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THIS IS A SAMPLE OF ONE OF THE STORIES IN THE@BOEKR O F ". FHEREAARE ©Y¥ER

TWENTY STORIES IN THE BOOK. SOME OF THESE STORIES WERE NOT WRITTEN AT THE SAME TIME
THE FIRST WAVE OF COMPULSION SIMILAR TO THE ONE FELT WHEN | STARTED WRITING THE GLYP

| ENCOURAGE YOU TO GET THE BOOK AND SEE HOW THE MINCCEEHRINDIVONS WORK. THE
FOLLOWING STORIES CAN BE FOUNDAIRWHE OF PARADTHOSE THAT ARE STARRED WERE
WRITTEN DURING A MYSTERIOUS AND OVERVEHEQMPULSION TO WRITE.

Living Colors | The Pin | The Pencils | Change Me **| Divergent Doctrines **| A Warning |
Cultural Insanity **| Open Mic **| Perfect Hostess **| Pure Science **| Table Manner ** | The
Gods **| The Lust Key ** | New Credit ** | Wellness Inc. ** | A Night in Crow Town | Connecting
Bridges **| Walking Together ** | Rent is Due | The Flash kid | Children of the World **|

Change Me


http://www.createspace.com/3396115
http://www.createspace.com/3396115
http://www.createspace.com/3396115
http://www.createspace.com/3396115
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Every path has a past, but the step that gives a miarwings is in the life he gives.

What is the quality of your income Mr. Stringer?”
Business Tycoon, a copy of the morning newspaper lying on the desk. He asks this question all the time
when dealing th his clients. Max Forbes had met different kinds of men in his days. The world kept

giving him this kind of clientele because it seems a lot of his clients had some kind of conscience driven
agenda to take care off. He cleans their slate by giving thewnscience driven portfolio to invest in.

Mr. Leech Stringer shifts in his chair looking extremely thoughtful for a moment and then he begins to
talk.

“1 need to sleep well at night, and deofimysalhd pl ay
anymor e. I am tired.” He stops talking briefly.

“Tired of being a man behind a mask | just need s
“That’s why | am here Mr. Stringer,” Max | ooks at

message of trust.
The door to the office opens; Ms. Kevlan pokes he

“Mr. Stringer you must excuse me a minute,” he st
You could see Max between the glass partitiongditig the two offices as he walks towards the phone

on a large conference room table. That was the Private room for his most disturbed clients. He picks up

the phone and starts talking. Max turns around, his back facing the room he just left and begins to

gesture with his hands. You could tell it must be something important. The conversation carries on for

about three minutes and then he drops the phone. He stands in the same position for roughly thirty

seconds. Then he looks at Mr. Stringer from the paried window. He starts walking towards the door

leading to the office where Mr. Stringer was patiently waiting.

As the door opens, the tenseness in the air was as thick as a wall.

“Mr . Stringer why are you heessiortess. Max voice was te
“1 am in a kind of trade."” “What kind of trade?
Mr. Stringer smiles with tightened lips and looks at Max squarely in the eyes.

“Everything there is; Engineer edurimd,icliléexmodtaton, pr ost i
ki dnappings, organized gangs, assassination camps

.l try to be good so | have serious shares in maj
infrastructures across the wat] everything business out here both the good and the bad. | create wars
with carefully orchestrated timetables and own some of the largest law firms in different parts of the
worl d. I could buy a soul without raising a finge

He stops and looks at&k his eyes taking on a strange coldness. Suddenly his voice takes on a different
tone.
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“l have not been very happy with myself | ately. I
may have started exploiting myself . "7

“1  am | Mag gesturdad with hi$ hands that he continues.

“Max, " his voice had a peacef ul calm within it, “
hol dings."”

The room was silent as both men looked at each other, a calm confusion goimgokla x ° s mi nd as
tries to digest his new arrival.

“Would you help me Max?” His voice was calm yet d
“ don’t know how to begin,” Max | ooks at Mr . Str
“Who are you?’

“1 am Leach Stringer."w

The conversation on the phone had startled him. Someone had sent him a parcel in the mail. It was
waiting for him at home. A note accompanied the e
judge me by my will to c¢haisgaesas’hesialeeatheolermahs echoe

All Max workers were veterans whose principle of operation was strictly under a mission statement.
Receive assets of any client who wishes to invest in a free world economy ensuring the quality of living
in a saé environment for all, with the understanding that their continued business activities are revised
to demonstrate this mission statement as well. It was a-poofit organization.

For all he knew this kind of man could not appear on the news if irh&aid who he claims to be. If they
even thought of working with him, he has to come clean with all his records something Max could not
begin to conceive.

“1 do not know how you keep track of youramasset s
hearing. | am not even sure we are qualified to m
was without guilt, but you could tell he needed some consolation that no man could give him.

He looks at Max and begins to talk.

“ 1 h aydncabuth lost him. | never found him again. He would be your age if he were alive. But
anything could have happened to him."”

“1 also have a girl, very beauti ful but she’'s bee
kind of life she wald have had. But | watch her growing on that bed totally oblivious to this world we

live. Who knows if she sees us? | lost her mother to cancer when it was still not clear what the causes

wer e. She was the mother of my son as well .7

He looks up at theeiling of the office, his eyes taking on a concentration that looked out of this world.

“1 lost all my brothers and sisters, including my
Stringer stops talking his presence filling the roorthwai calm that was heaven like.
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regrets, because | cannot afford to ha

“ have no
the world."”

forgive

Max looks at Mr. Stringer. He did not know what it was but in that short period he had coike thé
man.

“1 don’t know what to say Mr. Stringer, but you a
regret to say, but | do not have the kind of resources that can help you. | know you can change your
world around i f Syimger sgsimts hts Byesondthea.tight smile,Nhe type of smile that
seems to say “I understand”.

Then he stands up from the chair he had been sitting in all along. He had his hat resting on his lap, which
he now picked up and placed on his full white hair.

“Thank you for the time."” Mr. Leach Stringer tips
He opens the door and walksiioof the office.

After the door closes Max Forbes responds, but it
He stands in the same position for a while trying to comprehend the meeting with the Tycoon.

He had to go home. The thought of Mr.i8trer lingered over his mind as he made his way around the

desk to retrieve his personals. He knew Mr. Stringer was sincere in his desire to exercise his conscience,
but he really did not know where to begin with that kind of account. Max was more thititea |

disoriented. He would have to record this meeting for the benefit of a board decision over issues of this
magnitude.

He steps out of the office.

Ms . Lucy Kevlan was sitting at a desk tyusti ng away
wal ked out of the office?”

She was puzzled.

“1 did not notice anyone. I am busy working on th
“No not at al |, " Max | ooked at the el ehelidng. s t hen
“l am out for the day Ms. Kevlan.’

“Have a good day Mr. Forbes.” Lucy smiled briefly

Where would he be without her? He thought briefly. He headed for the staircase moving faster than
usual. Sometimg about Mr. Stringer was contrite. He could not give up on it. The rotating doors of the
building led him out into the streets. He scanned the street looking in both directions. Mr. Stringer was
nowhere in sight. He took his keys out of his right poeket proceeded to the garage.

It was a cool day, the breeze of the evening bathing him from all directions as he opened the door
leading to the garage elevators.
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Mr. Forbes vehicle was on the third floor. The elevator door opens. He presses thxentnree on the
console. The doors of the elevators open revealing two men standing next to a porsche sports car
presumably talking business. He starts heading in the direction of his car when his phone rings.

It was Lucy.
“When woulod sycohue duilkee tthe meeting tomorrow?” Lucy Vv
“Let me call you back in an hour.” Max opens the

He enters the car and starts the ignition. He checks his rear view mirror; the two men were no more
there. He pulls out of the parking space and heads for his house. It took him barely fifteen minutes to
get home navigating his way through the expanse of green fields and golf courses.

“Good afternoon Mr. Forbes, Ms . theRlogbgnaf@alkli wood gr e
“Good afternoon Ruby.”
He opens the door to the house, his mind leading him to the anonymous gift.

He sees it. It was lying on his coffee table. Mr. Forbes picks up the envelope. He places his index finger
beneath the perbrated seal and opens the envelope. He lifts out the contents and places it on the table.
There were Title deeds, ordinance survey maps, contact numbers of Attorneys and a number of other
documents.

Max takes his time. He picks up atitle. twasam @bl ut e titl e registered to hi

Al liance Security Holdings"”. He counts seven tit]l
at the details. The absolute title deeds were registered land titles for seven different islands all
uninhabited. He |l ooks on the table and picks up
will to change. |l trust you to do something beaut
It was signed “L.S”".

Max Forbes picks up the phone dialing away.



