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This book is dedicated to the memory of my mother Mary Case. She would have hated it. But she would have shown it off at every committee meeting, group gathering, and to random strangers. “Look what my son wrote.” She would have kept it in that box with all the Crayola drawings, spelling tests, and articles I’ve written over the years. She gave me a passion for words and a love for good stories. She never stopped bragging about her sons and if Amazon delivers to heaven I’m sure Jesus is already tired of hearing about it by now.
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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

I really hate to be the one who has to break this to you, but there are assholes in heaven too.

You ask any guardian who’s ever had a dirt-side assignment, and they’ll tell you the number one rule of guardian angel office politics is…don’t piss off Gabriel. Gabriel has these little ways of reminding you who exactly is in charge. He refers to them as his little pranks. Honestly, it would be a lot easier to accept his “little pranks” if he showed any other sign of having a sense of humor. Any sign.

I’m not saying that I didn’t deserve it. I have always been a pain in the ass to authority, even when I was alive. But I had one brief shining moment of integrity. One ultimate right-place/right-time moment where I did the absolute right thing to the absolute right person and I got a hall pass for all eternity. My reward for this singular act of perfect kindness? Not only did I not have to burn in the everlasting fires of hell, but also I get to run errands for the Creator of the Universe.

This is where the manager/employee conflict comes in. I was running errands for him. I was his servant. A “manager trainee”—who, just because of the nature of the workplace, will never advance any higher and has no possible way to leave the position—doles out assignments. In short, God’s favorite angel made up for the fact that he has no sphincter by becoming one.

Gabriel says, “Go,” and we go. Usually he gets to recruit who he wants after a long application process, but I was sort of thrust upon him and he had to make do. It was hard at first, so hard that I thought maybe that whole eternal damnation thing wouldn’t be so bad. Then Gabriel finally recognized my “special gifts.” He started giving me assignments that better matched my “unique job qualifications,” and we’ve actually been able to tolerate each other since then. Not all angels wear white, you know?

I was standing at the edge. I mean that in a literal sense. I was at the edge. The spot where the everything starts and the nothingness ends. You may see it one day, but I doubt it. People come up to heaven and spend the first few millennia exploring—millennia being an abstract word here. They go here and there and visit various planes of existence as if they were at Disney World on a perpetual vacation. Then they settle down and find something to occupy their time…which is, in fact, relative. During all their travels, they might hear someone mention the edge. It’s the edge of heaven, some say, but that’s not really it. The edge isn’t like a cliff in a Road Runner cartoon. It’s not even an edge that drops off into darkness. It’s more like…well, an absence. It’s like all of existence just got broken off in this one spot. Nobody comes here. It’s not on the big picture map. Even those who considered themselves pretty bad-ass down below don’t come here more than once.

Honestly, it’s the only place I seem to find peace.

I don’t like the city. Too much light. People seem to have arrived here and left all of their baggage behind them. There is no hate, no jealousy, no anger, or any other of those things that escaped Pandora’s Box. (True story, by the way. Pandora? Nice girl. Little chubby, but a nice girl.)

I go to the City of Light and I feel like I’m a shadow.

I was standing at the edge and I could feel light behind me. I didn’t see it illuminate anything in front of me because there was nothing there. The edge did not absorb light—it just sort of made it absent. Okay, I really need to get a better handle on my powers of description. So the light just stopped at my back. I felt him before I saw him.

I said, “Gabriel.”

He said, “Micah.”

We have that sort of relationship. All warm and fuzzy-like. Gabriel said, “I have an assignment for you.”

I could hear him scratching at his clipboard with his little blue Sharpie marker. I know it was blue because I stole all the other colors from his desk. He likes to write on his clipboard when he is doling out assignments.

“You do, or He does?” I asked. Gabriel has a tremendous amount of authority here, but I liked to remind him that he wasn’t the ultimate authority.

“He requested you,” Gabriel said.

I turned and looked at him. I remember reading the scriptures as a boy. Angels were soldiers with screaming swords and shields of fire and armor that could withstand tanks, had there been any back then. Gabriel always seems to look like an angel from a children’s Christmas pageant. He never touches the ground either. His robe always seemed to be hovering just a few inches above it, as if he were afraid he might get dirty if he walked on the same ground with the rest of us. Gabriel, the messenger of God, who had led armies into glorious battle. I wondered what it might take to bring the bad-ass warrior out of him again.

“Where?” I asked.

“Dirt-side.”

“I guessed that much,” I said. “I mean, where dirt-side?”

“Philadelphia.”

“When?”

“Twenty-first century,” Gabriel said. “Early on. Perhaps on a Tuesday. Let’s say a few hours before dawn.”

“I mean,” I said, “when does the job start?” Gabriel smirked at me.

For the record: that trip from earth to heaven…it’s all light and love. Going back hurts. It hurts like a son of a bitch.




 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

A STAR OVER THE I (EYE)

A blog about nothing, written for no one in particular, by someone who pretty much stopped giving a rat’s ass about things a long time ago.

 

ENTRY #1

(false start)

 

ENTRY #2

(false start)

 

ENTRY #3

(false start)

 

ENTRY #4

There. Now I can tell the therapist that after several false starts I am indeed blogging. Court ordered blogging. Can you believe that? Oh my God. You get totally busted for hacking into your school’s computer systems, and after explaining that perhaps it was Internet…what do they do? What punishment shall befall this poor girl…a mere victim of society??? You give her a therapist who says, “Padi, I think you should start a blog.”

So I start a blog… Hello, world. This is Padi blogging to you. Nobody is going to read this anyway, so I’d like to take this opportunity to say to the good folks in the administration office of Crestview High… Screw you.

There’s a reason they call it Crestview Hiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiigh. It’s because the weed situation is rampant…but that’s not the problem. Let’s solve society’s ills by going after the girl who hacked into the system and changed grades. Ooooooo. What a menace she is.

So let’s start with the facts. Dr. Conners, my “new BFF” and therapist (Yes, that was sarcasm) said I can write anything I want on my blog as long as it’s the truth. Sooo…

Did I change Mike Carney’s grade on his senior government term paper? Yes, I did.

There. I said it. Did I lie about it later? Yes, I did. Did I lie about it to my mother? Yes, I did. Did I lie about it to the principal and the board of education and the peer (poetic) justice group? Yes, I did…but as I do not recognize the authority of Crestview’s Peer Justice group in this matter, I hardly think their opinion matters.

Mike Carney is a good guy. He struggles but he gets the grades. He works hard and I’ve never seen him do drugs. He had a part-time job and knew that if he kept working hard he could get a scholarship.

Did Mike Carney write his government term paper, which counts as 40% of the final grade? Yes, he did. I saw it with my own eyes. I held it in my hands as we passed the plastic-covered reports up the row. He did his paper and he turned it in. I saw it. I don’t care what Mr. Harper says. I saw it. I held it in my hands.

Mr. Harper says Mike didn’t turn it in, and he said so in front of the board, and it wasn’t true.

When Mike was told he’d get a zero on the paper he freaked. He was bordering between a B and C anyway. Mr. Harper told him he could print off another copy but he’d still have to take a full grade deduction for being late…which he wasn’t. Should Mike have found a way to vent his frustrations other than heaving a desk at the wall? Yeah, probably—but under the circumstances…what would you have done?

So Mike gets suspended. He turns in a paper late, which by this point…the most he can hope for is a D. Giving him a good solid C for the year…giving him a 3.3 grade point average…when a 3.5 is needed for a state scholarship.

So…did I hack into the system and change Mike’s grade to a B? Yes, did. That’s the story. That’s the whole story. Mike was my friend and I did him a favor. Everything else you have heard about the situation is a bold-faced lie. (I’m looking at you, Kelsey.)

Mike is now busting his hump while going to a community college, all because Mr. Harper lost his term paper.

Therapist’s voice in my head: “Is that true, Padi? Do you know that to be a fact?”

No, I don’t. I know Mike turned it in. I don’t know typing this stupid blog with. There’s a whole lot of people who said a whole lot of things about Mike (and me and my MOM, for crying out loud) who said those things without knowing for a fact they were true. Mike’s working. I’m finishing the 11th grade in summer school, and in September it starts all over.

There. Dr. Conners said I should start a blog, and I have. Look, Doc, four entries. Is that enough? Can I please go back to writing nasty things about pop-princesses on other people’s blogs now?




 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

When I opened my eyes I realized I was driving. Well, okay, it took a few seconds to realize I was driving and a few more after that to remember how. To go from a place of unconditional love and acceptance, a place where you are warm and happy and embraced by the arms of God, to being instantly human and sitting behind the wheel of a moving vehicle can be jarring. That’s what I guess Gabriel was chuckling about. He could have set me down in front of my assignment. He could have simply told me what it was. No. Mr. Glory-Be-To-God puts me in a car. I’m part of the “all things” and then suddenly I’m alone and I’m driving.

At night.

In the dark.

On a highway.

My foot was on what my newly constructed brain told me was the gas. The other pedal was the brake. I stepped on that one. Hard. The car did a three-sixty right there in the middle of the highway. People would be a lot more respectful of other drivers if you could drive this way all the time. Once. Twice.

I finally came to a stop in the middle of the road, facing the same direction I had been going in when I arrived. I inhaled deeply and caught the scent of the car’s heater, road salt, and the yarn in my knitted cap, which I just realized I was wearing. I saw the snow outside my window and a voice inside my head said, “winter.” Then it added “idiot” just for fun.

Oh yeah, I remembered driving. I saw city lights in the distance. “Philadelphia.” I said the word out loud; not from memory, but because it had been given to me with all the other information so that I would have it when I needed it. (Another drawback of working for God’s pet: most information was on a need-to-know basis.)

“Philadelphia.” I said it again so I could hear my “own” voice this time. It sounded middle-aged. Then again, what is middle-aged these days? You people live so damn long now. It was a deep voice, good tone. Maybe I was a singer. Doubtful. Gabriel liked singers. He had that whole multitude-of-heavenly-host thing going on the side. Singers held a special place in his heart. Hence, I was not a singer this time—but the voice was pretty good.

I looked into the rear view mirror at my eyes. Those were mine. It was one of the few things that Gabriel had no control over. No matter who or where I was…I still got my own eyes. One of the Big Guy’s rules. It was a good one. That way at least one face was vaguely familiar no matter what job you had.

The rest of the face was pretty much a younger version of the one I had been assigned last time. It was a good face. I ran my hand over the chin and tested the skin. Little rough. Some stubble. I smiled and the teeth appeared to be all there. I ran my tongue over them and found one missing in the back. I’ll say this for Gabriel. He has an attention to detail.

I pulled the car back onto the road and brought it up to speed. I was just sort of cruising along like any other newly arrived motorist outside the City of Brotherly Love. The car was used but clean. Gabriel’s usual. There was a crack in the dashboard and one tiny spider web of a crack in the windshield. From the mirror hung one of those air freshener thingies that I took to be one of the details and not a personal criticism. This one was black and had bright gold letters that said, “John 3:16.” I guess Gabriel had never heard of Miss January.

In the cup holder was a cup of coffee. Yes! I remembered coffee. I took a drink. Old and cold. Gabriel’s little attention to details could be annoying. Really, how hard could it be to “poof” a hot cup of coffee? Just as easy as for a cold one, I would imagine.

There was a stack of CD’s on the passenger seat. I sorted them with one hand. Headlights appeared behind me and I used them to read the CD cases. Most of them were Christian rock. Those I threw on the floor, hoping they might get lost or stepped on. There was one by some guy named Crowder that I hadn’t heard of, so I decided to try that one later. There was one Amy Grant. Oh, yes. I remember Amy. I wonder if it’s a sin of some kind to have impure thoughts about a beloved Christian singer. There was a disc by a girl named Monica Sunnydale. The picture on the cover depicted Ms. Sunnydale in a shiny pink baseball cap and holding a puppy. The title of the disc was Son Beam. I used the electric window on the passenger side and allowed Ms. Sunnydale’s work to become part of the landscape. At the bottom of the stack was a Rolling Stones disc. I slid it into the mouth of the CD player and “Sympathy for the Devil” began to fill the car. Gabriel may have had a sense of humor after all. Hard to figure out a guy who doesn’t let his feet touch the floor.

I rolled the window down and smelled the night. Rolling Stones equals window down. It’s a rule. I didn’t make it. I turned up the heater a little to compensate. I smelled snow and wet pavement, but there was still just a hint of autumn in the air. Leaves. Perhaps it was November. I’d have to figure that out soon.

I eased the gas pedal down and my glass and metal and I were cruising down the highway as Mick talked about being there when Jesus Christ has his moment of doubt and pain. I sang along at the top of my lungs with, “Pleased to meet you. Hope you guess my name.” I sang it to the wind and the rain and the car that passed by me on the left leaving my car in the darkness again. It was a good voice.

I heard a horrendous sound and realized it was my stomach. Hungry. I remembered hungry, though it had been a long time. Wind. Cold. Leaves. Stones. Hunger. I liked being human. Pleased to meet you. Hope you guess my name.

Ahead I saw the lights of a truck stop. I stepped on the brake, easier this time, pulled my car off the road onto the truck stop ramp. There wasn’t much of a crowd. I guessed it was late. I pulled into a parking spot as if I had been driving for years, not minutes. Some things just come back to you. I stepped out of the car and grabbed my own ass to see if I had a wallet. I did. The driver’s license said my name was Michael Dark. Pretty close. Pleased to meet you. The picture was pretty good too. I had a lot of hair in the picture. I pulled the stocking cap off and ran my fingers through what I had at the moment. I felt the smooth spot in the back. “Thanks, Gabriel.” I put the hat back on and headed for the diner.

For the record, my name is Micah. I’ll explain that later. I opened the wallet and found it pretty well stocked with cash and a single credit card. There was a photo of a woman I didn’t know. A few business cards including one for someplace called Gabriel’s Horns. Real cute.

I opened the door of the truck stop diner and a wave of smells came over me. It was lovely.

There was an immense woman behind the counter. She said, “You lookin’ to eat, Father, or are you just lost?”

She was the first human voice I had heard in a very long time. It was a nice voice.

I said, “I’m sorry. What did you say?” I wanted to hear her say it again, both because it was a nice voice and because I swear she called me “Father.”

She smiled. It was a nice smile. “I asked if you were lost, Father.”

I looked past her to the mirror behind the cash register. My reflection was wearing a clerical collar, which meant that I was too. Cute, Gabriel. Real cute.

She was still waiting for me to answer. I said, “Uhhh…no. Not lost. I’m actually hungry.”

She practically beamed at that. “Well come on in and pull up a stool. Do you want to see a menu, or do you know what you’re in the mood for?”

I said, “As I recall, blueberry pancakes are quite wonderful.”

“Have you been through here before?” she asked. “I have a good memory for faces and I don’t remember yours.”

She thought I was remembering blueberry pancakes from her place but it was from another time. Another life. I said, “I must be thinking of someplace else.”

“Well ours are about the best you’re gonna find,” she said. “You’ll be coming back for ours and you won’t ever forget ’em. You want coffee?” Her words ran together like ketchup and mustard on a hamburger bun.

“Yes,” I said. “Coffee. Please.” Guys in collars are polite, right?

She poured me a cup and sent a note back to the man behind the counter. I could see him through a window cut into the wall. He smiled at me and sort of saluted with his spatula.

I picked up the cup and held it to my nose. Oh, yes, I remembered coffee.

“You gonna drink it or bless it?” she said, and giggled at her own humor.

I sipped the coffee and felt it flow down my throat and warm me into my empty stomach. I felt the heat move out to the ends of my fingers. I looked at her and said, “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh. That’s good.”

She said, “You been outta the country or somethin’? One of them missions?”

“Something like that,” I said.

“People don’t usually get that rhapsodic about the coffee.”

I smiled at her. She said rhapsodic. A great word. She smiled back and pointed to a “Word of the Day” calendar hanging behind the cash register.

I said, “What’s the date today?”

She looked at her watch. “Well, it’s after midnight so I guess it’s the fourth.” She ripped the big “3” off the calendar.

“What’s the word today?” I asked.

She got up close to it and said, “Lugubrious.”

“Dismal or depressing,” I said. She smiled at me and I knew I was right.

The cook in the back shouted out, “Sounds like something you don’t want on your shoes.”

I laughed at that. I reached into the inner pocket of my jacket and found a creamy colored envelope. Inside was a letter on fancy letterhead that said “Saint Marjorie’s Episcopal Cathedral.” The salutation read, “Dear Rev. Dark.”

“I’m an Episcopal priest,” I said. I didn’t mean to say it out loud. I was just surprised.

“’Scuse me?” she asked. Her name-tag said “Molly” but she didn’t look like a Molly to me.

I scanned the letter. “I’m the new associate priest at Saint Marjorie’s.” I said, “I’m starting my new job today.” The letter said I was expected on the fourth. I wondered what time they opened.

“I know that church,” the man in the apron said as he put a hot steaming plate of pancakes on the counter. “You ever been there, Father?”

I shook my head. “I was assigned.”

Molly placed the plate in front of me. The smell of them wafted up and filled my nose. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply. Oh, I do love this place. When I opened them again, Molly and the cook were watching me. They must have thought I was praying or something. Guys in collars, they pray in restaurants.

I shoved a fork into the center of the stack and twirled it, scraping a hole about the size of a quarter. Then I filled the hole with the syrup from the cabin-shaped jug that was on the counter. I let the hole fill and pour down over the sides of the stack. Oh, lovely.

I shoved a fork full in my mouth and with my mouth still full I looked at the cook and said, “Thas wunnrful.”

The big man behind the counter practically blushed. I guess he didn’t get a lot of compliments. “Syrup is from a little town in Ohio. Guy named Leroy makes it in what’s left of his grandfather’s barn. Best you can get.”

I believed him. With a mouthful I said, “Tell me about the church.”

His smile faded. “Not a great neighborhood. Lotta drug problems. Used to be kinda nice down there.”

I shoved another fork full of the fruity fluffy miracles in my mouth and closed my eyes.

An hour later I had eaten ten and was paying my bill with the cash that Gabriel had put in my wallet. The wallet itself had a cowboy on the front and looked like a grade schooler at summer camp had sewn it. I left a large tip. Molly gave me a huge cup of coffee for the road. As I was on my way out into the night, the cook—Dave was his name—came out into the lobby area. “Uh, Reverend? Father?”

I said, “Yes?” in my most holy voice. I had learned from the best.

He said, “I was wondering…I mean…I know this sounds silly…but could you bless my place? Do they do that in the Episcopal church?”

I honestly had no idea. I put my hand on the countertop and rubbed the wood with my palm. I closed my eyes and said, “God, bless this establishment. Keep it safe from danger and low-tipping customers. Bless these your servants and give them strength and patience and hold a comfortable chair for them when they get to heaven. Amen.”

I looked up. I wasn’t sure if that was what they were wanting or not. Molly looked as though she might cry. Dave put his baseball cap back on backward and shook my hand. Molly grabbed me and hugged me so hard I thought she might break a rib. “Ohhhh, that was just so sweet.” She said. “Especially that part about the comfortable chairs. Do you think that’s what heaven is really like?”

I said, “They have a special section for waitresses. You get to sit back and let someone serve you for eternity. You’re going to love it.”

They laughed. They thought I was kidding.

 

* * *

 

I was just getting used to the whole driving thing again when I saw the light in my rear view mirror. It wasn’t from a car behind me, but from my backseat. “Gabriel,” I said.

“Reverend Dark,” he answered.

“That’s cute,” I said, “making me a priest.”

“Episcopal,” he said, “not Catholic. Reverend or Father. Either one is correct.”

“Episcopal means I can have sex, right?” I asked.

“The Episcopal church allows their priests to get married,” he said. “You won’t have time. Plus, you’re not human. You can’t get married.”

“Archangels. Always with you and the rules.”

“Someone has to do it,” he said.

“You’re no fun.”

“Neither is my job.”

I looked at him in the rear view mirror. He was looking out the window at the city. I couldn’t read his expression at all. He was right, though, it had to be rough. He was a glorified camp counselor, except that the campers can fly. How annoying would that be? When all the campers want to have fun, someone gets to be the hard ass. “Could you dim a little?” I asked. “Makes it hard to drive.”

He dimmed and waited. “What? No joke about how bright Gabriel is? Or how many angels does it take to change the light bulb in Gabriel’s butt?”

“I haven’t heard that one,” I said. “What’s the answer?”

He ignored me. “I’m just here to give a quick warning. You have to play nice.”

Yep, definitely a camp counselor. “Play nice?”

“I mean it this time.”

“You said that last time.”

The little bugger paused and looked at me in the mirror. “How were the pancakes?”

That was really low. He knew how much I loved the place. These senses. He also knew that I knew that he could make this all go away in a second and this would be my last assignment. Ever. He was the camp counselor with the list of parent phone numbers. Behave yourself or you lose your pudding cup before bed. It started to rain again and I hit the wipers. “Could you dim a little more please? You’re reflecting in the rain.”

The light in my backseat went out. I checked the mirror. He had left.

I was getting used to the skin now. My stomach felt full and happy, but there was still an emptiness that I couldn’t figure out. I rolled the window down as I took the exit into the city. I smelled the night air. There wasn’t a lot of traffic this time of night. I stopped at a traffic light. I saw a homeless man in a doorway trying to keep his feet out of the rain. A woman in a very short skirt and a lot of very red lipstick stepped off the curb and walked toward my car. She said, “Hey father, wanna go to heaven?”

I stepped on the gas without waiting for the light to change.




 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

A STAR OVER THE I (EYE)

A blog about nothing, written for no one in particular, by someone who pretty much stopped giving a rat’s ass about things a long time ago.

 

ENTRY #657

Mom just came home from her meeting at the church and she’s all aflutter. Apparently the diocese says we’re getting a new minister to go with the old one…and get this…they want the new one to work with the youth.

There are no youth. There’s enough little kids to make a nativity scene at Christmas and then there is me. I gave up playing Mary a long time ago. The last time I was Mary, I was 14 and towered over some sixth-grader playing Joseph. He kept holding my hand and smiling and saying that maybe we should go find a room in the inn. Kid is a perv. Yes, I know a perv when I see one, Dr. Conners.

Mom wanted me to know that this new guy isn’t a replacement for Rev. Haberkorn. I really like Rev. Haberkorn. I liked him a lot when I was a kid and he was the only one who didn’t give me that judgmental look when I went through a…let’s say a phase last year. He’s a sweet old guy who looks like he’s counting the days till he retires and moves to Florida or wherever it is old Episcopal priests go. Is there a, like, a home for them?

And yes, I go to church. This is me flipping the bird to those of you who seem to have a problem with that. I grew up in that that church. I think Rev. Haberkorn is probably one of the coolest old people I know, and he doesn’t judge. I asked him once about how people in the church are a bunch of hypocritical gossips and he said, if Jesus Christ himself ever came into our church there would be someone there to tell him to get a haircut.

I want there to be a group house on the beach for retired clergy people. Kind of like a reality show, only no cameras. We’ll just give you all kinds of stuff to have a great life and then we’ll go away and let you have it.

Back in a sec, she who must be obeyed is screaming at me for something.

Okay, she wanted to tell me all about the new guy. His name is Michael Dark. I have to admit that’s a cool name for a priest. Rev. Dark. (Although Father Dark would be much cooler. I wonder if he’s open to a title bump?) He’ll probably be one of those nerfy Oooo-I’m-all-spooky-and-good-with-young-people types. We had a youth minister before. I wasn’t old enough ing on a mission trip and then we didn’t see him again. I hate it when adults say “young people” like they are purposely not saying “teenager” and think teenagers appreciate that somehow. If I was talking to you and said, “You know, that Sunday school class where the old people are.” Do you think they’d appreciate that? I’ll try it on Sunday and let you know.

I just finished Googling Rev. Dark (God, I hope he has a tattoo) and he looks boring as hell. Google says he’s originally from Akron. College in Ohio. Seminary in Chicago. (That might be fun.) There’s a list of all his accomplishments, but nothing out of the ordinary. Really, really ordinary. So ordinary he makes me think that there’s another layer there. Like maybe he does have a tattoo and it’s of a seriously bloody Inquisition. Nah, won’t happen. Rev. Michael Dark is probably as boring as most other ministers. Mom says he’ll be here by next Sunday. That means word will get out and the entirety of the old person police/ judge/jury squad will be out in force and sitting in the back row to pass out looks of disappointment and stage whispers.

Last Easter I wore a brand new dress just to please my mother. White dress, heels, and I even cut back on the eye shadow. Happy Easter, Mom! We sat right in front of the back-row ladies and just before the prayer one of them leaned over to her white-gloved co-juror and whispered really loudly. “Who does she think she’s fooling?”

No, I didn’t turn around and flick something at her. Another gift to my mother. But I did sneak out a really offensive girl-fart and make us all sit in it for a few minuntes. You’re welcome, Jesus.




 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

I slept for a few hours in the backseat of my car. Note to self: Next time ask Gabriel for a van where one can stretch out a little. I woke up with the city. It was already starting to vibrate but had not yet worked itself up to a full buzz. I opened the car door and stood up to stretch. I was in Saint Marjorie’s parking lot and there was a coffee shop called Java Joe’s across the street. I think I will like working here. The air was cold and the wind blew through my black clergy shirt, but I didn’t mind. I had removed the white collar and had tossed it into the front seat. Took me five minutes to figure out how it worked, but I managed to get it off. Getting it back on seemed harder. I grabbed the jacket that I had used as a blanket and put it on. Looking at myself in the mirror, I saw I was a wrinkled mess. I combed my hair with my fingers. I looked like a very frumpy priest. I found a pair of eyeglasses in the jacket pocket and put them on. For show. Not for vision.

I opened the trunk and found two huge suitcases. Note to self: Next time put the suitcases in the backseat and sleep in the trunk. One of the suitcases had a side pocket full of bathroom articles. I thanked Gabriel for the attention to detail, but not out loud. Wouldn’t want him to get a swelled head or anything. I found a leather pouch with a shaving kit, put all the things I needed into it, then walked across the street to Java Joe’s. The sign said “Open.” My watch said six o’clock. I went inside and found a men’s room. In a few minutes I emerged shaven and combed. I looked less tired, but just as frumpy. I sat at the counter.

OEBPS/dedication.jpg





OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
STEVEN 1. CASE

\ FATHER
\ DRRK

ANOV

X
3







OEBPS/cta-ap-free-red.jpg
To get your FREE BOOK
from the Apocryphile Press

click on
www.apocryphilepress.com/free






OEBPS/titlepage.jpg
STEVEN L. CASE

[MIILR
DI

A NOVEL

@

the apocryphile press
BERKELEY, CA
www.apocryphile.org





