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This Film is dedicated to the memory of my mother and grandmother.

They were incredible women.
The characters in the book are based on my recollections and in no way represent objective truth. Therefore, any resemblance to persons living or dead, with the exception of historical figures, places, and events is purely coincidental. Any similarities of locations, and/or institutions in this book to actual places or organizations are purely accidental. Some of the events depicted in this story are true; however, the story itself is fictional. This book is a fictionalized account of my own life experiences and should not be considered an account of fact or for any other reason than entertainment.
aUTHOR’S Note
I give thanks for the wealth of experience life has offered me and for the awareness, understanding, and patience it has brought with it. Even though the pages that follow will tell a story of a life of trial and pain, the resultant insight and knowledge has brought greater understanding and peace as well. I can now say with complete assurance that my deeds are done, my heart is safe, and my soul is clean. Through all the resentments and challenges, there always ran an undercurrent of hope that change was possible; this hope kept me connected to a life that has been wealthy and wise even in times of poverty and despair.
Opening Scene 1

Setting side of the Tracks
A DARK LARGE ROOM:

VIEW STRETCHING TO THE OPEN DOOR

SHADOWS AND OBJECTS CLUTTER THE VIEW

WINDOWS SHADED, SLIM RAYS HIGHLIGHT THE DUST
A SLIM FEMALE FIGURE STANDS IN SILOUETTE OF MORNING

A DARK PROFILE OF A MAN SITS IN A WHEELCHAIR

MAN’S DEEP VOICE (Ruffled and Weak):

What else do you want to know child?

WOMAN SHADOW (Soft with kind and fearful request):

Tell me again Pap, how did you end up here?

SOUND OF MUSIC AND FADE TO AIREAL VIEW:

NARRATOR:
The morning opens and a mist of innocence appears across the countryside, telling us the day is new. The feeling of hope and love and the humble awareness of duty is clear, if only for a moment. It is that inspiration that follows us into a small town, where we are awakened by a cool frost to the laughter of children playing on this Sunday morning.
Driving through the fall of 1928, the trees cover the hillside; it is as if a collection of sponges and rags dipped in paint have been thrown against the ground, each one offering an array of amber, gold, ruby, and sienna, like purple diamonds sparkling in the morning sun.

Robert Parker and his faithful wife Mary are on their way to see Mary’s sister Gladys and her children to invite them to church. Knowing the invitation will be gracefully declined, their feelings of commitment and loyalty continue to send them on this journey every week. 
FIRM LADIES VOICE:

SCENE OF CAR INTERIOR
“Settle down now, children. You need to be on your best behavior when we get there…and Johnny, you will not get those pants dirty today, you hear me?!” looking back at her children in the back seat. 
STOUT AND CAUTIOUS CHILD VOICE
“Yes, Mother,” Johnny replies, already squirming in his creased trousers. 
NARRATOR:
Each child represents the achievement and a way of life reflected by the times. The depression has not yet come to America, and the belief that hard work brings rewards is still a valid one. In this family we have six children. John, or Johnny, Bill, Tom, Benny, Jack, and Martha. Bill is the oldest and strongest, but each one is just as spirited and fun-loving as the next. Though Martha is the only girl, she can stand toe to toe with the boys just fine. Never is there a question of equality or justice for one at the expense of all. Each knows his and her place, what is acceptable and what is not. That is the way their parents taught them and they do what they are told. 
As the car enters the long drive, the grass is noticeably high, the grounds showing signs of neglect. The flowers have softened below their once high, proud stance of beauty. You can see this home had been cared for with love and diligence in the past, that it had stood tall and firm, but was now shadowed with stains. The broken glass that cloaks the upstairs window tells the story of an empty future, or a past that need not be spoken. Though the fence around the side yard still stands strong, it needs a painting, and the swing set is rusted with neglect. It speaks in the wind, claiming its independence and its loneliness.

* * * NARRATOR
As this journey begins, I recount the tale from this same old house resting on the hill. It offers a view of the carnival that comes every year to this small town and sets up just across the tracks. My pallet is dry now; the colors are gone. The rain has washed away most of the signs that once stood for a prosperous home and family. My grave is waiting. The dreams that once filled my head with images of world unity, hope, and companionship are gone. The saga told through my canvas has only drawn darker as the years have passed, bitter days into bitter cold nights. All that comes to me now are glimpses of the faces that have graced my soul. 
* * *
TALL WHOLESOME WOMAN IN APRON

“Hello, Mary. Robert, you look so handsome. Come in, come in,” Gladys said, greeting her family at the door. 
ACTION:

The children follow close behind, eager to get into the house that always has fresh-baked pies or treats. It has been two long years since this a child laughed or gasped in excitement here.
FIRM PROPER MAN OF PATRIARCH:

“Gladys, you look lovely this fine morning,” Robert said. “I am still not sure why I didn’t marry you instead of your Sister.” 
ACTION:
The women turned and smiled at the joke, chuckling with polite laughter. 
ACTION:

The children enter and scatter amongst the feet and rooms in view

“Where is Hildreth?” Johnny asked loudly, to be sure he’d be heard above the adult talk. 
“She must be upstairs, honey,” said Gladys, “Go up and see if you can find her. Be careful, though—all of you, and stay in the side yard if you go out… I mean it!” 
“Yes, Aunt Gladys,” the children said in unison, and ran up to find their cousin. 
The void they left was instantly filled with concern and a sense of distraction…discomfort. The adults went into the kitchen, each searching for the exact moment to speak, each reaching for a word of comfort that might ease the burden of pain in Gladys’ heart. Mary wrapped her arm around Gladys to connect and absorb the impact. “How are you doing, dear? Is it getting any easier? You know we would love to take you with us today. The preacher asks about you all the time and prays for your happiness.” 

Sorrow and the weight of a ton of granite could be heard in Gladys’ reply. “My heart and soul are better, but I’m not ready to go just yet. I look forward to these Sundays with the children. It gives me a direction and fills the empty space left behind, if even for only a day. Your children are mine, too, and I love them all so dearly, Mary, Robert. I just need a little more time.” 
Knowing the only thing they had to offer was silence and empathy, Robert and Mary hugged Gladys and each other. For a while the only sound was the ticking of the clock on the wall as the adults settled into their memories. 
* * * NARRATOR
The trail of heartaches, glory, and achievements that each of our players brings to this tale defines a pattern of character that will last a century. The little house on the hill that oversees a collection of roofs below gives sight every year to a pallet of change, change felt by all who are watching, watching for the good and evil spirits who battle for souls once touched only by divine innocence.
ACTION:

THE HOUSE RESTORES TO CLEAN AND FRESH

SUNNY SUMMER DAY, CLOTHES ON A LINE

* * *

Two years ago on a humid summer day, Gladys’ husband Larry came home for lunch. Larry had a good job working for the local rail yard, a job considered by many as one which would ensure him a lifetime of financial security. However, on this day, lifetime and security would leave his grasp and never return. For this is the day his children of two became one. 
ACTION:

APPEARS A STRONG TALL HARDENED MAN
Larry came up the road to his house and waved to his friends out the window of his truck. He noticed a man, walking alone. The man had a harsh look about him—unusual, because work was slim for drifters and it was summer. Larry was used to seeing rail-jumpers at the yard, but had never seen this one before. As Larry pulled into the drive, he felt the house’s silence and the idea that something was wrong swept through him. The feeling was so strong it forced a gasp from deep in his chest. It was a feeling he had never felt before. He stopped the truck and walked feverishly towards the house, not taking the time to close the car door. He was met on the porch by Gladys, in tears, her eyes swollen and her hands shaking. “He’s gone Larry…he took him away and I can’t find him.” Gladys voice shattered; she was no longer able to speak. 
VIOLENT AND ROUGH FEAR VOICE:
“What, woman? What are you saying, Gladys? Where is Doyle? Where is Hildreth… Where are the children, dammit?” 
When he got no answer, Larry walked through the house in terror, expectant with fear, not knowing what he would find. “Doyle,” he yelled, “Hildreth, get in here!” 
Out the side door, he strode towards the swing set that sat shiny and new in the yard.
CHILDS VOICE TREMBLES WITH FEAR:

“Coming, Father, I’m sorry. I told Mommy all I remember. It’s my fault, isn’t it, Daddy?” Hildreth cowered as she reached her father.
“No, child, I’m not mad at you. I need to know where your brother is.” Larry held Hildreth’s shoulder in his big, strong hand. “Do you know where he is?”
Hildreth looked down at the ground, shaking her head.
* * * NARRATOR
The days that followed were filled as much with desperation as hate…at the circumstances…at the world…hoping for God’s grace to show a morsel of reprise. Searches were undertaken, questions asked. The focus was on what needed to get done to find their only son. But with each knock at the door, Larry and Gladys’ hopes dwindled. 
One week and three days later, the answer came.
ACTION:

 Ring, ring, ring… Larry turned to Gladys, who no longer sprang to respond to the wooden box on the wall in hopes that it might offer good news. Instead, she trembled as she walked into the kitchen in slow motion. Somehow she knew that this call would be different. 
“Yes, hello.” 
“Mrs. Falkner, this is Sheriff Lancaster,” the voice said quietly, almost tenderly. “Can you and your husband come down to the hospital, please? I’m afraid I have bad news. I need you to corroborate that in fact we have found your son.” The Sheriff knew his words were stabbing his neighbor in the heart. “I am so sorry, Gladys.”
Only silence echoed the horror. 
“Gladys, are you there? Hello?” 
RANDOM VIEWS AND CAPTURES OF A CHILDS FUNERAL
The chime of death had rung. Larry looked at Gladys and knew. They did not speak; they didn’t have to. The trip was made, trudged through with silent despair. Arrangements settled.
* * * NARRATOR
Ironically, Doyle’s body had been found at the same rail yard where Larry worked. The police spent weeks trying to find the killer who had brought such filth and hatred to the small town. Never again did Larry work; although he was told his job would always be there, he never returned. Instead, the bottle became Larry’s friend. As he stumbled to the couch in the middle of the night for months on end, the four hideous horsemen slept by his side. Local investigators finally did figure out who killed their son: Charles Mercer was the vagrant’s name, a carnival bum. They traced his path to an abandoned warehouse in Union. The local press called him the “Child Murderer.” But by then it was too late.
The trial was short and without surprise; they convicted Mercer to life in prison. Some would say that was too good for a human who had left no mark on this earth except to kill and pillage. Others said a torturous death would make God’s world complete. Either way, no solution would reclaim the soul of Larry’s only son and fill the void left behind. In light of all the ugliness, no one was surprised at Larry’s suicide, which followed shortly after.
ACTION:

IMAGES OF LOCKING DOORS,HUDDLED FEARS
Even though history cannot recount the terror of such a tragedy on these mortal victims, the damage is easily recognized. Damage of spirit; the lack of trust; locking the door at night for fear of the unseen… All who came after would carry the weight, paying a toll for passage to the next generation. 
* * * NARRATOR
Sound travels far inside a home at night for every child who hears the whispers and tears through the upstairs banister. Just as this ripple in one family’s history grew to a wave of fear, so did the stature of the individuals who had witnessed it. The future carries the scars from the harm done before. One hopes that the past will allow us to shape and control the next step, to avoid the dangers, the foolish errors and mistakes that echo the last generation, and the one before that. But instead, the path, though inviting with its colors of gold and silver and the sounds of laughter and joy, is also shrouded in mystery, obscured in grays. Never in our silent moments of illusion do we sense the dark parallel that lives beside us. Nor do we suspect the carrier.
Scene 2

restrainT
NARRATOR
The years went by. The Parker family grew, healthy and with great promise. The ’29 fall had come and gone with little affect on their close network of caring members. That fate was not shared by many others, however, and times were tough for those less fortunate. 
It was now 1932. Jobs became available again to most who wanted them and, as with all misfortune, so came great opportunity. By trade, Robert Parker was a builder and he had made sure all his children knew how to work with their hands in order to provide. The lone girl, Martha used the skills she learned as well, taking care of the interior of the house. The Parkers were a great team and soon the boys were working closely with their father. The oldest, Bill, was the first to sign on to serve his country; the rest followed close behind. The service made a man out of you, and everyone said it was the right thing to do—perhaps the only thing. With the right nod from your parents, a strong young man could join at sixteen without any trouble. In fact, it was a great honor.
Indiana summers offered a collection of challenges and avenues for teenagers too young to join the military. Sharing in the work of the family business or helping with farming chores put a little pocket money in what was otherwise a poor existence. When the fair came to town, life became brighter, exciting… 

ACTION: EXCITED AND ENTHUSIASTIC NARRATION

 Suddenly lives which had been dull and predictable were bursting with possibility. Whole families came to ride the rides and enjoy the long summer nights under the colored lights. The sound of bells, laughter, and screams and the taste of caramel, sugarcane, and root beer filled the air for miles. On this particular summer night Hildy, as she preferred to be called these days, and the boys walked down the Midway in unison. 
ACTION (SCENE: FAIR MIDWAY, SOUNDS, LIGHTS, SMELLS)

A COLLECTION OF TEENAGERS AND YOUTH BOYS
INNOCENT VOICES RAISED OVER THE SOUND OF CARNIVAL
ACTION: TOM, Tall skinny dapper boy

“Hey, Johnny, I bet you can’t knock those balls down this year,” goaded Tom. 
ACTION: Johnny (JP) A stocky yet clean and strong jester
“Can too! You just wait, I’ll show you,” Johnny said. 
ACTION: Hildreth, A Curly auburn petite penciled darling
Benny and the others laughed. Hildy walked alongside Johnny, her curly hair bouncing. She gave him a big nudge. “I know you can knock them down, Johnny. I believe you,” she said.
“Thanks, Hildy. You’re always in my corner, aren’t you?” 
Hildy grabbed Johnny’s hand and they ran off into the sea of people to become lost in the dusky lights. 
ACTION: Jack, a Rough, stout scrapper
“I bet they don’t come back for a while,” Jack said. 
ACTION: Benny, kind and shy, not to break the norm
“They better be careful and not let father find them together again,” said Benny. 
NARRATOR
The boys smirked and turned to pay closer attention to the group of roughnecks heading their way. Not a word was spoken, but a glossary of facial wars was playing out on their faces. The two clans of children squared off, readying for battle. The distance between them closed and then closed some more. Just as it shrunk to nil, the air thick with tension. At the last moment, all eyes focused on the ground at their feet and they passed each other by. 

It was a victory of sorts, and great sighs of relief were released. 
ACTION:
“Who was that? Did they know you?” Benny asked Jack. 
“Yeah, I know them. Those were the Carter boys from the other side of town. Their dad has that tool shop so they think they’re slick and tough.” Jack spoke with resentment and frustration. “That big one, his name’s Donny. Watch out for him, he’ll cut cha to look atcha.” 
ACTION:

 FACING OFF IN BATTLE THE GROUPS PASS BY CAUTIOUSLY

NARRATOR
In a town of so few, names and faces are known to all and not much is left to secret. An advantage to the privileged few; a burden of proof to the masses.
* * *

ACTION: Hildreth Says, whispered with childhood lust and interest:

“Johnny, why do they say that our kissing is forbidden when it feels so right?” 
The two figures were shadowed in the light against the side of the barn. Wrapped in a warm embrace, they talked of lover’s dreams. 
“Well, we’re cousins and all,” Johnny answered, his voice full of confusion. “They say you ain’t supposed to, ’cause of God and all, I guess. But Hildy, if’n I was gonna marry someone, I sure hope they’re just like you.”
“You think we could ever have kids, John? I want lots of kids, and they say we shouldn’t do that either. Can we anyway…please? You know I love you more than anyone else in the world…” 
NARRATOR
At the tender ages of seventeen and fourteen, Johnny and Hildreth knew that folks got married and started families all the time. But they were also old enough to know that the sin of incest was just that—a sin. 
There was nothing that explained the attraction between them, not the closeness of the two families or the loss of Hildreth’s brother. But the more their families tried to tear them apart, the more Johnny and Hildreth sought to connect. The families mutely agreed to deny what was in front of them as long as they could. It was only when it became obvious that nothing they could do would change the outcome that the families accepted, albeit in quiet disgust, the situation. Embarrassed over Hildy’s “status” and the upcoming nuptials, the Parkers agreed a simple ceremony with a justice of the peace would be best.
Robert made it clear to Johnny that he was to work hard and become his apprentice. Hildy’s pregnancy ensured John would work extra hard and Robert made sure of it. John’s duty to war and country was side-stepped, as his brothers and even his sister went to join their big brother Bill in the Army. Although Johnny had always had a reputation as the class clown and the joker of the family, nobody was smiling over the times ahead. They knew that even if birth defects avoided the family now, they would likely eventually manifest in future generations. 
Silently, with fear in their hearts, they agreed to stay mute. If the children from this union were healthy and safe, they would be better off not speaking of it again. After all, pride and distinction were important. Further disclosure would only destroy something that had become so strong in recent years. And that was not going to happen on Robert Parker’s watch! 
Mary stayed close to her sister Gladys until her death. Some say her broken heart took her sooner than she should have gone. Either way, Mary felt a moral duty to care for Hildy when Gladys passed away. Devastated but dedicated, Mary continued to stand by her children as Hildy and John’s life unfolded. Her faith was strong, but she blamed herself for not seeing the signs early enough, or perhaps for not doing something to prevent them from becoming so dependent on one another. Not knowing the answer drove Mary to religious worship, hoping for a better, everlasting eternity for sinners. In essence, Mary became the matriarch for this ship of fools.
* * *
Whether by silence or sin by omission, each who willingly goes this way will pass the corpses of those whom he hurts. I believe that each sin carries a value and that its cost holds a judgment in purgatory. Although everything that occurred and everything that was to follow may not be clearly understood by those of us in life, we must always ask the questions. It matters not that we assign ourselves a religious persuasion; it matters not where we spend our final days. Though this may be something we cannot accept until we accept the inevitability of our own death, what matters is that we leave the way we came into this world, with God by our side. 
Scene 3

Midway through…
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