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1

Something Went Wrong

The day had become a sunny, few clouds kind of day. The 

heavy traffic and heavier traffic emissions cooperated 

to make the air feel like a heavy woolen blanket even in the 

lungs. It was that kind of day. Little sky was actually visible 

from the sidewalks of the city. Skyscrapers rose everywhere 

so that one’s view looking up was glass and metal and maybe 

a hint of blue. It was that kind of city. He had spent the last 

eight hours combing the streets of the city, traveling from 

interview to interview, searching for a career in a city full of 

jobs. Long past tired, in the latter moments it had become 

a burning feet, like acid in your shoes kind of day. He pulled 

up next to the day care, cleared enough of the car seat for 

his son to find a place, and climbed wearily out of the car.

Seven interviews had yielded seven promises of 

additional interviews. During the traffic delayed journey 

back to the day care, three text messages scheduled the 
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interviews for later in the week. Tomorrow would be a day 

for rest. He was looking forward to picking up his son and 

finding a hotel to relax for the remainder of the evening.

Little Buckaroos Day Care was filled with lights and 

sounds attractive to little minds. The huge glass entrance 

led to a lobby lined with clown statues, put there almost 

certainly to woo unsuspecting parents into becoming 

prospective clients and prospective clients into signing on 

the dotted line. The architecture interested Jeffrey. As an 

architect, everywhere Jeffrey went, he saw architecture and 

the questions it asked, the statements it made, and not least 

of all, the bills it paid.

Buddy came running when he spotted his dad. At four, 

Buddy was very affectionate but not so talkative. His mother 

had taken his voice with her when she had left home. She 

had joined a cult, and when Jeffrey hadn’t followed her 

lead as near as he could figure, they had advised her that 

her eternal godhood was at stake (or some such), and that 

she must get out. She did and as far as Jeffrey could tell, 

had never looked back. She divorced him in record time, 

asking for nothing and surrendering full custody of Buddy 

with no more thought than one engages in while changing 

one’s shoes.

“Get a job?” Buddy asked as the noises of the place 

invaded Jeffrey’s mind and convinced him that no one 

who worked hard would want to come here every day after 

work. The whole thing had been arranged though, and there 

would be time to make better arrangements later.

“Not yet. Got some leads though,” he answered. But 

Buddy was off fighting with some young girl for possession 

of a rocking horse.

“Leads are good…”
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“Huh?” Jeffrey was caught off-guard. “Oh yeah, well, it’s 

a start. Probably know something by the end of the week…”

Though Jeffrey had just been musing to himself about 

how adult conversation would be good, this woman was not 

what he had in mind. She busily kept her eye on the children. 

She seemed genuinely interested but more thoroughly 

distracted. Also, she had to be pushing sixty, with wrinkles 

where smooth skin had once been and pleasant smiles had 

turned the corners of her eyes into deep crevices peeking 

out from behind her twenty-years-ago-styled glasses.

In any case, she proved useful. She saved Buddy from the 

wrath of the little girl who had retrieved some blocks from 

a nearby table and was pelting Buddy with them out of 

dissatisfaction over the abrupt end of her turn on the horse.

Buddy was ushered up unaware of the impending trouble 

he faced from his dad. Jeffrey was too tired to lecture and 

really wanted to slip off to a nearby restaurant for a quiet 

meal or off to a hotel for a bath and a bed.

Buddy gripped his hand tightly and tugged him toward 

the big glass entrance. Jeffrey let himself be swept along. 

He fished for his car keys and started focusing on the exit. 

But he was stopped before he could slip away.

“Mr. Shaw,” a man called after him. “Mr. Shaw, a moment.”

Jeffrey stopped and turned and at the same time 

embraced a rising notion within himself that he was not 

going to escape so easily.

Charlie exited the elevator and walked the short distance to 

the great double doors. He knew the path well, and he had 

agreed to meet his mother here instead of in the office or at 

her apartment to expedite matters.
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He stopped at the large redwood doors and noticed the 

right door stood slightly ajar. She was already inside. Good. 

So far this was looking as if it would not take long.

“Charlie?” It was Mom. She was fixed up nice. Her hair 

had gone salt and pepper in the last months, but she would 

still be called beautiful by any man her age. She strolled 

into the main room from somewhere back in the apartment. 

“I’m so glad you came.”

“It doesn’t mean anything, Mother. I’m still undecided 

about this whole thing.”

For six months, Charlie and his mother had been going 

rounds over the estate of Charlie’s late father. Everything 

had been settled now except for one thing. Charlie’s father 

had wanted him to have a share of the mansion. It sat 

pretty much in the center of the city, and everyone wanted 

the land. It would be easy to sell the mansion and divide up 

the profits. The problem—Charlie didn’t want to give it up. 

Even though technically, Charlie’s father hadn’t left him a 

share in the will. Charlie had become the snag.

His mom and his two sisters had long since moved out. 

Gloria had taken an apartment while the old man was still 

alive. They were never much of a family, but Charlie’s life 

was in the house, and he was not going to be pressured into 

giving it up, so some developer could come in and build a 

department store or worse, another skyscraper.

“At least listen, Charlie.” She began putting her arm 

around his shoulders and directing him toward the center 

of a large room with a twenty-foot ceiling and an intricate 

mosaic on the floor. The room was cavernous with an 

overhead tiffany lamp for light dangling forty feet above.

“I’m listening, Mother. I’m just not sure what you can 

say.” Charlie shuddered at the placement of her arm. She 
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was not normally affectionate and had always been far too 

occupied with the bustling nightlife and politics of the city 

to pay any attention to him when he was growing up. So, he 

thought, forgive me if I am not won over by your third attempt 

at showing affection ever!

“This room was an ancient throne room,” she said.

“Really?” Charlie was intrigued. He had been prepared 

for almost anything she might have said. She would 

probably not help him make up his mind today, but she 

had caught his attention.

He had been interested in this room since his father had 

purchased the building ten years ago. Something strange 

had nagged at him since his first visit. It was occupied then, 

serving as an apartment for a former mayor and his wife. 

They were aging, and the two had died peacefully in their 

sleep a few weeks back.

As a teen, Charlie had visited them several times 

exploring the winding rooms of this uniquely designed 

space. He had eventually settled into playing checkers with 

the old man, and in fact, old man Jackson had become more 

a mentor and maybe even a father to him than his own 

father during the most tumultuous years of his life.

“I know you’ve always loved this place, and when I 

found out a little of the history, I thought you would be 

interested,” mother was still talking.

“What do you know?” he asked.

“Well,” she began, “we are still waiting on some research  

but…”

Charlie strolled to where a one-foot dais ran the full 

length of the longest wall. It was four-foot wide and could 

have easily been a place where thrones once sat. In years 

past, it had somehow been covered by carpeting.
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“As you know,” she continued, “the building’s original 

construction was almost two hundred years ago, back when 

monarchies were still common in many countries. It was 

the early days of the United Nations, and apparently, this 

room was considered foreign soil.”

“So more like an embassy?” Charlie asked, running his 

hand along the wall.

“Maybe but there’s more. Apparently, a king and maybe 

his queen were here in exile, and from here, the government 

helped them to mount a coup that resulted in their taking 

back control.”

“What country?” Charlie asked as he squatted down 

and peered intently at a crack in the lower wall.

“We don’t know, but a friend is trying to get that 

information. It was a long time ago.”

“They’ll probably never find out. History has concealed 

anything like what you are describing. So why…hello, what 

have we here?”

She came quickly to join him, and the two looked 

closely at a small bit of something like wick that ran in 

a crack up the wall. He gently pulled it upward, starting 

again every time it broke until it reached six feet above the 

dais’s surface.

“What is it?” She asked.

“It actually looks something like oakum. Oakum was 

used in ships made of wood, made from old rope and tar 

or pitch or something. It was used to plug cracks between 

planks so that the ships would not sink.”

“What?” She was amused but little more. To her, it 

looked like dirt and string. She wanted to steer the topic 

toward his consenting to the sale of the mansion. “Isn’t this 

place full of interesting things?” she said lamely.
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He gave up on chasing the wick higher and tried to 

follow the end of the groove near the floor, but it seemed 

to disappear under the mosaic. Then he saw something he 

had not seen before.

In the middle of the mosaic was a square that from the 

dais appeared to be a uniquely different color from the 

rest of the pattern. It appeared as if it had been patched 

at one time. Made of thirty-six identical smaller squares, 

it presented itself as an oddity. Nowhere else in the whole 

pattern could one find a square.

He went to stand near it and then reluctantly stopped. 

“Okay, Mother, why have you brought me here?”

“I want you to reconsider. Won’t you please let me 

sell that old mansion? The girls and I have already done 

everything necessary, Charlie. Just a signature…”

“It’s my home, Mother. Everything I have is there. I 

sign and then when someone does buy the place, I’m out. 

Anyway, Dad technically didn’t leave it to me, so you can do 

whatever you want. Why don’t you sell it to me?”

“I can’t do that, Charlie. You know your father’s dying 

wish and all. You can stay for awhile.” She was pathetic. 

Her voice had the sound of pleading. It was a side of her he 

had not seen. “And then you can move here.”

Ah, there it was, she wanted this place to entice him; 

and then now, his mind readjusted to consider the wick. It 

was actually too interesting, wasn’t it?

“Nice try, Mother,” He stomped down hard on the square 

and turned away. He stopped at the door, suddenly beset by 

an emotion that he hadn’t felt in a long while. “Mother?”

“Yes, Charlie?” She sounded as if she was crying, but he 

dare not look back to see.
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“I’ll give you my final answer by Monday. But then, no 

more. If I decide to stay, I will buy you out and sign an 

agreement that if I ever sell, you still get your share. If I stay, 

you get nothing until then, agreed?”

“I suppose,” she said, but there was relief in her voice.

After he left, she searched out the square in the floor. The 

small tiles of the mosaic had cracked under his heel. She 

broke her pen prying up the first piece, but after that, the 

rest came easily. In the small compartment below, she found 

an antique-looking bowl gilded in gold. It had to be worth 

something but not so much to her. She owned nicer things. 

She took it back to her apartment anyway, thinking how 

Charlie had seemed to think the whole thing was a trick, 

and maybe tomorrow she could convince him otherwise.

The man who had called him seemed somehow familiar. It 

took a second, and then Jeffrey remembered having seen 

him that morning when he had been dropping off Buddy, 

and a small bus outside had been spewing children. The 

face of the man was the face of the bus driver, but now he 

was in a suit and tie, and he seemed to have something 

urgent to say.

“What can I do for you?” Jeffrey asked, standing a little 

straighter and even recapturing a bit of lost energy.

“This morning, when you came in, you paid for the week 

with your credit card…”

“Yes.” Jeffrey didn’t like the sound of this and already 

began reaching for his wallet.

“Something went wrong with the machine, and we need 

you to step into the office so we can run it again,” the bus 

driver said.
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Jeffrey looked incredulous for sure. What’s more, he 

had realized that his wallet was not in his pocket where he 

last remembered. The wallet must be in the car, he thought. 

He replayed the day in his mind, wondering where else he 

might have left it.

“That’s odd,” he told the little old bus driver, still trying 

to make things add up.

“Perhaps I should introduce myself,” he said, “I am 

Jonas Buckaroo. This is my day care. I sometimes help out 

wherever needed.”

“That makes sense,” Jeffrey said out loud, not really 

meaning to but still somehow distracted by the missing 

wallet. “But I seem to have misplaced my wallet.”

“Oh, that is unfortunate. Is there anything I can do 

to help?”

Hotel, Jeffrey thought. No credit cards. No ID. This could 

turn into a real problem. But he answered, “I must have left 

it in the car.”

He turned and walked to the car, and searching the 

front seat, he found what he expected and nothing more. 

When he turned from the car and contemplated what he 

and Buddy were going to do next, he found Mr. Buckaroo 

standing right behind him.

“Perhaps, we can help with an advance and a place to 

stay for the night,” Mr. Buckaroo said.

“That’s very kind of you,” Jeffrey answered. “Now we’ll 

have to get to the bank right away in the morning and 

cancel cards and such. What a pain.”

“What bank?”

“Common National They’re everywhere. I saw several 

while I was running around today.”
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“We bank at Common National as well. In fact, one of 

the managers at our branch is a personal friend. I’ll bet if 

I go there with you and vouch for your identity, it would 

help. Want to go now? Our branch is still open.”

“I suppose. Why are you being so helpful? Isn’t this 

going above and beyond the call?” Jeffrey pulled his keys 

from his pocket and moved to put Buddy in the car seat.

“Mr. Shaw, The clowns, the toys, and the lights—they 

are for the kids. But the people, they are for you. Besides, I 

told you, something went wrong with the machine.”

At the bank, Jeffrey freed Buddy, opened the trunk, 

and pulled out his briefcase, reattaching it to his wrist. 

Its contents would be virtually useless without ID, but he 

couldn’t risk them in the trunk for the time they would be 

in the bank.

“Hungry,” Buddy said.

“When we’re done at the bank, Buddy, sorry,” Buddy 

buried his face in his dad’s shoulder in that way he had 

of giving in and at the same time delivering a load of 

guilt. Jeffrey shrugged it off, and meeting Buckaroo at the 

revolving door, they entered the bank.

Charlie mulled over the trick his mother had tried to play 

on him as he rode home in his limousine. The chauffer was 

a stranger as the regular man was on vacation. So with no 

one to talk to really, Charlie sat there, lonely. The one thing 

that was certain was that Mom would not have tried a trick 

like that except out of desperation, and even then, someone 

else thought it up.

It must have been Kelly. His sister Kelly was a devious 

socialite who had resented the loss of standing in social 



17

The Moment: Bl ood Bow l

circles more than anything else when their father had died. 

Mom had offended enough people in high society that they 

were more than ready to ostracize all three ladies when 

dad’s position and power were no longer a factor.

Now, for some reason, mom’s determination seemed 

to grow daily—she wanted Charlie out of the mansion. 

Charlie wondered if something existed there that might be 

found resulting in her discomfort. Perhaps, she had a buyer 

already lined up, and the rest of her words were lies too.

Charlie had a brief yearning to call his younger sister 

Jackie and pour over the whole thing with her. Then again, 

she had signed the document too. She had said, not in so 

many words, that she was done. She had enough games. A 

week before, about the time she had signed the document, 

Jackie had moved into the apartment with Mom and Kelly. 

Charlie knew that she had a good-paying job and had 

been left a sizable sum, so the move wasn’t precipitated by 

financial need. The three of them had always been tight, 

and he had often felt left out. So be it then. What’s wrong 

with being alone anyway? He rode home—lonely.

Charlie’s tireless search of the mansion had stretched 

over the previous three months. Still, nothing really 

interesting had turned up—secret passageways and hidden 

rooms—but nothing definitive about his father’s mysterious 

past. This night, he had planned to continue searching 

the stables. Though they were mostly long relegated to 

disuse, he hoped almost beyond hope that they might hide 

something of interest.


