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Disclaimer

 

This is a work of fiction.  It is set primarily within a time period ranging from a few days before the well-publicized protests and looting in Baltimore, Maryland during the funeral of Freddie Gray until a few days after.

The following are real persons: Freddie Gray, Fredericka Gray (Freddie Gray’s twin sister), Gloria Darden (Freddie Gray’s mother), Baltimore Mayor Stephanie Rawlings-Blake, Maryland Governor Larry Hogan, Baltimore City States Attorney Marilyn J. Mosby, Baltimore City Councilman Nick Mosby, Baltimore City Council Chair Bernard C. (Jack) Young, former Baltimore Police Commissioner Anthony Batts, Baltimore Police Commissioner Kevin Davis, Reverend Jamal Bryant, Maryland State Police Colonel William Pallozzi, Stan Stovall, long-time Baltimore television news anchor

 

Everyone else in the story is purely fictional and any similarity to any person is purely coincidental.  All locations   mentioned herein, except the homes of Jay and June Avadon, Jay Allan Scripps and Rowena Moore, and the warehouse on Pulaski Highway in Baltimore County are real.

 



Cast of Characters

 

	Freddie Gray


	Fredericka Gray (Freddie Gray’s twin sister)


	Gloria Darden (Freddie Gray’s mother)


	Baltimore Mayor Stephanie Rawlings-Blake


	Maryland Governor Lawrence J. Hogan


	Baltimore City States Attorney Marilyn J. Mosby


	Baltimore City Councilman Nick Mosby


	Baltimore City Council Chair Bernard C. (Jack) Young


	Baltimore Police Commissioner Anthony Batts


	Reverend Jamal Bryant


	Maryland State Police Colonel William Pallozzi


	Stan Stovall, long-time Baltimore television news anchor


	Jay Avadon, Hard-to-find super programmer, multimillionaire, former Head Start teacher, adjunct professor


	Jay Allan Scripps, alias of Jay Avadon


	Rowena Moore, hard-to-find billionaire entrepreneur, genius chemist


	Andorra la Vella, mysterious aide to Rowena Moore


	Reverend Bob, social worker, assistant to Rowena Moore


 

 

 



Author’s Note

 

Early in the morning April 27, 2015, I left my home in the Federal Hill area of Baltimore, Maryland and walked three blocks to Camden Station where I caught a MARC Camden line train (the local passenger line) to Union Station in Washington, DC.  I willingly paid the one-way senior rate of $3.50.  I caught the DC Metro Red Line train from Union Station to the Dupont Circle stop, then walked a few blocks to the Washington Hilton where I attended the exhibitor’s showcase at the Computers in Libraries conference.  I left the exhibits a little before noon, had an early lunch in a Connecticut Avenue deli, just beating the crowd.  I had to wait a few minutes for the next Red Line train to Union Station to arrive and had to wait even longer behind a few people trying to figure out the ticket machine before I could purchase my return ticket for the next MARC train.  This train would go to Penn Station in Baltimore, still at the bargain $3.50 price, even though it would be a nearly two mile walk if I didn’t want to take the free Baltimore City Charm City Circulator bus.

Because the train was at the far end of the tracks, I just missed the 1:20 MARC Penn Station train.  I thought it was no big deal, I would just wait for the 2:20 train, which would get me into Baltimore at 3:06, much faster than waiting for the 4:13 train to Camden Station that was scheduled to arrive at 5:25.  Taking the 2:20 train may have saved my life, or at the very least, saved me from an extremely scary experience.

I got off the train at 3:06 and by the time I reached the St. Paul Street side of Penn Station, the free Charm City Circulator bus was there, waiting for passengers to board.  I boarded this Purple Route bus, thanked the driver, and took an open seat near the front.  I was sitting next to a young woman who started sneezing and offered her my small pocket package of Kleenex.  She nodded thanks.  I wanted to divert my attention from the woman and her allergies or cold and started to pay more attention to the passengers around me, a somewhat somber group.

The driver was talking to someone who had just gotten on and they were talking about an angry crowd somewhere and some looting.  I wondered if the new passenger was an employee of Baltimore City or of Veolia Transportation, which runs the circulators under contract with the city.  I listened more carefully, but, having not listened to the entire conversation, could not tell the part of the city where the problems were.

I got off at my stop and was home by about 3:30.  I did something I almost never did: watch the local television stations’ early news broadcast.

My original plan was to walk the few blocks from my home to Camden Yards to see the Orioles game that night.  As I watched the television news, and saw the wave of people coming through the Baltimore inner harbor area around Harbor Place, I was just happy to be home and was really glad that I had not arrived at 5:25.  You certainly know what happened in Baltimore that day.  Coverage in the local and national media was almost universal.

 

The first draft of this book was written in January, 2015, but there was a major problem with it that I had been unable to fix.  About a month after the protests and riots, I got the idea to set my original story against the well-publicized events of those scary days in late April and early May of 2015.  The various parts all worked together and I was able to complete the story, weaving most of my original, fictional, story against the fabric of a gripping national drama.  The book was completed in early April, 2016, just in time for the anniversary of the so-called Freddie Gray riots, with a number of the legal issues that have captivated much of the national legal community in a highly complex set of interrelated trials and allowable testimony still to be resolved.

The book is a work of fiction set against the real events that shook Baltimore City and the nation.  Hope you find it as interesting and enjoyable to read as I found it to write.

 



Spring, 1994-Spring, 2002

 




Chapter 1

 

For the first part of my life, I was known as Jay Avadon.  As an only child, I had a boring childhood in a nondescript house in what even I knew was a small, dying town in the midwest, at least it was boring until I learned that I had a previously unknown uncle who appeared in town when I was fourteen years old.  That was two years after my dad died, and Mom never talked about him or any of her family.  She got so mad whenever I questioned her about her own folks, so I learned early on not to say anything.  Never learned how old she was, although she seemed a lot older than most of our neighbors and my dad seemed a lot older than she was.  They didn’t seem to like another all that much, and I wondered what she saw in that quiet, formal man.  Did I miss him?  I guess, but it was hard to remember the two of us having much fun.  His personality was as craggy as his face.  We were both tall, but even at fourteen I was six feet tall and weighed a muscular two-ten.  The old man couldn’t have weighed more than one twenty-five.  From age eleven on, I had to do all the heavy lifting on our small farm.  

Me and Mom neither.  None of us thought alike, or even looked alike.  Her hair was black and straight, while my reddish-brown hair was sort of wavy.  There was some dumb rule that made me wear it short for school.  School was kinda boring, but I knew I didn’t want to do any kind of work on a farm the rest of my life, so I had to stay on my mother’s good side.

She was still mad at me from the bike riding accident. Me and some kids had built a ramp and used it to jump Dahne’s creek, just like we had seen Evel Knievil do on television.  Only he probably knew to measure how steep and how high the ramp should be.  Evel surely would not have jumped if there were rocks just under the ground on the other side.  Doddering old Doc Parsons, the only dentist in town, filed down my two broken front teeth so that he could put fillings in.  Said he could do porcelain crowns, then gave us a price that I knew we couldn’t afford, even if we trusted him to do the work.

It didn’t make her any happier when, at the Boy Scouts awards ceremony last night, I stretched my upper lip and showed the jagged teeth when I went on the high school stage to receive my safety merit badge.  Got laughs from the audience and the other scouts, got the look from my mother.

 

…

 

My new-found uncle didn’t really stay with us.  He had an old Volkswagen bus that had been outfitted as a camper.  The camper was parked behind the house, in case any of the neighbors get too curious.  He slept in the camper’s bed on the seat cushions that were folded down.  There was no room for him to sleep in the tiny house, anyhow, with my mother having the bedroom and me having the small uncomfortable couch.  She fed him, using the food he had brought with him and crammed into our tiny refrigerator.  I guess he must have used the bathroom in our house, but I never saw him.

Uncle Fred said that he lived in Baltimore, on the east coast, which was about as far from my home as exotic California, where I had always wanted to go.  Mom said that Fred was her older brother.  Funny that they didn’t much look alike.  I didn’t recall until much later that she had said he was her older brother, at least that’s what I thought she said.  Did she have another brother, too?  Or was she just telling me that he was older than she was?  I never did find out what she said.  Later on, it really didn’t matter.

Uncle Fred had a serious limp and clearly was too old to play baseball the way I wanted him to.  But he did something far more useful than that.  He taught me how to program the portable computer he had brought.

 

…

 

The Internet had not come to our isolated town in 1994.  There weren’t any computers in my school, either.  Lots of families had moved away because of the lack of opportunity, there were few children my age, and they were all jerks.  Thinking back on it, twenty-plus years later, I probably thought that nothing in that town would ever change for the better, if it changed at all.

There were only two television stations in town, and you couldn’t get one of them unless the weather was calm and the old, rusty antenna was working properly.  Boring, boring, boring.  There was one movie theater, but it never got the new movies until months after they were released in the big cities.

Uncle Fred had a small black suitcase, which was much heavier than it looked.  It looked much sturdier than the tiny cardboard one I used for the hated annual trips to our aunt and uncle’s house in Killeen, Texas.  Ricky and Ethel, they were.  Ethel was my father’s sister, his only relative.  Two days drive with the car windows open and dust blowing everywhere in the truck, with me stuck in the middle seat.  Then there were two unbearable days at my aunt and uncle’s place, then two boring days driving back.  The trips finally stopped two winters ago, when my father died.  My mother wouldn’t dare to take the ancient truck that far without someone to fix flats and change belts.  No, the two of us were trapped in our small town.  My father’s small insurance policy and my mother’s two part-time jobs kept gave us a place to live, food, and clothing, but not much more.  The company my father had worked for more than forty years had nearly gone bankrupt, so dad’s pension added only a few dollars a month to the family budget.  The two-acre farm gave us vegetables and chickens, but not too much hard cash.  There was no way to move.
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