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    To my twin brother Stephen, for 25 years of laughter, fun, and love.
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INTRODUCTION
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In April 2011, near the sixth anniversary of my twin brother’s passing, I decided it was time to sit down and finally compose our story. The initial story was outlined a few months after his passing, yet for some unconscious reason, I was not ready to dive into characters, which would represent the qualities and personalities of my dear brother and myself. Even as I reflect on this now, I can’t say for sure if the time delay was more about me working through his death or just wanting to wait until the words could flow naturally. As a writer, I find it challenging to force the process and prefer to wait until I have something meaningful to say.

The story of two “little angels,” as Stephen and I were affectionately dubbed in our youth, is shaped by a lifetime of experiences. Far more than just a personal tale, I developed our story with the ambitious goal of giving it a universal theme and focus for readers. Regardless of your family dynamic, we all have parents, grandparents, siblings, or friends that we can imagine filling the roles of people described in this tale. From some perspective and at some level, anyone can relate to twin brothers and their experiences together. I have known a few people who believe twins are different in that we feel the loss of each other more deeply when separation or death occurs, and that we have greater similarities and can empathize more effectively. 

From my experience, neither Stephen nor I fell into what the public's perception of twins entails. We had different interests and friends, and most of the time we were not together. Even though we were opposites in some regards, we shared a common bond, and we loved each other. From this love and with Stephen’s help, I was able to compose this story. 

As you read this book, please don’t dive into the pages looking for answers about how twins think. Instead, read this story to better understand the human heart, relationships, and the interconnectedness between all people. Read to develop openness to a new perspective concerning relationships. Most importantly, read and learn how the universal quality of love has no ending or containment. 
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FISHING 101
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While reflecting on my childhood, I gained two fascinating insights: some memories linger more than others, and the more I age, the events that I deemed essential at the time and emphatically declared I would never forget are generally the first ones to fade. Now, like many people that I know, I’m left with little more than glimpses of my past and vague memories of events that define who I have become and how I have lived. 

One event that I continue to reflect on occurred when I was seven years old.  It was a weeklong, 2800-mile-plus cross-country journey that my grandparents, Norman and Ruby, made from Great Falls, Montana, to New Hampshire. One of the reasons that the memory remains so vivid is that once they arrived in New Hampshire, my brother Vince and I traveled with them in their mustard-colored National Lampoon’s Vacation station wagon to our family camp in central New Hampshire. From my perspective, the back seat in the trunk area of what seemed like the Wagon Queen Family Truckster that Chevy Chase drove in the 1983 movie felt like a cool feature. Today, I sometimes wonder whether my great-grandmother, Mimi, and cousin Charlie, who were also in tow, shared the same opinion. Charlie, only a few years older than Vince and me, was an especially cool kid because he had a Transformer. Although it was the only toy he brought along on the seven-day trip, the Transformer and the sign game kept Charlie busy. 

Before I explain what the sign game is, I’d like to point out that it would be nearly impossible today for any young boy to make it across the country in the backseat of a car with only one toy and no iPod, DS, or DVD player in his possession. I believe that one of the reasons children today lack a rich imagination is that we don’t give them enough opportunities to enter the kind of fantasy world that many of us entertained ourselves with during road trips. Today, if parents forget to pack any of the three magical devices, children can barely survive a daunting 45-minute drive, let alone a three-day trip. Oh, the horror.

The road sign game, a long-standing tradition among the best car games, is simple. You find words outside the vehicle that start with each letter of the alphabet. For example, if you drive by Arby’s and read the sign before anyone else in the car, then there’s an A. Move on to B—Boston, Massachusetts, 50 miles. Next is C. Initially, the game goes by fast, but those last few letters of the alphabet are a doozy, especially in rural areas, where we spent a great deal of our backseat riding time.

Road trip aside, our family camp was situated on a small lake nestled between Mount Belknap, home to the popular Gunstock Ski area, and several unnamed ridges owned by the Boy Scouts. For all practical purposes, such as grocery shopping, it was isolated from the rest of the world, yet only an hour from the seacoast. Instead of a description of the camp, I’ve added a picture of it. 

Since the photo was taken in the fall, you’ll have to visualize early summer when everything was green, goose poop was at a minimum, and children were allowed to be children, carefree and without the weight of the world on their little shoulders. Drama was non-existent, save for deciding what to do with the salamander found underneath the large rock or what outfit would look best on the stuffed bear kept on our beds. This was a time to run barefoot through open fields and chase one another to see who could outrun whom. It was a time to release a kite string the length of two football fields, to see how high the kite could fly without breaking free.  

For my grandfather and cousin, this was also a time to go fishing. Vince and I were not very knowledgeable about this pastime, mainly because not even one of our immediate family members was into the whole putting a wiggling, slimy worm on the hook, casting a line out onto the water, watching the bobber, and then waiting, waiting, and more waiting for some underwater creature to bite. Come to think of it, we never even thought of fishing until the summer we spotted our grandfather casting out his line from the stool he was sitting on near the lake’s edge. He would just sit there with his rod in one hand, while he used the other to take a long drag from his Marlboro cigarette. We could see an intermittent stream of smoke coming from his area, but our focus quickly shifted to the lake. 

Grandpa fished during the early morning when the water was calm and crystal clear. The sun glistened and reflected on the water’s surface, hiding the little bobber that stood watch as the lone warning signal for any fish that were present. Occasionally, my grandfather would check his line and reel in the bobber. Sometimes the slimy, wiggly worm was firmly in place, which meant another cast. At other times, the worm made its escape, requiring my grandfather to re-bait the line before casting again in the pursuit of trout or sunfish. 

Lacking the patience to see if my grandfather would catch anything, we would generally dash off into the water and play. Instead of playing and splashing on the side of the dock, where there were fewer rocks and weeds, or even swimming out to the raft, we predictably chose to intrude on the area where my grandfather was fishing. As an adult, I can now appreciate just how counterproductive our high-energy activity was to what catching fish requires. Indeed, two or three loud boys, splashing in the water, picking up rocks and mud, throwing any or all of these objects in a variety of directions, didn’t help Grandpa. Save for the few times we untangled the fishing line from an ill-timed cast into a log or onto the larger rocks, we made the fishing experience less than ideal. Perhaps that’s why my grandfather usually headed back to the camp after a few more casts and saved his fishing experiences for times when we weren't out to play. 

As I reflect on just one event, I must inevitably widen the scope of my hunt, just like a good CSI agent who takes into consideration the many other experiences, events, and circumstances that occurred around the same time. Memory plays a special role in our lives—sometimes it’s elusive, and sometimes it’s instant recall. One day, I struggle to remember the name of a childhood friend, and then the next, not only do I recall their name, but also where they lived, how we met, what we did for fun, and the role they played in my life, regardless of the duration. Take that summer, for example, when my grandparents, great-grandmother, and cousin came up to visit. While we spent the summer at the camp, Vince and I also attended Boy Scout camp, which was only 15 minutes away from our lake cabin. For the majority of the boys, it was an overnight experience. However, because we lived so close by, Vince and I were two of the only day campers. Like clockwork, my grandfather drove us every morning to the camp and dropped us off next to the “candy” cabin, where campers used their spare change to buy a variety of sugary treats.

This cabin, situated next to Lake Eileen, served as the meeting area for campers before each day began. Although my memory waffles, I can still see some of the makeshift tents set up on top of the baseboard foundations. I also recall hiking extensively on various trails. Even though I know we shot BB guns and learned archery, I can’t picture where we did it or when. Nevertheless, with little prodding, I have total recall of the vivid images of my curly, white-haired grandmother picking us up and driving us back to the entrance of the camp at the end of the day. As we approached the entrance, she would pull over to the side of the road, which I thought was a bit odd. The only thing at the camp entrance was a large pond surrounded by bushes and shrubs. Although nothing appeared out of the ordinary to Vince and me, Grandmother seemed intent on something when she rolled down her car window and spoke in a soft voice, “Norman. Norman.” 

If Vince and I timed our glances to the pond perfectly, we caught sight of a line being cast into the pond. The bobber would hit the surface, and a ripple effect instantly spread across to the grassy edges of the pond. “Norman, let’s go.”  

As we continued to watch, the bobber moved slowly back towards the bushes. Then another line was cast out from the opposite side of the pond. 

“Charlie! That means you, too!” Grandma shouted with a little more urgency in her voice.

Out of the bushes, my tow-headed cousin appeared with his rod in one hand and a small chair in the other. My grandfather was always the last one to leave. He gingerly walked out from behind the bushes, still camouflaged to the non-observing eye, until he made his way around the pond back to the side of the road. He tucked the retractable chair in the trunk of the car. A small basket followed the rods. 

As I rolled up my window, Vince asked, “Grandpa, what’s in the basket?” 

My grandfather shut the driver’s door as my grandmother moved to the passenger side. 

“Dinner,” he replied. 

“What? Did you catch some fish? How many,” I queried. 

Charlie was quick to join the conversation. “I caught two fish and Grandpa caught one.” Vince lifted the basket lid to peek at the catch, only to have Grandpa reach around and close it. 

“You can look at them in a few minutes.” 

“I don’t get it. Why were you hiding behind the bushes?” Vince asked. 

From my vantage point, I was able to watch Grandpa in the rearview mirror. He smiled when he said, “The fish are easier to catch when they don’t know you’re there.” 

The rest of the ride back to the camp seemed like a long one. Vince and I were anxious to exit the car, view the catch, and try our luck at fishing. When Vince and I asked to borrow the fishing rods and dashed off to the lake, we both believed that fishing couldn’t be that difficult. It was obvious to us that if Grandpa and Charlie caught three fish in a matter of fifteen minutes while waiting for Grandma to pick us up from camp, it would be just as easy for us. 

We had watched Grandpa cast enough times that the concept appeared simple enough—press the button, hold it down, and move the rod behind you; then flip your arm forward, all while releasing the button. Magically, the bobber flies through the air, line in tow, and lands in the water where the worm floats a few feet beneath the surface, waiting for a hungry fish to pass by.  

After several minutes and several casts, Vince and I grew weary. “I know we have been out here longer than they were, and we haven’t caught anything,” I said. 

“Yeah, I don’t get it. We did everything they always do,” Vince added. 

I brought the line in and locked the rod in place. “This isn’t fun when there are no fish.” 

“Come on, brother, you can try a little longer,” Vince replied before casting his line out again. 

I shook him off and ran back into the green-colored cabin to ask my grandfather a crucial question, which had been put on hold while he cleaned, skinned, and filleted the fish he and Charlie had caught earlier. My question had to wait even longer when I was put on fish washing duty. Even though I had never watched this process before, let alone participate, the whole idea of an up-close look at a fish, which was gutted and filleted in front of me, and then watching its blood pour into my hand while I held it underneath the water, was not as disturbing as I imagined. While I didn’t enjoy the process, I also didn’t run out of the room crying about how scary the experience was or how I would never touch, eat, or look at a fish again. No dramatics, just the process of food preparation. 

As I finished washing my hands, Vince ran to the house screaming at the top of his lungs. “I caught one! I caught one!” 

Surprised, I turned off the water and dashed out of the galley-style kitchen onto our large screened-in porch to see what my twin had caught. 

“See, Christian, if you had just been more patient, you could have gotten one too,” Vince chirped.

“You got lucky. I’m not even sure if that one counts. It’s so small,” I responded. 

Now it wasn’t the biggest fish in the world, and in fact, he would have to put it back in the water only moments later, but unlike me, Vince had caught his first fish. This mammoth sunfish was maybe three inches long, but at the end of that fateful summer afternoon, size didn’t matter because I was the only male who failed to catch a fish. 

While Vince soaked up the attention from cousin Charlie, I turned to my grandfather, who had just finished putting the filleted trout into the freezer. “Grandpa, I don’t get it. When I was at the pond, there were no fish, but when you and Charlie were there, you caught three in a matter of minutes.” 

He put his arm around me and said, “Christian, you just have to know where to look or know where the fish live.” 

I shrugged him off and said, “It’s not fair how you know where to look or how to, and then I have to fumble around and get nothing.” 

“Christian, did you hear what your brother said?” 

“What, that if I just waited some more?” Annoyed, I crossed my arms. 

Grandpa sat me down in one of our wicker chairs next to the porch table. He said, “You needed to be more patient. Without patience, there is no way to see the signs of where the fish are. They are a lot like people who are always moving from location to location, sleeping at times, and swimming at others.”

Vince walked onto the porch with a giant smile on his face. 

“Chris, it was easy to know where to cast once the small ripples began to appear.” 

“You’re an expert fisherman now with one lucky cast? Sooner or later, you were bound to get something,” I chided. Before anyone could yell at me for my tone and demeanor, I ran out of the house and up the hill. 

The rest of that day is a mystery or a faded dream. Nevertheless, it remains vivid and still holds some value within the broader context of my life. Not until a few weeks ago—when everything finally connected—did I finally get the extra perspective I needed from that day of fishing. 
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RUNNING AWAY
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The proverbial dots started to connect when the long-lasting fishing memory popped into my head during a run. Initially, it felt like any other Saturday morning, running in my Air Pegasus Nike shoes, which were the only brand that kept me up and operating for more than six years of running. I wore out four pairs a year, but my feet needed the cushioning and arch support to engage with the roads four to five times a week, covering distances of five to twenty miles. That morning, I was running on a rural road along the Lee-Newmarket border in New Hampshire. It was early enough that few cars were on the road, and it was much too early to deal with students or thoughtless people who wanted to shout their best “Run Forest Run” or “Fairy!” comments from their car window. 

I didn’t mind the Forest comments because, from my perspective, he is sort of an American hero. If passersby wanted to consider me a hero, that was great, as long as it wasn’t from the negative perspective of Forest Gump, who was a simple man legally classified for special education. While there’s nothing wrong with special education—I rode the short yellow bus when I was little—I find it offensive when people harp on difficult childhood moments. 

As for the “Fairy” comments, it’s not my fault that I look good in a pair of running shorts. Often after someone shouted “Fairy,” I’d ruminate for a few miles about why people don’t have a problem with girls wearing short shorts and why there is a double standard for men. If male runners wore basketball shorts, we would be slowed down dramatically, not to mention the amount of chafing that would occur. Running shorts allow for more movement. Just because some people are uncomfortable with showing some skin, there is no reason to take their insecurities out on those of us who are comfortable. 

That early Saturday morning in April was a peaceful one. Not only were there few cars, but there was also the beginning of spring silence, which was so familiar in New Hampshire. It’s the kind of silence that I’ve always felt when the weather remains cold, the trees are bare and yet to sprout new leaves, and the birds haven’t returned from their southern retreats―perfectly quiet. From my running perspective, this means fewer distractions, with only the road and me focused on my breathing. 

Cutting onto a side road, I wanted to catch a glimpse of the metal singing bridge and peered down at the flowing water, which was breaking free under the melting ice. This meant passing the house of goats, which was a rusted-out trailer with a yard populated with four or five dilapidated cars that hadn’t been used in ten years. Ironically, a well-maintained chain-link fence kept eight or so Oreo-patterned goats from venturing out onto the road. I acknowledged the goats with my best Adam Sandler goat voice, “Ey, how you doing, goats?” 

The goats ignored my presence and appeared more concerned with which one would get to be on top of their little roof. Continuing to the bridge, I had a flashback to the Boy Scout Camp fishing incident. As quickly as it arrived, though, I was startled by a large red pickup truck that appeared out of nowhere. 

The truck’s sudden appearance caused me to jump off the road and into a snow bank. Looking back at the oversized vehicle, my nose and lungs filled with the smell of diesel fuel, and the sight of a middle finger from the driver’s hand. I responded in kind, which didn’t help matters. The truck slowed to a crawl, and the brake lights turned on. 

I hurriedly looked for an exit point in case this crazy driver turned around or pulled out a shotgun. There was only the snow bank that I was already in, a path nearby that led into the woods with the river down below, and a narrow singing bridge that was barely wide enough for one car, let alone a runner and a truck. Unhindered images of me running across the bridge, getting mowed down by the irate farmer, and jumping off the bridge into freezing water raced through my mind. Although the images didn’t improve my state of mind, I decided to wait a little longer to see what the truck driver’s next move would be. After slowing down, he backed up a few feet and turned into an adjacent driveway. 

Saved momentarily, I decided it was best to move on and prevent any future encounters with the driver. The only catch was that crossing the bridge and bypassing the truck meant an extra three miles back to the apartment. Granted, I created quite a story in my head thinking that the driver slowed down only after seeing my middle finger, and that he only turned off the road in an attempt to lure me closer to it for body snatching and dumping. It occurred to me that my peaceful run would remain that way if I avoided running back in that direction. 

I still needed to process the fishing memory and the events of the last few days, so the extra time and miles would be beneficial.  Life was changing quickly, or perhaps it wasn’t changing that much at all, a thought I entertained as I ran across the singing bridge and continued to look down at the water moving underneath the ice. It was picking up speed so much that the ice broke off into several pieces, creating a fire hydrant effect. Watching reminded me of my recent romantic relationship with my girlfriend Danielle. It had ended a few days before, after I had made a series of poorly calculated attempts to maintain what I thought was a strong bond. 

I misinterpreted her silence as contentment and our routine together as a sign of satisfaction. Most importantly, my misinterpretations about her lack of physical connection ranged from the result of her recent illness to stress and family drama. The river I saw below reminded me of our relationship. Water was constantly flowing, and even if the ice covered it up or allowed for a stable enough place to cross or skate, the flow underneath demanded attention. This momentary metaphor for life shot me a message: it’s always easier to go with the flow rather than against it. 

The long winter had taken a toll on my relationship with Danielle. After months of pretending, Danielle had decided that there was no place in her life for me anymore. 

She moved out while I was at work, leaving me only this note of explanation. “I’ve lost sight of who I am. For over a year, I’ve been living a lie, but I didn’t want to break your heart. Instead of continuing this façade, I thought it best to leave now, especially since I’ve found someone at work who truly understands me and makes me happy.” 


There was a lot for my mind to process on this particular morning run. While this end-of-a 



relationship mindset wasn’t a pleasant state of mind; it did offer me the opportunity to ponder how fascinating people are when it comes to terminating relationships. Some try to break things off in a way they perceive as mutual, and in fact might be. Others play the blame game, which is messy and dramatic. Still others, like Danielle, disappear within the blink of an eye, leaving only an explanation that rattles the core of my human heart. 
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