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Chapter 1: The 1959 Breakup

“Bonnie, what happened? What did I do? Huh...? Please tell me!
We’ve been together for a year and eight months, and now, you
want to end our relationship, just like that... ...no notice or anything?”
exclaimed the man, almost in tears as he made his plea.

“You didn’t do anything... It’s not you; it’s me. I... I just need to
move on... I think it’s for the best! Forget about us and pursue your
career; that’s all you really care about... Admit it! Besides, it’s what I
want. I’ve made up my mind! Get on with your life and forget you
ever knew me!” shouted Bonnie, all the more determined not to
stray from her course. Her sudden decision came as quite a shock,
and her lover could hardly believe what he was hearing.

“Bonnie, please, don’t leave me. I love you... I really do! And I
think you know that! Can’t we talk about this?’ begged the man,
desperate for a reconciliation or a meeting of the minds.

Without wanting to delay or wait a moment longer, Bonnie acted
on impulse and spouted, “Don’t you get it? I don’t love you... I never
did!” but her words were a lie. While trying to conceal her tears, she
scurried out the door, got into her car, and whispered to herself,
“Please, forgive me! I’ll always love you, ‘till the day I die.” Then,
Bonnie drove off, without looking back.

Soon after her departure, the sun set in the sky, thereby, marking
the close of their romance. The two, star-crossed lovers would never
see each other again. And the man that Bonnie left behind... He was
nothing, but an empty shell, and no longer capable of real love.



Chapter 2: 1963

Enter anno Domini 1963... How would one best describe that
year? Well, although I have no direct recollection of that time, I do
know that our nation were in political turmoil, as I later learned in
school and through the anecdotes of my parents. Incidentally, I am
Zackary Webster, but my friends call me “Zack,” and you are
welcome to do the same. Now, getting back to 1963...

For one thing, the US continued to feel the aftershocks of the
previous year, resulting from the US Supreme Court’s ruling that
prayer and Bible study were not to be permitted in public schools
(June 25, 1962; Engel v. Vitale). Whether right or wrong, no previous
ruling had ever made such an enormous impact on our society and
the way we look at the world. Suffice it to say, the USA would never
be the same again.

Besides the poignant restructuring of education, the US were still
reeling from the Cuban Missile Crisis of 1962, not to mention the
ongoing Vietnam War. Among other changes, there was an increase
in first-class postage, from four cents to five cents per ounce,
beginning on the 7th of January, 1963. Exactly one week later, The
Bell Jar by Sylvia Plath, was published under the pen name Victoria
Lucas, but regrettably, Ms. Plath committed suicide a month after
the date of publication, on the 11th of February—coinciding with the
premiere of Julia Child’s “The French Chef” on WGBH in Boston,
Massachusetts.

By the 21st of March, Alcatraz prison in San Francisco Bay was
closed, mainly due to the high costs of maintaining the facility. One
week after that, Alfred Hitchcock’s thriller The Birds was released,
starring Tippi Hedren, Rod Taylor, Suzanne Pleshette, and Jessica
Tandy.

While movie companies were exploring cutting-edge scripts, such
as the one just named, the US government scheduled periodic



nuclear tests at the Nevada Test Site. At the same time, there was
growing political unrest in the American homeland and throughout
the world. Perhaps, Hitchcock’s The Birds—a monster movie
featuring a normally benign antagonist—was making a socio-political
statement, in that it showed nature rising up against humanity and
our destructive ways...? One can only speculate.

Outside of the governmental arena, musical groups, like The
Beatles and The Rolling Stones, were rapidly gaining in popularity
throughout the UK, as well as in the United States. But again, this
movement towards “next-generation” rock-and-roll may have
reflected not only a change in musical tastes, but also, the current
Zeitgeist, or spirit of the times. This, too, remains unclear.
Nevertheless, there is no doubt that the 1960’s were about freedom
of expression and out-of-the-box thinking. The year 1963 was no
exception to this trend.

By the 1st of May, Gloria Steinem’s exposé, “A Bunny’s Tale,” was
published in Show magazine, and the consequences of her
publication were a boost to the feminist movement, though the May
8th release of the James Bond film Dr. No seemed to run counter to
that effort, being that “Bond girls” were often portrayed as beautiful
playthings, subservient to men. Yet despite these contradictory ideas
and values, the 1960’s were ultimately about freedom of expression,
and on some level, liberation—making it one of the most turbulent
decades in history.

On the 22nd of November, 1963, at 12:30 p.m. CST, John F.
Kennedy was assassinated in Dallas, Texas, while riding in a
presidential motorcade through Dealey Plaza. Immediately
thereafter, Vice President Lyndon B. Johnson was sworn in as the
36th President of the United States, replacing the late JFK. Then, two
days following Johnson’s ascension, the alleged assassin of
President Kennedy, Lee Harvey Oswald, was shot dead by Jack
Ruby. Truly, the nation were in a state of shock, left to wonder what
to expect next.

As for my parents, they were never convinced that Oswald acted
of his own accord, though that seemed to be the final conclusion of



the Warren Commission, who submitted their 888-page report on the
24th of September, 1964. In any event, I was born in Tampa, Florida,
on the 8th of November, 1963—exactly two weeks prior to that ill-
fated Friday: the day of Kennedy’s assassination. Hence, I was a
child of the 1960’s, born under the sign of Scorpio, and subject to all
the music, television programs and progressive attitudes of the
decade.

As for my homelife, I had a typical childhood, with one younger
brother, Todd, and one older brother, Dan. When we reached our
teens, it was up to Dan to smuggle in any and all adult magazines,
such as Playboy and Penthouse, and he would share them with me
and Todd. And in case you were wondering, I kept mine tucked
beneath my mattress, though I suspect that Mom knew where I hid
my stash. She had a way of knowing things, yet she rarely brought
up such matters—not even to Dad. You see, one’s privacy was
something she respected, and I admired that about her.

In addition to bringing us lurid periodicals, Dan was charged with
the responsibility of procuring prophylactics, latex or natural
lambskin, and for some reason, Ramses and Trojan were his brands
of choice. However, I was seventeen before I had need of such
devices. Let us just say that I was more patient, and more particular,
than my brothers.

Nevertheless, Dan, Todd and I had an understanding, and we got
along quite well with each other. Fridays were usually reserved for
playing poker with Dad, and sometimes, Mom would join in the
festivities. Throughout most weekends, we would find time to play
table tennis (a.k.a., “ping-pong"), carom billiards, pool, snooker, or a
game of darts against one another.

On the rare occasion, we would even engage in a round of
fisticuffs. And I do mean rare occasion! As a general rule, my
brothers and I were fairly even-tempered, although I sensed that
Todd felt the need to prove his physical prowess—probably, because
he was the youngest, and that left him feeling a little bit intimidated.
Or so I surmised... At times, Todd could be difficult to read.



As a family, we would even take part in stargazing, using Mom’s
very elaborate, high-powered telescope, especially during a lunar
eclipse or some other celestial event. Beyond that, our interests
varied considerably.

In school, Todd was a B/C student, whereas Dan was a solid-B
student, although he did receive an A on occasion. Unlike my
brothers, I was a straight-A student, enrolled only in Advanced
Placement courses. You see, I had planned to go to college, and my
academic record would help to determine both the quality of the
university I attended and the likelihood of receiving a scholarship.
Therefore, I strove to do well in all of my classes, although I took up
playing the guitar as a pastime and distraction from all the homework
I had to do. Believe me, AP courses could be a royal pain in the butt
at times, but somehow, I was able to summon the wherewithal to
complete my homework while maintaining academic excellence, as
well as my sanity.

Concerning sports, I favoured playing football, and outside of
school, I attended classes in Tàijí quán, T’ai chi ch’üan, or simply, Tai
Chi (in Chinese, 太極拳 ), for I believed that this discipline, also
known as “Shadow Boxing,” would help me to focus my mind and
body, and ultimately, facilitate my ability to learn what I studied in
school. Also, there were many health benefits associated with Tai
Chi, and I was eager to maintain my overall well-being.

Besides “pumping iron” at the gym—possibly, aided by the
occasional use of anabolic-androgenic steroids—Todd dedicated
himself to playing for the ice hockey team, and he was more than a
worthy opponent... I certainly would not have wanted to challenge
him. Also, he wore tight-fitted shirts to show off his bulging muscles,
believing that he could attract girls by so doing. And yes, his strategy
was quite successful.

Dan, on the other hand, veered away from sports, although he
did daily workouts to maintain his physique. But for the most part, he
involved himself in jazz band, as a cornet, trumpet or saxophone
player, depending upon what instrument was needed for a particular,
musical piece. Not only that, Dan looked the part of a true jazzman,



with his modified fedora, the right clothes, and the appropriate
“bling.” He even went so far as to acquaint himself with the parlance
of a jazz musician: His manner of speaking was “hip,” velvety
smooth, and very, very “cool.”

Despite our differences, my brothers and I had one interest that
we all shared in common, and that was chasing after girls. All three
of us were quite successful when it came to that avocation, although
the girls we attracted varied according to our activities: Some girls
were drawn to football players, some to ice hockey players, and still
others were drawn to musicians.

But again, I was choosier than my siblings, although Dan was
more like me than Todd... Neither Dan nor I would have settled for a
vapid, bubble-headed “bimbo.” Still, I was not ready for the
priesthood, nor was I an angel—in fact, far from it—but I knew that
there was more to a relationship than sharing carnal desires. In that
respect, I was a bit old-fashioned, just like Mom and Dad.

Even though our parents loved each other, they were as different
as night and day. Our pragmatic father managed a local Holiday Inn,
and he saw things as either black or white, good or bad, practical or
impractical. Yet aenigmatically, he could be very flexible when it
came to settling disputes or making family decisions. As do most
men, Dad also spent a lot of his free time watching sports on
television, though he rarely drank beer or any other kind of alcoholic
beverage.

Dad was always athletic... Rain or shine, he worked out at the
gym, three or four days a week. Especially in his youth, he enjoyed
playing tennis and soccer, for which he won quite a number of
trophies. Occasionally, he would even play a round of golf, although
that was probably his least-favourite sport. Beyond the realm of
recreation, Dad was a likeable, tolerant man, though he remained
grounded in practical, down-to-earth reasoning.

In contrast, our ethereal mother taught ethics and philosophy at a
junior college, and she saw things in shades of the entire light
spectrum. In her opinion, everything was possible. When it came to



dealing with ordinary matters or issues, her approach was based on
the teachings of Aristotle, St. Thomas Aquinas, St. Ignatius, Gandhi,
Kierkegaard, and Confucius: Mom’s ideals were lofty, profound, and
somewhat, unfathomable.

When she was in her twenties, Mom—or Miriam Evans, as she
was known at the time—was a most-dedicated, concert pianist: She
was a true virtuosa. Consequently, she became quite famous within
the region. At one of her many performances, she met her future
husband, Walter Webster, who later would be known to us as “Dad.”
For Miriam and Walter, it was love at first sight. After six passionate
months of long walks, trips to the movie theatre and nights of fine
dining, they flew off to Las Vegas, where they eloped.

Indeed, Mom was, and is, an intuitive, philosophical thinker, as
well as a celebrated musician, unlike our father. Yet Mom and Dad
got along famously—perhaps, because they were so very different,
making it unlikely for them to get bored with each other. Whatever
the reason, they remained happily married.

Together, my family lived in two-story, red-brick home, complete
with a basement, though as a general rule, basements were a rarity
in Florida. The reason is that most of Florida lies close to, or below,
sea-level, making it impractical to have a basement. Nevertheless,
our land, which was positioned just outside of Lutz, Florida, was at
an elevation that allowed for us to have a below-ground-level floor,
and hence, we did.

As it so happens, our basement provided space for two
guestrooms, each with its own bath. Because of visits from out-of-
towners—mostly, Dad’s business associates—the rooms were used
more often than one might expect. It seemed as if Mom and Dad
were always putting people up for the night, and I rather enjoyed the
change in scenery that came with having guests.

In our lowermost level, we also had a game room, where we kept
the “ping-pong,” billiard, and card tables, as well as a dartboard, a
kitchenette with icemaker, a television, a sofa and a few chairs. As
well, the basement gave us more space for general storage, and that



proved to be a godsend. Best of all, our basement served as a
stronghold in the event of a tornado or hurricane, for it was
constructed out of concrete, and reinforced with steel. Countless
times, we used it as a shelter.

For the five of us, life seemed to be completely normal, safe...
We were the all-American family! Well, that is, according to the
stereotype. I am quite certain that the true Native Americans would
disagree. At any rate, the entire lot of us had turquoise-blue eyes,
and we participated in community affairs, such as rallies, fundraisers
and the like—thereby, “showing the flag,” as it were. However, Mom
and I had black hair—like mother, like son. Dad and my two brothers
were blonds.

Every year, we celebrated Independence Day, complete with all
the accoutrements of the holiday, such as grilled hamburgers,
hotdogs, baked beans, potato chips, pickles, coleslaw, lemonade or
tea, and of course, fireworks and miniature US flags. In accordance
with that apple-pie image, we had one dog, one cat, an aquarium full
of goldfish, and an Aunt Bessie to make up our collective family,
although Bessie was more of a frequent visitor than a permanent
resident. Let me be clear: Aunt Bessie, herself, did not live with us,
but remnants of her powerful perfume did. It was inescapable!

Generally, we were all very happy, and I believed that nothing
could ever go wrong. I guess that I was a bit naïve back then, when
we were all staying under the same roof. But the years seemed to fly
by, and before I knew it, I was going off to college.
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