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"Yes?" she answered, trying to sound confident,

" MAhs 7
Pepis..l'm cold..." he M‘ s

50e¢++C0lde.."
She moved closer to himy/ and held him near to her, She held her
cheek to his and smoothed his long hair. Oh, how often she had done
this same thing over the past daysifﬁﬁmlding him close; trying her best
to comfort him, She didn't know that her love was the one thing keeping OV\
him alive. And, though he had never actually heard her say it, he some- 90
how knew that she loved him, /and hecknewwalso,that, for her, he had to
stay alive.
"I'm here*.Trb{i“>Pepi murmured, "It's all righty now. '
"Pepi?" he gi-i-i: "Pepi...don't leave me...Hold me...I'm...s0
cold..." oy I
{is
"I won't leave you.,' —#¥& pleg tore at her heart, and a lump 4&059
in her throat. It was all so hopeless. A single tear escaped her eye
and fell onto his cheek. She clung tightly to him, crying quietly.
Troy felt her tearsigand painfully turned his face to hers to gal-
lently kiss them away. He slowly inched his hand up to the side of her
headuﬁgnd wearily stroked her hair.

She welcomed his painstaking efforts to comfort herg and finally felt
vaz\e ss

~ consoled, at least for the moment. She ceased her fyisliee- weeping,

\-.1 nosC I

If you...give up," he whispered q-%y “Mye 'aven't got...a chance,.."
ﬁe gathered together the last remaining bit of strength he possessed. and
tenderly touched his lips to hers for a single second of contentment. He
then fell back exhausted, lapsing into blackness once again, while Pepi

held his wasted body to hers. 5
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NI

it for him. Pepi could have told him all of it, but instead she passed
it off by saying, "It doesn't matter. . Now what matters is getting us out
of here."

.

She lead him through the door by the hand, then shut\and replaced the
bolt. After making their way through many cold,dark hallways, they came
to a door which she had found earlier., They stepped out with no trouble
whatsoever, and hungrily breathed the fresh air.

The Germans would never even know they were goneq'until weeks later,

when they would remember to throw them their ration of bread. Pepi chuckled

grimly. mﬁb-ﬁleyﬁin for a lmmyr surprise._‘/‘: M
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Pepi tried to push the dream from her mind, knowing that it couldn't:
possibly be true‘—knoiing that Angie was stiff andIQAiéht;heath the rub-
ble of the stadium Troy and herself had left far behind. But Pepi was
always, always wondering--always uncertain., Suddenly a great sadness
overcame her and she shivered again,

Troy, feeling her tremble for the second time, pulled her close. He
attempted to comfort her, for he knew that she was troubledy~sad for some
reason., He wanted desper?tly to help her, to reassure her, as she had
done for him nﬁwbu <k g jﬁi}f? : :ﬁ; ’ é"‘}:;ji'": ¥

Pepi began crying, and her uncontrollable éobs shook both their bodies.
Opon his shovlders, he felt her teacs,

- o - - — 0L Wt
oy e WY B o D0 o — ‘_.-‘..":nn-- = oty

Troy spoke softly as he held her
shaking figure to his.

Finally, she quieted and gradually, fell asleep. Upon hearing her even
breathing, Troy, also, never having known the reason behind her great sor-

row, slowly drifted back to sleep. e
ﬁﬁcoﬁd AL

{or

They were both shaken out of slee%!?y the violent jerking of the
train skidding to a halt. After recovering from the shocgjand while rub-
bing the drowsiness from their eyes, they simultaneously heard footsteps

: . I de out

coming toward their »

Troy, the first one to realize the situation, leaped to his feet
and hurried to the sliding door oppibsite &B the side where they had
heard the footsteps. ﬁragging Pepi with him, he began working with the

latch.
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Finally, becoming aware of what was happening, Pepi jumped up and
she, too, struggled with the door. It slid open just as <l the one
on the other Eid?f ind as they ln:;ii to the ground, a surprized German
engineer looked on.

oo A P2
The two,dashed between the many stationery trains,and were lost to
. immedyotel,
the band of German guards that ha&ﬂbeen4éen€ﬁ3;;kﬁ;;£z;!tiy to capture
them. They cautiously weaved through the steel jungle, as they were
easily ‘seen in the daylight, and disappeared in the shadows of a dark
alley on the far side of the train yard.

Pepi sighed in relief and mumbled, "That was close,"

Troy looked at her skeptically, '''"You don't really believe that we're
safey yet, I &t“_he questioned. ''They're gonna be looking 'ere next,
you know,"

"So, what do you suggest,' Pepi began sarcastically, HOhHKFOd of
o wisdom""

Troy ignored her, for, as he had predicted, the sound of running
feet echoed toward them.

"Oh, damn!" Pepi blurted, as they dove deeper into the alley.

Troy tried the first door he saw along the back walls of the crumbling
buildinga‘\and found it unlocked. Flinging it open, they plunged down into
the safety of the inky blackness. They slammed ‘;w just as the
fleet of guards stampeded by. The exhausted couple, now safe from the
Germans' clutched, fell to the floor, panting.

After catching his breath, Troy teased, ''Next time, o%ganot—so—great

goddess of sarcasm, you will know to 'old your tongue."
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path instead of upon the cracked floor of the prairierqﬂﬂ-ﬂe con=
tinued on, confused by his surroundings.

Suddenly he saw a cabin standing before him, its warm light
spilling from its windows. In one last spurt of strength, he tripped
to the door and fell against it, L with Pepi to the damp

mossy ground.
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Tony and Troy both looked puzzled and she went on to explain, "You
know, the one with the blond hair..."

Tony's face clouded. "You must have dreamed it." he accused, "You
haven't been awake until now."

"Nol'" she insisted, "I woke up last nighﬁ)kand that's when I saw
him,"

"Impossible." he determined shortly, "As you can see, no one else
is here."

"Pepi," Troy began. He realized their host was getting annoyed.
"Rest, You're tired and..."

"No, I'm sure..." Pepi interrupted.

"Pepi..."

Tony sighed irritably, '"Well, I know it had to have been a dream,"
Then with a trace of disgust in his voice he announced, "I'm going
hunting., I1'l1l be back later,"

Pepi watched closely while he hastened to the gun rack by the
door and slowly took down a rifle, He stared at it for a long momenyxk
and Pepi gasped when he turned back toward them. He opened his mout%x
as if to speak, but changing his mind he exited abruptly and slammed
the door behind him.

. Troy stood up and glared at Pepi from beneath his bushy hair.

"What did you ‘'ave to go and do 'at for?"

Pepi stared up at him, '"What?"

Arms foldeqd he began pacing, his back toward her, and sighing

e 50
tiredlyd] "Getting 'im mad like 'at!"
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"But it wasn't a dream."” she sat up and defended herself., "I
did see someonel"

Troy spun around, sitting himself in a nearby chair, Complaining,
he said, '"What a why to thank 'im. Argue with 'im first thing when
you wake up."

"But Troy..." she cried, "I,.." Wm

The room began spinning and she pressed her palms against her tem-
ples. Weakly she murmured, "Oh...I'm...l'm so dizzy..."

Leaping from his chair, Troy ran to her side. He eased her genkly
back until her head touched the pillow.

"Pepi...are you all right? I'm soory." He apologized, "I should
Bave known you'd still be weak."

The dizzy spell soon passed and she quietly assured, "I'm...I'm
all right, now.,"

"Want something to eat?" Troy asked concernmed, "I'm sure I can
find something. You must be starved!l"

"No...no..." she replied, "I'll just rest. You were right,,I am
tired."

"Are you sure?" he inquired, "All we were able to get into you
this past week was a little broth, and...”

"Week?" Pepi cut in, "I was asleep that long?"

Troy tenderly her hand and gefitly put it to his lips. '"You sure
werey/ baby, and I felt every second of it." His eyes softly gazed

at hery and fleetingly she smiled,
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Troy kissed her hand once again and instructed, "Go to sleep, lady.
Forget these blond-haired blokes you dream of ) and start concentrating
on a charming red-headed fellow I know." A }QM

Grinning mischeiviously, Pepi mused, "But he tried to kiss me!"

"Well, I didn't hear about that!" He immediatly leaned over her

and lewingly placed his lips upon hers.
M wake up much

“Now will you g}o to sleep?" Troy W

soonerﬁ'

Then as quiet afterthought he murmured, "And Pepi...
remember, I love you."

Pepi settled deeper into the cushiony softness of the bed and
sleepily mumbled, "What? Oh. I love yo%KCtoo. Troy." She closed her

eyes and within a few minutes a comforting blanket of sleep enveloped

her.

When she awoke later she was famished. Troy was sitting near her

bed reading an old Field and 8tream, while Tony was at the stove pre-

paring dinner,

Fe#éling stronger and being much more aware of her surroundings,
Pepi sat up in bed and stretched; a yawn escaping her,

Troy looked up from his magazine smiling broadly. '"Well, you
must be feeling better,"

"Oh, I am," she yawned again, "But I'm starved!"

Striding over, black curls bouncing, Tony interjected, "Glad

to hear it, Supper's almost ready."
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With a gentle shaking from Troy, Pepi awakeded, considerably stronger,
the next morning. Rain was splashing on the window outside and its
consistant patter on the roof of the cabin was a trifle depressing.
ﬁ yawned, still half asleep.

"Get up, lazy!" Troy laughed merrily,

Pépi opened one eye and gazed at him suspiciously. "On what reason
has this intrusion of sleep been based, monsieur?" she inquired.

"We're leaving this morning, dear lady." He kissed her on the

Vou'vE
cheek and smiled. "Get up. W slept for a week already, are you
going to sleep for another one?¥

Teasingly Pepi grinned up at him.

Troy shrugged mischieviously, '"Well, I guess we'll just have to
leave without you."

Pepi got up.

Just then the door opened and Tony hurried inside, shaking the rain
from his rubber coat. He stopped short, seeing Pepi. Tony stared at
her for a long interf¥al, a puzzled expression set upon his face.

Pepi began to get nervous, and Troy, disliking what he saw, began,
" n

Tony... = M n\w

"You know," Tony murmured, {You look amazingly like someone I knew
once..."

A bit startled, but also relieved, Pepi curiously prodded, "Oh?
Who?" :

Tony removed his coat and moved to the stove to brew a pot of

coffee, He remained silenzjhowever, and Pepi feared he would leave her
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Tony pulled himself into the driver's seat and sighed, 'Well,
everybody ready to go?"

"Uh, ﬁgy)Tony," Troy began, "I just want to thank you for
everything you did for us, you know?"

"Well..." %

"And, Tony," Pepi quietly sympathized, "I am sorry about your
brother., It wasn't just a tongue-in-cheek statement.'

Troy glanced at her nervously, but she continued, "I can tell

wst

youpreally miss him."

Tony smiled sadly, thankful for her concern. '"You know,'" he
admitted, "That must be true, because sometimes I'll wake up at night
and imagine I see his blond hair shining or hear him laughing in

another part of the room..." he shrugged, "But I guess that's just

my imagination, too." He thrust the key into the ignition and started

the van, .
wuc‘u

Attempting to M her shock, Pepi stared through the rain-spec=-
a!.mtg{&_,@ powr
kled window of the vehicle at the-UA* ey were fleaving. Suddenly,

she dug her nails into the palms of her hands and gasped. The curtains

of the front window of cabin had parted, and the yéllow=haired man of
\

her Jdnagtesiniey was w tchlng them slo 1y pull away.

pradliivstly o iy
Pepi Seeredly. woirdered if git really ha been-.in her imagination,

but even then she Yieb she wou.ld never knows
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"Funny thing." he agreed, "Neither am I," his stomach growled and
he chuckled, '"But if we don't get something to eat soon, we'll starve
before we 'ave to. Didn't Mrs. Prittchet say something about a few
cans of beans in the cupboard?"

"Beans!' she exclaimed, "Yuk!"

He laughed, pulling her by the hand toward the cupboard. ''Gome
on, Bean Goddess, perform your magic." He cheerfully tossed her a
can of beans, happy to again have her reassurance,

After they had eaten their tiny meal, they fell upon the worn
couch exhéusted:'cold, though not quite so hungry, and drifted to sleep

beneath a faded blanket.

"None of those bloody pubs around 'ere wanted a singer." Troy
complained the next day as he slammed the door and plopped down
upon the couch. '"Not looking like this, anyway. DNot that I blame
them." He disgustedly regarded his clothed, "And I even told 'em
who I wasl"

"They just don't recognise talent.'" Pepi reasoned. 'Oh,

Mrs. Prittchet managed to spare us a loaf of bread and another can of

' she announced cheerfully, "And evenitthough she didn't get the

beans,'
heat fixed, she did light the pilot light in the stove. We can have
hot beans!"

"0t what?" he asked, having not been paying attention,

Pepi left her post at the stove and seated herself beside him on
the couch. '"The beans, of course."

"0t beans?" he exclaimed, staring at her in mock incredulity,

"'"Ow can we possibly afford it?"
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"But it cost not a cent!' she replied., '"The Goddess has worked
her magic once again."

"Ah yes,'" he smiled, '& Goddess of Beans.!" He kissed her lightly
on the ’

"Oh, and Troy." she whispered, "I almost forgot to tell you. Idve

That

"Um?" he inquired curiously, 'What's dmas?"

got a surprise for you after supper."

"Well, I can't tell you," she teased softly, "or it won't be a sur-

prise,"

By the time their skimpy meal was finished, the sun had sunk below
S Iangi 1)

the horizon and the room was growing dark. Troy 1it theﬁbare bulb -hwne-
from the ceiling, their only source ofiillumination, and sank into the
couch below it.

"Well," he implored, arms folded in fromt of him, "Where's ms Mo
surprise?"

"Tou'll have to close your eyes first." she insisted.

"Must I?" he sighed.

Pepi nodded.

"Oh, all right." He closed his eyes.

Pepi retrieved her surprise, and when finally told to look, Troy
could hardly believe it.

20w
"A guitar!" he laughed, "W did you...Where did you get it?"
Handing the battered guitar to him, she sat down beside him.

"Actually, I found it over there in the eloasef...'" she explained,
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The guitar must have retained some luck, for the next day, Troy's
search for a job uas ended. In a bar quite a few blocks away, the
owner was panicky. His singer had just quit, and Troy happened to
be there at the right time. Although he:was used to singing with a
regular rock group behind him, he decided that money was money, and
that as soon as he had enoughghe would form a real band. Meanwhile,
he supposed singing folk wasn't so bad.

When he returned to the apartment that evening and told Pepi,
she was overwhelmed. She ran to him and threw her arms about his
neck. "You got a job!" she proclaimed ecstatically, "I knew you
could do it!"

"Yep," he laughed, picking her up and swinging her around, "and
I start workotonight}"

Pepi W"I'm coming along, aren't I?"

"What?" he wailed in mock horror, "I kBhall bore you to tears!" he
concluded,

"I don't care.' she imieted)m, "I can't miss your
debut.," She smiled, "You're going to bring the place to their feet."

Thoughtfully he replied, "I 'ope you're right, baby."

They walked happily the distance to the bar, confident Troy
would be a success.quhe place was located in an area of town that was
well known for its seedy reputation, and upon entering, Pepi was
assaulted by the dark, forbidding atmosphere. The :=lli- were scarred
by many a barroom brawl, and the air was thick and heavy with the odor

of liquer,
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"Are you sure, Troy?" she whispered faintly after endless momentg.
She knew he was.

He hesitated for a minute, then concluded softly, "I think we
both know it Mas to be this way."

So, left with only each othery and a little money, they set off
on the long journey home. Comforted only by the other's closeness,

they walked slowly through the lonely backstreets,
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Chapter 7---

Pepi fidgeted impatiently at the door of the hotel suite while
Troy hesitated by the doorbell.

"Go on. Push it." Pepi insisted, "I want to meet him..."

'Troy glanced at the new clothes they had boughtesm with the money
he had made. "Do you think I look all right?" he inquired nervously.
"I mean do these clothes look too cheap? I don't want to give 'im the
wrong impression,"

"That's because they were cheap, and so what if you give him the

wrong impression., He can only kick you out."

she remarked; bemused.
"Now ring the doorbell. You loock fine,"
He took a breath to put the butterflies in his stomach to rest,
then ceremoniously he pushed the small button to the right of the door. /
They heard shuffling from inside the room, then after the sound
of the chain being unbolted, the door swung open. There, in the
entrancewway, before the awe-struck Pepi, stood Rick Travis.
"Troy...Troy McAllister!" he cried, "Come in! I don't believe
this! We all thought you were..." he didn't finish, "Come in!"
They stepped into the room, Pepi still unnoticed, but not missing a

thing, and Troy figuring in his mind what to say.

"Sit down.'" Rick offered.




Page 64

They sat down.

"Well, Troy, what are you doing 'ere in Los Angeles?" he asked,
his Liverpool dialect thickening his accent, "And who is this lovely
young lady?"

"Oh, I'm sorry.'" Troy apologized, "This is Pepi Brandon. We
escaped together from the East,'" he explained, "amnd finally, just
recently, we made it 'ere,"

"*Ello Pepi."

She nodded politely, still a bit star-struck.,

"You say you just got 'ere?" Rick inquired, a trifle surprised,
"Why, the Children of Novelty 'ave been back for months!"

"They what?" Troy stammered, his breath leaving him. "They...they
made it? From there?"

"Yes," he assured, "Didn't you know?"

"Al1l of them?" Troy, unbelievingly interrogated.

"Everyone,"

Pepi sighed. Everyone seemed to have escaped but Angie,

"I can ‘ardly believe it." Troy went on, "And after I thought they
were dead all this time."

Rick smiled, 'Well, that really must be news to you." He continued,
"'Ow are you doing?"

"Oh...well..." Troy hesitated, 'We're...doing okay, but..." he
stopped, "Actually I was thinking of forming a group, and I was won-

dering if you'd 'elp me with it."
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"Well..." Rick pondered.

"You see,'" Troy explained quickly, '"We're living all right now,
but we'd like to get a bigger house, a better car...you know."

Pepi, a bit stunned, glowered at him. Why did men have to have
50 much sedf=dignity? (o, w.ic S M?

Rick caught Pepi's reaction and seemed to understand. "Well, Troy,
no I can't felp you," he confessed, 'but I know Curtis would be willing
to 'elp. 'E's great at getting people together."

"Curtis Christopher, you mean?" Troy questioned relieved, not
realizing his lie had been caught, '"Of the Ghildren of Nevelty?"

"Yeah, 'e ought to be able to 'elp you." Rick decided, "I can
ring 'im up right now.' Hg stood up and walked to the phone,

A brief discussion on the phone followed, which ended with Troy
reciting Mrs, Prittchet's phone number, She had given it to them
when they had moved in, in case they had ever needed.it,

Troy replaced the receiver.and grinned. "'E's going to call me
when 'e finds a suitable studio and some good musicians.'" They
shook hands., ''Thanks Rick. You've really been a great 'elp."

"Must you leave so soon?" their host implored.

"Er...Yes, we better-go..;"rTroy stuttered, '"Our car is double-
parked," (He fingered the change in his pocket, hoping he had enough
for their bus fare home,

"Well, I'm really glad it all worked out for you." he remarked
sincerely. Rick turned to Pepi when they had gotten to the door and

reached for her hand. '"It's been nice meeting you, Pepi."
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CHhki€g\ﬁ

Pepi took his hand and he clasped it firmly, pushing a“fwenty =
dollar bill into it., She stared into his blue eyes thankfully and
smiled. She knew he understood. And as they stepped into the hallway

outside and said their goodbyes, Pepi knew she liked Rick Travis.

When Troy found out Pepi had accepted the money from Rick, he
became a bit angry. Partly because it hurt his ego, and partly because
his ingenuous little lie didn't work. He soon relented however, for
he knew as well as Pepi how bad they needed twenty dollars.

With no hard feelings between them, Troy suggested they go out
for dinner to celebrate the forming of his group. '

They searched out and found a small ' coffee house a few blocks from
their apartment, just as darkness settled,

The lights inside were dimmed for evening dining, and only a few
people were scattered among the many tables. The tile on the floor was
worn and the paper on the walls was faded, but all in all the place was
decent and the prices cheap.

Upon entering, Pepi was greeted with an air of romanticism. She
sighed and pressed closer to Troy as they were lead to a booth.

"Finally, after all these months..." Troy lamented after they had
eaten, He s her hand under the table and stared deep into her soft
eyes, noticing how beautiful they were.

Pepi held his gaze and sighed quietlyi

"We've been through a lot together," he continued, "and soon I'll

be able to buy you anything you could ever want,"
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face to prevent any further progress.

"Really?" Troy inquired, "You really got a studio? And musicians
too? Already?"

Pepi attempted to dodge him, but he held her at an arm's length.

"Sure, we'd love to come." he accepted, "Ah..." he thought a
moment, "S491 Brittain Road...Yeah," (v ilei 08

.ngi put her hands on her hips and glared at him,

"Ah, surey Curtis, tonight then...Yeah, goodbye..." Troy replaced
the receiver,

"Why didn't you let me listen?" Pepi demanded, '"What'd he say?"

He chuckled, 'Well, tonight we don't *ave to worry about where
our next meal is coming from.'" he continued, "'B's invited us to
dinner, and 'e's picking us up at eight.”

. "Yeah," Pepi grumbled and they returned upstairs, '"While you talk

music, I read a magazine,"

"Why not at all." he denied, "'E 'as a lady friend...er...staying
with 'im, and 'e wants you to meet ‘er.,"

"I know how rock stars' girlfriends are..." she-implied,\aé?they"
enteréd the cold.apartment,

Troy glanced at her from the corner of his eye, 'Yeah?" he began
snidely, "'Ow many 'ave you met?"

Pepi fell onto the couch and glowered at him. He had her there,

At eight prigisly a blue Oldsmobile drove up in front of the
house. Pepi and Troy, ready and waiting, casually got in, Troy in

the front seat and Pepi stranded alone in the back.
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After they had pulled from the curb and back into the main stream
of traffic, Curtis greeted her with a smile and a friendly, "'Ello."

But before introductions were properly made, the two musicians
were drawn into a conversation of Gibson I.G-l';; and the "thirds and
tenths®™ on a bass, and "Stratocaster moduies",APepi h::ﬁ% left forgotten
in the back seat,

As they entered the subdrbs, the houses grew farther apart and grew
more lavish, and by the time they finally pulled into the driveway of
the Mexican style house, the stars were appearing one by one in the
sky.

When the three of them stepped from the car, Curtis remarked, "Oh,
yes, Troy. I almost forgot, There's a new Deluxe amplifier I 'ave in
my trunk 'ere I'd like you to take a look at..." He turned to Pepi,
"You may as well go up to the 'ouse." he smiled, "Someone will let you
in, We won't be long.™

Muttering to herself, Pepi circled to the front of the house and
ascended the stairs, If she had to enter unaccompanied, she was going to
do it in style. She'd show this glitter-queen. Smoothing her hair,
she nonchalantly rang the doorbell,

A second later the door swung open, and astonished, Pepi stared
dumbly at the person standing on the threshold.

"Pepi!" the other girl screamed hysterically.

Disbelievingly they hugged each other tightly.

"Angie!" Pepi sputtered, "How did you...I thought you were dead?"

They stumbled into the living room and together sat upon the huge

couch.

"How did you find me?!" Angie stammered.
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Suddenly Troy and Curtis tramped into the room. Seeing the girls
bubbling with chatter, they stared at each other, puzzled.

"You two...'ave,..ah...sure taken to each other,.." Curtis stuttered.

Pepi and Angie laughed uproariously, both smothered in the irony of
the situation.

"dwmt," Angie began, still chuckling, "I'd like you to meet my
life-long friend, Pepi Brandon,'

Curtis shook her hand. He recognized the name and was beginning
to comprehend.

"Troy, this is my life-long friend, Angie Jackson." Pepi announced
ecstatically.

p— "'Ow about thati" he exclaimed, "I understand now!" Fate must ‘ave

been on your side." He smiled joyously. Now both Pepi and himself were

happy. Who knows, he thought, maybe someday...

After dinner, Troy and Curtis headed for the studio in the basement,
leaving Pepi and Angie to themselves.

They seated themselves comfortably on the plush couch in the living.
room.

"Now," Angie began, "I'll tell you everything..."

Py







PART 1II

Angie's Story
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Chapter 8---

"Oh, my Godl" Angie croaked as she stared at the destruction
around her, She pushed the hair that had fallen into her eyes behind
her ears and frantically pulled herself to her feet, The stadium she
stood in lay crumbled around her--tumbled into turmoil as if it had
merely been a child's building blocks.

She glanced through the haze of the sun at the motionless bodies
at her feet, Her breath left her. Pepi was nowhere to be seen,

Angie stood rooted to the spot. She was on the verge of screaming,
but her practicality forced her to remain calm. She was still stunned
by the scene before hér, and had to get things straight. Automatically
she sought to sort out the things in her head.

She wasn't hurt, she assured herself, and... Her thoughts were
suddenly interrupted.

""By: Is aomebo&y there?'" cried a voice a short distance away.
"I'm over ‘erel"

Angie's attention was torn from her own problems and directed at the
male voice coming from beyond. 'Yes! There's somebody here, Where
are you?" She started in the direction in which the voice had come,
carefully stepping over the rubble.

"Well, I'm 'ere!" he stated, trying very hard to be helpful.
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"Shut up or...' another threatened.

Jeremy was terrified. It had all happened so fast. The ache in
his wrists was unbearble, but what hurt.worse was the fact that Angie
had deserted him, Left him alone to... He was being forced to face Qloﬁi}
whatever lay ahead, adasms¢ First he had lost his band, then Angie,

He sobbed harder, There was nothing left. He wished he were dead.

The rain fell harder, and it seemed to Jeremy that they had
trampled on for miles., Suddenly he noticed a building looming before
him, This must be their destination, he thought numbly.

He was }ead to an iron gﬁte. One of the Germans pulled a ring of

keys from his pocket and pushed the correct one into the rusty latch.
The gate squeaked open, ahd Jeremy was unceremoniously pushed through it.
He stumbled and fell heavily upon the wet, muddy ground. The door was
slammed shut behind him and the men stomped away, muttering oaths in
German,

There Jeremy was left; trapped in some hidious outdoor prison in

the pouring rain--helpless and alone,
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Chapter 9---

"Jeremy."

Jeremy awoke in a daze to the sound of his name being whispered.

"Jeremy!"

He oPened his eyes, and was dazzled by the blinding sun overhead.
He turned his head and blinked, moaning quietly. He was still in chains
and only with difficulty did he pull himself up. His clothes were
stained and streaked with dried mud from the night before.

"Jeremy! Over here!' the voice beckoned.

He gazed through the iron gate of the courtyard.: "Angie!" he
croaked, relieved, "I thought you'd deserted me!"

"I thought you deserted me!" she explained, "I got up for a minute
and when I came back you were gone,"

He stood up unsteadily and stumbled to the bars, falling weakly
against them.

"Angie!" he pleaded hysterically, "You've got to get me out of 'ere!"
He slid to the gfound clutching insanely at the iron gate and pressing
his face hard against the bars,

She sat down, only the gate separating them, and slipped her arm
through the bars and about his shoulders.

"Calm down, Jeremy." she commanded gently.
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of two figures., A tall, brawny man was in control of the situation,
for he was cruelly pushing anothér man of smaller frame along in
front of him.

Angie had to fight to stifle a gasp. The one being so roughly
abused was Jeremy!

The prisoner was whimpering softly, and when the two reached the
courtyard door, the German whirled him around harshly,pressing against
it, Jeremy cried out in terror, and Angie cringed when she saw him
struck again and again in the face by the ruthless captor. His arms were
no longer chained, and Jeremy raised his hands to his face, c¢rying
weakly into them,

The guard unlocked the gate and brutily propelled him forward
into captivity again.

Slamming the door, the man angrily bellowed, "You Won't answer
our questions?"

Jeremy only wept silently.

"Vell," the German foretold, "Enjoy your last night, zen." He

SEL ) _
laughed and obuped past Angie, unaware of her presence, and on down the
walk leading to the door of the brick building.

After Angie was sure he was gone, she rushed to the bars. 'Jeremy?
Jeremy, I'm here, now!"

He staggered to her and fell at her feet. 'You left meg again!"
he cried, tears streaming down his face, 'You promised...you promised..."

Angie felt a stab of guilt pierce her heart. "I...I just left

for a minute to find food..."







Page 84

The storm didn't let up and Jeremy shivered violently, petrified
at every streak of lighting and every boom of thunder,
"Angie!" he begged hoarsely, "Get me out of 'ere!™

' she wailed, "There's nothing I can do!"

"Jeremy,'

"I'm so wet...and it's cold...and I'm scared!" he rambled,

"Jeremy..."

"And I'm hungry!"

"Hungry 2"

"But 'at doesn't matter, does it?" he implored rhetorically. ''Does
it? I mean, I'm gonna die tomorrow."

"Jeremy don't!" she pleaded violently.

"I should be enjoying this, right?" He gazed insanely at her

through the sub::ﬁifg rain.
)
She stared, into his wild blue eyes and attempted to calm him by

stroking his wet hair, 'Jeremy...Don't punish yourself!"
"Why not?" he questioned, turning from her, 'Why not?!

“Here, "

she said, pulling one of the apples from her pocket, '"You
said you were hungry."

He stardd a long while at the object she held in her hand, 'What's
'at?'" he asked.

"An apple." she replied, handing it to him.

"It's green," he remarked disgustedly.

"It's food." she insisted, annoyed at his pickiness.

'"Do you want me to eat it?" he asked her gently, truly wanting to

know her feelings on the subject,
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Chapter 1l---

"I'm leaving..." Angie began, standing up. The morning sun shined
brightly through the trees.

"You're what?!" Jeremy weakly cried.

"To find food." she finished.

He sighed, 'You're leaving me alone,"

"I have to find food, or we'll starve.,'" she determined.

"It doesn't matter-—§=§éggﬂmatters." he murmured hoarsly.

Angie glared at him for a moment, then stalked into the woods
angrily. Would he never quit feeling sorry for himself?

After she had walked for nearly an hour, Angie found herself in a
clearing, In the center of it was a neat white farmhouse and barn, no
doubt taken over by Germans. Cattle grazed nearby and Angie could hear
other-animals, apparently still in the barn. The sun overhead was bright
and Angié concealed herself in the tall grass at the edge of the field,

People were moving about, doing every day farm chores, and Angie
knew there was no hope of getting food from there without being seen,
Her stomach growled, however, reminding her of how very little both
Jeremy and she had eaten in the past few days. Her only hope to get
anything at all would be to wait until nightfall. Angie realized that
if she did this, by the time she got back, Jeremy would be in a complete

panic. No, she would have to go back to him, and soon. She had been

gone far longer than she had anticipated.
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He shook his head, aggin refusing.

"I'm sure if you ate something, you'd feel better." she encouraged.

"I don't want anything!" he snapped vehemently, "Can't you see I'm
gonna die anyway and it doesn't matter?"

"Jerry don't talk that way!" Angie screamed back, covering her ears
with her hands to block out the sound of his words; the words she didn't
want to believe, Expecting a retort and hearing none, Angie looked up
again, Jeremy's eyes were shut once more.

She remained silent for many long minutes, then finally, quietly, she
spoke, "I found a farmhouse about an hour's walk from here.," She watched
him for a reaction.,

Jeremy turned his head and looked at her, mildly interested.

She stared down at her hands. "I'm going back there tonight," she
continued, "to see what food I can find,"

"You're leaving me 'ere alone again." he stated, sighing tiredly.

"To find fooqfshe defended defiantly.

"You just never give up, do you?" he accused angrily.

"Not when there's a cause worth fighting for." she whispered softly,
her voice edged with determination.

A tear fell from a swollen eye, and Jeremy turned his face from her,
Almost inaudibly, he murmured hopelessly, '"You're fighting a losing

battle, Angie..."
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Jeremy, awakened by her bitter weeping, whispered, "Angie?,..
Angie? What is it?"

1"

"Oh, Jerry..." she cried, her voice filled with despair, "Jerry..."
Jeremy weakly pulled her closer, seeuring her in his arms. And
when she finally ceased her crying, he neither knew nor cared what

had happened. He was just grateful that she had returned.

Jeremy awakened the next morning to see Angie gnawing on the piece
of stale bread. When she noticed that he was staring at her, she stopped
éating. His eyes went to her leg. Her jeans were torn and blood stained.

"What ‘'appened last night?" he asked, truly worried, "What did you
do to your leg?"

"I...I..." she stuttered, "It's just a flesh wound; they shot at
me,

"Angie.." he responded protectively, "You shouldn't take so many
chances, "

"I...I did it for ybu,Jerry..." she explained eagerly, '"I brought
you food and water,"

Jeremy glanced at the stale bread in her hand, then at the bucket
of water sitting nearby. "I can't, Angie, I just can't eat anything."

Fear rose in Angie's heart, "Please, Jerry, just a little."

"Can't you see that it doesn't matter?" he scoffed, "It does not
matter)"

But Angie could not be swayed, '"Well then drink a little water,"

She retrieved the water bucket. 'Please drink some. You need something.'
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"But I can't do dat." the guard protested, "I would get in trouble!"
"Couldn't you just check?" the prisoner pleaded louder.

Jeremy gasped aloud at the man's voice. He recognized that voice!
"Quiet down.'" warned the German, "Do you vant us to get found out?"
"No, 6f course not, but..."

Jeremy's heart was pounding hard against his chest. The voice belonged

to Robbie Summerfield!
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Chapter 13=--

The conversation ended, and the German digigggiffgﬁwith his pinpoint

e —————

m——

of lighty@own the halD—""

When he was sure he was gone, Jeremy crept quietly to the iron bars.
He heard the man across from him sigh tiredly. Putting his face against
the MJeremy whispered, "Robbie? Robbie? Is that you?"

There was no reply.

"Robbie? Are you there? This is Jeremy."

"Jeremy?" the other asked incredulously, "Jeremy! You're 'ere too?"

"It is you, Robbie! I didn't think anyone else made it!"

"Jerry?" a weak voice called from behind him, '"Jerry, who are you
talking to?" |

He turned to her, "It's Robbie, Angie, he's not dead!"

"Robbie," she repeated quietly, remembering the soft face of the
lead guitarist.

"Robbie,'" Jeremy asked hopefully, "Do you know where the others are?
Do you know if they're..."

"Well," whispered the voice from the darkness, "I know Randy is
still alive,"

"Randy!" exclaimed Jeremy, hardly containing himself. Out of the
rest of the band, Randy was the closest to Jeremy. He was his best

friend. '"Randy's alive! Is 'e 'ere too?"
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Wolfram returned later that day. He had finally managed to check
the list of prisoners as Robbie had asked him to do, and he had been
able to locate the remaining one., His head swam with the information
he héd gathered, and he regretted with all his heart the news he had to
reportg tothewn .

He stopped in front of the cell and stared at the ragged prisoners
that had become his friends, When they saw him, they each knew something
was dreadfully wrong,.

"Wolfram,'" said Angie, the first to see his stricken face, "What's
wrong?"

Wolfram looked away, unable to answer,

Reee stood up and walked to the iron bars, grasping them tightly.
"Wolfram?"

The German gazed at the cement floor, unable to look at the four
people who stared so intently at him., Finally he forced himself to
speak, N !

Gufad,

Yy
"I...I've found Ommbe;" he muttered quietly, "I've found <sil,"
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Angie felt herself being pulled helplessly along, not understanding
yet no longer resisting., She felt herself Kissing Curtis back, and she
knew she could no longer heed her inhibitions. She was beéing drawn into
a wild whirlpool of passion, but she did not attempt to stop herself.,

Her terror was no more and she realized suddenly how desperately she
waﬁted him,

Curtis, deliriously lost in his love for her, sensed her desperation.
With his breath coming in hot gasps against her neck, Curtis frantically
grasped for the light m and flipped it off. Now in complete darkness,
he pulled from her feet and into his strong arms and carried her urgently

to the awaiting bed.
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Chapter 17-.—- -

"And that's about it," Angie finished, a smile on her face, "Except
I forgot to say that the rest of the band did finally apologize to us
and that we're all friends again,"

‘Pepi sighed and remarked, "And we all live happily ever after. The
end." A tear came to her eye, "It's just too much of a miracle. I can
hardly believe it."

"Well, I believe it's getting late.”  Troy remarked from the doorway.
He-and Curtis had just finished up in the studio downstairs. "I really
think we should be getting along 'ome."

Curtis grinned at Angie, glad that now both their lives were complete,
and said, "I never believed in miracles until now."

Troy strode to Pepi and placed his arm affectionatly about her
shoulders. 'And besides that, things went beautifully downstairs, tonight.
We may actually be able to get something together,"

"It's going to be great, Troy," ‘Cuttis told him, "just great,"

Pepi gave Troy a quick hug saying, '"You're going to be great again!"

"Well," he said, looking at her comically, ''What 'ave I been
telling you?"

They all laughed and Troy pulled Pepi to her feet. ' .

"It is late," she agreed, yawning, "Maybe we should be going."
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Pepi drew in a sharp breath and stared up at him. Had she heard
correctly? She had always believed that:rock stars liked to remain free
and it was this that she had always secretly feared. She had always
been terrified that iﬁi would leave her, but now...

"Yes," she mumbled back, "Yes, yes, yes..."

Troy smiled and pulled her even tighter into his arms, pushing his
mouth hard upon hers. They would be together fore#er, he thought, forever,

forever, forever,

"What do you think," Angie remarked, "about everything happening
at once?"

"What?" Curtis askedy dumbly, staring into her eyes. They were
laying on the bed in his room, the light on the nightstand illuminating
the room.

"Everything happened at once,' she explained, "My walking again, the
Children of Novelty getting back together, finding Pepi..."

"And," he added.

"And what?"

"And I love you.." he smiled, kissing her tenderly.

"And I love you," she told him, "but what does that have to do with
what we were talking about?"

Curtis took her in his arms, "You were talking about it, not me."

"But it's impolite to change the subject," she scolded softly, holding

back a smile,
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ever after. They knew their miracles had run out and they cried on each
other's shoulders for their lost future. They prayed and they savored

their last few secondsof life, They had fought for life and love and | Agﬂg%ﬁgf

S el Fol olesnlh
had survived. Now they awaited the merciful blackness of death. WAL ”lﬁ”kﬁa'ﬁ
Lot an o loden dream, o St

| * * * *

The night wind lashed viciously through the destroyed city and except
for its whistling, there was complete silence., There was no familiar
rumble of traffic, for there were no cars, and there were no voiceg for
there were no people. They were all gone and all was still. The year
was 1989 and it appeared to be the end of the world. And even for the

few that survived, it was.






