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To my wife Holly and son Logan – You are my world.

To Chad North – I’m privileged to call you my friend.

To all of the important influences I’ve lost along the way – Ronald Volz, Edward and Loretta Meinzen, William North, Gerald Goggin and Eugene Haines – I hope I have made you proud.
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The following stories are fictional and meant for entertainment only.  This book serves multiple purposes:  1) I wanted to make my shorter stories available in print.  2) I wanted to provide readers with introductions to some of my novels by presenting the opening chapters.  3)  I needed to give myself a kick in the ass to complete all of my works in progress.  This book will demonstrate the wide range of stories I write.  It will also display how fragmented my mind can be.  I hope you find something of interest in here.
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(a stand-alone short story)

Description:

Feeling lonely and isolated, Marina Oswald tries to adjust to her life in this new country where she struggles with the local language. A surprise trip to visit her husband in Dallas leads her to a startling discovery - a discovery which validates Lee Harvey Oswald's claim that he didn't shoot President John F Kennedy.
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Marina Oswald closed the girls’ bedroom door after they finally shut their eyes, secretly praying her two light sleepers would last the night.  But wishing would only give her an hour at best with one-month-old Audrey.  It had been a long day.  Working with Ruth on her Russian studies, cleaning up after four children and waiting for her husband’s return from his work in Dallas at the book building.  She hated him being gone through the week and spending nights in a small two room boarding house but Marina reminded herself it was only temporary.

Gooseflesh rippled across her arms from the chilled bedroom.  Realizing the window was still open she shut it as quietly as possible.  Indian summer had come to Texas during the day, but at night it was clearly November.  Looking down, she smiled.  The cold had given her body a centerfold perkiness that not even her husband could resist.  The thought embarrassed her, looking at her own body.  She returned to the bedroom she shared with her husband and waited.

When the front door opened, Marina heard the sound of her husband’s work boots moving across the wooden floor and into the kitchen.  Cabinet doors opened and closed.  Chairs softly squeaked as they slid along the linoleum floor.  Then...silence.  She held her breath with each sound, hoping Ruth would not be disturbed by the noise.  Ruth Painter was the only friend Marina had.  She welcomed their family into her boarding house, helped get Lee a job and treated her like a friend, not just a boarder.  Moonlight filled the room gray as she stared at the picture on her nightstand.  The only image she had of her family stared back at her through framed glass.  The faces of her parents and uncle IIya reminded her of how lonely she had become since moving to the United States.  Each day she had thought she’d made a terrible mistake.  Back home she had a career and a large family.  But now she was far away from everything she’d ever known.

Lying on the bed, Marina pulled her powder blue nightgown just above her knees.  Her heart raced as the heavy footsteps moved closer to the door.  Soon.  But just as she heard them getting closer, they stopped then retreated down the hall.  She pulled herself from the bed and opened the door.

“Moozh?”  Marina watched a smile spread across his face. 

“I tried not to wake you,” he said softly.

“But I wait for you.”  She could see his somber expression. 

“I don’t like you speaking English.  I married a Russian woman.  Not an American.”

“Ruth has been teaching.  I work hard.”  Marina braced herself for another argument; it seemed that they always fought.  Ruth had given them a place to stay and found him a job.  She was a close friend and confidant.  His ungratefulness embarrassed her. 

“Marina, you are my wife.”

Looking down at the nightgown Marina felt foolish.  She had hoped her appearance would stir something in him, but he was preoccupied with thoughts that had nothing to do with her.  Maybe his new friends, which he had been spending more and more time with, had him interested in other things.  She was never allowed to go.  “It’s just for the men, but soon you will meet them,” Lee would always tell her.  But the meetings were short and uneventful and she was never allowed on their small day trips or to get food.  She really didn’t know them at all.  
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On Thursday, the Dallas Morning Newspaper was as far away from the front porch as it could get and Marina didn’t want to make the trip.  The silver percolator teased her with its lengthy process and she finally decided not to wait, pouring herself a cup of the watered-down brew.

“Good morning.”  Ruth entered the kitchen freshly scrubbed and ready for the day, her statuesque body supported by brown leather mules.  She kissed her daughter on the forehead, interrupting the girl as she ate breakfast.  “I found this out by the street.”  She put the newspaper on the kitchen table and began to read.  “We need to talk some sense into that paper boy.”

“Yes.”  Marina tried forcing a smile.  “I get coffee for you?”

Ruth shook her head.  “No thanks.  I have a meeting with my lawyer.”

“Today?”

“It’s going to be very busy downtown tomorrow.  I can’t imagine how hard it will be to get around.  Parking will be murder.  So today it is.”

“Nash Prezident,” Marina said absently in her native tongue.

Ruth looked up from the paper.  “You seem out of sorts lately.  Is everything alright?”

Soft tears streamed down Marina’s face.  “Husband wants us to come to Dallas.”

“To live?  In his small room?  That seems a bit stuffy.”

Pacing the kitchen floor, Marina sobbed.  “Last night he asked many times for us to come and live together.  But we can not go.  I have babies.” 

“What do you want?  What do you really want for your life in the U.S.”

“I do not know what I want.  Not same man I married.  Part of me is afraid.”

“What do you mean?”

Marina thought about how strained her marriage had become since coming to the United States.  Her husband couldn’t find work and had nothing to support his family.  When Ruth helped him get a job, he should have been grateful but he wasn’t.  He was angry all the time and sometimes didn’t make the weekend trip to see them.  When he did come home, he’d spend time with his new friends or rooting around in Ruth’s garage.  And he never touched her anymore.  “He is always angry.”  She didn’t want to tell Ruth her private thoughts.

Ruth shook her head.  “You’re the mother of his children.  Let him know how you feel.”  Folding the newspaper, Ruth continued, “Lee is like many men right now.  Young, angry and trying to make their mark.”

Marina hoped her friend was right.  “Yes?”

“Yes.  Part of his attitude is my fault you know.  I’m the one who got him the job at the depository.  Maybe he could have found work closer to home.  Besides, I’m going through a separation.  Clearly, I’m no expert.”

“No Ruth, you very kind,” Marina insisted.  

“I’ve grown fond of you Marina.  But it has to be hard with the family separated, seeing one another only on the weekends.  I understand why he wants you to come with him.”

Marina thought about her husband and what Ruth had said.  He had been such an important man in the military, devoted strongly to Russia, to be anything less must make him feel small and unimportant.  It was her job as his wife to give him part of his manhood back.  If she was failing him, she had to do everything possible to make things right.  “Will you call his room?” 

“Right now?”

“Yah, please, still early”

Marina found her purse and searched for the number.  WH3-8993 was written on a small piece of paper tucked inside the front pocket.  She handed it to Ruth.  

Picking up the phone, Ruth dialed the number and waited.  After three rings a small voice answered at the Roberts boarding house.  Ruth gave her the room number and name.  “Are you sure?” Ruth questioned.  She asked the woman to check again.  “I see.  Thank you very much.” 

Marina could see the confusion on Ruth’s face.  “Well?”

“The woman told me there was no one there with that name.”

Marina slumped into a nearby chair and looked silently at her friend.  The list of inconsistencies in her husband’s behavior was getting longer with each passing day.  She ran the list through her head.  Never home.  Away with friends.  Always in distant thought.

Seconds later, the phone in the living room sprang to life jolting Marina from her thoughts.  Inside the kitchen she could hear Ruth’s voice getting louder and more defensive.

“Did she get the name wrong?”  Ruth’s hands were coiled tightly around the telephone cord as if she was trying to strangle the caller.  Marina walked back into the living room and pulled a crying Audrey into her arms.  It was as if the child knew something was wrong.  

“Well, I think it’s pretty damn important and I will not dispose of this number,” Ruth continued.  “This conversation is over.  You have a lot of explaining to do.”

The noise of the phone being slammed into its cradle made Marina blink reflexively.  “It was Lee?” she asked Ruth.  

Ruth shook her head.  

“And he is very angry?”  

“Yes.  And I don’t know how he has the gall to be mad...”

Marina started to the door again letting Ruth’s words trail behind her.  She knew the woman would give her time to think.  That’s all she needed.  As a result of her husband’s outburst there was no telling how long it would take to patch things up.  

After wishing her a safe journey in Russian, Marina watched Ruth drive away.  She had four children to look after until Ruth returned.  The task, which would have normally worried her, didn’t seem to faze her as her thoughts remained on smoothing everything over with Lee.
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“I’m registered there under the name O. H. Lee,” he grumbled to Ruth after stepping through the front door Thursday evening.

“How you get home?” Marina asked, shocked to see her husband on a weekday.

Lee cocked his head and locked a stern glare on her.

Marina asked again, this time in Russian.

Responding in Russian, Lee explained that he caught a ride with their neighbor, with whom he rode to and from work on Mondays and Fridays.

“Pochemu by tebe ne delat eto kazhdy dien?”  Marina wanted to know why he didn’t do this each day. 

Lee glanced at Ruth.  They obviously didn’t get along well.  And the man couldn’t stand being in the house with two extra children—the incessant crying from the infant and toddler were hard enough for him to tolerate.  He detested the nuisance, nagging and constant questioning of the two- and four-year-old kids.  That was the reason he kept asking for them to come to Dallas.  Plus, Marina loved that kind of stuff, the pleading.  In the end, Ruth was Marina’s friend, not his.

He had another reason for staying in Dallas, but wasn’t about to share that with his wife.

“Why don’t you just use your real name?” Ruth asked of his alias at the boarding house.

Hesitating before answering, Lee finally said, “I don’t trust anyone.  And because it’s none of their damn business.”

Ruth just shook her head in disbelief.

After having a cup of tea, Marina fed Audrey then settled her and June in their beds.  There was nothing she could do for them except give them love.  Until now, she had relied on Lee to make life stable, to provide a place to live and a future.  

But he was not the man she’d married in Minsk.  He was not the same man who promised her family to take care of her in America.  Hell, he barely even acknowledged her since arriving that evening.  He’d spent most of his time in the garage and then went straight to bed.

Brushing an unruly lock of brown hair from June’s face, Marina left them and listened to the house.  She heard a murmur of voices coming from the other side of Ruth’s closed bedroom door and knew the woman was listening to the radio as she did every evening before bed.  

Marina quietly made her way to their room and slipped inside.  She gently slid under the covers beside her husband.  She could tell he was not asleep, but she couldn’t bring herself to speak to him.  To her, he seemed to put off an aura that warned her against disturbing him.  She loved the feeling of his body physically next to hers, but in the moment, she felt that they were as far apart as they’d ever been.
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The next morning, Lee left without saying anything.

Marina rolled over to find his side of the bed empty.  Sitting up, she looked to the dresser and spotted a stack of cash with Lee’s wedding ring perched upon it.  Is it over? she wondered.  Has he left me?

Things had been strange and awkward between them lately.  But now that she thought he had left her, Marina’s heart ached to have him back.  Whatever problems they had, she truly felt that they could fix them.  She would do her best to fix everything.  Pocketing the money and the ring, she walked out of the bedroom to find Ruth at the kitchen table.  After an awkward pause, she said, “I know you go all the way to Dallas yesterday...  But can you call the... uh... the watcher for children?”

Ruth smiled.  Sometimes Marina’s struggle with the English language came of as charming and cute.  “The babysitter?” Ruth offered.

“Babysitter.  Yes,” Marina agreed.  “Could you call babysitter and we go to Dallas?”

“Why?” Ruth asked.  Marina barely ever asked for anything.  She wanted to do it, but the place would be so damn crowded.

Marina held out some of the cash.  “Lee forgets money.  Have none for to get lunch,” she pled with begging eyes.

Ruth wanted to decline, but she looked at the bills quivering in Marina’s shaking hand.  She cracked a slight grin.  “Okay.  But first, you should get cleaned up and change into something real nice.  That way you can really surprise him.”

The sky was clear blue above downtown Dallas.  The streets were filled with more wide-brimmed hats than Marina had seen in a lifetime.  Men and women dressed in everything from jeans to suit coats and stiletto heels.  From Main to Elm, the sidewalks were busy with people positioning themselves for the Presidential parade.  

Ruth remained stoic at the wheel but it seemed that she was driving from one traffic jam to another.  Tires squealed, horns blared and profanities yelled between drivers with southern accents.  Eventually, Ruth managed to find a parking lot that wasn’t filled to capacity but it was five blocks from Lee’s building.  “Finally.”  Ruth looked in the rearview mirror at her reflection dabbing the corner of her mouth with a white-gloved hand.  She looked at Marina and smiled.  “You look just beautiful.”

Marina did feel beautiful today.  She had washed her hair with Ruth’s lemon-scented shampoo.  Afterward, she applied just a hint of peach rouge and a coat of mascara.  Intending to apply the same color lipstick, she changed her mind at the last minute, remembering that Lee hated the feel of waxy lips.  Normally she felt plain, her porcelain skin a sharp contrast to the dark hair of her family and too thin to fill out a full cup bra or Capri pants properly.  But today she didn’t feel like Skinny Lena, the nickname Lee had given to her on the dance floor on their first date.  “Thank you.”  Marina got out of her seat and smoothed her gray pencil skirt.  “How long before we go back?”

“Take your time.  Now that we’re here I’m going to watch the President.”  Ruth looked at her watch.  “How about 1:30?  I’ll meet you back here.”

Marina shook her head in agreement.  She was beginning to feel anxious about surprising her husband.  “I go which way?”

“Oh my,” Ruth chuckled.  “Sometimes I forget that you need a little assistance.  Please forgive me.”  She then gave Marina directions to the building where Lee worked.

As the two shared a friendly laugh, the crowded sidewalks made Marina feel claustrophobic; she hated being bumped by careless strangers, shopping bags and small children that seemed to have no parents.  

Ruth pointed out each building to Marina then headed east in the direction of her lawyer’s office.  Finally, at the corner of Elm and Houston, Marina could see the Texas School Book Depository building.

The depository was one of the most unremarkable buildings Marina had ever seen in America, but that didn’t surprise her.  It was simply a warehouse.  But she still wished for it to be more magnificent because it was where her husband worked.  Across the street was a wonderful cement lake, and she could see the reflection of the brick building in its water.  The image reminded her of a work of art, hand painted by a famous artist.  Marina decided that was how she would think of her husband’s building, so important that pictures of it would be all over the world.

“Isn’t it beautiful?”  Ruth shouted over the heavy drone of onlookers.

“What?”  Marina said.

“Dealey Plaza.  The pond.  All of it.”

Marina could tell Ruth was surprised by her lack of emotion.  “Yes, it’s very good.”

Ruth dismissed her with a wave of her hand.  “Just go find Lee.”  She checked her watch. “It’s almost noon, I’m sure it’s okay to go and ask for him.”

Marina headed toward the glass doors of the depository.  It was a struggle weaving in and out of the massive crowds of people, so many of them that Marina had to force her body through.  The sound of trumpets and clashing cymbals floated up the streets.  Hundreds of American flag banners hung from businesses and street signs, flapping in unison against the warm afternoon winds.

Then she saw her husband exiting the front of the building, his jacket over his arm.  His face looked strained.  Marina tried to shout over the crowd but her voice couldn’t penetrate.  She tried to keep track of him as he rounded the corner, shoving past faceless men and women and calling her husband’s name as loud as she could.

“Lee... moozh.”  Marina could not get his attention.  She walked faster but he was really moving and she couldn’t keep up.  Finally, she saw him slow down and stop, a smile spreading across his face.  Marina watched as her husband headed down an alley behind the Dal-Tex building.  Maybe it was a shortcut to a diner.  The crowd lessened as Marina approached the alley and she hurried to catch Lee.

The buildings on either side of the alley seemed to shield the street noise, all she heard was her shoe’s clapping against the pavement and the thudding of her heart.  Nothing seemed as it should be.  Things didn’t feel right; Lee should’ve been eating a lunch from the vending machine and watching the President like his coworkers.  

The flash of light-yellow caught Marina’s eyes first, protruding from the crimson brick.  Then she heard the short, breathless gasps.  Soon a long, well-toned female leg slithered out, then retreated.  The moaning became louder.  She recognized the longing groans and tried to close her eyes, but the need to see propelled her forward.  

As the lusting became louder Marina saw a flash of bare skin.  Suddenly the tryst came into focus.  Lee’s hands on a bare breast, his lips moving along tanned female skin.  She could see the woman’s red full lips, waxy lips.  Her husband’s hands moved slowly, lifting the yellow dress.

Marina felt hot acid rising in her throat.  Turning away from her husband, she slipped off her shoes and retreated, her feet scraping the pavement and sending ripples of torn stockings up her legs.  She hated this man and his country.  All she wanted now was to go back to a place where she didn’t feel like a fool.

The celebration from Dealey Plaza was in full swing.  Marina got turned around and couldn’t find the place to meet Ruth.  She fought through the crowd in one direction but nothing looked familiar.  Stumbling back, she felt the onset of panic wrapping itself around her body and squeezing tight enough to cut off her air supply.  Her head whipped back and forth, hoping to catch a glimpse of Ruth.  But all she saw were strangers.  The noose of anxiety pulled tighter.

And then... she saw someone she knew.  But it wasn’t Ruth.  She spotted her husband hustling through the crowd.  She assumed he was heading back to work.  If she could follow him to his building, then she would at least know where she was.  And she was sure Ruth would find her.  Taking up pursuit, she wanted to stay far enough away that Lee wouldn’t see her.  But she soon found herself struggling to keep pace with the man.  

Marina soon spotted the pond in Dealey Plaza and slowed to a calm walk as she tried to steady her breathing.
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Lee raced up the stairs of the book depository.  He hustled through the doors of the sixth floor and noticed the floor seemed empty.  Having planned on pulling the trigger in a pact he made with two other men, Lee had gotten cold feet.  Although he thought of himself as a Marxist (which didn’t sound as damning as communist) and detested the American government, Lee had found something new about America that had recently swayed his opinion of the place—call girls.  Unlike the ones he'd visited in Russia, the American ones came in all shapes, sizes and colors.  He’d discovered an unlimited buffet in the downtown Dallas area and planned to continue sampling any of them who didn’t resemble his skinny Lena.  During the ride to work that morning, Lee felt the empty space where he had pried the ring off of his finger.  He’d never felt so free—no wife, no children, no responsibilities.  He could do whatever he wanted.  It was at that moment that he had changed his mind about what he was about to do.  Reality had set in and he doubted that he could’ve even made that shot.  After all, he had failed under pressure once before—and that had been a stationary target.

Having unwrapped and stowed his Carcano rifle under some debris on the sixth floor, Lee wanted to bundle it back up so he could sneak it back home.  Getting that rifle was the only reason he had gone all the way back to Irving on Thursday.

He heard the first shot right after he rushed through the door.  A second and third shot rang out as he neared the corner where’d planned on taking the shot.

As he rounded the last row of shelves, Lee spotted a man holding his rifle with gloved hands.  He recognized the man, who had he known simply as John (which he didn’t believe was his real name).  Lee watched a dry grin spread across the man’s face.  

John was an American with a thick mustache and a muscular build.  He’d been one of the three involved in the pact.  In fact, John often bragged about the blackmail leverage he had over a few government officials.  “Figured you’d get cold feet,” John said as he tossed the rifle to Lee.

“What did you do?” Lee balked as he instinctively caught the rifle.

John smiled.  “No.  What did you do?”

Lee stepped to the window, still holding the rifle and looked down to see chaos on the street below.  He hefted the rifle up to peer through the scope in order to get a better view.  What he saw shocked him to the core.  President John F. Kennedy’s body was slumped across the back of the limousine as it sped away from the scene.  “It was supposed to be Connally,” Lee mumbled, referring to the Texas Governor.  Finally realizing how exposed he was, Lee stepped back from the window.  “It was supposed to be Connally,” he said again, a little louder that time.  The plan had been for Lee to shoot the Governor of Texas.  Unbeknownst to Lee, John was going to take a shot at Kennedy from a different position when everyone reacted to Lee’s shot.  But Lee had failed to confirm the final check-in that morning.  So, the other two took matters into their own hands.  Knowing Lee’s spot held the best vantage point, John snuck into the building.  In fact, in Lee’s rush to his tryst, he had brushed right passed the man and hadn’t even noticed him.  “It was...” Lee started again, but realized he was speaking to no one.  John had already fled the scene.  In a panic, Lee stashed the rifle back under the boxes where he had originally hidden it.  Not knowing if he’d been spotted in the window, he needed to distance himself from the scene.  He bolted from the room but managed to slow down as he descended the stairs.  He didn’t want to draw any unwanted attention. 

Marina heard the fireworks; but all she wanted was to find Ruth and go back to Irving.  This was no time for a party, even if the President had arrived.  The fireworks sounded closer as three new loud bangs filled the air.  The mood of the crowd changed instantly.  Suddenly the faces of people she’d passed before mirrored her own shock.  There were no smiles or laughter; parents crushed children to their chests, and some ran full speed from the celebration.  It was odd to see such a change, from happiness to horror, but Marina knew exactly how they felt.  The streets didn’t look the same; neither did the sky or the sun.  The patriotic decorations appeared withered and crushed, rolling awkwardly across the pavement like tumbleweeds.

Finally, she spotted Ruth and ran full speed to reach her.  Once inside the car, she begged her to drive away as fast as she could.  But her friend was silent, her face ashen.

“Please drive, now.”  Marina begged.  

Ruth remained unresponsive. 

“Ruth, please.” 

“President Kennedy was shot,” Ruth mumbled.  Finding the ignition, Ruth started the car and tried to drive through the mass of running spectators. 

Marina wanted to feel something for the injured President, but all she could think of was Lee’s hands grasping the other woman’s full bottom underneath her dress.  “I’m sorry my friend,” was all she could mumble. 
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The crowds of people were chaotic and Lee tried to file in with the running and sobbing patrons.  He felt perspiration covering his forehead as he bumped and pushed his way down the back sidewalk and headed west toward the boarding house.  To Lee, it seemed as if everyone was looking at him.  The beating of his heart throbbed in his chest as he finally arrived at the house.  Everyone inside was preoccupied with the news of the President being shot and paid little attention to him.  He was grateful to be ignored.  

Safely tucked in his room, Lee’s mind raced through all of the scenarios he could imagine.  He knew that John wasn’t going to take the fall.  He also knew that the well-known politician couldn’t be touched even if Lee told everyone the truth.  He suddenly realized that the other two had chosen him to be their patsy—suspect number one.  Who would believe a self-proclaimed Marxist over a powerful politician? he wondered.  Could I ask a prostitute to testify for my alibi?  How reliable would she even be?  He wouldn’t really be able to describe John as anything other than a fit American man a few inches taller than himself.  Hell, if the man shaved his mustache, Lee doubted he’d even recognize him.  Then he thought about his only saving grace.  He would still have to do serious time for it, but it could save him from a death sentence.  He would have to admit his attempt to shoot retired Major General Edwin Walker in April.  That could warrant him a life-sentence in prison.  But he could argue that if he failed to hit a man who had been sitting still, then there was no possible way he could hit a moving target from a greater distance.  

Settling on that defense, Lee changed clothes and tucked his pistol into his waistline.  At that moment, he knew he had to get as far away from Dallas as he could.  He calmed himself before exiting his room.  If he ran, he would draw the attention of others.  Inhaling the afternoon air, Lee set out, keeping to the sidewalk as any normal pedestrian would.  He was certain that one, or both, of the other two had provided the Dallas Police Department with his name as the man who pulled the trigger.  

For a split-second, Lee thought about returning to the Texas Book Depository and disposing of the rifle.  Just as soon as the idea entered his mind, he dismissed it.  He knew that part of town would be crawling with police officers and, soon, federal agents.  His only chance was to flee.  

But what would he tell Marina?  How could he explain any of this to her?  Then he wondered if he owed her any explanation at all.  After he had removed the wedding ring, he’d felt free—for the first time in a long while.  But now, fidgeting with that bare finger, he wished he’d still had that ring.  What he wouldn’t give to have the ring strangling his finger to remind him to go home, to be a good provider, a good husband and a good father.  In that moment, he knew he’d never see any of them again.  It had just dawned on him that John probably wasn’t going to contact the police.  The man was probably planning to kill him.  Even though they could deny every word he said, neither of the other two men would want Lee to talk.  They wouldn’t want that publicity.  They wouldn’t want to have to answer any questions connecting them to Kennedy’s murder.  

Lee realized he should have stayed in his room until he could use the cover of nightfall to hoof it out of the city.  He stalled at the corner of East 10th Street and North Patton Avenue.  He thought about turning back just as a car slowly drifted by.

Glancing over, Lee was shocked to see John staring at him from behind the wheel.

The car continued down the street.

Lee was certain he would come around again.  But he believed John didn’t know he was armed.  His hand hovered over the butt of the revolver as he heard a car pull up and stop.  Refusing to look, Lee waited for the showdown.  If he could kill John, then the politician might get worried.

Cruising down the side streets, Officer J. D. Tippit spotted a car slow to crawl as the driver focused on a pedestrian at the corner.  Instantly, Tippit thought of the same thing that the other driver was probably thinking—other than the clothes, the pedestrian closely matched the description of the shooter.  Tippit pulled his squad car to the curb as the other car slid past.  “Excuse me, sir?” Tippit called out through the open window.

The guy didn’t answer.  Didn’t budge.

Officer Tippit got out and stepped around the vehicle.  “Can I ask you a few questions?”

At that very second, Lee knew it was over.  Not only was John coming to try to kill him, but the cops had his description and were after him too.  He closed his eyes.  Marina didn’t exist for him anymore.  Neither did June or Audrey.  Everything about his life was gone.  He had to disappear and run.  He felt he had no other option.

“Can I ask you a few questions?” Tippit said again.

“No!” Lee replied as he withdrew the gun and fired four shots into the man.  He turned and ran, not knowing where the hell he was going.
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Inside the Painter living room, coverage of President Kennedy’s death filled the television screen.  Marina could not bear to watch her friend a minute longer; Ruth had taken vigil on the davenport, watching every image.  The description of the shooter sounded an awful lot like her husband.  But it probably seemed to define so many other men too.  She had her life to think about.  What would she do now?  Where would she go?

Her thoughts were interrupted by a heavy knock on the front door.  Just outside, two uniformed Dallas police officers stood waiting.

“Is this the Painter residence?” the shorter officer inquired.

“Yes sir.  I’m Ruth Painter.”

“Is there a Marina Oswald living here?”

“Yes.”

“May we come in?”

Marina watched the two uniforms enter the living room and remove their hats.  She had no idea what they wanted with her.  “I’m Marina Oswald.”  

“Is your husband Lee Harvey Oswald?”

“Yes.”  Marina moved closer to Ruth.

“Does this look familiar?” 

The taller of the two officers handed Marina a dark green jacket.  There was no question that it was Lee’s.  “Yes, this is husband’s”  

“Does he work at the Texas Book Depository?”

“Yes, I got him the job,” Ruth interrupted.

“Your husband has been arrested for the shooting death of one of our officers.  And he is the prime suspect in the murder of the President of the United States.”

For the third time today, Marina felt no emotion for the President, she was too wrapped up in her own pain.  But even she realized this was very serious.  How could Lee have been involved?  He was just getting back from the alley where he had his hands on another woman.

The officers fired away with questions.  “Do you know what he does for lunch?  Does your husband own a black Mannlicher-Carcano rifle?” 

The questions were coming fast.  Marina took a moment to think before answering. She knew her husband was fond of guns but they cost too much to buy.  She thought Lee only had one gun (she didn’t know about the revolver), which he had told her was a gift from his friend.  Maybe that was a lie too.  How many lies had he told her?  Marina now questioned everything.

“Mrs. Oswald we really need you to answer.  Does your husband own a rifle?”

“Yes.” Marina felt the word slip from her lips.  “He owns rifle.  It’s in garage.”

“And what about his lunch breaks?  Does he have a regular routine?  This is very important Mrs. Oswald, if you can alibi your husband in any way.”

Marina knew exactly where her husband had been during the assassination.  She knew he was just returning to the book building, after feeling up a woman with red lips.  And he certainly was not carrying a rifle.  Finally, she could do something useful to help her daughters and herself.  

“He never leaves building for lunch.  He says he must work hard so we can return to Russia.  He said, ‘In Russia, a man need to stand for what he believes.  A real man need to make stand.’  I did not think he mean anything like...”  Her voice trailed off as she gestured toward the television and the coverage of the assassination.  Knowing she had lied, Marina recalled that scene in the alley.  She would never forget it.  The moaning.  The woman’s thicker figure.  The waxy red lips.

“Marina?”  Ruth questioned.

As the officers made a hasty retreat to search the garage for a rifle that wouldn’t be found, Marina suddenly felt an emotion she never had before.  Soon her beloved husband would pay for his tryst.  She might even visit him in prison.  Revenge, she decided, was sweeter than she’d anticipated.

8

Officer Jeff Jeffries stood on the sidewalk just outside of the police headquarters parking garage.  Adjusting the black arm band they were now wearing for J.D., he scanned the crowd of onlookers who were hoping to get a glimpse of Oswald as he left the garage.  Yellow tape lined the sidewalks keeping a barrier between the crowd and the expected route.  A one-block area was filled with crying and angry citizens all holding cameras to try and get the perfect shot.  Jefferies was disgusted.  Oswald had killed a fellow officer and he was being treated like a celebrity.  Suddenly he felt a hand on his shoulder.

“How you doing Jeffries?  Look at all these assholes huh?” Jack Ruby stood near the Dallas officer.  “This pig doesn’t deserve the attention after what he’s done.” 

Jeffries agreed.  “Can you believe it?  He kills the President and J.D. and they all seem to want his damn autograph.”  Ruby thought for a minute.  Picking up a homemade sign with officer Tippet’s picture, he slowly tried to make his way down the ramp.

“I’m sorry Jack, I can’t let you go down,” Jefferies explained.

“You do remember a few debts I wiped clean at the club, don’t you?  Besides, shouldn’t that weasel have to look at J. D.’s face as he’s being hauled away?”  

Jeffries thought for a moment, it would be fitting for him to see the face of the man he killed and he certainly owed Ruby more than a few favors thanks to his gambling and drinking problems.  Jeffries lifted the yellow tape and watched as Ruby walked down the ramp, folding the picture and sliding it into his breast pocket.

“I’ll take it from here.”  Jack Ruby disappeared into the parking garage as Jeffries returned to his watch.
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The Michigan Dogman
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(an excerpt story from DEAD MAN’S CURVE)

Description:

After his identity is exposed during his latest assignment, assassin David Starke goes into hiding with his crippled brother, Nick, in a secluded cabin located in the northern side of Michigan’s lower peninsula. Unfortunately for the Starke brothers, David’s trek to the cabin takes him through range of a territorial dogman.  In their struggle to survive, David injures the beast. The howls of the wounded dogman draw in the rest of its pack. Trapped inside, the brothers try to fend off the monstrous attacks while refusing to call the authorities for help (as David would immediately get arrested).

Help arrives in the form of James Laudon, Nichole Voss and Xander Anatoli along with an Emmet County deputy and an elderly Odawa tribe member. Will they reach them in time? And will the strange dynamic of the situation become more volatile than the attacking monsters?

1

All things considered, killing Usama El-Fayid, the notorious Middle Eastern “politician” and suspected leader of the resurgent terrorist branch with ties to Al Queda, had been the easy part.  Fleeing the city of Montreal proved much more difficult than anticipated as David Starke’s name and physical description flooded the news outlets within minutes of the assassination.  Someone had clearly set him up and sold him out.  No one could have identified him as he’d been in disguise as an older homeless man when he planted the bomb under El-Fayid’s car.  

Sticking to his original plan, David fled the city.  This time he’d used the cover of an elderly scholar.  Once David made it to the spot along a tributary to the Saint Lawrence River, he shed his disguise and donned the wetsuit he’d stashed there.  He then slid the inflatable raft into the waterway.  Paddling away from shore, David started the motor and guided the craft toward his next destination—confident that it had not been compromised.  He sped out of the tributary and onto the big river as the darkness of night enveloped the environment.  Feeling like a pirate, David raced toward the big freighter out on Lake Ontario.  Bouncing in its wake, he skimmed ahead and slid alongside the large vessel.  

As the tiny raft felt like it would get sucked under the freighter, David found the rope dangling on the side of the ship.  Donning a backpack, he grabbed hold of the rope, then extracted a knife and sliced a gash in the raft.  It quickly disappeared beneath him and sank to a murky grave.  David then climbed the knotted rope and found a hand waiting to pull him up and over the rail.

Stephen, his contact, tugged him on board then retracted the rope.  “Did everything go smoothly?” Stephen asked.

Removing the backpack and digging into it, David replied, “I’ve been compromised.  Someone higher up.  Probably the contractor.  You’re clean, though.”  He handed Stephen and envelope filled with cash.

“You sure?”

David nodded.  He fished out a burner cell phone and typed in a number and keyed the message, “Boogie,” then sent it.
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