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WITH SPECIAL THANKS AND SINCERE ADMIRATION: 

JD

THIS BOOK IS LOVINGLY DEDICATED TO:

Maribeth Petrino, an admirable
woman full of love, faith, concern,

and immeasurable tenderness and care.
I’m so thankful for all you’ve done.

AS ALWAYS: Thank you, Michael, for allowing me this dream.
JOSEPH: My loving son, your tender heart is a gift from

God—don’t ever lose it.

FOREVER: My God, My Jesus, My Holy Spirit,
within you is my whole life.

A devoted thank you to each one of you who faithfully prays for
me and my work. Without your prayers my writing would

never make it from my head to the page. 

God works through you. 

Thank you so much.

Dedication 





There are many people in this world who inspire us for a variety of 
reasons, and there are various ways we acknowledge those people in 
our lives. The characters in this story are fi ctional as is the story itself. 
Any names, incidents, or circumstances contained in this novel are not 
in any way a depiction of a real person, place, or specifi c circumstance 
or incident, book, movie, or magazine. However, as with most fi ction 
works, a writer always hopes that you, the reader, can fi nd a personal 
reality within the characters in the novel. That hope is what compels an 
author to make the characters as believable as possible without “stealing” 
the reality of an actual person. In this book real places are named such 
as Hollywood, Beverly Hills, and the entertainment industry is a real 
thing—no matter how make-believe it may seem to the average person. 
Harborview is a real hospital in Seattle, and the San Juan Islands are real 
islands, but that is where the similarities end. Everything else in the book 
is a work of fi ction.

To the Readers
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Attending this funeral on Easter Sunday seemed especially sad to 
me—but fi tting, nevertheless. After all, Easter was the Resurrection Day. 
Those of us assembled at the gravesite felt the sorrow as we participated in 
the mourning of this amazing man. Pastor Jamie Duston did a remarkable 
job of remembering both aspects of his incredible life. The eulogy was 
equal to the task of burying someone famous. Even his wife and children 
smiled through their tears at different moments as Pastor Duston recalled 
certain events. His was truly a unique and memorable life—as much 
before he met the Lord as afterward, just in a different way. In fact, it 
was that life before he met the Lord which made the second part of his 
life so incredible.

It was surreal for me, being here with my husband and son. We 
hadn’t expected to be included in this intimate family portion of the 
proceedings. It made me remember my fi rst encounter with the burden 
I was given for this man. God forcefully dropped him into my heart 
after simply viewing one of his movies for the fi rst time. Things were 
never quite the same for me after that. I’ve never had a stronger burden 
for anyone’s soul before or since. Obviously, he was very important to 
the Lord, and God made that fact very well known to me from the start 
along with the strongest sense of urgency for this man’s soul hanging in 
the balance. How many others had God alerted along the way to pray 
for him, I wondered as I stared blankly through my tears at the dark, 
ornately carved wooden coffi n that contained his body. It should have 
been me instead of him, Lord. I’m older. 

Prologue
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I knew each one of our days here on this earth had long ago been 
determined before any of us got to experience even one of them:

For you created my inmost being;
you knit me together in my mother’s womb … 
All the days ordained for me
were written in your book
before one of them came to be.

(Psalm 139:13, 16)
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He was smallish at birth, six pounds and completely bald. He 
resembled his dad, but somehow looked more like his mother. Or maybe 
it was her mother he more closely took after. He was the fourth child in 
this family and was very cute from the moment he was born. He would 
remain the youngest because his dad had decided he couldn’t afford 
another mouth to feed at his current employment. He had a vasectomy 
after learning the child was coming. Fortunately, the expenses for the 
birth of this child were included in his bare-bones insurance plan at work, 
but the vasectomy became just another bill to pay. 

The nurses fussed over the newborn and discussed with enthusiasm 
how those beautiful dark eyes were going to captivate the female 
gender—they were sure of it. The baby boy seemed to look right through 
them as he stared up into their doting eyes with focus that was rare for 
so young an infant.

There was some serious discussion about a name, but before the baby 
left the hospital he had been named for his father—Joseph Calhoun Parr, 
Jr. The name was his mother’s idea, and she stood fi rm when the senior 
Joseph complained that everyone would be calling him “Junior.” She 
insisted that everyone would be told to call him “Joey,” and everyone 
did.

The two older children, Samuel, aged six, and Samantha, aged fi ve, 
were not thrilled at his arrival. They felt their younger sister Janey, nearly 
three, was bother enough and always seemed to be the center of attention. 
Now another baby in their small house was bound to shift even more 
attention away from them, and they were not happy about it. Samuel knew 
the little bedroom he occupied by himself would soon be shared with his 

…
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baby brother, and he absolutely did not look forward to that day. Samantha 
was simply irate. Hadn’t the birth of Janey been enough of babies? Now 
another one? Just why did there have to be another baby—and another 
boy, no less? But Janey was utterly captivated by her baby brother. Maybe 
it was because she felt somewhat alienated from her older brother and 
sister or maybe she just had great maternal instincts. She adored the 
baby from the moment she got to view him behind the glass in the infant 
nursery. When she fi nally held him in the hospital room seated beside 
her mother’s bed, she was convinced—little Joey was hers. 

Joey arrived home just as his dad had to leave for work on swing 
shift. Joe, Sr. dropped off his wife and baby son and then left for his job. 
Because of his dad’s schedule and his long time-and-a-half overtime 
hours, Joey had minimal contact with his father. His mother, Sandra, 
and his sister Janey attended to all of his needs. After only a couple of 
weeks he began sleeping through the night. After a while, the two older 
children decided that having Joey around wasn’t so bad after all because 
he kept Janey out of their hair, and Mommy was more likely to let them 
go to the various neighbors to play than she had been prior to his birth. 
And since it was summertime, they could stay away a lot longer if they 
would just report in once in awhile.

Just before school was to start, the Madison family, who lived one 
block down the street, moved away and their house came up for rent. 
Since it had a big basement and one extra bedroom for the same price as 
the house the Parr family was now renting, they moved into it as soon as 
it was vacated. It wasn’t as nice as the house they left behind. It needed 
paint inside and the appliances were much older, but it did give the family 
of six a little more breathing room, and the large basement gave the older 
children a place to play when the fall and winter weather made playing 
outside less desirable. Since the big old furnace was downstairs, it was 
a plenty warm playroom. The washer and dryer were there, too, and 
an old-fashioned wooden clothes rack unfolded for some of the things 
Sandra didn’t want to put in the testy dryer.

As it turned out, the extra bedroom housed Janey and her brother 
Joey. The two older siblings each got a small bedroom of their own and 
were elated with the arrangement.

Life went along for the family. Little Joey had a best friend in his 
sister Janey right from the start. Sam and Sammy, as his older brother 
and sister were known to everyone, were involved with their classmates 
in the neighborhood and paid no attention to the younger two except 
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when it suited them to do so. They did notice how cute their younger 
brother was. As he began to grow up, he was a fairly quiet child. His hair 
came in a rich dark brown to match his eyes. 

By the time Joey was two years old and Janey was starting school, the 
family had lived in fi ve different homes in the same general area. Joey 
had limited contact with his father due to his father’s work schedule. 
While Dad was doing everything he could to pay the bills, he always 
seemed to come up short. That was a source of great contention in the 
family home. 

By the time Joey was ready to start school and Janey was a third 
grader eager to walk her brother to school for his fi rst day, Sandra, Joey’s 
mother, was out looking for a job that would help the family make ends 
meet. She was hired at the local diner and truck stop called “BJ’s Cozy 
Kitchen” (“The Kitchen” for short) and began working as a waitress 
during school hours. She had sometimes worked as a waitress while she 
was in high school. The older kids noticed that the yelling behind their 
parents’ closed bedroom door subsided for awhile after Sandra got her 
fi rst paycheck and brought home her tips.

School had been just a fact of life for the older three children, but 
for Joey right from the start it was an interruption to a life he had come 
to enjoy. Being at home with his mom and visiting his grandparents 
were the two highlights of his young life. His grandparents lived way 
out in the country on the other side of town in a small comfy house 
with a garden and a shop out back where he used to spend hours in the 
summertime with his Grandpa Roy working on cars or bikes or making 
things. When he got older and looked back, he realized his mom had 
spent hours talking with his Grandma Lil and often left with eyes that 
were puffy from crying.

Not long after Joey started school the family moved again, and this 
time the two younger ones were in a new school district. The gregarious 
Janey with her long strawberry blonde curls and her vivacious personality 
was an instant hit wherever she went. She just seemed to take to school. 
She learned quickly and easily and inevitably became the teacher’s pet. 
Joey, on the other hand, was sullen and withdrawn. He daily waited for 
the bell to ring signaling the end of another dreary day of school. He 
was innately smart and was able to read before he entered kindergarten, 
thanks in part to Janey’s enthusiasm to teach him what she had learned 
in school before he ever attended. But he didn’t like being in a classroom 
all day with kids who seemed so different from himself. To her credit, 
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Mrs. Gemill tried to encourage him through his fi rst year, and he truly 
liked her, but it didn’t change the fact that attending school was not what 
he wanted to do. He excelled at what was required of him, but found no 
pleasure in it.

The summer after kindergarten both Janey and Joey spent more than 
half their time with Sandra’s parents, enjoying the quiet days of a sultry 
summer playing with Grandma in the kitchen and the garden, working 
in the shop with Grandpa and taking his wares into the small town to 
sell at the fl ea market. They had the time of their lives and didn’t miss 
being at home under the tyranny of Sam and Sammy who detested being 
stuck at home babysitting their younger siblings. Sometimes Sam and 
Sammy alternated taking care of their brother and sister. The younger two 
much preferred Sammy taking on the job because she basically ignored 
them unless they got too loud or too rowdy. Sam always made them do 
chores—the ones he was supposed to do. He also often confi ned them 
to their room if he had a friend or two over (which he wasn’t allowed to 
do but did anyway).

The bickering and arguing between Joe Sr. and Sandra never com-
pletely disappeared, and money always seemed to be the focus of their 
troubles. There just didn’t seem to be enough of it to go around. When 
the school year started up again, Sandra started working nights at The 
Kitchen on Fridays and Saturdays and her tips increased dramatically 
serving the dinner crowd or the weary truckers ready for a tasty meal 
and some good service. Sandra was cute and witty—an older version of 
her daughter, Janey, and she inspired good tips with her ability to serve 
pleasantly and professionally.

Joey trudged off to school dreading every day of it but trying to do 
what the teacher required of him. His fi rst grade teacher was less helpful 
and attentive toward him, furthering his discomfort and dislike of the 
whole school scene. Joey knew he had no choice but to go and learn, 
and so he applied himself to the routine. The high point of his day was 
at lunch when he got to sit with his sister. After lunch, he watched the 
clock until the fi nal bell rang ending his miserable day. 

Janey was beginning to fi nd girlfriends in their neighborhood and 
would either have them come to the house or she went to their houses 
to play. This was hard on Joey. He didn’t really have any kids his age in 
their present area, and since he’d relied on his sister’s companionship his 
entire life, he began to feel abandoned. Mom and Dad seemed to always 
be working. Sam and Sammy were away from the house a lot more and 
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acting weird, in his opinion. And now his sole ally, Janey, was starting to 
leave him behind. He began to feel truly alone. He wished he could spend 
more time at his grandparents’ house where he always felt comfortable 
and loved. Occasionally, his dad found the time to take him there for the 
weekend, and of all the times in his young life, those were clearly the 
best. At least during the summertime he got to spend a lot of time with 
his grandparents, even though Janey was spending less time there now.

Just before he started second grade, the family moved back to their 
old school district. Janey cried and Joey continued to feel disconnected 
from just about everyone. He trudged off to school in near depression. 
This house was large but needed lots of repairs. The cheap landlord told 
Dad that if he would make the necessary repairs, he could subtract the 
expenses from the rent. But Dad had neither the time nor the money to 
make repairs. For the fi rst time in his life Joey had his own room, and 
that only made him feel more isolated. Occasionally, he sat quietly on 
his bed and chipped the peeling yellow paint off the wall in the corner 
of his small bedroom with his Swiss Army Knife, a Christmas present 
from his Grandpa Roy. He began to become aware of his mom and dad 
arguing more than they did anything else together, and it contributed to 
his overall sadness and loneliness.

Summer fi nally came, and Joey couldn’t wait to head out to Grandma 
Lil’s and Grandpa Roy’s house. His wish came true one week after 
school was out when his dad drove him and his two suitcases out to the 
country. Joe Sr. visited briefl y and then took off after giving Joey a hug 
and instructing him to be good. Joey watched him drive away in the old 
Ford station wagon. He gave a fi nal wave before he and Grandpa happily 
shuffl ed out to the shop to busy themselves with all kinds of interesting 
stuff. 

Two weeks before school was to start, Joey had to head home. Filled 
with remorse, he said farewell to his grandparents asking if he could 
come and see them sometimes on the weekends. They hugged and kissed 
him and assured him he could. Janey had only come for one week that 
summer, but during that week she and Joey had fun going to the local 
fair in town.

In third grade Jaylene Raymond decided she wanted Joey’s attention 
from the fi rst day of school. He was clearly the cutest boy in the entire 
third grade class—at least that’s what she told Kelsey Johnson and 
Kelsey Johnson told Joey on the way home from school since they lived 
across the street from one another. This was startling news to Joey since 



1 8 The Famous One

he wasn’t even sure who Jaylene Raymond was until Kelsey explained 
that she was the girl with the long blonde braids. That realization led 
to someone to sit with at lunch since his sister no longer sat with him 
because of her many friends. Janey never ignored her brother and was 
always kind to him but being a big sixth grader had caused her world to 
expand considerably and now more than ever their age gap determined 
their different interests. 

Joey’s third grade teacher took a special interest in him and sensed 
his unhappiness with life in general. Miss Conway had never married and 
had been a teacher for 25 years. She had gained a lot of wisdom watching 
and teaching children over all those years, and it was her opinion that 
although there were some children who were very smart, they were never 
going to do well in school. That opinion was not based on any studies or 
on a child’s learning disabilities or his personal status in the classroom. 
She just knew instinctively that a few children were never going to accept 
school in general and probably would never graduate from high school. 
She regretted that possibility for their sakes and she always tried to zero 
in on those students to give them extra help and encouragement along 
the way, hoping in her heart that possibly they would see some advantage 
to completing their schooling—but she doubted they would. Joseph 
Calhoun Parr, Jr. was one of them.

With Miss Conway’s constant affi rmation of his abilities, Joey had a 
fun year in school for the fi rst time in his life. As it turned out, Jaylene 
was not the only girl who fancied him, but since she was the fi rst, he 
remained loyal to her attentions. One day about two months into the 
school year, Jaylene asked Joey if he could walk her home from school, 
so he said yes. She lived about four blocks out of his way, but he didn’t 
care. When they arrived at Jaylene’s house, he couldn’t help but notice 
how nice it was with a sprawling lawn and lots of fl owers, though none 
in bloom now. Her house had a nice big porch with fancy padded chairs 
and a table, and it was completely screened in with a door. She opened the 
door to the porch and invited him to sit down. They put their books on 
the round table and sat down and looked at each other. Without warning, 
Jaylene reached over and planted a kiss on Joey’s lips. It happened so fast, 
Joey didn’t even close his eyes. Jaylene opened hers and smiled at him. 
At a total loss of what to say or do, he smiled back. Then he picked up 
his books and said a quiet good-bye and walked home in a daze, going 
right to his room when he got home without speaking to anyone. Once 
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he was behind the closed door, he reached up and touched his lips and 
smiled again.

Five months into the school year, a boy by the name of Trey Dillan 
moved in across the street right next to Kelsey Johnson’s house. Kelsey 
brought him over to meet Joey the weekend he moved in. There was 
an instant bond between the boys even though they were completely 
opposite personalities. Trey was outgoing and Joey thought he was the 
funniest kid he’d ever met. Trey had red hair and freckles and a nose 
he’d have to grow into, but Kelsey adored him right from the start. The 
threesome became inseparable as far as after-school play. Trey was in the 
other third grade class, so Joey and Kelsey only saw him at lunchtime 
where Jaylene always sat next to Joey and Kelsey sat next to Trey. Jaylene 
wasn’t allowed to join her friends outside of school because of the distance 
between their neighborhoods, but the real reason was because her parents 
were leery of the kids who lived outside of their area.

When school got out for the year, Joey learned that his Grandpa Roy 
was sick so he couldn’t go to visit right away. He wanted to know all about 
it, but neither his mom nor dad would give him any details. Trey was at 
the house all the time, and Kelsey was there whenever she could be, but 
she got stuck babysitting her sister at least three times a week when her 
mom went to work at The Kitchen with Sandra, and no one was allowed 
in the house while she was at work. Samantha and Janey were with their 
girlfriends most of the time. Sam was rarely home, working part-time at 
the diner washing dishes. When he wasn’t at home or at work, he was 
at his girlfriend’s house while her mom was at work. Her dad lived two 
states away, and she only got to see him two weeks out of the summer 
just before school started. Her name was Heather Morris, and Sam only 
brought her to the house during the day one time while Joey and Trey 
were there. They went right to Sam’s bedroom and shut the door. Trey 
decided it would be fun to spy on them—it hadn’t even occurred to Joey, 
mostly because he couldn’t have cared less what they were doing. So 
they went outside and sneaked around to the back of the house carrying 
a couple crates from the garage to stand on under Sam’s window. Trey 
was the fi rst one to climb up on the crates to peer in the window, but 
to his dismay, Sam had his blue curtains closed. Trey did his best to see 
through them, but they were too dark and before he knew it his foot 
crashed through the fi rst crate and then the second. He yelped loudly 
causing Sam to throw open the curtains and look down into the yard 
to see his frightened brother staring directly up at him and the chubby 
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Trey lying fl at on his back with his foot stuck in the crates. In record 
time Trey kicked his foot out of the crates and he and Joey ran for their 
lives, hiding in the bushes across the street in Trey’s backyard. Shortly 
afterward, his brother and Heather left his house and headed for hers. 
When the coast was clear, the two boys started to laugh and didn’t stop 
for several minutes. That marked the beginning of many predicaments 
they would fi nd themselves in together, mostly at Trey’s suggestions.

Finally, late in July, Joey was allowed to visit his grandparents, but 
he was only going to be able to stay for a week. When he got there, he 
was surprised to see his Grandpa Roy looking so thin and walking so 
slowly. He was clearly glad to see Joey, but he had to do a lot of resting 
throughout the week. The Sunday before Joey had to leave, he and his 
grandparents drove about an hour away to his mom’s cousin’s house and 
from there they piled into the family’s van and went to his cousin Ben’s 
church. Joey didn’t know that Ben was the pastor of the 80-member 
church because he’d never met these relatives before. Since it was the 
fi rst time Joey had ever been in a church, he didn’t know anything about 
what was expected of him. He never let go of his Grandma’s hand during 
the service, even when she raised her other hand during the song service 
as if she wanted to answer a question no one had asked. The music was 
beautiful. There were two guitar players, a piano player, a drummer, a 
bass player, and a keyboardist. There were seven singers, four women, 
and three men. Grandpa Roy wasn’t able to stand but he clapped during 
the faster songs and a smile never left his face. All Joey knew was that the 
music fascinated him, but he didn’t fully grasp what Ben preached about 
that day. He tried to understand the conversation between his Grandma 
and Grandpa on the way back to their house, but he fi nally fell asleep 
without knowing who God and Jesus and the Holy Spirit were supposed 
to be. He hugged and kissed his grandparents goodbye the following 
Monday and truly regretted that the visit had been so short.

Trey ran across the street to greet him the instant he saw the old station 
wagon pull into the driveway. Kelsey joined them shortly afterward, and 
life as he knew it carried on.

The only good thing about fourth grade was that both Trey and Kelsey 
were in his class. One month into the school year Jaylene Raymond 
left the school to enter a private school, but not before she kissed Joey 
goodbye twice on the lips behind the school playground. Joey’s fourth 
grade teacher was very strict and it seemed he and Trey were always in 
trouble for something. The only fun they had was at lunchtime when 
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they planned what they would do after school. If it wasn’t for his two 
friends, life wouldn’t have had much to offer.

Joe Sr. got promoted at work, but he and Sandra continued to fi nd 
fault with each other. It unsettled Joey. He didn’t know how his brother 
and sisters felt about it. Sam was always with Heather, at school, at 
work, or anywhere but home. Samantha now had a boyfriend named 
Billy Sutherland, plus she played on the girl’s volleyball team so she 
wasn’t home much either except to eat and sleep and occasionally do 
her homework. Most of the time she did it over at Billy’s house. Billy 
lived in Jaylene Raymond’s neighborhood. Janey was totally involved 
with her two best friends, Kelly Hoover and Sonata Jorgenson, and they 
rotated where they spent their times together. A lot of times they hung 
out at the drugstore where there was an old-fashioned soda fountain, 
nicknamed “The Fountain,” and the owner’s son Ronnie Evans served 
them tall Cokes or lime drinks for the price of the smaller ones. Janey 
adored Ronnie Evans and as far as she could tell, he was enamored with 
her as well. A lot of times Joey was the only one at home, and during 
those times he wished he could live with his grandparents out in the 
country and just make things in the shop with his Grandpa Roy. Life 
was just so much better there.

One afternoon when Joey got home from school his mom was there 
with a thick white gauze bandage on her hand. She had cut herself at 
work when a glass shattered in her hand after she tripped over a toy car 
a child had dropped from his high chair. It took eight stitches to sew it 
up, and she would be off work for a couple days until she could wear a 
regular large Band Aid on it. She had warm cookies waiting for Joey, and 
she actually sat down at the table with him while he ate some, asking him 
how he was doing and how he liked school. He was so glad to have this 
time with his mom, he didn’t tell her how much he disliked school and 
how he felt as if his teacher hated him. Instead he told her how much he 
liked his art class and that he really enjoyed reading and history, which 
was true. For two days he enjoyed coming home from school, and then 
with the swelling gone and the Band Aid covering her wound, Sandra went 
back to work. And the house was empty again when Joey got home.

Joey would head over to Trey’s house after he changed his clothes 
and sometimes did his homework early, but Trey rarely wanted to stay 
at his house. Sometimes his mom would have her boyfriend there, and 
Trey never liked his mom’s boyfriends. He told Joey they were “stupid” 
and that all they probably wanted was to have sex with his mother. That 
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was more information than Joey wanted to hear, but by hearing it he 
began to realize that life was much different than he perceived it to be. 
Trey’s dad never married Trey’s mom, but he did send a plane ticket for 
Trey to come and stay with him and his wife for two weeks every year 
after school got out. Although Trey liked his dad’s wife, he still wasn’t 
really old enough to understand why his dad and mom couldn’t have 
been married. Like every other kid, he wanted a real family. Whether 
or not Trey’s mom, Wendy, really did have “stupid” boyfriends, it was 
doubtful Trey could make a fair assessment, but because there were these 
occasional boyfriends around the house, Trey was formulating his own 
version of how men and women related and came together, and he never 
failed to share his concepts with Joey. It was Trey who told Joey that 
Sam’s girlfriend would probably get pregnant just like Trey’s mom had. 
That statement opened up a whole new way of thinking for Joey. 

On one of the rare occasions that his older brother Sam was home 
without Heather and no one else was in the house but them, Joey knocked 
on Sam’s bedroom door.

“Yeah?” he called.
“Sam, can I ask you a question?” Joey called back through the door 

meekly.
Sam came to the door and opened it, looking down at his scrawny 

little brother. “What is it, Joey?” he asked almost kindly.
“Well, I was sort of wondering if—if you love Heather,” he blurted 

out the last part and looked down at the fl oor anticipating his brother 
would yell at him.

Instead, Sam looked down at the fl oor, too, and was silent for a 
minute. Joey looked up at his brother who was in a growth spurt and 
easily stood three inches taller than Joey.

“Well, yeah, I think I do,” Sam said quietly. “But why’d you want to 
know?” 

“Well, um, I’m not sure, but I guess because I wondered how soon 
all that stuff sort of happens,” he replied nervously.

“What do you mean by ‘stuff’?” Sam asked suspiciously.
“Well, you know, love and sex,” he almost whispered the last 

word.
“Now hold on, Joey. You think Heather and me are having sex?”
“Well, no. No! I mean I didn’t really want to think about that. I was 

just sort of curious, you know?”
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“Listen, Joey, I wouldn’t tell you if we were, but we’re not. I mean, 
sometimes things get a little carried away, but—never mind. And you 
better not be tellin’ Mom either, you hear me?”

“I know! I won’t. I just wanted to know. Alright?”
“Alright, Joey. Why—you got a girlfriend?” his brother asked with 

a smile.
“Well, no. Not right now. Not really.”
His brother laughed for the fi rst time in Joey couldn’t remember how 

long. “Well, you will have soon enough. Even Janey’s friends are always 
saying how cute you are. I think Sonata is just waitin’ for you to get a 
few years on ya.”

Joey couldn’t help himself: he blushed. He couldn’t help but notice 
how cute Janey’s girlfriends were himself.

“Listen, little brother. Don’t rush this stuff. Just hang in there and 
it’ll all come together for ya, alright?”

“Yeah. Sure. Alright. Well, thanks, Sam,” he replied, sheepish.
His big brother actually reached down and gently messed up Joey’s 

hair and retreated with a smile, closing his bedroom door once again. 
So he took to heart the sage advice of his older brother who at nearly 16 
years of age seemed to know a whole bunch more about life than Joey 
did at this point in his own.


