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This book is a
work of fiction. Any similarity between real persons or other
characters, alive or dead, is strictly coincidental.
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publication may be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever,
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HE WAS TALKING
to a cactus plant when I brought in the mail, which had been
standing in the mailbox overnight. I think it was the prickly pear
that had gone squishy and all kind of yellow. Me, I would have
tossed the little bugger in the garbage, but not Frank. Frank was
going to save its life ... and knowing him, he’d do it. He sure as
hell saved mine.

I was whistling
as I came up the driveway from the mailbox at the gate. Still
trying to get really get used to the fact we had a house now — a
real house, with a yard and trees, a double garage and an upstairs,
and three bedrooms ... and the biggest bed we could find to buy.
All this was still something new to both of us. We’d lived in dorms
and efficiencies and apartments ever since we spread our wings as
youths. But I guess I’m an old-fashioned kid at heart, and the
fantasy had always been there in the back of my mind. ‘Home’ always
meant ‘house’ to me. Someplace you could spread out, with room to
move and grow.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1702
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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