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Floyd Patterson stood on the three story roof of the church. He only had 10 minutes to trim the branches that overlapped the roof of the sanctuary. It was an easy job. He opened the mouth of the geared shears with both hands and began the process of clipping off the overhanging branches. Floyd thought about a recent conversation he had with his father.

His father said, “You’re only 35. You make it sound as if you’ve given up. That’s nonsense.” 

“I just don’t see things happening the way I planned. Neither publishers nor the agents are interested in my stories. Then with my art, I can’t sell anything.” Floyd remembered that he paused to look at his father and smile. But, I’ve decided that’s okay.”

“Rubbish! When has it ever been okay not to make enough money?” 
Floyd had walked his father to his car and started to walk back to the house. “I make enough to get by.” His father cackled. 
“But your mother raised you to be a success in life, all the best of things.” The comment was meant as a dig.
“Yes, and I am successful, just not the way the two of you had hoped.” His father lost the grin.
“You can’t just do odds and ends to make money. What if something happened to you?”

Floyd stood at the door. “I’m not worried about that. That’s what insurance is for. I have a great wife. I spend time playing with my kids. What else really matters? I just want a life I can be proud of when I am old. I want a respectable name.” He hoped his last words didn’t sting his skirt chasing father who divorced his mother over ten years prior to go after as many women as possible without guilt. 
Floyd kicked the clipped limbs from the first of three trees off the roof to a secluded spot on the cement below. He looked back at the ladder and wished he had not left the gloves in the car. He slid more branches off the edge. Some of the sticks had stubbornly rolled to the side under the uncut branches. Unconcerned, Floyd finished the cuts on the second tree when his phone rang. Realizing that he only had four minutes left before his planned trek back home, he answered the call and kicked two big branches over the side.


“Hello?” It was his son, Julian. “Yea, I should be right on time son. I will be leaving here in just a few minutes,” he promised. Floyd watched a slew of branches hit the ground and stepped back to rake his foot across the remaining limbs and push them over the side. The half-inch to inch and a half thickness cut quick and easy. The leafless switch-like branches often rolled off on their own. His foot rolled on one of the stubborn pieces. Floyd repeated, “Just milk?” His son was making a request for him to stop on the way home. Floyd tried to seem unfazed by his temporary loss of balance. He attempted a step with his left foot only to slid on another leaf-less stick. He threw the phone in his left hand and released the gear-cutter in his right. Floyd stumbled or the edge of the roof.

As Floyd fell off the edge and into the tree, he grabbed desperately. The small branch he grabbed swung him wildly until his other hand snagged a larger limb. He screamed as a twig snapped and penetrated his palm. He glanced down. No matter how he fell, his life would be in danger. 

A voice whispered sweetly, “Let go”. Dizzy and disoriented, Floyd’s vision turned black, and his mind raced. 

Chapter 2

“Hang on Floyd. I’ll get help,” he heard. Three men sprinted out of the side doors of the church with a huge tarp. They bickered for a moment before they were ready and encouraged Floyd to let go. His fall was obstructed by several insignificant and weak branches on the way down. Someone stood on the two foot wall to gain leverage. The tarp and the men needed to absorb Floyd’s 216 pound body before he hit the cement. The men leaned back as the hand damaged man bounced in the tarp. 
Pastor Harvey, the man that heard and spotted Floyd first, took him to the hospital for a total examination.


“You gave me quite a scare Floyd. I heard you and knew right away, it was you. Thank God you didn’t do more damage in that fall.

“Well, if you were not in so good a shape, you would have surely injured your back and torn muscles in your arm,” the doctor insisted. “As it is, your right arm has many severe strains in several of those key muscles.”

Both sides of Floyd’s hand is stitched.

· a sliver of wood that looks like a dagger is taken from his hand.

· Floyd keeps the wood and makes it a floating piece necklace.

Floyd is contacted by a publisher, has message when he arrives from hosipital.

· life changes

· successful author

· artwork sells

· makes career his priority, Nikki, his wife, has an affair
Wife is killed in car accident when Floyd sends her to pick up daughter

· he was suppose to pick her up, took a later flight
· father sets him up with a fan that is 20 years younger

· drugs and rapes him, then cries foul, no one believes Floyd

· father dies two weeks later

· son distances himself

· daughter gets married, dad not invited

Floyd gets a story idea, he looses a plagiarism case, editor drops him

· still rich

· art still sells

· alone, old

Trips down stairs

· hits head, chain with vile of wood falls in his vision

· head is gushing blood

· vile reminds him of who he was, he cries
· knows he is dying

· hasn’t ended life well, bad choices

Floyd comes out of the black fog

· hanging from a tree

· Pastor Harvey walks out, “Hang on Floyd”

· Floyd hears the whisper again and let’s go.
His back hits the wall and his head hits the cement.

· blood spews from his head, he can’t move

His last thoughts are of his conversation with father

· “you’ve given up” his father’s words come back.

· He responds with, “No, I have finished this life with an honorable and respectable name.”

· he dies with a smile on his face.

