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 I’m parked on a back road off the highway waitin’ for Cozy Simmons.  Story of my life, 

waitin’ for him.  Even when we was little kids, no one started a game ‘til Cozy showed up to tell 

us what to do. 

 He’s been called Cozy long as I can remember cause of his way of suckin’ up to people.   

 He quit school in the 8th grade, said he wanted to get on with life.  I stayed and graduated 

high school cause Momma said she wanted more for me than a tarpaper shack. 

 Funny how things happen, cause now I’m workin’ for Cozy, that and drivin’ the school 

bus.   

 Cozy’s runnin’ the biggest drug business in the valley.  Says he’s got work ethic and 

focus.  I’m what he calls a distributor but it’s more like salesman.  Those bus kids are my best 

customers. 

 He’s smart too.  Says we can’t draw attention to ourselves by buyin’ flashy cars and 

dressin’ like pimps. Like anyone in this hick town’d know what that is.  Probably think it’s some 

sort of food they eat in New York City. 

 Anyhow, that’s why I’m sittin’ here in my beat-up, old pickup, swattin’ mosquitoes in the 

dark and waitin’ for Cozy.  This old truck don’t look like much, but  

Cozy/Horner 

she’s got one powerful engine.  I took some of my drug earnin’s and got that fixed up over in the 

next county where no one knows me.   
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 Cozy’s late, which ain’t nothin’ new.  He lives on his own time--calls it cozytime and 

everyone else has to adapt, he says.  Had to look that up.  Means everyone has to do it his way.   

 Just as I’m thinking he’s not goin’ show, I hear the rattle and blast of a shot out muffler 

comin’ up the road but don’t see no headlights.  I crouch down behind the bumper, even though I 

figured it was a couple of kids lookin’ for a spot to get it off.  Then the car pulls to a stop next to 

my truck and Lynette, Cozy’s girlfriend, jumps out, wavin’ her arms in the air and shoutn’ my 

name. 

 Lynette tells me that she was on her way over to Cozy’s when she saw the police bustin’ 

into his place and turned around.  She said she knew I was meetin’ him here so she came out to 

find me so we could get outta town. 

 After that, things are sort of a blur.  We ditched her car in the bushes and I drove her 

home to pack and went back to my place.   All the drug money, mine and Cozy’s, was hidden in 

the floorboards of my cabin.  We were goin’ need money to get away, far away. 

 Turns out far way, weren’t that far.  From western Pennsylvania, we drove all night to 

New York City or close by, East Rutherford, New Jersey.  That’s where we holed up in a motel 

for a few days while we figured out what to do. 

 

Cozy/Horner 

When we decided to go our separate ways, Lynette took $20,000 of the drug money and left the 

rest for me. 

 Eventually she became, Lilea, a famous fashion model, and I became a mortgage banker, 

after years of school and waitin’ tables. 

 That was all history until now.   
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 I don’t know how long I was staring out the window.  That picture in the paper of Lilea 

snorting coke in the Club Z brought it all back.  Memories I wanted to forget.  Worse yet, Cozy 

Simmons was sitting beside her with his arm draped over her shoulder. He’d changed very little, 

a bit heavier with a trace of gray in his reddish blond beard. I felt like the past had reached out 

and grabbed me by the throat. 

 Hearing my office door open, snapped me back to the present. 

 “Hey, there Caudrey, some digs you got here.” 

 “Cozy, how’d you get back here?” 

 “Gave a couple of Ben Franklins to those sweet things out front and told them I was here 

to surprise my brother.” 

He walked over to my desk and picked up the paper that was still lying open. “Great 

picture of Lynette,” he said.  The smile on his face sent chills up my spine. 

 “Her name’s Lilea now, Cozy, and how the hell did you get her to use that stuff.” 

 “Lynette/Lilea, doesn’t matter, same old girl.  You must not see her much because she 

uses the little white powder like chocolate.  Has nothing to do with me.”  

Cozy/Horner 

 “She’s no brain trust but smart enough to play to her strength, which is her looks,” he 

said moving his hips in a mock hula dance.  “Those won’t last long the way she’s going but I’ll 

keep her around ‘til she’s used up and toss her to the curb.  You, on the other hand, have gotten 

some big deal degrees and learned to talk like they do on the evening news, just like me.  Only, I 

got my lessons for free.  Paid for by your tax dollars through the prison system. The slammer 

wasn’t a total waste of time.” 
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“You’ve come a long way, Caudrey, from pushing weed and driving a school bus.  

Mortgage banker.  That must make you what they call a white-collar crook.  Boy, do I have big 

plans for you.” 

 Then he laughed and said, “First some advice.  Stop wiping your sweaty palms on your 

pants, you’re going to ruin that $6,000 suit.” 

 I watched Cozy pace around the office inspecting my art while I stood paralyzed with 

fear as my life dissolved before my eyes. 

 “Hum,” he said, pointing to a Picasso sketch.  “This guy must have been drunk. I could 

use some art, but I want something that looks like something.”   

 “This is insanity” I said  “All that drug stuff is in the past, we were just kids. I’ve moved 

on. Nothing I do now is illegal.” 

 “There’s nothing insane about this Caudrey James or James Caudrey, whatever you call 

yourself now, it’s a return on my investment.  The money you used to put yourself through those 

fancy schools was mine and now it’s payback time--sort of like a  

 

Cozy/Horner  

student loan.  Those are the facts--pure and simple. It’s final and not open for debate.   

Prison was very educational for me in many ways.  I didn’t end up with pieces of paper to be 

framed and hung on the wall, but I picked up what I need to get by.  One of the things I learned 

is that I’m a leader.  You, Caudrey, will always be a follower.” 

 “You can hear all about my plans over dinner tonight. I have a car and driver, and we’ll 

pick you up at 8 o’clock from your apartment.  I have the address on Riverside Drive,” he said, 
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turning to face me. “You see, I kept informed of your every move while I was locked up and you 

were fancy free.  There’s nothing about you I don’t know.” 

He walked around the desk with a grin on his face and fist punched me on the arm, just 

like he used to do back in our little town. 

“Perk-up, Caudrey, it’ll be like old times--you working for me with Lynette cheering us 

on.” 

He then turned and walked out the door, shouting, “See you tonight.  We’re getting the 

band back together.” 

 

1235   
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