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Chapter 1


For
the past three months, during long, nighttime telephone calls, I’ve listened to
the lamentations of my friend while she lay dying. I didn’t go to see her often
because I just didn’t; I couldn’t. My job isn’t the kind of job that I could
leave for a long weekend without endangering it. 


“I’m going to see a friend who’s sick
and will be back Tuesday.” 


No, that would not work at Craig
Industries. Julie lived north of Sacramento, in Gold Mining country and I’m
down in San Diego. It’s a long, seven hour drive up to her place, through LA
traffic, San Jose and Silicon Valley. I don’t have the money to fly. 


When she first got ill, her sister was
able to be with her, and her ex-boyfriend, Brian helped when he could. After
she had surgery, someone had to be there in case she needed help walking to the
bathroom, and to fix her cereal in the morning, and soup and crackers for
lunch.    


Her mother, Marlene would come by at six
with dinner, or her sister Jean would stop in with something she’d picked up on
the way. Brian came every evening, watching TV with her until she fell asleep.  


At about the same time they needed to
get back to their lives, serendipity prevailed; I got laid off. Brian sent me
the money for a plane ticket; my cat stayed with the landlady, and I flew up to
northern California to take care of Julie. 


It was strange at first, the intimacy
that comes with caring for another human being. I’d met her at a church retreat
in Redding; we were in the same cabin, and it was instant friendship. The final
day, she came to me and hugged me, crying unabashedly.


“Now that I have you in my life, I want
to keep you there,” Julie said.  “How will this work with you so far away?” 


“We have email and texting, Face Time
and Skype. You can come down and stay with me when the cold weather gets on
your nerves,” I said. 


And she did visit just once. We had a
fabulous time together. But the physicality of being with someone frequently
was missing from our friendship, and helping her bathe and use the toilet
pushed me out of my comfort zone. I felt so sorry for her, my compassion
growing. Each new experience taking care of her physical needs became
worshipful; I felt like I was doing it onto God. 


I was with her for six weeks when I was
called back to work. I had to go; I am completely dependent on a ten dollar an
hour job. 


Brian was around less, but I don’t think
Julie really noticed until I left. Then the coup de grace; he broke up with
her. Avoiding any mention of her illness, the excuse being that he’d fallen in
love with someone else almost killed her. We talked on the phone all night, me
listening and trying not to give advice while she cried, heartbroken. 


Shortly afterward, it was obvious she
was not going to recover. Her mother started calling me around that time, too,
and I just couldn’t imagine what she was going through. The poor woman was
trying to work full-time while taking care of her dying daughter. 


There was nothing I could do, no advice
I could offer, but be a sounding board when they called, and try to get enough
sleep so I could go to the job the next day. I would rush home from work and go
right to bed, knowing that around eight each night the phone would ring and it
would be Marlene. 


Or Julie would call, praising her mother,
talking about the sacrifices she’d made, and all the wonderful things that
co-workers and friends were doing for her. She became philosophical, confiding
that she’d never felt she’d accomplished much, and how sad it was that she
wasn’t going to have a chance to find out what it was that she really wanted to
do, what would give meaning to her life. 


“If I hadn’t gone to college, I’d be
waiting tables like my mother, or cleaning houses like my sister. Don’t get me
wrong, I respect them and what they do. But they’re both physically exhausted
all the time. They hate their lives. The only thing I’ve done with meaning is
get that degree.” 


I wanted to disagree, but I had to allow
her to express her feelings. I wish I would have said, “No! You’re wonderful!
You are the kindest, most intuitive person I know. If I could accomplish half
of what you’ve done, I’d be satisfied.” 


Whispering about the rat-gnawing pain
she was in, the middle of the night anguish that nothing would help, I
remembered to ask Marlene why hospice wasn’t involved. Marlene wouldn’t hear of
it. I should have stepped in, I should have called Julie’s doctor then myself,
but I was afraid to interfere. 


When exhaustion set in and Julie could
no longer talk on the phone, Marlene took over the phone, saying all the things
she couldn’t say to Julie; about how terrible it was to see the process of death
taking place in her own daughter. Julie would never have the life experiences a
woman should have, Marlene said. She’d never get married or have children, the
events that were most important to Marlene. She even said Julie’s education was
going to be wasted. I didn’t argue with her, guessing it was grief talking, but
I knew that Julie’s degree was one of the proudest things she’d accomplished.


Julie’s last days were in progress;
Marlene called me throughout the day or texted with updates, and as soon as I
was able I would answer her. When Julie died, I collapsed on the floor of the
shop.














 


 


Chapter 2


The
value of a person to another is definitely measured by the loss of their life.
I didn’t realize how much Julie meant to me until the day she died. 


“I just got bad news,” I said, sitting
on the floor, my head in my hands. 


It was clear something shocked me, so no
one argued.


            “Go,
go,” my manager said, helping me to stand up.


            “I’ll
have to drive to Auburn for a few days,” I said, looking her in the eyes. 


            “Of
course, go,” she repeated. 


Somehow, I found the strength to pull
myself together. I gathered up my junk and left work, not arguing that I’d stay
and finish up the day. I immediately began to plan how I could leave my job
indefinitely if I had to. But then it hit; she was dead. There was no reason to
leave it now. I should’ve done that months ago. 


When I got to my car, I started to weep.
I unlocked the door and opened it, not waiting for the heat to escape before I
got in. The burning seat felt good. My whole body was aching and it was like a
comforting sauna. 


            I
punched in Marlene’s phone number before I pulled out of the parking lot. When
she answered, I started to cry. We cried together while I drove through town
with one hand on the steering wheel. By the time I got to my apartment, I was
spent. 


            “When
do you want me to come?” I asked. 


            “As
soon as you can,” she said. “It’ll be good to have you here. We’ll have a
memorial service Saturday morning. You can stay in her apartment if you are
okay with being there without her.”  I thought about it for a minute.


            “Okay,
thank you, Marlene,” I answered, thinking I could handle Julie’s apartment
alone, and it would save me the money a hotel would cost.            


            
We said goodbye. My cat was waiting for me at the door, wanting to be fed.


            “What
would I do without you?” I said, bending over to pick her up. 


Having the cat helped to define my day.
She needed food, fresh water, cat litter changed. It was a small thing, but one
that helped me to stay connected to the world. It would be so easy to fall into
the trap of looking forward to the next meal too much, or worse, that bottle of
beer. At least caring for the cat was safe. 


“You’re gonna be alone for a few days.” 


I would ask my landlady to see to Kitty
while I was gone, straightening up in preparation for her possibly snooping. I
had a small file cabinet that had important papers and that would be locked,
too. I looked around the place, confident there was nothing in it that I’d miss
if it where taken, or could reveal anything about me I wanted to keep hidden.
That struck me suddenly; was I that easy to eradicate?


***


The
drive up north was what I expected it would be; mountains, then flat farmlands,
then cities, then farmland repeated. I love the Auburn area with the wooded
mountains, but I drove through the forest in the dark, unable to see a thing. 


I pulled into the parking lot of Julie’s
apartment at four in the morning. Marlene had left the door unlocked. It’s not
the kind of neighborhood that you have to worry about locking doors. When I
stepped into the entryway, the sensation of Julie’s absence was powerful. I
couldn’t help myself; once the door was closed, I called out for her as I used
to when I visited in the past.  


“Julie! I’m here,” I said, greeted by silence.



I walked into the living room, dragging
my suitcase behind me, and looked through to her bedroom. There was a
nightlight on, but I switched on the table lamp next to her reading chair. With
dismay, I noticed that none of the sickroom supplies had been cleared away. Why
would they be? She’d just died the previous day. I went to the room and flipped
the light switch on. The bed had been stripped in preparation for the rental
company to haul away. I was glad dirty sheets weren’t still on it, with traces
of Julie’s DNA. The side rail was up on the far side, and next to the bed, a
commode. 


I turned to her dresser, and saw the
surface had been used as a place to arrange bandages and store pill bottles on top
of a delicate lace scarf Julie had knitted. Juxtaposed with a package of moist
wipes and a roll of toilet paper, there was a fragile china hand, cut off at
the wrist with rigid fingers pointed to the ceiling, her rings and necklaces
draped over it. The dresser top was a study in contradiction.


            The
closet door was open, rows of high-heeled shoes lined up ready for Julie to
slip on. Nylon panty hose were draped over a padded hanger hung on the inside
of the open door. The sight of those hose, some of them inside-out with the
cotton crotch exposed bothered me. It was not like Julie to be so indiscreet.
Marlene must have done it. I kicked the shoes in the closet and tried closing
the door. It wouldn’t latch, but I didn’t have to see the contents.  


Everything in the room was ready for
use, as though she’d spring out of the hospital bed and resume her life once
again. It just wasn’t fair. Under the window was a small bookshelf. I walked
over to it, looking at the titles. We’d both enjoyed the same, simple genre;
impossibly happy, romantic fiction aimed at twenty-something women, except we
were thirty-something. 


The non-fiction was something else all
together. I sat on the edge of the plastic mattress and read down the row of
titles; next to the fiction was a collection of Christian based, self-help
books. She had the classics; Waiting on God, and the new titles I
loathed; Letting God Chose Your Path, and the worst, God Has a Plan
for Your Life.  I hated those books because they asked the questions to
which I didn’t want to know the answers. 


            I
didn’t trust God. It was as simple as that. He’d allowed me to be alone all of
my adult life, and finally giving me the closest friend I would ever have, let
her get sick with a horrible disease, suffer beyond what was humanly
acceptable, and then die. The self-pity washed over me, and in my sorrow and
physical exhaustion, I bowed my head and cried. 


           
Eventually, I pulled myself together.  Getting clean sheets out of the linen
closet, I made up the couch. Sleep came quickly and I didn’t wake up until ten,
my neck stiff and eyes sandy. I wasn’t sure what to do. I’d never asked why
Marlene wanted me to come before the service. 


I took a shower and got dressed, and as
I was fixing coffee in Julie’s familiar kitchen, my phone rang. Marlene wanted
to be sure it was okay with me if the rental company came to pick up the bed
and other rented items. 


            “There
are boxes out on the balcony,” she said, hesitating. “Do you mind packing up? Jean
and I already took what we wanted. The rest is going to the Goodwill.” 


That floored me. I did mind.


            “Marlene,
I loved Julie, but I didn’t know her that well. I’m not the right person to be
going through her personal things for the last time.” 


The idea that her family would allow a relative
stranger to come in and take whatever she chose, trusting that anything
valuable would be returned was more than I could comprehend. 


            “I
trust you, and there’s no one else. I just can’t do it,” Marlene said. 


I vacillated between anger and sadness.
What if it were me who’d died? Who’d go through my junk?  I couldn’t imagine
trusting anyone more than Julie. That settled it; we agreed I’d pack up the
apartment, but anything that looked too good to give away Marlene would take. 


            I
started dragging boxes in from the balcony. In the corner of the dining area,
it saw a couple months worth of Sacramento Bees Marlene saved. I’d have
plenty of wrapping paper. I started in her living room; a few cheap flower
vases and a stack of plastic coasters. I’d placed my coffee cups and wine
glasses on those coasters in the past. As I wrapped each one up, I had the
feeling I should hold onto the coasters for their memory value. I closed my
eyes for just a moment and remembered the first time I visited. We’d sat
together drinking tea and telling each other our histories until the morning
hours. I picked up my cup and the coaster stuck to it and then fell away,
careening over the rug. And Julie’s did the same thing. 


“Darn coasters,” she yelled, laughing. 


I would keep the coasters. I packed the
living room quickly; the kitchen was next. I piled up her beat-up pots and pans
in two large boxes.  They’d probably come from the Goodwill in the first place
and would be going back. In the mess of old, darkened aluminum I found her muffin
tin. We’d used it to make muffins the last time I visited before she got sick.
That was coming home with me, too. I struggled to let go of her dinner plates
and bowls, but her tea cups and mugs and tea pot were put in my pile. 


            On
the shelf above the stove I found her cookbooks. I carried armloads of them 


 into
the living room where I read for an hour. I knew by conversations we’d had and
text messages I’d gotten from her which books would have been her favorites.
She’d called last Thanksgiving about one. 


“I found an amazing dessert called
Holiday Torte!” 


She sent it to me in an email, the
recipe scanned into her computer. I was holding the book in my hand. I closed
my eyes and imagined Julie sitting at her desk, looking through the cookbook,
then finding the recipe and placing the opened book on her scanner. I was
taking her cookbooks, too. 


            I
stopped for a snack, eating standing at the counter. Somehow, this mess would
be cleaned up by nightfall because I couldn’t bear the thought of sleeping
among the boxes. It was the needed impetus to keep trudging on. 


The rental company arrived and emptied
her room. It was sad, but I thought I saw a glimmer of what the room was before
she became ill. An old painted school desk positioned under the window had a
slanted top. An old-fashioned upholstered chair was pulled up to it, and a
small crystal lamp with a tattered white silk shade sat on the right corner of
the desk. I turned the light on. The desk top lifted up, and inside were her
personal journals, and treasures women keep because they are too pretty to be
thrown away; odds and ends of ribbon, single earrings and other broken bits of
jewelry, business cards of artists whose work she’d admired. I couldn’t throw
them away, either. 


Among her junk I found a small, flowered
paper-covered cardboard box with a hinged lid. It would make a perfect
receptacle for the contents of the desk. I would jam the desk into the backseat
of my car when it was emptied along with the other things. 


I worked my way around to the bookcase.
Julie was anal about her books. 


“I never lend my books!” she
said. 


It wasn’t true; she’d loan me books all
the time, sending them to me by media mail and I would return them the same
way, or bring them back on my trip north. I pulled the chair up to the books
and started going through them one by one, hoping to find envelopes of hidden
money for Marlene who waited tables at IHop. 


The first volume I pulled out was I
Married You by Walter Trobisch. I thumbed through it, saddened by what it
represented; Julie’s dashed dreams of a marriage to Brian the infidel. The
fucker couldn’t have waited just a few months to blow up her fantasy.  I threw
the book in the box. 


The next were books of familiar poems. I
was tempted to keep them along with the muffin tin, but they had no meaning to
my relationship with Julie. As I pulled the books off the shelf, my hand
lingered on a thin volume by Marge Piercy. Julie read poems to me about
friendship between women, and then made me guess who the authors were. Marge
Piercy was the only one I knew. 


I lowered my head in sadness as I a
memory flooded over me of running a path through the redwoods at that first
Christian retreat. Julie was with me, and I wanted to impress her the way a
school boy wants his hero to see him at his best. We ran together whenever we
could after that. Julie was not a talker when she ran, preferring to let me
spew my mediocre complaints about men and my job, my mother and my brothers.
Her only response was a pat on my arm, and an “Oh, that’s so sad.”  Julie never
judged me, never said I should be doing things differently, making more effort,
accomplishing more.


When she got sick, I remember thinking
that my relationship with her kept me from collapsing into total frivolity. I
didn’t know what striving for excellence was until I met Julie. She was the
first educated friend I had, and I was slowly thinking that my menial job would
not always be enough, that eventually I would have to grow up and get a real
job, one that required training of some kind; commitment. 


I never found money while I was packing
Julie’s room, or treasures. But I did find prophetic inscriptions in books that
were meant for me. 


If you’re reading this, it means I must
be dead. I hope you aren’t crying, but I’m glad you are sad for me. You are the
only one, besides my mother. Even my sister is getting tired of the sickroom. I
want you to have my books. When you go back to school, you’ll need most of them
for research, even the poetry books. I love you. Julie.



Wiping a tear with the back of my hand, I
pulled another off the shelf and there was a similar inscription and one in the
next book, as well. She wrote to encourage me to keep pushing forward, to keep
striving. I have never strove! I started to laugh. Julie was going to try to
control me from the grave, but I was okay with it. Ending taking every single
book, her library was the beginning of a journey for me. 


The journals were another problem. I
don’t know why Marlene didn’t take them. It seemed like the kind thing for a
mother to do, protecting the privacy of her daughter. I picked the top one up
and opened it; another inscription! Quick, it said. Put these
journals in your car before anyone sees them! They are yours to read and if you
find anything worth publishing, be my guest.


The memorial was Saturday. I made sure
my car was packed up with everything I wanted, and some things I didn’t, but
took anyway because Julie wanted me to. When it was over Marlene asked me back
to her house, but I just wanted to get out of Auburn, home to my cat. 


I wanted Julie to rest in peace. I
didn’t want to be a participant in the post-graveyard conversation about how
sad it was that she was dead, what a horrible waste, so much suffering. Julie
was ready to move on, I think. And the only place she could be everything she
wanted to be wasn’t going to be on earth. 














 


 


***


I hope you enjoyed Tribute to a Dead
Friend.  If you haven’t already, be sure to subscribe to my email list at Suzannejenkins.net
to received periodic installments of Memory of the Color Yellow, my
Science Fiction/Romance series. 


 


You’ll also receive a FREE download of
First Sight-When Pam and Jack Met, the prequel to the Pam of Babylon Series. 


 


#1 Pam of Babylon
Always FREE! Long Island housewife Pam Smith is called to the hospital after
her husband Jack suffers a heart attack on the train from Manhattan. It is the
beginning of a journey of self-discovery and sadness, growth and regrets, as
she realizes a wife and mother’s worst nightmare.


 


#2 Don’t You Forget
About Me  Jack’s wife and two lovers discover
secrets and lies, and each other. The family begins to sift through the
evidence of a life of deceit, putting together the pieces left behind by Jack.


 


#3 Dream Lover
A gritty, realistic portrait of the aftermath of deceit, more pieces of the
puzzle come together as the women each attempt to go on living in the wake of
despair.  Jack’s lovers scatter as Cindy tries to move forward, Blythe
discovers a way to live without him, and other make their way to the beach for
an audience with Pam.


 


#4 Prayers for the
Dying Pam makes startling revelations about
herself, while Sandra hopes for a future with exciting expectations. Marie is
in a most unlikely place, with the happiest news in the bleakest circumstances.
Ashton’s story of a lifetime love affair with Jack is finally told, with his
heartache revealed.


 


#5 Family Dynamics
Heartbreak and devastation move toward triumph in the fifth installation of the
Pam of Babylon series. Pam is at last able to overcome the pain of
Jack’s rejection, and her own role in perpetuating his deviance, when she meets
Dan and falls in love. Her children move on with their lives in ways Pam would
have never believed. Sandra fulfills her dreams with Tom, and a gift from Marie
helps to complete their life together. Ashton and Ted build a beautiful life,
and new discoveries make it richer than they thought possible, but with a
twist. But don’t be deceived; what you hope for is not what you may get.


 


#6
The Tao of Pam  Pam is at a crossroad which will
take her to the next phase of her life, if she chooses the right path. Brent
and Lisa move on, dealing with their own life choices and Pam pays the cost.
But does what she has to do to maintain a life of harmony.


 


#7 In Memoriam In Memoriam begins with the birth of a
baby boy to Pam’s former boyfriend, Dan and daughter, Lisa as the journey of
Pam of Babylon continues in this seventh volume. Still reeling from the death
of her beloved son Brent, Pam endures life at the beach with remarkable
strength. Sandra tries to balance several versions of her life while striving
to be part of the Smith legacy. Lisa rises above circumstances that would
destroy most, with determination. But don't be too impressed; history does have
a way of repeating itself.


 


We’re
Just Friends: Short Story Prequel to #8
A
short story meant to fill in details after Book #7 In Memoriam and before Book
#8 Soulmates. Events occur that the reader may want to know about, but Jason
and Sandra do their best to keep hidden.


 


#8
Soulmates Pam
faces new challenges with glamour and poise, while Sandra doesn't disappoint,
and Lisa discovers new strengths. "Women's fiction with a touch of
noir."


 


#9
Save the Date  Pam
and John plan their wedding, while love and healing grow around the couple.
Lisa and Dan split up, and the day he leaves, she finds peace. Sandra and Dan
make a commitment to each other, but for how long? John’s daughter, Violet
makes major life changes and the grandmothers find adventure…and love.  An
old friend from Pam’s childhood returns with troublemaking in mind, but Karma
is on Pam’s side, at last. 


 


Julie
Hsu: Short Story Prequel to #10 Julie
Hsu comes back on the scene at the end of Save the Date, Book #9. Brent Smith
was the love of her life from the age of 16, but their relationship couldn't
survive the damage which surfaced after Jack died. Julie has one goal now-can
you guess? Contains spoilers for those who haven't read Book #9.


 


#10
I’ll Always Love You The
women; Bernice, Nelda, Pam, Lisa, Violet, Cara and little Miranda rise up in
power in this tale of triumph and love. But there are a few proverbial flies in
the ointment. Can you guess whom? 


 


A
Good Beach Day: a FREE Pam of Babylon Short Story
- While John’s away on a business trip, Pam faces the truth about her
marriage.  To John, not Jack! 


 


#11
Beach Spirits Pam wrestles with spirits, living and
dead as the past haunts her.


 


#12
South Shore Romance At last, with
everything aligned perfectly, and her family occupied, Pam finds romance, love,
excitement and joy with Senator Charlie Monroe and his rescued Greyhound,
Margaret. But swirling around her are the antics of Dan and Julie and their
exciting but exasperating relationship, the elders living a riotous life
jet-setting between Babylon, Great Neck, and Florida, Alison and Diana spending
more and more time with Miranda, Lisa and Ryan Maddox discovering bonds they
never thought possible, Sandra finding true love, and last but not least,
Sister Mary Joseph, settling in to a life of comfort and privilege at the
beach. What could possibly go wrong?


 


#13
Meet Me at the Beach Pam, Lisa, Nelda,
Sister Mary and Sandra seek hints of their destiny in the next installment of
Pam of Babylon. Disappointments and challenges surprise Pam, but when one door
closes, another always opens for her. Romance swirls around as friends and
neighbors learn that perfect someone is right down the beach. A wedding shakes
things up; a discovery is made during the honeymoon, and a love triangle is
formed when Lisa opens her heart again. Things seem to be on the right path
finally, but as usual, a secret of Jack’s is exposed, shaking it up once again.


 


Gladys
and Ed’s Big Adventure Short Story Prequel to #14 Pam’s Adventures in Babylon


 


Beautiful
Heartbreaker A Pam of Babylon
Novella Don’t look now, but Jack Smith is right
behind you,” Marian whispered. A flush of pleasure cruised through Genevieve’s
body, but later, she thought it might have been a warning. 



The years of Jack Smith’s coming of age occurred during the best and worst
times in Manhattan's history. The son of Upper West Side elitists, raised with
the best of everything, one secret aspect of his childhood set him apart from
others in his class. 



Beautiful Heartbreaker tells the story of Jack’s transformation from a young,
innocent boy to a larger than life icon who took the city by storm. 



For followers of Pam of Babylon, Beautiful Heartbreaker fills in some of the
blanks his death left unanswered. Will the mystery of Jack ever be unlocked?


 


#14
Pam’s Adventures in Babylon Coming Winter 2016


 


 


Pam
of Babylon Video


 


 


~ ~ ~


Perfect for Him Romance in the
time of death, Perfect for Him skims the surface of a marriage before plunging
into the abyss of heartbreak. Perfect for Him is a tale of two lovers whose
lifetime romance sustains them, as an unwanted ending looms in the near future.
Pathos and heartbreak intermingles with expectation and the comedy that only a
close-knit family can generate. At the end, joy and hope reign, thanks to
Harley’s unselfish love. 


Perfect
for Him Video


~ ~ 


The Greeks of Beaubien Street
is
the first book in The Greektown Stories. Although it may be read
as a stand-alone novel, character development is on the continuum of all the
books in the series.


 


Nestled below the skyline of Detroit
you’ll find Greektown, a few short blocks of colorful bliss, warm people and
Greek food. In spite of growing up immersed in the safety of her family and
their rich culture, Jill Zannos doesn’t fit in. A Detroit homicide detective,
she manages to keep one foot planted firmly in the traditions started by her
grandparents, while the other navigates the most devastated neighborhoods in
the city she can’t help but love. She is a no-nonsense workaholic with no
girlfriends, an odd boyfriend who refuses to grow up, and an uncanny intuition,
inherited from her mystic grandmother that acts as her secret weapon to
crime-solving success. Her story winds around tales of her family and their
secret-laden history, while she investigates the most despicable murder of her
career.


 


The Greeks of Beaubien Street
is a modern tale of a family grounded in old world, sometimes archaic,
tradition as they seek acceptance in American society. They could be any
nationality, but they are Greek.


 


The
Princess of Greektown Jill investigates the
messiest crime of her career, while her family suffers a loss that changes the
way life will be lived in Greektown. 


 


Christmas
in Greektown As
Christmastime approaches, the family prepares for another get-together in
Greektown. Relationships blossom and some end during the hardest time of the
year. But as Jill and others discover, when one door closes, another opens,
often with more wonderful opportunities.


 


A
Greektown Wedding After
Christmas was over, the family could finally focus on other things, like love!
The jam-packed fourth volume of the Greektown Stories Saga, A Greektown Wedding
takes you on the emotional roller coaster the other books introduced you to as
the Zannos's have another family dinner in Greektown, but this time with a
wedding.


 


Greek
Style coming Fall, 2016


 


The
Greektown Books Video


 


The Burn District Series


Burn
District: The Short Story Prequel  Laura
and Mike Davis and their four children build an idyllic life with friends and
family nearby in the beautiful Brandywine River Valley. Dreams and goals come
to an abrupt end soon after Hurricane Sandy hits the east coast. Discovered in
wood soaked by seawater, a virus thought to have the potential to decimate the
population becomes the excuse to relocate thousands of citizens from beach
towns. Fire is the only known way to eradicate the virus. 

        Rumors spread that napalm is used to burn without evacuating the
people. A neighbor warns Laura and Mike that their town is next as the
destruction moves inland. Is it a drastic way to halt the spread of disease, or
is there another catalyst?


 


 Burn
District 1  The
family flees to Steve Hayward’s ranch in the desert at the Mexican Border,
outside of Yuma, Arizona to build an encampment there. The government no longer
exists. Lies, looting and lack of power are now the norm of life in the United
States. Believers and Rumors coexist, as life appears to reach normalcy. But it
will be short-lived.  


 


Burn
District 2 After the New Year, Jenna Hayward
regretfully accepted that she had waited too long to leave Jacksonville for her
father's Arizona ranch. An unknown benefactor provided buses for the stragglers
last minute exodus. While she waited to board with the other doubters, her
sister, Laura, and father, Steve toiled along with the rest of the camp
dwellers, attempting to turn the barren desert into a homestead. 

At the end of book #1, as they tried to settle in to a new life, waves of
pandemonium hitting the camp became the new normal. The camp dwellers asked
themselves if they'd found asylum in the desert, or was the illusion of safety
a flimsy veil?


 


~ ~ ~


Alice’s Summertime Adventure


We meet Alice Bradshaw when she is at a
crossroad. She’s just beaten cancer and is suddenly unsure of what her next
move should be. Looking back on where she’s been and what the future may hold,
she knows she needs to make a big change in her life. Then her car dies on the
highway after an argument with her daughter. Dave, a stranger on a motorcycle,
pulls alongside her and saves the day. He offers Alice a chance at adventure.
She jumps on it, much to the dismay of her children. The adventure starts a chain
of events that will have Alice and her children, as well as Dave, questioning
every aspect of their lives. There will be a few casualties along the way, a
lot of anger, life changes and a few shocking surprises. Alice’s Summertime
Adventure is the story of an average American family as they struggle with
dilemmas we all have, and making choices that aren’t for everyone.


 


Someone
Like You


Life gets in the way as upstate NY
sisters, Marley and Abigail cling to each other and their young children. But a
babysitter introduces them both to Jay Malik, a medical student from India who
becomes their lifeline to happiness, forgiveness and healing. "Another
tear-jerker from Jenkins. Have the tissue ready."


 


 


The Savant of Chelsea


From Publisher’s Weekly April 2014 "This
gripping novel from Jenkins delivers complex twists and turns from start to
finish. Alexandra Donicka is a talented but unstable brain surgeon living in
New York City. When her mother dies, Alexandra travels to New Orleans to face
the tragedies and secrets of her youth. These include childhood abuse and the
birth of a child, who was taken from Alexandra by her mother more than two
decades ago. As Alexandra searches for her daughter, she must grapple with
long-hidden emotions and discover her own humanity. Jenkins creates fully
realized, believable characters and ably portrays mental illness in this dark
tale that provides nonstop thrills and culminates in an explosive and
unexpected finale."


 


Gracefully,
Like a Living Thing: The Sequel to The Savant of Chelsea



So many possibilities existed at the
explosive ending of The Savant of Chelsea. The author wanted readers to believe
whatever they wanted. The doctor lives out her new life as a mother while the
pendulum swings between lucidity and abject insanity. 


 


Slow
Dancing  After
midnight, a mysterious stranger appears at the edge of the woods and the
peaceful life fifteen-year-old Ellen Fisher has with her beloved stepfather
Frank is turned upside down. Small town gossip, jealousy and murder strive to
tear them apart in a tale of secrets and unrequited love.


 


The
Liberation of Ravenna Morton Ravenna
Morton is an American Indian woman living a very old-fashioned life in a
primitive cabin at the edge of the Kalamazoo River. Facing modern problems when
her lifelong affair with a Greek artist is closely examined by their children
after a child she gave up for adoption dies, The Liberation of Ravenna Morton
captures the small-town dynamic of a family's private secrets being exposed to
the world. A poignant look at the melding of two Americanized cultures observed
under a microscope.









Mademoiselle
Gorgeous
Pipi Wiener’s family changes forever when their dad is tragically killed in the
Vietnam War. Maybe because of it, marriage and family, mother’s objective for
all her daughters, is the last thing on Pipi’s mind. Pipi’s thrilling goal is
to work in Manhattan, writing for Mademoiselle, a glossy fashion magazine she
grows up with, having four older sisters. 

Then, handsome Walter Spencer walks into her life, upsetting her perfectly
executed plot. Too strong to give into love, Pipi is determined to stick to her
plan. Taking a job with the Department of Defense to run from his broken heart,
Walter never forgets beautiful Pipi. 

In the end, Pipi has a choice to make – will she follow her exciting dream? Or
is there an even greater plan, including everlasting, love waiting for her?
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