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DISCLAIMER 
 

This book is a compilation of thirty years of 

meeting people of all sorts. The characters in the book are 

based on very real people. However, they do not represent 

any one person. I have taken a number of different 

characters and compiled them into one by psychological 

profile, business profile, political profile, gender profile and 

racial profile. 

Finally, this is a work of fiction. Please do not feel 

offended or defensive due to any action or statement of the 

characters. As in real life, we don’t always agree. As in real 

life, people do sporadic, desperate or even stupid things. 

Laugh, cry, disapprove, applaud or feel nothing. However, 

don’t feel offended. 

Please e-mail your comments to the author at 

artistryemplolys@yahoo.com. 
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PROLOGUE 

 
 
 

 
Vandross Smith, Kenneth’s nephew, drove his car 

excitedly into the parking lot of the practice area for Oleku 

University’s track & field team. He wanted his friend 

Darla, nicknamed “Nike” because of her energetic 

personality, to be the first to hear the news of his uncle’s 

plans to run for office. He was surprised to see Darla 

arguing with her boyfriend Jasper. He was even more 

surprised when Darla hit Jasper. He was shocked to see 

Jasper push her off him and walk away. He was ashamed to 

feel somewhat pleased at the sight.  

Vandross, known as Van, saw Darla run into the 

college’s gymnasium. He was concerned. So, he followed 

her. He knew she would run into the women’s locker room. 

For his sake, he was glad no one else was there. They both 

believed in getting an early start at practice. Van entered 

the women’s locker room like a police officer entering a 

crime scene. He was concerned about Darla but cautious 

due to where he was. He was prepared to turn and exit at 

the sight of any female besides Darla. He was glad no one 

was there except her. 
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Van had a girlfriend. However, in some ways, he 

wished Darla were her. Van loved everything about Darla. 

Her combination of intelligence and shrewdness kept Van’s 

attention when they talked. He found her to be giving and 

kind hearted but not naive. The way her passion balanced 

her natural aggression created fantasies in his mind. She 

and he couldn’t have been better matched if he was Captain 

America and she was Wonder Woman. 

Despite his feelings, Van was determined to do as 

his mother advised him. “Don’t be like your uncle. Every 

woman has strong points and weaknesses. You might think 

the grass is greener on the other side until you get over 

there and stay awhile,” she said.   

His mother’s words were in his mind when he 

walked up close to Darla as she stared in a restroom mirror. 

He stared at her for a moment. He always saw her body 

first. Then he saw something he had seen only once before 

at a practice. He saw her tears. His voice was full of 

emotion when he asked, “What’s wrong?” 

Darla quickly looked to the side to see Van standing 

there. She smiled through her tears. She thought it was 

sweet and comical to see Van’s concern make him enter the 

women’s locker room.  

The physical sight was sweet to her eyes as well. 

She estimated his height to be about 6'3" tall. She loved his 

black eyes which matched his skin. His eyes seemed so 

caring to her. He was her type of muscular—thick and cut 

but not overly bulky. Seeing his agility and flexibility on 

the practice field always made her want to cheer. She 

always told Van he had a body built for athletics and 

especially running. She did not know of one female who 

didn’t think he was handsome. 

Darla knew Van liked her in a special way and was 

attracted to her. She was pleased to see him show it by 

rushing into the women’s locker room with concern in his 
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face and voice. She knew he always held in his feelings out 

of respect for his girlfriend. Still, Darla knew.  

A thought occurred to her in an instant. Darla had 

never played the role of a seductress. It wasn’t her style. 

Her frustration helped her decide to use Van’s feelings to 

her advantage. Darla answered him and said, “My 

boyfriend is angry about the meeting.” 

Van was exasperated. “You told him?” he asked. He 

threw up his hands and sighed. He said, “I’m not in this. 

Forget I said anything.” He sat down on a bench in front of 

a locker where he could still see her. 

Darla was insulted and asked, “What’s with all the 

drama? Why did you throw your hands in the air and plop 

down on the bench like that?” 

Van was irritated but didn’t like to hear Darla upset. 

So he asked, “How can I help?” Van was beginning to look 

at her body again. He peeped at her from time to time on 

the practice field when Darla was in especially cute 

workout clothes. 

Darla was passionately firm. She said, “Van, we 

can’t depend on drugged up teammates. We can’t stop the 

steroid market. But we can find out who is and is not on 

drugs. Knowing who is on drugs will help the team and the 

coach plan.” 

Van said, “I agree.” 

Darla got straight to the point of contention. She 

said, “We need to have Robin Hood at the meeting.” 

Van almost cursed. “And?” he asked. 

Darla said, “He’ll come if you ask him. He’ll tell 

who is using steroids if you ask him to tell.” 

Concern, loyalty, intelligence, integrity, passion, 

Van saw all those qualities wrapped in a beautiful, shapely 

brown body. Van’s excitement over her dulled his 

objections. “She needs me,” he thought.  
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Van snapped into a staunch sitting position and 

said, “I don’t want to see that man again. He can’t 

apologize to me by doing favors for me.”  

Then he realized something. He asked, “You’re 

doing this for Luther aren’t you?” 

Darla felt caught. Luther’s death was still on her 

mind. She hadn’t gotten over it yet. Her feelings were 

exposed.  

She had never manipulated anyone before. 

However, she went after Van right then and there—for 

Luther. She asked a question to shift the conversation and 

change the mood. She asked, “Why are you sitting like you 

are on a crowded church bench?” 

Van responded, “You are dodging the question.” 

Darla walked over to Van and shocked him. She 

placed her hands lightly on his knees. She easily pushed 

them apart. After making herself a nice lap, she sat in his 

lap and kissed him. 

Darla and Van missed practice for a week. After 

their fling, Van called Robin Hood and asked him to come 

to a meeting of coaches and players. At Van’s request, 

Robin Hood gave the coaches names of college students 

using performance enhancing drugs. At Van’s request, 

Robin Hood promised to stop supplying college athletes 

with drugs. 

Darla felt good about the results of her fling with 

Van. She also felt a strange foreboding as if the good 

feelings wouldn’t last long. She was right. 

Her boyfriend Jasper heard about the meeting. He 

suspected Darla did something especially moving to 

convince Van to even speak to Robin Hood. He wasn’t 

stupid. He knew what happened. Jasper put his relationship 

with Darla on the line. He said he was changing colleges 

and wanted her to come with him. If she didn’t, their 

relationship was over. 
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After many weeks of arguing and screaming, Darla 

gave in. 

Most of the women’s track & field team went with 

her. Some of the men’s track & field team went with 

Jasper. 

Oleku lost prominence in the track & field sport 

held for decades in a short march of days. 

Van and Darla were filled with guilt. 
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Chapter 1 

Honoring Their Memories 
 

 

 

 

 

 

On Monday, 03/01/04, the State’s Attorney General 

and the Governor’s wife personally welcomed their guests 

to the Governor’s mansion. It was raining. So both women 

personally greeted each lady to express their appreciation 

for attending the meeting in such bad weather. 

There were political smiles everywhere as the ladies 

appeared pleased to participate in the bipartisan effort to be 

discussed. However, to avoid being overheard by servants 

and guards, they talked about the tax bill among themselves 

until they entered a private room. As they sipped tea or 

coffee and nibbled hors d’oeuvres, Senator Joanne Maxwell 

complimented the State’s Attorney General on her neatly 

dyed auburn hair do. Then she asked, “Will the computer 

expert arrive soon?” 
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The Attorney General said, “He should be on his 

way to the mansion now.” 

A few minutes earlier, the “expert” referred to by 

Senator Maxwell had just left his shower. A blue towel was 

around his waist as he looked at the rainy sky through his 

window. He almost decided to drive instead of jog to the 

Governor’s mansion. However, he didn’t want to upset his 

clients. He looked at the sky and thought, “Maybe the rain 

will slack up.” He smiled to himself. The money he was 

getting paid was worth getting soaked. 

Before dressing, the expert looked at his short but 

muscular body in the mirror. He was sure he could make 

the jog to the mansion easily. He didn’t think he was out of 

shape. Still, he was momentarily distracted by the loss of 

delineation in his abdominals. He was gaining body fat. 

“Gucci’s cooking!” he thought. 

Gucci was his girlfriend. Due to his work, he was 

actively intimate with more than one woman. Despite that 

life, Gucci was his only real love. He smiled at the memory 

of her and thought, “Why do I need to keep myself at 2% 

body fat?” Despite the fat increase, he felt his abs were still 

strong and well defined. 

The expert rubbed liberal amounts of scented lotion 

on his body just for the ladies. He put on a red pullover, 

white jogging pants and blue shoes. He wanted to look 

patriotic. 

The manufacturer of the jogging clothes he wore 

claimed the material not only fit like skin, it acted like skin. 

It was flexible and water resistant. He noticed the rain 

slowed to a drizzle. He decided to depend on the material in 

his clothes to keep him reasonably dry. So, the expert put a 

leash on his dog and headed into the rain. He decided to 

take a shortcut across the park. 

On the same day, Kenneth Lovell Washington was 

excited and anxious to get to his home. As he sped down 

the interstate, his car and the two vehicles following him 
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were on the verge of hydroplaning in the early spring 

downpour. Once off the exit ramp, they had to slow down. 

He wanted to speed up again after the scenery of the local 

business district faded to be replaced by the residential 

scenery of his neighborhood. Instead, he obeyed the speed 

limit. He thought a future politician shouldn’t get speeding 

tickets. 

Kenneth was passing the neighborhood park golf 

course headed for his final turn to his home when he saw 

him jogging through the park with his dog. Kenneth sighed 

to himself. He refused to even look to see where the jogger 

was going during such bad weather. If Kenneth had been 

superstitious, the jogger would be an omen, like a black cat 

or a raven. Kenneth ignored the runner just like he ignored 

the problems with the sewer water and continued driving 

his white, Audi A8 with pride. He was one of the first men 

in the county to have next year’s model to test drive. 

After the left turn, the only distracting views were 

of Kenneth’s middle class, residential neighborhood. 

Kenneth’s home was at the end of a winding road at the top 

of a hill. The end of Kenneth’s street was shaped into a 

circle. In addition to the garage, Kenneth had plenty of 

room for guests to park around the circular street curve. 

As was typical for southeastern weather, the spring 

rain had slowed to a light drizzle. The temperature was cool 

but pleasant. Kenneth parked his car next to his wife’s 

black Infiniti Q45 in the garage which was in the back of 

the house. He left Randolph’s grey Chevrolet Avalanche 

and Shaw’s black Acura RL parked in the driveway. 

Kenneth came out of the garage and escorted Randolph and 

Shaw to the front of the house. 

Shaw Ranelli was Kenneth’s designated legal 

consultant. He looked at Kenneth’s red brick home with its 

new roof made of architectural tiles and smiled. The home 

was surrounded by various types of budding flowers and 

neatly trimmed bushes and trees. From the hill, Shaw had a 
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view of the golf course in the park. In a few weeks, he 

knew the pine trees and the golf course would become 

greener. Shaw saw the relaxing scenery and was glad that 

Kenneth was his first political assignment. All Shaw 

needed was Kenneth’s official announcement of his 

candidacy for office. He felt Kenneth was a true winner. 

Shaw knew Kenneth’s election would increase his own 

value as a legal consultant. 

Randolph Anderson was Kenneth’s designated 

campaign manager. He had known Kenneth since their time 

in the military. Randolph was anxious to get Kenneth on 

the campaign trail. Eventually, Randolph felt he could get 

Kenneth into the Governor’s office. 

Inside the kitchen, Carolyn Washington could hear 

her husband’s car pull into the garage. She heard the 

electronic door close. She looked out of the window and 

saw two other cars in the drive way. One belonged to 

Randolph, her husband’s prospective campaign manager. 

The other belonged to Shaw, his campaign’s prospective 

legal consultant. Over the phone, she told her sister-in-law, 

Rosalyn Leanne Smith, Kenneth was home. She looked 

around her home and reflected on all she had to lose by 

doing what she was going to do that night. 

Her sister-in-law said, “I’ll be praying for you. I 

know you can do it.” 

Carolyn confidently responded, “I know I can bring 

up the subject. I just don’t know if I should. Shouldn’t 

Kenneth and I talk about it first?” 

Rosalyn dropped the diplomacy. She said, “Kenneth 

has been dodging the issue for twenty years! How much 

more waiting should I or you do? Carolyn, don’t end up 

like me. I only have one child. Van is the only son I have 

left. You know what getting it all out in the open would 

have done for me. I would still have my other son, Luther. 

Also, think of Kenneth too. He can’t run for an office with 

four skeletons like that in his closet.” 
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Carolyn sighed and said, “I know it. Don’t you 

think you and Kenneth could talk? I would back you up.” 

That’s when Rosalyn hit her with her suppressed 

frustration. She exclaimed, “That man is set in denial! He 

needs to be hit over the head with the reality of what 

running away from this issue can do to hurt him. Hit him 

over the head! That’s when he will know he’s running 

away from the problem. Without going into too much 

detail, that’s why my half-sister and Kenneth don’t speak 

anymore. He didn’t know how seriously my sister was hurt 

until she took some drastic steps. When she did, Kenneth 

called MayMay for days and nights. It was too late. They 

haven’t spoken in about thirty years. Believe me Carolyn. 

Hit him with it. If a bad argument breaks out, call me. You 

know what he owes me. I can calm him down.” 

Carolyn responded, “Rosalyn, I love you. You 

know I love Kenneth. But let me say this point blank. As a 

husband, Kenneth wouldn’t be worth a darn without the 

experience of his past relationships. He was a good 

businessman when I met him. He was an excellent 

community leader when I met him. He was a great lover 

when I met him. But honey, those past relationships 

improved him a great deal regarding marriage and family. I 

am going to do this for their memories and your son’s. I’ll 

call you as soon as the dinner is over. Okay?” 

Rosalyn laughed just a little, said okay and hung up. 

She was just glad Carolyn finally agreed. 

Carolyn knew she and Kenneth had a beautiful 

home and a great neighborhood for raising family. She and 

Kenneth had especially designed their home in an elegant 

European style with a southern flavor that she liked. She 

and Kenneth designed the four bedroom house with a 

master bedroom, dining room, living room with an 

accessible deck, family room, breakfast room, kitchen and 

a two-door garage. She loved the flow of the house the first 

time she walked through. 
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After the wedding, Kenneth carried Carolyn across 

the screened country porch through double doors which 

opened into a foyer paved with polished natural rock. The 

foyer opened into a well-proportioned dining room where 

Carolyn and Kenneth ate their first romantic meal as 

husband and wife. 

Carolyn couldn’t help reflecting on all the family 

meals and gatherings she had in the dining room. She 

appreciated the ease of leaving the dining room through 

double French doors to enter the family room which was 

open to the breakfast room and kitchen. She reflected on all 

the memories and thought, “Can I bring up the dead past 

and risk losing all I’ve made with Kenneth?” 

Carolyn cherished her design of the breakfast room 

and the memories she made there. Again she thought, “Will 

our marriage survive my actions?” On weekends, she and 

Kenneth sat at the beige, round, oak wood kitchen table, ate 

and watched the children play in the family room. 

The memories in Carolyn’s mind swirled like the 

smoke of the family room’s fireplace which was made of 

natural rock tiles. She chose the antique brass chairs and 

coffee table that was right in front of the fireplace. She 

didn’t want anything flammable too close. She remembered 

choosing the dark blue drapes that hung over the windows 

accented by the white sheers underneath and the pale blue 

walls. She smiled as she remembered buying the 

entertainment system that was installed in the room. She 

still felt pride when she remembered that a computer 

company chose their family to test the company’s new 

media system which operated all the entertainment systems 

in the house including the family room. She thought, “Can I 

chance emotionally scarring the children with a breakup?” 

Carolyn was a true, down home, southern mother. 

Cooking wasn’t a chore. It was a privilege. She enjoyed 

cooking and the kitchen she cooked in. She didn’t consider 

herself a chef. She considered herself something of a food 
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artist. Sometimes before a family gathering, her feet almost 

danced over the grey natural stone tiles on the floor while 

she worked her kitchen triangle. Her cabinets and sink were 

lining the walls on one side. The refrigerator, cabinets and 

range were on the other. She moved smoothly between 

them. Her kitchen island located in the middle of that room 

was her equivalent of a man’s workbench. She chopped, 

grated, sliced, boiled and fried right there. She made many 

memories with holiday turkeys and hams that she baked in 

her range. She kept the pantry adjacent to the kitchen 

stocked with food for all occasions. The utility room 

adjacent to the kitchen always smelled of a laundry 

freshness that was worthy of a television commercial. 

The living room held too many memories of too 

many wonderful evenings. Its centerpiece was not the 

crystal chandelier hanging overhead in the middle of the 

room. It was the flooring. The floor was covered in 

mahogany that had an almost glossy sheen. In the center of 

the floor was a shape of a round pond made of polished 

ebony wood. Around the pond were shapes of various 

fishes leaping above the waters. The ebony shapes were 

etched into the floor like jewels embedded in a ring. On top 

of the ebony design was a round table made from a blend of 

polished mahogany and ebony. The chandelier was 

overhead. An L shaped sectional sofa lined the living room 

walls. Three arm chairs surrounded the table at various 

angles around the room. Another entertainment center, 

embedded in a huge bookcase, lined the wall opposite the L 

shaped sofa. The twin double glass doors of the living room 

slid open to the outside deck. She reflected on it all and 

thought, “Is it worth losing all of this?” 

She and Kenneth obtained the ebony wood for the 

living room while touring Africa together. When referring 

to the wood, they always said they “got it from home”. 

The deck too held many memories of parties and 

family occasions. 
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Carolyn didn’t even want to start thinking about the 

memories in the bedroom. 

She faced the memories. Inside herself, she swore 

the memories would continue. In fact, the memories 

emboldened her. What she and Kenneth had together would 

survive what she was about to do. She was confident of the 

strength of their relationship. She said a silent prayer to 

God to seal her commitment. 

 

**** 

 

At about the same time, the expert jogged up to the 

guard station of the Governor’s mansion with his dog. He 

began his act as he agreed. He said, “I am so embarrassed. I 

got caught in the rain while jogging. Sometimes my asthma 

acts up. I don’t have a bad case of it. Still, can I rest here 

for a few minutes?” 

The guard was surprised the expert was an African-

American. Still, he had no problem with his prepared lines. 

The guard said, “Sure. Go right into the mansion. We’re 

having open house right now to allow the public to see the 

renovations. When you come out, I’ll have a cab waiting on 

you.” 

The expert said, “Thank you. I’ll leave my dog here 

and be right back.” 

The southern, female politicians were glad to get off 

the subject of the proposed tax bill. When the expert 

entered, he was introduced without a care about his 

dampness. The ladies went right to work. They handed him 

a file. One senator said, “These are the websites we want 

disabled. Use a virus, cause them system errors or 

whatever. We don’t care. We are tired of talking. We want 

them gone!” 

The expert calmly took the file like a doctor 

accepting a chart from a nurse. He silently sat at a desk and 

looked through the file.  
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When he finished, he succinctly said, “I’ll need 

about $175,000. I’ll need to keep monitoring for about a 

year to make sure the sites stay down.” 

A state representative brought him a gym bag full of 

neatly bundled bills. She said, “That’s more than you asked 

for. But it’s okay. You’re worth it.” 

The expert agreed. 

They called him a cab. He and his dog were driven 

home as soon as the cab arrived. 

 

**** 

 

At the same time, Carolyn called her children to 

dinner using a preprogrammed computer announcement. 

Small, but aesthetic, computer controlled speakers were 

placed throughout the house. The computer announcement 

was part of the latest designs for high tech smart houses. 

Once Carolyn activated the dinner call, all entertainment 

equipment which were tied to the Computerized Media 

Center, stopped. All video games, music CDs, and DVDs 

stopped operating. This step helped insure the children did 

not delay in washing up for dinner. 

Kenneth and Carolyn had three children, Jeremiah 

age 10, Carmella age 8, and Patrice age 4. They were 

adorably dressed in what they called their “church clothes”. 

Kenneth Lovell Washington, her husband, came in 

with his guests before the children came downstairs. He 

was 45 years old, about 6'3" and weighed about 240 

pounds. Even though he had gained weight over the years, 

he still looked strong and vital. His skin hadn’t wrinkled 

much over time. Although over the years, the dimples in his 

smile were less deep due to small accumulations of fat in 

his face. His dark skin had a healthy glow. He had only a 

few strands of grey in his black hair. His black eyes were as 

sharp as they always had been. He was in good health to 

run for office. 
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The children came in quietly and introductions were 

made. 

Carolyn had taken her cooking apron off the black 

dress she wore for the occasion. It fit her modestly. At 

forty-one, Carolyn still had a shapely body. She too had 

accumulated weight over the years which she always 

credited to childbirth. She had her hair done so that it hung 

straightly to the back of her head and then became curly 

down to her shoulders. She wore a necklace which matched 

the brown in her eyes but was darker than her almond skin. 

She was the Director of Human Resources for the State’s 

Department of Education and was ready to be a politician’s 

wife. 

There was a second bathroom on the lower level. 

The guests were invited to wash up there. 

Shaw Ranelli was an Italian man in his mid-thirties. 

He had black, curly hair and pale blue eyes. He was about 

six feet tall and slender. He wore a dark blue suit on his 180 

pound body. He was a clean shaven man with slender facial 

features. 

Randolph Lee Anderson was nearly fifty years old. 

He was wearing a dark grey suit, black tie and white shirt. 

He weighed about 260 pounds on his 5'11" frame. His 

brown hair was graying. His hairline was also receding. He 

had a broad face, blue eyes and plump cheeks. He always 

appeared holiday cheerful when he smiled. He had been 

compared to Santa Claus without a beard and mustache. 

Randolph was itching to get Kenneth on the 

campaign trial. He knew Kenneth had surprised everyone. 

Randolph knew the entire county was raving over the 

accomplishments of Kenneth’s latest position as a 

Commissioner of City Renewal & Development. Randolph 

thought the next logical move would be to the city council 

and then to the mayor’s office. After that, Randolph felt 

there would be no limits. 
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That assumption wasn’t the case. Kenneth was 

headed straight to the County Commission. After the last 

census, the state’s seventh district had for the first time 

been proportioned to be solidly democratic. Kenneth had 

worked with the council and mayor as Commissioner of the 

Department of Urban Renewal & Development. He had no 

taste for city politics. He thought there was too much inside 

fighting. The city seemed to have lost its soul with no sense 

of direction. Kenneth had been one of the few bright lights 

left in it. 

Randolph and Shaw just smiled as Kenneth said a 

dinner prayer. They saw his dutiful wife and cherub like 

children bow their heads, and then say “Amen”. They both 

thought the food was delicious. Shaw couldn’t get enough 

food. 

Randolph was feeling so pleased within himself that 

he said, “Kenneth, I have to admit you are a strongly 

favored win for a city council seat.” 

Kenneth looked at him, thought for a second, and 

said, “Who said anything about the city council? I want to 

go straight to the County Commission.” 

A brief discussion followed. Randolph finally said, 

“I’m behind you in whatever capacity. However, I’ll need 

to bring some extra staff on board. You understand?” 

Kenneth said, “That’s anticipated. As a matter of a 

fact, my contributors recommend a consulting firm called 

Solomon & Minotti. There’s a young man there I want to 

bring on board. He came highly recommended. He is one of 

the principle consultants on the City Renovation Project. 

This guy is really making it all work. As you know, it’s my 

project. Any campaign of mine sinks or swims on its 

success.” 

Randolph said that was fine. He told Kenneth that 

everything was still premature. He said, “The new district 

still has to be approved by the legislature. I heard a rumor 
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of a court dispute by the GOP. You know what will happen 

then.” 

Kenneth said he looked at the new District lines. He 

was confident the districts were fairly drawn and would 

survive a dispute. 

Then Randolph said, “Kenneth you’re a fine man 

with a wonderful family. I have to ask. Have you all 

thought about the amount of public scrutiny this could 

place on your family? Have you all discussed it 

thoroughly?” 

Kenneth said, “My family is 100% behind me”. 

Carolyn thought, “It is now or never. These next 

few years are his last chance to impact their lives if he ever 

will at all. Besides, he needs to deal with this issue now and 

not wait until the campaign starts.” Then she said, 

“Kenneth, there’s just one thing. What are you going to do 

about your 4 illegitimate boys? They’re 19-20 years old. 

You don’t have a relationship with them. Don’t you think 

you should connect before you take on a major campaign?” 

Randolph and Shaw were shocked. 

Kenneth realized he really loved Carolyn more than 

he knew. He should have been angry. Yet, he just couldn’t 

stop feeling a sense of obligation to listen to her. He felt 

she had a right to say what she said. He felt ambushed with 

the children sitting at the table in addition to Randolph and 

Shaw. However, he knew this bridge had to be crossed. He 

just would not admit it alone. 

Randolph and Shaw both asked if the statement was 

true. They never knew it. 

Jeremiah asked, “Dad, do I have some big brothers? 

Can I meet them? Where are they? Can they play ball? 

Wait! Why don’t they live here?” 

Kenneth told Jeremiah to take his sisters to the 

family room which was adjacent to the dining room. After 

they left, Kenneth braced himself for the barrage of 

questions he knew were coming. 
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Randolph started first. He said, “Kenneth, explain 

this to us. Do you have a past? Your wife is right. You 

know that. We have to get everything in your past 

reconciled, before you run for office.” 

Shaw said, “Randolph is right. If you have four sons 

19-20, that means…Kenneth, were you with more than one 

woman at a time?” Shaw looked at him. 

Kenneth answered with a plain “Yes”. 

Then Shaw said, “Please tell me they weren’t 

pregnant at about the same time.” 

Kenneth said, “Two were. The other two were close 

behind.” 

Randolph just shook his head, while Shaw groaned. 

Randolph finally said, “Okay. Please tell me this. It was a 

long time ago. Tell me you met Carolyn, settled down, and 

never cheated on your wife.” 

At that point, Carolyn interrupted. She said, “Look! 

You know me and my reputation in the community. I 

wouldn’t be with this man if he were cheating. Kenneth’s 

issues with his sons’ mothers were over and done with by 

the time he met me. He was older and wiser for the 

experiences. Lay any doubts about fidelity to rest right 

now!” 

Kenneth smiled at her. He wanted to laugh. It 

sounded strange. But that’s exactly what happened. 

Kenneth couldn’t explain he wasn’t a player of women. He 

felt he was forced to play due to the hand he was dealt. He 

wanted to win at life at all costs. When he did, he settled 

down. 

Shaw asked, “Have you tried to keep in touch with 

your sons?” 

Kenneth said, “No. Their mothers didn’t want me 

to.” 

Randolph firmly said, “You are going to have to 

contact those boys and try to form some connection. You 
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can’t possibly run for office waiting for a relative of those 

boys to call you a dead beat dad.” 

Kenneth said, “I understand.  I’ll try”. He didn’t 

want to lose their support. Kenneth asked them if they 

would support his bid for election. 

Randolph and Shaw said that support would be 

contingent on him straightening out this matter. He also had 

to disclose anything else of significance that night. 

Kenneth told them there was nothing else. 

Carolyn told them she agreed. Her assurance made 

Randolph and Shaw more comfortable. 

Randolph told Kenneth he had to call the consulting 

firm and get someone to help work on the sons with Shaw. 

He said, “Don’t try to contact them now out of the blue. 

First, let’s try to find out where they are mentally and 

emotionally.” He reminded Kenneth that Shaw was 

principally there for legal consultation. Randolph said that 

Shaw could set up a time to meet with the consultant and 

go over everything with him. 

Kenneth agreed. They left shaking their heads. They 

tried to be reassuring by making light jokes as they exited 

the house. 

Then Kenneth and Carolyn were alone. They stared 

at each other for what seemed like minutes. Kenneth finally 

asked, “Do you think you should say something first?” 

Carolyn looked at Kenneth and walked past him. 

Then she turned and said, “Let me know when you get your 

sons together. I want to have them over for a family 

gathering. You know, to meet the children, their brother 

and sisters.” 

Kenneth looked at her and asked, “Is that all you 

have to say?” 

Carolyn appeared to think for a moment. Then she 

said, “Try to find out what kind of foods they like and what 

sort of things entertain them. Oh, find out if they have a 



As Waters Under A Bridge   22 

birthday coming up or something. You know a father 

should know these things about his sons.” 

Kenneth had really grown to respect Carolyn, as a 

wife, a woman and a professional. He really loved her for 

her character. He watched her walk off. First, he looked at 

the floor and then at the ceiling. He admitted to himself that 

reconnection with his sons was necessary.  

He thought, “It is time to cut the bull and face some 

issues in my life. I need to take on responsibility I ignored 

for a long time. Truthfully, it’s past time.” That’s why he 

too felt he and Carolyn had nothing to talk about. 

Carolyn went to the restroom in the master bedroom 

and called her sister-in-law. She told her that everything 

went well and better than she expected. She felt so proud 

when her sister-in-law yelled cheerfully in celebration. 

 


