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One

Nickolas, age 78, the oldest of the three septuagenarians in
the room, fished the two beans out of his coat pocket. One
bean was white; one bean was black. He turned his back on
the other two men, hiding the color of the one bean he placed
into the small, opaque dark blue jar on the coffee table the men
were holding captive.

“Okay,” Nickolas said, “You signori have voted and now so
have I. | suggest we have a drink and relax by discussing what
property values might be here in Florida the next year or two.
Then we can see how the vote turned out.”

“Good suggestion, Nick!” said Marcellus. “I'm ready for a
little bourbon and investment talk. It takes my mind off of
unpleasant things.”

Dario nodded his head in agreement and headed toward
the well-stocked liquor cabinet.

Each of the men got the drink of his choice and then settled
back in their easy chairs and relaxed as they talked about
Florida real estate, politics, and some of their other
investments. Unlike many other men, they didn’t discuss sports
or the weather; they had little interest in things they could not
financially manipulate or control.

They had these get togethers the third Thursday every
month unless they had a called session, like today, because of
something important that could affect each of them. They
always met at the Indian River Ranch, a 2200-acre recreational
property owned by Langston Industries, a company in which
each of them was a shareholder and each was on the Board of
Directors.

After an hour of conversation and another round of drinks,
Dario said, “Signori, | believe the jury has reached a decision.”
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He fetched the blue jar and in one quick motion flipped it
over and set it back on the coffee table upside-down. The three
men gave their complete attention to the upside-down jar.
Slowly Dario removed the jar, leaving behind its contents: three
black beans.

Nickolas flipped his cigarro from side to side in his mouth.

It was Marcellus who announced the results.

“The vote is unanimous, as it has to be. Earl must die!”

The men nodded their consent; then rose and adjourned to
the liquor cabinet.
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California had not enjoyed the beautiful weather that the
East Coast had enjoyed that day. For the last 10 hours a
blinding torrential rain had blistered California’s central coast,
the Big Sur area all the way up to San Francisco. Now, just
before midnight, there was nothing to be seen except rain and
nothing to be heard except the roaring wind. With a storm like
this one, residents of this desolate coastal area worried about
the ever-present danger of mudslides.

Only a bull-headed, reckless fool would attempt to drive
here, in this weather, through this cliff area with its narrow,
winding road. The fool came, driving a Porsche. He was driving
it recklessly, like there was no today, much less tomorrow. The
result was only a matter of when and where. The Porsche
skidded off the road and went over the cliff, into the abyss that
waited greedily for its visitor, its guest.

Jose had witnessed it all. He and his wife were huddled in
their beat-up van, parked on the opposite side of the road from
the cliff and the ocean. Jose was wisely waiting for the heavy
rain to let up so it would be safer for him to drive. The fool’s car
was the only one he had seen in the last hour. He was able to
see the unforced accident even though it was raining steadily
and heavily. Jose’s first thought was to ignore what he had
seen ... there will be no reward and possibly even punishment
for an illegal alien to get involved. They say I'm illegal, but I'm
loyal, | love this country. | don’t want my family to be sent back
to Columbia.

Conscience and his wife Maria, who also witnessed the
accident, got the better of him ... she told him to go see if the
driver had survived. He grudgingly put on his raincoat and
trudged out into the bad weather to the edge of the cliff where
the car had disappeared. The rain and wind were bad, bad,
bad. He was getting wet, wet, wet and cold, cold, cold. Despite
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his discomfort he peered over the edge of the cliff. Down below
he saw the wreckage of the car at the base of the cliff. It was
burning despite the rain. He was also able to see the fool’s
body that had evidently been thrown clear of the car about 50
feet below on a ledge ... he couldn’t reach the car or the driver,
but he would call 911 and let the authorities know. He was
sopping wet and cold when he got back in the car, but his wife
was satisfied that they had done what was necessary. Dare |
tell her, next time we must investigate something in bad
weather, it will be your turn? No, probably not.
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