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Today, August 15, 2020, on my 74th birthday, I’m unveiling my fictional, mystery story. It has been over four decades since I originally wrote this story.
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In 1974, I was working full time for the phone company, attending Pima College as a full-time student (12 credit hours), holding a part-time job at a convenience store, and started writing my very first book.

Since the age of 28, the original copy of this book has been unpublished. That was 46 years ago. My mom and dad read it but very few others have before now. I really enjoyed writing this book.

At one point in my story, the grandma takes a fall. I remember contemplating for several days the outcome of this fall. It was a big challenge for me to determine the outcome of her fall.

Some of the storylines came from my living through similar situations or knowing about others who had. Before finishing this book, I quit my part-time job. However, I retained both my full-time job and my full-time schedule at college during the writing of this story.

It felt really good when I wrote the last lines of my book and realized I had accomplished a goal I had only dreamed could occur.

At the age of 70, which was 42 years later, I wrote and self-published my autobiography. The Chase Story—My First 70 Years was made available to the public on August 15, 2016. Chase’s Dream Journal 2010-2019 is the 2nd book that I self-published on my 73rd birthday in 2019.

All of this has inspired me to bring Cry for You; Cry for Me; Cry for Them!! into this century. I hope you will enjoy this story as much as I’ve enjoyed making it available for you. (Chase)
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FAMILY TREE (Cast of Characters):
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Cora Ann Long is a sister to her dying brother Tom.

Kelly Long is their older brother and is married to Joyce.

Their mom is Ruby Finch Long.

Their dad is Frank Long.

Their last living grandparent is Grandma Bertha Finch.

Dr. Joan Brown becomes Cora Ann's very compassionate psychiatrist.

Later in the story, Julie Paris (Joyce's best friend) is introduced.

Further into the story, Dennis Blake (Kelly's best friend) is added.

Their great aunt Sara is a sister to Grandma Bertha Finch but only has a brief part in this story.

A very few mystery-type or unknown characters appear throughout this story.

Now, our story begins.
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Chapter 1
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Sobbing Cora Ann Long and her dying brother Tom begin this story.

Just before introducing their older brother Kelly and his wife Joyce,

Ruby and Frank Long (their parents) appear.

Compassionate Dr. Joan Brown (psychiatrist) will greet Cora Ann.

Their last living grandparent is Grandma Bertha Finch, and she will be arriving for a visit before this chapter has ended.

She continuously hears his screams echo from the past into the future. Her heartbeat is pounding very rapidly as she remembers how he cried and pleaded, “No. No! No.” She’s in such intense agony.

Her tensions have expanded to such a degree that they finally release when she cries in terror and in shock. Her falling tears are like fire sparks hitting raw flesh. Looking down, while she wonders why this had to happen to him, she sees his blood in her hands.

His body is motionless, but his eyes are still staring at her. Cora Ann Long, who is 23 years of age, has just seen her brother Tommy die. To her dismay, her mind has gone blank, and she can’t remember what has really happened; however, his echoing screams continue to remain with her.

Two days have gone by, and today is the day of Tommy’s funeral. Cora Ann has been under intensive psychiatric care since Tom’s death; consequently, she can’t attend her brother’s funeral.

Mrs. Ruby Long, Cora’s mother, is crying.

This ordeal has very deeply afflicted her. Seeing her most loved child, Tommy, being laid to rest is more than she can bear. She’s crying very hard, and her entire body is shaking. She wonders how such circumstances could have caused such a tragic incident to happen to her son.

Tommy died at the age of 17. How could this possibly have happened to him? He was so young, and he was such a respectable person.

Cora’s father, Frank Long, is in mild shock due to his son’s most gruesome death. Frank is unable to cope with the unrealistic cause which called the shadow of death to take his son away.

Tom is also survived by his brother, Kelly, who is 27 years of age. Kelly and Joyce (Kelly’s wife) are also at the funeral. They are both crying; the loss of their dearly loved Tommy has brought many tears of sadness into their lives, too. Joyce and Kelly live on the opposite side of town from Kelly's parents, Ruby and Frank.

At the funeral, Frank is thinking back to the day of Tom’s death.

“I still can’t believe what I saw that day when I got home. Cora Ann was in such a deep state of shock. She was sitting by Tommy. Tommy was already dead.

“Tom, how can you possibly be gone? You had so much life inside of you and so very, very much to live for. How could my only daughter, precious Cory Ann, be guilty of this awful crisis?”

In her isolated room, Cora Ann has merely drifted along since that night; she appears to be existing in a world of her own. She stares off into space, as though that ordeal is happening in the present rather than in the past.

With the exception of occasional flashes of Tommy’s screaming and crying: “No. No! No.” her memory is no longer of any benefit to her. His screams haunt her whenever she attempts to understand what’s happening to her.

Cora Ann is being led into a cell. It’s completely made of bars—just like a small jail. The cell is inside a large room. Once inside the cell, though, there is absolutely no way of escaping after the door is closed.

An attractive, dark haired, slender lady is now closing the door between Cora Ann and herself.

“Cory, my name is Dr. Joan Brown. You must remain here until you’re better.

“Honey, you must remain here until you’re better. Under these difficult circumstances that you’re facing, I think you’ll be much safer here and where you can be by yourself and away from the rest of the pressures of the world. You don’t need to worry about anyone coming to see you; however, I’ll always be close by whenever you need me.

“I hope that we can become very good friends. Try not to worry about anything. It’s going to take time for you to accept whatever it is that has upset you. You’re going to be OK. Now, you must try to get some rest.”

Dr. Brown is leaving Cory’s area. It seems dark and isolated to Cora Ann. She can only weep and wonder what has really happened to her.

Ruby and Frank Long are home from the funeral.

Ruby is crying very hard. She’s very disturbed.

“Frank, how can you accept this so calmly? Tommy was our most cherished possession, and now he’s dead.”

Frank is trying to comfort Ruby.

“Tom was a fine young man and an excellent son to both of us. To me, it’s like a horrible dream—a nightmare—one I can’t believe has really happened. Like you, I don’t think I’m able to accept why this had to happen to him.”

Ruby is staring at Frank. She’s still crying.

“How could Cora do such a terrible thing to her brother? How could she cause him to die such a terrible death? What is the matter with that girl?”

On the other side of town, Joyce and Kelly are entering their home. They, too, have just arrived home from the funeral. They are both very emotional. Kelly is closing the door.

“Joyce, mom really took it hard. I just hate to imagine what this could and probably will do to her. She was always so close to Tommy. I don’t see how she will ever accept what has happened to him. She loved him more than she loved anyone else.”

Joyce is rubbing her eyes.

“I know, darling. Now, more than ever, you’re going to have to forget how your mother has treated us in the past. You must comfort her, and I’ll do anything I possibly can to help if she will let me.”

“Joyce, somebody else needs help, too. What do you think is going to happen to my sister? Cora Ann has been isolated from all of us. What if we are all wrong in thinking that she’s the one who is guilty for Tommy’s death? What if she’s completely innocent? I just can’t imagine her taking his life like that.

“She really loved Tom. His death is so unrealistic and so very wrong to have happened. Why wasn’t I there to help my brother and my sister when they both needed me more than they ever did before?”

Even though several days have passed since the funeral, time has stood still for the Long Family. An elderly woman is ringing the doorbell at the Frank Long residence. She’s a very observant person.

Frank is opening the door. He’s quite astonished to find his mother-in-law standing there.

“Mother Finch, why didn’t you call me when your plane arrived? It’s really wonderful to see you, but I wanted to meet you at the airport. You must have caught the earlier flight.”

“Yes, I did, Frank; however, I didn’t want to trouble you to pick me up. The ride in the taxi was just fine. I feel so bad that I couldn’t be here for little Tommy’s funeral. He was such a perfect grandson to me. I know that this is very hard for all of you folks, too. Poor Ruby. Is she any better since you phoned me?”

“No, mother, I’m sorry that I can’t say that she is. Ruby has confined herself to her bed ever since the funeral, and she isn’t eating very much, either.”

“Frank, I just hope that I can help her. I’ll do everything I can to get her back on her feet. Has Ruby had any visitors? What I meant to ask is if she has confided in anyone else?”

“No, she has not confided her sorrows to anyone. Kelly and Joyce have been here to see her several times, but each and every time, she insists that I send them away. They really want to help her, but Ruby refuses to let them see her.

“It’s very hard to understand why she’s acting this way to her own son. You’re the only person she has asked for. Ruby has cried almost constantly since she was told the awful news about Tommy. Feel free to check to see if Ruby is awake.”

Grandma Finch is now going into her daughter’s room. As the bedroom door is opening, Ruby is awaking from her light sleep.

“Mom, is that you? Are you really here?”

Grandma Finch is gently grasping Ruby’s hand.

“Yes, daughter, I just arrived. Oh, I am ever so glad to see you. I’m just so sorry about everything that has happened.”

“Mother, I’m so upset that I can’t even think properly. I need you now, more than I ever have. I can’t even talk to my husband, Frank, about how I feel. Joyce and Kelly keep trying to make me worse by dragging themselves over here to interfere in my life. They tell Frank that they want to help me, but I know them better than that.”

Grandma Finch is rubbing Ruby’s forehead.

“Ruby, try not to feel so bitter toward them. They are family, and families have got to stick together. Tell me what you know about Cory Ann. Where have they taken that poor child?”

“Mother, I hate to even think about that awful child. It would have been better for all of us if she had never been born. One thing is for sure, and that is she can’t escape from where they took her. It’s some kind of a mental hospital in Kaysville, about 60 miles from here, where she has been locked up.”

“Ruby, you shouldn’t feel so mean toward her. What if she didn’t do what she has been accused of doing? Even if she was responsible, it must have been because she didn’t realize what she was doing. She wouldn’t do something like that on purpose.”

“Mother, Tommy was my little boy. He was all I ever had who I truly loved that much. Now, he’s gone, and I can’t ever see him again. What am I going to do? What’s happening to me?”

Ruby is holding her head. She’s crying quite severely. Her mother, Grandma Finch, is finding it very difficult to comfort her.

At the Kelly Long home, Joyce is in the kitchen. She’s fixing supper for her husband. Joyce has always tried to be a perfect wife to Kelly. Her deep and sincere love for him has continued to grow fuller every day of her life. Joyce is deeply concerned about the way Tom’s death has affected Kelly.

Kelly is walking into the house. Joyce is greeting him home with a kiss.

“Joyce, you really are a perfect wife to me. Without you, I wouldn’t want to continue life in this world. I love you, Joyce.”

“Oh, Kelly, Kelly, you’ll never be without me. I’ll always be here, and you know how much I love you, too.”

Joyce is pouring a cup of coffee for Kelly. She’s handing the cup to her husband.

“By the way, you planned to see your dad at lunch today. How is he? Or, was he able to get away to see you?”

“Yes, but things aren’t any better. Mom still refuses to let us visit her. I really think she’s trying to erase me completely out of her life in any way she possibly can.”

Joyce is very touched by this.

“Oh darling, if only we would have obeyed her wishes by not getting married, you would be able to help her through this dreadful tragedy. She really needs your help to accept what has taken place.”

Kelly is shaking his head in disagreement.

“Joyce, please don’t ever think like that, again. No girl could be good enough for me in my mother’s eyes. Mom hated every girl I dated or even thought of dating. She has also been very hateful to the only daughter she ever had.

“Cora Ann was so beautiful, and mom has always been very envious of her. Joyce, you’re so lovely and so nice to everybody that mom can’t relate to you like she could if you were the way she really is.”

“But, Kelly, if you weren't married to me, your mom would feel closer to you. Your mother really needs to have you by her side, now. This is such a pathetic situation for her to suffer and endure.”

Kelly is looking over at their fireplace.

“See that fire! That’s typical of mom. When she wants things to go her way, the fire dies down; however, when she has what she wants, the flames of the fire jump and crackle—throwing sparks in every possible direction.

“I probably shouldn’t talk this way about my own mother, but it’s the truth. Honey, you’re in no way an obstacle to her acceptance of this tragedy.”

To hold back her tears, Joyce is looking up at the ceiling.

“You know that I love you, Kelly, and I would do anything I possibly could to make you happier. I just hope that nothing will come between us to separate us, not now nor ever.”

Several hours have passed. In her cell, Cora Ann is screaming.

At this same moment, even though miles away from Cory Ann, Joyce has awakened and is shaking Kelly.

“Wake up, honey! Kelly, please wake up. Kelly, you were screaming in your sleep. What’s the matter? Are you all right?”

Kelly is staring at Joyce. He’s very pale.

“It all seemed so real—like it was really happening. It was the worst nightmare I’ve ever experienced. Cory was laughing at me, and she looked so strange. She had a sword in her hands, and she kept coming closer and closer towards me.

“I couldn’t get away from her, and I knew that she was going to stab me. Why would I dream something like that? I really love my sister. I still feel that somehow, or in some way, she’s innocent of that tragic incident that took Tom’s life. Since I feel that way, why would I dream something as terrifying as this about her?”

Joyce is trying to reassure him.

“It was only a bad dream. Dreams don’t always have to make sense. I think that the pressures of all of this stress and anxiety you have gone through have needed a way to release. That nightmare may have been a way for you to release some of the tensions you’ve been holding inside. Don’t worry, sweetheart. Everything will be easier to accept as time goes by.”

It has been three months since Tommy’s death, but it has been a long three-month period for the members of the Long Family.

Sixty miles from West View City, Joan is answering her office telephone at the Central Mental Hospital.

“Good morning. Dr. Brown speaking.”

“Doctor, this is Frank Long calling, again, from West View. How is my daughter, Cora Ann? It’s been so long since I last saw her. I hope it won’t be too much longer before I can see her. I don’t mean to ramble on, doctor; I’m just so deeply concerned about Cory.”

“Mr. Long, I want you to feel free to call me Joan. I wish I could let you visit her now, but I think it’s still too soon for that. I wish I had better news for you; however, your daughter is in about the same condition as she was the last time we talked. Maybe her condition will improve in a week or two; we just have to wait. We don’t want to risk having her go back into shock.

“Whatever happened the day of the crisis has really affected her. Cora Ann does remember you, but you’re the only person she has said anything about. I’m quite confident that she’s going to be able to accept reality and what has happened to her, but we are going to have to let her make the first move from within herself.”

“Joan, I trust your judgment. I just wish that I could help Cory in some way. From all I’ve read and heard about you and your services, I know that you’re the best doctor Cory Ann could have. Please do call me as soon as there is any improvement or change in my daughter’s condition.”
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