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This book is a work of fiction, and the characters in it are
totally fiction as well, not based upon any one person living or
dead. The New Jersey settings are all authentic and the author
acknowledges that the State of New Jersey has beautiful towns,
rivers, shorelines, and hills. New Jersey is much more than oil
refineries and corrupt politicians, it is a beautiful place to live.
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PROLOGUE
He‟d always drawn healing from his music, from times so
long in the past he could not remember them clearly. Where he
was now, memories of life long ago began to fade and since
time here wasn‟t measured, he wasn‟t certain of when the
fading began. But he liked it. He knew he was dead, for he‟d
seen the handgun coming at him and the shooter‟s angry face.
He remembered the roar of the gun and the awful pain in his
head, and then nothing, black, blank. Then he was here, in the
peace, the quiet, and he sensed when the light came, it would
be time to move on, but the light was far away for now.
He could recall back to his childhood when the torments and
tortures, the requests, the pleadings and touching had been too
much for his young years, and he‟d escape when the toucher
with her sick desires was satisfied. Then, he‟d head for his
bedroom, lock the door and check to make sure it held against
intruders. Then, he‟d sit in his bedroom on his bed or at his
desk under the window. He was safe for a time behind that
carefully locked door. He would sit in the silence and comfort
of his room, humming tunes that came to him, whistling or
tapping out the beat softly with pencils from his desk so that
the tormentor would not hear.
As the years went by, and he grew into adulthood, those
tunes, those soft whistles and beats became the music that
made him and the other Green Streets famous. And that fame
had brought him early death. That he could do nothing about,
nothing at all. But he knew that his closest friend Jim was
down there, saving talented, tortured young lives as his had
once been, in those long ago years. Dear, thoughtful Jim.
Yes, those gentle tunes that he had created, sure they had
saved him as a youngster. They made him rich as an adult, but
there‟s only just so much money or distance that will heal the
hurts within the abused child, the hurts that never really go
away.

BIRTHDAYS
“Hey, childhood laughter
And even childhood pain,
Made me the man I am today,
Yes, yea, yea, yea.”
Ted Peterson, “Memories”,

Jim often came down here to the old pond to sit
and think. And how could his thoughts not go back over
the years to his childhood friend, his best friend forever,
Ted Peterson? To this day, men, women with memories
of the music and those times of long ago went to Ted’s
grave down in the old cemetery in Hillside. Sometimes
they’d take their children and even their grandchildren
with them. They would say prayers and stand quietly,
leaving flowers, lighted candles and sometimes little
sentimental objects like an old tape with his songs, up
against Ted’s tombstone. When it was Ted’s birthday or
the anniversary of his death, Jim, chocked with thoughts,
always made his birthday pilgrimage here to the country
quietness of the pond instead of joining the flocks
headed to the cemetery. When Ted came to him for help
so many years ago, Jim was just a teenager, his parents
innocent souls who understood love, warmth and good
food, and what they did was just not enough to save
Ted.
Jim sighed “Oh, God, I wish we had known what to
do!”
The bullfrogs croaked to each other, and the late summer
crickets chirped their call for
An early autumn. He found himself tapping a beat with nearby
fallen sticks, humming one of Ted‟s songs of season‟s changes.
It was bittersweet to think that here he was, an old man with
thinning hair, hardening arteries and arthritis in all his bones,

and Ted, his old friend with that unmatched, untouchable
talent, was forever young.
“Jim, the fog is settling in down there at the pond. Time to
come in, darling.”
With a sigh, Jim McFarland wished Ted a Happy Birthday
wherever he was up there in heaven, and went in to his wife.

“Pain that runs through your body,
Memories that rip at your soul
If you want to make your place in this world,
Bear up under them all until you are old.”
Ted Peterson, “Don‟t Look Back”, 1965

Same country setting, but three months later
Newton, New Jersey, 2008
The parents couldn’t stand one minute more. They’d
heard just enough, thank you! Hand in hand, they left
their adult children behind in the farmhouse kitchen and
just walked out the kitchen door and down to the duck
pond. They helped each other down the steeper slopes
and sat at the water’s edge. Their three children
watched their aging parents struggle, concern flooding
their faces and then the three began talking.
“ Good God almighty, I never thought they would
say “Yes.”
“Let me pinch myself. “Yes” cannot be the answer we just
heard!”

“ Enough you two with the comments. I know it has
taken us three years of reasoning with them. But neither
Mom nor Dad is young anymore. There were times when
I knew we were driving their blood pressures sky-high by
begging them to leave this farm, out miles from
everywhere.”
“They’ve given into us. Okay, now where do we go?”
They had finally forced their parents to agree to move from
their beautiful but isolated farm to a townhouse on the shore
where they‟d be surrounded by neighbors. Medical care would
be nearby and not long miles away!
Chris, the middle child and only son, was tall, thin and
handsome with his father‟s sultry, rough-hewn features. Most

people expected that he would be a dreamy, gentle person, a
folksinger like his father once had been. That made most
people totally wrong. Jim McFarland, the father, took time
before he spoke, measuring his words, and then when he did
say something, he spoke very gently. Chris might look like a
young version of his father but he was direct, loud and rather
blunt of speech, especially about his parents.
He shook his head impatiently. “ Much as I love them,
those two are a nightmare. Ever since I can remember, when
they weren‟t busy with us or with Dad‟s high school kids,
they‟d be off in their own little world together! They still talk
and hold hands just like teenagers in love. They‟re living as
though they are indestructible, with no regard for their health
or safety! Look at the way they just barely made it to the
pond.”
“Chris, ease off!” Still pretty at forty-three, petite redhaired Dina, the eldest child, was milder about their parents,
“They are so sweet together! I‟ve always thought it romantic
the way Mom and Dad have walked all these years down to the
old pond after supper, Dad carrying his guitar so he can
serenade Mom with those nice old folksongs. Yes, I know,
don‟t say it. It‟s been a while since Dad toted his guitar along
on their lover‟s walks. You forget, our parents are intelligent
people and they know they are aging.”
She continued as her brother began to smile, “They have
agreed to live in Sailor‟s Quay and that‟s the best adult
community at the shore according to our research. Now, we
won‟t have to worry about them being miles away from
anyone. They‟ll be happy there, I know, with Dad‟s boat at the
slip just outside their patio door and several of Mom‟s good
friends living on the same block.”
Their father had shocked everyone when he had a slight
stroke earlier in the year. He‟d always been so strong and
active, never wasting one minute of the day. That and his tall,
slim build had made him seem ageless and healthy. He wasn‟t.
The stroke had made him mortal. Now their Mother held his
elbow and guided him every slow step of their nightly walk.

Dina, Chris and Laurie adored their father, Jim McFarland.
He had the world at his feet years before when he was the lead
singer in an early 1960‟s folk group called the Green Street
Four. But when famous, immortal Ted Peterson, his good
friend and fellow band member, was brutally murdered by a
former lover, Jim had had enough of fame and what it does to a
life. He dropped out of the music scene, married his beloved
childhood friend Carolyn, moved to the country and served as
music teacher and guidance counselor in the local high school.
Jim McFarland chose a quiet life devoted to his family and to
saving and guiding high-risk, talented students as Ted Peterson
had once been. Any attempts over the years, and there had been
many, to draw him back to the music scene failed. Jim
McFarland always shook his head and said, “No, thank you.”
Never a word more was needed. He‟d had enough years before.
Several years before he retired, Jim sat at his kitchen table
with Dina, his oldest child. She had asked her father why he
worked so very hard, putting in so many hours beyond his
workday with each troubled teen that came to his high school
office. Jim McFarland thought for a moment and then he
looked at his eldest child with those soulful brown eyes that
had warmed many young girls hearts years before and said,
“Dina, darling, I did all I could to save Ted Peterson‟s mind
and soul and then, instead, we lost him to a brutal, horrific
death. I knew that he had been damaged as a child and no one
had been there to help him in his young years. I couldn‟t do
anything much as I was just a kid myself.” Jim swiped at the
tears that came to his eyes.
“Dad, you shouldn‟t blame yourself. You didn‟t fire the gun
that killed Ted Peterson.”
Jim thought for a moment. “Dina, I still cry at times when I
think of all the music that the world lost when Ted died. Yes, I
see something of Ted in all those kids I work with day after
day and I make certain they get the right help. I want them to
live their lives fully and overcome as best they are able what
torments seem to follow them. I try to keep them strong so they
stay away from the Ricky Bastanovichs of this world who

would enchant them, use them, and then snuff out their hope
and their lives.”
All Dina could do was to put her arms around her beloved
father and to offer thanks that he turned his back on fame and
fortune and instead chose to live a quiet life and to the world a
better place.
“Daddy, darling, you are the best person I know!”
“Sweetheart, I am only doing the work I love which is
saving young teens from any hells they‟ve known in their
lives.”
“Daddy, you‟ve saved dozens of kids over the years. And
you know your biggest success was Rosie.”
Jim McFarland smiled and patted his daughter‟s hand.
He chuckled,
“Oh, yes, and Rose O‟Rourke was worth saving! Listen to one
of her recordings on your iPod and tell me that I was wrong.”
Dina smiled.
Jim McFarland had retired reluctantly from his position at
the high school in 2002. He knew that at age 65 he was really
too tired to keep up with the demands of counseling and
teaching music. Anyway, Rosie had helped him set up Mill
House and he had work of another kind awaiting him there.
Day after day, the staff worked wonders with gifted, troubled
teenagers. Well, after the stroke that nearly killed him, Jim
knew that it was time to let others take over the business of
saving young lives. He‟d just work on the sidelines and quietly
watch as the psychiatrists and social workers guided badly
disturbed teens to find the life they were meant to live.
Jim smiled at all the tributes paid him at his school
retirement dinner, but the best tribute was that Mill House
would go on without him. He danced later with his Carolyn
and even sang his most famous song “The Ghostly Ridge
Rider” after numerous unending catcalls and requests. The
audience‟s enthusiasm brought Jim memories of times past.
Ted had written that song back in 1959 when he, Ted, Dave
and Barry were just beginning their legendary musical career.

When Jim retired, he had lived two lifetimes already, as
famous musician and then as parent/teacher and counselor to
troubled teenagers. Now it was time to live quietly at the old
farm outside Newton, New Jersey that he had bought as a
hiding place years before when the trauma of Ted‟s death and
the calls from adoring fans and insensitive executives
representing recording studios threatened his sanity. He loved
coming here long ago to these peaceful hills in northwest New
Jersey where no one knew or cared about that lanky fellow
with his long brown hair drawn up in a ponytail. He‟d drive up
in an old wreck of a car, settle in at that deserted farm, and
walk the hills nearby whistling and humming familiar tunes.
Then, a few days later, he‟d drive away in that same awful
looking old car.
“Thank God the people around here are nice, honest. If
anyone had broken into the old barn on the property, they
would have found both my fire red sports car and elegant
Mercedes sedan hidden under burlap wraps. And if they‟d
entered the farmhouse, they‟d have found my recording studio
in the birthing room off the kitchen!” Jim smiled, grateful that
his neighbors had left him alone back then.
But few people in Newton remembered the Green Street
Four and most of them knew Jim McFarland only as their
beloved, retired high school counselor. Oh, he loved life out
here in the hills, but now his children were worried and wanted
him and their mother to settle in the safer environment of a
retirement community. And Jim knew they were right.

“Summer winds, summer sun
Call us out of doors,
Away from shadows
And those nameless, clinging horrors.”
Ted Peterson, “Shadows”, 1962

SORTING OUT THE PAST
Jim loved the summers when college psychology
majors made for extra staff at the Mill House, and he was free
to spend all day walking the one hundred some acres of his
farm, climbing over wooden stiles from one pasture to another,
petting and giving treats to the once foundling horses, cattle,
sheep and goats that he and Carolyn had rescued and adopted.
With retirement, he was free to do whatever he pleased,
whenever he pleased.
Jim mused, “God knows, I‟ve earned these golden days!”
And off he‟d go on a long walk, water bottle, sandwich and
books or magazines neatly placed in his backpack.
One day in late summer, Jim walked from the horse barn to
the farmhouse after one of his mile-long gallivants. Suddenly,
he felt strange, detached and his head throbbed. He fell to the
ground, unable to call for help.
Carolyn McFarland had nearly fainted when she saw her
darling, her Jim lying prone near the hollyhocks.
“Jim, Jim. What is it? Are you hurt?”
He could only look at her and blink his eyes.
It had taken all of Carolyn‟s inner strength to call for the
faraway rescue squad and wait patiently for them without
crying. She sat by her beloved mate, stroking his face and
hands. His slurred speech and inability to move frightened her
to the core.
“Jim, darling, can you hear me? Please nod or say
something!!”
His deep brown eyes fixed upon her face, Jim smiled with
one corner of his mouth but he was frightened. His mind still

worked well and he thought, “Jesus, I can‟t move my tongue to
tell Carolyn I love her. I can‟t even wiggle my fingers or toes.”
The local rescue squad came quickly. They found Carolyn
sitting next to her Jim, stroking his head.
Gently leading Carolyn aside, one of the squad members
checked Jim‟s vital signs. As soon as he was stabilized, the
other squad members loaded him onto a stretcher and into the
ambulance. Carolyn stood nearby.
“Any telephones calls we can make for you, Mrs.
McFarland?”
“ Yes, please, to our children and Rosie, please.” She
quietly responded, her eyes never leaving her husband‟s. Then
she stepped into the ambulance, sitting by Jim‟s still form.
All three of the children had joined their mother at his
hospital bedside by early the next morning. Dina flew in from
Seattle, Christopher from Chicago and Laurie, their youngest,
from Tennessee. Rosie O‟Rourke joined them later in the day,
driving out from New York City after finishing a matinee of
“La Boheme” which was to benefit homeless children.
Rose listened quietly as Jim McFarland‟s children spoke.
She knew it was her place.
“Mom, listen! Dad‟s had a stroke and he might have died if
the ambulance hadn‟t gotten to you immediately. You have to
move closer to other people. We know the story of you both
wanting privacy, but Dad‟s health is at stake and you are none
too young, either!” Laurie, blond and pretty like her mother,
spilled out these words of anxiety!
“But we love it out here in Sussex County. We are so happy
up here in rural New Jersey. And watch that, Miss Smart
Mouth, with calling us old.” Carolyn McFarland wasn‟t
amused at her youngest child‟s attack of words.
“Well, fine, we all love our childhood home. But we love
you guys more than that, and we worry about you all the time.
If Dad fell again, you couldn‟t pick him up, Mom. You are half
his size! What if the ambulance is slow in getting out to you?
You know the firehouse is miles away and the squad is all
volunteers!” Dina spoke gently but firmly.

Rosie just smiled and held Jim and Carolyn‟s hands. She
continued to keep her silence even though she was part of the
family. She thought, “I love these people. They are my family,
but this issue is theirs, not mine.”
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