
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


AN INDIAN LOVE STORY

(Aka) - Tale of the Looking Glass

“An Epic Native American Indian Love Story that Survives over 140 Years & The Battle of Little Big Horn.”
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This book is dedicated to my beautiful wife of 55 years, Linda Lloyd, who spent countless hours beside me, encouraging, contributing, and assisting me.
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My birth took place in the Mount Holly, NJ, hospital. After my parents moved to Mooestown, NJ, I attended the #5 school in Lenola, NJ. My 4th-grade teacher wrote the following on the back of my report card: “I have never met a student who says so much with so few words.” I am now trying to deserve that compliment with my writing.

I grew up in Lenola, a division of Moorestown. In 2005, Money Magazine called Moorestown the best place to live in the entire United States! Reading this, my good friend Buddy Rhodes told me, “I never want to hear of you saying, I’m from Moorestown. You are a Lenola boy. Don't you ever forget that!”

After graduating from Moorestown High School, I attended Camden County College in Blackwood, NJ for a few years. I was working at the same time.

Fortunately, I met my wife, Linda, who was driving a black Corvair that was leaking oil. My great friend Larry had flagged down the car in the parking lot of a local Diner, Olgas.

On our first date, I took Linda to see a concert featuring Smokey Robinson & the Miracles. My second date was with the girl who was sitting in the back seat that first night. Realizing I had made a big mistake, I asked Linda out a second time. To this day, I am thankful she agreed. I was hitting way above my weight.

Once married, I worked for whoever would have me. Somehow, someway, I am not sure why, I became a successful Fluid Power Salesman. Fluid Power is another term for Hydraulics and can be described simply as the joys of oil under pressure. After throwing my pot stash away for good, I worked my way up to management and then led my distributorship. Luckily, lightning had struck.

Lynn & I now live in a lake cabin, waking up to a sea of tranquility every morning. Our puppy, Kasper, sleeps with us. She wakes us up at least 3 times a night, licking our ears. I think she is making sure we are still alive.

After arranging the sale of the Fluid Power distributorship, I retired for good, or so I thought. I got the bug once again and formed another company, soon realizing I only wanted to write. That is where I am now, JUST WRITING.
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Preface
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A relative once told me that my Great-Great-Grandmother was a full-blooded Cherokee Indian. The now long-deceased cousin even sent my aunt a picture of her. My cousin took the care to write that it is only speculation on her part that the woman pictured was, in fact, a Cherokee and our ancestor. I have lived with this information for many years, choosing to believe it, but I have no proof, and my ancestors have passed on. I hoped it was true because I had dreamed of being Indian and somehow felt a connection. It is hard to explain why. But after joining Ancestry.com, I sent a sample swab to them for DNA analysis. I anxiously awaited the results that finally came to reveal that, get this, I was primarily Irish! My mother’s maiden name was Bingham, an Irish name, if you've ever heard one, I thought. So, the news was easy to accept. Years ago, this news drove me to celebrate this newfound identity. It was easy to take because my Maternal Grandfather was a walking advertisement for all things Irish. I liked their whisky until I had to give it up, and I enjoyed my grandfather's many stories. He was a rascal, just as you would expect. He would take me on trips as an infant to impress his girlfriends.

Speaking of my ancestors, I should probably mention that I also learned they had made brooms to support themselves. Yes, brooms. That is not a typo. The type you sweep things up with. One of their broom-making machines is even on display at a state museum. Get your tickets! I'm not sure where. I hope to find out someday. You can imagine how lucrative that was. It explains why I sometimes feel the urge to sweep suddenly. I may design my broom line if this writing thing doesn't work out.

You probably think this is over, but about six months ago, as I was comfortably going about being Irish, I was shocked by an out-of-the-blue email from Ancestry.com telling me that I was more Scottish than Irish! Imagine that! It had been a computer malfunction or something. Please note that I am not making this up. So, just as there is no verification of my Native American heritage, my Irish ancestry has left the building as well. I had chosen to believe it, maybe foolishly. If one mistake was made, couldn't there be another?

I will celebrate being Scottish, but I will not rewrite this book, and I will need time to consider wearing a kilt.

News Flash! Ancestry.com sent me a notice of another correction! I am Irish again. I am relieved! 

I am now returning to writing my book. Why does all this bother me? Maybe it is the Baby Boomer part of me. That's the part that watched Bonanza and all those Cowboy and Indian TV shows. I have strong feelings about Native Americans that forced me to tell this story. I had to get this off my chest. I had to tell an Indian story to complete myself, and this is it. I hope I do it justice.

My story is mainly fictional, but I have supplemented the background with factual information. I credit Wikipedia, a fantastic resource, for my historical accuracy.

Enjoy! I hope you like my story!

Russell Lloyd
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Chapter 1

MEET THE NEIGHBORS
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Ben Wilson believed himself to be a kind and loving man. He was determined to be a man of character. He would only tell you or ask you something once. But that night, Ben had been drinking, shouting, and arguing with his wife, Laura. He should have shut the windows, but he didn't. The noise had upset his neighbors, keeping them up. Ben wasn't sure which neighbor had shouted “Shut the hell up!” but he had clearly heard it, which made him angry. Well, maybe not so clearly due to the large amount of alcohol he had consumed.

Bill McKenzie, his wife, and their three children lived on the right. Ben suspected Bill was a little too friendly with Laura and wondered about their relationship, but he was naive enough to believe that Laura would never cheat on him. 

Ben had never seen or talked to the people who lived on the other side of his home (on the left). He could rule out the shout “Shut the hell up!” coming from there.

Ben and his wife, Laura, had been having problems for years. They refused to talk to one another and decided to sleep in separate beds. Of course, the marriage was over, and they both knew it. Ben had tried to rebuild the relationship, but Laura had made it clear that she was done with it. It might have been different if they had children, but it wasn't in the cards for them.

They frequently threatened each other with divorce and had already begun debating the property settlement, which was ridiculous because Ben had already decided he would be happy to leave with just a change of clothes. 

It was a wonder that they managed to get any sleep at all. Ben knew he hadn’t. A school bus blocked the driveway when Laura got to her car. Upset with the delay, she blared the car horn for five disturbing minutes. The bus driver, whom I estimate weighed well over 300 lbs., struggled to leave his seat to confront Laura. Seeing this, Laura slammed the car doors and locked them. She yelled out, “I am going to be late for work. I will be docked if you make me late. Are you going to make it up, Tons of Fun? That last crack didn't go over very well. The driver took his keys and sat down on a lawn chair to yawn.”

Ben then noticed that Bill McKenzie had come out of his front door to stand on the porch. He folded his arms and stood there firmly. Moments later, Bill's brother, Larry McKenzie, joined him. Standing together, they looked like two mobsters. Ben now imagined he had two stone statues staring him down. 

Ben again wondered, “Maybe something is happening between them? Is Laura cheating on me?”

Glancing at the house to his left, Ben watched the front door open slowly. There, in the shadows, stood a beautiful woman whom he suspected was Indian. Movement on the left drew his attention back to Bill McKenzie. Bill raises his right hand to pose it as a pistol. He then pushes his thumb up and down as if threatening to shoot Ben. 

Ben returns to the house to pour another drink. He thinks to himself, “Now I am sure that something is happening with Bill McKenzie. They work together, and they talk to each other for hours. I don't think they are talking about sporting events.”
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Chapter 2

THE CONFRONTATION
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Ben’s anger increased as his suspicions grew that his wife, Laura, and his next-door neighbor, Bill McKenzie, were having an affair. He was also concerned about what Bill’s wife and kids would go through when it became known. He was, however, strong enough to hide his feelings and hope for the best. Ben reasoned that he would need proof of Laura's infidelity to escape this dilemma and have a fair division of property for himself and Bill’s family. He would share the evidence with Bill’s wife if he got it.
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