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Chapter 1 

Alex Ruppert Sr 

 

 This story begins with the death of my father.  He died in the mix of cold spring.  When he was 

first diagnosed with cancer, the entire town knew and a dark cloud rose over our heads.  I lived in a 

small town of about 2,000 residents and word spread like a wildfire in the rainforest about my father's 

cancer.  It was worry that created such an uproar in the town because of the kind of man my father was.  

My father was the only stable minded human being I had ever met.  He was a strong man full of 

nothing aside from true compassion and experienced wisdom.  He had dark hair and was admirably 

built with hands rough from work and soft with love. Standing roughly six foot five, it was impossible 

to not notice his enormous appearance and even more difficult to disregard his kindness.  He 

maintained an unbiased balance especially whenever altercations occurred amongst the family, and his 

popularity was remarkable.   

“Good morning, Luciana, how's the children doing in school? Good afternoon, Robert, how's 

the new business coming along?” He said before his sickness knowing the story and name of every 

single person within our town’s borders.  His was my senior, Alex Ruppert, and now the doctors had 

given him three months to live.  He was able to outlive the doctor's prophetic diagnosis and battled 

cancer for years upon years before developing a tumor on his brain.  After the tumor developed he lost 

his mind; beating the pets with his thick, wooden cane, screaming and yelling at my mother, and 

becoming a complete prisoner to dementia.  I remember a day when I walked in on my father curled 

into a ball on his bed, crying with his thumb in his mouth.   

 He said, “Don't let them have me. Don't let them have me.” I tried to help and I tried to tell him 

it was going to be fine, but I wouldn't have changed anything at all.  I lifted him up off the bed and 

brought him into my old room which became his own on his final days.  The tumor brought insanity 

and I would still prefer the alive, insane version of my father than no father at all.  I missed the stories 



he told and songs he sung.  Even the crazy memories were better than absolutely no memories at all.  I 

never noticed while he was alive, but every bit of faith I had in finding happiness had lied in this old 

man who had began to shrink more and more everyday.  My father started to stay at home and I spent 

every second by his bedside.  He never left the house; I never left his side. 

  He always slept, then, woke up, then asked, “Who are you? Where am I?” 

 I always answered, “Your son, Alex Ruppert Jr, and this is your home.”  Then, he'd cry out in 

pain and I'd get him something to eat.  My mother sat next to me and sung all of my father's favorite 

songs.  Her voice was always muffled and sad. It was never strong nor inspiring. She was, of course, 

overwhelmed with sadness. She had to leave the room in attempt to hide her sadness.  I imagined the 

gloominess my mother felt knowing the only man she had ever loved wholeheartedly was fading away 

right before her eyes.  Whenever she left the room, she prayed for God to give my father longer life and 

better health.  I always prayed that there was a God in the heavens to hear her prayers.   

My brother would come in and see him occasionally, but he never became to engulfed in 

emotion.  He was always mild-tempered and controlled.  Every he came into my father's room, he'd 

talk to my mother and I then sit in the corner and stare at everything that wasn't my father.  I could tell 

he cared. He just struggled with strong attachments and then, death being the loss of that attachment. 

But, he was fighter and every time he went home he'd train his rage away.   

My wife continued to work while I dealt with this hardship and when she got off she'd come 

over and stand by the family.  No one from the town ever came to visit  and most people assumed he 

was already gone.   

 The night my father died, it was him and I alone in his separate room.  My mother slept in their 

old bedroom and fantasized in her dreams a healthy, recovered husband.  He looked up at me with his 

fragile, gleaming eyes and touched my skin with his bony, aged fingers.  He held on as tight as his 

debilitated frame could and softly asked, “Who are you? Where am I?”  I saw in these refrained words 

the tumultuous effects of the cancer and in this chill room, they echoed coarsely through my ears.  

“Your son, Alex Ruppert Jr, and this is your home,” I responded.  His heart pumped reluctantly and his 

tears streamed again.  I held his hand tight and his eyes moved toward the ceiling, tracing the grooves 

in its pattern design from left to right. His disoriented eyes returned their focus on me and he whispered, 

“Don't let them have me. Don't let them have me,” and passed away. When he died, everything died 

with him.   

 My mother became sick and started spending time in and out of the hospital.  I never visited 

because I spent to much time dealing with my own grieving.  My family constantly sent text updating 

me on my mother's health and obnoxiously reminding me how much she wished to see me.  My 

responses were always brief and detached.  I couldn't bare to stand over her sad body watching her 



emotions eat away at her health like a parasite.  I didn't want her last words to accompany the 

agonizing final words of my father.  I made it my duty to stay away from the hospital.  Most of the time, 

I went to the smallest bar in my tiny, desolate town and drunk as many beers as possible. Woody's 

Liquor was the only bar or establishment in town owned by foreigners and they never asked any 

personal questions or spoke much at all; if I had went to any other shop, bar, or store in town they 

would have recognized my face and wondered why I wasn't at my dying mother's bedside. 

  A couple weeks after my father passed away, so did my mother and I decided against attending 

the funeral.  My father's funeral was full of tears and religious idioms.  “He's going home to the Lord,” 

everyone who said this was trying to be optimistic and supportive.  I couldn't bare another session of 

false spiritual therapy, knowing that the place where my mother and father considered home wasn't in 

anybody's heaven.  It instead was a quarter of a mile away from my house and it had always been there 

since I was a child.   

I spent the funeral day sitting at a bus stop bench in front of Woody’s.  Periodically, I'd walked 

inside the bar, purchase a cool 12-pack and spent more of my day watching cars pass me by.  Watching 

cars on the highway was complicated enough to keep my mind off my tragic life, but simple enough to 

allow me to enjoy my drunkenness.  I came home late the night of my mom's funeral to a consoling 

wife.  Her name was Ella.  She had fair, olive skin.  Her body was slim and her hair was tied up in a 

wild bun.  She was in black, yoga pants and a bright pink spaghetti strapped shirt that could barely 

contain the size of her bra-less breast.  As soon as I walked through the door Ella held me tight with 

intense fervor and I could tell she had been crying because her eyes were still red and the tears still 

rested on her cheeks.  I hugged her back and took notice of the absolute depletion of compassion I had 

undergone over the pass couple of weeks.  It was as if death had stripped me of my ability to feel 

anything of any value.  I needed to do absolutely nothing, but, sleep and wanted to do absolutely 

anything, but, talk.  However, it didn't matter to Ella how late it was or how much I needed sleep.  She 

wanted to talk and conversation was practically inescapable. 

 “Where have you been?” Ella asked in a concerned more than interrogating fashion. “Everyone 

was asking about you.” She wiped the tears from her face and then, placed her hands on my face 

forcing me to look into her concerned, glossy hazel eyes.   

 “I was at Woody's. I thought I told you that,” I responded without emotion pushing her hands 

off my face and finding a seat at our dining room table. 

 “No, you didn't.  You haven't told me anything lately.  You didn't come to your mom's funeral or 

see her in the hospital.  Everybody's talking about you, is everything alright?” 

 “Who's everybody? And why are they worried about me or my business?”  The stench of 

alcohol started consuming the room and it had finally hit Ella's senses. 



 “Alex, you smell terrible! You look terrible.  You aren't talking to anyone. I know you are going 

through so much, but I just want to be here for you and so does everyone else,” she said, sitting down 

next to me.   

 She slowly started rubbing my arm and began to speak again, “Alex, your mother left you a 

letter before she passed.  She wanted to see you so bad. You and Mr. Ruppert are all she ever talked 

about in the hospital. I didn't read the letter because I know it's personal. It's for your eyes only, but I 

think you need to read it and talk to me or somebody about how you feel.” I placed my head on the 

table and her words started to become an endless ramble.  I couldn't find any purpose in her lecture 

other than her pointless attempt to make me feel better about something that is utterly impossibly to 

feel better about.  The more she talked, the more I started to feel sick.  It seemed like numerous weeks 

of alcohol had finally hit its peak at the worst moment it possibly could and I was going to pass out.    

My eyes began to flutter and I started to fade in and out of consciousness until Ella's distraught voice 

broke through my disoriented spur.   

 “Alex, are you alright!? Alex!” She started screaming and repeating my name.   

 I recovered momentarily and answered, “Yes. I'm fine. I've been fine.  I will always be fine.”  

She put her hands on my face again and said, “You are not! And, you are lying! Why won't you tell me 

the truth!? Why won't you tell me how you feel!? Why won't you . . .”  I had heard enough.  I snapped 

her hands away from my face and slammed my hands against the table. 

 “God dammit! What the hell do you want me to say Ella?!  You want honesty!? Well, honestly, I 

don't feel a god damn thing Ella! How could I feel anything, Ella? My mom is dead and my father is 

dead and now my heart can't feel anything! I'm numb! I'm ill and I'm drunk,” I yelled releasing the 

animosity and annoyance from my body.  I took a breath and continued, struggling to generate a 

relaxed tone, “I'm drunk Ella. I'm drunk out of my mind and I just want to go to sleep.  I don't want to 

talk. I don't want to hear about the god damn neighbors and quite frankly, I don't want to hear you right 

now. I just want to go to sleep. Okay? I’m sorry. I just want to go to sleep.” 

 We stared at each other in an awkward, putrid silence.  It seemed like it took all of her strength 

to allow me to sleep.  She started to cry intensely and I could tell she wanted me to hold her and 

convince her that everything was going to be alright.  I just stared from the top of the steps while she 

remained sitting at our dining room table and I imagined what it would had been like at the hospital 

with my mother.  I would had been forced to lie to my dying mother while holding on to her delicate, 

wrinkled hand. My brother would have been sitting in the corner in complete silence and everyone 

would have been waiting for me to say something moving, something important.  I would have been 

forced to tell the lie of comfort, everything’s going to be alright. That was exactly what Ella wanted to 

hear and I didn't care enough to tell that lie.   



 “Goodnight, Ella,” I said, walking toward the steps to the bedroom. 

 “The letter is on the TV stand next to our bed,” she replied. I watched her slope back into her 

mourning again and walked up the steps. 

 When I finally reached my bedroom, I laid down on the bed and felt a wave of stress release 

from my body.  The bed was warm, comfortable and homie.  The sheets were perfectly pressed and the 

pillows fluffed.  Finally, relaxation had set in, but, my thoughts raced.  I lost my father and my mother 

and it seemed like everybody in the entire world was more affected than me.  I had my alcohol, my bar, 

my bus stop, all of those racing cars on the highway, and now, this bed.  I didn't want to feel anything 

ever again except for the burn of a Jack Daniels in my throat or the dancing dizziness of being drunk.  

The most beautiful picture in my life was the image of cars and life passing me by; it was remarkable.  

I felt like these simple pleasures would suffice for now.  I bundled underneath my blankets and turned 

toward the TV stand looking at the envelope that held my mother's final words.  I picked up the blank 

envelope and slowly started to open it.  The envelope was light in my hands, but I knew the words 

written on this letter would weigh heavy on my heart.  So, I put it back on the stand and left its reading 

for another night.  It was clear to me that everyone was seeking out the one thing that was impossible 

of obtaining when death strikes rapidly: peace.  They wanted to know if I was at peace and they wanted 

to believe that my mother and father was at peace.  There isn't any peace in death only madness.  

People who do find peace in death are mad and if you weren't going mad then you were dying.  

 

Chapter 2 

Ameer 

  

 The next morning I woke up to the piercing shine of the summer sun through my window.  It 

pressed against my skin providing a red, hot warmth that mocked my profound sadness.  My hungover 

headache pounded in my brain and my body was effete and decadent.  I sat up on the edge of my bed 

and rubbed my throbbing head with my hand.  Then, I walked into my bathroom, threw some cold 

water on my face and looked into the mirror.  I had become ancient from the stress of the past weeks. 

Bags hung under my eyes like dismal caves and my facial hair became wooly and entangled on my 

upper lip and chin.  My complexion was darker, sickly and eerie.  I was deteriorating with every 

passing second and the image of myself in the mirror was seemingly a zombie of my former self.  I 

decided to take a shower and I dragged my feet with every slow motioning step towards the water.  

When the water hit my back, it slithered down my spine, smooth and warm.  I felt every drop splash 

across my aching body and send a spark of life back into my bones.  After my shower, I shaved my face 

and cut my hair.  I created this idea that a change in appearance can be the first step to a change in my 



lifestyle.  It was truly of little importance, but, it was the most that could have been done at the time. 

 When I left the bathroom, the smell of breakfast rapidly filled my nose.  Ella was singing her 

favorite R&B song. Her voice was peaceful. Her voice was beautiful. I walked down the steps and 

finally, gave her a kiss on lips.   

 “Good morning, Ella,” I greeted and sat down at our tiny, mahogany table.  This was my typical 

morning phrase of greeting.   

 “Good morning, love. I made you breakfast. Bacon, eggs, and corn beef hash, just how you like 

it!” Every word, she uttered was redundant and typical to our usual morning conversations. 

 “Thanks, dear. I’m sorry about yesterday. I’m sorry about everything. It’s just been a lot to deal 

with.” 

 “How'd you sleep?”  

 “Not too well,” noticing the sympathetic expression on her face. I said, “I kept having 

nightmares and it kept me awake most of the night.” 

 “Oh I'm sorry to hear that honey,” she spoke sympathetically like she was talking to a toddler, 

“What were you nightmares about?”   

I stood up, grabbed my plate of food and sat down at the table.  

 “I had a nightmare that replayed itself throughout the night. I dreamed that I was stuck in a box 

forced to do the same thing over and over for the same people.  They all had the creepiest smiling faces 

and swore to me that they had good intentions.  All the while, this was going on, the box was getting 

smaller and smaller until I just suffocated.”  

 “That sounds terrible honey. Do you think it has something to do with your parent's dying?” 

Ella asked in an investigative manner.  

 “No,” I replied. 

 “Then, what do you think those nightmares could mean?” 

 With a mouthful of food, I replied, “I don't know.  I think it means I should quit my job.” 

 “Why do you think that!” 

 “Because, they are what's suffocating me. I'm tired of white-collar work and it's time for a 

change,” I stated indifferently. 

 “Well, where will you work Alex?” 

 “I don't know. I won't for a while.”  

 “We can't live off of my salary alone, Alex. How are we going to pay for everything?” 

 “We'll be fine, Ella.  The rent is paid up for another three months and I have enough in our 

savings to pay a majority of the bills up until then.” 

 “So, what are you going to do Alex? Just sit here.” The distress in her voice had increased and 



she was becoming visibly annoyed with me. 

 “Well, right now, I'm going to the bar.” I stood and grabbed my keys that laid directly on top of 

the table and next to my plate and headed towards the door.  She was always worried.  It wasn't 

anything odd for her to be worried sick about me or about our situation. We never had enough money, 

we never spent enough time together, and we never talked enough.  Our relationship had been on the 

down-spiral since before my father passed away and we probably would have divorced if it wasn't for 

him passing away.  I think she wanted to be there for me.  I didn't care.   

 I got to Woody's and asked for the usual Jack Daniel.  There wasn't anyone there except for one 

old, homeless man who the owners had allowed to sleep in the corner of the bar whenever it became 

cold.  However, he usually rarely slept. He wrote on scraps of brown napkins with an old ink pen that 

was wrapped in rotting white tape.  Woody's was practically a wooden shelter that I believe the owners 

lived in as well as worked in.  It was a raggedy, lowly maintained building with all kinds of insects 

crawling throughout.  They sold food that never tasted good and you'd more than likely lose your 

appetite by the appearance of the place before you even received your meal.  The bar smelled like used 

toilet paper and it was more than completely understandable why no one aside from me and that 

homeless man ever went to Woodys. Occasionally, people from out of town would come in hopes of 

finding a good local place to eat, but they would either eat quickly or leave quickly.  Either way, they 

never stayed long.  The fact that Woody's smelled like ass and looked like shit never mattered when I 

was drunk.  Nothing did.  Everything turned into a beautiful fuzz and fused into a miraculous wonder.  

Every shot slammed against the bar's counter with a musical thud and I drunk into a feeling of 

intoxicated perfection. 

 “You should really think about cleaning up this place,” I said in a drunken slur, speaking to the 

bartender.  He ignored my remarks like I was offending him for offering such a suggestion.  He looked 

roughly about forty-five with a smooth, thick mustache that stopped staggeringly at end of his lip.  He 

had a few gray hairs creeping through the dark shade of his black hair and wore a wrinkly brown 

button-up shirt with relaxed fit blue jeans. He was a Muslim man. I had never known anything about 

the man and I was drunk and curious to know more. 

 “So, what's your name?” I asked. 

 “Ameer. You, sir?” He was polite, and spoke with a thick accent. 

 “Ameer?” 

 “Yes, Ameer.” 

 “My name is Alex. How'd you acquire this grand facility?” I questioned sarcastically. 

 “It was my father's first.  The first thing we bought in America.  I was raised here and now I 

raise my family here.” 



 I grew increasingly interested in the story of this bar after this statement and I can tell Ameer 

wasn't comfortable talking about anything except for the story of this bar. 

 “When did he buy it?” 

 “1976. I was 8 years old when my father decided to leave Iraq.” 

 “Why did he leave?” 

 “Opportunity.  We lived in a very, very poor village in Iraq.  Very little clothes, very little money.  

So, he saved up and we ate nothing, but the fruit and vegetables that we grew ourselves.  Until, he had 

enough money to move us away from the village and into America where we brought this place. He 

turned it into a bar and we lived off its profits year after year.” 

 “No one comes here though Ameer.” 

 “We have faith and every year, we live on.”  He was a splendid soft-spoken man.  It was 

incredible to hear the story of an immigrant. It was incredible to hear that people were still searching 

for the American Dream while I was living an American nightmare. My boss called me 12 times and 

left a voicemail twice and I was more than sure I was successfully fired.  I looked at Ameer and said, 

“How about another drink? You and I!” 

 “I don't drink, sir. Just serve,” he replied, motioning my hand away with his own. 

 “Okay,” I stated, disappointed after being denied and probably more upset because I was fired, 

drunk, and drinking again - alone. 

  I purchased one final bottle and left Woody's.  I walked towards that rusty bus stop bench in 

front of those racing cars on the major highway that cut directly through my small town.  The cars 

raced by rustling across the road at incredible speeds with light that shined obnoxiously bright 

underneath the dark tint of the sky.  I had spent the entire day at Woody's; drinking and passing out and 

then, repeating.  I sat with the full bottle of Jack Daniel, sipping slowly while the wind from the cars 

brushed against cheeks.  Everything that was bright sparkled that night and the moon hid quietly behind 

the clouds.  The cold spring breeze made me cozy up in my coat.   

 That night was the first time in a long time, I felt bad.  I felt bad for my boss because he had to 

deal with my absence today.  Since I wasn't there, all those people that called trying to set up an 

appointment at his big time law firm will be forced to wait.  I felt bad for those people having to wait 

because who knows what kind of travesty could be causing them to need a lawyer in the first place.  

Since I wasn't there, all those travesties continued to haunt the minds of all those people.  Then, I felt 

bad for my mom and my dad.  Only because I knew if there was a heaven, they'd be looking down at 

me in utter disappointment in the way I've been acting.  I drunk more of my alcohol after this 

succession of thoughts passed through my mind.  There wasn't a heaven though.  They were gone 

forever. 



 That night was the first time in a long time, that I cried.  Everything had fallen apart and there 

was absolutely no way I could change it.  I wailed, like a baby, gripping my jacket sleeves in the breeze 

of those passing cars.  I cried thunderous tears that echoed like bombs.  I always heard that crying was 

supposed to relieve the stress that you felt.  But, it only made it worse because I became angry that I 

was crying and that anger caused me to punch the bus stop bench repeatedly and out of control. The 

fact that I was so drunk made my anger more extreme and out of the ordinary.  I punched at the bench 

like it had done something wrong and screamed, “Why god! Why!” 

 It was gut-wrenching to the point of making me sick. I sat down on the bench with my hands in 

my hair.  I looked down at my phone and I noticed I had 15 calls, 6 text, and 4 voice mails from Ella.  

The text all asked where I was and the voice mails were all her telling me to call her immediately.  I 

didn't want to go home.  Not this drunk, not this sad.  I walked to the Woody's door and opened it 

slowly.  I looked at Ameer who was heading to the back of the bar. 

 “Hey,” I said hesitantly.  He looked at me waiting for a question to occur. 

 “Hey, I was just wondering, if it was okay with you if I stayed here for the night?”  He must 

have looked into my desperate red eyes and felt the severity of my sadness because he never asked why.  

He didn't care to know.  He must have just looked at me and saw a man that was falling apart.  For 

some reason, I believed that that man saw this as an opportunity.  I didn't know what he got out of 

helping me or that old, homeless man that always wrote on those scraps of brown napkins, but I needed 

to know. 

 “Thank you,” I paused, “Why do you do this Ameer?” 

 “Because I have faith,” Ameer said. 

 “In God?” 

 “I have faith in man.”  He said this and returned to the back of the bar where his family stayed.  

I saw his little girl who looked to be about 7 years old smiling and repeating daddy in an exciting 

chorus beyond the bar and in that moment, it was the first time in a long time that I smiled.  I sat in a 

booth across from the old, homeless man and I slept in that insect infested bar with a smile that had 

become completely unfamiliar to me. 

 

  


