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Part I

Rip

1

If you've been to Catskill, New York, you may understand the terror of Rip Van Winkle waking up there.  

In the middle of the night, you hear guys bowling upstairs, or that's what it sounds like.

No lightning, just gigantic crashes and booms.

So, it was fear and loathing that Bernard Notlieb experienced when he opened his eyes to find himself staring at the inside of a no star motel on the outskirts of the Greene County village known as Catskill.

"Where the heck am I?" he inquired of the desk clerk, after making his way through the aluminum screen door that he somehow imagined that Vladimir Nobokov probably used when he checked in with his underage girls.

"Catskill. Why?"

"I, like, can't figure out how I got here."

She giggled and said, "Well, you were a little tipsy last night."

Then he heard from behind him, "Hi, hon. What's going on?"

Notlieb turned to see a bleach-blonde former hippie-like chick grinning at him.

He was about to say, "Do I know you?" But, in all his cowardice, he was afraid she'd whip out a gun and plug him. So, he kept mum. Only said, "Just getting a map."
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