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Chapter 1

Jimbo Wildhamer was bitter.

All he had left was a rusted out 2005 Escort with 423,000 miles on it, and a job as a porter's acquaintance.

Yes, he was bitter.

He'd just been divorced for the third time. His wives had all discovered, eventually, that he was sterile.

One doctor shocked his last wife and him by announcing, "You could do it 365 times a year, but it'd probably take a thousand years to get anywhere."

Try as they might, nothing happened.

His brother was the same way—two marriages, no children. Jimbo speculated that it must have had something to do with the mumps that he and his brother both had when they were kids, but none of the fertility experts bought into the theory. All Jimbo could remember was the horrible location of the pain experienced during the onset of that malady.

Now, none of it mattered.

He thought about swearing off women forever.

For about five seconds.

No. He couldn't. He loved the ladies. He adored them. Nothing made him happier than being with a beautiful woman.

His mind a jumble of sequences and consequences, he couldn't understand why his wives had to take everything he had on the way out the door. He was a soft touch. He couldn't deny them anything. If it was what they wanted, so what?

Sure, he didn't know what to do.

So, after too many evenings staring out the window feeling sorry for himself, when he saw a story about a local nudist colony, in New Lebanon, NY, he was intrigued.

"The Stars and Stripes Forever," was their patriotic name.

He set out to find them.

Chapter 2

It was a wild rainstorm—thunder—lightning—hail—the whole shebang. He got lost. He juggled a map on the steering wheel. He saw the turn. There it was—a sign-an “S.” A small road led down from Route 20, somewhere in the Taconics, near the Massachusetts/New York State line. There was a school. He passed that. Then a large, empty barn made of stones, four stories tall, without a roof.

Past that, he saw a large five-story building. In the rain, he saw a sign. "S" was all it said.

He ran up to the door and went inside, dripping wet.

A woman sat behind a small desk.

"I'd like to sign in," he said.

"Oh, wonderful. How nice."

He signed a book—was given a key.

"You missed dinner. Sorry," she said. "There's a snack machine in the hall."

She gave him a white linen robe and a schedule of events. There was nothing on it for the rest of the day.

“Here,” she said, handing him a small brown bible. “You must carry this at all times.”

It seemed odd, but Jimbo thought nothing of it.

When he got up to his room and looked out the window he saw no one around. It was still raining hard. He got a good night's sleep.

Early the next morning he consulted his watch; 6:30 AM. He looked at the schedule. "Sunrise Swim, 6:45 AM—the Lake."

He had a pair of shorts and put them on—figuring he could use them as swim trunks, if he chickened out.

Down at the lake he saw a woman swimming, then stop to stand and look out across the lake, with her back to him, showing only beautiful bare shoulders.

He stood on the dock and said to himself, "Well, it's now or never." He dropped his shorts and stood naked, just as the woman turned around. He dove into the water. He swam back underwater to the dock and held onto it with his hand.

He looked down at the end of the long wooden dock, and saw the woman climb out of the water up a ladder. She was wearing a tiny blue and gray bikini. She picked up a towel that lay on the dock, wiped the water from her face, and walked down the dock. As she passed him she paused and said, "What are you doing?"

Suddenly he was uncertain. Did he come to the right place?

"Is this the Stars and Stripes Nudist Colony?"

"No," she said. "No, it isn't. This is a Shaker Settlement—a religious colony."

She smiled and walked away.

Not frightened—not mad—just amazed. 

Chapter 3

As he walked back to the house by a stand of large white pines, a chipmunk scurried under a boulder, a squirrel ran up a fence post, and from out of the tree limbs jumped what appeared to be a large rabid wolf, teeth bared. Jimbo swung his tiny bible at the wolf’s snout, tagging it briskly, and knocking it off course. Turning around, now incensed by the bible, the wild animal tried to rip it from Jimbo’s grasp. Jimbo held on tightly, while the wolf swung to and fro, the book tearing in the insane forest beast’s foaming jaws, until the bible broke in half.

Somehow satisfied, and catching sight of a nearby squirrel’s twitching tail, the wolf spit the pages out, and ran after the other animal. While the crazed wolf was occupied with the squirrel, Jimbo ran to a nearby shed, pulled the heavy wooden door open, and hid inside. In a moment his eyes acclimated themselves to the darkness, and he saw a rake. Grabbing it for defense, he warily poked his head outside, but saw nothing. Taking the rake with him, he walked back to the house, and, to his relief, confronted no more wild animals.

Chapter 4

It was on the schedule: Inspirational Moment.

Jimbo had packed his bag, and was about to go.

Walking down the path to his car, who did he see? The young woman in the bikini, now completely covered in a linen robe.

"Where are you going?" she said.

He paused. 

"You're not leaving, are you?"

He still couldn't answer.

"Why don't you stay? Come to the Inspirational Moment. You might like it."

"Where's that—the Inspirational Moment?"

"I'm Felicity, by the way."

"Jimbo Wildhamer," he said, shaking her hand.

"Come on—I'll show you."

She held his hand, and they walked down near the lake. A group had gathered—seated in wooden folding chairs.

Jimbo and Felicity sat down.

A sandy haired, thin, middle-aged man stood in front of them at a podium.

Suddenly he began speaking.

"My name is Jacque Cartier. Of course, most of you know that, but I see at least one newcomer here. Anyway, I was in Montreal, at a bar with my publisher and the features editor. I was working on a newspaper. It was an amazing place—tiny goldfish swam in the bar rail. Soon, the features editor, Eve St. James, and the publisher, Montand Du Brey, hatched a plan to send me to Buffalo to see if I could find a buffalo. I thought they were kidding, and just went along with them, figuring they had too many drinks. I was amazed when I was asked at work when I was leaving. Of course, I didn't want to go. The next day after work, my girlfriend Holly came home with a guy named Jack, and said I had to leave. Seemed like everybody wanted me to go. I flew into the airport outside Buffalo, rented a car, and made a few phone calls. There were only two zoos in the phone book. Neither had a buffalo, but I got a few leads, and agreed to meet a woman on Devonshire Street in downtown Buffalo. She promised to bring me to the last buffalo in Buffalo. I parked my car at the place I was told and waited. In a few minutes an old De Soto pulled up. A big Hawaiian guy got out. How did I know he was a Hawaiian? He said, 'Hi. I'm Don Hi, from Hawaii. Get in the car.' He opened the back door, and I started to get in, but he stopped me, and tied a blindfold over my eyes. I said, 'No way. No way I'm going anywhere with a blindfold.' A woman was sitting in the back seat. She said, 'Don. Never mind. It's okay.' So, Don Hi pushed me in the back seat, got in behind the wheel, and turned around, pointing a gun at me. 'You tell anybody where the buffalo is, and you get this.' 'Don't worry,' I said. 'I won't tell anybody.' They drove me to a large garage near the docks on Lake Erie. We went in a door and parked inside was a horse trailer. 'There he is,' said Don Hi. I went up to the front of the horse trailer and looked in the window. It was opened a bit. When I looked in the buffalo stared back at me. 'Merci!' it said. 'Por Favor! Get me out of here!' I looked around, and the woman and Don Hi were standing near the garage door, talking. They couldn't hear what the buffalo was saying. 'Get me out of here,' the buffalo said. 'It stinks in here!' Like a coward, I left him there, but it is my hope, my wish, to get enough courage to go back there some day and save that buffalo."
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