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	Dedication


	To the world.


	 




Chapter 1: A Stormy Night


	 


	The rain poured down hard in a small hopeless town known as Hopeville which seemed to be depressed for quite some time. How ironic it seemed that once a beautiful and hopeful town became so miserable and depressed.  However, there lies a man whose name is Jimmy Hendrix who married a beautiful woman in her mid-thirties Kathrine by name. Jimmy himself was just thirty-five years old. The couple of fifteen years were once again poor, depressed, and kind of anti-social. They had an eleven-year- old daughter Jessica who was fascinated by the fancy cities that her other school friends told her about. These cities included Rome, Milan, New York, and the list continued.  However, Jessica wished that her family wasn’t so poor and that for Christmas they could get their own house in a good neighborhood. The family was in the same rented broken down house and they knew Christmas was a month and a half away. It was the year 2005.  Jimmy laid on his sofa as he reflected on his cursed life. Suddenly, his wife interrupted him and said, “Honey, what’s wrong?”


	“Ah, nothing dear was just reflecting on something.” replied Jimmy.


	The rain continued to pour down heavily, cats and dogs to be exact. “You know Kathrine, I was thinking how my life, I mean our life ended up like some shack,” said Jimmy as he continued laying on the sofa.


	“What are you talking about dear?” replied Kathrine looking puzzled.


	“You know, I mean I’m thirty-five years old and I don’t even have a home for us. Only if I got more pay and didn’t quit my former job.” Jimmy replied with a saddened look on his face.


	“Don’t worry about it too much dear everything happens for a reason. After all, at least you still provide what you can for us,” said Kathrine. 


	Jimmy headed to the kitchen to make some coffee. Afterward, he sat down in the small dining room and started reading the newspaper. Jessica entered the kitchen to eat some snacks before going to bed later in the evening. “Hey dear, how was your day?” asked Jimmy with a smile on his face. 


	“Ah, my day wasn’t too bad or good, dad. Most of my friends told me about their exciting trips overseas to different foreign countries,” replied Jessica as she searched for some snacks. 


	“That’s great dear, but remember we should always be grateful and thankful for the things we have in life. To be content is always good.” said her dad as he flipped through the pages of the newspaper. 


	“But dad, when are we going to get a nice house for ourselves and not this run down rat infested apartment you rented,” replied Jessica. 


	A big rat suddenly ran across the living room. And Jessica was frightened by it. 


	“It’s not like that Jessica, I’m sure we’ll get a house even for Christmas,” replied her dad as he reads the newspaper some more. 


	“Well, we’ll see. Good night dad,” said Jessica. 


	“Good night, dear.” answered Jimmy. 


	Jimmy took up The Daily News Newspaper that he had bought to see what was in it. He saw that the name of the company he works for was on the cover of it. On the first page, he saw the headline: “Toy’s Incorporation Is Going Bankrupt.” ‘What?’ he thought to himself. ‘When did this happen?’  He continued to read some more to see what might be wrong with the toy company. ‘How will this affect my family and me? He thought as he held the paper in his hands. From reading the newspaper he learned that the Chief Executive Officer (C.E.O.) Mr. James Gary owed billions of dollars in taxes across various countries. ‘When did all this happen? Wasn’t I at work yesterday? How will we now fend for ourselves?’ Jimmy pondered all of this to himself.  He then decided to use his house phone to call his good co-worker Johnny, but he remembered that his cell phone was in his pocket. Johnny always seemed to know what was happening in the company. Furthermore, he was a supervisor of the manufacturing department. Jimmy took up his cell phone and dialed the number. The phone rang one time, then another time. Finally, Johnny answered the call answering in a rough tone. “Hello, this is Johnny how may I help you?”  


	“Johnny, this is Jimmy. Have you heard about the company?” said Jimmy as he seemed troubled by the news in the paper. 


	“Jimmy, Jimmy who?” replied Johnny. 


	“Jimmy Hendrix. Have you been drinking whiskey again Johnny?” asked Jimmy. He said this because of the way he answered the phone. He also knew Johnny was a former drug addict, so he wondered if he heard the news about the toy company and started taking hard drugs again. Johnny realized who it was now.


	“No, sorry about that man. I thought it was some prank call,” replied Johnny with a little chuckle on his face. 


	“That’s okay, Johnny. But have you heard the news about the company?” asked Jimmy. 


	Johnny thought for a bit, then he replied, “There was some meeting a back that mentioned something about the company owing billions of dollars in taxes. It was only a matter of time before the devil got Mr. Gary.” 


	“Why didn’t you tell me?” asked Jimmy. 


	“You see I had a lot on my mind. I have been going through a rough period in my life. You know about my divorce with Kathy and the kids moving down farther South. And how could I tell you knowing your situation?” replied Johnny. 


	Jimmy pondered a few seconds, then he said, “What will you do now?” 


	Johnny replied, “Ah, you know me. My family has some farm lands down Greater South, I’ll go there and supervise the farm. There are a lot of cows, so I guess I’ll manage somehow.” 


	“That’s great. That’s just real great. Ah, I wished I had another job to go to just like you Johnny. I guess you were always the lucky one.” said Jimmy. Jimmy remembered that even from his childhood days Johnny was always fortunate or even lucky to acquire so much. He knew that Johnny’s ancestry was from Ireland, but this was no Irish luck. Even with Johnny’s divorce of Kathy, he wondered if his luck was beginning to run out. 


	“Jimmy, don’t worry about anything. Remember this, my friend, ‘Every cloud has a silver lining.’ It’s not always about luck, but it’s all about fate and destiny.” replied Johnny with confidence in his eyes and tone.   


	“I’ll see you at work tomorrow Johnny. Goodnight.” 


	Afterward, Jimmy laid down on the sofa once again to think for a few moments about what he will really do now seeing disaster may strike. ‘How can I tell Kathrine this bad news? She kept such false hope about a new home for Christmas. Now it seems it’s rather just impossible. Now would be a good time to buy more lottery tickets. Ah brother.’ Jimmy thought on these things. He then fell asleep. His wife came into the living room and said, “Jimmy, aren’t you coming to bed tonight?” 


	“What time is it, dear?” asked Jimmy. 


	“It’s eleven-forty-five p.m. dear,” replied Kathrine with a perplexed look on her face. 


	“I didn’t realize it was that late. You know I usually come to bed earlier than this,” said Jimmy as he rubbed his eyes fighting to keep focus and awake. 


	His wife looked very concerned about his sadness and depressed look and she asked, “Is everything okay at work?” 


	Jimmy wondered what to say or do, but he knew the truth was necessary if he didn’t want to lose his marriage as well. He didn’t have a house, and by the next day, he wouldn’t have a job. He then replied, “No, dear. I’m afraid I’ll soon have no job.” 


	His wife looked shocked and even more concerned said, “What do you mean? Did you get fired today or something?” 


	“No, I didn’t get fired, however, I’m afraid that from today’s newspaper headline the toy company I work for is going bankrupt. I also confirmed that news through Johnny by phone call earlier this evening,” answered Jimmy as he yawned.  


	“My God Jimmy, I’m shocked as you are. What will we do?” replied Kathrine. 


	“I don’t really know, but I need to go to work tomorrow to find out. I know if Mr. Gary’s decision is final, then he’ll have to give us some money in our pockets. However, I’m afraid that will not be enough.” Jimmy said in dismay. 


	“Let’s get some sleep dear. I’m sure something will work out for us,” replied Katherine. 


	After she said this both Jimmy and Kathrine went off to bed. Meanwhile, the rain poured and the sound of thunder was evident, and the flash of lightning was all around. The streets were silent and even the sound of cats and dogs were not heard in the night. It was like the night before Christmas all were asleep, awaiting Santa Claus, however, this was not that night, and Santa Claus wasn’t on his merry way. The black skies told it all. The weather forecast in the day had reported thunderstorm and hard rains, but they didn’t imagine it would be like this. Everyone in Hopeville felt that terrible times were ahead. 


	Early the next morning, Jimmy and his wife got up as usual. Jessica was up early as she prepared to get ready for school. The rains had ceased, however, the skies were still overcast as though they were still angry. Kathrine prepared some breakfast which included eggs, ham, and toast bread along with orange juice. She called her husband and daughter to the dining table. They came in a rush seeing it was seven-fifteen a.m. The food was already on the table, and they all hurried and ate. Kathrine wondered to herself why her family always ate in a rush: ‘Was it because of my delicious cooking or was it because they were running late?’ she thought to herself. However, after they said how delicious her cooking was she knew it wasn’t just the rush.  Kathrine, then said to her husband, “You know Jimmy, I was thinking that I should probably get a job, so I could help with the bills.” 


	“Are you sure about that Kathrine?” replied Jimmy being caught off guard by this statement made by his wife. 


	“Yes, you know I have my degree in social work. I was thinking that down by the shelter on the other side of town there’s a job offering. I’m not so physically well, but I could manage a bit.” said Kathrine as she finished breakfast. 


	“That’s a good idea, dear, but remember if it gets too stressing you don’t have to stay. I’ll figure out something for us,” answered Jimmy as he smiled. 


	“I know, but I want to try to earn even a few dollars,” said Kathrine. Jimmy, then went off to work in his vehicle that took a few turns to start. ‘Ah, this broken down old thing. Man, I wished I had enough money to buy a good vehicle.’ thought Jimmy to himself as he drove the car with a lot of smoke signifying something was wrong with the engine or transmission. Maybe it was even the entire system, in truth, he had no clue since he couldn’t afford the cheapest mechanic in town. He wondered why the town looked so hopeless, but yet was so expensive. ‘Where is all the money going?’ he wondered as he drove towards the factory.  Although he drove the same route every morning, he started to look at the town with a new pair of eyes. The more he looked the more he wondered if he was living in the city of Gotham. The place looked intense, corrupt, and hopeless. He wondered if he would become the Batman of this town. However, he wasn’t rich. And he sure wasn’t Bruce Wayne. Neither did he own a company called ‘Wayne Industries’. He was back to reality where he remembered his job and the jobs of others were on the line.  As early as the morning was there were people who looked depressed and hopeless begging on the streets in ragged clothes and torn pair of shoes.  ‘Only if I could help myself, and family, and even them.’  he thought to himself as he drove. He drove at a steady pace because he wanted to reach work on time. He finally reached the company where he worked for the last ten and a half years. He saw that some workers had plaque cards made of cardboard in their hands shouting and protesting against the closing down of the company. The media was there also taking coverage of what was going on. Jimmy quickly parked his vehicle in the employee’s section of the company. He made his way to the front to see what the commotion was all about. He hurried to where he saw some of his co-workers shouting and behaving boisterously. He asked one of his co-workers by the name of Scotty who was observing the scene what was going on why there were so many workers and the media here. The co-worker replied, “The word is out that the company is going bankrupt. Now we need answers since Christmas is only a month and a half away.” 


	“I see. So where is the CEO?” asked Jimmy. 


	“He’s hiding in the building like a coward. All I want to know is how I will get my money for the seven years I labored here. You remembered I served time in prison right?” continued Scotty.  Scotty was a former rogue prisoner who spent fifteen years on the streets and another seven in prison. He often told the other co-workers who didn’t know about the prison system what it was like. Some co-workers were afraid of him because they thought to themselves that one day he might have gone crazy on them. Some of the workers who came off the streets knew it could change anyone. The streets were cold, violent, and dark. No one saw anything, said anything and remembered anything. Scotty was wrestling within himself not to go back to such lifestyle after hearing about the closure of the company. He was, in truth, very grateful for the work at the toy factory. He didn’t get the job because he liked working at a toy company at first, but his parole officer thought that if he wanted to come out early and maintained his freedom a job was the key. Scotty worked for some months and then he really got to like the job. He now knew that toys weren't that bad. At least, toys weren’t dealing in drugs or guns, but a spreading joy to children. 
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