She would speak for the helpless who can’t speak for themselves. By now, she was bringing home hungry stray dogs and cats she’d find in streets and alleys and she’d fed them. With her mom’s help, she’d fix broken wings on sparrows, pigeons or robins and, because she was small enough to fit in a rain culvert; Trudi once rescued a neighbor’s dog which was caught in such a culvert. With the neighbor holding on to her skinny ankles, she pulled the small pooch up and outside right before he slid down a water pipe only to become swept away in the sewer.


By the time she was a teenager, Trudi and her mom had moved north to another neighborhood named Mayfair where she then attended Lincoln high school. Trudi was developing into a lovely, mature young lady resembling the boyishly slender Belgian film Star, Audrey Hepburn; a wistful beauty alternately regal and childlike. With an aristocratic manner, she attracted numerous whistles on the streets. Trudi was a dazzling creature looking like a wild-eyed doe prancing in the forest but, always remaining aloof; she found the boys in her class immature and repulsing with their deviated minds, filthy jokes and their waving around smelly jock straps. Not trusting them one bit, she kept her distance. Oddly enough, she fell in love with doo- wop music rarely heard on the rock and roll radio stations and as seen on public television. Even though it was popular before she was born, she yearned for long ago and far away whenever she heard this street corner harmony groups singing to the four-chord music of boy meets girl; boy loves girl and boy loses girl. That was her form of escapism. Do it through the music.


However; one cold evening, at the home of a boy named Daniel Fisher who always seemed wise beyond his years; Trudi began sharing a pizza with him at the kitchen table. With a Leonardo DiCaprio appearance, he always wore his shirt collar up in the back as was stylish in the 1950’s by actors like James Dean, Tab Hunter, troy Donahue and Fabian. He also seemed harmless to her, but; when they first sat on the couch to watch TV, he tried to get cuddly and she brushed him off. Then, while enjoying her pizza slice, she casually stated that, someday, she’d like to eat her way through Italy, from top to bottom. The boy grinned and said, “I’d love to eat you from your top to your bottom.” Shocked, she spat, “You filthy bum,” and abruptly stood up to leave. When he grabbed her arm to stop her, she wrestled free of his grip.



His sophomoric ego bruised, the teen threw down his pizza slice and hurried over to kick his beagle puppy that just peed near the back door while waiting to be let out in the yard. Angered, then infuriated; Trudi ran up to the jerk and, wearing her favorite maroon leather boots; she kicked Daniel hard in the crotch, making him fall on his back and roll into a ball. Grabbing his family jewels while howling in unbelievable pain; it sent shock waves up to his brain, causing a numbness that allowed him to holler, “You rotten bitch!”.


Before stomping out of his house, she screamed, “You coward: I ever hear about you hurting that dog again, I’ll come back and, ‘de-dick’, you!” Walking out the front door, Trudi feared no retribution as Daniel was in too much pain to walk a straight line. Arriving back home, she amazed herself with her new-found courage while Daniel could hardly ease himself down at the table with his cold pizza, wondering, “De- dick me?”

Determined not to waste her leisurely time on these immature idiots with raging hormones and who only want one thing; she joined a local gym to build muscles and worked out often by doing cross fit and weight lifting. She also took a course in martial arts. Becoming very strong, she still preferred to fight these guys with her brain and her wits instead of her fists and feet. In the spring, she took her ‘Size Large’ friend, Rosemary McCool to her senior prom; much to the snickers and snide remarks of her classmates. Rosemary was a pretty girl and a bit of a tomboy, as well.

Finally, Trudi immersed herself in her academic studies and graduated from high school as an honor student. Then, for four years, she attended Kutztown University, in the Pennsylvania Dutch Country of Berks County; 65 miles west of Philadelphia, where she studied physiology, zoology, biology, anatomy, chemistry, and animal science; graduating at the top in her class with a Bachelor’s Degree, all the while; working as a trained assistant to a neighborhood veterinarian for clinical experience and to earn enough money to buy a three-year- old Honda CR-V. The radio and CD player were her companions and while listening to the old doo wop songs from the 1950’s; she’d sing along to tunes like the 1958 hit record, “Baby Oh Baby,” by the Shells, on “Sirius Radio.”

It was around this time that Trudi visited a gynecologist for a routine examination and became astonished when told that she was not a virgin. How could this be, she wondered? She didn’t slip down onto her bicycle frame like so many girls had told their boyfriends, so; is she a freak of nature? She never had sex with a boy. No one had ever gotten near her and he wouldn’t until she met the right guy someday, received a ring around her finger and decided to get married. When she questioned the doctor about her cherry being popped, the gynecologist just shrugged, saying, “Your guess is as good as mine. It could be a number of things. Ever shove anything up there?”

Now Trudi wonders, “Why am I paying this crude jerk?”


Now she’s back home again with her mother and two cats. One night, after dinner; Trudi bluntly asked her mother, “Mom, I went to a gynecologist in Reading and found out that I’m not a virgin, even though I was never with a boy. Can you explain it?”


Knowing that this dreaded moment would come someday, her mother matter-of-factly explained, “I hate to tell you this but it’s time you knew the truth; God help me.”

“Truth about what? My virginity?”

“Exactly. Your father was a good provider, a faithful husband and he loved you very much but he drank too much and, one day, while I was at work, he raped you when you were just a baby.”

Bringing her hand up to her mouth, Trudi whimpered, “Oh, my God; no!”

“Oh, yes. Your father never served in the armed forces, either. He was sent to prison. It’s a funny thing about prisoners; even though they themselves break the law, they still love and miss their own children to the point that, if one of their own commits a heinous crime against a child, he himself will be punished by death and, that’s how your father died; at the hands of fellow inmates. And, now you know, sweetheart; and you just relieved me of a huge burden I’ve been carrying around all these years. I just hope you don’t hate me for sparing you this awful family history.”

“I’m in shock, mom. I can’t believe that my own father would do this to me but at least I have answers, as terrible as they are.”

“Honey, we have a long history of drinking in this family. Since I was a little girl, my nerves are still shot from hearing my parents fighting and screaming whenever my father would arrive home at night, dead drunk.”

Going over to give her mother a hug, Trudi said, “I love you, mom and I thank you for finally telling me, but I don’t know if I’ll ever trust men.”


With her three letters of recommendation; Trudi applied for and was easily accepted at the University of Pennsylvania Veterinary School for 4 more years of study, including Animal Husbandry; earning an Undergraduate Degree. Whereas the squeamish soon dropped out; this young lady dissected dead animals with no qualms, knowing that these learning experiences will help and guide her in saving the lives of many other innocent creatures. She hated, though, to learn and see what is done to the lab animals in order to save others. One unforgetful day, as she was passing through a laboratory; a small dog was strapped to a board with his abdomen slit open and the flesh pulled back to expose his organs. Seeing Trudi, the little dog began wagging his tail as he hung there attached to the board. Trudi ran off to the ladies room, crying for the poor creature, knowing that she has to get over this weakness of heart in order to pursue a successful career as a veterinarian.



Finally, after completing the Doctor of Medicine Degree with a 4.2 average; Trudi took the North American Veterinary Licensing Examination in order to practice medicine. After eight grueling years of studying; she, at last, became Doctor Trudi Miller, V.M.D. Hot diggity dog!



Upon her graduation, Trudi’s working Mom presented her with enough money to join her former classmate, Rosemary, for a two- week summer vacation in the Virgin Islands before they begin to apply for positions at various openings as listed at the University of Pennsylvania or other posts advertised in a national veterinary magazine. Rosie was also studying a course in taxidermy.



Taking a jet to San Juan, followed by a propeller powered commuter plane to the Virgin Islands; they stayed at Bluebeard’s Castle, a mountaintop resort overlooking the blue waters surrounding the island of St. Thomas; Trudi and her chum shared a sunny room on a high cliff. Everyone back at school thought that Rosemary looked just like the sardonic comedian, Rosie O’Donnell. Twice the size of Trudi and strong as Rocky Balboa; the new Doctor Miller realized she and her friend had a lot in common when Rosemary, also studying to become a veterinarian, surprised Trudi by asking, “If you saw a baby and a puppy abandoned on a curb; which one would you save?”



Without hesitation, Trudi replied, “I’d rescue the puppy, of course. Animals possess every emotion that humans do, except one: evil! Animals only fight to protect their young; their territory or for supremacy of the herd. Even in jungles, it was proven that wild animals will not spring out and attack you unless you stumble upon their pride and, even then; it’s the females who fight to protect their own. The males are usually asleep somewhere else. Those old Tarzan movies were pure Hollywood lies and I hated, ‘King Kong,’ ‘Mogambo,’ ‘Out of Africa,’ ‘Mighty Joe Young,’ ‘Hatari,’ ‘Old Yeller,’ and, ‘The Lion Hunter: with Bomba the Jungle Boy.’ My motto is, ‘Hunt the hunters!’”


Rosemary continued with, “Are there any movies that you enjoy?” 

Without missing a beat, Trudi answered, “I loved, ‘Born Free,’ and, ‘Dances with Wolves.” They made me cry. Oh, yeah; I also love Clint Eastwood’s five, ‘Dirty Harry,’ movies as well as Charles Bronson’s three, “Death Wish,’ vigilante films.”


What really bonded the two young women happened one day near the end of their “sun and fun” vacation. While dressing for dinner; a news item flashed across the TV screen about a Russian cruise ship docking in Charlotte Amelia. It seems that, while on shore, two teenage boys left their families to roam the town. A Great Dane began barking at them as they passed the yard he was penned in. The teens thought it would be fun to taunt the large dog. So; they went through the unlocked gate and were immediately confronted by the huge animal. That was when one boy grabbed and held the dog around the neck while the other one took out a knife and cut off the dog’s ears, at the base. A witness claimed that the boys laughed, shouting something foreign as they ran away, leaving the poor beast to howl in horrendous agony while rubbing his massive head along the ground, trying to ease the pain. Fortunately, the dog will survive but, thanks to the one witness; the boys are under arrest at city hall until being released into the custody of their parents before their ship sails and only after their hefty fine, for animal abuse, is paid.



Watching the television with her mouth open in shock; Trudi hears her friend say, “Let’s get ‘em.” So, changing back into jeans and a tee shirt, she rummages through her purse to retrieve a can of mace and a box cutter. At the front desk, she asks directions to city hall and both girls hop into their rental car to find it somewhere in town. Twenty minutes later, they’re parked across the street from the government building, nervously waiting.


“I’m scared, Rosemary. Suppose we get caught? You sure you want to do this?”

“Look, kid. We were taught to be objective about the animals we treat but, we still love the little critters, right? These Ruskie bastards need to learn a hard lesson from us yanks. A lousy fine ain’t gonna’ cover it. You’re always harpin’ about justice so, here’s your golden opportunity. Talk is cheap. Put your money where your mouth is.”


After listening to a half hour of Caribbean music on the car radio, they see four adults, two young men, a reporter, an interpreter and a cameraman exiting city hall. The party then splits up leaving one father smacking his son in the back of his head. After a brief argument, the boys head back in the direction of their cruise ship. Starting the car, the vets follow the teens, devise a plan and stop to quickly purchase a 5th of Smirnoff Vodka on the way.



Reaching the waterfront filled with freighters and international cruise ships; they park the car and catch up with the Russian guys to smile and wink at them. With a language barrier, Trudi holds up the vodka bottle and uses hand signals to invite the males to party with them. Pointing to an alley between warehouses stocked with imported goods, the boys followed these older Amerikanskis to a deserted cove where they pause a bit to pass the vodka bottle around. Soon, the guy's babble like hyenas while the ladies keep nodding as if they understand Russian. Then, when the teens become drunk enough to sit down; the women strike like lightning. As Trudi maces each kid in the face, they yell foreign words and claw at their eyes, from behind, Rosemary grabs the blond boy around his scrawny neck while Trudi uses her box cutter to quickly slice off both his ears. Hearing his Komrad‘s screams, the dark-haired boy tries to blindly stand and run but he’s stopped when Trudi and Rosemary repeat the ear slicing on he, himself. As blood spurts from both sides of their heads; Rosemary punches the boys into unconsciousness before wiping their bloody hands on the kid’s sport shirts. Staring at the four amputated ears lying on the ground, Rosie quips, “Look, Trudi. They’re as pink as pig’s ears. C’mon; let’s go. We gotta’ get off this island.”


Running back to their rental car, they both jump in as Trudi races back to the hotel to tell the front desk that something’s come up and they gotta’ go. Quickly checking out, they turn in their rental car and catch a nauseating propeller-powered commuter plane to San Juan; then, a red-eye jet to Philadelphia International Airport.


Gratefully, back home at last, Trudi feels flat-line emotions with absolutely no guilt whatsoever for what she did. However, later on; she does feel something but it’s only a mild sense of fear and excitement for administrating the punishment by her and her friend and by not waiting for the law, who would arrest them for their barbarous revenge.


The hot news item ran all over the island and tourists themselves, ran with the story about those boys being on the wrong side of town; probably becoming enmeshed in some ancient voodoo ritual. Besides, they were Communist Russians and, as Americans, we’re not supposed to like or trust them.


Chapter 2: The Circus

[image: ]

“The better I get to know men, the more I find myself loving dogs.”

— Charles de Gaulle
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As Rosemary already had a position waiting as a veterinary assistant, Trudi searched, on-line, for a more adventurous environment before settling down to her own practice. What appealed to her temperament was an ad looking for a traveling veterinarian with the Fulton Brothers Circus. Certainly not as large as the Ringling Brothers – Barnum & Bailey Circus; it never-the-less attracts Trudi’s deep down desire to treat large, wild animals before downsizing to domestic pets. She’d also meet interesting people and see America as well. Perfect! With her outstanding credentials, Trudi easily becomes hired and, as she has a farewell dinner with Rosemary; they look back on their attack on those Russian boys and decide that they should never feel guilty for correcting a heinous crime on a pet and that they were also very lucky to get away with administering their own code of equity. Lastly, they agree to start pooling their savings and begin a partnership one day, soon.


Taking a flight to Minneapolis, Trudi meets with a Mr. Lawrence Fulton, the ringleader and present owner of the traveling circus that his grandfather started. Resembling actor Nick Nolte, her new boss reminds the young doctor that she receives free room and board as well as a nice paycheck. He explains, “We run a Sunday School Show here, meaning; no gambling, no dirty ‘gal shows’, no freak side-shows and no ‘Pickled punks’; meaning, no bottled fetuses or 2-headed babies on display. As Mr. Fulton explains, “The old freak shows have now gone main stream. Just look around you; today, the freaks are out there in the streets, walking among us. With their pink or blue hairdos, they have more tattoos on their bodies than the ole,’ ‘Side Show: Tattooed Lady.’”


Showing her the ropes of the Circus business, Mr. Fuller explains to Trudi what her daily duties will consist of. Then, giving a tour of where all the animals are caged and, lastly, introduces her to their trainers. Only Gino Faro, the lion tamer, ‘comes on’ to the young vet like a Romeo with his pencil-thin moustache, wavy, greasy black hair and olive oil charm. Instinctively, she doesn’t trust this phony flatterer and turns her mental radar on. Suspicious about this lothario, she makes it a point to watch him during tonight’s performance and her suspicions are justified by the way this Gino abuses the big cats. Instead of making them obey with only the sound of a whip cracking; he literally beats them across their faces and on their backs with a metal rod. Feeling angry, Trudi wonders, “Who’s the real beast here?”


Dr. Miller’s first assignment is to extract a decayed tooth from a male tiger, named Nehru, in the big cat tent. With two burly crewmen holding the tiger down, Trudi administers the injection, putting the big guy to sleep. With Gino leering at her, Trudi easily pulls the bad tooth out, unknowingly making herself a hero to the groggy tiger who is regaining consciousness. After a few moments, Nehru is strong enough to be led back to his cage and the team is advised to leave the tent as the powerful ammonia fumes emanating from cat feces will make them feel very ill.

The following day, Dr. Miller returns to check on her striped patient who seems recovered and is acting quite feisty. So is his trainer who hits on Trudi immediately as he is leading Nehru out of his cage to walk him to the big top next door and work with him. As the good doctor prepares to leave, Gino grabs her by the shoulder and jokes, “Have you seen the new trapeze artist? She swings both ways.”

Thinking of what her father did to her; Trudi shivers and growls, “You’re a creep. Get your dirty hands away from me.”

‘What’s the hurry, Baby? Stick around and watch me work with these big dumb brutes. Maybe we can get better acquainted later.”

Annoyed at being manhandled, she snaps, “I have to see to another baboon’s needs; not yours.”

“To know me is to love me. Gimme’ a chance to show you what I got, honey.”

“Whatever you got, I’m afraid of catching it.”

Spinning her around to face him, he hisses, “There’s a lotta’ broads around here smiling because of me. What’re you, some kinda’ lesbo?”

Yanking free of his tight grip, Trudi loudly states, “My personal business is none of yours and if you ever touch me again, I’ll report you for sexual assault, you male chauvinist jerk.”


“Aw, baby…”


Listen, loser; why don’t you go and beat up some clowns?”

After crushing Gino’s ego, the good doctor begins walking outside but she’s grabbed by the back of her dark hair as Gino yells, “Do you know who I am? Do you? I could have any babe I want, Bitch.”


Kicking back at Gino’s legs, he lets go to distance himself as Nehru, free from his cage and witnessing the ugly scene, begins growling. Holding a training whip in his free hand, Gino yells, “Shut up, you stupid beast,” and hits the tiger across his beautiful striped face with a painful snap. Furious, Trudi slaps the trainer as hard as she can, across his face. As if receiving a signal, the 500-pound cat slams into Gino, knocking him down and crushing his windpipe with powerful jaws before ripping the flesh off Gino’s chest, exposing his beating heart and cigarette-blackened lungs right before the blood from the man’s shredded flesh floods his chest cavity. In a flash, the Herculean cat swung his massive head from side to side; ripping away clothing and devouring his master’s entire body, including the skeleton with which these large cats can easily digest. In short time, Nehru calmly burps, licks his chops and walks beside Trudi to sit down behind her, rubbing his huge head against her as she’s standing there horrified; not because of the wholly swallowed trainer but from fear that the tiger will be euthanized. After leading the tiger back to his cage, she grabs Gino’s ripped up clothing; cleans up the body fluids and locates fresh sawdust to cover where Nehru’s Italian feast occurred. Finally tending to the baboon’s cut finger; she spends the rest of the afternoon keeping busy by making her rounds and, when the local police question her about the missing lion tamer; she, of course, hasn’t seen him. Eventually, it’s assumed by most of the crew that he had run away again with another wealthy woman. If he’d done it before; he’ll do it again. So; shortly, a newer, nicer tamer was hired.


As the Fuller Brothers Circus travels to large and small cities alike, Doctor Miller constantly inspects all the animals for any contagious virus’s, giving the periodic prescribed shots. In the south, she is especially on the look-out for hoof and mouth disease but; she also noticed bruises on the front legs of the magnificent white Lipizzaner show horses; imported from Slovenia and Austria. Examining closely under their white hair, Trudi discovers black and blue marks under their knees appearing as if struck by a metal rod or bat. She also discovers similar bruises on the lower legs of the elephants. Both the equines and the pachyderms are trained by the same man named Gunther Heydrich from Darmstadt, Germany, who is built like a bull with piercing blue eyes and a blond crew cut. Since being hired, Trudi has made friends with most of the performers and, from hearing gossip during the dinner hour; she’s even told their salaries. The high-wire acts make the most money with an annual salary of $70,000 each. The clowns are a more secretive group. With face make-up on; they work hard to make people laugh but no one knows who they really are. Two clowns are on the run from the law. Torrid, clandestine love affairs are also a torrid hot topic within the troupe but Trudi’s interests lie only in the welfare of the animals and, one day; she learns that this Heydrich jerk yelled at a horse that became reluctant to kneel on his own front legs. He hollered, “Kneel down before me or I break your legs and you will be left crawling for your dinner!”


In spite of their gigantic size, the elephants were terrified of the sadistic trainer who’d bruise their legs with a long steel pole with a sharp hook on the end, if they didn’t kneel down or rear up fast enough to suit him. He also leads them around the big tent as a parade consisting of the elephants joining together by holding on to each other’s tails with their trunks as pretty girls in pastel-colored costumes ride on top, waving to the crowd. The finale consists of Gunther lying on the floor as each elephant carefully steps over him on its way out of the big top and back to their own private tent.


One day, Trudi is walking past the elephant tent, trying not to breathe in the overwhelming stench of urine, feces and hay. Jumping, she’s startled as Gunther exits a nearby tent, quickly steps in front of her and, with his boisterous Teutonic voice, he bellows, “You were seen with Gino before he disappeared. I think you know more than you told the police. I was told that Nehru didn’t eat his supper that night. Maybe he shit out poor Gino and the goombah eventually got hosed away, ya? Vatch your step, liebschen.”


With a hideous grin, Gunther slips back into the shade of the tent, leaving Trudi to shakily walk back to her trailer to lie down and try not to think.



Opening night in a new town is always electrifying and in Fort Wayne, Indiana, it’s no exception. The big tent is completely sold-out with a crowd full of excitement and anticipation. The opening music stirs everyone as the band strikes up John Phillip Sousa’s, “The Gladiator’s March;” famous with circuses throughout the world. The clowns; the bright colors; the exotic animals; acrobats and roustabouts; pop corn, cotton candy and saw dust: it all adds up to an unforgettable night of fun and happy memories.


Dr. Miller always attends opening night in every city and stands right outside the big top canvas tent’s open-flapped entrance where all the circus acts pass by her on their way into the 3-ringed spectacular show inside. When the elephant act approaches, Trudi pulls her windbreaker cuff over her right hand which hides a hypodermic needle with chlorohydrate; known as a “Mickey Finn”…just a few units of knockout drops; enough to make an elephant dizzy; not to render her unconscious. Only female elephants are allowed in the circus. The males are too wild and would run around reeking havoc and causing pandemonium.

As the rear elephant passes her, the vet pats the big girl’s leathery side with her left hand as she inserts the hidden drug with her right. The rider on top only notice’s the vet’s friendly expression of affection.


With her angst rising, the young veterinarian watches the pachyderms’ parade around the circumference of the three rings as they’re following their arrogant trainer who suddenly halts the team of African creatures. Because of the chosen pachyderm’s immense size; the “Mickey Finn” is flowing rather slowly through Trudi’s drugged elephant. As the band music also stops, the roll of a snare drum continues as Gunther lies down on the ground, facing up. Shouting a command in German; the band begins playing, “Baby Elephant Walk,” and, one by one; the 13,000-pound bush animals carefully step over their trainer’s body and then move on. With the procession slowing down now; the rear elephant is beginning to rock from side to side, making Trudi’s heart race with dreaded anticipation. Now, it’s the last elephant’s turn to walk over her master and…almost stumbling; she hesitates. Outraged, Gunther shouts auf Deutsch; an order to move forward. The seven-ton elephant raises her right front leg and steps over her trainer but comes down short; blocking out Gunther’s view of the bright lights overhead. He emits a loud scream right before his cry becomes muffled as the huge animal’s foot smashes down on Gunther’s bulbous head with a sickening crunch. Trudi witnessed the disgusting event and said to herself, “Evidently, German heads aren’t as hard as they say.”



Struggling forward, the huge creature raises her sticky foot to reveal Gunther’s crushed head to the audience, now resembling a crushed tomato protruding from his gold satin 19th century Prussian- styled uniform. The behemoth elephant staggers onward as her hind leg squishes Gunther’s abdomen; exploding his intestines. Now, the panicky pachyderm rams the elephant in directly front of her, causing a chain reaction as all six pachyderms stampede towards the exit and run outside to breathe fresh air. The crowd starts to scream as they knock over old folks and children, attempting to escape the horror. The circus band immediately strikes up another Sousa march, “the Stars & Stripes Forever;” which is the secret emergency call. The roustabouts are brought out to act as bouncers until the police arrive to restore order; Trudi disappears into the night, only sorry that the children attending the circus had to witness this tragedy.



It was ruled that the poor pachyderm only stumbled and was not causing a vicious act of violence. Therefore, she was sold to a government sanctuary in Texas where all wildlife lives out their natural lives in safety and comfort. With her two nemeses eliminated and the show animals living peacefully; Trudi now enjoyed her Medical Practice until, one day; her position was abruptly terminated due to the company’s elimination of live animal acts. Animal Rights groups were adamantly protesting the barbaric use of wild creatures beaten into submission just for the warped pleasure of the working class. The circus was now becoming frowned upon as, “Entertainment from the 3rd Century.”


When Ringling Brothers & Barnum/Bailey’s circus; billed as, “The Greatest Show on Earth,” declared bankruptcy and folded; the Fulton Brothers and other circus companies were soon to follow. The public just isn’t thrilled by this antiquated sort of ancient entertainment anymore. Even 24 clowns had jammed themselves into four VW Beetles and left town for Sarasota, Florida; heading back to their winter homes along the Gulf Coast. Other acts were still able to find steady work in European theaters and traveling carnivals.

With Trudi always staying in touch with her friend, Rosemary; she recalls her old school chum telling her that a veterinarian is retiring at the Philadelphia Zoo and they’re looking for a replacement with some experience.


Chapter 3: The Zoo

[image: ]

“Animals are my friends… and I don’t eat my friends.”

— George Bernard Shaw
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With its opening delayed by the American Civil War until July 1, 1874; the Philadelphia Zoo, at 34th Street and Girard Avenue; in the Centennial district of historic Fairmount Park; is America’s oldest zoo where exotic animals no longer exist in small cages with only enough room to pace back and forth. Now, they live behind Plexiglas in tropical Savannahs; on hills, cliffs and in streams plus temperature controlled pools identical to their native environments so that they can roam, swim, climb and survey their kingdoms or domains. With 1,300 animals living there, it takes an easy four to six hours to fully explore the grounds.



Feeling good to be home again, Trudi reported for first day at work to meet her superior, a Doctor Albert Jent; who’s been chief veterinarian at the zoo for approximately twenty years. Resembling a mature Brad Pitt, Doctor Al has obviously had years more experience in the veterinary field than his new co-worker, Trudi, according to her job application, which he was given access to. With a serene state of mind, he gladly answered the many questions asked by Trudi. Together, they became a great team; he, a great teacher while she, a grateful student. Respecting her new partner as a mentor; Doctor Trudi played the role of a “Gopher,” as Doctor Jent would ask her to, “Go fer,” this or, “Go fer,” that.



Soon enough, she noticed that Doc Al, always clean shaven, carried a familiar fragrance; a lecherous after shave lotion with the carnal scent of 86 Proof whiskey, but – she said nothing, thinking; it must be the pressure of the profession. Trudi now assisted in animal dentistry by inserting two solid rubber wedges in each side of a fully grown lion’s terrifying big mouth after Al injected the big cat with 1.5 mg of a muscle relaxer called succinylcholine chloride (abbreviated down to, “Sux”). This allows Al to extract a rotting fang and cleanse the bleeding gum; then pack up and get the hell out of there before the big cat wakes up, yawns and looks around. Trudi had been taught at school that a large 40 mg dose of this particular tranquilizer will kill a person almost immediately by causing lethal respiratory paralysis and cardiac arrest before one-minute passes. It is then quickly broken down by human enzymes, leaving it untraceable at the autopsy. At this point of her life, Trudi hasn’t the slightest idea how extremely important this Sux will become to her mission in the future.


In no time, Trudi, who first only assisted in animal surgery, soon began operating on various species by herself. She also learned how to treat the veterinary profession like a future business. On property, she became affectionately known as, “the animal lover.”

One evening, at her mom’s house; Trudi watched a 1936 Earl Flynn movie, “The Charge of the Light Brigade,” where, in 1854, through a miscommunication; 670 brave British light cavalrymen rode a suicidal mission against Russian forces during the Crimean War, climaxing with 40% losses. But; almost 400 horses were killed. The Russians claimed victory.

After the film ended, a network host added this fascinating commentary: “During the production of the movie, trip wires were used to make the horses fall as they charged the enemy but many suffered broken legs and had to be shot. Appalled by this brutality, Earl Flynn and members of the production company reported this brutal practice to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty of Animals. Members of the S.P.C.A. protested Warner Brothers and that led to new production rules which prevented animals, used in all movie companies, from ever being subjected to such inhumane treatment in future films.”
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