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    Some people think I’m crazy,


    I killed my little baby.


    I’m a real bad mama.


    My trunk, my trunk,


    my trunk smells like a skunk.


    


    Bubba the Love Sponge


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Time to say ‘Goodnight’, Deeley


    


    June 2008


    


    She didn’t want to make it any harder than it had to be - she only wanted her child to not be there anymore. Killing was necessary because none of her other alternatives had worked out, none of this was her fault. Her mother had made her have the baby, and keep the baby, and then she’d promised to help her, but she never helped her, not once. All she did was hang around when she was home and attack her for every single thing she did with her child.


    


    “You’re holding her wrong.”


    


    “Her diaper needs to be changed.”


    


    “Don’t let her do this.”


    


    “You should let her do that.”


    


    Almost three years had passed and now it seemed to her all she could ever hear anymore was her mother’s carping voice and her child’s thin piping one. Her own voice was lost somewhere beneath the relentless, never-ending waves of sound from the two of them.


    She was drowning. And it wasn’t supposed to have been like this - her mother had promised.


    “Dad and I understand how young you are, Sweetheart. We know you’re still going to want to live your life. I’ll be here every step of the way. I’ll always take care of her and you don’t need to worry … it’s going to be fine … you’ll be fine, I promise.”


    


    Liar, liar pants on fire, first liar worst liar.


    


    Her mother was a liar. Her mother said she was the liar and it was true, but her mother started it with that first lie, the one that made all of hers unavoidable.


    Old fights played out drearily in her head.



    “Denise, where are you going tonight?”


    


    “Denise, I’m not going to raise Deeley for you.”


    


    “Come home, Denise, the baby needs you … Come home this minute … You’re a mother now, Denise.”


    


    A mother, a mother, a mother, a mother, smother, smother, smother, smother, liar, liar.


    


    Well, it couldn’t go on anymore because she couldn’t go on anymore. Her mother would never fully take care of the baby she’d made her have, and she would never let go of her because of the baby, so her mother was going to have to learn, just like she had learned, that bad things happen to people who break their promises.


    She stood up and walked into the kitchen and pulled out the bottle of Seven Up she’d hidden at the back of the refrigerator. Homemade chloroform, one of the few things Denise could cook in her sleep - a pinch of shock powder from the pool supplies, a drop of acetone from the garage, add ice and water, serve shaken not stirred.


    The chloroform was supposed to be kept in glass but her mother would have noticed a glass container and have asked her questions.


    Sometimes over the past months when she’d started to make chloroform to help her daughter sleep, she had worried that her mother or her father - soda hound that he was - would drink it by accident, but she hadn’t worried very much. If it had happened then things might have been better. Maybe she could have even become a better mother without her own mother there to remind her how bad she was a hundred times a day and her father there too … well, he was just there too much, always watching her.


    Or maybe, with her parents gone, she could have found a nice family for her little girl and what could they have done to stop her then? Too late, too late. Her parents were alive - her stupid weak father who lost all their money and followed her every move with his sad eyes, and her bully-voiced mother - they weren’t going anywhere. And as long as Deeley was still here, neither was she.


    So she would have to finish this, and maybe it was for the best for everyone, even for Deeley, because she loved her daughter, she really, really did. Even though she was so tired of her, she still loved her and she didn’t want to leave her behind to be raised as she had been raised by her parents in this nightmare family. Deeley would be an angel soon and when she was in heaven she would understand everything better.


    Better, yes, it will all be better soon.


    She tore off a paper towel and poured a little of the sweet-smelling chloroform, not too much. Deeley was little and she had done this before - a little was all it took onto the paper - and called for Deeley to come to her in the kitchen.


    Oh, this was hard, hard and bad, bad and goddamn her mother for a trillion years for making her do it, because Deeley is so beautiful and happy and it’s not right to have to make her go away like this, and if she’d been left with one single alternative, then Deeley …


    ”Hey, little girl, you want to play sniffy dreams with Mommy?”


    Deeley looked up at her with enormous trusting brown eyes. “Okay, then can we go swimmy?”


    Denise nodded, too choked-up to speak. “Yeah, we can swim all day, if you want.”


    Deeley nodded, her sweet little face serious. “Okay, Mommy, I’ll sniffy.”


    Denise waited until Deeley put her nose against the damp cloth, and then as she always did, pressed it forward a little more with one hand while reaching around her daughter’s shoulders, using the other hand to support her so she didn’t hurt herself when the fumes knocked her out.


    Denise gently lowered her baby to the floor and began to move quickly. It would be easier now: she’d thought this out, she had this.


    Leaving Deeley in the kitchen, and still holding the Seven Up bottle and the crumpled paper towel, she opened the connecting door to the garage and moved toward her father’s work bench. She grabbed the roll of duct tape, sat the bottle down and walked back into the kitchen.


    Kneeling down beside Deeley, Denise kept her eyes locked on the top of her head, avoiding her face, muttering, “Come on, come … come on” as she wrestled with the sticky tape, finally clawing at it with her fingernails to separate a corner from the roll and, starting to sweat now, she clumsily placed the tape against Deeley’s jaw line and raised her up enough to keep unwinding it.


    Suddenly she thought she could hear the garage door opening. It would be her father and he would see and …


    Oh, Jesus, hurry, hurry.


    The tape was now wound around Deeley’s lower face several times but Denise’s shaking hands couldn’t tear it free from the rest of the roll. Giving out a little scream because she was sure that the door to the kitchen would open in a second, she tore the tape free from the roll with her teeth, getting some of Deeley’s hair in her mouth in the process. She spat it out, and without looking at her daughter’s face, hoisted her to her shoulder and stood facing the door. If someone came through now all they would see was her holding Deeley and she would say … she would say what?


    Okay, she would say Deeley had fallen asleep, and then she would just rush her back to her room and figure out how to get the tape off her face so no one would know and … and no one was coming through the door, she was still alone.


    Denise exhaled and let out a shaky little laugh. “Jesus, you’re losing your shit,” she muttered.


    Gripping Deeley more firmly, she hoisted her higher so that Deeley was now resting over her shoulder. Giving the kitchen a final glance, Denise noticed the duct tape on the floor and gave it a little shove with her foot, moving it into the space between the refrigerator and the wall. She knew her purse and several changes of clothes were already in the car, so she guessed she was as ready as she’d ever be …


    Not much longer now, not much farther now.


    Aaron would be waiting, they’d have a drink, some laughs, hang out - it would be okay - it will be okay, she comforted herself. She had planned it and nothing could go wrong, not anymore, not after all these bad times.


    Just keep walking. Keep doing what you need to do, and then it’s over and no more calls, no more, ‘Come home, Denise, you’re a mother now,’ … mother, mother, mother.


    Shaky, but resolute, she returned to the garage. Still holding Deeley, she opened the driver’s door and unlatched the trunk. Laying Deeley down carefully in the trunk, Denise started to close the lid but then hesitated, unable not to look fully at her little girl one last time.


    Deeley was beautiful, beautiful like her, and even the duct tape wrapped around her mouth and chin didn’t detract from her beauty. She was sleeping and in a minute, with her mouth covered, she’d be sleeping forever and it didn’t hurt. She hadn’t hurt her baby; she wasn’t like her own mother at all.


    Denise was seized by the impulse to kiss Deeley goodbye, to let her know that she wasn’t hurting her or mad at her, but she didn’t want to lean into the trunk … and then she had an idea.


    Leaving Deeley where she was, she spun and ran back into the house. Purposeful now, she almost skipped into Deeley’s room. After a minute of rummaging around, she found what she was looking for. She was smiling as she re-entered the garage and grabbed the bottle of chloroform and a laundry bag to go into the trunk.


    Leaning down into the opened trunk, she carefully placed a small red heart sticker over the duct tape on Deeley’s lips, and whispered, “Sleep tight, Baby Girl. I love you,” before closing the trunk.


    As soon as she cleared the garage, she started to breathe easier and a grin tugged at her lips. It was all happening just like she’d planned. In two minutes she’d be at the end of Subdivision Lane where it turned into woods, and five minutes after that she’d be in the woods and by the swamp, and five minutes after that she’d be back in her car and on the phone to Aaron to see if he wanted her to stop at Target to pick up …


    Thump!


    If there had been another car on the road, Denise would have driven up their back seat as freaked-out as she was by the sound.


    And then it happened again …


    Thump!


    … and, oh God, no please, God, no please no, no, no, no. Was that a muffled scream?


    Her immediate reaction was to brake the car and jump out, screaming herself, and start running down the street until … until what?


    A colder calmer voice than her own asked quietly in her head, ‘Until fucking what?’


    … Until someone came along, probably a neighbor whom she’d known all her life, someone who would ask helpfully, “Hey, Denise, what’s up, got a spider in your car? And, by the way, what in the hell is making that sound in your trunk? Here, we’d best check right away. Can you pop the lid?”


    Fear of exactly that scenario was immediately followed by the will to make sure it didn’t go down that way. Knowing she could not be caught here forced her foot off the brake and she continued steering slowly down Subdivision to the edge of the woods, parking far enough in so someone would have to be nearly on top of her space to see the car.


    Then she put her head down on the steering wheel and prayed to a God she was certain wouldn’t listen this time, “Let her be dead, she should be dead … I put the tape … I put the tape …”


    Oh Christ Jesus, where had she put the tape? Over her mouth, but was it over her nose?


    Another muffled thump from the trunk answered her and her head snapped up and she breathed jerkily, fighting hyperventilation. After a minute … or ten, she didn’t know … but the car had become very hot inside, and she reached over and opened the glove box. It was right there on top of her insurance folder, the mix CD Aaron had made her.


    Last week when her mother had forced her home from Aaron’s apartment was when she had realized there was only one way out, and the next day she had gone into Walgreen’s and easily purchased five syringes, the kind Diabetics use. When she’d made her next batch of chloroform, for the first time ever she filled a needle with it, the needle she now held.


    It hadn’t been for Deeley. She would never stick her baby girl with a needle filled with mostly Shock Powder - never, never - it had been for her, for Denise, in case they caught her but now … now she wasn’t caught but she would be if Deeley didn’t die, and it wasn’t her fault, and it wasn’t her fault.


    Not, not, not, not dead, not dead, so I have to … I have to, yes, but it won’t hurt her, it will only be a second, yes, just a tiny second …


    She reached down and popped the trunk lid, stiffly moved to the back of the car, and repeated her mantra have to, have to and told herself she didn’t hear the tiny, pitiful squeals of a frightened little girl.


    Denise tried very hard to depress the syringe without looking down but that was impossible as she had to see where … she had to see … and it was then her eyes met the enormous, terrified, confused ones of Deeley. And because it was the only thing she could give her baby, she met those eyes as she plunged the needle through her baby’s fat little arm right above the elbow, and then it all crashed down - the rotting smell of the forest, the wide pain-filled eyes, the heat - and she let out a long wail and slammed down the lid, cutting off forever those eyes.


    Denise’s nerveless, numb hand dropped the syringe to the forest floor, and beyond thought or consideration of her plan, or any real memory of what she had intended to do with Deeley, she backed out down the path until her wheels connected with the asphalt. If the small bundle in the trunk rolled and made noises now, she didn’t hear it. She was already dialing Aaron.


    When he answered, she said brightly. “Hey, Babe, I’m on my way to your place. You want anything?”


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Charlotte Hope


    (Eye on America)


    


    July 2008


    


    Good evening, America, this is ‘Eye on America’ and I’m Charlotte Hope.


    Tonight a shocker out of Orlando, Florida. A young mother sits in prison for her failure to tell the authorities where her two-year old daughter is. Friends, this is one for the books, and I would tell you for the comic books, but this is no comedy - a child is missing! Where is precious little Deeley Brown? In fact we are only amongst a few asking this question.


    Here is what we know so far. The missing baby’s mother is behind bars waiting to be seen by a team of psychiatrists, who I’m sure are going to walk out of the examination scratching their heads and asking what? Authorities who just forty-eight hours ago received a panicked nine-one-one call from Baby Deeley’s grandma are saying Mommy told them a pack of lies and also said that Baby Deeley has been missing for thirty-one days … thirty one days, America!


    Let’s listen to the nine-one-one call. Start the voice clip:


    


    Dispatch 911:


    What’s your emergency?


    


    Female voice:


    Hello, hello, can you hear me?


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Yes, Ma’am, what’s your emergency?


    


    Female voice:


    My daughter just told me my granddaughter has been kidnapped. She’s been gone for a month. She could be anywhere by now, even Canada. Her mother … she’s been missing …


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Your daughter said the baby is where?


    


    Female voice:


    I don’t know where … that’s why I called you! She said the babysitter kidnapped my granddaughter. He’s a Mexican. Maybe they are in Mexico by now.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Yes, Ma’am, you say the child has been gone for a month?


    


    Female voice:


    Yes, that’s the situation here … now can I tell you what’s going on?”


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Please go ahead, Ma’am.


    


    Female voice:


    Okay, a month ago my daughter left my granddaughter with some man, a man babysitter if you can believe this, and he took her, and my daughter has been conducting her own investigation into the disappearance. She hasn’t been home for a month because she’s been on this covert search, see, and she just surfaced today because she needs further assistance. I’m a little worried, though, because I found my daughter’s car today before my daughter showed up, and it smells like there’s been something dead in the car.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    What is the child’s name, Ma’am?


    


    Female voice:


    Deeley Margaret Brown.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Is Deeley Caucasian, Hispanic or Black?


    


    Female voice:


    Oh my God, she’s white.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    And she has been missing since …?


    


    Female voice:


    Well, I haven’t seen her for six weeks. Hey, hey, Keith, there you are … listen, your daughter has lost Deeley.


    


    Male voice in background:


    What?


    


    Dispatcher 911:


    Ma’am, Ma’am, are you there?


    


    Female voice:


    Yes, I’m here. I’m talking to my husband.


    


    Male voice in background:


    What?


    


    Dispatcher 911:


    Ma’am, Ma’am, could you please … I’m sorry … could you put your daughter on the phone? I need to try and get this story straight.


    


    Female voice:


    We need someone out here.


    


    Dispatcher 911:


    Is your daughter there?


    


    Female voice:


    I said she was!


    


    Dispatcher 911:


    I need to speak with your daughter, Ma’am. Can I speak with her, please?


    


    Female voice:


    I called two hours ago to report my daughter’s car stunk and you didn’t come then and … What, Keith? Oh yeah, well, Denise said this Manny guy, Manuel, took her a month ago and Denise’s been undercover.


    


    Dispatcher 911:


    Ma’am, please!


    


    Female voice:


    Denise, they want to talk to you. No, I don’t know why and I’m getting real upset … Here, you talk to him.


    


    Female voice, presumed to be missing baby’s mother:


    Yeah, hello.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Hello. Are you the mother of the missing child?


    


    Female voice:


    Yeah.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Can you explain to me what is going on over there?


    


    Female voice:


    Yeah, my daughter’s been gone for thirty-one days.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    And do you have any idea who might have her?


    


    Female voice:


    Well sure I do. God, I’ve been trying to call and find her and stuff. I just got a call from her yesterday, matter of fact.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Who has her? What is their name?


    


    Female voice:


    It’s Manny - Manuel Ortiz Noriega Hussein - but he dropped the Hussein part.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Uhm … who is that, her babysitter?


    


    Female voice:


    Yeah, he’s been my nanny, my Manny, for about a year now, maybe two.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Ma’am, can you tell me why you are calling now? Why didn’t you call thirty-one days ago?


    


    Female voice:


    Yeah, well I’ve been looking into some leads and stuff. It didn’t pan out, so now I look stupid. Hey, I think the officers are here.


    


    Dispatch 911:


    Great, okay, Ma’am. I’m going to let you go speak to them now.


    


    There you have it, Friends, and what you made of that I cannot imagine. Denise Brown, the young woman you just heard smacking her gum and talking oh-so-casually about it not panning out, is a twenty-two year old single mother, who until a month ago, was living with her baby girl, little Deeley, along with her parents, Margaret and Keith Brown. Then one day, out of the blue, she decides to take off with the baby in tow. That’s what we’re hearing and more is coming in by the minute.


    After long weeks of missing her granddaughter, Denise’s mother, Margaret, demands to see her grandchild. But when she confronts her daughter, her daughter refused to produce Baby Deeley and Grandma calls the authorities. Now no Baby Deeley and there is the smell of something dead in Denise’s car. We’re hearing, exclusively, that famed cadaver dog, Roscoe, veteran of a thousand searches, has just been brought in to help search for Baby Deeley.


    The police say that to date all leads and names and phone numbers Denise Brown has given them have proven to be false.


    So what’s the story behind Fibber McMom? And the big question is: where is Baby Deeley and is she dead or alive?


    For the most updated news, let’s go out to field reporter Bambi Isles. Bambi, what’s the latest?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Hi, Charlotte, so glad you’re covering this tragedy for the American people. What we know so far is that for the last two days investigators have been here at the grandparents’ house, that’s the home right in back of me. They’ve spent hours with Roscoe the cadaver dog and two others, no names as yet, searching the backyard. Right now investigators say there is no sign of little Deeley back here and are calling off the search, only in the backyard though, Charlotte. They are looking hard for her in other places.


    


    Charlotte:


    Bambi, why are the investigators focusing on the backyard of Fibber McMom’s parents’ house, can you tell us?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Absolutely, Charlotte. Denise and little Deeley used to live here until she left last month, and the reason they were checking the backyard is because a neighbor came forward and said Denise borrowed a shovel several weeks ago after dropping in here when her parents were both at work. They are looking into other leads now and I hear they’ve already interviewed two young men who may be connected with Denise.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, Bambi. Okay, Friends, what we have here is a beautiful missing baby, a young mother who is telling a story which is hard to believe, and is it just me or is the name Manuel Noriega very familiar? I have to say I have the chills when thinking of a shovel being borrowed, but here at ‘Eye on America’ we don’t jump to conclusions.


    


    So, we must stress that this young woman, who has now been arrested for telling a string of lies about her whereabouts in the last month, as well as those of her daughter’s, deserves the presumption of innocence. Although she now faces three extremely serious charges, including child neglect, giving false statements to the authorities and obstruction of justice, we must remember it’s early days yet, and in this great country of ours you are innocent until proven guilty.


    Let’s take a caller. Celine in North Dakota - you’re on live at ‘Eye on America’. Can you tell us what you think?


    


    Celine in North Dakota:


    Hi, Charlotte. I love your show … you’re beautiful.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you so much, Celine. What’s your question?


    


    Celine in North Dakota:


    Okay, well I have nine precious grandbabies of my own and they’re a handful. Get all of ‘em under one roof and, Lord, they’ll shake it down, but still I can count …


    


    Charlotte:


    I’m sure you can, dear, but can you tell us what your question is?


    


    Celine in North Dakota:


    Oh yes, Charlotte, I’m sorry. I’d forget my head if it wasn’t glued on. What I’m saying is, now, if one of my grandbabies goes missing for thirty-one days and I’m not layin’ eyes on one of my sweet babies, I’m gonna go to my son or daughters - I got four daughters - and I’m gonna say, “Where’s that sweet baby?” I’ll tell you this, too, if they didn’t have a good answer for me, well I’d be finding out the reason why, and thirty-one days, that doesn’t make a bit of sense.


    


    Charlotte:


    Right you are, Celine, it does not make a bit of sense. Let’s take a call from Bob in Illinois. He’s been waiting a while. Hello, Bob. What’s your question?


    


    Bob, Illinois Resident:


    Hi, Charlotte. I think you are terrific. If I have to miss your show, which is almost never, I always TiVo you.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you so much, Bob, now what’s your question?


    


    Bob, Illinois Resident:


    Well, it’s this Charlotte … like you said, that name Manuel Noriega, it’s real familiar. He’s one of them dictator fellows. And I’ll tell you something else: that last name, Hussein, well I’m wondering if anybody is looking at the possible Al Qaeda angle on all this.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, Bob. You’ve given us a lot to think about and let’s hope the investigators are listening tonight.


    


    Americans at home, we have Denise Brown’s newly-appointed attorney here with us tonight, prominent legal counsel, Salvatore Gutierrez, and we’re going to him in a moment, but before we do I want to share with you an aspect of the arrest affidavit. According to the affidavit, Denise was allegedly living with her boyfriend, whom I am told is a young man named Aaron Garrey, from June fifteenth onwards, the last time anyone saw Baby Deeley. But Aaron says Denise never told him the child was missing, that she is living with him happy all day, and presumably all night, and she’s telling him, well, the kid’s with a nanny. Maybe she’s at Disney World or at the beach, and so Mr. Aaron Garrey doesn’t think there’s any funny business going on because Denise was happy and she had all these happy stories about where Baby Deeley was. So, I mean, it looks like this is only one of the stories Fibber McMom might have told. Because again, here in the affidavit, I see the investigators went to Manuel’s apartment but no one has lived there for six months, then she takes them to her office at Universal, but surprise, surprise, she hasn’t worked there for years. Now the authorities don’t know if this Manny the nanny even exists. And now we have her attorney right here on ‘Eye on America’ saying the police need to be looking in other locations, maybe as far away as Panama, the last known location of Manuel Noriega. So Salvatore Gutierrez, can you clear any of this up for us?


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Hi, Charlotte, thank you for having me. Listen, in total honesty here, I can tell you I haven’t seen the police reports, but - and you can take this to the bank - in this business you can’t believe everything you hear in police reports, otherwise why would you need a defense attorney?


    


    Charlotte:


    Great question, Mister Gutierrez, but I’ll save that for another day. So why didn’t your client call the cops, or tell her boyfriend, in thirty-one days, ‘Hey, my child’s been taken’?


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez:


    Well, I can tell you, Charlotte, based on what my client says, there is a perfectly reasonable explanation.


    


    Charlotte:


    And I would love to hear that explanation, Mister Gutierrez.


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez:


    Unfortunately my innocent client is under arrest right now, and so attorney-client privilege –“


    


    Charlotte:


    Sorry I asked.


    


    Okay, America, who knows what the truth is? Baby Deeley is missing and her mother is in jail after failing to call the police. This case is making people ask what is going on here and I’ll be following it every step of the way. Until tomorrow, goodnight, my Friends, and let’s take a moment to honor our fallen heroes, from a grateful nation who mourns along with their families this evening.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Aaron Garrey


    (Sometime boyfriend of Denise Brown)


    


    I kind of wish I’d written my own rap. Everyone else got in on it and I have a career of my own to think of. Even Eminem, man, I mean fucking Eminem. I’d love to meet that guy, you know, maybe go old school battle with him, let him hear the kind of shit I can lay down.


    Denise was my old lady there for a while, after all, and what do I get from it, nothing but shit, and people looking at me like I’m some kind of freak for being with that girl. Which I wouldn’t have if I’d known that she was like some psycho kid-killing bitch, which I didn’t know, is the point. Me, I was just hitting some of what I thought was one of O town’s choicer cuts of pussy, which a lot of other guys would have done in my position, and for all I know did do in my position. I’m the one who gets tagged lover boy etc., but, fuck, I’m sure I was a cast of thousands.


    All I’m saying here is that given the opportunity to go back in time, I wish I’d laid down a few tracks when I was done laying down Denise, as like my old man says, a person needs to maximize their potential, and I kind of feel like the most important part about me, my talent, my music, was overlooked in the whole affair. Well maybe not my dick wasn’t overlooked, and that’s important too, and there isn’t a lady out there who won’t tell you that Aaron knows how to maximize his potential there, even Denise still says that, though I wish in her case she’d just shut the fuck up, cuz that kind of advertising I don’t need word up.


    When Denise called me on June 16th saying she was on her way over and asked if I wanted anything, I said, Yeah, Dee Dee, take off your panties and we’ll get busy, which, I’m telling you now, so as you can see what sort of relationship we are talking about here and what kind of girl we’re talking about, too. I mean, if anything I’ve ever said about how she and me wasn’t going to be represented on no fucking wedding cake proves how I felt, or didn’t feel as the case may be, about Denise Brown, it’s what I just said to you. Because that’s how it was between us, that’s all it was between us.


    I think I might have told her to stop and pick up a pizza too, now that I think about it. That’s a kind of epic thing if you think about it, isn’t it? I mean, okay, so she’s killed her kid – right? - I mean killed Deeley. I don’t want to be disrespectful here, so she’s killed her – right? - and me, I tell her to pick up a pizza, and then later on she fucking tells everybody that the smell from her trunk was from a pizza. I mean, think about it - she used that, I like inspired her story, and that’s fucked up, because if I’d known she was going to do that, I wouldna ever told her to get a pizza that night. I mean I was hungry, sure, but I got standards and the whole scenario has to make you ask yourself questions like did she put the pizza in the trunk by Deeley?


    See that’s messed up and I feel like puking when I think of it, but then too I also kind of feel like ordering a pizza right now, so there’s kind of your circle of life situation … I mean, death and pizza and pussy, and then you die


    Denise and I’d only been together for like a few weeks when she did in her kid. We hooked up on Facebook and then we fucked, and then like one day she basically moves in with me and my roommates. I mean, not one day, it was that day. She’d been showing up before during the day time, you know, to like hang out and shit. Sometimes she’d bring Deeley, sometimes not. When she stopped bringing Deeley around, she was like here all the fucking time, like a wife or shit. I didn’t ask her to stay here but it’s true that I didn’t ask her to go once she was here either. She was pretty useful to have around, I gotta tell you. I mean, I’m getting laid wall-to-wall, she’s doing all the shopping and the cooking and cleaning for me and my roommates … just like she’s Snow White and we’re the Seven fucking Dwarves, Sneezy and Stony and Toe Jam. See, that’s a joke on account of I only got two roommates and one of ‘em is stoned all the time. Well, I am too mostly, but I can maintain to a degree, which Jimmy, who I call Stony, can’t, see? Truthfully, I think my roommates liked having her around more than me. They were always saying, “Hey, Aaron, don’t fuck this one up, she’s a keeper,” which I knew she was not - a keeper that is - so it kind of made me nervous them saying that. Not Denise, though. She fucking loved it, started in on that thing girls do when they’re trying to get you to commit, or whatever. You know the drill …


    “Oh, Aaron, did you hear what Sneezy said? He said I was so hot and I could cook too. He said -“


    White noise to me, man, but then again it rung a little bell in my head, and I was about ready to show her the door, so help me God, I was, and then this shit came down and it was all over. That’s one way to get rid of a chick, man, which in some ways is cool but in other ways, since I’m now a household name, isn’t cool. Also, of course, I feel real bad about the kid. I mean, Deeley, she seemed like a nice little kid, as kids go. She slept a lot. ‘Course now we all know why. Chloroform, huh? That’s some kind of whack babysitter Denise had.


    I can’t say I thought about where Deeley was the month she stayed with me. I’m a sort of ‘live in the now’ guy and, you know, ‘out of sight out of mind’. If I thought about it at all, and again I don’t think I did, but if I did, because, sure, sometimes I think about all kinds of shit, well then, I probably thought she was with Denise’s old lady, her mom, you know?


    I mean, I don’t remember Denise ever telling me some fucking nanny story, if that’s what you mean. Hell, I would have laughed in her face. The chick couldn’t afford gas - how would she have paid for a nanny? Oh yeah, she was buying groceries for here but I noticed they were always from Target, so I figured it was her old lady’s credit card she was using. I do the same with my dad on account of I’ve been in a career development place, financially speaking, so I didn’t judge her or anything for it


    Denise didn’t really talk about her kid or her family with me, and I didn’t ask. I didn’t care, so it didn’t come up, or if it did, I wasn’t hearing it. First time I met that crew was when her psycho bitch of a mom shows up at my place about eleven one night and starts screaming shit about how I best be rich cuz Denise was gonna take whatever I had. I gotta say I was confused as shit. I didn’t have a clue what her old lady was talking about, and before I could ask any questions, Denise was hustling her mom outside for a private chat, and then a few minutes later they came back inside and Denise is all red and upset and shit, and her mom is still screaming, and now she’s saying, “You better get your things together, Denise, because you won’t be back.”


    And right then I’m thinking that sounds like a plan to me, but then Denise screams back at her, “I’ll come with you but I’m coming right back.”


    And my roommate throws me a look like ‘Shit, man’, and I was thinking, ‘No way’, but I stayed quiet because I didn’t like the way Denise was acting and I didn’t want her up in my grill. I figured once she was out I could just text her, which is my preferred method of ending a relationship, because like on email, girls get too emotional and shit. But it turns out I didn’t have to. They took off and that’s the last time I ever saw Denise. I heard from her a few times after that but I never saw her again, except on TV and, you know, later on in court.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Bobby Rightman


    (Ex-boyfriend of Denise Brown)


    


    This is a nightmare and none of it ever had to happen. If Denise and me had stayed together - I mean, if we were still together - none of this would be going on. I really can help, and I hope the family and everyone lets me.


    The minute I got Denise’s text saying Deeley was missing and that someone had kidnapped her, I thought it’s probably this weird guy none of us ever met, Manny the nanny. I mean, my God, how did any of it happen and how did she keep it to herself all this time?


    I’ve got a timeline, you know, to get events straight in my head but it’s mostly for the police. I’m a law and order guy. I was training to be a cop for a while but now I think I want to work for God, like my father does.


    He’s highly respected in our area, not that police don’t work for God, too. I mean, I’m all about law and order, it’s what God wants for us and I thought I could serve Him one way, but now I think another way is better. So I hope it’s okay. but I want to say something about Denise before I get into the stuff I wrote down, because I think it’s important, and maybe it will help everyone to understand why Denise does what she does, and why she lies so bad to everybody, because I kind of know why.


    See, and this might be hard to understand if you don’t know her, but Denise, she’s a chameleon. Whoever she’s with, well that’s who she becomes. I mean, not the guy, but like the guy’s absolute match, and it’s, well, it’s kind of perfect.


    I mean, I’m just an okay guy and, you know, nowadays, if you believe like I do, and you want to live your life a certain way, it can make people treat you like you’re a freak. I mean, I’m not ashamed of who I am or anything like that, I’m proud of being a Christian, but sometimes it makes people walk away before they get to know me or even what it means to be religious. I don’t talk about God all the time, and I like music and going out sometimes, and sports and cars and girls - all of it. I’m not different, I’m just trying to live my life in a certain way, but not a judging way, because I don’t judge people. That’s a big part of what living Jesus’s word means, but it seems like they judge me, so it’s kind of ironic.


    I’m sorry, people probably don’t care about any of this stuff, but I need to say it so people will understand what I mean by her being a chameleon. We met at Universal Studios in August of oh-four. I’d just started there as a security guard working afternoons and I think she’d been there for a few months already, maybe longer. I saw her for the first time on my second day when walking through the park: that’s when we just make sure nothing funny is going on or if there’s like garbage dropped, we would call maintenance and stuff.


    She was taking pictures of people on the rides, the ones like Earthquake where everybody is screaming. There’s this machine Kodak has inside where they fire off a shot at the worst part of the ride, and when people finish the ride, there’s somebody waiting with some prints of them, and most of the time the people buy a copy, even though it’s like twenty-two dollars, but they still want it because, you know, it’s to show people when you get back home how much fun you had, and I’m sorry, I guess I’m tired. Let me get back on track. So, I saw her and I won’t lie, I thought she was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen, those big green eyes and her black hair, and she’s so little and delicate, but, well, really sexy, too. I’m sorry, but she is, and I’m a guy, a Christian guy, you bet, but like I said, that doesn’t make me different and I’m pretty sure what I felt when I saw Denise was the same as anybody else would when they see their dream girl, I mean, a totally hot girl, that’s what I meant to say.


    I don’t think I would have had the nerve to talk to her but she came over to my table at lunch, just like that, and asked if anyone was sitting there. So our first lunch went well because I sometimes get a little tongue-tied but she never does. We started talking all the time and after that, I don’t know, in like a couple weeks she was my girlfriend and this is where the chameleon stuff comes in.


    I told her almost right away about my beliefs and how my dad is a chaplain for the army, and she asked me, right that first week, if she could come to my house for one of our family’s prayer meetings. I know what people think: a beautiful girl like her, obviously popular all her life, she could have any guy she wanted, and I can see it now. I mean, I saw it a lot earlier than now, but back then, no, and I don’t think that makes me foolish or whatever. Like my dad was saying, I just thought it was like a miracle.


    This beautiful girl, maybe she hadn’t been on the path, but it was only because of her mom who said all Christians were crazy people, but Denise didn’t believe that and she wanted a chance to find out for herself. There was other stuff, too. I mentioned casually in passing once how I liked the Marlins, and the next thing I know, Denise’s bought us matching team jerseys and is telling me how we need to watch the game on Saturday and she’d bring over cookies or whatever. And I didn’t think it was funny or suspicious, I just thought I was the luckiest guy in the world, and for a little while there, I was. But then, well you see, we slept together right in her parents’ house while they were at work.


    I mean, that part’s not so strange. We were both still living at home, but my mom doesn’t work. Anyway, I wouldn’t want to have sex in my parents’ home, but Denise didn’t feel the same way about her folks’ place, and after it happened, and it was great, but it was wrong, too, I thought, and I told her too, that we were moving too fast.


    When I said it to her, well that was the first time I got to see she might not have been all sweetness and light, if you know what I’m saying, which made it easier to stay away from her because it kind of scared … I mean, not scared me, but took me aback a little and there was my dad saying to me, “Bobby, you’re twenty years old and you haven’t settled on a career and you have all these things to do before you start even thinking about marriage and stuff,” but of course he didn’t know we’d already … well, about what we’d done at her mom and dad’s house.


    Then in October she comes up to me while I’m working over by the Jaws ride and she says she needs to tell me something. I knew what was coming and all day I was sick. Thinking about how my mom would cry and my dad, he’d be so disappointed in me. When she did tell me how she was going to have a baby, my baby, I told her I’d be there for her and everything, and I meant it, and I started realizing, you know, how I probably was in love with her and always had been, like she said she’d been with me from the minute she first saw me.


    What I mostly want to say is, when Denise was with me, she was a sweet good Christian girl who liked the Marlins, and I guess when she got with that Aaron guy … I mean I’ve seen the pictures … I’m not stupid, she turned into a crazy, wild party girl who probably likes the Yankees or Mets. Thing is, when I’m all about God and family and kids, then that’s who she was - then. But with him, he’s all about being the next dee-jay and stuff, and so no kids and no Christ, and that’s who Denise became for him, and he wanted her and him to just party on, unencumbered by a little girl.


    Denise, she wouldn’t have argued with Aaron about anything because I know how she gets when she’s with a guy - anything you say goes, at least at first. I don’t know Aaron, so I can’t judge. All I’m saying is she’s with him for like three weeks and now Deeley is gone, so you’ve gotta draw your own conclusions.


    I don’t know why she can’t tell anyone more about Manny the nanny, or if she’s making up everything, but see, if you live like Denise does - in and out of many friends’ lives - and you’re just one person after another with one guy after another, then sure, you could say she’s lying about everything. I already got a call from her friend Emily who is saying everything Denise told her, the police and her parents is a lie.


    But I still don’t believe everything is a lie. The stuff she felt for me wasn’t a lie.


    It turned out I wasn’t Deeley’s biological dad and, yeah, I guess Denise was lying when she told me I was, but it was only because she loved me so much she wanted it to be true, so that’s all I’m saying here. Aaron needs to be checked out, that’s all I’m saying.


    I’ve heard that Denise’s mom doesn’t want me near their house. I’m sure this is a terrible time in the Brown home, and my family prays for them, including Seel.


    I’ll tell you something about him later, if I think it will apply …


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Seeley Brown


    (Brother of Denise Brown)


    


    No one believes me when I say that I only know what I know and I don’t know anything else, and I don’t even want to know anything else. Because, if I can’t believe in my own sister, the person I’ve been closer to than anyone else my whole life, then I can’t believe in anyone or anything ever again. This is what Denise told me and so this is what I’m going to tell you because it’s the truth. My sister, Denise, was mad at my mom … well, she’s mad at both our parents and has been for as long as I can remember … but it’s true that after Deeley was born, it got worse, a lot worse.


    When the baby came, Denise and my mom went from, like, the cold war to full-blown terrorist stuff. I mean, it was Guantanamo Bay around there, and while I have to say it mostly looked like it was Denise doing all the torturing of my mom, I don’t think that’s the whole picture because my mom can be a tough, tough lady to deal with. But me, I just tried to stay out of it because I love them both, and besides, they can each turn on you on a dime, I mean, not only about defending themselves, because both of them hate criticism, and I mean hate it big time, though they can sure dish it out. But with my mom at least, if I would agree with her, that yeah, I did think Denise was taking advantage of her, then she’d turn around and start screaming at me for not being a good big brother to Denise. I mean, you cannot win in that house. God, just ask my dad if you don’t believe me. Anyway, what I’m trying to get across is that the tension had always existed but by the June of 2008 you could have cut it with a knife, it was so bad.


    June of that year, the year Deeley went missing, was the month when Denise, my sister, finally decided she’d had enough, and got herself and Deeley out of my parents’ house. It wasn’t something that was totally unexpected, though. I want to make that clear. My sister had been threatening to move herself and Deeley out of my folks’ place since Deeley was about a month old. That was how early the great babysitting wars, as me and my dad call them, had started. The babysitting wars I’m referring to was this power struggle my mom and Denise were in. Denise wanted to be young and free and party, and my mom wanted her to be a good full-time mom to Deeley, and so it was this constant thing and it escalated over time.


    My parents, well really it was my mom, felt that Denise moved out with Deeley to punish her for not babysitting Deeley enough and for always asking Denise to spend time at home with her baby, and what she says could be true. Denise always seemed to be angry at my mom. Well, she’s angry at my dad too but that’s because she thinks he doesn’t make enough money. But, anyway, if what mom said about her taking Deeley to get even with her, or both her and my dad, is true, then she definitely scored there because my folks missed Deeley so much during the month she was gone, which of course turned into being gone for all this time, and they’ve never stopped missing her and they never will. They loved that little girl so much. Me too. We all did … do I mean … we all do love her so much.


    Oh God, I don’t know what I mean. This whole thing is so warped that I never know what I’m supposed to say or even to think. You know, though, and I wish people were remembering this, it’s my sister that lost the most. Deeley was … I mean is … her daughter, her own baby. She’s devastated, she really is. I wish people could understand that … understand that even … Goddammit, I mean, when she comes home, that none of us will ever really recover from this.


    Okay, I’m getting tired here. Let’s go back to how it was in June, okay?


    I was in a strange position. I knew that whatever I said someone would be mad at me, so I didn’t say much of anything, but I did see my sister’s point of view. My parents are no walk in the park to live with. My dad is basically Professor Depression and half-checked most of the time, and my mom tends to work herself up into some kind of hysterical state about every other hour, and anyway you need to get out, get on with it and get your own life after high school, like I did. But, you know, I don’t want to take sides here because I can see both points on this. Yes, my parents can be hard to live with, which is why I don’t live with them, but to move out and get your own place you have to make some sacrifices, like getting a job for example. My mom can be controlling and she can be relentless too, and as for my dad, he might as well be dead, because while he’s there, he’s not, if you know what I mean. With him it’s all ‘Just keep Margaret happy, let her have what she wants’ so she’ll get off his back, and if his kids get in her way, like Denise does, then I wouldn’t count on him to defend Denise or me or himself, for that matter. Honestly, my dad is like a zombie, he is, and I hate to say that because he’s a nice guy, he really is, but God, he’s so weak and pathetic. Denise calls him a pussy to his face all the time. I don’t but I don’t disagree with her.


    At least with my mom I can respect her. The lady’s got balls, I’ll give her that. So does my sister, which explains why they have problems. But my mom is a really hard-working lady too and my sister not so much, and I guess that is pretty much the root of why they go to war all the time.


    With my dad, it’s like I want to love him. I wish I could but there’s so little there. He’s a guy who every chair he sits in is empty, whereas my mom, she’s hard, it’s true, but at least you can rely on her and talk to her because she’s not some damn half-dead person who you can barely look at. With my sister, you can’t really rely on her like with my mom but she’s real too. She has opinions and plans, and she stands up for herself, and despite some lies and bullshit along the way, I’ve always felt like she and I were together, like we had each other’s backs. It’s always been kind of me and Denise against them, even though I do love my mom and I don’t hate my dad.


    But I still love my sister the most, and so I’m going to keep believing in her, no matter what, because if I lose Denise now that Deeley’s gone, then who do I have left?


    My sister and I are pretty close, and while I can see her wanting to hurt my mom, not that it’s right, but I can see Denise doing that, I can’t see her hurting Deeley. She wouldn’t, and people can show me all their drummed-up so-called circumstantial evidence in the world, and I still won’t believe it, because unlike the rest of the world, I know my sister and I know her with Deeley, and she just wouldn’t hurt her, she couldn’t.


    I don’t know why she’s lied to the police, if that’s what she’s done. If so, it’s because she must be so frightened, and I think that’s the part people - the police in particular - should be focusing on. They shouldn’t be worried about some little white lies or confused directions or names she’s given them. They should be asking themselves what it is that’s scaring her so bad in the first place that’s making her too afraid to trust them and give them what she knows. If they do that, then they’ll find Deeley. And I see how the police see it too. I mean, sure it must look so bad to them, and I know unless she does tell them what she really knows, that she’ll have to stay in jail. Our family doesn’t have any money for that kind of bail - half a million dollars - and it’s what she’s not saying that made the judge so mad that he set it that high in the first place. I do get their viewpoint, it’s just not mine, and it’s never going to be. I’m almost certain that when I go to see her, she’ll clear it all up, and if I’m able to, if what I find out doesn’t put Deeley in worse danger from her kidnappers, then I’ll tell the police myself, or maybe I’ll just follow the leads and go get her and bring her home, and all this can be over with.


    Here’s what I know about the situation so far. Denise and Deeley had been living away from home for a month. Denise was traveling a lot for work and so she was using this Manny the Nanny guy that she knew to watch Deeley for her. I know my mom is telling everyone that she would have watched Deeley for Denise, and I hate to call my mom a liar, but I can see why maybe Denise wanted to use this Manny guy instead.


    See, Mom has a way of both wanting to be with Deeley, or saying she does, and then turning right around and calling Denise at work, or if she’s out or wherever, and demanding she come home and care for her own child. That’s what I was referring to earlier when I talked about the babysitting wars, and this has gone on since the beginning and it’s a huge issue for Denise, and probably why she made other arrangements for June because she didn’t want the hassle with Mom. Maybe too, and I don’t like to say this about my sister, but she can be even worse than mom, so maybe Denise used this Manny guy totally to show mom that, if she didn’t want to babysit Deeley, then she could be replaced and replaced totally to the point of not getting to be a part of her life at all.


    If that’s what my sister was thinking, and that’s why she did it, you know, left Deeley with this freak who has kidnapped her, then I can only imagine her guilt and that may be why she can’t tell the truth. I mean, she must feel so responsible, not to mention she’d never be able to admit that to my mom. Denise isn’t afraid of anyone in the world, but if she were, it would be my mom. God, I’m afraid of her and I’m not afraid to say it, but Denise has always been tougher than me.


    Okay, so after Denise and Deeley had been gone for a month, Mom started going crazy, missing Deeley. Well, she probably missed both of them but she wouldn’t say that, only that she missed Deeley. I know she was calling Denise all the time during June on her cell, the one my mom pays for, and I know from Mom that Denise was pretty much just blowing her off, telling her that she was out of town and that Deeley was either sleeping or with Manny the nanny whenever mom called, and mom was mad and getting madder every day, but she wasn’t scared or anything, not until they saw the notice on their old car, the one they let Denise drive.


    See, they received a notice of impound and it was dated at a time when Denise wasn’t even supposed to have been in town. They went to the tow place to get it, and the guy there told them it had apparently just run out of gas and been left in some parking lot.


    When they got there, my mom was freaking out because the bill was over five hundred for the tow, and because the car had been sitting there for a couple of weeks, but my dad was freaked about something else, a smell from the trunk. It was so bad even the guy who ran the tow company thought there was a body in there, which is exactly what my dad was thinking, and he should know since he’d been a cop once himself. But it turned out to be nothing, just rotted pizza that Denise had stupidly left in the trunk. Still, it was so bad that Dad had to drive the car home with his head out the window.


    My mom, who’s a nurse, thought it smelled like death too, and even after my dad showed her the old pizza box, she was still so upset that she searched the car. That’s when she found Denise’s purse and got Denise’s friend Theresa’s number out of it, and then she went and got that girl Theresa and basically forced her to tell her where Denise was. And then she went over there to force Denise to produce Deeley.


    If only Denise hadn’t screwed around with my mom at Aaron’s and on the ride home, refusing to tell her where Deeley was, then my mom wouldn’t have been so hysterical that she ended up calling the police and reporting that not only was Deeley missing but that it smelled like a dead body in the trunk. I mean she didn’t mean it. She tried to say that later. It was just in the heat of the moment, you know. I mean, my mom, she thinks now what she smelled was a pizza and not a dead body, and for sure not Deeley. She was just really worked up, that’s all.


    Anyway, here’s where I come in. So my mom was driving Denise home, and yelling at her, and demanding Denise tell her where Deeley was, and Denise wouldn’t, and by then my mom is not only threatening to call the police, she’s actually driving around looking for an open substation, and in between this, she calls me up and she’s crying and saying you need to talk to your sister, you better talk to her, so I just threw on some shorts and drove as fast as I could to my folks’ house. I got there before my mom and Denise did, in fact. My dad was home, though, and he was standing in the garage by Denise’s car that he’d just driven home from the tow place that day, and the trunk was open. It really was a disgusting smell, I’ll admit that. I can see why my mom and dad freaked out so bad about it. I mean, I’m not a either a cop or a nurse, like them, but it did smell like a dead animal. Again, though, as my mom herself later pointed out, it had been a meat pizza.


    So there I am in the garage, all alone with this stinking car, my dad having gone back inside to stare at the TV, or the abyss, or whatever it is he was doing, and I’m just out there not knowing what is going on but knowing I need to be there for my mom and my sister, whatever it is. Mom showed up about five minutes later with Denise in the car, and when they got there, Denise just jumped out of the car, not saying a word to Mom or even me, and stormed off back to her bedroom. Then everything got almost comical because, naturally, Mom follows her into the house and threw open her bedroom door and stood there shouting and crying, demanding that Denise tell her where Deeley was, and when Denise ignored her and acted like she was deaf, Mom would shout at me, “You ask your sister what’s going on. You ask her where my granddaughter is!”


    But before I could even get a word out, Mom would lean around me and ask Denise again herself, and this lunacy went on for like ten minutes or so, until Mom was so worked up that she stormed off down the hall, shouting for my dad to intervene, as though he could have helped.


    Nor was that anything to get Denise talking, but then my mom runs back, Dad in tow, and by then she was screaming and she said she was calling 911 to report Deeley was missing, and that because of the smell in the trunk, she was probably dead too.


    That made Denise jump and me, too. First I tried to calm Mom down but she pulled away from me and headed toward the kitchen, still dragging Dad by the wrist, and a minute later, me and Denise could hear her on the phone and we realized she was done threatening and this was getting serious.


    That’s when Denise turned to me for the first time since they’d come back to the house and started telling me her story.


    That’s when I got scared, finally.


    Denise told me that she didn’t know where Deeley was because Manny, the nanny, hadn’t returned Deeley since sometime in early June.


    I pleaded with Denise to give me details, but I could see she wasn’t going to say much, when we could hear Mom screaming for the police to come, from the kitchen phone, so all I got were a few mumbled sentences about Manny kidnapping Deeley and how Denise had been trying to find her on her own.


    I was starting to get worked up by then, too, and I guess Denise didn’t like that because she told me that it wasn’t as bad as it seemed because she’d talked to Deeley just the day before on the phone. Like I say, I was getting freaked out by then but even in that moment what she said didn’t make sense to me.


    I asked her for her cell phone and she said she had accidentally left it at Aaron’s, but that getting the cell wouldn’t help us because the call had come in from a private number. She said that Deeley had sounded fine but when she had tried to get Deeley to tell her where she was at, the phone went dead. I don’t know why Denise had even bothered to do that, ask her I mean. After all, Deeley’s smart but she’s not even three years old, so I doubt she could give anyone an address..


    I felt desperate to find Deeley at this point, so I was glad that Mom was on the phone with 911. My dad came back down the hall at that point and he seemed to be in shock. I think he had just realized for the first time that his grandchild was missing and not off on a weekend of fun at Disneyworld, or wherever Denise had been saying she was.


    My mom was still on the phone and seemed to be getting the run-around with the nine-one-one dispatcher, so she screamed out that Denise’s car smelled like something died in it. We were all frantic and Denise finally started crying.


    That wasn’t a good sign, not at all.


    Then the cops arrived and drove away with Denise. Apparently, while they had her, she didn’t cooperate, so instead of having Denise returning home like we thought would happen, she was taken to jail. Then we started thinking there must be a good reason for Denise being so evasive with everyone, but there was no way to talk with her privately to find out. Things were spinning way out of control, and fast. The cops asked us for statements, interviews were being scheduled, and our lives turned upside-down and inside-out within hours.


    Meantime, I wanted to get to the bottom of things. So that same night, after the cops left, I drove to Aaron’s apartment to get Denise’s things, including her cell phone and laptop.


    I was scared - do you blame me? - so I erased calls from Denise’s phone and purged everything from her computer, but if anyone had copied her MySpace page already, there would be nothing I could do to protect her from herself. She had weird things up there, like sticky notes saying ‘to lie like you believe it’, a skull, and a weird evil-looking cartoon, all surrounding a pic of Deeley with the words ‘Something went terribly wrong’.


    But the worst post asked why do people kill just to kill, then why do they get killed for killing?


    Now, I know that could maybe be lyrics from a song, but it doesn’t look good and then there was her weird new sign-in, ‘Timer55’. Well, it’s 55 days from June 15th, the last time anyone of us saw Deeley, until August 9th, her birthday. I’m trying to tell myself it doesn’t mean anything.


    So, I got to meet Aaron under these bizarre circumstances and I already appreciated that he let me take Denise’s things with no problem. He seemed like an okay guy - he looked scared, too - but didn’t really offer any helpful information. I was suspicious of him at first but he told me about Denise hanging out with him where he dee-jayed, and said she acted completely normal over the past few weeks. Although that made me feel better, it also didn’t make sense. Denise already admitting that Deeley’s been gone for thirty-one days, and Denise was acting normal during that time? I had to talk with her.


    I also remembered the post my mom had put up on her Internet page a couple of weeks ago. It was sort of an ode to a missing granddaughter. I know Mom wrote it only because she was really missing Deeley at that point, but what would the cops think? It was a real sentimental piece about how Deeley had come into my mom’s life and left her too soon. She called Deeley a precious little angel who is gone without reason. The post went on to complain about all the help Mom gave Denise, only to be slapped in the face for it. Mom said she felt betrayed and was suffering a broken heart, missing her little angel - meaning Deeley - and this was all online for everyone to see!


    Jesus, what would the cops think?


    I called Leanne Martin, Denise’s best friend who used to baby-sit Deeley a lot before the so-called Manny took over. Leanne went into pure shock over everything that was happening and said she had seen Denise and Deeley on June 13th or 14th, and that she’d taken a walk with them. So, I’ve got Deeley pinpointed down to at least the thirteenth of June.


    I’m willing to cooperate with the cops but I want to do everything possible on my own to help bring Deeley home. With a kidnapping, everyone has to do all they can. So, when Aaron wanted to talk with me again, I got in his truck and tried to get something of substance from him. We talked about Denise and her partying ways, and I asked a lot of questions, but Aaron was a dead end, asking too many questions of his own. It ended up being two guys shooting the shit. My goal was to get information about Deeley’s whereabouts but I got none. I guess Aaron really cared for my sister. It would be hard not to, but he was in a mild state of shock over all this shit raining down on us.


    My girlfriend, Sarah, she keeps telling me to remain calm, but how can I? My sister is the most important thing in my life and there’s no way I’m about to calm down until we find my niece and get my sister home from jail.


    The media attention is growing.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Margaret Brown


    (Mother of Denise Brown)


    


    The police, who I thought could clearly see how my daughter was cooperating with them, that our family was cooperating, went and arrested her. How much am I supposed to be able to take? Honest to God, how much can one person endure?


    I want to tell the truth. Well, I am telling the truth. I always tell the truth, no matter what those cops might think.


    I’m an admirer of David Ardley over at WKOB. I think he puts a lot of punch in his delivery and I … we … excuse me, because God knows this isn’t about me, it’s about my family, and of course I want this to be about Deeley. But what I’m trying to say is, I called David first, his station, and they told me he’d love to talk to me, yadda yadda. They’d send him over, and what’s the next thing I see on TV not two minutes later? It’s him, that nasty little hack David, down there at the jail along with the other vultures, shoving their mikes in Denise’s face while she was led past them in handcuffs. I get it. I can see the writing on the wall here.


    Maybe Mister David Ardley, star reporter, was planning to drop by when his schedule allowed, as though what I have to say, my feelings on this matter, aren’t of importance at all. The nice reporter who shows up, on the other hand, got here five minutes after I called, and to me that shows integrity.


    It’s obvious that people understand I have a story to tell and it’s the story people need to know, so that we can find my granddaughter and bring her home.


    Why talk to reporters instead of the police? I’ll tell you why. Because I have talked to the police. I’ve talked to them ‘til I’m blue in the face. My daughter talked to them for twenty hours straight, and not just talked but cooperated more fully than anyone could ask for. And what came of it? Is she here with me talking now, helping us to find Deeley, like she should be? No, she is in jail.


    I won’t forget who’s nice to me and who’s asking smart questions as this moves along. Next time someone wants an exclusive, I’m willing to talk about my family. Let the people see us for the tight-knit, normal, loving Americans we are. And, of course, Deeley, she was our center. Our heart. And now it’s all over because she’s gone and … I mean missing - she’s missing. She’s out there somewhere wondering where her Nana is. We’ll have her home soon.


    Okay, so we, the Browns, that’s me - Margaret and my husband, Keith - we’re united in this. We’re a very ordinary group. I like to think we’re special but every wife and mother feels that way, I imagine. We are from Minnesota originally. It’s where Keith and I met, and sparing the details, let’s suffice it to say we are a typical boy-meets-girl story. Though maybe what’s not so typical about us is how firmly we believe in the vows we made. Sure, we’ve gone through our ups and downs, like any couple, but the love and the promise remains strong, whatever you might be hearing to the contrary, thank you very much.


    Keith was working as a sheriff’s deputy back then and I was going to nursing school. How much more American-dream can you be than us - am I right? Not too long after our wedding, I got pregnant with what turned out to be our son, Seeley. We call him Seel, and, oh, before I forget, let me explain how Denise came up with Deeley’s name. It’s a combination of her name and Seeley’s, which I think illustrates at least a tiny bit how close we are as a family.


    At any rate, after Seel came along, I wanted to be home with my baby, Seel, like any young mother. Keith and I aren’t what you call liberated. I guess we’re family-rated. Anyway, so Keith, while he really loved being a deputy, started to see the writing on the wall, money-wise, I mean. Now I’m nobody to tell her husband what to do - Keith being happy, my kids being happy is all that matters to me - but I might have helped him along in his decision process like we women do, you know? A little reminder here and there, like saying, “Keith, they don’t treat you with enough respect and they’re paying you peanuts … maybe it’s time to either negotiate for a better position and more money or look for something else?”


    It took him a while, I’ll admit, because of his love for the work, but he started to hear me eventually. After a little while, Keith came around fine and that’s how we ended up here in Orlando. He took a job as manager with his uncle in the lighting place, but then, well never mind, it’s not important. We had Denise just before we got here, so we had our boy and our girl, and I resumed my career as a nurse and everything’s been great. We raised our kids to have what they needed. We don’t skimp on our kids.


    Seel, he played football, and Denise was a gymnast, and, after high school, Seel went right to work for Xerox where he still is. Now, Denise, maybe she was a little slower off the mark - takes after her dad - but she got my looks so she’s been able to slide a little bit, if you see my point, and three years ago those looks led her right to some boy and she comes up pregnant.


    People said to me, ‘Didn’t you notice her bulge?’ Well what am I, the house police officer? Haven’t I got enough to do around here, with working full-time and having to follow Keith around to make sure he doesn’t turn all our clothes gray doing a load of laundry? When she finally tells us she’s seven months along, what do I say to her, this daughter of mine? I say it’s going to be fine … we’ll manage, because that’s what I do. I manage. And Keith, I tell her not to worry about Keith, I’ll handle him too, not that I’m implying I had to. Keith was delighted about becoming a grandfather. Well, we both were excited and happy. God’s honest truth, it’s all we felt right out of the gate. We set up the nursery and picked out the crib, and when that baby was born, you can bet we were both in the delivery room right there with them. In fact, I was the first one who got to hold her.


    Keith and I, we loved that little girl with our whole hearts. We were never … what I’m trying to say is, there are some people, people who have young unwed daughters, who might have felt disappointed or even burdened, but not us. Now, I know what the cops are saying, maybe it wasn’t us who felt burdened, maybe it was Denise, maybe Denise missed her young, free life. Well you can take this as gospel: that is just a bunch of garbage and I didn’t know you could pile garbage so high.


    Because, don’t think for a second Keith and I didn’t understand she’d still want to go out and see her friends and things. Of course, we did, and if I’m going to be fair here, I’d have to say we took on eighty percent of the care for Deeley right out of the shoot.


    Maybe it was hard on us but she brought joy for every minute of exhaustion, and Denise now, don’t get me wrong here, she loved her … loves her like crazy, she does. But she’s just a kid too, and so, sure, there was a lot of ‘Mom will you watch the baby? I wanna go to the movies, out to the mall,’ that sort of thing, her being so young and all. Well, you have to expect it. And mornings, oh well, I have to laugh about the mornings because a Sherman tank can’t get Denise up if she’s not ready. It worked out fine, the mornings. Me, having to rush off to work, and Keith, having a more flexible schedule, well, it became their time - his and Deeley’s.


    You see, we’re a family, a perfectly normal family doing the best we can like everyone else. This babysitter, you want to know about him, this so-called Manny the nanny? Maybe I can see how it sounds funny, and of course now we all know it was funny, funny-slash-bad, I’m saying. But I can’t say I was surprised when, last month, Denise started bringing him up, saying Manny this and Manny that. We didn’t call him ‘Manny the nanny’. That’s the media for you.


    You must understand, Denise is a very normal young woman, and by that I mean she loves movie stars, and people have been commenting on her resemblance to the actress Demi Moore for as long as I can remember. A while back, Denise mentioned how this Demi had a male nanny, a ‘manny’ they call themselves. Ironically, Denise’s manny is named Manny. Apparently, it’s very chic in Hollywood, so it’s just like her to want one too.


    If people out there need me to say, “Yes, my daughter is young and, yes, she has shown poor judgment,” well, okay, I’ll say it. Take your pound of flesh and then help look for my granddaughter. If people need to hear me say my daughter may have shifted around a few facts to avoid embarrassment, I’ll say that too.


    We want Deeley home, we need her home. The police have arrested an innocent girl. My husband is devastated. My son, he’s a wreck, and as for myself, just looking at me shows what condition I’m in. I do not trust Bobby and I do not trust Emily. I think either one is capable of murder. Maybe the police should be spending a little more of their time on them.


    When I called the police, I was in a state of shock. I wanted them to do exactly what they say they do, which is to protect and serve, but I had to call them three times to get any attention. By the time I made the third call I was in a state. My daughter had just confessed that my granddaughter had been taken thirty-one days prior by some horrible Latino man and I would have said anything, just anything, to get them to my house. So, if I said Denise’s car smelled like a dead body instead of a rotting pizza, it was only my strategy to get a response.


    Now, of course, I feel they want to punish me by arresting my daughter, all because I was just trying to make them do their jobs.


    Okay, well, I hope I’ve gotten some points across. People need to know what the situation is really about. It’s about finding Deeley and nothing else. The day she was born was the best day of my life.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Denise Brown


    (Fibber McMom herself)


    


    I hope no one ever has to experience what I’m going through right now - suffering in this jail cell, and I do mean suffering. It’s either too hot or too cold in here all the time, and I’m either sweating or shivering. I want to go home now.


    Big highlight of the week is getting to pick up a phone receiver and see my parents’ crying faces on a monitor. That’s not what I need or want. I want to touch someone, I want to touch Aaron, actually, and it’s driving me crazy that I can’t.


    Everything I want is beyond this place, and even though I’m right in the middle of town, I might as well be a million miles away. I feel separated from my life, from who I am, who Denise is, by walls and Plexiglas and jail doors. Those doors, and the sounds they make, are the worst. Sometimes I think I’ll be hearing those sounds forever. Even after I’m free, I’ll still hear the doors in my dreams sliding closed and clanging on and on.


    None of this was part of my plan. And I know a lot of people will misunderstand what I just said and take it to mean I’m guilty of this terrible thing, but, no, no, no, no, the only thing I am truly guilty of is trying to handle things on my own. I admit I lied, but I have my reasons, and I think I can eventually make people understand. I wasn’t disrespecting the investigators and I think they know it. Just last year I was dating a police officer, and I’m sure he’ll tell them they are only looking at the surface of things, and that I’m a good person. I’m sure he will.


    Even though the cops got mad at me when I led them down to Universal where I used to work, I think they understood how complicated things are after I did cooperate with them. It’s not like I never worked at Universal, so it wasn’t really a lie, was it? It’s not like I created a job that never existed. I just didn’t tell the truth about the date I was actually fired.


    There’s a huge difference between actually lying and faking something which never existed. I was worried about my parents finding out I was unemployed and hassling me to get a job. I know exactly how it would have gone down: mornings in the kitchen and Mom oh-so-kindly handing me the newspaper with the want ads pre-circled for my convenience. Dad hanging around all day before heading off to his impressive career as car wash security man while managing to find the time to lecture me on the joys of employment as he hunts for his flashlight.


    Still, I wish I had confessed about not working there anymore before actually getting to the studio, though, because I guess that made me look kinda bad. Oh God, that was way embarrassing. Here I am walking down this long hall with these officers following me, and I’m thinking what door should I stop at to pretend it’s my office? I couldn’t randomly pick one. That wouldn’t have worked. Sometimes you can say what you want and it comes out okay, and other times it doesn’t, and that was one of those times.


    I knew at some point I’d have to turn around, but I just kept walking. It’s pretty comical, if you think about it, because I really did feel like I worked there, so I was kind of hoping as if magically my office would appear. By then I could actually picture the pile of papers on my desk and a framed photo of Deeley in a gold frame. There would be an old Starbucks cup, half-filled with cold coffee, and one of my jackets from last winter, and I would tell them how I kept forgetting that I needed to take it to the dry cleaners.


    Instead, it turned out to be the weirdest walk of my life and I’ve wondered, if I had walked just a little further down that hall and led them into the nice conference room where we ended up anyway when we sat down to talk, could I have gotten out of that situation maybe if I’d known there was a conference room? A few more steps and we would’ve been in it. I might’ve been able to pull it off and now everybody, including Aaron, would’ve just thought I got fired because I was put in jail. But maybe it wouldn’t have worked, either, because they put me in here for more reasons than one.


    No sense in dwelling now on things that already happened, things that anybody out there would understand has nothing to do with what’s really going on. But it would’ve been nice to not have that embarrassing moment, which probably complicated the more radical parts of this travesty of justice. Turning around to face the police, well, it was hard; I’m not going to lie and say otherwise. Anyway we were there, I was trapped, so I just took a deep breath, turned around in the hall, and told them, straight-up, “I lied. I really don’t work here.”


    I could tell from their faces, though, that they had already realized it, because one of them cracked a smile, and whenever I look back on it, I have to work really hard not to get pissed. I mean that whole exercise was just a set-up to make me look terrible. But still, I think they respected me for having the guts to tell them the truth straight out like I did.


    They would have understood from the conviction in my voice that obviously I meant to cooperate with them from that point on. Having a pretty face, let’s be honest, doesn’t hurt after you’ve been cornered, and I know they were noticing and appreciating my appearance. Not that they’ll ever admit it in court, of course. Sure, they’ve charged me with lying and obstructing justice, but I know, and they know, I was willing to cooperate despite what they’re saying about me.


    I’m also charged with child neglect but they have no evidence of any such thing. I was … am … a good mother, and the only reason my bail is so high is because of that inflammatory bullshit charge. My outrageous bail would never be so high if my stupid mother hadn’t gone and said my car smells like a dead body. That’s why I’m here, not because I took the cops on a wild goose chase to Universal. She comes here and presses for information where I can’t say anything that isn’t recorded. She’s a real brain trust, old Mom. Now that I’m here, they’ve screwed themselves because I can’t say anything to help anyone find Deeley, not while I’m kept in this rotten place. All of my conversations with Mom and Dad and Seel during their visits are recorded and taped, which I feel is an invasion of privacy and does not afford me the ability to be honest at this point, which is not my fault.


    What I think should be against the law most of all is them being able to record my phone calls to the outside. We have to call out collect. It’s the only way they allow and it’s real expensive, as Mom couldn’t wait to mention. But if I’m the one paying for the call … or my parents … I mean, I don’t think they should be able to have any access to private conversations. Those calls should be as confidential as when I’m talking with my attorney on his visits, which is the only time these nosy vultures can’t listen in.


    I needed a good attorney, and when I first met Salvatore, I knew right away my luck had changed for the better.


    He totally hears me. God, he’s the first person who’s really listened to me in a long, long time. He just sits there and gives me all the time I need to pour my heart out. Thank God for Salvatore.


    The worst thing in here is when Deeley’s face flashes in front of me. It happens when I least expect it. I’ve been catching the news on and off. I’m really becoming well known and I hear the insults. But I’m also gathering support, and a lot of guys have started writing and even sending money. They all write about my picture, the one where I’m wearing that blue dress in the hot booty contest. I mean it’s embarrassing but kind of nice too. Those other people who are upset with me because I went out to Club Faction after Manny took Deeley, well they don’t get it. I needed to appear as if everything was normal until I could find out facts about my daughter’s whereabouts. I needed to get through this awful ordeal and I was all alone in it.


    Can’t they see how activity helped me do that? Sometimes a person needs distractions to clear the mind, to be able to start fresh the next day. Anyone can understand that. I know Deeley herself would. What little girl would want to see her mommy sitting home crying, or worse, see her mommy in jail? Just because I was out at a lounge doesn’t mean I didn’t care about Deeley.


    I’m anxious to call home again tomorrow to see if there’s any progress in getting me out of here. I hope Seel doesn’t answer, though. He questions me over and over about things I’ve already explained a hundred times. He tends to forget that I really can’t say anything during recorded phone calls.


    God, my brother gets me pissed off. The first call I made from here, when I wanted Aaron’s number so badly, instead of just giving it to me, Seel and his annoying as hell whiny biotch of a girlfriend, Sarah, drove me up a wall. It was sickening the way I had to beg for the number. I mean, I know, they weren’t exactly trusting Aaron at that time because they didn’t know anything about him and were maybe wondering if he had anything to do with Deeley’s disappearance, but I told them he didn’t, so why keep asking? God, all I wanted was to let Aaron know that I wasn’t going to bring him in on any of this insane stuff.


    He needed to hear it from me. But Seel and Sarah didn’t care about me, an innocent person sitting terrified for her life in jail. Nope they just kept asking questions about Deeley and the nanny instead of giving me Aaron’s damn number. I had to tell Sarah, over and over, that yes, yes, finding Deeley is my priority, and of course it is. But I really needed to talk to Aaron, and right then, or else he might never talk to me again … and now I fear that has happened.


    I think Aaron should have tried to get in touch with me. It would’ve been the decent thing to do. I’m really hurting over this. I was totally in love with Aaron, and I know if I could talk to him, he’d understand why I lied to the police, because there’s a lot more involved.


    Oh God, jail sucks.


    Still I want to try and look at the positive aspects of my situation because, in general, I’m a very positive carefree type of person, so I’m using my time here to look back to see where I might have made a mistake or where I messed up and trusted the wrong person, that kind of thing. It’s really good to do this, because as soon as all this is over, I’m probably going to have to be on TV shows all the time; ‘Oprah’ for sure, but I hope ‘Jimmy Fallon’ too. We’d make a pretty looking couple.


    Guys, there’ve been so many of them and always the wrong ones, that’s why sometimes I had to kind of hedge my bets, which is not wrong because they all do it too. When Blaine wouldn’t own up to being my baby’s father - my second pregnancy - I had Bobby, my ex-fiancé, to fall back on after the miscarriage, and then I met this super sweet guy named Wes who practically proposed to me the first time we hooked up. But by that time Aaron was in the picture and those fireworks you hear about really existed. I swear there were sparks in Aaron’s eyes the first time he laid them on me, and it was the same for me.


    Before Marco, one of my exes, went to Cancun with Emily instead of me on the vacation I was supposed to take a few weeks ago before Mom wrecked everything, he finally said he was in love with me but by then Aaron had already come along and changed my life, although it did confuse my thoughts a bit. I felt like Denise Richards in her reality show ‘It’s Complicated’, I really did.


    I mean, I wasn’t totally sure what to do, because maybe I did still felt some love for Marco too, and then I didn’t want to burn bridges with Bobby or Marco because Aaron could go home to New York at any given time, though I was hoping if that happened I could go with him.


    Of course I was planning to take Deeley with us, Deeley my little snot nose, something I said in cuteness, by the way. The news is sure spinning that one already. Anyhow, I can’t wait to see which guy is there for me after this mess is over and done with. It’s a crisis like this that will prove who your real friends are and who you ultimately belong with boy-wise, too. This is the kind of thing I mean by being a positive person, because if I can just keep looking at this as a growth experience, then I’ll be fine.


    In the meantime I know the investigators are going to push for the four-one-one on Deeley’s real father. I don’t see how it matters at this point. I have every right to keep it confidential as it’s personal, my own business, besides which I’m pretty sure he’s dead, or wishes he was anyway. I mean, if it were … well, what I mean is I’m not going to talk about this, not ever.


    Right now I have to concentrate on getting out of here, so I’m just praying that Salvatore Gutierrez can find a way to do it. Sometimes I think it’s going to take a miracle but then I remind myself to stay positive, and when I do that, I realize everything is going to be okay.


    I’m sure it will be.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Rick Daley


    (Professional bounty hunter)


    


    How’d I get involved in this circus?


    Well, good question, good damn question. Don’t think I haven’t been asking myself the same thing a time or two. But when it started, I came into it same as everybody, by which I mean I caught it on TV. Charlotte Hope’s coverage seemed first rate to me but I can make my own decisions on a given situation, form my own opinions, and that’s what I did here.


    Have they changed any? They might have, indeed they might have, but I’ll keep it under my hat for the time-being. I wear a big hat, as you can see, so there’s lots of room under there and that’s where it’ll be staying for now.


    Yeah, so I’m watching the case unfold, and before too long I decide to enter the picture, a fairly literal move in this situation, as I realized going in that my every move would be televised. I won’t lie to you and say that wasn’t a large part of what motivated me. There’s a simple truth here, and maybe no one wants to hear it, but I’ll say it anyway; crime pays and a big case like this is going to pay a lot of bills.


    Start at the most basic level and begin adding. You’ve got your overtime for the detectives, and then enter the lawyers and the dollar amount goes way up the scale.


    Enter the media, and ka-ching ka-ching. Then there are going to be the writers, and a case like this - young beautiful party girl single mama with an adorable missing baby - and let the paperbacks in. Everybody step right on up, hands out, contract in their pockets. Even the jurors, if they ever go to trial on this, are thinking they’re going to become the next Mark Fuhrman, or what have you, and somewhere in Hollywood - and you can take my word for this - there’s a screenplay in the works already.


    My angle was to rescue that baby and become a national hero at the same time - where’s the harm in wanting a little recognition? I have a J.D. in justice but I make my living as a bounty hunter, but for once, just once, I wanted to be able to bring in a lost little girl instead of some criminal scum. I’m a father and a grandfather, and what I saw, or what I thought I saw, was a scared kid who’d done a stupid thing and backed herself into a corner.


    Sure she has her parents but I was figuring she’s more afraid of telling them the truth than she was of having to sit in jail. Meantime, there’s a little girl out there somewhere, and all that was needed, I felt, was for someone who could talk straight to cut through the lies and obfuscations, find out where Deeley was, and bring her home. To accomplish this I needed to give the kid, Denise, someone she not only trusted but someone she would be grateful to.


    So I hook up with my nephew the bail bondsman, throw my investigator Grace into the car, and head over to Florida. I cut through the red tape, get Denise home to Mom and Dad, sit her down on the couch, and say, “Okay, Kid, let’s cut the lies and talk the truth. Where is the baby?”


    She didn’t like my asking. I could see that straight from the get-go. And, me, well I didn’t like her not liking me asking.


    I mean, wasn’t that the point? I’d come all the way down to Florida, left my hound at home, given her a get-out-of-jail-free card and she’s pissed that I want to help find her child? I suppose my hinky meter began ringing right then, but I persevered.


    “Come on, Denise, you can tell me. Did you get into a little trouble with someone, maybe give the baby to them to cover a bad situation?” I ask.


    I think, to be honest, she would have stayed silent, except right about then, her brother and her old man, Keith, come into the living room where we’re sitting having our little talk. Now, I’m getting ready to ask them to leave because, see, that’s my whole premise on why this kid Denise has been silent. I was thinking she didn’t want to tell what she knew in front of her people, especially that mother of hers.


    Margaret Brown is the sort of woman who could put the fear of God into just about anyone. Not me, mind you, but two minutes with her poor s.o.b. of a husband and you can see she got the job done on him long ago. At any rate, I’m getting ready to tell them to take a hike, but before I do, old Keith walks up real close to her and leans down and whispers. “Yes, Denise, please tell the man where Deeley is, why don’t you?”


    By this time I’m starting to wonder about these people. I mean, we got Margaret sobbing on the TV, but inside the house she’s as happy as the day is long, making little salmon patties for her daughter and not saying a word about Deeley. And now here’s old Keith whispering to his daughter and looking over his shoulder to make sure Margaret doesn’t hear him expressing a word of interest. And the cherry on top of the sundae is brother Seeley who’s grinning like a lovesick dog at Denise while stroking her arm and saying, “If you can, tell us, DMB, if it’s not too hard for you.”


    That’s what he calls her, DMB, like she a legal firm or some nonsense. It’s their little thing, I guess. Stands for Denise Margaret Brown. It’s also the baby’s actual initials. Weird, I know.


    So, the second he touches her it’s like me and Keith disappear. Those two are in their own world, and it’s him out of the three of us she answers, all soft and sweet, showing a side of herself I sure as hell hadn’t seen.


    “Okay, Seel, yes, I’ll tell you what really happened, you and Mr. Daley, but he has to go,” clearly meaning poor Keith.


    Now me, if one of my kids talked to me like that, well they’d be wearing sheetrock tuxedos, but poor old Keith, he just slinks out of the room and starts pacing around the kitchen. It’s a small house, damned small, so I could hear his sandals flapping on the linoleum and him sighing in there. But what I was focused on was what Denise was about to confess, and I’m waiting, and Seel’s waiting and patting and stroking any inch of her he could get his hands on. And Denise, she’s starting to just glow from the attention, and here’s the big inside scoop she gave us.


    Tells us how she’d never taken Deeley to Manny’s apartment that day. Instead, she’d met him over at a place called Kay Ranch Park, planning to later rendezvous there to pick up Deeley. Says when she got there, though, what went down was that this Manny starts going off on her about what a lousy mother she was and then jumps her and holds her down with the help of his boyfriend, Ferdinand Marcos. She says this Ferdinand tells her it’s Manny’s opinion that Denise is an unfit mother too, so with his - Ferdinand’s - help, they’re going to take Deeley to teach Denise a lesson. Then Manny instructs her not to go to the police and not to try and stop him and Ferdinand.


    Denise said she obeyed because she didn’t want these outlaws to retaliate against her by hurting Deeley. After this little scene, Denise says she felt like she’d better avoid her family lest they force the truth from her, which might endanger Deeley, so she moves in with her new man Aaron to keep a low profile.


    She tells us that, next thing she knows, Manny has taken control of her MySpace account and is sending her messages telling her where to go while she searches for Deeley. Luckily for her, all the places he says to go are bars, specifically where her new lover spins records, so this will help her to keep her investigation secret.


    After a few days of Denise’s ongoing cooperation, she says Ferdinand gets a hold of her and sends her an encoded message to tell her he and Manny are pleased with her obedience, and to reward her, they will return Deeley home by her third birthday, August ninth. She finishes up this story to Seel and me by rubbing at her eye and pretending to cry, and saying in this little teeny voice, “Of course, now that Mom has contacted the police, it’s all over. They’ll never bring Deeley back. I’m so afraid I’ll never see my baby girl again.”


    Seel, that dumb s.o.b, is eating it up with a spoon. Me, I’m a man who doesn’t like to waste too many words, so I say, “I see. So, to paraphrase: Your daughter has been kidnapped by one Manuel Noriega and the ghost of Ferdinand Marcos, and you’ve been running your own investigation from the bottom of shot glass. Is that about it?” Then I got a little adamant. “Let’s cut the crap,” I say. “Is your child’s body somewhere in this Kay Ranch Park?”


    What does she do next? Stands up and starts screaming like the girl from ‘The Exorcist’. “You can’t talk to me like a cop,” she commands. “How dare you ask me this shit in my own house? Get the eff out of my house … out, out, out.”


    Old Seel pulls her against his chest and I hear this loud groan from Keith in the kitchen before I hear him go out the back door.


    But I didn’t waste another minute of my time talking to any of these mooks. I just got up and left, feeling pretty damned foolish myself for having ever come to Florida in the first place.


    That baby’s long gone. The baby’s dead. She’s been dead from Day One. Still, I haven’t pulled the bond yet because I’d like to see her brought home for a decent burial, and I’ve left my investigator Grace right inside that house with Denise as I wouldn’t put it past her to head out her bedroom window while Mom and Dad are looking the other way, and then I’m out half a mil. I wouldn’t put anything past Denise, and that’s all I’m going to be saying for now.


    I’m going to be sticking around awhile, though, seeing what I can find out. It’s a little personal to me now. Meantime, can you believe this neighborhood? Fifty motor homes camped out here, bus tours going by. I’ve never seen anything like it and I’ve seen plenty.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Keith Brown


    (Father of Denise Brown)


    


    Go away, get off my lawn, stay off my property, leave us alone. Respect our privacy!


    I’ve used those words repeatedly since Rick Daley showed up, because with him came the first looky-lous, and then after Charlotte Hope turned our family tragedy into her own private vendetta slash ratings bonanza and made my daughter into this generation’s O.J. Simpson, it was all over, any semblance of privacy or normalcy. I shouldn’t say ‘normalcy’; we’ll never have that again until Deeley comes home, I know that, but surely we have a right to our private pain, don’t we? The public treats us like zoo animals. I truly can’t bear this another day.


    Please don’t misunderstand me, I can’t begin to express my appreciation for all of those supporting our family, those helping us search for Deeley, and the many organizations that have donated and offered organized efforts in aiding our mission to bring Deeley home. For all of them, all of you, out there know that my heart is filled with gratitude. But for those who show up to condemn us, and to spew hatred for no good reason other than to upset and disgrace our family, I beg of you: Leave us alone. Our goal is to find our missing granddaughter, and all of you hurt and hamper that goal, and hurt Deeley!


    It’s getting worse every day. A woman came by with a huge sign yesterday that said:


    


    I WOULDN’T WAIT A MONTH EVEN IF MY DOG WENT MISSING.


    


    The lady held the sign over our property line, so Seel went out and grabbed it, ripped it in two, then trashed it.


    I had to pull the hose on a few people yesterday. You think I like doing that? The deputy has clearly stipulated all the legal boundaries to the demonstrators, but few respect them.


    Everything is spinning out of control and we’re a mess. The news vans are everywhere and their cameras catch our every movement. We keep saying there’s no baby killer in our family, but then sometimes I can step back from all of it and remember that, hard as it is to understand, these people see it as justice of a kind, too. Even the haters are here in the name of justice for Deeley.


    Margaret, she’s taking her frustrations out on me at a time I need to stay focused. I can understand she needs an outlet for her anger, and that has always been me, but with all this added pressure it’s really getting to me. How could it not?


    And I am grateful to Rick Daley for being here and staying on and on and on to help after he put up Denise’s bail and brought her home to us, I am. But it’s not advancing our mission much. I’m totally frustrated, weary and losing hope. Just like I told them in my police interview, this is a devastating situation for a father and a grandfather, and I’m both.


    You think of your daughter when she was little, when she would jump into your lap and put her arms around your neck and make you feel like her hero, but how do you save her from something this enormous? Then you’re thinking about how and why and where you lost your daughter along the way, and you’re wishing she hadn’t gotten pregnant so young, but then there’s this new little girl around the house, putting her hands around your neck again and hugging you, and saying she loves you, and, God, can I make it through all this? I honestly don’t know.


    Seems like I’m not only fighting to have my granddaughter returned, I’m fighting the entire world, including my own family members. I drive around every day with a sign that pleads for people to help us find Deeley. Margaret tells me to stop wasting time with the sign, that it isn’t the way.


    I say, “Then tell me the way,” but she has no answers, only more recriminations, but then that’s always been her only answer to me. Some miseries are new but there are many that predate this tragedy as well.


    When I visited Denise in jail, she surprised me by telling me I was a good father. Hearing her say that meant so much to me that I wanted to tear down the walls separating us with my bare hands so I could hug her and comfort her. Now I have her home, thanks to Rick, and I want to punch through the walls every time I talk to her because she’s driving me insane.


    The other night I’m in my backyard, my own backyard that just had dogs sniffing around in it to find my granddaughter’s body, the one they are sure my daughter, her mother, buried somewhere here. They tore most of it up, all Margaret’s bedding plants, the area around my shed. They even overturned the little playhouse we’d built for her second birthday a month before her disappearance. That was hard to watch, I can tell you.


    Most people can’t imagine what that feels like, and I hope they never have to. You want people on the trail of this Manny character - that’s where you want the detectives focused - but instead you have cadaver dogs working around your property. All this is going on while I’m encouraging crowds of people to ask around, to keep their eyes and ears open for news or sightings of our beautiful little Deeley. I have posted pictures of her everywhere so that people will recognize her when they see her.


    After a while, though, you start to wonder about how much the police actually know and how much and what you don’t know. You start thinking maybe there isn’t anyone named Manny. You think about how you’ve already found out there was no job at Universal and that the last known residence of anyone with a name even close to this Manny has been vacant for six months. You’ve learned your daughter waited over a month to confess Deeley’s disappearance, and so you start to question the existence of any nanny, too. And yes, our old car is long gone, confiscated as evidence, but every time you think of it, you can still smell it. You don’t forget a smell like that. You begin to wonder about a lot of things, but then you get a call from a woman who claims to have seen Deeley at the Orlando Airport and your hopes rise again. It’s the not knowing part that works on you, and if Denise would cooperate with us, well, we might make progress.


    So, that’s what I’m thinking about while I’m standing in the yard after midnight, like I do lately, to be alone - I’m thinking about how hot it is outside and how airless it is inside our house, and I’m trying to catch not only my breath but my better senses, too. My gut instincts start me gasping for air in the heat and then I start to sweat, and then I decided it was past time to confront Denise because Margaret sure won’t do it.


    She’s been home a few days now, getting comfortable, like all this activity to find Deeley is really just about her. She’ll preen and grin if someone brings her flowers or a treat she wanted, and drift off to her room if they ask her a question she doesn’t want to answer, and that pretty much covers any question that isn’t, “Denise, is there anything I can get you”?


    She prances around the house like she owns it, nothing new there, and she sits at her vanity while brushing her hair and playing music, or watching herself on TV with the volume turned off so she doesn’t have to hear ‘mean things’, and it’s all like all this is some circus she begged the family to bring her to that now she’s lost interest in.


    Last night I overheard her talking with Seel and Rick, and I got so angry about her attitude that as soon as they were done with her, I marched into the living room where she was and asked some questions of my own.


    Fat lot of good it did me.


    “Denise, where is our baby?”


    “Dad, how many times do I have to tell you? I don’t know,” she answers, like I’m bugging her.


    “Denise, let’s go over this all once again. Maybe something will …”


    “Dad, stop it! How many times do I have to tell you? If I knew …”


    I had heard enough of what she’d just told Rick, so I interrupt her this time. “Denise, we’re going over it a million times, if necessary, until we’re dark blue in the face. That’s why you’re home now, to help us. You already blew off Rick, the man who brought you home,” I remind her, “and we need to make the best of this opportunity. Now, you’re going to tell me again, this Manny, give me more information. You’ve got to remember things, even if you can’t remember exact addresses.”


    Denise cooperates because I think she saw I meant business, and tells me, “There’s a sister in Mexico, I think … or Panama. And he mentioned relatives in New York.”


    “Okay. The city?” I ask. “New York’s a big state. Did he say Upstate New York or the city? Did he mention a borough?”


    I’m thinking all these questions mean something, that they help prove my granddaughter is still alive.


    Denise got exasperated with me but she learned the true meaning of exasperation after what I did next. I threw my fists up in the air and I screamed right in her face as loud as my voice could go. My temples could have split wide open.


    “TELL ME WHERE SHE IS, GODDAMMIT! TELL ME NOW, GODDAMMIT, DENISE! STOP AND TELL ME WHERE MY GRANDDAUGHTER IS! TELL ME NOW … NOW … NOW … TELL ME FUCKING NOW!”


    I just lost it then and tears started pouring down my face and I fell onto my knees in front of her while she stared at me.


    “Please,” I begged her, “please tell me where Deeley is. Please, Denise, please, please, please.”


    I’m broken, fixed in that position, sobbing the word ‘please’ over and over, and Denise, she didn’t blink an eye let alone shed a tear, and then in comes Margaret who starts yelling at me and asking me what the hell is wrong with me.


    I tried to defend what I was trying to do with Denise but Margaret told me to leave immediately, and when I walked out to the kitchen, Margaret followed me and made it clear that what she meant was that I had to get out of the house. She said I’m helping nothing and she kicked me out. Told me to drive away and not come back. She looked at me like I’ve lost my mind, and she’s right, I am losing my mind.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Charlotte Hope


    (Eye on America)


    


    Good evening America, this is ‘Eye on America’ and I’m Charlotte Hope.


    Tonight, continuing shocks out of Orlando, Florida, where the young mother whose baby is still missing was released from jail only to be arrested again for stealing, having stolen her best friend’s checkbook and wiped out the account! With friends like that, you don’t need enemies, right?


    Let’s face it, even the big bounty hunter who traveled cross-country to get this fibber out of jail can’t figure out this incredible story, so now she’s back behind bars and will remain in prison for repeatedly lying to authorities regarding the disappearance of her precious two-year-old daughter, Deeley Margaret Brown.


    The young mother, Denise Brown, has in fact lied so much, and in such bizarre ways, we are referring to her as Fibber McMom here at ‘Eye on America’. This case has Florida investigators tied in knots, the F.B.I. scratching their heads, and an entire nation asking where is little Deeley and is she still alive?


    Here is what we’re learning on top of what we already know: Denise Brown who did not report her child missing for thirty-one days, and in fact never reported her missing - since it was Baby Deeley’s grandma who finally called 911 - is a party girl like no other. In fact, America, Fibber McMom indulged in some of her wildest nights following the disappearance of Baby Deeley.


    Daily we are assaulted by pictures of Fibber dancing the night away, competing in a hot booty contest and hearing tales from her lover, Aaron Garrey, about what a grand old time they had during the month … the month, America, during which little Deeley was gone.


    Fibber says Baby Deeley was stolen by a mysterious character named Manuel Noriega, known to her as ‘Manny’. Police claim that to date no evidence of such a person exists. Fibber claims to have worked as a promoter at Universal but Universal claims it just isn’t so!


    Enter the grieving grandparents, Margaret and Keith Brown, being bombarded by demonstrators because they want to find this missing child.


    America, as you are aware, I am a mother first and a news woman second, so my heart aches for this couple whose precious grandbaby has vanished and whose own daughter is at the least, as the detectives say, a ‘person of interest’ in this painful situation.


    But I must ask them tonight: Why, Margaret, why, Keith, are you refusing to help the authorities to bring little Deeley home?


    America, you heard here exclusively the 911 call of grieving Granny Margaret, the same woman who sobbed to 911 … and let’s cue this for a moment.


    


    Female voice:


    It smells like there is something dead in the car.


    


    Okay, Folks, we all just heard it again. It smells like there is something dead in the car.


    Now Granny Margaret says there was a pizza box in the car, there was garbage in the car. Is Granny Margaret backing off of her own recorded statements to protect her daughter, Fibber McMom, and if so, where does this leave Baby Deeley?


    Granny Margaret says little Deeley is alive somewhere. She says, along with her husband, Keith, Baby Deeley’s own grandpa, that they are conducting an independent investigation because the authorities are focused on the wrong person. Her daughter, in addition, has now publicly thrown suspicion on both Fibber’s former fiancé and her former best friend Emily, a theft victim of Fibber.


    Here’s my question, America: Why the changing stories and the false leads?


    I’ll be taking calls, but first let’s take a moment to look at Grandpa Keith. Keith Brown, a former police officer who was at first cooperative with the police and who himself admitted to smelling death, and who has said his only priority is finding Deeley, is now refusing further interviews and has lawyered up.


    Why, Keith? And there’s more: Tonight, based on a tip from one very close to the Brown family, someone who was inside that house, ‘Eye on America’ can share with you a shocking new allegation in this twisted saga.


    For more on this breaking news, let’s go out to our field reporter, Bambi Isles. Bambi, what’s going on?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Hi Charlotte, thank you for having me on, and let me say this case is developing so many twists it’s hard to keep up, but what we know tonight is that, according to police, both Denise Brown and her mother Margaret Brown have stated that the night of fifteen, June, the last night which little Deeley ever spent at her grandparents’ home, the home she had lived in all her life, was just another night in the house, nothing significant at all. But our source claims otherwise. He says that contrary to Margaret’s assertion that it was only her, Denise, and Baby Deeley in the house, her son Seeley was also there, apparently awaiting a chance to say Happy Father’s Day to Keith who was working until eleven, and while there, he witnessed a knock-down, drag-out fight between Denise and her mother Margaret. Our source’s asserting further that Margaret became so enraged she attempted to choke Denise Brown. Seeley told our source that Denise was so furious at her mother’s words and actions, she grabbed little Deeley and stormed out of the house that evening, not returning until after her mother had left for work the next day, a Monday.


    


    Charlotte:


    Bambi, what is Grandpa Keith saying about this, because haven’t we all heard from him about how Monday morning, the last morning he supposedly saw Baby Deeley, was simply an ordinary day? Hasn’t he said his daughter slept in, as she customarily did, and that he and little Deeley had a nice morning together, sharing a bowl of cereal? Isn’t that what he told the investigators, Bambi, or am I mistaken?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    No, Charlotte, you are not mistaken. Keith Brown did indeed state that he had breakfast with his granddaughter and kissed her goodbye as his daughter Denise, who as far as he knew, was heading off to work and gave him a nice wave on her way out, telling him little Deeley was on her way to the nanny’s and that she, Denise, was presumably then going to work.


    


    Charlotte:


    And no one ever saw Baby Deeley again, right?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    That’s right, Charlotte, no one ever saw little Deeley Brown again.


    


    There you have it, America. Conflicting stories and I am forced to ask why. Why would Baby Deeley’s grieving grandparents conceal the story of an explosive fight the very night before Baby Deeley vanishes? By her own admission, even Fibber acknowledges she never spent another night in her parents’ home until Granny Margaret came hunting her down a month later at her lover Aaron Garrey’s apartment. Is it too much to speculate that Fibber left home in a rage that night, and if her mother hadn’t found her and forced her home, might not have ever returned? More, why is Grandpa Keith saying it was all business as usual around the Brown house that morning, because if our inside source is correct, then what actually happened? Did he witness his daughter and Baby Deeley coming into the house sometime after his wife Margaret left for work? Maybe they were disheveled and is it too much to imagine that little Deeley was a bit confused from having spent the night who knows where? Fibber McMom sure isn’t telling! Is it too much to ask why Keith Brown, Baby Deeley’s very own grandpa, has not told the authorities what more he might know about that morning? What we might wonder is, didn’t he ask his daughter where she and his precious granddaughter had spent the previous night, or was he used to her keeping the baby out overnight on many other occasions? Didn’t he notice Denise, presumably hurriedly, gathering up some clothes for herself - and we will hope for Baby Deeley as well? Didn’t Keith’s wife Margaret tell him anything about the violent fight between her daughter and herself the night before?


    Let’s take some calls. Louise in Los Angeles, you’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, my dear?


    


    Louise in Los Angeles:


    Hi … hi, Charlotte. Thank you for taking my call. I totally love your show.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, dear. What’s your question, Louise?


    


    Louise in Los Angeles:


    Oh, okay, well it’s not really a question. Well, yeah, I guess it is. Okay, I’m wondering if maybe Margaret might have been, like, all upset after arguing with her daughter and, you know, just stormed off to bed. Maybe she didn’t even notice her daughter leaving the house. My mom is always yelling at me and then she just storms out of the room and goes up to her bedroom. She never even lets me defend myself. She’s crazy and maybe Denise’s mom is crazy, too.


    


    Charlotte:


    Louise, that is an interesting question. Did Margaret know her daughter had left the house? Thank you for your insight. But, America, if by some possibility Margaret was unaware of Fibber’s storming off, that still doesn’t explain Grandpa Keith not mentioning seeing his daughter and Baby Deeley arrive the next morning, and why won’t brother Seeley simply come out and tell the authorities what he witnessed on the fateful night of June 15, the last night Baby Deeley ever slept in her own home? Let’s take a call from Robert in Joliet. Hello, Robert, you’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, my Friend?


    


    Robert, Joliet Resident:


    Hi, Charlotte. You look real pretty tonight. I like your blouse.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, Robert. What’s your question?


    


    Robert, Joliet Resident:


    Well, it’s this, Charlotte. Do you know if the authorities are looking into a kidnapping angle?


    


    Charlotte:


    By kidnapping angle, Robert, are you referring to the purported kidnapper Manuel Noriega, Fibber’s to-date imaginary male nanny?


    


    Robert, Joliet Resident:


    No, no, Charlotte. I’m wondering if the police are looking at a possible outside kidnapping. Maybe when this Denise girl walked outside her house after a fight with her mom, somebody snatched her little girl, maybe something to do with the Muslims and Al Qaeda. Fifteen years ago the same thing happened to my wife Louisa and -


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, Robert. Let’s hope the authorities are watching tonight. One more question, from Dee Dee in Johnson City Tennessee. Go ahead, dear.


    


    Dee Dee:


    Charlotte, I always watch your show and saw the clip of those grandparents, Margaret and Keith, last week throwing gum at each other. Is this family for real? They looked like two teenagers, and they’re one gum-chomping family, aren’t they?


    


    Charlotte:


    Maybe it helps their nerves, the stress they’re under, but, yes, Dee Dee, good point. They’re behaving like juveniles in front of America. We’ve never seen anything like it. You can’t ask that Margaret anything about the possibility of this baby being gone forever. She’s wearing her blinders, but what granny and grandpa would want to think otherwise? Thank you, Dee Dee.


    


    America, we have with us again tonight Denise Brown’s attorney, prominent legal counsel Salvatore Gutierrez. Let’s hear his take on the alleged fight which may have precipitated McMom's flight from her parents’ home with little Deeley in tow. Salvatore Gutierrez, tell us something we don’t know.


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Good evening, Charlotte. Thank you for having me on. I would like to stress that in this case there are going to be a great many rumors and innuendos as well as outright lies -


    


    Charlotte:


    Something your client seems to have a large supply of herself … So, Salvatore Gutierrez, let’s get back to my question. Is your client talking about a fight between herself and her mother which caused her to leave the house dragging Baby Deeley behind her?


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Charlotte, I can’t divulge anything my client may or may not be saying, but I would like to say that this investigation is in the preliminary stages and I have no personal knowledge of any argument between Denise and her mother. I hope your viewers will not have a rush to judgment and -


    


    Charlotte:


    And I hope, Salvatore Gutierrez, that should you join my show again, you will stop treating my audience as gullible prospective jurors.


    


    America, a beautiful baby girl has vanished, a young woman remains in jail, trapped there by her own lies and criminal acts. Grieving grandparents withdraw their support from the authorities and begin to circle the wagons around their daughter. The possibility of a violent argument on Baby Deeley’s last night at home only raises more questions than it answers, and here at ‘Eye on America’ I’ll be following each development as it occurs. Until tomorrow, goodnight, my Friends, and let’s take a moment to honor our fallen heroes from a grateful nation who mourns alongside their families this evening.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Keith Brown


    (Father of Denise Brown)


    


    I know nothing about a fight my daughter and wife supposedly had the day before Denise had taken off with Deeley, and I would be very surprised to find out that my son ever suggested such an argument took place, but then again I wouldn’t put it past Margaret not telling me about it if it did happen. Margaret follows her own rules, and it’s always been that way. I only hear what she wants me to hear. I only get to do what she wants me to do.


    I work the three-to-eleven shift as a security guard for a private company. It’s not the best job in the world and it’s not the worst. Margaret is the breadwinner these days, that’s true enough, and I’m aware of it. I would be, even if she didn’t make me aware of it every time she pays a bill, or buys a sack of groceries, or turns off a light I’m using to read to save on the utility bills.


    I didn’t want it to be that way but that’s the way things turned out. Since everything about me and Margaret is now a story of national interest, and the hits keep coming nightly via the Charlotte Hope show and many others, I want to tell my side of things, mostly about me and Margaret.


    Yes, Margaret and I separated for a month last year. I stayed with my parents, who live an hour away, until we worked things out. What couple doesn’t have occasional problems? I had lost a lot of money in an Internet scam, and, yes, things could be better between my wife and me, but is this really of interest to all the people out there, and if so, then why so? Don’t they have any problems of their own or does hearing about ours make theirs seem smaller?


    Sure, the dynamics in our house changed after Deeley was born - there was a new person in the house, a little girl who stole all our hearts. Sure, there are things that annoy me about Denise, and things that annoy me about Margaret, but the troubles in my marriage have nothing to do with any of this and won’t help us to find Deeley.


    The career I once had - the one Margaret forced me to give up many years ago - would have made a vast difference in my financial value to my household, but every step of the way I gave in to my wife. I’ve always done what she wanted me to do, what she thought was best. I trust her advice, though often it’s not the best advice. She once said, ‘Work with your father, it pays more than your deputy’s job’, so I worked with my father and came close to destroying my relationship with him. She said, ‘Try running your own business’, so I ran my own auto shop and went bankrupt. She said, ‘Let’s move down south, closer to my parents, so we packed up our belongings and moved to Florida with our two young kids and never found another job that paid over minimum wage again. It was easier for Margaret with her R.N. license to get the better job, but I’ve always done my part and am vastly sorry for times I didn’t listen to my own instincts, but that’s personal business.


    Last year I broke my leg, for the third time in two years, and until I could find another job, I went on disability and I even got a decent settlement of nearly forty thousand dollars from the company whose scaffolding I’d fallen off of. I used all of the money towards getting us caught up, and despite being in a cast up to my hip and having to use crutches, I was feeling better about myself as a man. Margaret said she felt better about me as a man, too. Then about six months ago, when Margaret and Denise started fighting constantly, I sensed a foreboding, ominous atmosphere surrounding us in our own home. I had no one to talk to about it, even Seel, as I didn’t want to trouble him with my fears.


    Denise hardly spoke to me at all and Margaret was always at work. It seemed like, while our finances should have been better, they were getting worse again instead. We discovered that Denise was spending more money than Margaret and I put together. It turned out that she was using Margaret’s credit cards and running up huge bills on them without our permission, and taking food from our freezer and running out to friends’ houses to have barbecues and parties.


    Finally I confronted her about it and, predictably, she got mad and defensive, but that night she gave Margaret a check for five thousand dollars to pay back some of the money. Margaret got all teary-eyed and asked me if I didn’t feel like a worm for “Hounding our daughter for money I should have been able to provide for our family.”


    I guess I felt like a worm but mostly because I let Margaret talk to me that way. A few days later, of course, we found out the check was no good and that, worse, all the checks we’d written because of it, for luxuries like our mortgage and the car payment, had bounced, and that the shit had hit the fan. Interestingly, though, it all became my fault. Fault and responsibility, as Margaret has taught me, are, after all, a matter of interpretation.


    Denise never ‘stole’ from us. She took liberties because she’s our daughter, a young daughter, who like any other couple’s young daughter, likes the mall. Meantime, before we had even gotten the news about our own bank account problems, we’d learned about the money Denise stole from her grandmother, Margaret’s mother, Ruthie, who, like Margaret, forgave Denise for it. Nor was there a fight about the social security check Denise stole from her grandpa who is in a nursing home for Alzheimer’s patients, and as Margaret explained, Denise was truly sorry for these ‘events’, as she, Margaret, called them, though even Margaret agrees that Denise went too far in stealing money from her friends. I prefer to say nothing further about any of it, actually, except that I’m sorry everyone had to find out, because we’re losing support left and right due to all these unrelated matters coming out in the media about Denise.


    When the news stories about Deeley began to break, Margaret’s brother, Dave, emailed me and Margaret, and accused us of being the stupidest people alive. He thinks Deeley is dead and that Denise is covering up an accident. He called Denise a liar and a thief.


    I can’t deny she has lied and stolen, but I’m not prepared to believe she had anything to do with Deeley’s disappearance beyond poor judgment in whom she allowed to watch over Deeley.


    I accept my responsibilities for the former problems in my home, but they are private problems, and the media shouldn’t be poking their noses into our business, and our own blood family should be supporting us, not insulting us.


    I can say that it’s true that we started seeing less and less of Deeley when the nanny took over, after Leanne Martin stopped babysitting. Leanne got mad at Denise because she thought Denise was taking advantage of her, going to the beach and mall instead of to work. Granted, we now know Denise hadn’t been working, and that lends credence to the police theory that there is no nanny, or Manny, whatever everyone is calling him. The media, they keep asking what kind of mother Denise was, using those past tense verbs as if my granddaughter is dead and Denise is no longer a mother. What I say is that Denise is young. Is she the mother of the year? Probably not? Does that make her a child killer? Of course not ...


    We’ll hear more bad things from the media, but before they bring up the flea bites, let me talk about them first and tell you how I feel about that.


    I remember being shocked when Denise brought Deeley home covered in flea bites. They were all up and down Deeley’s calves, and all over her little feet and ankles. I always want to protect Deeley from any harm, from any person, including from my daughter, and I’ve never doubted that Margaret loves the child as much. We remain united in that. When I asked Denise, “What the hell is going on?” about the bites, she said all kids get them and she can’t control the gazillion fleas at the beach and park.


    Margaret, a registered nurse, I remind you, said the same thing, which was what they both swore up and down as well about some of the bad sunburns Deeley had during that last year, too. Okay, then. As for the picture of a purported bald spot that Deeley had, that the media says is from being left on her back for days at a time, Margaret says little kids often pull out their own hair, and anyway, she was such an active little girl, she wouldn’t have just laid there for hours on her back, not if she was conscious and … I’m sorry, can you give me a minute?


    Look, I always wanted to look into placing Deeley in a daycare center but Denise said she couldn’t afford it. I figured, if she’s paying the nanny, then daycare couldn’t cost too much more. I never liked not knowing exactly where that baby was at all times. Denise’s attitude was sometimes unsettling, but, no, I didn’t complain much. I try so hard to keep peace in this house. I’ve always told myself that was best for Deeley too - no arguing. Arguing is so hard on the little ones.


    I think we’re in a crisis right now but we can still fix things, we can still get back to the way things were, if the law and the media can just get on the right track and stop being so damned concerned about my and Margaret’s little problems, and start following every lead on my missing granddaughter. Margaret and I are now agreed on hiring a private investigator. Rick Daley can’t do much more. Denise is going back to jail because he has revoked her bail guarantee, and pretty soon Rick will leave because I see what he’s thinking now.


    Deeley’s the best thing that ever happened to all of us. I felt like King of the World when that little girl was in my arms. I miss her so much. I miss hearing her call me Ko Ko. People can think we’re delusional all they want. I’m not trying to fool myself. I just don’t want to miss that baby anymore. I want her home. We all want her home.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Margaret Brown


    (Mother of Denise Brown)


    


    Yeah, there’s that young ditz over there with the cameraman … that Sammy Smile with KORL … oh sorry, Bambi Isles with KORL. Great name, isn’t it? Wonder if it’s real.


    Well, I think her parents must have planned for her to be in showbiz, giving such a fine name; showbiz or the pole. Don’t think I haven’t seen her little reports on that hack Charlotte Hope’s so called ‘Eye on America’. ‘Eyeball up America’s Ass’ is more like it.


    That Bambi probably thinks she’ll be a big star one day, riding my daughter’s misfortune all the way to some network desk. Well, think again, Honey. I’ve seen a million of her kind since this started, in their cheap dresses and tossing their shiny blond hair. Bambi is looking a little over-processed, I might add, and they’re all the same. Ambulance chasers. If it bleeds, it leads, and I keep abreast of things, you can bet I do, thank you very much.


    When this injustice is over and my granddaughter is home, and my daughter’s been exonerated, all the Charlotte Hopes and Bambi Isles will pull up stakes and go on home to Hollyweird to chase some other poor fool, and probably end up on a cable channel standing around playgrounds, talking about whether monkey bars are safe or not. She doesn’t have what it takes. You want to know who has what it takes? My daughter, that’s who, the girl you all love to hate. Denise Margaret Brown. She’s the whole package - looks, brains, and the camera loves her.


    If I’m wrong, then why do you think everyone in the world likes to watch every move she makes? She’s the reason this thing has gotten so out of control. We have every man in America wanting to marry her and every two-bit nothing girl hating her because she’s so much prettier than them. Combine that with her star qualities and you’ve got made-for-television excitement.


    In fact, it won’t surprise me a bit if Denise ends up on a show like ‘The View’ when this is over with, though I won’t lie and say that I’m not attracting some interest myself. In fact, there is talk of a reality show once Deeley is back home again, which could be any minute now.


    As you can see, I’m out here putting an end to further media access to me and my family. I’ve got fifty-five stakes to put up and then I’ll run that tape between them, and after that’s done, I’ll add the forty ‘no trespassing’ signs I bought this afternoon. I think it will send a pretty strong message and I’ll stay out here all night, if I have to, so everyone can see I’m done with the media.


    No, I do not need to ask Keith or my son for help, thank you very much. They are both plenty upset with the media, and if I let them outside the front door, next thing I know they’ll start talking, and then I’ll have to see my family’s personal issues splattered all over T.V. later on, and I’ve had about enough of it. So, Bambi Isle’s boss and little false idol, Charlotte Hope, can know that the days of the Browns talking to their kind are over and done with.


    I’ll tell you another thing: I didn’t like the so-called exclusive on this supposed fight I had with my daughter. There was no fight before she left the house on June fifteenth. In fact, our last night together as a united family, before Deeley was kidnapped, was one of the most beautiful, perfect evenings I’ve ever spent with my daughter and grandbaby.


    Why, I remember it like it was yesterday. I’d been with Deeley at my father’s nursing home and we had a fine time. Then later that night, when Denise got home, we watched the videos I’d taken of our little Deeley with her great grandpa, and you want to talk exclusive, well here’s one: Me and Denise both got a little teary-eyed watching the videos I’d taken earlier that day. My daughter is as family-oriented as they come. Miss ‘Eyes on America’ has got it completely wrong.


    How dare they suggest Denise had stolen money from her grandfather and that we fought about it? Lies, lies and more lies. Now do you see why I’m done talking to people? There was no fight, my daughter is not a thief, she is not a liar, and she was a great mother to our little Deeley every day of her life … I mean is a great mother to Deeley … and as soon as she comes home, you can all see it for yourselves. After she was bailed out, she never stopped crying for one instant and she never stopped looking for Deeley, either.


    I’ll tell you another thing: that Rick, that so-called bounty hunter - bounty hunter, my behind - fame hunter, that’s all he is, a cheap nickel look-at-me fame junkie who also was in love with Denise. That’s right, God’s honest truth, he saw her picture on the television and he might have told the world he came here to bail her out to help him find Deeley, but what he really wanted was for my daughter to play ‘find the sausage’ with him. And when she said ‘no way, old man’, then he started talking trash about her. So, thank you very much, Mr. Daley, but your kind of help we don’t need or want.


    I guess I’m probably going to have to get a restraining order against him. I think I might be at the courthouse tomorrow at about nine in the morning doing just that, and won’t those damn cameras show up? I’m a little tired of having my every move filmed.


    Now my Denise has been rearrested again on more theft charges and dragged out of her own home back into that horrible place, and I’ll tell you this, jail is a place that is just filled with criminals - criminals, I tell you - and to think of my beautiful daughter dropped down amongst them, well it’s just killing me and Keith.


    Seel, too. Seel is awful close to his sister. It’s a beautiful thing to see them together. Why, they can’t take their eyes off each other. That little Sarah, my boy’s fiancée? I think she gets a little jealous sometimes, her not having the same special relationship with her own brother, but I tell her, “Give it up, Honey. It would take a better woman than you to come between those two.”


    Our whole family is real tight and united like that. I think it’s one of the reasons people love to hate us - jealousy pure and simple. Maybe, and I’m no psychologist, but hear me out, maybe they look at us, me and Keith, still golden together after all these years, a daughter who looks like a young Demi Moore, and a handsome son, and all of us so close, well I can see how they might feel jealous, even inadequate. Not that it gives them any excuse to judge us or to follow us around everywhere.


    My God, I have a hair appointment on Thursday at Chez Leonie, right over on Broadway and 64th - the south corner, not the east corner. Anyway, I have this appointment at three on Thursday, and with the kind of insatiable interest in me and mine, I suppose I can’t even expect to have my hair done with any privacy. This is just killing me, it really is.


    And they say I don’t mention Deeley enough when I talk about my family. How dare they? That child is the center of everything in our family and we love her more than … well, we love her a lot. My heart is broken, all our hearts are broken, not that they should be, because our own investigations turn up more leads every day and she will probably be home any minute now.


    You see, if our family wasn’t so beautiful, we wouldn’t be getting one tenth the attention that’s been coming around here. I see how the media are scum. They put words into people’s mouths. They don’t want the truth, they want a story. Well, here’s a story: I’m too upset to put up another sign to keep the jackals off my lawn. I’ll have to finish tomorrow night, probably just about the same time.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Charlotte Hope


    (Eye on America)


    


    Good evening, America, this is ‘Eye on America’ and I’m Charlotte Hope.


    Tonight is a special update edition on the Denise Brown case, as the case of Miss Brown continues winding its way slowly but surely towards what is now being called the Trial of the Millennium. We, here at ‘Eye on America’, have been covering every development. From the prosecution’s meticulous pre-trial preparation, as well as through the somewhat confused and absurd building of the defense’s case, I have been on top of this story from its grueling beginning.


    Let’s recap.


    On July 16th, 2008, Orlando police received a frantic call from Margaret Brown, the grandmother of a little girl named Deeley. From there a twisted tale of lies and false leads emerged. Baby Deeley’s young mother, Denise Brown, known now to my viewers by the name Fibber McMom, had some wild tales to tell, but bit by bit each was revealed to be a lie, and in October of that year she was arrested for the murder of Baby Deeley.


    Pretrial motions began then, with the first judge being almost immediately excused and then another tougher judge appointed for the upcoming trial. Meantime, the defense brought in a new player, controversial attorney Penelope Bledsoe, a death penalty expert and also a woman married to an infamous serial killer named Charlie Bledsoe, or ‘Butcher Bledsoe’, as he is more commonly referred to. And the strange hits kept coming, with questions raised about just how close Denise and her fanatically devoted brother Seel are, when the police demanded that he take a paternity test to eliminate him as the possible father of little Deeley Brown. Meantime, Grandma Margaret and Grandpa Keith began changing their stories as fast as they could tell them in one pathetically obvious bid after another to protect their daughter, Fibber, from a guilty verdict, a death verdict, America.


    Let’s look tonight at the family that produced the infamous Denise Brown, shall we?


    We have Mrs. Margaret Brown, Denise’s mother and Baby Deeley’s grandmother. Margaret, a woman who comes off both forcefully and fiercely in her defense of her daughter and is always flanked by her loyal husband, Keith.


    Keith is a man viewed by many of us as the most tragic member of the Brown family, and indeed rumors abound of long bouts with depression and even of a suicide attempt recently. Then there is Denise, aka Fibber McMom, a young woman who danced the night away, sporting tight clothes at booty contests and flashing a radiant smile and a tattoo which read ‘The Beautiful Life’, while her baby daughter had been missing for thirty-one days, a fact seemingly known only to Fibber herself.


    Indeed, America, we have learned many things during the tumultuous years of the Brown case, but for every answer we receive, another question seems to arise, and that is why tonight I am going to share with you some information which has been given exclusively to ‘Eye on America’, information that I hope will shed some light on the Brown family, and possibly in some ways explain how and why this one family, this particular family, has captured our nation’s attention, and more importantly, how this family produced the troubled young woman who now sits on trial for her life, a life which may come to an end in Florida’s death chamber.


    What lies behind the enigmatic face of Denise Brown and the alternately sympathetic and frightening faces of Grandma Margaret, Grandpa Keith and Brother Seeley?


    America, my guest who has chosen to remain anonymous, is a member of this family but one who has remained silent until now. My investigators have proved that this individual is indeed telling us the truth, and now to the story of the Browns …


    When Keith and Margaret Brown met, Keith was a young married sheriff’s deputy from the most prominent family in the small town of Burgess, Ohio, one with some unusual history of his own. When Keith was a senior in high school, he was asked to leave his hometown school, America, because he had been stalking a young classmate, a young girl by the name of Jackie Louise Davis whom he stalked and terrorized before finally breaking into her home and stealing her underwear.


    Keith’s wealthy father helped to cover up his crime and ensure he was not held accountable. America, I for one believe the lesson a young Keith Brown learned from this was later used by him with less success when it was his own daughter’s turn to need help covering up her own criminal behavior.


    A young Margaret Brown knew none of this when she set her little white nurse’s cap for the handsome Keith. Margaret Darnley came from a family which had been forced to scrabble for a living. She grew up in the Projects and was the first member of her family to be given an opportunity for further education. So, when Deputy Keith broke his leg and became a patient in the hospital where a young Margaret worked as a nurse, she saw an opportunity for a better life and took it, telling her family that very night, “I just met the cutest guy, the cutest, and he’s one of those Browns, the ones that have the car dealership in Burgess, and I’m going to marry him.”


    At this point, America, I can only speculate how Margaret brought Keith around to her way of thinking, but what I do know is that within three months Keith had filed for divorce, left his job at the sheriff’s office, and started work for his father at Brown Used Auto’s.


    According to our sources, Margaret immediately gave up her nursing career and talked Keith into buying her a house so she could begin, as she told her family, to live the life she deserved. Yes, Americans, having taken away another woman’s husband, and then having talked that same man into leaving the job he loved, she claimed she deserved only the best from life.


    America, it seems, looking back on the history of this tragic family, that there may have been early signs of the seeds of destruction which ripened so terribly on a hot June morning in 2008.


    Keith did indeed go to work for his father in the successful family dealership, and Margaret gleefully informed family member that in a short space of time, as soon as Keith got up to speed at Brown Used Auto’s, his father would retire and Keith would run the dealership.


    It seemed, America, that Margaret’s dreams of a successful life were well within her grasp, but it was not to be. Within months Keith had begun arguing fiercely with his father over operations and the changes he wanted to make. Those arguments culminated one afternoon when Keith seized his aging father in anger and threw him through the plate glass window of the dealership.


    That’s right, America, Keith Brown, father of Fibber McMom, a young woman accused of murdering her own helpless baby girl, once assaulted and injured his own elderly parent.


    Following Keith’s attack on his father, he was fired and then quickly disinherited, shattering Margaret’s hopes, as Keith had shattered his father’s window.


    Keith, still hoping, I suppose, to gratify his avaricious wife, took out a first and a second mortgage on the home he owned with Margaret and opened Keith Brown Used Car Sales - opened and ran it in to the ground within a year. Margaret and Keith then fled Ohio, just in front of their long list of creditors, and headed for the sunny climate of Florida, where Margaret’s aged parents and three of her siblings had previously relocated. But the fresh start Margaret and Keith wanted seemed to elude them.


    Keith was unable to find work as a police officer, based on his assault on his father back in Ohio, and was reduced to working as a security guard for an hourly wage. Margaret fared better, becoming employed as a nurse for the prestigious Genesee Clinic, and eventually rising to the position of supervisor. But inside the small house on Subdivision Lane, tensions grew.


    Margaret resented Keith for his inability to either earn or maintain a living wage, and marital dynamics shifted as Margaret became the breadwinner. The children were not thriving during these years, either.


    Seeley, long pushed to the side by Margaret’s seemingly obsessive focus on Denise, appeared to friends and relatives as what they have described as a ‘lost soul’, and Denise, the beautiful daughter Margaret loved so much, wasn’t doing any better. She had dropped out of high school and started a low paying job working for Kodak at Universal Studios, snapping pictures of people wandering around the park, and then she became pregnant.


    In a family filled with tensions, Denise’s announcement of her pregnancy was not given until two weeks before she gave birth. Her brother Seeley was oddly excluded from the news of even the last minute pregnancy announcement, and to pile on the injury, he was told not to visit his sister and the baby at the hospital. Within a few days of Denise and the baby arriving home, Seeley was asked to leave the Brown home under a cloud, not yet explained.


    Meantime, in the house of Brown, time was running out for Baby Deeley; her young mother Denise wasn’t doing well. Denise had never bothered to return to her job at Kodak after giving birth, but to her family and friends she maintained that she was still working there. In fact she had been promoted. No longer just a camera girl now, she was an Events Coordinator for Universal Studios. While she lied to her parents about her imaginary job, she also lied about the imaginary nanny who cared for her child while she was at her nonexistent job. In reality she was killing time indulging in a string of high risk one-night stands, complete with a few additional pregnancy scares, as well as beginning a series of thefts from her parents’ bank and credit accounts.


    Other family members during these years used the phrase ‘spooky’ to describe Denise Brown, and related to the ‘Eye on America’ team a grim little story which foreshadows the summer of 2008.


    In 2001 the Brown family took off for Sanibel Island to attend an extended family celebration of the golden wedding anniversary of Margaret’s parents, Marvel and Richard. The entire clan gathered in a beach front condo and prepared to enjoy a full week of family togetherness.


    But it was not to be, America.


    On the second day of this celebration Margaret Brown ended it for everyone by throwing her aged parents out of the condo rented solely for the celebration of those same parents’ Golden Wedding Anniversary. And why she did it, America … I’ll tell you why. Margaret Brown threw out her elderly parents because her mother, her eighty-five year old mother, refused to make French toast for her then fifteen year old granddaughter, Denise.


    That, America, is how things were in the Brown family. Denise would say jump, and if anyone didn’t say ‘How high?’, instantly they were out the door. Whether it was Margaret’s own son Seeley or her elderly parents in that family, Denise’s will was her religion.


    Even Daddy Keith had found himself put outside with the trash a few times and forced to sleep in the car, merely for asking Denise why in three years she’d never once brought home a paycheck.


    But despite all Margaret’s adoration and fierce protectiveness of her daughter, Denise Brown was not happy, America. She resented her mother for occasionally forcing her to stay home and care for the baby she had given birth to, and as the summer of 2008 rolled around, her resentment seemed to reach a fever pitch.


    Denise began telling friends that her parents were divorcing and that her mother was signing the house over to her. Other lovers heard her referring to her precious baby girl as ‘little snot-face’. One whining text states, “I’d rather work twelve hours straight than spend two with Deeley. Minutes drag with her.”


    That’s right, America, minutes drag, and there were other places she wanted to be. A new lover, Aaron, had entered the picture, a boy who had told her it was a shame she couldn’t go back to New York with him and live the high life, if only she didn’t have a child. A group of friends invited her to head down to Puerto Rico for a week and party, but now Mama Margaret was saying, ‘No, it’s time for you to start caring for your own child.’


    Denise Fibber was getting more and more frustrated, and then came Father’s Day, when all the thin straws holding up the house of Brown collapsed at once, and by the next morning Baby Deeley Brown would vanish. Vanish, America, though as the prosecution contends, as do we here at ‘Eye on America’, Baby Deeley did not just vanish that night. We believe, to our sorrow, that she died that day and died at the hands of her own mother, the person she trusted most.


    What happened to make Fibber decide once and for all that Baby Deeley had to go? It’s a question millions have asked and tonight, thanks to the brave honesty of a member of Margaret’s family, I can tell you.


    As we all know, America, Margaret spent Father’s Day with little Deeley, visiting her nursing-home-bound father. Margaret says it was a lovely visit, America, and then later that night she, and Fibber and Baby Deeley shared a wonderful evening filled with sentiment and warm moments while looking over the pictures she, Margaret, had taken earlier that day of her frail father and his tiny great-granddaughter. That’s her story, America, and she’s sticking to it, but here is the truth …


    After Margaret and Baby Deeley visited with her father, the two of them went next door for a chili lunch with Margaret’s mother, Elaine. Elaine served lunch, and as soon as her daughter finished eating, she told her she had something to tell her. That something, America, was that earlier in the day Elaine had discovered someone had stolen one of her incapacitated husband’s social security checks, and when Elaine reported it, the bank did a search and informed her that it was her granddaughter, Denise Brown, who had cashed the stolen check.


    Saddened more than angered, Great-Grandma Elaine told Grandma Margaret, “I’m going to call the police and have Denise arrested. I have to, Margaret. Somebody has to do something before Denise does something really bad.”


    America, that ominous statement was made on the last day that anyone ever saw Baby Deeley’s alive and well. We can only speculate, America, what would have happened if only Great-Grandma Elaine had carried through. She has told our team here at ‘Eye on America’ that her lack of courage will haunt her every day of her life - every day, America. Why didn’t she call? Because her daughter, Margaret, in a fit of rage screamed at this old lady and threatened her. She told her elderly mother that she, Margaret, would never see or speak to her again if Elaine called the police.


    She said to her mother, “Don’t you do a thing. I’ll handle it tonight.”


    Indeed she did, America, because several hours later Margaret Brown called her mother in tears and shared with her that she had confronted her daughter, Fibber, about the theft and that a horrible fight had ensued. It turns out, America, that it was a little late in the day to try and rein in her daughter, Fibber, because after twenty-two years of running things, Fibber was not going to be criticized or called to account, not now, not ever. Margaret admitted, somewhat sheepishly, to her own mother, Elaine, that apparently she had some pent-up rage of her own, because she ended the fight by putting her hands around Fibber’s neck and physically choking her, America.


    There we have it, my Friends, the story of a family based on early perversions of a teenaged Keith Brown, a marriage started in lies and adultery by Margaret and Keith, a child, Seeley, shunted aside by Margaret, creating a young man who both excessively loved and resented his sister, elderly parents physically assaulted at different times by both Keith and Margaret, a secret pregnancy and a secret father, a son excluded, and was it because of this pregnancy, America?


    A couple turned against each other and finally an old woman frightened by Margaret into staying silent as Margaret covers one more time for her frightening daughter, one time too many, America, because the next morning a child was missing.


    Think once again of those words of Great-Grandma Elaine’s. “Somebody has to do something before Denise does something really bad.”


    Something really bad, America.


    Tonight, Keith Brown stands as a man in the shadows as rumors accrue from Fibber’s prosecution that maybe, just maybe, Keith, and Seel too, were far too loving to the beautiful and troubled young Denise Brown. Molestation whispers have come to us, America. Is it true?


    We, here at ‘Eye on America’, will not give this credence until actual proof comes to light, but again, we hear stories of a suicide attempt. Is that guilt, America, or merely despair at the loss of his grandchild and a growing understanding of his own role in the deterioration of the family Brown? And what of poor Seeley Brown, a young man who has aged a decade in a year and seems to be on the verge of a breakdown? Is he a young man haunted by a terrible secret, the secret he promised never to tell in the tape released of his visit to Fibber McMom?


    Margaret Brown, the matriarch of the Brown family, is a woman who half the country views as, at best, a liar, and at worst a mother who may have warped her own daughter to the point that she created a sociopathic liar, and maybe killer, America.


    As for young Denise, we know she is a liar, we know that she wanted a very different life than the one she had, and we know Baby Deeley is gone, gone and presumed dead, and the State contends at Denise Browns hands. This is the story of an American Family gone horribly wrong, America.


    Thank you for joining me on this special edition of ‘Eye on America’. God Bless you, America, and goodnight.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Seeley Brown


    (Brother of Denise Brown)


    


    Denise thinks Salvatore Gutierrez created the moon and the stars. She doesn’t even want to hear about this guy’s past record. But I found out plenty about him.


    He was always late on his child support, was denied practicing law because of excessive bills and extravagant spending habits, and so much other bullshit. Only ten years ago, the Florida Supreme Court - yes, it got that far for Gutierrez - said that he shouldn’t practice law in the state due to his “Overall behavior, as he showed a total lack of respect for the rights of others and a total lack of respect for the legal system, which is absolutely inconsistent with the character and fitness qualities required of those seeking to be afforded the highest position of trust and confidence recognized by our system of law.”


    That’s exactly what it said when I researched Gutierrez over the Internet. He sold surf sandals and bikinis with an online business, and created a real estate online sales course, a total rip-off company, everyone knows.


    If only Denise would stop and listen to me, her brother who loves her, who would take a bullet for her, she might wise up.


    Gutierrez also filed a bankruptcy claim - it’s right on the record. It wasn’t until two-thousand-five he somehow got himself approved to practice. There are no testimonials at his website. You click on them and it goes nowhere. Three years later he’s defending my sister in a case that needs the highest quality representation. This guy doesn’t have the expertise to bring my sister home for good. I can’t stand the way his eyes dart all over the place. I wish Denise would let me help more.


    I won’t stop with my own investigation until I get to the bottom of things for Denise. Her circle of friends - well, the few I’ve met with to determine their trustworthiness - they don’t know anything of value. I’m following dead-end trails. It’s beyond frustrating.


    The police are determined to keep my sister in jail. We had her home for too short a time, not even a month. They could have left her alone but they’re looking for anything they can get their grubby paws on to keep her locked up. We’re frustrated, really angry, and really upset with how those who are supposed to support us and help us are the very people hindering our progress. We’re not going to tolerate the protestors much longer. Let that be fair warning. I’ll break every Goddamned sign that comes within a fraction of an inch onto our property.


    My mom has been doing some of the major true crime shows and you can tell they suspect Denise of having something to do with Deeley’s disappearance. The media is treating us like a freak show but somehow my mom can’t see that.


    I might’ve said a little too much to Rick Daley after a few too many one night, but I said those things in confidence. Well, no honor amongst scum; everyone’s a traitor. From here on out, I keep my mouth shut. We want to deal with truth, but truth keeps slipping through the cracks. I finally got some truth from my sister when we had her home, and here on out it’s me and my immediate family. No one else matters. It’s our new family code.


    Growing up, me and Denise had a way of communicating in silence. I know she’s watching what news she can catch while she’s stuck in that rat hole, but if you see me in front of a camera, it’s only because I’m sending my own personal message to my sister. We totally get each other.


    In the meantime, she’s hearing things she shouldn’t have to hear over the airwaves, and there’s no one there to comfort her when she hears it. And it’s killing her. The media and the police are killing my sister. You tell me that’s right and I’ll tell you to go to hell and rot there.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Denise Brown


    (Fibber McMom herself)


    


    I was out and it felt wonderful. I wore my own clothes, showered in my own tub, and brushed my hair in front of a mirror that wasn’t made of hammered metal where you can never get your makeup right.


    Yes, I still have a missing child, but getting to come home made me happy in spite of my troubles, because that’s how I am. Look to the bright side, keep up a positive attitude, and a good appearance, and you will feel better.


    Also, I maintain an outward show of happiness, even if I’m crying inside, because I don’t want to be selfish and bring people down with the terrible thoughts I have about Deeley, who I’m beginning to fear might not be coming home after all. But why say such depressing things out loud and ruin my homecoming for everyone?


    That crazy old man Rick Daley, who bailed me out, well he’s a different story and doesn’t have a positive bone in his body. He thought he could bully me and intimidate me into confessing something which is not true, and all because he put up the money first as though the truth is for sale. He was very hurtful to me. There are lots of people out there who can sympathize with my situation, and who support me, so I was not going to let him act like he was God and make himself famous off of my name, especially not by trying to make me confess to a lie.


    Of course, me not confirming some stupid story he’d cooked up about me giving away my daughter, as if, made him turn on me and pull my bail. I had to go back to that hell hole, but not for long, well not that time, as it turned out. Some rich anonymous donor put up my bail ten days after that idiot Rick pulled it and I got to go back home.


    I think about him a lot and wonder who he is. It could be anyone, somebody famous, even like Johnny Depp, or maybe Bradley Cooper. He’s younger and I think we’d get along really well.


    I lay in bed at night and kind of imagine meeting him in person. It’s like he’s waiting for the right time to come to meet me, and then when he does, we’ll go away and start over and maybe have new babies. I mean, not to replace Deeley or anything, just that ever since she was born, I’ve kind of picked up on how guys want their own kids. He probably wants boys, like Aaron did, little Johnny or Bradley juniors, so I’d be willing to get pregnant again if it was important to him.


    Anyway, for a little while anyway, for a whole month, I was home again and it was amazing. But the authorities just couldn’t take it. The media and the public started screaming for my blood like I was Ted Bundy or someone out having a good time at their expense, and they made up a fake murder charge, even though there is no body, which Salvatore says is certain to get me freed. ‘No body, no crime’, that’s what he says.


    I got kind of mad at him yesterday because after he said that about no body, he looked at me all seriously and said, “There’s no body, right, Denise?”


    I didn’t even bother to answer. I told him he sounded like the fucking media, asking me something like that. It’s the media which put me back here, which forced the police to charge me for murder. That freak Charlotte Hope was the worst. As a matter of fact, my parents and I were watching her the night they brought me back here to jail. Ever since the first time I got home, this huge group of disgusting losers have basically moved onto our street, and they have nasty signs, and they cook food on the sidewalks like homeless people, and shout at my family, it was really bad.


    They really are like homeless people. Like the night I got taken back, my dad was looking out the window and he saw one of them taking a huge dump right in the middle of our front yard! I mean, OMG, it’s hard to believe people like that even exist, and I don’t know what it means for the future of America that stuff like this is allowed to happen.


    My dad can’t hold a job but he does take good care of the yard, so he got all fired up and told me and my mom he was going to go out there and kick some ass. Mom said, “Don’t do it”, because there were press out there and it wouldn’t look good, but he went out anyway and he started shouting at the guy to clean it up, and the guy told him to make his “Killer whore of a daughter come out and do it.”


    I got so pissed off when I heard that, I picked up the phone and called 911, and said my dad was being assaulted.


    So, a few minutes later, after my mom talked my dad into coming back inside and waiting for the cops to show up, we were all kind of watching Charlotte Hope, just to see what new lies she had, and we saw that one of her camera people was filming our house while she was talking. I mean, we were live … well our house was.


    My dad said, “Hey, look, those asshole cops are doing their job for a change. They’re already here.”


    And he was right. We could see them on the TV coming up our walkway, and because I wanted to see them haul the phantom crapper off, I told my parents I’d get the door, which I did.


    So I saved them the trouble of even having to ask for me. They slapped on the cuffs right there on the doorstep, in front of Charlotte Hope’s camera crew and all the crazies who were hanging out hoping for something just like that. I could hear them still screaming at me until the police cruiser I was in turned at the end of our block.


    Salvatore says I’m here now for the duration, and who the hell knows how long that is. Sometimes I wish … well, I wish I could go back. There’s not any one day I’d pick … that’s not what I’m saying … I just wish I could go back, back home again, and sit in my own bedroom and look into my mirror again. It always makes me feel better.


    I can’t figure out who I feel like anymore if I can’t see my face. The girl in the piece of steel that passes for a mirror here doesn’t look like I’m supposed to. It’s so stupid the way you can’t have real forks or a pencil or perfume, but no mirrors are the worst. They’re afraid you’d break a real one and try to cut yourself. I’m not looking to kill myself. I just want to see myself again.


    I’ll be honest, mirrors are important to me, but not in a vain way. Most people, when they see themselves, they’re seeing through their own eyes, but not me. I make it a point to see what other people will see when they look at me, because when you stop caring about the kind of impression you are making in public, then you’ve stopped caring about yourself.


    It used to be one of my favorite things to do when trying on outfits at the mall. I wouldn’t look to see if I liked a particular outfit, I would think of other people, what they would see when they’d see me in it. I’d strike a pose and see how I’d look on the dance floor, or I’d raise my hands to see how the bikini top would make my breasts look when laying down.


    I guess a lot of people would think that’s self-centered, but how can it be self-centered when you are thinking of others? I hate sitting on the beach next to a girl who doesn’t know what she would look like to me before she left the dressing room. If that’s a fault, then score another fault for me. It’s all everyone is dwelling on now, anyway. My faults.


    Yes, I was stupid for not calling for help sooner. Yes, I should’ve put Deeley in daycare, like Dad suggested. Yes, I shouldn’t have left garbage in my trunk. Yes, I shouldn’t have taken one of Grand-Mom’s checks. I don’t belong in here for those things. Even Emily would understand why I used her checks at Target if I could only have the chance to explain to her in private.


    That’s the hardest thing about being here. I have no opportunity to explain myself. Thank goodness there are people, like my brother, who accept me for who I am and who understand me in my soul of souls. He told me he knew I would never do anything to harm my child.


    Most of the time I think Salvatore believes that too, but then he’ll ask me something that makes me wonder. For example, he keeps asking me if I fought with my mom the night before I took off with Deeley, back in June. I told him I didn’t, but fact is, some words were exchanged.


    So, yes, Salvatore comforts me, but he puts on pressure too and he confuses me sometimes. I mean, he says the minute we go to trial is when I can start counting down to being free forever, finally, but then the next day he says we need to postpone going to trial for as long as possible because he doesn’t completely feel his defense yet.


    Salvatore knows exactly why I wanted to get out of my house ever since I was a little girl. Though it’s weird because now the only thing I want to do is to go home, I mean at least for a while, until I decide what to do next.


    Salvatore says it’s not my parents’ home I want to go to but some idealized fantasy home. I don’t know, maybe he’s right. What I do know for sure is that anywhere is better than here. This hole, this cell is a torture I do not deserve.


    Every time I see my mom on the news, I want to puke. Yet when I get a letter from her, I cry.


    I know I’m lucky to have Salvatore. I’ve heard he pushes the envelope and knows how to throw his weight around in a courtroom, and that’s exactly what I’m going to need.


    He’s outraged that I’m being held without bail, like I’m the biggest criminal on the planet. He says it’s all bullshit that the prosecution is arguing murder when what we have here is a missing child case, and he gets all excited talking about the civil suit he’s going to file when Deeley is found.


    I had to ask him what would happen if she wasn’t, and he got very quiet, the way he dos sometimes, and said, “Then I’m afraid they are going to ask for the death penalty, Denise.”


    I know he hoped hearing that would make me finally tell him the secret Salvatore believes I’m withholding from him, but what can I say, I mean I don’t have anything to say, so I wish people would stop asking me.


    It was another girl here at the jail who recommended Salvatore to me. Then a correction officer said she’d heard he was good. So I asked around and then I gave him a call, and Salvatore showed up - pro bono, mind you.


    I do have his support, this belief him and my brother are on my side. I’m not so sure about my parents. I’ve never been sure of my parents. I’ve told Salvatore to remember that when he prepares his case, no one who comes from the house on Subdivision Lane is a very good bet, me excepted, I said, then I laughed. Salvatore didn’t. I don’t know, maybe that thing he said to me about the death penalty is worrying him. I guess maybe it worries me, too. Is it legal to kill someone who’s never lived at all yet?


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Bobby Rightman


    (Ex-boyfriend of Denise Brown)


    


    I guess I know Denise as well as anybody does, and I guess, except for her family members, I’ve known her the longest of anyone.


    She doesn’t have any old friends from school like other people do. With Denise it’s like her life starts the minute she meets someone new and whatever came before that person is erased. It’s funny the media talks about her past all the time, but what I think is that Denise is the only person I know who doesn’t have a past, not as I understand the past.


    My dad has really been pushing me to move on with my life and concentrate on building a ministry, and I respect and love my dad a lot, but he doesn’t understand this isn’t over for me.


    I loved her, I really loved her. She’s the only girl I’ve ever felt that way about and it messes with my head that I felt so much about her. Maybe I just need to know more about her so I can finally understand her, and in understanding her, I can find something loveable in her again, and even if I can’t take it to my dad to show him I’m not the naïve loser he thinks I am, I’ll know.


    So I’ve started my own little investigation into the life and times of Denise Brown, not like her sad-sack brother, Seel. That guy’s really lost his stuff. He’s all over Orlando pretending he’s Deputy Dawg. He even carries a little tape recorder in case somebody says something which leads to the big break he still believes is coming, the one that will bring Deeley home and exonerate Denise.


    Personally speaking, that guy gives me the creeps. Denise told me once she didn’t like having Deeley around him because he used to try to mess with her, with Denise, when she was young. She said it back when we were still engaged, back when I believed every word that came out of her mouth.


    Now, of course, I tend to reevaluate but she might not have been lying about Seel. He was very possessive of her and whenever I’d put my arm around her or anything, he’d stomp around the house and kind of glare at me, or make snide remarks, though to be fair so did her mom, and I can’t really say what that was about.


    Anyway, about my investigation …


    It’s not just for me to understand more about the girl I loved so much as it’s for in case too, in case the police start listening to Mrs. Brown’s twenty ‘exclusive’ interviews a day and take her advice to look harder at me regarding Deeley’s kidnapping, and I guess now they’re saying her death too. Whatever it’s being called, I haven’t missed Mrs. Brown’s comments about “What an angry young man Bobby was, how obsessed he was with Denise, how maybe his obsession led him to taking Deeley away to try and make Denise turn to him in her hour of need.”


    I have had to pray awfully hard to not let anger get the best of me when I hear this stuff. So, yeah, I’ve been talking to people. I found an old girlfriend of hers from Denise’s MySpace account, Linda, who went to high school with her. She’s a really beautiful girl too and I was kind of hoping she might like me, but it turns out she is working on becoming a model, so she said she’s not into dating right now.


    Still, she told me a lot of interesting things about what Denise was like in high school. Linda said Denise’s always been her own person and a force to be reckoned with. She said you never won anything with Denise by your side, whether it was a conversation, an argument, a race home from school, or the last potato chip. Nothing. And if you ever loaned her a few bucks, it was gone forever.


    Denise is the winner, she calls the shots. I asked Linda if that kind of stuff didn’t piss her off and she said, yeah, but she stayed friends with her anyway because of how much fun Denise was to be around, like exciting to be near, even if you were just sitting on a log talking in the woods.


    I knew exactly what she meant. I’d been there, too. Denise can make every ordinary thing come alive. I can’t explain it, because it wasn’t exactly charisma she exuded, it was more like craziness, like watching a perpetual daredevil show. She pushes limits with people and I know that’s probably wrong, but it’s exciting. Linda’s right.


    Linda told me Denise never had much money, her parents not being rich, so she often shoplifted her school clothes and accessories, and she had no qualms bragging about it. Looking good meant a lot to her, which I know already and I even understand, because whenever we went out other guys were always looking at her. It used to upset me but she’d laugh and say, “Bob, you should be proud they’re looking. Don’t be jealous. You know you’re the only one I’m looking at.”


    The one really strange thing Linda told me was that Denise claimed to be pregnant by one guy or another at least a dozen times in high school. Linda said she didn’t even think Denise was having sex with some of the guys she accused of being daddies to babies that always seemed to disappear before her second trimester.


    But that sex was at the top of what Denise liked to talk about - maybe not sex, but being pregnant from sex. She had an eye for what she called ‘good man meat’. Linda thought maybe it was to compensate for something lacking at home, but as a guy, I don’t really understand why a girl in high school would want to be pregnant, especially not Denise who was so unhappy when she finally got pregnant for real, she didn’t tell me until she was like five months along, and didn’t tell her parents until she practically delivered Deeley.


    Not only that, I know for a fact Denise tried to talk another friend of hers, Lupe Garcia, into adopting the baby, although I didn’t know about that little stunt till after I had a paternity test. Denise was crying and she said that it was only because she had been worried about losing me if the baby wasn’t mine, so she had briefly considered adoption. I guess her mom said no, at least that’s what she told me, which doesn’t really make much sense since Denise was a legal adult, but then again, Mrs. Brown is a pretty scary woman and I know Denise has this bizarre relationship with her. She wants her approval. She hates her, she says she never wants to see or hear her mother again, but she never once tried to move out on her own. I don’t know, I don’t know if Denise wanted to keep Deeley or not. At the time I bought what she said about the adoption. I know now I bought it because it’s what I wanted to hear. It made me feel like I was the most important person in Denise’s life. She’s good at that. The last thing Linda told me was that Denise never graduated from high school, so she said she had always wondered how Denise had landed such a big job at Universal Studios.


    I felt kind of funny when Linda said that. I mean, I thought everybody in the world knew Denise had not been working for Universal in any kind of job, and when I asked her if she hadn’t heard about Denise lying about her job, she just stared at me with her big eyes and said, “Oh, so like she got fired?”


    I don’t want to judge anyone, it’s not my place as a Christian, and maybe our Lord in his wisdom doesn’t want to create an unfair world, so if a girl is really beautiful she can’t be very smart. I don’t know, I still would have gone out with her if she’d said yes, which again she didn’t.


    I’ve learned other stuff too from talking to Marco, another of Denise’s exes, a guy I’m sure she didn’t start seeing until after she stopped seeing me, even though she never really stopped seeing me … but, well it’s not important. I’ve been talking to him and Emily, his roommate, in a platonic way, I mean. Emily is the girl who got close to Denise and ended up having her checkbook stolen while they were friends and now, like me, she is probably going to be a witness. She’s really pretty too and doesn’t seem bothered at all about me being a Christian guy.


    Together the three of us have made a list of what we know, sort of putting our heads together.


    By keeping Denise’s MySpace and Photo Bucket account open on my computer twenty-four/seven I was able to see it when she deleted two hundred pictures she had up, ones of her and Deeley, and the other ones, shocking ones in my opinion, where she was hardly dressed and touching other women, and hanging all over that fake gangsta of hers, Aaron.


    Emily told me that the night she went to find Denise at Aaron’s place with Mrs. Brown, Mrs. Brown said all Deeley’s little things were still in Denise’s car, the one that got towed. Her car seat, her diaper bag, and the thing which made me saddest, Emily said Mrs. Brown cried when she said Deeley’s little doll, the one she called ‘Mama’, was sitting in her empty car seat. Deeley loved that doll, I never saw her without it. It’s funny, I always thought it was kind of sad she called her dolly Mama, like the doll was a softer version of Denise, one she didn’t have to work hard to get attention from.


    I don’t know. I saw her, you know, during that time a couple times. Once she showed up at my place asking if she could take a shower. She said Aaron was out of town and she didn’t want to go home because she was fighting with her parents. Deeley wasn’t with her. I guess she was long gone by then, or maybe dead, though I pray it isn’t so. She left her backpack behind that day. I wasn’t snooping, I was just checking it to see if there was anything important in there, anything I needed to call her to come back and get. At the time, remember, I didn’t know Deeley was anywhere except at Manny the nanny’s, like Denise said, but after I found the little book in her backpack, I’ll admit I was curious. The book is called ‘A Voice in the Wind’ and it was about a little girl and her nanny, a nanny called Zanny - that’s pretty close to Manny, I guess. I wonder what Denise would say if I could ask her about it, which I can’t. She’s in jail and my dad would disown me if I went to see her.


    The last time she contacted me was on the 16th of July, the day she sent out the text saying Deeley was missing. The last time she spoke to me was about a week before when she called me up, kind of out of the blue, to ask me if her parents had tried to get in touch with me. I said no, why would they?


    She said, “Good, but if they do, don’t talk to them or tell them you’ve seen me. We’re having problems and I don’t want you to get involved in it, okay?”


    I told her I’d do what she asked - didn’t I always? - but could she tell me what it was about.


    She said, “No, not now, maybe when I’m drunk. It’s a long story, Bob.”


    That was it, the last time I heard her voice, except on TV when they aired her calling her parents from jail on her first night.


    No, it’s not lost on me that the only number she wanted was Aaron’s, but still I can’t help wondering what she would say if I could ask her about it. I don’t still love her or anything like that, I’m not a complete idiot, I’d just like to know what happened to her that put all of this in motion.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Flashback


    


    June 24, 2008


    


    Nothing ever worked out for her, Denise reflected morosely. She hadn’t wanted to kill Deeley, never even would have thought about killing her if it hadn’t been for her parents.


    Sure, she now wanted to spend all of her time with Aaron, but long before Aaron she had started to get the thoughts. Her Internet searches back in March had all been nothing more than being super-upset about old flames Marco and Blaine, and her parents. She had wanted Marco to love her but he started treating her like a cheap booty call, and then she met Blaine, but he had called her a liar when she told him she was pregnant with their baby. Actually, it was really Blaine who’d head-fucked her so badly she’d started checking out ways online to get rid of a person. She had felt pretty messed up, like at any time she might lose it, and it wasn’t like she hadn’t tried to get help, she had.


    She had called up good old Jesus-boy Bobby to ask his advice. He’d offered to pray for her, then immediately asked if they could hook up soon. She’d gone to see her old pal Larry from school and told him she wanted to go away to one of those places like she saw on Dr. Drew, not for substance abuse, but because she didn’t think she could live her life one more day. Then Bobby had turned around and called her mom, and that night Margaret gave her one of her come-to-Jesus meetings, saying, “You need to realize, Denise, that we don’t have the money to just send you to some fancy place for six weeks so you can feel better about yourself. All you need to do to feel better is spend more time with your baby. Stop the partying, stop with the boys, stop trying to live like a young single girl. You’re a mother now, Denise. Deeley has to come first, and besides, who exactly is going to take care of your daughter while you’re away for all that time, feeling better about your life? Me? Think again. I have to work, Denise, because God knows you’re not bringing any money in, are you? You need to pull yourself together and face up to your responsibilities, something you should have done the day Deeley was born, because I’m not going to let you go. As long as you’re under my roof and I’m supporting you and your child, you’re going to mother her. And I just don’t want to hear about your problems again, thank you very much. You need to grow up.”


    People could say, if they wanted to, that it’s that lecture that caused everything. That’s why Deeley ended up in the trunk. Yep, leave it to her mother to have managed saying exactly the thing to make Denise finally realize that if she ever wanted to be happy, she needed to do something drastic. Denise had tried to find a way out which could have saved both her and Deeley, but Deeley was hard to take. She could walk away from her parents, but not Deeley. But she still loved her, and Denise knew that if she only had a better home life, one that was her home life, a place where she was in control, she might have learned to like being a mother and she would’ve found a good father for Deeley.


    A week after Mom’s lecture, she had met Blaine who was both hot and rich. Two weeks after their first hook-up, she’d told him she thought she might be pregnant. That was the night before Saint Patrick’s Day. Blaine had laughed in her face and said, “Sorry to hear it. Who’s the lucky guy?”


    When Denise had dissolved in tears, assuring him it could only be him, his face had turned ugly and he let her have it.


    “Now, I’m really sorry to hear that, but even if it’s true, it’s not my deal. I don’t want you, I don’t want a kid, and I’m sure not gonna be with some chick who already has some other guy’s kid. Tell you what though, Denise, we had a good time and I’m willing to pay for it. Send me the bill when you take care of business.”


    The next day, while everybody in the world had been out partying at Downtown Disney or over at Winter Park, she was still replaying Blaine’s brutal words while trapped at home yet again by her hated maternal responsibilities.


    Sometimes she could drag Deeley along to some guy’s apartment and kill the day, but not this day, not Saint Patrick’s Day, where a two-year-old would mean no entrance to every place worth being. No entrance - the story of her life since Deeley, but there was an exit. Only one way now, and harsh, yes, but if it was quick, then it would be over and everybody’s better off, everyone is free.


    Denise had been too down to even bother to make up an excuse for her father about why she wasn’t going to work that Saint Patrick’s Day, and with barely controlled rage she had avoided both him and Deeley. She had stayed in her bedroom, curled up on her side all day, with teeth clenched to keep from screaming at the building pressure in her chest and, of course, every two minutes Deeley would come in and pat at her, pull at her, tug at her, saying, “Mommy seepin. She get up?”


    Denise had squeezed her eyes shut and laid there stiffly until about the tenth time Deeley bothered her, and then she finally snapped and yelled for her father. When he appeared at her door, she burst into tears and said, “Oh my God, Dad, really, you can’t keep Deeley out of my hair for one lousy hour? My head is killing me. God, please, can’t you just keep her away from me?”


    Her father had stared at her with that assessing look she hated as he reached down and scooped up Deeley. His tone was meant for the little girl so he kept it mild, like of course he would for Deeley, but his words for his daughter not so much. “Sure, Denise, me and Missy here will go have a little swim before Ko Ko has to go to work, but I do have to work, Denise. Somebody has to.”


    Denise had groaned and pulled the pillow over her head, hoping to shut out his voice, but he continued speaking in that same soft cadence.


    “I’m sorry you’re not feeling well, but when I leave for work you will get up and take care of Deeley, and by that I don’t mean stick her in front of a video while you stay in here feeling sorry for yourself. Do you understand me?”


    When Denise didn’t answer, he repeated it more strongly.


    Denise sat up abruptly and met his angry eyes. “Dad, I think you should call in sick today. I’m really feeling …” Her voice trailed off, hoping that in her tone her father would hear all the things she couldn’t say aloud: I’m feeling trapped like never before, I can’t breathe anymore in this life, in this role all of you want me to play. Tell me you love me, tell me you understand. I can’t do this, can’t be her mother, shouldn’t have to. Tell me that you’ll make it right, tell me I’m still important to you, that you still see me at least a little beyond her. Help me, Daddy, save me from what I’m thinking of doing.


    If Keith saw any of this on her face, he didn’t acknowledge it. He simply repeated his admonition about being up before he left for work, and carrying Deeley, left the room.


    Oddly, her father’s refusal to penetrate her unhappiness made Denise feel easier about everything. There was no other choice then and now, all there was left to do was find the best way. An hour later she was up and acted less distressed to her father as he prepared to leave the house. She was even swinging Deeley’s hand back and forth in hers as her father walked out the door.


    “Tell Ko Ko to have a good night at work, Dee.”


    But only she knew that she had dropped Deeley’s hand as soon as her father pulled away and walked her briskly into the living room, slapping in Deeley’s ‘Dora the Explorer’ DVD, telling her daughter to stay where she was and out of trouble because Mommy had some work to do. No sooner had Denise managed to sit down in front of the computer and open her browser, there was Deeley, her face squeezed up in distress.


    “I want Mommy to watch with me,” Deeley insisted.


    But Denise shuddered and spoke between her teeth when she answered her baby, “I am busy … Mommy is very, very busy, and if you don’t want to watch your goddamned tape, you can go to bed.”


    Deeley had studied her mom with enormous confused eyes and then her small shoulders hunched in distress as she turned and reluctantly returned to her movie.


    Denise ignored the sound of her sniffles and her small voice speaking comfortingly to that ugly doll of hers - Mama, she called it.


    That day was really, to all intents and purposes, the day Deeley died in Denise’s mind - Saint Patrick’s Day, the day she shopped death on the Worldwide Internet, moving rapidly from neck breaking to internal injuries before finally settling on chloroform. After all, Denise wanted to cause no suffering. She would practice using the chloroform on Deeley to put her to sleep, see where it would lead, and in the end Deeley had not suffered, except for that one bad moment in the trunk.


    Eight days ago Deeley had died and Denise had begun to live. She was out of that fucking house for good and with Aaron now, her new man. It was pretty magic what she and Aaron were to each other. Her life was even better than any fantasy she could have made up. It was beautiful, in fact, so beautiful she had just gotten a tattoo saying exactly that: Beautiful Life. Aaron was raging and she was out every night as his woman, and in his arms all day long, and she figured he felt the same way, and that when it was time for him to go back to New York, they’d be going together.


    But like a bad blast from the past, her car stunk. No, that wasn’t the right word, her car reeked. She had never thought about this part of it: How the hell was she supposed to know a dead body is the worst possible smell on earth, that it smells a thousand times worse than throw-up? And she’d driven the porcelain bus on gag reflex enough to make the comparison.


    The plan already had a few things going wrong, and these unacceptable flaws could be the ruin of Denise. She had taken a few new trash bags from her parent’s house, with all intentions to bag Deeley before disposing of her the day she died, but that hadn’t worked out. Those trash bags remained in the trunk. Denise had needed only a minute away from Aaron to use them, but the night of Deeley’s death, Denise and Aaron had gone together to rent a movie. Ironically, he’d picked one about a mother who abandons her baby. How weird was that? Then they had stayed in his bedroom all night, up until four, and wouldn’t you know, Aaron had skipped classes to spend the next day with her, but she had escaped on a ‘work call’ to at least get over to her parent’s house for an hour to try to think of some way to dispose of the stink.


    She had thought about their own backyard for a burial site. Deeley deserved to be close to home. Probably stupid, but options were scarce. So, she had gone to their neighbor’s house and borrowed a shovel on the premise of transplanting a bush with hindering roots. She had gotten so far as to dig about a twelve inch hole behind the pool. That was not going to work because the ground was too hard to move. It would take forever and instantly be recognized as a grave should it come to that - the police possibly looking for Deeley in the near future. So, she had returned the shovel quickly, and then drove down by the airport, looking for a possible burial site. But nothing appeared private enough, so she had ended up back at Aaron’s with Deeley still in the trunk.


    That night an idea hit her for how to at least bag the body. She had offered to walk an empty pizza box and real bag of trash from Aaron’s apartment to the dumpster late at night. She could put the pizza box and trash in her trunk instead! It might help to explain the odor developing, if ever necessary, and she could quickly bag Deeley in the dark. So, she took her keys with her, as of course she’d been keeping the car locked.


    She popped her trunk, and without looking at Deeley, grabbed the Dora baby blanket right there and threw it over top of her. Quickly she maneuvered the small body into the laundry bag, and then separated a plastic trash bag. She lifted her dead baby’s legs and slid them sideways, forcing the body into the opened bag, head first. It took a little effort as dead weight, Denise learned, meant dead weight, but even if anyone was looking, they wouldn’t see a body. If she was caught, she’d slam the trunk, say she was putting her personal trash in her trunk to dispose of elsewhere as she’s not a tenant and didn’t want to use the apartment dumpster illegally. What tenant wouldn’t appreciate that?


    After the first trash bag completely hid Deeley's body, Denise used a second bag, believing it would stifle the odor and support the contents even further. Now the bag was ready to dump almost anywhere. This would be easier now. Then she closed the trunk and rushed on back to Aaron.


    Six days later, Deeley is still refusing to leave her mother alone, rotting in the trunk, and now something has to happen. It stunk, stunk, stunk.


    By this time it was so bad that Denise was afraid of some random tenant in Aaron’s building, or worse Aaron himself, walking by her car and smelling it and saying, ‘What the fuck?’ And then what? To make things worse, a few days before, Denise and Aaron, using Aaron’s Range Rover, had gone to her house to free up a couple of her old man’s gas cans which she had hoped to use to disguise the odor and, yes, to then burn her child’s corpse at a later time. Aaron had asked a lot of questions about why she didn’t just stop by when her parents were home. Obviously, the truth was that her parents thought she was working in Jacksonville. That wouldn’t fly, so she had made up some B.S. story about them being her gas cans and how her dad had stolen them from her, even though he knew her car’s gas gauge was broken.


    Aaron had seemed to accept it, but that night her mom had sent her a text saying her asshole father had called the police and reported the gas cans stolen. Police involvement on any level was bad, but still she might have carried through with her plan to burn what she tried to convince herself was just evidence now, nothing personal.


    Aaron had gone to school this morning of June 24th and Denise had made a brief run to Target and bought a few new pieces of underwear using Emily’s checkbook which she had appropriated a few days before from Emily’s purse. When she’d gotten back into her car, the smell hit her in a wave, and gritting her teeth, she made up her mind that something had to be done today.


    Honestly, this was ridiculous; it had been over a week and her car would be ruined for her forever. So she’d driven back to her parents’ house, knowing that her father would be gone by one in the afternoon. Her mother had informed her the night before that Keith had a dental appointment before work. Denise hated her mother’s daily ‘who gives a fuck’ updates on family life at Sunburst Drive, coupled with her ‘How’s my Deeley doing?’ inquires, but this time it had come in handy.


    Denise approached the house and drove by slowly, making sure there was no visible sign of life in the windows. Reassured, she backed her car into the driveway and then hit the automatic garage door opener, and that’s when she saw her father’s car sitting in the bay. Panicked, she would have squealed out, but Keith was already rushing through the connecting door from the kitchen. Feeling sick with terror, she turned off the ignition and exited the car.


    “Hi, Dad. Listen, I had to come all the way back from Jacksonville because I forgot a work order. I’m just going to grab it. I’ll call you later to catch up. I have to get right back on the road, sorry,” she greeted him, as casually as she could muster.


    Keith had practically body-blocked her, insisting she tell him why neither he nor her mother had been given a chance to see Deeley before her so-called business trip, and if she was here, then where was Deeley?


    Denise brushed him off but he grabbed her arm and asked if she had his missing gas cans.


    She tried to bluff him away, telling him again she was in a hurry, but he said, “Fine, go grab what you came for. I’ve got a set of keys to the Nissan. I’ll check the trunk myself.”


    Denise, feeling as though she might faint, still managed to act outraged, snarling back at him, “Fine, you fucking cop … I’ve got ‘em, I’m the big criminal. Here, I’ll get ‘em.”


    For a second Denise didn’t think he would relent, but he did, and he remained in the doorway as she rapidly opened the trunk and yanked out the cans, stepping into the garage and dropping them to the floor.


    She wondered if the wave of stink from the trunk’s brief opening had reached her father across the garage, but he was inside and the trunk was outside. If it had, he didn’t say anything and she wasn’t going to give him a chance to. Muttering a last insult about his fucking gas cans, Denise swung into her car and peeled out of the driveway before her startled father could do more than shout out her name.


    She was so freaked, she turned the wrong way on Subdivision and headed for where the road ended in woods, and not the exit from the neighborhood.


    Then her cell went off. She answered automatically. It was her father. “Denise, I want you back here immediately or I’m calling the police. Something’s wrong.”


    She feigned an annoyance she couldn’t muster. “God, Dad, nothing is wrong. I told you I have to get back to …“


    “I saw you, Denise, I saw you turn for the woods. Turn around and come back here now. I mean it, Denise, this time I mean it.”


    Shaking, despite the blistering heat, Denise laughed nervously. “God, Dad, calm down. I turned on purpose because I need to call my partner Jeff back in Jacksonville because I didn’t get that report I needed, because of you, and I didn’t want to drive and talk. It’s illegal, you know, since I don’t have a hands-free …”


    “Just come back, Denise. I want to look in the trunk of your car.”


    “My trunk? I gave you your goddamned gas cans …”


    “Just turn around, Denise, or I’m calling the cops.”


    Her breath whistled through her throat and she hoped he would mistake it for exasperation, not the choking fear it was.


    “Fuck you … fine, I’ll come back.”


    “Good.”


    Her father disconnected.


    Denise reached down and pushed the trunk release and began repeating, “Don’t look, don’t look, don’t look at her.”


    Resolutely she stomped to the back of the trunk, and in one movement, bent down and picked up the bundle. It was sickeningly loose and seemed to slide around in her arms.


    Trying to keep up her mantra, “Don’t look, don’t look,” she started purposefully down the slope to where the small swamp lay. She heard the plastic tear but still kept her eyes fixed forward, and then she felt it, a splash of liquid running down her hands. With a shriek of disgust she dropped the stinking bundle where she stood, and making low moaning noises, ran doubled-over back to her car. Then she drove at high speed down Subdivision, not even bothering to glance at her parents’ house.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Harley Ray


    (Sewage worker)


    


    Before I’m leaving the office at nine the morning of December eleventh, my dispatcher Lizzy calls me up and tells me I gotta go on down to the swamp area behind the school yards again, off Subdivision. We’d some bad storms moving through starting the month off, with heavy rains and strong winds, and I’m told I gotta check the water table level down there.


    I didn’t want to go back there, I’d had a bad scare there back in August when I thought I saw a bag with a little arm sticking out of it.


    I say ‘thought’ because I did what I was supposed to do, then I called the police, and after they kept me waiting two hours in that heat, they finally come out and all they did was look down the ravine where I was pointing and tell me I had quite an imagination.


    Maybe I do, maybe I don’t, but I know what I saw. Truth of the matter is, since I was going to have to be down there anyway, I thought I’d maybe look a little further south of where I saw the bag at the back in August, but I needed to relieve myself, if you know what I mean.


    In my business, you just can’t go knocking on doors and ask to use the little boys room to take care of personal urges. Sadly I ain’t the sort of man lonely housewives invite in.


    I guess that trash bag was still drawing me back to that area, as I never forgot about it. My old dead ma used to say ‘curiosity killed the cat’, but I don’t even like cats. I’m a dog person, and anyway, what with the heavy rains, well I thought it would be a miracle if the bag I had tried to report was still there, I mean. So, I stop a little north of my destination, get out and finish my business, then I walk back towards the woods, but I’m apprehensive, remembering clearly how the bag spooked me. ‘Course it was possible that the sanitation department had come and picked it up.


    I got to thinking about that bag a lot of times over the past months but then I blocked it from my mind, something I got real good at after my last ex-wife. I mean, a person’s got to try and forget some things if you don’t want to wake up screaming. Still, there it was, reminding me on the late news every night, regular as clockwork, when I’d see something about the Brown baby. Don’t we all see enough bad things on the news before sleep? Maybe all the bad news should come on at six in the evening and save only the good stuff for later, to spare us our nightmares.


    Anyhow, one night on the news they said that a foundation called ‘Never Lose Hope’ was offering a quarter million big ones for the safe return of the Brown baby. Now, that’s a whole lot of money. Why, money like that and I’d be the poster boy for why people should keep hope alive. That name caught my attention because it’s the main thing my old ma always said to me growing up as a boy – ‘Never lose hope’. And I never did lose hope all along my lifetime, even when I lost my old ma. She died by eating a ham too fast. I always tell everybody, no matter how old they are, you’ve got to chew your pork-based meats. Doctors told me that hams are one of the top choking hazards all across the world.


    Another thing my old ma always taught me was to be cautious about where I go poking around. That’s why I called the cops last time I seen that trash bag. Make it their business, not mine, it being their job and all to investigate these sorts of things.


    But I get there and this time the water level is higher. You can tell it reached a dangerous level at one point, but it all looks to be receding and causing no immediate problems.


    But there’s another problem. Trash bag I saw last August is there, only this time a whole lot closer to the road. Maybe someone found it and picked it up, then tossed it right on back. People behave like animals when it comes to garbage and what they put down their pipes, as I should know. But I’m guessing the high water pushed it on up further towards the road, or maybe animals dragged it. In any case, now it’s no more than twenty feet from where I parked my truck, clearly visible to the naked eye.


    This time, I’m thinking I’m not gonna call the cops, I’m gonna take care of things myself. I’m not above helping to keep our town clean, especially it being near Christmastime, and isn’t anybody can ever accuse me of not caring about our town, so what’s the harm in clearing away a bag of trash before it dirties up the roadway? But, see, just like last time I seen the bag, I felt a sixth sense about it, therefore I was hesitant to go and touch it. But this time I’m not thinking about anything except helping to clean up the litter.


    I go and pick up the bag and it’s damp but not heavy. But guess what falls out? The worst thing anyone, anywhere could ever want to see. It’s a head, a skull head, a real little one. Why the good Lord Jesus had to go and choose me, poor Harley Ray, to have to bear witness to this terrible sight, I do not know.


    I could see right up front that, it being so small, it was either a little child’s head or one of them poor dwarf people’s. It had some hair still on it, and even worse, there’s was this dirty wad of duct tape wrapped around the jawbone.


    Now, seeing this, I’m sick to my heart, not to mention my stomach, over the situation. There was no eyes looking up at me this time, but I pictured the face, and when I looked at that poor little skull, I wasn’t thinking of no dwarf, no, sir, mainly on account of I hadn’t heard of any of ‘em being missing. I was thinking of the face that probably belonged on it, and that’s the face of the missing Brown baby’s picture I see on the news every night. She’s been gone a while now, and if it isn’t her, I’m still feeling sick in my heart for whoever this skull belongs to, who’s been missing this little broken person, but I did figure it was her, the baby.


    Who could do such a terrible thing like this to a baby, treat a baby like a bag of trash? I guess I shouldn’t be asking the question of who, but what can do something this Goddamned horrible, because that person is anything but human.


    So now I gotta call the cops for this pitiful little thing, so I run back to my truck as fast as I can, in spite of knowing that bag’s been there at least since last August when I first saw it. And I knew rushing wasn’t going to help what’s in that bag any, but I was running scared and feeling sick to my stomach, and I guess rushing helped me to deal with not being in this spot alone any longer than I had to be.


    I called my office first. I tell them to make the call to the police, and I specify they better mention the skull I saw. Along comes the same hot-dog deputy who met me there last August, but before he’s gonna make me feel foolish again, I wiped his aggravated smirk off his face with the words, “This time I seen a skull with hair on it in that bag over there you told me to ignore three months ago, Mister Deputy.”


    He looks at me like he knows he’s gotta believe me, but he don’t want to. He tells me not to touch a thing, and I tells him I already know that much - what’s he take me for, an idiot? But I explain I was gonna remove the bag, thinking it was trash, and that that’s how the skull fell out.


    This jackass acts mad at me for that and gets all snippy. But this time I act anyways I want with him right back as I knew this hot-dog idiot will be eating the shit he gave me in August when his boss finds out this is the second damn time I ran into this trash bag, and the second damn time I reported it like a good citizen should.


    This little skeleton head, whoever he or she once belonged to - but I just know in my heart of hearts it’s the Brown baby - could have been brought home for a proper burial months ago if this hot-dog jackass had done his job! And there isn’t no doctor alive who’s gonna be able to make heads or tails out of what happened to this kid now. There’s nothing left, I tell you, nothing but a bag of bones. But that duct tape does tell its own story, I guess, and I don’t think the person responsible for this, if they is ever caught, will be able to talk their way out of the tape very easy.


    Before you know it, all kinds of people are showing, and me, I stuck around to see results, not for any vested interest but because, to be perfectly honest, I was too upset to even think about getting behind my wheel and driving off anywhere. Besides, Officer Jackass had told me to stay put.


    It didn’t take long before the area was swarming with all kinds of police cars and so-called experts, and then the news vans and choppers, who must monitor police radios, started showing up in the area, trying their best to get a look-see.


    Yellow tape was put up and you might have thought I found the Holy Grail or something on account of how many people got involved. But everyone allowed inside the tape treaded lightly through the underbrush, looking for pieces the animals might’ve gotten a hold of and scattered, and they were picking up various things, supposed clues and what not.


    They even went and found this old dead rattlesnake which, for some dumbass reason, they treated as a clue and bagged it up too to take in as evidence. Call me an uneducated Florida cracker all you want, but I’m quite sure no snake put that duct tape around that baby’s jaw before dumping her like garbage. An evil person’s responsible for what’s in that bag. I know they have the Brown mother arrested, and if this is her baby, well I’m not usually short for words, as I can talk a dog out of a meat house, but I’m at a loss for words of what I think should happen to her.


    But at that point I was the big focus of attention and I was getting more questions coming at me than a ‘Jeopardy’ marathon contestant. I hope they got the answers right. Well, you know what I mean, I’m saying I didn’t even understand half of what they were asking, but I’m cooperative with everybody and I answered everything they ask, even those curious things being asked that are starting me to thinking maybe I should’ve listened to my old ma’s advice and never gone near that bag.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Charlotte Hope


    (Eye on America)


    


    Good evening, America, this is ‘Eye on America’ and I’m Charlotte Hope.


    Tonight, breaking news out of Orlando, Florida. The remains of the child recovered last week in a wooded area just fifteen houses down from the Brown home are indeed those of missing toddler Deeley Brown! Tonight Fibber McMom remains in jail after having been charged two months ago with the murder of her baby girl, little Deeley Brown.


    Until today the whereabouts of Baby Deeley have remained a mystery, along with so many other mysteries in the heartbreaking and baffling case of tiny Deeley Margaret Brown who was last seen alive on June fifteenth, two-thousand eight.


    Following a frantic nine-one-one call from her Grandma Margaret Brown, who after waiting thirty-one days for her daughter Denise to return home from her supposed business trip, finally realized that her granddaughter, little Deeley, was missing, and had been missing, according to her daughter, Denise, for thirty-one days. A frantic Grandma Margaret made a long overdue nine-one-one call and the search for Baby Deeley began in earnest.


    Young single mother Denise, it turned out, had been living a life of lies, telling her parents and friends that she was employed at Universal Studios, telling them also that Baby Deeley was cared for during her days and nights of work by a mysterious so-called ‘Manny the nanny’, real name Manuel Noriega.


    It turned out, America, that there was no job and there was no Manny the nanny either. It turned out that the only thing the police could verify in Denise Brown, Fibber McMom’s, tale was this: Baby Deeley was indeed missing.


    Arrested initially for giving false statements to the police, Fibber was bailed out by flamboyant bounty hunter Rick Daley who initially believed that Denise Brown might be lying about some things but not about her contention that Baby Deeley was still alive, alive somewhere, America.


    Rick Daley was quickly disillusioned regarding his hopes of finding little Deeley alive and became one of Denise Brown’s most vocal critics within days of posting her bond. That same week Fibber McMom was re-arrested for theft charges relating to her spending spree following little Deeley’s disappearance, and hauled back to jail. Meantime, America, Rick Daley joined the growing number of searchers who were no longer looking for a live child. Within days in this head-spinning case an anonymous donor stepped forward and posted a new bond and out comes Fibber, free as a lark, to return home to the mother who stands behind her every lie, and to her father whose silence on this matter, we, here at ‘Eye on America’, can only speculate on.


    But wait, hold the farm, the Orange County Prosecutor’s Office has not been idle during this time. With hits from cadaver dogs in the back of Fibber’s car and in the Brown yard, as well as startling photos of a happy Fibber out partying away, complete with a tattoo proclaiming ‘The beautiful life’, and this occurring during the time her baby was supposedly being held by a kidnapper, America! Well, those whose job it is to protect and serve were saying, ‘Hold on a minute here, we have a strong circumstantial case,’ and off to assemble a grand jury they went.


    An indictment for murder was returned and so was Fibber, right back to jail. Meantime, a devastated Keith Brown and an increasingly vituperative Margaret Brown, as well as an irrational Seel Brown, continued to assure America that Deeley is coming home any minute now and that Denise will soon be exonerated.


    But it’s not to be, America. A beautiful baby girl’s life was ended and then she was tossed away like garbage and left to rot fifteen houses down from the Brown home, and tonight, America, it is my sad duty to confirm that Baby Deeley is indeed dead.


    There’s still more breaking news tonight, though. Inside sources confirm that the Browns - Keith and Margaret - were given this news in Los Angeles earlier today where they have been on an ABC’s all-expenses-paid press junket to tout Fibber’s innocence and the certain return of Baby Deeley.


    Our sources tell us that, when made aware of the identity of the remains found last week, Margaret Brown asked ABC to put her and Keith up at the Boca Ritz to avoid further media attention. America, a more cynical woman than me might ask, do you mean to avoid unpaid media attention?


    Still, America, we all grieve in our own way and tonight Margaret and Keith are hosting a lobster dinner, courtesy of ABC, at the Boca Ritz to begin their mourning process.


    Let’s go now to our field reporter, Bambi Isles, for the most updated news on this heartbreaking discovery. Bambi, can you tell us about the condition of Deeley and what if anything has been found out at the site of her impromptu grave?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Hi, Charlotte, and as always, thank you for having me on. Indeed, this is a heartbreaking time in the case of little Deeley whose remains, as you say, were discovered just a few feet off the side of the road in a wooded area a few houses down from the Brown home. Preliminary reports are indicating some odd things at the disposal site, Charlotte.


    


    Charlotte:


    What sort of odd things, Bambi?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Well, Charlotte, authorities have found an enormous rattlesnake with tire tracks over it, indicating that’s how the snake was killed, and a few feet from that is a syringe, a syringe with chloroform traces and -


    


    Charlotte:


    Did you say chloroform traces, Bambi? Correct me if I’m mistaken but I believe one of the pieces of strong circumstantial evidence the State used in the Grand Jury hearing to indict Fibber were repeated searches for chloroform found on the Brown’s home computer. Am I wrong in remembering this, Bambi?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    No, Charlotte, you sure aren’t. There were indeed numerous searches for how to make chloroform on the Brown’s home computer.


    


    Charlotte:


    There you have it, America. Numerous searches and now it has been confirmed that a syringe filled with chloroform has been found near the site of Baby Deeley’s body. Tell us, Bambi, who found little Deeley?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Charlotte, it was a sewage worker named Harley Ray, and, Charlotte, I am hearing rumors that Mr. Ray may have reported this much earlier, all the way back in August, as matter of fact, but the authorities are not confirming at this time.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, Bambi. Please keep us informed on every new development, especially this last with Mr. Ray. I would certainly hate to think it was true and that Baby Deeley, whose remains have just been verified, was left to lay there like garbage for an additional five months, five months that may well have destroyed crucial evidence in establishing how she was killed.


    


    Let’s take some calls. Jennifer in Billings, Montana, you’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, my dear?


    


    Jennifer in Billings Montana:


    Hi … hi … Charlotte, thank you for taking my call and for the work you do for justice. I love you.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, dear. What’s your question, Jennifer?


    


    Jennifer in Billings Montana:


    Charlotte, I was wondering about the snake. Do you think that’s significant in where Deeley’s body was found or is it just, like, a coincidence?


    


    Charlotte:


    Jennifer, that is an excellent question, and to answer it I’m going to make an early prediction right here on ‘Eye on America’. I think that Denise Brown was startled by that snake when she went to dispose of Baby Deeley and that is why they found her little body so close to the highway. I’m going to bet that if the snake’s remains are not too corrupted, they will find the tire marks on it match a certain Nissan owned by none other than Fibber McMom, and I want to thank you, Jennifer, for raising such a thought-provoking point. Let’s take a call from Bobby in Decatur, Illinois. Hello, Bobby, you’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, my Friend?


    


    Bobby in Decatur, Illinois:


    Hi, Charlotte. Did you get a haircut? Your hair looks shorter tonight.


    


    Charlotte:


    No, Bobby in Decatur, I did not. Do you have a question related to the Brown case?


    


    Bobby in Decatur, Illinois:


    Yeah, yeah, I sure do.


    


    Charlotte:


    Then, Bobby, would you please ask the question.


    


    Bobby in Decatur, Illinois:


    I’m wondering, Charlotte, do you know if they checked the Brown baby’s remains for explosive devices?


    


    Charlotte:


    You are wondering if they checked Baby Deeley’s remains for explosive devices? Is that your question, Bobby? I cannot say for certain but I would guess that the answer is no, and if I may ask, why do you think the authorities should have made such a check?


    


    Bobby in Decatur, Illinois:


    It’s like this, Charlotte. Al Qaeda is everywhere in our country and they plant IEDs in places no one would ever think of. My Brother Ronnie was recently killed by an IED attached to his gas oven. Now the government is covering it up to try and keep panic down but I -


    


    Charlotte:


    Okay, thank you, Bobby from Decatur. Let’s hope the authorities are watching this evening. I’ll take one more call tonight before talking with this evening’s guest. Let’s hear from our caller, Charlie in Albuquerque. Welcome, Charlie, you’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, Friend?


    


    Charlie in Albuquerque, New Mexico:


    Hi, Charlotte. Thank you so much for taking my call. You are an amazing, gifted woman.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you so much, Charlie. What is your question, dear?


    


    Charlie in Albuquerque, New Mexico:


    Charlotte, I heard what you said earlier about the Browns. Is that correct they are having a dinner party tonight, the very night that they have learned it is their granddaughter whose remains were found?


    


    Charlotte:


    Yes, Charlie, that is correct, and again I want to say that, here at ‘Eye on America’, we all understand that everybody grieves in their own way but -


    


    Charlie in Albuquerque, New Mexico:


    I lost my only son in Afghanistan, Charlotte, and I can assure you that not only did my wife and I not have a lobster dinner, but in the two years since Alan has been gone, it’s been all we can do to manage to swallow and -


    


    Charlotte:


    Charlie, I would like to first extend my sympathies on behalf of myself, and I believe I can safely say on behalf of all of America, on the tragic loss of your brave boy. Our hearts go out to you and my own heart, a mother’s heart, agrees with every word you have said. How could you eat, how could you have a dinner party? Still, America, we must try to withhold our judgment, if we can.


    


    Now, America, we have with us again tonight Denise Brown’s attorney, prominent legal counsel Salvatore Gutierrez. Let’s hear what he has to tell us on how Denise Brown, Fibber McMom, took the news of the discovery, that the pitiful little remains discovered last week which were tossed away like garbage are indeed the body of Baby Deeley Brown. Salvatore Gutierrez, tell us what was Denise’s reaction?


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Good evening, Charlotte. Thank you for having me on. I would like to tell your viewers that Denise is simply devastated at the confirmation of Deeley’s death. As you know, she has held firmly to the belief, a mother’s belief, that she would one day have her baby back in her arms. In fact, she was so crushed by the news she is presently being treated by the medical staff at -


    


    Charlotte:


    As I know? As I know? Let me tell you something, Salvatore Gutierrez. The only thing I know is that if your client ever believed Baby Deeley was coming home, she certainly kept it to herself, and given her lack of cooperation with the authorities, to me it looks like just the opposite and -


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Please, Charlotte, those sort of statements prejudice my -


    


    Charlotte:


    Don’t you interrupt me, Salvatore Gutierrez, and I’ll tell you another thing … She may be, as you say, under treatment by medical staff at the jail tonight, but the symptoms may just as easily be those of fear, not grief. After all, wasn’t Deeley found a mere fifteen houses down from the Brown home? That’s what I know, Salvatore Gutierrez.


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Charlotte that is -


    


    Charlotte:


    It is asked and answered, Salvatore Gutierrez.


    


    Tonight, America, a beautiful baby girl’s remains have been identified. Little Deeley Brown is dead, though not yet buried, since she was tossed into a wooded area like garbage less than a quarter mile from the home she once lived in with her grandparents. Her young mother sits in jail awaiting what is now an almost certain murder trial, being visited by Penelope Bledsoe, a woman on Denise’s defense team who, get this, America, is married to a gruesome killer on death row in the state of Florida, and all this as the country mourns the tragic loss of this beautiful little girl, and as her grieving grandparents dine on lobster. Once again in this case, with every answer comes a dozen questions, and we here at ‘Eye on America’ will be updating you on each development as it occurs.


    Until tomorrow, goodnight my Friends, and let’s take a moment to honor our fallen heroes from a grateful nation who mourns alongside their families this evening, and to Charlie in Albuquerque, a special blessing on you and yours tonight.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Denise Brown


    (Fibber McMom herself)


    


    My baby is dead. Deeley is in heaven, at peace, and will never have to suffer the horrible ways of the world ever again. I will miss her forever with all of my heart, and I will never forget the pain of learning this horrible news. My baby is really gone. I wish I could be home with my family to help comfort them. I can only imagine what they’re going through.


    The Lord says we should forgive all sins, but this is impossible to ever forget, so as I will try to forgive seventy-times-seven, I may not get there, but what this means for me now, which in some ways is a lot worse than what has happened to Deeley, is that I am facing the death penalty. They’ve been wanting to put that on me, and now, even though they don’t have anything concrete about what happened to Deeley, it’s me they’ll come after more forcibly than ever before.


    Things had been looking up, too, but now I will never get out of here until this entire thing goes to trial, and that’s only a fifty-fifty shot. What isn’t a fifty-fifty shot in life? Things go one way or the other, and in my case, things usually go wrong, like a big black cloud that follows me everywhere.


    Salvatore has been here every day since this new development. In fact, he was here when I was told about the discovery, only they made a point to send in the chaplain to tell me while Salvatore went off to the bathroom. That was terrible, leaving me alone with news like that. They don’t treat Salvatore fairly. They watch us like hawks. They even wrote Salvatore up three times for touching me. What’s the big deal that he sometimes reaches out to comfort me, like I don’t deserve to be touched and comforted like real people do? Like what, I’m sort of a thing, like that stupid fucking snake they keep mentioning on the news?


    I might add, while I’m thinking about it, that it was rather upsetting for me to learn from the news too that Salvatore’s wife is pregnant, which may be why I reacted so strongly to it when I found out. Later I explained to Salvatore why I had seemed so angry with him about it. I mean, I’ve really been Salvatore’s sole focus since my arrest, and now my case is bigger than ever. And although I’m happy for him and his wife, of course I am, I love children, but I can also see that this may disturb his focus at a time when I need all of it. I simply can’t have anything interfering with the attention my case deserves, especially now, and as I told him, I was a little hurt too to think that this was the time, of all the times, when they had decided to have a baby. I mean, it’s pretty insensitive and self-absorbed, given how I have had a missing, and now dead, child of my own to think about, which is what I told Salvatore when I apologized for my earlier outburst.


    Salvatore assured me he understood.


    Since DNA testing has confirmed it’s Deeley who was found in the woods, Salvatore sort of mentioned the possibility of a plea bargain, but I’m not ready to agree to spending years of my life in prison. I can barely stand the months I’ve been in here already, let alone decades. Salvatore said we’ll talk about it later. He also mentioned that the trial will probably be postponed. We were supposed to start just a few months from now. Is that fair, that I should be punished because the prosecution can’t get their act together?


    This past week has really been extra-hard. Thank God I’ve made a new friend in here, someone I can pass the time with. We’ve become extremely close, and I’m comfortable telling her things I’ve never told any other girlfriend. I call her ‘Honey Bun’ and she calls me ‘Cupcake’, our endearing code names we use when we sneak letters to one another.


    And now, of course, I also have Penelope. She’s joined my defense team because Salvatore said we had to have someone onboard for the death penalty phase, which I have to say is a very defeatist attitude, but despite the ominous role she has been assigned, I really love her and I’m already feeling her warmth and care for me. She’s fast becoming like a second mother to me.


    Speaking of mothers, I know this is an upsetting time for my mother, but maybe now she will cool it with all her media connections. That’s one good thing that might come out of this new closure for all of us.


    But I am distraught over something I’ve heard about my mom. Apparently, although I don’t have details, my mother is considering writing a book. That would be the ultimate betrayal, if it’s true. It’s been really difficult between me and my mother lately, but I have to believe she still supports me, and would not commit such a horrible betrayal and try to profit from my terrible loss. The Bible tells me to forgive, but there are things I’ll never be able to forget. How could I?


    My life has not been as easy as people think, considering my appearance and my happy demeanor. People always think that really pretty girls have it easier, and while I can’t speak for every good-looking girl, I mean I’m not like a spokesperson for hotties or anything, but I can say that we have lots of problems that fugly girls don’t, and I might talk about some of them when I get out of here and start the press tour that Salvatore talks about to me.


    Having this new friend is like using a recorder because she’s kind of a loser, even though she’s really sweet, and she just listens to me and never says anything back. So I’ve told her some things about my home life, and I’m sharing some new memories which have, like, all suddenly come to me.


    Penelope says that the shock of them finding my dead child has made it all come up, like how an earthquake shakes loose stuff from the bottom of the ocean, which makes sense. So now I can remember that Seel was always trying to mess with me when I was little. I can remember it now perfectly, and as hard as it is to say these things because I love him, it’s like the Bible says, the truth will set me free, so here it is …


    I was sexually abused by my brother.


    There were nights I would wake up with a flashlight in my face and I’d be thinking I was being kidnapped. Then I’d see it was Seel. Sometimes I’d wake up and he’d be sitting on the floor next to my bed, just sitting there staring at me. One time I awakened to him rubbing my breasts, and many times I went to sleep wearing a bra, but come morning, that bra would be shoved up around my neck and I know I’m not the one who did that.


    People are going to say that I’m making all this up now just because I’m in jail, but that’s a lie, because I told Bobby, my ex-fiancé, about all this a long time ago, back when I was pregnant with Deeley. I know people are calling me a liar and using that nasty nickname ‘Fibber McMom’ that crazy woman who hates me, Charlotte Hope, made up for her show, but Seel really did do this stuff to me, he did, and that bad reputation about being the Fibbing McMom, or whatever it is that crazy bitch Charlotte Hope calls me … but these things happened to me, I swear in the name of God they did. You can even ask my mom, because now I remember telling her about what Seel was doing to me.


    Seel’s abuse started right before I turned twelve. When I turned fourteen, I had had enough, so I confronted Seel and told him to never touch me again or I would kill him. Well, I really wouldn’t have killed him, but he got the message loud and clear, and he stopped. That was it, and we became closer after that, but I never forgot those scary nights. I forgive, as God says I should, but I will never forget them.


    A few years later, after Seel stopped messing with me, I thought I should tell my mother about it, just for the record. She said I must have been sleepwalking or dreaming. She accused me of removing my own bra and told me not to make up such lies about her son, yeah, her precious pedophile of a son. That really upset me. It hurt that my own mother did not believe me. I grabbed the family Bible and laid my hand on it and swore what I told her was true, what Seel had done, and you know what my mother said? She said I had always told lies and this was the worst one so far. My own mother called me a liar, and all because her own son was a pedophile and she wanted to protect him. All of which proves that if I wasn’t lying then I’m not lying now, and I’ve never lied, it’s just that a liar is what people call you when they don’t want to believe what you say, first my mom, now the cops, it makes me sick.


    I’m not a liar. My mom should look up the definition of ‘liar’, and while she’s at it, she should look up the definition of ‘mother’.


    I wish my mom could be a mother to me now and it’s sad that I feel that way, I mean that I still feel like I want a mommy, because I need someone to tell, besides Penelope, that I have had some more dreams and memories.


    They started last week after I watched ‘Oprah’ in the community room. There were all these women talking about incidents as children when they woke up feeling sore, or with upset stomachs. That always used to happen to me when I was little too, like in the first and second grade. Well, most of those women on the show realized years later that they had been sexually abused by their fathers. Some had to be hypnotized to recall what happened to them in detail, and horrible as it is, it’s got me thinking about my own father.


    So, yes, I have issues with both my parents. I guess that’s why Salvatore is becoming someone I look up to more than anyone now. And thank God for Penelope, who is taking such an interest in me, who believes me, and who cares for me, and well, yes, she is becoming like a mother figure to me.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Penelope Bledsoe


    (Death Appeal Attorney)


    


    I am sick to death of being judged, and I know a great deal about death and judgment. America calls itself a Christian nation, forgive seventy-times-seven, but there is no forgiveness to be had, not here, not for Denise Brown, and not for me, either.


    My name is Penelope Bledsoe and I am a member of the defense on the Denise Brown murder trial, a disgusting sideshow created for the slavering masses of Americans who, having no life and having done nothing to better the world, prefer to point fingers at a confused young woman, to judge her and ultimately kill her, rather than face up to the unpalatable home truths of their own lives.


    The satisfaction they anticipate deriving from her death will, I fear, prove illusory to them. It’s a sound-bite, it’s a one-day wonder, and then on to the next big thing. Maybe they will get lucky and Charlie Sheen will kill one of his ex-wives, and then they can all slaver over that - anything, anything at all, rather than look at themselves.


    Fifteen years ago I lived in a mansion in Boca Raton and led the empty life of a trophy wife. When I met the man I was born to love, the man I know God sent to me to both test me and reward me, I finally began to look at myself, something that is always difficult but that creates a life of truth and beauty as well.


    Once I let myself learn to listen with my heart and not with the same empty media-directed judgment the rest of the country uses to make their every decision, my life became magical, and because of how I have since dedicated my life to living in truth and love, then how could I have resisted when Salvatore Gutierrez, lead attorney on the Denise Brown case, called and asked me to join the defense?


    I agreed willingly because, unlike those who claim goodness, I know there is no such thing as true goodness if not followed through with action. The Bible tells us faith without acts is dead. I can act, I can help and I can love. And I do each of these things every day.


    I wish to address the last now because this grotesque attention on my personal life, which was started by that slime-slinger Charlotte Hope, is taking focus away from the place it belongs, which is my desire to help a beautiful, innocent young woman. So I’ll speak of this once and then never again.


    In nineteen-ninety-six I was living a shallow vainglorious life as the wife of a prominent criminal attorney, caring for my husband and loving our five precious daughters. If I was unfulfilled as a woman on the deepest level, I chose not to examine it, and like many, busied myself with minutiae to avoid facing the growing hole in my womanhood.


    I had a law degree from a prominent university and had passed the Florida Bar easily, but at that time I was not practicing, occupied as I was with the tasks my then-husband considered my purview: driving my privileged daughters to their various activities, overseeing our household staff and, of course, making sure his vast selection of Armani suits was picked up and deposited at the dry cleaners.


    I know now I was deeply unhappy but I would have argued against anyone who suggested it to me then. Ironically, it was my husband’s successes as a criminal trial attorney - with a multimillion dollar annual salary - that led me to begin volunteering at the Florida public defender’s office. I reasoned that every defendant prosecuted by the powers that be in our kill-them-first, ask-questions-later, state deserved the kind of representation my then-husband Hector provided his clients. Was a man or a woman less deserving of the best possible defense simply because they were poor? I thought not then, and I think not now.


    So I began by volunteering two days a week on death penalty cases. In this role I acted as a sort of human information gathering device. When the State puts the death penalty on the table, obviously it raises the stakes. All of us on the side of the angels, i.e. the defense side, always hope every trial - especially the DP ones - will end in a righteous not guilty verdict. But when a poor person is on trial and not offered a rich man’s defense, you have to expect the worst and that is where people in my chosen field come in.


    I gather every piece of the defendant’s life I can. I sift through and choose the most extenuating circumstances in their life and present them, hopefully, to their lead attorney. Were they abused as a child? Were they disenfranchised by society? Did they have a home, love, a single chance in this world, a world where only the stupid and blind still continue to claim the playing field is level?


    Obviously I am already coming from a place of disadvantage, because if our client is in the death penalty phase, then a jury of their so-called peers has already found them guilty and therefore is badly prejudiced against them. In addition, not only have they found them guilty, but these jurors did it knowing that the ultimate penalty was on the table. Therefore they are wannabe killers, these people, and now the burden of reaching a better place inside of them falls to me. But as Abraham Lincoln once said, “I have always found that mercy bears richer fruits than strict justice.”


    Despite the ugliness I see in these people, I still try to reach them and offer them the gift of mercy, which is my mission, my calling, if you will. It was in this frame of mind that I began work on the trial of Charlie James Bledsoe, a man convicted of a series of heinous crimes against several young women, women the State wrongly says that my gentle love raped, tortured and murdered. In point of fact, so revolting were the crimes that he was accused of, this holy innocent of mine, that the press has given him the disgusting and inflammatory name ‘Bledsoe the Butcher’.


    As I say, I began the work in my usual frame of mind.


    Working diligently to find enough evidence to sway a group of people with murder in their hearts back to the path of righteousness, my work had until then touched my social conscience but never my heart. All that changed from the moment Charlie’s eyes met mine. Everything I thought I knew and understood of the world was utterly changed in an instant.


    Before Charlie, I now see that my world was black and white, like an Ansell Adams photograph. But Charlie, he introduced soft colors and dreams, and with his advent, I stepped into Monet’s gardens at Giverney.


    I was a rich man’s wife in an empty life and now I am filled spiritually and emotionally. My love can give me nothing in the way of money. Nor, thanks to the Draconian laws of death row inmates, can he even offer me a reassuring hug. Instead, I have love, a love that is pure and true, and unmarred by petty daily concerns such as who can pay the electric bill, and like many women before me, I have been forced by a jealous and judgmental society to pay for this love.


    My husband divorced me and took custody of our five daughters, and then poisoned them against Charlie and me before they even met him. And it’s all fine. I took what he dished out, but I fought tooth and nail with the Florida Bar that tried to pull my license to practice. As it turns out, there is no law yet against love, though I suppose that will be next. But until that time, I’m going to live in and celebrate my truth.


    My truth is that my Charlie is an innocent man. Fortunately or not, my truth is of interest to a great many people, people who should mind their own business but don’t. So, instead of wasting my inner light on resentment, I am planning to write a book, a love story about Charlie and me, which will doubtless make me several million dollars, every penny of which I will then turn around and use to finally give Charlie the rich man’s defense he deserves, and an indulged life once he is freed.


    My love has lived a life of deprivation, and though money no longer has any value to me, I understand his desire for nice things. One of the most endearing moments in our love affair came when I started to bring him my husband’s Armani suits to wear to court. Seeing the childlike delight on his face as he fingered the fine fabric made me want to give him the world, which he deserves, since the world has taken everything from him.


    This is as much of my own story as I am willing to relate presently, as in truth this is the story of Denise Brown, a beautiful, vulnerable young woman who sits today where once my Charlie sat - innocent yet accused, a good person yet vilified. As I once called myself Charlie’s guardian angel, and through circumstances became lucky enough to eventually call myself his wife, now I call myself the same thing Denise calls me, her mother.


    Denise is guilty of nothing but being born into a family that shunted her aside in every way possible. She was ground into dust between a self-absorbed mother, a distant father and a disturbed brother. As with Charlie, the world offered her nothing. As Denise grew up a lonely, unloved little girl, she developed a rich inner fantasy life, and the world can call her a liar, but I call her resourceful, I call her a survivor.


    Every day Denise and I grow closer. In fact, she has asked me to pick out her clothes for the trial. Salvatore, the lead attorney, had already purchased a wardrobe of business clothes for her, but Denise confided in me nearly immediately that she admired more the softer pastel clothes like I wore.


    I didn’t even bother to ask Salvatore for the money to buy her new apparel for court. I enjoyed buying them for her, and in fact, while I was shopping for Denise, I began adding pieces to my own closet, slightly more mature combos than those I bought for her, but in similar colors and designs.


    I may not have consciously understood what I was doing, but last week, during visitation with my husband, he brought it up. Charlie has insight into me like no one else, me included, and when he said, “You’re picking out mother-daughter outfits, that’s what you’re doing, Penny, honey,” I understood immediately that he was right. Later in our visit, he commented, and not for the first time, on how pretty he thought Denise was. Charlie is following her court visits and will watch all of her trial on TV, since he likes to cheer me on. He watches as much as the confines of his life allow, and when he added that he thought Denise looks like me, I smiled appreciatively at the compliment. But when he said, “When I look at you two on TV, I think she could be the daughter you and I weren’t able to have, Penny,” well, I broke down in tears.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Keith Brown


    (Father of Denise Brown)


    


    I’m thinking back to August 9, 2008, which would have been Deeley’s third birthday, when I still held out hope that she would be returned to us. We mostly prayed on that day and held a vigil for Deeley’s safe return. Then Denise came home from jail twice, once when Rick bailed her out and then again for a week in October. But she has been in jail since then, and now the next year is underway, and my daughter’s murder arrest is upgraded to include a possible death sentence.


    I still try to let Denise know how much I love her and that I still want to believe she has only made a dreadful mistake, but now all hope is lost of ever having Deeley back in our arms. She is gone forever. The details, well, I can’t begin to think about them, let alone speak of them.


    Rick Daley at first believed with us and in us, that we could find Deeley alive and bring her home, but then he turned on us and I even had to call nine-one-one on him once when he came near the house after Margaret obtained a restraining order against him. John Walsh and all the organizations did their part. The Never Lose Hope Foundation put up reward money I would never have dreamed possible. I truly believed the amount would prompt Manny the nanny, a person I now know for certain never existed, to return Deeley, but I’m not prepared to believe my daughter killed Deeley, either, at least not deliberately.


    I could have been a better father, paid more attention, but I once felt like the luckiest guy in the world, father of two, a son and a daughter, in that order, and isn’t that what they say is the richest a person can be? I was madly in love with Margaret back then when we had strong chemistry between us. I mean, the love is still there, but it’s strained.


    What drew me to Margaret to begin with was her enthusiasm to be successful, not to mention there was a lot of chemistry, I mean a lot, when we first met. I was just a regular young guy back then, married to a girl I thought I loved and working as a cop, a job I also thought I loved. Then I got lucky and broke my leg for the first time. That incident was while I was chasing a perp. To make a long story short, I ended up in the hospital in traction and a young nurse came in, the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen, and she changed my life completely. It was like I was in a movie.


    I believed her when she told me I was unsatisfied working at a dangerous job that had ended me up in traction. Certainly I’d thought I was happy there but Margaret made me understand it differently, same with my marriage to Beth-ann. Within six months I was divorced and no longer working for the County Sheriff’s department as a deputy. I had listened when she said I needed to make more money.


    Of course at first it didn’t go so well, in fact it ended up with me breaking my father’s arm after I went to work for him. We had an argument that got physical and I threw him through the plate glass window at his office and he fell badly and hit the sidewalk and broke his arm, and even pressed assault charges, which Margaret, thankfully, talked him into dropping later, but I’ve been sick over it since. Well, all of this happened over twenty years ago.


    Our move to Florida came about a year later, after I lost the garage I’d started and we were evicted from our house. My dad forgave me, as he and my mother moved here a few years later to retire, and we exchange Christmas cards and stuff regularly.


    I guess, looking back, what Margaret must’ve seen in me was that I was the kind of fellow she could easily influence, maybe even bully, because as she is the first to point out, I’ve been a bigger financial failure than she could have ever imagined.


    I ended up doing some stupid things, but I always loved my family and would take a bullet for any one of them, any day, any time, and maybe because they know that about me, I’ve been their target when it comes down to individual self-survival.


    Margaret won’t admit or recognize, even to this day in the midst of our greatest family tragedy, that she raised Denise to be a bully, too. I love my daughter but her mood swings and her sense of privilege without having worked as hard as Margaret, or really having accomplished anything at all, have to be learned traits when you come down to it.


    Now, I’m upfront about my somewhat failed career choices but I’ve always held down a job, except for the times I’ve been in traction, as I tend to be fairly unlucky in the leg department. But I’ve never been too proud or too lazy to work, and work hard, for minimum wage. On the other hand, Denise’s longest career success is that she managed to fake having a job for close to two years. In fact, during the time she wasn’t working at Universal, she told us she was working a second job at Sports Authority. You’ve got to hand it to her, she was getting all this admiration from Margaret for working not one but two jobs. In fact Margaret used to hold up Denise’s career accomplishments to me as an example I should follow. In my own defense, at least I actually had the one job I claimed to have, though maybe I should have said I was the President instead, because it seems to me Margaret appreciates big lies more than small victories. Small is not good.


    Anyway, during the time we thought she was out working and becoming successful, she was out partying and shopping on our dime. Dare I say this next thought? If blame were to be issued for Deeley’s death, then I don’t think it’s totally Denise’s fault. Death … there, I’ve said it, and its out and now I’ve gotten that word out of the way.


    Nearly four months after what would have been Deeley’s third birthday, and just weeks before Christmas, we learned of Deeley’s death. What was left of her was found in the woods down the street from us. It’s all a blur but I do recall when they came and issued all the new search warrants, and how the police once again invaded our home to tear apart everything inside and out that we’d just repaired or cleaned up from the last time. This time, they even had a warrant for Deeley’s hairbrush.


    Margaret, in one of her fits of denial, or maybe I’m kidding myself, maybe it was just a straight cover-up attempt, had given them Denise’s hairbrush instead of Deeley’s when the police had asked for it months prior in the first round of warrants.


    Margaret was accused of withholding and destroying evidence in the news, and the police even suggested they might arrest her, along with me. Over the Internet, some people have called my wife ‘Monster Meg’.


    It doesn’t stop. It will never end.


    The police took several items from our home, mostly from Deeley’s and Denise’s bedrooms, things that might help them to connect the dots. None of it mattered anymore to me, not after learning that my granddaughter had long been a bag of bones in a garbage sack left lying near a swamp. That’s got to be the hardest sentence I’ve ever said.


    It concerns some people that Deeley’s remains were found by the same guy twice - Harley Ray, a sewage employee. He was working that area in August and thought he’d seen something suspicious, but the deputy that arrived on the scene dismissed it as just another false tip. Had the police done their jobs, it could have spared a lot of good people their time and effort, those who supported us and helped search for Deeley over those next lost months. One of the first things I said in my first interview with the detectives was that they were curiously slow to respond to our initial report of Deeley being missing.


    Come December, Mr. Ray discovers the bag again. We didn’t get details right away, but when we heard that duct tape had been wrapped around Deeley’s face, I felt sick. When I heard there was a little heart sticker placed on the duct tape, supposedly over where Deeley’s lips would have been if her little lips hadn’t rotted away, I wished I were dead; more, I wished I’d never been born.


    The cops cordoned off the wooded area where she was found and combed through it thoroughly. They found pieces of Deeley’s little shirt and put it together. It must have been a new shirt that Denise had bought her after they left here. I’d never seen it before. It said, ‘Big Trouble comes in Little Packages’. It’s not true. It isn’t that she was ever any trouble, she wasn’t. They also found a hypodermic syringe and needle. Another piece of evidence, one that makes Margaret rant about the stupidity of the police but doesn’t affect me the same way, is that they delivered a dead snake to the medical examiner.


    Margaret says that shows how crazy these people are. She shouts that it’s madness, that she heard they did an autopsy on the snake. “They autopsied a Goddmaned dead rattlesnake. Can you believe this shit?” she asks rhetorically of anyone who will listen.


    Not me, I don’t listen and I don’t answer. I know what they were doing and I know why. I’m an ex-cop. They were looking for tire tracks. What I don’t know is whether or not I’m glad that the snake turned out to be so badly decomposed that they were unable to find any. Okay, I can’t talk about this much more right now, other than it has been the very worst time of my entire life.


    I was prepared to search to the ends of the earth to find Deeley, and in spite of the fact that Margaret had begun to alienate a lot of helpful people and organizations, they were still there, still looking, still trying. With a little angel like Deeley, even strangers had a hard time letting go of hope. Not everyone was calling us baby killers. There were so many good people out there too. Of course, now there’s no reason to look or to hope anymore, the only people who are looking for anything are the police. What should I hope they find?


    Those who hated us, and those who supported us, and those who profited, like the media and those whose job this was, like the police, you name it, all of them have been hinting all along this dark journey that I, Denise’s father, Deeley’s grandfather, would be thrown under the bus at some point. Bus? Try a freight train. I feel like I’ve been shattered into a thousand pieces beneath a train and I can never pick up the pieces and go home, wherever that is now. I’m as good as dead. Hell, I envy the dead.


    Margaret and I have said to each other so many times, “If only these people knew us, if only they really knew us, they’d feel differently. But, in actuality, these people do know us now, and they’re going to know even more eventually, things we’ve never wanted known. We’ve already been examined under a public microscope, unlike any other family in history, except maybe the Ramseys, and like them, the picture of us doesn’t improve with close scrutiny. They are seeing the worst of us, the bottom of the barrel worst, and now we don’t know how to act, we don’t know what to say to dam the tide of hatred and disgust.


    We don’t want to have to act or speak, though, yes, it’s hard to be so hated, so hard, in fact, that Margaret can’t help herself. She’s still out there trying to change their views, to find one right word or action that will make someone, anyone, say, “Yes, okay, I’m sorry for you. I don’t think you’re awful people, I don’t think you deserve this.”


    God bless her hard, brave little heart. Sometimes I want to hold her myself and tell her all of those things that she needs to hear, but I don’t think she wants to hear them from me, and I don’t think I could say any of them now anyway. Problem is, most people are too busy in their own lives to sift through what’s true and what’s false about us and about my daughter’s situation. They take things at face value or the way the media spins it.


    When I finally started accepting that the truth was closer to home than I ever wanted to acknowledge, I found that I couldn’t accept it after all. It was too difficult, too ugly and hard to take, so I gathered up my pills and left the house. I didn’t want to leave a mess for poor Margaret, or even Denise, but especially not with Seel. But, I did have to leave.


    My daughter has a woman on her defense team now, Penelope Bledsoe, who is married to a serial killer. I’ve done my research. I know the cast of players here. Her husband, Charlie James Bledsoe, is suspected of killing many, many women, and is on death row after being convicted of slaying three young women. Not one, three! These deaths were brutal. I believe ‘heinous’ is the better word. Charlie gouged out eyeballs and cut off ears, sliced a large crosshair on a girl’s navel and inserted an umbrella, the kind with a hook handle, that he positioned inside the girl’s stomach so the umbrella stood straight up, opened and shadowing the body left in the sun to be found. Another victim, he carved a circle out of her chest and left her heart on display. And this Penelope believes in, and is adamant about, Charlie’s innocence. I’ve heard she tells Denise she knows what true love is since being with this man. You see why I want to die?


    Don’t get me wrong, I suppose I’m glad Penelope believes in my daughter’s innocence, but not every person on death row is innocent. How is this crazy-as-shit woman going to help my daughter? My daughter needs an expert, experienced defense team. Instead she’s got the great grandstander, Gutierrez, who barely passed the bar on his third try and spends more time talking to the media about the case than preparing a case, and now the oh-so-proud Mrs. Charlie James Bledsoe, aka ‘Bride of Chucky’, by her side.


    I tried to help, I tried to help constantly, only to be told to stay the hell out of things after our private investigator was on the scene. Margaret refused to let me logically discuss the state of affairs, to search the house, to make important phone calls, anything that could contribute effectively. My job was to hose down anyone who stepped onto our property.


    A person can live with a desperate fight-or-flight feeling only for so long. I chose flight on January 22nd, 2009.


    Denise has made our family famous - well, infamous - and our lives are in ruins now. It’s funny, I don’t know if what we had was so good, I guess it couldn’t have been or we wouldn’t have come to this, but what wouldn’t I give to reclaim even a day of it? The media are digging ever deeper, and broadcasting every truth and half-truth they can unearth about us. Soon they’ll have my death to enrich their storylines. I don’t feel I should have to explain my life or my mistakes to the public, either the good or the bad.


    Think about it. What if one day it was expected of you to explain every single thing you ever did in your life, aren’t there moments, some that stretch into years, that you aren’t all that proud of? No one lives their lives forward so that everyone else can understand it backward. Maybe we should. But no one does, not me, not you. If I were asked what I am proud of about myself or my family, there are things I’m proud of, times I’m glad of, but they wouldn’t interest anyone, not like this. I could tell people about the day I taught my son to drive a car, or how I taught Deeley to say her name backwards, but no one cares about the simple things now and I feel there will never be simple good days again, not for us, not the Browns, the family of baby killers.


    The day Margaret and I went to pick up Denise’s car, Margaret treated the attendant like it was his fault our daughter had stolen credit cards and money, and took off with our granddaughter in the car we’d given her. She yelled at him and accused him of conning us, and like the tigress of a mother she has always claimed she is, she couldn’t see that maybe, just maybe, all this was caused by our lack of discipline for our own daughter.


    Sure, I felt regret, too, for what it had come to. I wish I had kept more control of my family, and mostly of myself, but a man married to someone like Margaret sometimes falters. She’s so damn strong and adamant about everything, and so much a true believer in her own rhetoric, that even if I had tried speaking up, my voice would have been lost in the wilderness that is, pardon the pun, the world according to Margaret. I may appear meek next to her, but I can also be forceful when it calls for it, I can die, for example, I can do that.


    No father wants to believe he raised a monster daughter but that’s what people think of my daughter, that she’s a monster. My daughter.


    I want people to lay off her. It’s not always a kid’s fault. Parents are responsible for dark times, too. But when you see it coming, that you’re going to become the scapegoat, and you’re backed into a corner with no window in sight, you make decisions that might overall be the best for the family.


    There’s no way of winning the hand we’ve been dealt. We’re all losers here, but now that I understand I’m the sacrificial lamb, I’ve made my choice. ‘Keith the Lamb’, they can call me. Nice guys finish last etc.. Well, just one time, I’d like to feel in control of my own life again, and the only way I can figure out how to make that happen is to end my life. Doesn’t make much sense when I say it like that but who gives a shit? No one ever listens when I talk, anyway.


    I pulled up to the motel on the 22nd. It was a chilly night, about 10:30 P.M., and Margaret had been calling and texting me all day and night, like she does when I’m out of sight. But, for once, I didn’t answer her. I had come to terms with reality on this day, my last day on earth, and I was glad to have spent it alone.


    I’d been gone for over twelve hours by this time, so I knew I had to move fast. Margaret didn’t worry about me much, but my absence would alarm her now. I had attended a job interview in the morning but what a joke that was. Like I could ever start a new job, like anyone in their right mind would hire Keith Brown, father of the monster, maybe also the monster himself.


    I don’t know what I believe about the other side. I guess I just hope it’s like going to sleep and never waking up, but if there is another side, maybe I could see Deeley and tell her I was sorry and that I loved her. I always did, just not good enough.


    Funny as it sounds, I was getting mad thinking there might not be another side. It pissed me off, because if this is all you get, then what a fucking joke, what a waste of our time. I want my money back.


    I also started thinking about being found dead in the room. Fast, of course, I wanted to be found quickly because, sick as this may sound, but it’s the truth, I was hoping that whoever walked in to find me, they would not have to be subjected to the sickening stench Margaret and I smelled when we picked up Denise’s car last July. That odor had told the whole story, and Margaret, I can promise you, knew it wasn’t from any rotting pizza in the trunk. She knew what the smell meant with her first nine-one-one call. So did I.


    Once I was in the room, I sat there on the edge of the bed, holding the photograph of Margaret and Denise I’d brought along with me. They were both smiling in it. Mother and daughter, the two sides of the same coin, both the women I’d loved and trusted for so long, and in return they despised me, and were even then setting me up for sacrifice and destruction, just like everyone had said they would all along. Salvatore’s last minute ‘Hail Mary Pass’ of a legal strategy, his sure-fire get Denise out of jail card, included no regard for the shame it would cause me or my son.


    I knew more than Margaret thought I knew. I’d overheard her talking late at night when she thought I was asleep on the couch, her frantic whispered chats with our so-called private investigator. All I could hope for was that no one would believe the lies about to be told about me and Seel. I was ready to sacrifice myself for those lies.


    I looked at the other photograph I brought along. It was one of Deeley. She had loved her Grandpa Ko Ko, and I loved her. That little girl had been my life, hands down.


    I kissed her sweet little face and swallowed the first pill dry. Then I opened a bottle of beer, drank, waited about two minutes, and took another.


    I wrote a letter that said I was sorry for everything.


    I noted the digits 10:45 on the clock that would be my last recollection of my time on earth. I opened another beer and downed more pills. Before I continued the process, I lit up my cell phone and sent out a group message that went:


    


    I liked being alone today and I want to remain alone. Thank you to all of those who’ve helped. My gratitude runs deep. Now I hope to see Deeley in heaven.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Margaret Brown


    (Mother of Denise Brown)


    


    I’ll tell you this: get a little trouble, you get a lot of trouble. Have a small problem? Keep telling yourself it’ll go away, you’ll handle it yourself, and maybe you’ll be one of the lucky ones, and that’s exactly what will happen. But maybe not, maybe that tiny lump in your breast is just a cyst - women get those sometimes from drinking too much coffee - but maybe it’s something worse. Maybe it’s cancer and maybe it’s already crept deep into your lymph nodes and your bones, and no matter how much tissue you’re willing to have cut away to save your life to stick around for your family, if you’ve got one, no matter how much of yourself you are willing to mutilate to keep things going, it doesn’t matter. It’s cancer. It doesn’t care who you are or how much you love your husband and kids. It’s just cancer. It has a job to do, and that job is to kill you, to end you. No matter how hard you fight it with chemo and radiation, sometimes it still won’t go away.


    An enemy that won’t go away tires a person out. It wears you down and that’s when the enemy strikes hardest. That old cancer, which hasn’t gone anywhere while everything else happens, is right there waiting for your moment of weakness. When you get tired and beat down is when the disease raises up its head and says, ‘Hey, this lady is getting weaker and I think I better take advantage of it. I’m going to up my game on her and see what I can make of that.’


    Suddenly the cancer is all over you, it has spread through every inch of your body, but this time you aren’t up to being mutilated or poisoned anymore to fight back. This time it’s almost a relief, and that’s all she wrote, folks. Game over. You’re gone. The disease won and it wasn’t even personal. It was just the luck of the draw.


    You don’t understand my little analogy? You’re saying to yourself, “This woman’s trying to get our sympathy by telling us she has cancer now? What is this crap? No one wants to hear about your imaginary diseases. Tell us about your daughter lady; tell us what it feels like to raise a child killer; tell us what it feels like to hear about the discovery of your decomposed granddaughter and to know it was your own kid who did it; tell us about that; tell us about your little dinner party the night you got the news.”


    But, you see, I did just tell you, I just didn’t tell it the way you wanted to hear it. You want to hear it like that horrible woman Charlotte Hope tells it. You don’t want me to tell you what my life is really like. Every day, all I hear is, “Margaret, Margaret, Maggie Monster, how do you feel now? Are you glad you defended your daughter? Did you know Deeley’s dead, huh, Margaret, huh, did you? Hey, Maggie, how you doing now?”


    How am I doing? There’s a real insightful question. I’m doing just as good as if my whole body were filled up with cancer, that’s how I’m doing, thank you very much. I’m a strong woman but you think I haven’t heard every word that’s been said, about how Denise is the biggest liar since the world began, or that I’ve somehow missed seeing the pictures of my daughter spread out all over the news and the Internet while partying it up? Do you think I haven’t heard myself called an enabler and a liar too? Does anyone really think I’ve missed any of this? How could I miss it unless I dug a hole in the backyard where people say my daughter considered burying my granddaughter, and then jumped in the hole and pulled it in after me? And don’t think I haven’t thought about doing it, too.


    I know what people think of me. They hate my daughter, and if a monster is born, then it didn’t come from nowhere, right? Blame the parents.


    Well, I’m not going to say my daughter’s a monster, thank you very much, but I guess I can see why people might think she is, what with real monsters like Charlotte Hope and her kind telling everyone how evil Denise is and showing those pictures, those goddamned pictures of my beautiful girl grinning like a monkey and dressed like a whore, and then right on top of them, pictures of my angel, Deeley … a devil and an angel is what those photos show.


    Do people really think I’m so stupid I don’t catch what they’re doing? And don’t think I can’t see the writing on the wall, or should I say the writing on the teleprompters, about how they’re painting me and Keith either.


    There has to be a bad guy in the house that bred Denise, right? And for whatever reason, the media has decided it’s me, Margaret Brown, wife, mother, grandmother, nurse. I’m the bad one. I’m the one at fault here. Poor, sad Keith, with his sappy suicide note and his pathetic volunteer work at Disney World in the lost children’s section … oh, I know what all of you think. Hell, I hear what all of you think.


    Calling me ‘Maggie Monster’ and him ‘Poor Keith’. You think I’m a castrating bitch who made Keith ignore Denise’s little escapades and helped turn her into a liar, then a thief, and finally a baby killer? And after all that occurred, why then I tried to cover up what happened to Deeley, while poor Keith, poor old Keith, grieved to the point of wanting to die.


    God forbid I should get to be sad too. Everything I do backfires. I admit publicly that I too have considered suicide, even inviting the media into my house to see the several dozen suicide notes I printed. Do they come in? No, they don’t, thank you very much. So then, in the interest of the public’s right to know, I send the five most heartbreaking ones I had written to ‘Good Morning America’, ‘Geraldo’, ‘Dr. Drew’, ‘Joy Behar’, and that nice looking Vinnie Politian. Notice I did not give Miss Charlotte-crucify-Margaret-Brown a shot at such a personal thing. But do you know, not one of those people even read my suicide notes? Or if they did, they didn’t bother to mention them on TV. But Keith’s notes were a nine-day wonder. Poor Keith, poor old broken-hearted Keith. Truth is, the whole so-called death dinner party I’m being crucified for was for his sake, but media genius that he is, he has again managed to make me look like a monster and painted himself as a saint.


    What I think a great many people are not aware of is that both Keith and I have been asked to leave our jobs. Now, in his case, it hardly matters. I mean, a security guard? Yeah, his fifteen-hundred-buck-a-month salary before taxes was a big help, but losing my salary, well that was a blow, me being basically the sole support of the Brown family.


    As always, Keith took the news that we were unemployed, and would probably lose our home, just as he always takes bad news. He slumped down in a kitchen chair and said, “I don’t know how we’ll go on, Margaret.” Then he added a little more self-pitying nonsense about how none of it mattered now that our little one was gone, leaving me, like always, to shoulder the responsibilities, just like I had to when raising the kids, like I had to when I was protecting my daughter from first her father’s judgment, then the world’s.


    Did I love our granddaughter one iota less than Keith? Hardly! That child was my whole life, but thanks to Keith’s chronic ineptness, I was never given a chance to grieve. Since I knew he wasn’t going to raise one finger to save our financial bacon, I did what I had to, what I always have to do, and took matters into my own hands, and called up ABC. I said we’ve got a story to tell and you’ve got a checkbook, so can we make a deal? They said, “Yes, we can, Mrs. Brown,” thank you very much.


    Things moved pretty quickly after that, and before I had time to think, Keith and I were off to Los Angeles to tell our story to a series of very sympathetic producers for ABC, and to discuss, as well, a book that would finally tell the truth of this situation.


    We were still in L.A., packing to come home, when we got the call confirming that the remains the authorities found the week before were those of our Deeley. Of course Keith fell apart immediately. I had to practically carry him onto the plane, and then he cried for the entire four hour flight. Didn’t even attempt to pull himself together.


    Thank God we were accompanied by Tim, one of the ABC producers, or I don’t know how I would have survived. Tim’s accompanying us had always been part of the plan. He and his cameraman had been previously scheduled to return to Orlando with us. The original story ABC had been taping was the tale of our journey from the day we discovered Deeley’s disappearance, through our nationwide search for her, and then the show would continue at our home, with some touching shots of me holding Deeley’s teddy bear in her little empty bedroom, and showing both Keith and I standing sadly by the playhouse we’d bought her for her second birthday, her last birthday.


    But, of course, once the remains were proven to be Deeley’s, well then ABC’s Tim was to follow our story as we prepared for Deeley’s funeral instead. The show would culminate in some footage of the funeral itself.


    I guess maybe ABC and Tim wondered why I didn’t fall apart, too, and give them the show Keith did, but a better question would have been why Keith acted like finding out Deeley was dead was such a shock to him. Ask me, Keith should have gone right from being a police officer into acting, because he gave an Academy-worthy performance that day, he surely did.


    Yes, yes, yes, we knew she was dead, okay, is that what you wanted to hear? Well there it is, but don’t take that as any kind of a confession from me or my daughter, either.


    In fact, I’m sure poor little Denise, with her mother’s heart, believed Deeley was alive right up until the minute some cold-eyed jailer dropped the news on her. It kills me that I wasn’t with her. I mean, who does she have to comfort her: her paid friends, Mr. Gutierrez and that psycho who’s married to a serial killer that he stuck on my child’s defense team? I can’t bear to think of the shock my Denise must have felt, but as I was saying, for me and Keith, those days of false hope were long behind us.


    I can’t give you the exact date when I knew, for heaven’s sakes, but the thought crossed my mind the very day we picked up Denise’s car. When I saw Deeley’s doll in the car seat, the doll she called Mama, well I knew if Deeley was alive, that doll would have to be with her, as much as she loved that baby doll. That, accompanied by the terrible odor, well, I went nuts. But, I hoped differently, and it was gradual, my growing realization that Manny had probably killed her, and killed her pretty early on. Manny and the press, I should say, killed her, my little one. I guess maybe I knew not too long after Denise was forced by her father and that goddamned Rick Daley to tell what happened at Kay Ranch Park.


    I mean, I knew then. I knew that Manny and his lover-man Fernando were capable of violence, forcing my daughter to the ground as they did and running off with Deeley, who must have been screaming for her mommy. She loved her mommy so much. She had to have been so confused.


    If only Denise hadn’t been so afraid of these vicious kidnappers and had been able to tell me, well then I would have never called 911. Yes the 911 call is my own piece of guilt, but I didn’t know about Kay Ranch Park then, you see, I didn’t know. Once I did know, I understood, and it didn’t take me too long to get there. All the endless media coverage of the case must have shocked these already desperate and deranged men into committing a desperate act.


    They knew it had gone too far and that there was no way to return Deeley to us and not be caught while doing it, so they took the easy way out. They killed our precious baby and then must have dumped her little body as close to our house as they could, to frame Denise. And by now, who knows where they are? I’ve heard maybe Panama. So, yes, they killed her, but then so did the media - the media scrutiny forced them to do this.


    The grieving I went through after I understood this nearly killed me. I hid it behind anger but I was more devastated than anyone, and I still am, of course. It was Denise’s attorney, Gutierrez, who told me I had to keep up a positive front, because if I even hinted that I thought Deeley was dead, it would bring more heat down on my daughter.


    Mr. Gutierrez said it was only my belief, my cheering on the public, my telling them Deeley was still alive, that was keeping the State from rushing my daughter into a Kangaroo Court murder trial.


    He said we needed time, that Keith and I had to help buy him time. He said the police didn’t care about the truth, that they only cared about closing the case, and so they wouldn’t look for these men, they wouldn’t even believe in their existence. The police thought my daughter was a liar and a killer, and our only hope was to buy more time by continuing to search for Deeley so that he could, with the help of my son, Seeley, run a secret search for those two kidnappers, kidnapping killers.


    Mr. Gutierrez said even if we found the real killers, no one would care if Denise had already been tried and found guilty. He said there were thousands of innocent people in prison and that the State knew it and didn’t care.


    I hated to deceive anyone, but my God, who in my place would have done differently? I’d lost my granddaughter. Was I supposed to stand idly by and lose my daughter too if I could help it? I don’t think so, thank you very much. Of course, having to keep telling people I believed Deeley was still alive was horrible for me. I hate to lie, but again, I had no choice. And, if Deeley, by some miracle, had showed up alive, well, that door was left open this way, too.


    Naturally, Keith was no help to me. First he moped around looking like he was at his own funeral, then he tried to attend his own funeral with the suicide attempt. Well, what can you expect from such a pathetic creature? Thank God I had Seeley who, like me, knew the sad truth, but instead of losing his self-control, he channeled his energies into his search for the real killers.


    All of this came to a head the day Deeley’s remains were identified. Tim was a great help to me, making calls from LAX, arranging for a room at the Boca Ritz for Keith and me, as Tim could see Keith was in no shape to face the media hordes which were doubtlessly camped outside of our house. And all I was trying to do was show my gratitude for his help when I suggested we invite Seel and his pathetic girlfriend to join Tim and Keith and me for dinner. I was merely being polite.


    But, of course, like with the cancer, the media is always waiting, and we hadn’t even signed our dinner bill before they descended upon our waitress.


    How did the Browns behave at dinner? How were they acting? Tell, tell, tell. Please, c’mon, you tell us and here’s a little something for your trouble.


    Thank you very much.


    Next thing I know, Keith and I are up in our room and listening to more lies about ourselves on the nightly news, hearing about how ‘poor Keith’ couldn’t eat a bite, but good old Margaret had a hearty meal and seemed to enjoy herself. The monster and the martyr brought to you courtesy of the cancer which is the media, striking right on cue when you’re at your weakest.


    Like a fool, I turned to my husband for comfort and got a helpful, “What does it matter what they say, Margaret? What does any of it matter?”


    That’s Keith for you, and has been Keith since Day One of this mess. We couldn’t even share our grief when we both started to understand that Deeley was never coming home. To begin with, every time I mentioned the kidnappers - the killers - all Keith would do is shake his head and slink off. When I’d ask him, no beg him, to tell me what he was thinking, he’d just sit there and cry. “You don’t want to know what I’m thinking, Margaret,” is what he’d say.


    What was that supposed to mean, I’d like to know?


    Now, of course, he’s under the care of a psychiatrist following his little suicide drama, and the psychiatrist, that so-called Dr. Williams, says not to bring it up because Keith is in such a fragile state.


    Well, I could tell the good doctor that Keith being in a fragile state is nothing new, but of course he’s not interested in what I have to say. No one is. All they are interested in is what they think I am. Margaret, monster mother of a monster, and a monster herself.


    Cancer cells, that’s all they are, that’s all any of you are.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Denise Brown


    (Fibber McMom herself)


    


    I heard my dad tried to off himself. Another hardship for me to bear now. I wish I knew what his thoughts were when he tried this stupid act. Thank God my mother put out a call to the police immediately after receiving his text. The police tracked him down by hitting on his cell phone signal. It’s amazing what technology can do these days. If not for technology, my father would be dead.


    Apparently, the police and the EMTs busted in on him just in time. He was taken to the hospital and I’ve heard he’s been visiting a psychiatrist for help. I hope he gets it. We all need help but where is mine? You sometimes get to the point you want to bang your head against a wall, and not stop until there’s no pain left. Look where I am, and probably will be for a long time. This is dragging on and taking forever. I can’t believe how slow the system works, but then, on the other hand, you’re scared to death of the end result. So much for every prisoner’s right to a speedy trial.


    Now I hear they are holding a funeral for my daughter. I will not be attending. I released a statement for the public because everyone always wants to hear from me. I can’t let them down, especially over something as important as burying my daughter.


    This is what I released, so my feelings are known:


    


    I miss Deeley constantly. I can't be present for her funeral, but I hope to some day visit her grave and convey how much I miss her. I love my parents and am happy they are overseeing the funeral for Deeley.


    


    I made it clear I want her buried in a casket and I’d like her to have a gravestone that I will be able to visit. I requested a private funeral, family only, as she is to be cremated, so there’s no need for a public event with cameras and a spectacle for everyone, but I can't prevent my parents from doing what they choose.


    


    I only hope this brings them closure.


    


    Although I can’t be with my family on such an important day, I do have Salvatore’s next visit to look forward to. He stopped in the other day to console me, to pump up my spirits, I suppose, and he was so adorable. He said it’s such a shame that I always got mixed up with the wrong kind of guys and he said that maybe I will be able to find the right guy one day. Then he said it might be soon. He’s so confident.


    Yes, I want the right guy in my life, but I think I’ll be sticking to my own kind from here on out. I want an Irish guy. No more Italians. Bobby and Aaron are both Italian, and neither would have been right for me in the long run. The other day I swore I saw a ghost from the past. The usual crowd had gathered outside on the day I was to be taken to court. I looked out the window, and one of the guys out there looked just like Bobby. He even dressed like him.


    I’m sick at heart over Bobby trying to capitalize over my misfortune. He’s not driven by God. I’ve learned to love God since this hell-hole, and Bobby is nothing but a hypocrite. His daddy always looked down on me, and I sure didn’t need a father-in-law who wouldn’t respect me. Bobby’s nothing but a media whore.


    I’m getting hundreds upon hundreds of fan mail letters. Two guys have proposed marriage. One is from New Jersey, an Italian, and he said he already bought a ring, that he wants to take care of me forever.


    I don’t need to be marrying someone I’ve never met.


    The other’s from Chicago, another Italian. What is it with these Italian guys? I must look Italian. Another guy said I look like Mila Kunis, and I was tempted to write him back just to let him know I’ve heard that same thing all my life. My mother says I look like Demi Moore, but I agree with that one guy that I am much more like Mila. But I don’t want to be writing to men I don’t know, so I wrote to my friend in here, Ruby, a.k.a. Honey Bun, and told her about it. We’re still sneaking letters back and forth, my only escape, and I hate having to flush them down the toilet, but we must.


    Writing the letters really helps me to pass the time. Ruby is so cool. She’s not so smart with the mess that she got herself into that landed her here in jail, but she makes me laugh when there’s nothing to laugh about. We talk about things like the fucking rubber bologna sandwiches, and I told her I want to start a campaign against that lunchmeat when I get out, and she’s joined my anti-bologna club already. I was eating a lot of P. B. and J. sandwiches because, you know, you get protein from peanut butter, but when I heard over my radio about the peanut butter recall, I even tossed my peanut butter Bambi bars.


    Jail food sucks big time. At least I always have money for commissary, but I’m pigging out a lot on junk food. My new thing is to count calories, because Dad said in one of his letters to make sure I don’t pack on the pounds.


    My mom’s concerned about my health because I have a blood blister under my left breast that won’t go away. It’s not like I can just pick up the phone and make a doctor’s appointment. This is getting old, but I keep dreaming of the day I’m out and able to shave my legs without a goddamned C.O. bending over me.


    I’ve been reading a book about Scientology, too. It’s interesting stuff. I really admire Tom Cruise and Katie Holmes, and their little girl reminds me of Deeley. Main thing is to remain positive. I know I can never replace Deeley, but I’m looking to the future and want to be a good mother one day down the road.


    I know a lot of people will never believe this, but I want to adopt a baby after I am freed, one who needs a good home. There are so many children out there who need good homes, and I would never let that baby out of my sight. I will apply everything I’ve learned on this journey and put it to proper use. No child of mine will ever have to go through the things I’ve experienced growing up.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Seeley Brown


    (Brother of Denise Brown)


    


    The FBI recently had me take a paternity test to prove I am not Deeley’s biological father, which was obviously both humiliating and painful in its implications, and made much more so since they leaked it to the Charlotte Hope show about ten minutes after I walked out of the lab. Of course it came back negative but I still felt as mournful at her funeral as any father would feel. I loved Deeley from the moment she was born, although my parents wanted me nowhere near the hospital that day. If anyone should have been there to welcome that little girl, it’s me.


    My niece’s funeral, February 10, 2009, was the hardest day in the lives of our entire family. My sister couldn’t attend and that is probably the worst part. I felt that the county jail should have given her permission to attend and to be with us, her family, to allow her at least a few minutes of closure with her daughter that we were burying along with all our hearts, but she was confined to her jail cell for this horrific day. I can only hope she was watching.


    Yes, we were saying goodbye to our precious Deeley, but there were many other messages we needed to convey. Our public memorial was broadcast live-stream on local news and over the Internet, so we hoped our voices, coming straight from the church, would afford us the opportunity to gather the public compassion our family deserves and more importantly to allow Denise to be a part of the service.


    My father was extremely emotional when he addressed the crowd and reminded everyone that his daughter needs love and understanding while she sits in jail. He encouraged people to continue writing to Denise. He explained how much those letters of support help Denise to endure. He pleaded for people to keep an open mind, and reminded everyone that no one deserves to walk in our shoes. “It's God's day. It's Deeley’s day, today,” he cried. And my mother spoke of what a happy child Deeley was, and we all felt proud of our own family, hoping the public would be proud of our bravery. I know there’s a fat chance of that happening, but maybe if we continue to remind people of the living hell we dwell in due to this tragedy, we might start to get the peace we deserve, something that’s long overdue.


    We chose the Baptist Church in Orlando that holds over five thousand people, and over a thousand showed up. There were few dry eyes. My mother had publicly asked that only those with the purest of hearts show up, and she sure made it clear that Rick Daley had better not come show his face on this grave day. That man has betrayed our family for the very last time. If he tried to show up, my mom was going to personally kick him out, and it would’ve been on public display for everyone to see. That jerk had publicly accused us of wanting to put on a ‘Margaret show’ rather than a memorial for our precious Deeley, and he said the police have the right person in jail. How dare he speak of our family with such disrespect?


    Even my grandmother, Ruthie, my mom’s mother, expressed her sorrow that Denise couldn’t be with us on this important day. She publicly addressed Denise, saying she wished she could erase her tears. Her grief-struck eyes touched all of us when the video montage of Deeley played up on the big screen.


    This was a day that broke us all.


    My strongest wish was to comfort Denise on such a difficult day and when I took over the pulpit and spoke my mind. I thanked everyone for being there and then said, “I ask all of you filled with fear, with resentment or anger, to please open your hearts to my family’s tragedy and find the room in your hearts to grieve with us rather than to judge us. Withhold your judgment, please, for the day the truth is revealed in this unthinkable situation. We will never be the same, whatever result comes of this tragedy, but with hope and promise and your compassion, the path will be easier for us. This is not over.”


    Then I paused to kiss the bracelet on my wrist three times. The camera couldn’t get close enough to see what was on my bracelet. It has Denise’s name and birth date on it like the ones family members of POWs wore in the sixties. Because that’s what she is, a prisoner of war, a prisoner of lies.


    I imagine the watching public thought my bracelet sported Deeley’s name, but to me, despite my grief for my niece, the funeral was my chance to let Denise know that at least with me she still comes first. Then I raised my eyes and though I was looking into the cold lens of a camera, it was my sister’s eyes I saw, Denise’s magnificent green eyes. I was crying by then, crying for her, for myself, for our loss, when I continued with, “Today I send my tribute to DMB as we all try, in each of our own ways, to find our personal closure in this dreadful tragedy. We need to display patience. DMB, you see the tears in my eyes? It’s because I am a broken soul. We remember Deeley, but on this day our family is strengthened rather than diminished. We are incomplete but we are stronger than ever, united here today and for always. DMB, you have taught me how to be strong. DMB, you have taught me how to be proud, and you have taught me to never lose hope. Most of all, DMB, you have taught how to love, and how to forgive, and I love you and I miss you.”


    I had to stop then as it hurt so much not to be able to hold her while I was talking. I hope she felt that, my loss, my longing. Thank God my parents clustered closer to me and touched me in comfort. They understand, and have always understood, what Denise and I are to each other. Their support gave me the strength I needed to continue, and after clearing my throat, I tried to put everything I felt into my voice when I finished.


    “It’s been so long since I’ve seen you. I will always love you and my only wish is to hold you and comfort you. You are my inspiration, and you can count on me never breaking my promise to you. DMB, I hope you see me now, I hope you know I offer my heart.”


    Some sick judgmental people will have a problem with my address at my niece’s funeral. I’ve seen it all and they will question my motives, but all I can say is that my family has been through enough now. We’ve taken all we are going to take. We want to be left alone.


    The relationship I maintain with my sister may never be understood by the plebian public, those with no comprehension of what true family love means, or how compassionate hearts breathe and survive, but maybe our family’s tragedy might have the power to help someone to be enlightened. Everyone wants the gore, and they want to see the public hanging of my sister. They want everything my sister has never deserved.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Denise Brown


    (Fibber McMom herself)


    


    I’m having trouble breathing tonight. I think I might be developing asthma, actually. Or, who knows, it’s a rough night for me because I’m reflecting on my past mistakes and the loss I’ve suffered, and the air feels thick and hard to breathe, even though my twelve-by-seven cell is chilly tonight. Sometimes I just lay here remembering, and it’s so painful, it hurts so bad that I can’t see the only one I need most.


    Where is he? What is he doing? Who is he with? Does he ever think of me? All those questions run through my mind and it tortures me like that prison song Reese Witherspoon wrote for the movie ‘I Walk the Line’ about Folsom Prison, and as much as I’ve given up on Italian guys, I sometimes still think of Aaron. The last time I saw him was when my mother burst in. I think about the way he looked at me that night; he looked terrified. I’d never seen him like that. I think what it was is that he was scared that he might not ever see me again and that probably made him finally realize how much he needed me and loved me, only it was too late. I think that happens to guys a lot. When I remember how his face looked that night, I can’t stop crying. He haunts me.


    I only got to talk to him - well, we texted - one last time after that, before the cops put me in jail. He asked why I hadn’t told him about Deeley being missing and why I’d seemed all happy and shit, but he asked like he’d already been turned off, and he sounded super-judgmental, so I didn’t think anything I said at that point would be good. I wish I’d told him now that the reason I seemed so happy was because I was happy. Even after losing my own baby, I loved him so much and was so into him that in his arms I could forget my tragedy for a while. I so wish I’d told him that. I’d write him now and say it but I can’t find out his address. He’s probably gone back to New York and hooked up with someone else by now. One thing I know for sure is that even if he’s in the arms of some hot babe out there, I’m not jealous. I know she’ll never compare to what Aaron and I had, even though our time together was so brief. He once said my breasts are the most beautiful he’s ever seen. I know he was completely in love with me and probably getting ready to propose. This is just another thing that I’ve lost that I can thank my mom for.


    There are all kinds of things in the news and over the Net now about my personal business. I feel such betrayal all around me. My fugly pen pal, slash quotation marks, slash friend, slash snitch I wrote to in here stabbed me in the back and gave my letters to the cops and then probably sold them to the media. Well, good. Maybe they’ll pay her enough to get plastic surgery and liposuction. She needs it. Though, God, I shouldn’t make fun of anyone for their weight. I’m blowing up so bad in here because of all the starch and I’m getting zits again, too.


    Speaking of which, some dyke jail guard in here was told by that lame district attorney who is trying to kill me to take pictures of my tattoo, the one I got for Aaron – ‘The beautiful life’ - so she takes them and naturally, given my shit luck, my back is all broken out at the time, and what do you know, not two days later there’s my back zits in living color in the ‘National Enquirer’. Nice!


    Meantime, my mother is the new voice of the media, Miss Meet the Press, meet me in my front yard, or at the grocery store, or outside the jail while visiting my ‘poor daughter’. None of my friends have any compassion, either; they’ve all betrayed me. My ‘sex talk’ with Aaron was not meant for the cops or the public to get a rise out of, but that got sold too. So much for the gag order the judge imposed. What a laugh and a half.


    I don’t know why I’m missing Aaron so much, but I am. I guess he’s a diversion my mind can go to, being he was the last man whose arms I was in, maybe the last man whose arms I will ever know. He couldn’t get enough of me and I loved every minute of it. I’m not ashamed of the amazing sex we shared. I don’t even care that my parents have heard about it. I am … was … a mother, after all, a grown woman, which was something my mother always failed to realize with her constant telling me what to do, like I was Deeley’s age or something. God, I get crazy pissed when I think of how she treated me. I see my mother on the news almost every night and all she’s doing is making things worse for me.


    You’d think by now she’d have learned to shut up. I don’t have any desire to see my parents anymore and I told the jail that. So, of course, my mother seeing an opportunity to get on TV, her favorite place in the world, calls all the media and tells them she is going to come to see me whether I want it or not.


    Two funny things happened that day: one, she didn’t get in; and two, the media didn’t show up either, except for some local rag who got a picture of her sitting outside the jail, waiting for hours for news cameras that never came.


    When I’m in the spotlight, when that time comes, I will be photographed and quoted and taped for every blink of my eye and every smile I give, or tear I shed, as Salvatore says there need to be a lot of those. I’m the one they want, I’m what America wants. Take that, Charlotte Hope! You should call your show ‘Eye of Denise’, because I’m really the only reason anyone watches you, and OMG, is that bitch going to have the lawsuit of a lifetime when I walk my ass on out of here, totally exonerated, with my head held high! Who knows, maybe I’ll be hosting her show by this time next year. I can if I want to. The offers are already astounding and Salvatore says to just wait till I’m free. He says we’ll both be millionaires before the first month is out.


    It’s hard to think of all the good things that are coming my way right now, though, because the weather is all gray outside, which matches the gross jail gray inside and makes it even worse here, especially in the common area. I hate overcast weather. Fortunately we don’t get much of it in Florida and I don’t think California gets much either, and I’m glad because I’ll probably be living there part of the time after the trial for sure, while my movie is being made, anyway. I usually spend bad weather days writing in my journal, but even that isn’t private, so I am always careful about what I write, especially now, as everything I say is always misconstrued. If this is what it’s like for all the big celebrities out there, I relate and I sympathize.


    It’s a waiting game now in regard to my trial. It’s still on hold as the slow-moving court system processes all their so-called new evidence. Two-thousand-ten is around the corner and I’ll be spending another Christmas away from home. My desire to go home doesn’t necessarily mean home to my parent’s house any longer, though. I just want out of here so bad I can taste it. I’ll find a new home. This will scar me for life but I have to move on.


    My last arrest, over a year ago on October 14, 2008, happened on a day, ironically, that I’d called nine-one-one to report a demonstrator who was abusing my father. Instead, they came and arrested me. I’ve been here since and it feels like forever.


    I told Salvatore last week that I’ve always hated clowns. I never owned or wanted a clown doll around me. I liked the circus, but never looked at the clowns, as even the happy ones are spooky and always scared me. I’m now surrounded by clowns in this big circus in my life, meaning the prosecution, the judge, the media, the public. Nothing but clowns.


    There’s talk of a Deeley tribute doll, from what I’ve heard, and I’m sure everyone’s heard about the hick from Alabama who’s selling Denise Brown voodoo dolls on eBay.


    So I’ll keep praying for myself and continue to visit with the chaplain. Everyone sees the difference in me. In fact, they’re saying I’m glowing. God is constantly telling me to keep it together and not lose faith. I look at my picture of Deeley and some days I can’t stop the tears; and others, well, I can’t stop giggling and smiling because she is so beautiful.


    And so was Aaron.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Aaron Garrey


    (Sometime boyfriend of Denise Brown)


    


    It’s been over a year-and-a-half now since I last saw Denise Brown and if I never see her again that would suit me just fine. However, I’m notified by the Florida court to be on standby for whenever that girl’s murder trial commences.


    Yes, definitely, I’ve seen the updates on the news. I saw where her baby was found and I now have a better idea why Denise wanted those gas cans. It’s like a horror story I’ve stepped back to watch, utterly amazed this girl was ever in my bedroom.


    What was sex like with Denise? Seems everybody wants to know, so I will tell you it was hot and heavy, nothing more than pure animal sex, and we spent over 90% of our time in the bedroom. But that was sex - this is life and death.


    I was glad to see the back of her when I found out her baby had been missing while she was partying with me, and now just the mention of her name makes me feel like I want to vomit in my mouth. I mean, along with everybody else on the planet I saw the pictures of Deeley’s skull and the tape and the garbage bag, all of it. Jesus, it creeps me out.


    What has all this meant to my life so far? Well, there are some ups and some downs, like people would expect. I mean, I’m not the new Eminem yet, if that’s what you mean, but I’m not exactly anonymous either, if you know what I’m saying. I’m looking over some offers.


    It’s not all good, though. You know, I mean, some chicks aren’t as into the whole fame thing as I might have expected and my asshole buddies give me far too much shit about having been with Denise. Also, it’s messed up that we never made a tape. When I consider the money that losah Ray J made for pissing on Kim Kardashian, it makes me sick.


    One thing for sure, I’m not about to change who I am over any of this. I’m still a party promoter, and I mix CDs and spin records, and I’m devoting most of my attention to my music career for the time being. Until more things break, at least I’m staying true to myself


    Another thing that sucks is that I’ve had to close off all of my social networking accounts online - including MySpace, Twitter, and Facebook - as I’ve been bombarded by people who want nothing more than to hear about Denise’s murder case, and I’m done with that. I’m about the music and entertainment industry now, man. I’m not like CNN. I mean, I’ll do my duty and shit for the court, but beyond that, I’m done with this little scenario.


    My old man is insisting on going with me to Florida when the date for my testimony is set. That’s fine with me. I can use his support. The whole state is nothing but a bad memory and I doubt I’ll ever step foot there again after this trial is over with. For me, one seriously hot mess of a girl that my dick had the bad fortune to fall into and the whole place just turned to garbage for me. Her and all her lies, and her whacked-out family, and her poor little dead baby that she killed, it’s some sick shit.


    I get edgy even thinking about having to talk about, and relive, that whole mess on the stand. They’re going to ask me about the gas cans and make me talk about a lot of shit that I’ve been trying to forget. Back last winter, some girl from the prosecutor’s office flew out here to talk to me, and she was pretty hot, and I think I just spilled more shit than I should have, because now I’m going to have to say it all, and it’s weird, weird bad stuff. It’s about those dreams Denise had. Fuck, talking about them is going to give me bad dreams because I get it now, I know what she was dreaming about. See, Denise had nightmares all of a sudden, or at least it seemed like that to me, but once I did the math it wasn’t all of a sudden: the dreams, or nightmares, started right after she stopped bringing Deeley over, and now we all know why. She started waking up in cold sweats and trembling in the middle of the night - every night, actually. I thought she was having bad dreams from something she’d ate, like anchovies, which do it to me even though I love them, or maybe she’d seen a bad movie or something.


    She told me it was because she was afraid of losing me. Sick to think I was kind of flattered by that since I think it’s pretty obvious that what she was seeing when she closed her eyes were her own memories of, say, carrying the dead corpse of her little baby girl around in her trunk. The worst part is that I used to, like, hold her afterwards to try and make her feel better. When I think of that shit I want to take some Comet and a brush to my skin. I’m not playing you, it’s really how I feel. I hooked up with a real piece of work there, and if anyone thinks I haven’t learned to be the most cautious guy on earth from all this, think again.


    I was already thinking of ways to lose Denise even before her mother busted in to take her away, and was wondering how to get her out of my apartment. Seriously, I was thinking of going with my usual ‘It’s been good but not real good’ text the night her old lady came in and did me a huge solid by getting her out of there. Denise was like moved in: she’d spread her nasty shit all over my place and used my Jeep while I was out of town, cuz hers was in the shop, she said. Uhm, okay, shop meaning, as we now know, dead child, bad smell, ditched. But true this, she was taking over my place and my life, and I dodged a bullet there - who knows, maybe a real one.


    I do not like to think about her now. I have no good memories of her. I’m sorry I ever met her.


    Lots of girls write to me to express their sympathy, and I appreciate it, but at this point I have to say that I’m going to do what my dad suggests and run some background checks on any chick I’m thinking of spending more than an hour with, if you know what I’m saying. And, right now, even that much of a committed relationship freaks me. I think, to be straight, that I might be dealing with one of those post-traumatic stress disorder situations here, so my advice to every guy out there is this: beware of who you jump into the sack with. It just isn’t worth it most times, and that’s why God gave us five fingers and a palm.


    The good that’s come out of this? If there is any good whatsoever, it is that I’m grateful to be out of Florida and back in New York, where strangers on the street don’t immediately know all about my personal life, and that’s the way I want to keep it. I see all the questions and snide-ass comments about me all over the Internet.


    You want to hear my music mixes? Then welcome to my professional life but I’d really appreciate it if my personal shit could just be left out of it. I’m embarrassed to have my name connected with such a kid killing. I just need to be known for my music, nothing more.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Bobby Rightman


    (Ex-boyfriend of Denise Brown)


    


    It’s all so sad and terrible. I mean, I’ve still got my personal relationship with God, and I’ve got my family, but what I no longer have is any belief in myself or my own judgment.


    I mean, who am I? What kind of person falls in love with a child killer? The same kind of guy who, when a girl says she is pregnant after you date for a month, says, ‘Great, let’s get married’? The same kind of guy who, when he finds out the girl was telling the truth about being pregnant by some other guy, still says, ‘Alright, great, let’s still get married’?


    This is the sort of guy lots of people might call a fool.


    My dad says this kind of thing is going to happen if you forget where you come from, if you forget your faith and indulge in sin, which I did, no two ways about it. It’s hard, though, growing up Christian in today’s world. Temptation is everywhere and I’m as human as the next guy, and Denise Brown was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen. She’s still the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.


    People who grow up Christian, like me, are told more what not to do before we’re told what we can do. And it’s okay when you’re a little kid. I mean, I never wanted to steal anything and I really love my folks, so honoring them came naturally, but when I hit fourteen it got a lot harder.


    I started thinking about girls all the time, and at school, if you don’t listen to rap and wear sags and stuff, then the kind of girls who make a guy sweat won’t give you the time of day, and the Christian girls from church and my youth group, well this is hard to say because I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings, but they never exactly made me sweat.


    Not that it would have mattered if they had, because with girls like that and a guy like me their answer is always going to be no anyway. So, when Denise acted like she wanted me, I said yes, and when she told me we were going to have a baby together, I said yes again.


    Then, because I hadn’t totally forgotten where I came from, I asked her to marry me and she said yes.


    As soon as my parents heard about the engagement, things started to slow down a little. I mean, my mom she had a hard time with the idea of a grandbaby coming, one who hadn’t been created in marriage, but she kept pretty quiet about what she was thinking - my dad not so much.


    He’s a great guy, my dad, sort of bigger than life; he was the head of the state troopers back in Ohio. And then he got the calling and became a minister. So, while he’s very connected to our Savior, he’s also still got a lot of cop in him and he’s used to being in command of situations. So, when he heard about the baby and the marriage, he wasn’t happy.


    I was used to him speaking his mind, but Denise, she had a different kind of set-up with her folks, and because of that my dad got her back up right away.


    Since we couldn’t be together at my house, we spent a lot of time at her place. I don’t think her parents liked me any more than mine liked her, but Denise ran things around the Brown place, so they didn’t really say anything.


    I mean, once after Denise accepted my proposal, she said she wanted a big wedding. All girls do, I guess, and I was fine if that was what she wanted to do. I mean, I was looking forward to showing her off and she would have been a totally gorgeous bride. So, anyway, there she was, cutting stuff out of brides’ magazines and talking about a reception at the Ritz and maybe an engagement party at Universal.


    When one day her mom kind of started to laugh and asked us how we planned to pay for it, she was pretty mean about it. She said, “Denise you’d better get more realistic about your little plans there, what with Bobby’s big security guard salary and your nine dollars an hour snapping pictures money. Shouldn’t you two be thinking more along the lines of Bobby’s father marrying you and then some punch and cookies in the basement of that church they go to?”


    Wow, when her mom said that, you should have seen Denise. She went from like zero to a hundred in terms of losing it in about five seconds flat. She got right in her mom’s face and started telling her she never supported her in any way and that she treated her like, pardon me, that she treated her like … uhm … shit, and that if she didn’t want to be a part of her only daughter’s wedding, she – Denise, I mean - would just move in with me until our wedding day and her parents didn’t even need to show up. As a matter of fact, she told her mom they’d better not show up.


    I was embarrassed for both of them, and didn’t know what to do since I’d never seen anything like that at my own house, but, surprisingly, her mom backed right down, calling Denise ‘Sweetheart’ and saying maybe they could take out a second loan on the house, and that kind of thing.


    I felt terrible for her mom right then and tried to dial it back in terms of emotion by grabbing for Denise’s hand and saying, like, you know, ‘I don’t care if we have a big wedding or not. We can get married in my dad’s church and have a barbecue in the back yard. It’s not the wedding that counts, it’s just being married to Denise I care about,’ that kind of thing. But it totally backfired on me.


    Denise snatched her hand back and turned on me, saying that if I didn’t think she was good enough for a real wedding, that I probably didn’t think she was good enough to be my wife, either.


    And before I could defend myself, her mother jumped in and attacked me, too. It was all about how Denise was her only daughter, and she said real sarcastically, “Please don’t worry about it, Bobby. I don’t want you to have to strain yourself by contributing to your own wedding. Believe me, Keith and I will manage. You see, we do care about our daughter’s happiness and I’m only sorry you don’t.”


    And this was after she’d just got done telling Denise the opposite and I was trying to defend her. I mean, it was bizarre, I’m telling you.


    I started thinking about how my dad was always saying to me, “Bob, what do you truly know about this girl and her people?” and asking how I knew the baby was mine … and speaking of the baby, by then I was beginning to wonder if Denise had even told her parents she was pregnant. I mean, if she had, they were sure acting weird about it. They never said a word about the baby, and when I asked Denise about it, she said they were “a couple religious assholes” who were ashamed about it, so they were going to keep it quiet until after the wedding, which even then struck me as odd because I’d overheard her mom call my parents ‘religious assholes’, and so I never got the impression that things like an out-of-wedlock baby would have mattered to them.


    I didn’t argue about it with Denise, though, because I was already learning by then that she didn’t like to be questioned about things she said, whether they made sense or not.


    At the time I guess I also thought that if her parents didn’t know right then, that they probably would notice it pretty soon, whether she said anything or not, since by then she was like five months along and we weren’t even planning to get married, at least as far as I knew, until August, which would have made her eight months along.


    Anyway, I wasn’t feeling too good after the scene with her mom, and I said something like, ‘I’m out of here’ and started to go, but then Denise, who could switch moods in a second, came over and threw her arms around my neck, saying stuff like, ‘I’m sorry’, and ‘I love you’, and ‘let’s go into my bedroom and cuddle, okay?’


    I knew what that meant, and even though it was kind of weird with her mom in the house, I wasn’t saying no - something I’m ashamed of now but at the time not so much.


    That day, after we were together, she kind of curled up against me and asked me if I still wanted to marry her even though she was so messed up. By then I’d forgotten all about how she’d acted with her mom, and I kissed her and told her that, yeah, of course I still wanted to marry her.


    She started to cry, which didn’t really make sense to me, but Denise was my first real girlfriend, so I don’t know, I thought maybe all girls were kind of moody like she was. Anyway, I asked her what was wrong and she said she wasn’t good enough for me, not pure enough. I remember that so well: not pure enough.


    I asked her what she meant and that’s when she told me that her brother used to come into her room at night when she was in middle school, and he would stare at her. She said once she woke up and saw him sitting on the floor staring at her with a flashlight in his hand pointed at her breasts. She also told me when she told her mom about it, Mrs. Brown had called her a whore.


    I was completely shocked, I can tell you. I asked her if she’d ever told her dad, and she started crying even harder and said, “No, I didn’t waste my time. He hates me, Bobby. He used to hit me all the time, so he’d probably blame me, too, the same way my mom did.”


    I felt horrible for her. If anything, it made me love her more. I felt so protective of her and that’s why it was really hard when the baby was born in August and my dad told me I had to get a paternity test. I mean, I knew by then that the baby couldn’t be mine. Deeley was a full-term baby, she wasn’t premature, and Denise and I hadn’t even hooked up in that way until January. But by then I didn’t want the test because Denise had just given birth, and she’d shared all this really horrible stuff with me about her family, and I knew asking for the test would hurt her.


    It did, too. She begged me not to have the test but all the time there was my dad breathing down my neck, and what could I say to him? I surely couldn’t say, “No, Dad, I’m not going to have the test because I already know that it’s not my baby, so what’s the point?”


    Not only would he have thought Denise was a whore, which by his standards she is, I guess, but he would have thought I was a pussy … pardon me for using that word. I should have said he would have thought I was a weak vessel, and besides I’m used to obeying him, so I had the test and it proved what I already knew: Deeley wasn’t mine.


    But by then it didn’t matter. I’d fallen in love with her, and I was totally in love with Denise, so for the first time in my life I stood up to my dad. I reminded him that forgiveness was the hallmark of our faith, and I guess maybe he was proud of me, for, you know, standing up for the girl I loved and for our faith, because after that he never said another word.


    In the end none of it mattered, though. Denise called off our engagement that December on her MySpace account. She never did tell me why. I heard later she said it was because I loved Deeley more than her. I don’t know if she really felt like that or if it was just something to say. By then I had started to realize Denise and the truth were strangers.


    But she was right when she said I loved that little girl, because I really did. I even ended up babysitting for her after Leanne, Deeley’s first babysitter, quit. My dad hated that and made me stop after a month. He said I was pathetic, and he was right, I was. I know he was right but, see, it wasn’t just Deeley I loved. No matter what Denise thought, it was her too, Denise I mean. I still loved her. I still wanted her back, and babysitting Deeley was a way to stay close to both of them.


    I know I sound like a total loser but she really did keep giving me a lot of hope that we could fix things and get back together. I know now she only called me up between other guys, but I didn’t know then. I thought, you know, because to me it was special - our being together, I mean - well, I thought it was special to her, too. It wasn’t, of course. I’m just a chump, but every time she called and every time she let me be with her, I thought we were back together. I was still seeing her off-and-on pretty much right till the end there.


    She called me two days after she moved out of her house. By then I had my own apartment and she came by and we were together, and afterward she cried again. And, stupid me, I held her and asked what was wrong. She told me she still loved me so much but didn’t know if we could ever work because she was afraid she was going to turn out just like her mom.


    I wanted to lighten things up a little, so I said something like, “You mean, kind of mean? Because I can deal with that.”


    She said real seriously, “No, it’s a lot worse than that, Bobby. My mom is crazy. The reason I had to take Deeley and leave the house is because my mother tried to choke me to death on Father’s Day. I left the next morning and I’m afraid to go back. I think she’s insane and I’m so scared it’s in me, too.”


    Well, I was shocked. I mean, choking? That’s pretty extreme. So, I told her that she and Deeley could stay with me and that I’d take care of them, I loved them, yadda yadda, Bobby-the- sucker rides to the rescue again …


    Denise, of course, acted like it was the best idea she’d ever heard and said, ‘Yadda yadda ... I love you too, and I’m so lucky to have you, and so is Deeley … yadda yadda.’ Which, by the way, makes me want to vomit because, of course, now I know Deeley was already dead by the time we had this talk.


    So, anyway, she said she had to go get some clothes and pick up Deeley from some Manny guy who was helping her out, and that she’d be back.


    Next time I saw her was two days later when she showed up for a pool party I was having, and she introduced me to her new boyfriend, Aaron, who she said she was living with. How strange is that? I let it go - what else could I do?


    I didn’t hear from her again until she sent the text on July fifteenth saying Deeley was missing and had been missing for a long time. I called her. She didn’t call back and then, of course, she went to jail.


    Since then I’ve just been trying not to hate myself for having loved a girl who could do what she did. I know her crazy mom has even told some people I might be the one who killed Deeley but I don’t take it personally. I feel too sorry for her. It must be so horrible to have a daughter like Denise. God knows, it’s horrible to have ever loved her.


    I have good days but more bad. It’s hard nowadays. I’m praying a lot about the future and then there’s Emily. She’s the good part. Emily is the girl who was Denise’s good friend and who ended up getting robbed by Denise. Mrs. Brown accused her, too, of kidnapping and killing Deeley. Anyone but Denise, right?


    I had never met Emily, but that’s not so strange since Denise tended to compartmentalize her life. Anyway, Emily reached out to me when all this happened and I like her so much. She’s been a real blessing in my life, the only one I can think of right now, but I’m trying, I’m trying every day to forgive myself and -who knows? - one day maybe I’ll be able to. It’s harder forgiving Denise, but my dad says not to worry about that right now. He says God forgives but sometimes humans can’t.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Denise Brown


    (Fibber McMom herself)


    


    Okay, I know now what I have to do. I’ve thought this all out, and I know where and when my problems started. Penelope has been teaching me a lot about what causes a person to lie. I’ve told her everything about my life. She knows me better than I know myself and has really helped me to understand myself.


    Seel, I love him, he’s my brother, but it’s mostly his fault for all my lies. You see, I had to resort to a fantasy world because I wasn’t mature enough to handle my real world. I was a mother and I was supposed to act like a mother, but I couldn’t. It was tough, raising a baby and still having to go to work. So, I created a job in my mind, and I told everybody … I mean every single person I knew … that I had this great job. After all, if you’re going to make up a job, why make up being a janitor at Walmart if you can say you are a CEO? Not that I said that. I’ve never imagined being Donald Trump - that’s just crazy. I said I was in Promotions, which isn’t too far out there since I could totally do that job; I’d be stellar at it.


    I would make up quick stories about what happened at work. I’d say I have a huge party to promote and ask advice about it from friends, really laying it all on to the point I actually believed I held this fake job. I pictured the framed photos setting on my desk, the wall hangings, everything about my imaginary office. I pictured myself answering my desk phone, my shoes off beneath the desk. I even started having memories of parties I’d promoted for famous people. I believed in this job as if I had actually been there and worked it.


    Penelope has explained it all to me: that that’s how crazy my family drove me. She said they made my reality so horrible, and made me feel so bad about who I really was and how I was living, that I created an alternative life, just to survive.


    Remembering what Seel said last year on T.V., at Deeley’s funeral, well, I’ve replayed it over and over in my head while biding time in my pit, and I’ve realized Seel is quite the mess. He always promised me he would protect me, but when I heard his words, I finally realized it is him I need to be protected from.


    Then there’s old Jesus boy Bobby, who’s still out there trying to get all the publicity he can out of my ordeal. He’s going to ride being my ex-fiancé till hell freezes over, I guess. I bet it was him I saw outside the jail last year. I heard he’s fucking Emily, and good for him, good for her, too. He’s lousy in bed.


    As for Emily, she wasn’t worth apologizing to in court, not that I meant it anyway. Salvatore said I had to look remorseful. Well, I’m remorseful all right … that I ever met her. And I’m sorry I took care of her car for her when she went to Cancun, too, or wasted my time listening to her whine on about how she could never get a man, which she couldn’t unless she had me standing right next to her. Now she’s doing one of my castoffs. What a wannabe she is.


    As Penelope explained, these are the people I didn’t need in my life then, and will never need in my life in the future. I don’t need any one of them waiting to console me when I walk out of here.


    Aaron, well, I’ll always have a soft spot for him, but he never once tried to contact me for the truth of this entire matter. So how much did he care about me? He didn’t care at all, that’s a fact. Unlike Bobby, Aaron was rough in bed - darker, I guess you could say. At the time I thought it was exciting, but now I wonder if he really even likes girls. He’d rather touch a CD with his picture on the cover of it. I remember he also liked to call me names right before he would come, which kind of proves that he’s messed up and has issues with women. Penelope explained that to me too. She said her ex-husband used to do that, too. Charlie doesn’t, of course. She says he’s very gentle and loving; a man who truly loves women shows it like he does, she says.


    I need a man - no, I deserve a man - who understands I went through some terrible hurdles on the way to becoming a woman, and now that I realize all of these things, I know I will find that man when the time is right. He will be good to me, he will take care of me, we will raise our children the right way, and we will be in love forever.


    I’ve got to totally change my entire life. And since there aren’t many people from my past I will want around me in my new life, including my parents, I’ve chosen to refuse their visits, to not speak with them at all. They are Keith and Margaret Brown to me now, not Mom and Dad.


    It’s revelation day and I must tell the truth about Seel and my father. I need to tell the truth about how Deeley really died, too. As Penelope points out, it’s not my job to protect them; it was their job to protect me, and they failed. As painful as the truth is, Penelope reminds me it’s also what will set me free, literally in my case.


    Knowing she is right, I called a meeting with Salvatore and let it all out. We talked for hours and Salvatore is now even more confident he can get me exonerated and released. He said after I get out we might have to take a look at a civil suit against my parents. Apparently they have cut a book deal. Unbelievable - a book written by them about me. Well, I don’t think so. If there’s going to be a book and then a movie, I’ll be the one writing it, and if they’ve already taken what Penelope calls their thirty pieces of silver for selling out their own daughter, they can just hand it right back over, because I’ll get my hands on it, one way or the other, and I’ll look my false mother in the eye on that day and say thank you very much.


    My trial should be starting in a couple of months, as jury selection is just weeks away now. The day I am released from here, starting from my first moment out, I will be a new and improved Denise. In fact, I might move to Los Angeles and change my name to Mila, or maybe Mia, because I don’t want people to get me confused with the real Mila. But Penelope suggests I keep my real name and be proud of it, like she is of hers. She says if anyone should be ashamed of a name, it’s Keith Brown.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Keith Brown


    (Father of Denise Brown)


    


    Denise’s trial is about to begin. One of the women summoned for jury duty down in Miami happened to be a woman I had an argument with on my front lawn last year, some crazed stalker that obviously got herself into jury selection for this so-called ‘trial of the millennium’.


    Trial of the millennium, huh? That’s rich, isn’t it?


    They had to do that because the O.J. trial has already long been called ‘the trial of the century’ and the media can’t possibly refer to my daughter’s – and, I think, my - trial without giving it some inflammatory name.


    Speaking of O.J, that’s the latest Internet humor regarding Denise: some asshole photo-shopped her leaning against O.J. and it says ‘Perfect couple’. It’s kind of them, don’t you think?


    At any rate I’m glad they discovered that this particular fame vulture had almost wormed her way onto Denise’s jury, and booted her from the list.


    But the problems in jury selection haven’t stopped there because it’s an open courtroom, and even though people usually aren’t interested in the part where the jury gets picked, this case is the exception. Charlotte Hope, and anyone else with a show, is covering it ‘gavel-to-gavel’, as they cleverly say, and the general unwashed masses don’t want to be left out of the greatest show of the year … oh, sorry, I mean of the millennium … so they are there, too, filling the spectators’ seats up.


    Today some crazy young woman screamed, “She killed a baby, anyway.” The judge went easy on her, as it turned out that she had just been released from an institution, and he found her defense that she had failed to take her medicine before court was in session, and that, besides, she was homeless and liked the air-conditioning system, to be viable enough not to arrest her. That idiot Salvatore immediately called for a mistrial, only to be reminded by a suddenly less sympathetic judge that you couldn’t ask for a mistrial until the trial actually begins. I think Salvatore’s mail order law degree isn’t working out for him as well as he hoped it would.


    With all these sorts of shenanigans, it seems they are having trouble selecting an unbiased jury. That’s hardly surprising with all the non-stop, high-profile publicity my daughter’s case has drawn, and unfortunately, it’s about to get more.


    It’s been a while now, well over a year at least, since I first began hearing the whispers, and understanding that Denise was scheming how to make Margaret and me her fall guys for Deeley’s death - me more so than Margaret, since it was both Margaret and Denise who had begun telling Salvatore and his people about how I had sometimes spanked her when she was little.


    At the time, when I questioned Margaret about, it she brushed me off in annoyance. “Keith, we are simply building a defense, and everything to do with her childhood that might have upset her and caused her to react badly to stress is helpful here. Could you for once just try and think of your child instead of yourself, do you think?”


    Of course, the tales of a few spankings grew because maybe a spanking alone couldn’t quite explain just how far off the charts Denise’s supposed stress was. Nope, the spankings became brutal beatings which had put Denise in daily fear for her life. What do I know? Maybe that’s how a small child sees a spanking, at least that’s what Margaret said Denise said to her new therapist, and what the new therapist said to Margaret, but I’m still not convinced, since I can count on one hand the times I spanked either of my kids when they were little, and I never did it unless I felt it absolutely necessary to get their attention. You tell a little kid to stay away from a busy street and to look both ways to wait to cross, and they still keep running out into the street after a toy, and sure I swatted their little butts then, but it was only then, and never hard and never in anger.


    So there you have it, my so-called abuse of my kids.


    Worse, though, than these exaggerated ‘Daddy hit me’ tales were the stories I started hearing about my son Seel and Denise. You can’t insinuate or exaggerate those kinds of things. I knew, and Seel knew, and worst of all his mother knew, that Denise was basically calling him a sex offender, and nobody stopped it. His own mother, what kind of woman … but then at the end of the day it was Denise who was talking; all Margaret was doing was looking away.


    I want to believe my daughter but then I’ve always wanted to believe my daughter. I do believe my son. My daughter, on the other hand, is a known liar; indeed, she is the most famous liar since Pinocchio, actually, and as the media and their experts say, she’s a pathological one.


    Maybe she’s completely making up the stories about her brother being in her bedroom in the middle of the night years ago, or possibly something happened that she is now using to build on like she did the spankings, and an innocent kids’ game with a flashlight in his sister’s bedroom has now become sexual abuse.


    I refuse to believe that the incredibly decent boy I’ve always known, who grew up to be a son to be proud of, is a pervert. I refuse to believe this because I know my son, and also because if it were true, then it means there is something … something monstrous, sick and unnatural in Margaret and me which has been passed down to our children. It would mean that anything is possible, and if that were true, then Deeley is, as some say, better off where she is, and that I will no more believe than these disgusting tales about my boy.


    God knows, as do I, that the stories about me are lies, so why should I buy the ones about my son? For that matter, why should anyone? Denise will say anything - and Salvatore … and yes, Margaret, too … will encourage her to.


    Seel’s not an idiot; he’s much smarter than me. Why would he be so fervent and public in his support of his sister if he had some kind of unnatural relationship with her? He’d have to be insane to do that. I’m Denise’s father, too, and I’m trying here, I’m trying, to be fair to her along with my son, but its increasingly difficult. It seems that either way I go, and no matter what I say, one of them is heading for a disaster.


    Almost from the beginning I’ve been unhappy with the way Denise’s defense team has conducted themselves, and now that I understand the defense they have chosen, I’m sick. As Margaret points out, they serve Denise’s interests and no-one else’s, and I know that’s right for my daughter, I do know that, but my God, what they are saying, what they are going to say … I’m afraid, I am. What happens after this for me, for Seel, for Margaret, even for Denise? How far down the road to hell can you travel before there is no turning back? And then maybe there are other things, things I don’t want to know or understand, like why the police asked Seel to take a paternity test. Surely they could not ask for such a monstrous and humiliating test on Denise’s innuendos alone? I’ve overheard them say that they wouldn’t believe Denise if she told them her own name, so why …? What is it they know or think they know?


    Early on, when I heard these insinuations and began to finally grasp what the police and later the general public thought about my family, I wanted to die. And I tried to. I drove to that dirty motel and swallowed some pills which made me pass out before I could shoot myself, and all that came of it was waking up in an asylum and giving the media a new ugly story about us. After that we all had our assigned roles: there was Denise, the lying baby killer; Monster Maggie, the matriarch; weird, possibly perverted, Seeley; and me, Keith, the man so weak and so much of a born loser he couldn’t even manage to successfully kill himself.


    I get it. Hell, I’d even laugh if it weren’t me. We’re a kind of low-rent Adams family reality show.


    Still, my suicide attempt, for all the scorn it brought down on me, was helpful, at least for me, because the people at the hospital were very kind to me. They made me to see that I can’t live my life, or end my life either, because of what other people do or because other people, like strangers and Margaret, think I’m a lost cause. I have to learn to like Keith, like myself, and if I can do that a little bit at a time, then I won’t care so much what other people, and Margaret, do and say to me and about me.


    My health insurance had expired, so they couldn’t get me any aftercare, but they recommended I attend AA meetings after I got home since they are free and there is something there for everyone. I go twice a day. I even got a thirty day pin, and a lot of hugs and affirmation from that group.


    Margaret says it’s even more pathetic than usual, my AA meetings. She said, “Jesus, Keith, only you could be such a loser as to join AA when you don’t even drink. I mean, really, what will the press say? How much worse can you make this family look?”


    As usual where I’m concerned, Margaret misses the point. I don’t have to claim to be an alcoholic at AA to be accepted when I stand up and say, “Hi, my name is Keith, and I haven’t tried to kill myself for x amount of days.” They all respond with “Hi, Keith”, and at the end of every meeting, when they all say, “Keep coming back”, it makes me feel good. When I’m there I’m not lonely and people are nice to me, and I haven’t had that in so long I’d forgotten what it felt like.


    I need all the support I can get, too, because a few months after my suicide attempt, I was called in to meet with Salvatore Gutierrez and his associate, Jackson Early, at Early’s office. I think we met at Early’s office because Salvatore didn’t want me to see his office, which I’m guessing is a stall in the men’s room of some McDonalds.


    The meeting was serious and tense, and they didn’t tell me anything about the planned defense. All they did was ask me two questions: Had I ever seen Seel behaving inappropriately with Denise, and how long had I been sexually abusing my daughter?


    Well, they hadn’t answered my questions about how they planned to defend Denise, unless those questions were my answer, and so I didn’t answer their questions, either. I rose from my chair with as much strength as my shaking legs would allow and walked, or I guess I staggered, out. I didn’t make it any farther than the bathroom down the hall before I had to vomit up my breakfast.


    If it hadn’t been for the help I received in the hospital, and for the kind people at AA, I might have tried to find another motel room to finish myself off in, but I didn’t. Those people have helped me to be stronger. Instead, I sat down at a little corner diner I like and wrote a letter to Denise. I was so sick and so angry when I wrote it that I didn’t stop to think. At that moment I had forgotten, or maybe I just didn’t care, that every piece of mail that she receives at the jail is read and shown to the prosecutors.


    I wrote that letter when I was angrier than I think I’ve ever been but it wasn’t as bad as it could have been, because no matter what, I still couldn’t hurt her - she’s my daughter and I couldn’t do it, I couldn’t put it in black and white that I thought she was all those things other people say she is. And maybe, too, I understood even on that terrible day that the defense they were going for was the only defense that had a chance in hell of helping my daughter


    Where did Denise come from? I mean, I know she came from Margaret and me, but I’m not a bad man. I’m weak, yes, I accept that, but I’m not a liar and I’ve never hurt anyone intentionally. I love my family. I loved Deeley more than anything. I love all children, and not in some sick way, I just enjoy them for their innocence and sweetness, how happy they are in general. I love my dog. I like to garden. I’m not disturbed – sad, yes, but that doesn’t mean crazy. And Margaret may be stubborn and controlling, and even mean sometimes, but she’s not a liar and she’s not lazy, and she tries very hard to be a better woman than her nature could make of her, and she’s not crazy either.


    Whether people like to admit this or not, Margaret and I are not so different from anybody else, so how then did we create Denise, and why is she so very different from other people? Maybe Denise needs medication. Maybe it is biological. Maybe it’s youth. Maybe resentment. I suppose it doesn’t matter anymore.


    I sent my letter.


    


    March 26, 2010


    


    Denise Margaret,


    


    Where to begin???


    


    I met with Salvatore in his associate’s office today and they let me know the gist of their defense strategy - your defense strategy - with the questions they asked me.


    


    I’m sure you know what the questions were already. I didn’t answer them, Denise, I couldn’t even speak. I can speak now and that’s what I’m doing here, speaking and asking you some questions, too.


    


    Why, Denise? Why destroy me, your father, who has always loved you. Why also destroy Seel? Why? Why also destroy Mom? Why, why destroy your family? You are destroying Deeley Margaret’s memory too. Can’t you see that?


    


    After all I have attempted, spent and sacrificed by continuing to remain by your side, my daughter, why??? I have shown up for your hearings, I came to see you whenever I could at the jail until you no longer allowed it. At the time I wondered why, but that’s one question I no longer have to ask, do I, Denise Margaret? You couldn’t face me. Can you face yourself, I wonder. Oh, my child, why have you done this, and why did you …?


    


    As you can see, I still couldn’t bring myself to ask the last questions, and naturally it wasn’t twenty-four hours before my anguished, very private, letter to Denise was posted on the Internet and analyzed by professionals such as Charlotte Hope and her ilk. But what I still don’t know is whether my daughter, the one person who I wanted to see the letter, ever even bothered to read it.


    I have never received a reply.


    People on the Internet read it, though, and they commented. They asked such important questions as to why I used middle names, and then slyly pointed out that nowhere in the letter did I deny either my own or Seel’s sexual abuse of Denise, so that meant I probably had.


    I believed then, and still do, that there are other, better, more honest and decent ways to defend my daughter of the crimes she is being tried for. I still hope that Denise did not harm my granddaughter on purpose. I no longer believe that there was a nanny named Manny involved or that there was anyone else who could have done this, however this was done.


    Margaret, of course, still speaks about this fictional scenario and maybe that’s all that’s keeping insanity at bay for her, I don’t know. But at this point my best hope is that Deeley drowned in our backyard pool maybe while Denise was on the phone or in the shower. I don’t know how exactly, and since it’s too painful to think about, I try not to, but I’m hoping it was something like that, an accident. Then she panicked and went into cover-up mode. I think she panicked and reacted in the worst and stupidest way imaginable, but then maybe I’m living a fantasy, like Margaret is with Manny, because it’s possible that Deeley simply got in Denise’s way.


    I can’t go there, though, I can’t, and it’s not because of Denise, it’s because of Deeley. If I thought that that little girl’s last sight was of her mother’s face as she killed her, I’d go insane. She loved her mommy, she loved everyone. The betrayal, the ugliness … No, I won’t and I can’t think it, despite having seen at times such a deep coldness in my daughter’s eyes that I’ve had to think it, to wonder did Deeley ever see that expression, too?


    


    Denise had been refusing me and Margaret’s visits for over a year. She wouldn’t call us and she wouldn’t see us, though she cashed all the commissary checks we sent her. I knew something that I wouldn’t like was going on but I didn’t know exactly what until 2011, a month before the trial started.


    Salvatore called up me and Margaret and asked us to meet with him, just him this time. I had never liked this guy and after the earlier meeting I hated him, but I understood that we had no choice but to show up. I got that even without Margaret telling me I had no choice. No matter what, I still hate my daughter being in jail and I still wake up covered in sweat at the thought of the State wanting to legally kill her. I’m a parent; I still love my child no matter what she is and no matter what she is trying to do to me.


    The meeting started off bad because the first thing that Salvatore said to us was that Denise was very upset when she heard that me and Margaret had been given, and worse had taken, a cruise paid for by A.B.C.. This statement put us immediately on the defensive, as he planned that it would, and from there it was quick and ugly, though the cruise itself hadn’t been - it had brought Margaret and I closer than we had been in years, maybe ever, which is why we were holding each other’s hands when Salvatore explained, without ever once meeting our eyes, that he would tell the jury exactly this:


    Denise was sexually abused by Seel and me, and that this abuse is what forced Denise to live in a wall-to-wall fantasy world which she then populated with pretend people, and jobs, and relationships, and trips, and you name it.


    In fact, between the constant sexual demands of her father and brother and the emotional abuse from her controlling and emotionally abusive mother, not only was Denise living in her version of the Merry Land of Oz, but in addition she could no longer cope, even a little, with the world and the real people in it. She could no longer care for her child because Margaret had made her doubt her parenting skills so badly. That, of course, in addition to having been a nervous wreck all the time, wondering which of us - me or Seel, that is - was going to rape her on any given night.


    Poor Denise had to manage all this and still carry on her inner fantasy life and all that entailed. As Salvatore said, it’s a miracle that she managed as well as she did, and he would tell the jury that, despite these overwhelming hardships. Denise still adored her child and was an extremely loving mother who met Deeley’s basic needs as well as her emotional ones.


    But, he cautioned us sternly, as though we had said a word, which given how stunned we were would have been impossible, but, he said, raising a finger, the jury will be made to understand that, despite her great love and care for her baby, Denise had lost some basic parenting skills, such as understanding what constituted danger to a small child in certain situations that would be obvious to, say, someone who had been given any sort of normal life herself. How could poor Denise, whose sole knowledge of parenting existed of being either sexually abused or emotionally terrorized, know what that was? Her family life had eroded this knowledge from her, and that while he was willing to acknowledge to the jury that it was in fact poor damaged Denise who had left the sliding glass doors open, which resulted in the horrible accident of Deeley’s drowning in the pool, it was really us who had killed her, collectively it seemed, and we must all accept our part and our blame in this tragedy.


    I don’t know what Margaret was thinking; she looked as though she had been turned to stone. As for me, despite my newly-formed belief in myself, I just wished that I had died before having to hear this, and I know I will feel that way again and again because Salvatore made it very clear that this is what would be said in court for all the world to hear


    For me, this was the end for Denise and me. My daughter is dead. Denise is a killer. She killed my granddaughter and now she is going to try and finish off the rest of us. God Bless Deeley, and God Bless the memory of the little girl who used to be Denise, because I forever lost my daughter that day as surely as I have lost Deeley.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Margaret Brown


    (Mother of Denise Brown)


    


    Please, baby, can’t you see my minds burnin’ in hell.


    I’m the only one who’ll walk across the fire for you.


    


    ‘I’m Not the Only One’, by Melissa Etheridge


    


    So, it’s been told now. I knew it would come. Despite what people think, despite what even I try to ignore and often succeed in not seeing, I do know my daughter.


    Salvatore Gutierrez summoned Keith and me to his office and sat us down and told us the score, music and lyrics included. Denise has shared a story with him. I’ll tell you the story and then I’ll tell you my story, and I’ll tell you Keith’s story, and then you can decide to judge.


    I used to have the luxury of judgment too but it’s ashes now. There’s not much left. Should I let what remains go? I don’t know … I don’t know. I always know … and now I don’t know.


    Our daughter wants to live, and for her to live, or so Salvatore informed us, my husband must be branded a child rapist to the world. I didn’t have much time to swallow that down, because to free my daughter, or so Salvatore informs me, my son must also be named as a boy who desires his sister, who likes to touch her. Seel learned these desires, according to Denise, during the years that he watched enviously as Denise sucked her father’s cock - my husband’s cock. No way to pretty this one up.


    Salvatore says the world despises my child. He says I created her, that the woman she is - the killer, the murderer, the sociopath, the monster that the world calls her - is the daughter I have brought forth and we all must own our sins; in this creation we must all atone.


    Denise cannot stand alone, she cannot rise from the pit of filth she comes from unaided. Someone must reach down into the pit and pull her free. Only the truth can set my daughter free, says Mr. Gutierrez, and he says it with a straight face.


    My husband, a man I have despised for his weakness too many times to count, has chosen this occasion to become a man of strength and claims this is a mile too far for the child he no longer wishes to acknowledge. I nearly laughed - a mile too far?


    There is more. My granddaughter was never kidnapped. She died on the sixteenth of June, 2008, and was never missing at all. There was no Manny … and I have accused a lot of people of a non-existent crime, apparently. Mr. Gutierrez reminds me of this, probably to make sure I don’t miss his earlier points about how Denise turned out so … well … like-mother-like-daughter. She had Manny, I have Bobby and Emily, who though real, are no more responsible than Denise’s imaginary male nanny.


    Salvatore has announced that Deeley drowned in the pool and that it was Keith, her grandfather, who, invoking the shadow of my wrath, convinced Denise not to call the authorities. Instead he volunteered to help her hide my sweet little Deeley, to help Denise hide her sin, because his sins against Denise were so much greater. He owed her that, and now still more is owed.


    Whether Mr. Gutierrez believes any of this, I don’t know. What does belief matter anyway?


    Mr. Gutierrez, forced to raise his voice over the sounds of my retching and Keith’s sobs, intoned that he felt it was doubtful charges would be brought against my husband or my son, despite the severity of the crime. He states that Denise does not wish to see her father and her brother rot in prison, and that she has found forgiveness for them, forgiveness, he cautions, that will only be granted if the truth is told and justice is done.


    Truth and justice? I know now there is no justice. My daughter murdered my granddaughter and there can be no justice; and as for truth, what is that? I’ll admit I have lied for my daughter. I have turned my face from her crimes, her lesser crimes, for all of her life. I have chosen to shield her from any justice or accountability. I have degraded my husband for this child of mine and I never considered any other road, except once, and it looks like my chance came too late for any of us.


    A month ago I chose to accept a free cruise, and on that faraway ocean I laid on my back and stared up at the face of the man I’ve shunned and who I thought I had left far behind me, and I saw that I loved him. I saw, too, that despite the lack of justice I have given him, he loved me still, and we came together - not again, but for the first time - as a man and a woman, skin-to-skin, our eyes meeting in horror and shame and desire, and for the first time in decades in a belief that what separated us might not be as insurmountable as what still drew us together.


    I woke up the next morning, naked and sated beside him, and saw what he had always known; I understood, at last, that what I had mistaken for weakness was strength larger than I had ever dreamed of and that strength can be cloaked in gentleness; I saw that what I thought I knew was ashes: that my fearing I was always alone and must make every choice was not true, for I had never been alone, he had been there all along, waiting with a love as vast as the ocean and a patience deeper than I could imagine. I touched him in sorrow and regret, and he took me again and washed me clean of it.


    It is so new and rare to me, this love, and I have had so little time with him; thirty years of shared life, yes, but no time.


    And now my daughter, my voracious daughter, reaches out from the shadows of her cell and says, ‘You cannot, must not, have this fragile joy. You must do as you have always done, you must put me first.’


    It’s an old habit, putting Denise first. Now, too late, I see that the world’s scorn was justified. I have made her as she is and so I must continue to protect this damaged, dangerous child.


    Mr. Gutierrez says Keith and Seel must atone for their crimes and hers. He says they should pay for what they did to her, which is wrong because they are innocent of these ugly things. I am the one who is not innocent. But it is not me who must be sacrificed, it’s them. And, in that, my daughter proves once again that she is not merely a destroyer but one who is diabolical in her destruction.


    Denise has always seen herself as alone. No amount of admiration, of love, of sacrifice, was ever enough to fill the screaming black emptiness inside her. What should I have done - let her fall to her inner demons? No mother can do that. So, instead, I set about trying to give her what I thought would help her, what would fill her up and make her whole.


    I threw my husband and my son aside and devoted my existence to her, the one who needed me most, and when that beautiful baby came into my life is when I became like my daughter, a liar. First I lied to myself, and I did it because I wanted that baby, that magical little girl, in our lives and in our house. Too late, now, I can see that I wanted her not just for her own sweet self but to have another chance to do it and do it better.


    I knew what my daughter was, what she couldn’t do, and maybe I knew too what she could do, and now she has. Deeley’s blood isn’t only on Denise’s hands. All the coming of Deeley into our lives did was make the hole inside Denise widen further, and make me appease and cover for her even more frantically.


    But, of course, it wasn’t enough, as nothing has ever been enough, and I should have known. I did know. Still, old habits die hard and the habit of choosing my daughter was too deeply ingrained, so that’s just what I did: I chose her over someone too small to even have a chance against her.


    When I began to know Deeley was dead, I clung ever harder to the beautiful damaged monster I had created, never seeing another way, not until Keith reached out for me on that boat, and now that I can see a different life, a better one, Denise has demanded more sacrifices. She wants Keith and Seel to take her place in the pit. She knows they will look to me to help push them there.


    For a long moment after Mr. Gutierrez finished spewing his bile, my daughter’s bile, and after I couldn’t vomit up any more shame and my husband couldn’t shed another tear, I felt them both watching me, me … Margaret Brown … wife of Keith … mother of Seel … grandmother of Deeley … and, of course, mother of Denise … wondering what I would do.


    There was no choice really. I’ve never made any other choice.


    So, feeling Keith’s eyes on me, I nodded to Mr. Gutierrez and said, “If this is what she needs, it’s what we’ll have to do.”


    Gutierrez smiled. Keith didn’t. He turned to me, staring at me with dead eyes. “And Seel, too? Our son, too?” he asked.


    For the first time since Denise’s birth, I could actually visualize what the pit inside my daughter looked like - black, yawning and bottomless, with winds screeching through it. They sounded like people screaming and I recognized their voices - Deeley’s, Keith’s, my son’s. It was so loud I had to squeeze my eyes against the vision and put my hands over my ears to block out the sounds.


    When I released them, I saw that Keith and I were alone in Mr. Gutierrez’s office. Maybe he had left to give us privacy or maybe even he couldn’t stand to see the wreckage. Keith stood and I rose too, holding out my hand to him again, trying to reach him across the pit, but he shook his head and put his hands behind his back like a child, like Deeley used to when she didn’t want to touch something that looked wrong to her.


    “Keith, I … well … what I want to say is thank you, thank you very much. As you’ll see in the end, it’s right and …”


    He looked over my shoulder, out the window behind me, and his voice sounded as far away as if there was an ocean between us. “No, don’t you dare thank me. It’s too early to thank me, Margaret, because I haven’t said yes. Not this time, Margaret, maybe never again. I’ve tried so hard for you and I’ve loved you so much, but right now all I can see when I look at you is Deeley lying dead, left like a sack of garbage, and standing over her is our daughter. Do you know, I’m afraid I won’t ever be able to look at you again without seeing Denise’s shadow hanging over you, and why do you think that is?”


    It’s been five days now since that meeting and Keith hasn’t been unkind to me but he hasn’t touched me either, and after all these years of hating him for his easy tears, I wish he’d cry now. God knows, there’s plenty to cry about, but his eyes are dry and have been, except for yesterday, when he had to call Seel and tell him. I wonder if he’s finally figured out there’s no one left here anymore worth his tears.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    End in sight


    


    Eight weeks before trial, 2011


    


    Denise sat sullenly in the day room of the women’s jail, in her new home. She had been moved here a week ago after Salvatore Gutierrez won the ruling to have the trial moved out of Orlando. Then the judge decided, instead of moving the trial, it might work better to bus in the jurors from out of town, but she hadn’t been returned to the Orange County Jail. No one, least of all her suddenly quiet, big-shot attorney, could tell her why.


    Denise reflected sourly that he had bragged to her for months they would probably end up in trial in West Palm Beach, and catching Salvatore’s excitement, Denise had even let herself get hopeful about it - hopeful until one of the bitches back in Orange reminded her that it didn’t matter where the trial would be held because “you’ll be spending your nights and weekends in some shit hole jail that’s exactly the same, if not worse, than the shit hole jail we’re currently in.”


    As it had happened, the freak of a judge hadn’t picked Palm Beach, so everyone was still in Orlando, which was something that pleased Denise in a selfish, sour way. The thought of Salvatore, not to mention her parents, getting to stay at the Breakers, or somewhere like it, in Palm Beach would have sent her even further into the spiraling depression and self-pity she was drowning in these days.


    It also turned out that the ugly bitch back at Orange had been right; the jail at Pinellas was a hole as bad as Orange had been. It was even worse, actually, because here at Pinellas she didn’t know any of the guards or inmates, so all the ground she had gained back at Orange was lost along with the money in her commissary account which they had somehow ‘forgotten to transfer’.


    Like back at Orange, Denise was in level-one protective custody because neither jail wanted her murdered by some freak of an inmate who felt like getting famous by killing Fibber McMom, so she had been booked into the health unit here at Pinellas. The jail was about a tenth of the size of Orange, and there was no computer room, and she was only allowed into the day room for an hour each day while everyone else was in the attached dining room. Another difference was that this jail was so small there was no way to flirt privately with a guard to get him on her side, like at Orange. When in the dayroom, she didn’t even want to bother turning on the TV. She was bored out of her skull and sick of watching herself on television, since all they did was mock her and make snide comments about her looks.


    Yesterday, Denise had overheard some sad sack bitch whining on and on and on about how she shouldn’t be there. Denise rolled her eyes, thinking of what Salvatore had once told her: No one in jail or prison was ever guilty, at least in their own minds. Denise had laughed with him, knowing he didn’t mean her, of course. Anyway, he was right.


    Nearly three years of being locked up and Denise hadn’t heard one woman yet take responsibility for ending up in jail. Denise guessed that it was probably more of the same in State Prison, but she had stopped herself from thinking anymore on that. She was not going to end up in prison. Salvatore had promised her, or almost, anyway. Then suddenly he’d changed, and because of him, she’d had to say new things, and now she worried. Would her parents do the right thing and back her, or would they act like the selfish assholes they were and let her rot in here?


    Lately, Salvatore had been quieter, and it seemed every time he came, which wasn’t as often now due to the long drive to her new digs, he brought some huge depressing pile of papers he expected her to read and comment on. This new practice of Salvatore’s enraged Denise almost as much as it scared her. After more than two years of him telling her they had enough reasonable doubt for ten mistrials, let alone the twelve ‘dumb as fuck’ jurors he would seat, she had also heard him say many times, “If it even goes to a trial …”


    Well, that ‘if’ was no longer an option. Trial was certain to begin within weeks, and Salvatore had started acting like everything was super-serious, all life and death, as a matter of fact. That was the exact thing he’d said during his morning visit three days ago - it was a matter of life and death.


    “The State wants you to die, Denise. Don’t you get that they want to kill you? Why the fuck do you think I brought Penelope Bledsoe onto our team? She’s a death penalty advocate, Denise. This is the big time. Look at this shit the prosecution’s throwing at us. You fucking look at it!” he’d shouted when Denise had disdainfully turned her head away from his latest pile of boring papers.


    Denise had glared back at him through narrowed eyes and swept her hand across the small table in the visiting room, knocking his stupid papers onto the floor where they fanned out across the room.


    Salvatore’s eyes followed the papers, incredulously, before nodding at her. “Okay, Denise. Was that to remind me that you think you’re a fucking two year old, that you’re just a teeny wittle girl, so how can you be expected …? No,” he said shaking his head in anger, “how dare I expect you to act like the grown woman the rest of the world thinks you are, that the State thinks you are, and that the jurors, who have the ability to kill you, will think you are.” Before Denise could answer, Salvatore got up from his chair and knelt on the floor to gather up the papers she had spilled. Grabbing one, seemingly at random, he began reading aloud, “Medical report from some guy named Dr. Green at Wayne State, Denise. Can I use the language in it, Denise, or do you need me to break this down into pop-up book form so you’ll be able to understand it?”


    “Fuck you,” Denise said sullenly.


    “I’ll take that as a ‘Go ahead, Salvatore, I’ll try to follow you’.”


    Denise leaned back in her chair and pretended to ignore him, but she heard well enough.


    Salvatore cleared his throat. “Okay, I’ll try to be succinct. Every person is born with four sutures in their skull. The one that matters here is one called the sagittal suture. It’s like an expansion joint for our skulls which allows the skull to expand as the brain grows in child and adult development. Under normal conditions, this sagittal suture will not begin to close until about the twentieth year of life and will not finish closing until a person’s forties or fifties. Are you with me so far, Denise?”


    Denise yawned. “Well, I don’t have anything better to do since my tennis lesson got cancelled. I’m listening but I don’t know what it’s got to do with me.”


    Salvatore sighed and answered her ponderously. “According to Dr. Green, Deeley’s sagittal suture was starting to close already.”


    Denise shrugged. “So she was advanced, just like me.” She finished on a laugh which Salvatore, to her annoyance, ignored.


    “Denise, a premature closing is not a good thing. I’ll just read on, shall I?”


    Denise waved her hand. “If you want. I don’t care.”


    “I wish you did,” he said heavily, before continuing to read. “When the sagittal suture is closed prematurely, there are significant birth defects: blindness, retardation, disfigurement and –“


    Denise cut him off, tiring of the information quickly. “Well, she didn’t have any of those, Salvatore, so I guess Dr. Green is either a liar or a moron … maybe both,” she finished disgustedly.


    “You need to learn to listen, Denise. His report doesn’t say she was born like that. He says there were marked signs that it was beginning to close prematurely.”


    Denise rolled her eyes. “Again, so?”


    “So,” Salvatore continued, “so he researched cases where this had happened before and this is his conclusion: Deeley Brown was not born with any of the signs of a premature sagittal suture. She did not have the flat headedness we see in these children.”


    Denise nodded self-righteously.


    Salvatore ignored her and continued reading, “Then, as a scientist, I must ask what caused the premature closure in Deeley Brown? My conclusion is that the child was forced, over some period of time, a time period lasting several months or longer, to often be forced to lie on her back, maybe with her head restrained, maybe under sedation, maybe because she was terrorized, or possibly because she was so exhausted she often fell asleep in an awkward, unnatural and forced position. Due to her extreme youth this caused an unusual early fusing but not one which is related to disease.”


    Salvatore stood and moved in front of where Denise sat, and stared down at her until she reluctantly met his eyes.


    When she did, he said softly, “In short, Dr. Green feels that this proves non-specific but still clear evidence of chronic child abuse, Denise, and any way you slice it, when the jury hears this, they are going to want to inject you themselves. So, anything you want to say now? And I mean anything, as long as it’s not another fucking Manny the nanny story, because it will be great to hear something, because as of right now my entire opening statement consists of the following words: Ladies and Gentleman of the jury, on behalf of my client, Denise Brown, I would like to plead not guilty by reason of insanity.”


    Stung, Denise blurted out, “Insanity? You’re the one who’s insane if that’s what you think I’ll go for. My God, Salvatore, what’s wrong with you? For almost three years you’ve been telling me it would be an acquittal as soon as we went to trial, and now you want to say I’m crazy? That’s your whole defense? What’s happened to you?”


    Salvatore shrugged and crossed back to his chair. He stayed silent while he fashioned the damning report from Dr. Green into a small paper airplane and tossed it up in the air. Feeling trapped, Denise watched him.


    Salvatore did not look at her as his eyes trailed the little plane until it landed on the floor amongst the other scattered papers. Salvatore faced her. “I could go into a lot of bullshit on this, Denise, but the bottom line is that we don’t have anything and …” Denise leaned forward angrily but Salvatore raised his hand to silence her. “And it doesn’t matter how badly you want to blame me for it, or your parents, or the world in general, because what it all comes down to now is this: What the police said to you way back when at Universal, when you led them on your first wild goose chase, is true. Everything you say is a lie. The defense has filed a motion to include dozens of your partying shots in the days after Deeley disappeared. The cadaver dogs hit your trunk, the media is against you, the public is against you, and the only person left on planet earth who believes in Manny the nanny is your mother, and most people think she’s delusional.”


    Salvatore leaned forward toward Denise and held out his hands to her. Protectively, she drew hers back and wrapped her arms around herself.


    Salvatore nodded and pulled his hands back. “Okay, I didn’t come here to frighten you. I came here because you and I have reached the end of Liars’ Lane, Denise. I have urged you to accept the plea bargains as they came in, but I’ll admit I didn’t do so very strongly, and I’ll go first here. I lied to you when I said we could get an acquittal. The State has a strong case, and barring a miracle, I think at this point the best we can hope for is Murder Two, and you’ll probably draw down forty-to-life. I don’t have a single idea what happened to Deeley. You’ve let me chase a ghost for years and I let you run me because of the attention. Well, I’ve fucked up, Denise, and there will be plenty of people out there …” Salvatore made a gesture to indicate the world beyond the increasingly small room they sat in, “… to call me a clown, and incompetent, and to say I never should have gotten into this in the first place. But I’ll live it down in time. A person can live down anything, Denise. But you’ll be in prison and you’ll be old before you ever see the light of day outside of bars again. So if you’ve got anything to tell me, now’s a good time for it.”


    Denise didn’t answer him. She stood up and called for the guard.


    Salvatore said her name and then fell silent and watched as she was led out of the room.


    Back in her cell, Denise curled up on her bunk and moaned in fear.


    She told … she told on me … I always knew she wanted to but she couldn’t talk yet. Now she’s dead and it looks like she has told, after all.


    The child who had stolen her girlhood was now trying to take her life; it wasn’t fair, not fair, not fair.


    Denise’s terror began to ebb and was replaced by anger. This wasn’t going to happen. She was going to have more than thirty lousy days of freedom.


    I’m only twenty-five, she thought resentfully. Deeley has taken six years of my life, and that is enough, and this is not going to happen. Think, think, she berated herself, think of a story, a good story, one Salvatore can tell, and then the trial would be like before, something hard to get through on my way to her real life.


    Denise sat up, leaned back against the cold wall of her cell, and concentrated.


    Within a few minutes she began to smile. Alice, good old go-ask-Alice, as she and the other girls had called the junkie short-time loser who had been on her cell block at the Orange jail. Alice had been one of those women who Denise could tell was going to be in and out of lockup for one thing or another for the rest of her life. Well, there were no winners in jail, she thought, present company excepted. Back when Alice had been on the block, Denise hadn’t been bored and miserable, like she was now.


    She’d had her friend Ruby, TV, computer access and a couple of guards who were wrapped around her finger. So, she hadn’t listened to Alice’s stupid stories on purpose, but there had been no way to avoid overhearing them.


    Alice was obviously jonesing for whatever her drug of choice had been, and at night, since she couldn’t sleep, she’d engage in conversation with the other short-timers on the block.


    Denise had been forced to listen to Alice’s sob-story about how her little boy had drowned in her parents’ pool a couple Christmas’s earlier and been found by Alice’s angry father. The kid’s grandfather had called Alice every name in the book for being so irresponsible, but had also called 911.


    Alice hadn’t even been charged with child neglect, despite it being obvious that she had been neglectful. Alice, instead of being grateful for her good luck, was still whining about how mean her dad had been to her. At the time, her story had made Denise grind her teeth with annoyance at the unfairness of her situation compared to that sad freak Alice, but no more.


    Suddenly she was able to breathe deeply again for the first time since having met with Salvatore earlier that day. The next morning she asked the fat guard to please let her place a call to her attorney, and when Salvatore showed up a few hours later, looking annoyed, she was able to smile at him.


    “Salvatore, I’m really sorry about yesterday. No, I’m sorry about all of it, all the years I’ve lied and kept quiet. You see, I was …” She let her voice falter and swiped at her eyes.


    Salvatore said urgently, “You were what, Denise? Come on, tell me. Please tell me.”


    Denise sniffled a little and then, keeping her eyes lowered, said brokenly, “I was trying to protect my father. My whole family, really. You see, Salvatore, there was a terrible accident with the pool …”


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Penelope Bledsoe


    (Death Appeal Attorney)


    


    Jury selection in Denise’s case was painful for Denise to witness. I have done my best to comfort her throughout the process. She is a young woman, a young innocent woman, and one who is grieving terribly for her lost child. I understand how hard it is for her to hear one deluded potential juror after another say, ‘Yes, we have formed an opinion of her guilt - guilty, guilty.’


    I blame Salvatore Gutierrez, our team’s lead counsel, for not adequately preparing Denise for this ordeal. So far she has been forced to listen to a collection of the judgmental, the insane or of fame seekers.


    There is the sad parade of no-life losers that freely admit they have been glued to Charlotte Hope for the last three years, thus they ‘know’ Denise is guilty. It was ridiculous and it went from bad to worse. One of the potential jurors admitted that he had heard a parody song on the radio about Denise, and before a stunned Salvatore could shut him up, since, of course, the ghastly prosecutor made no effort to do so, he stood up, and facing the cameras, gleefully recited the first stanza.


    


    What you gonna do with that damn runt?


    That damn runt smells like a skunk.


    I’m a gonna take that runt


    and I’m gonna put her in my trunk,


    my trunk, my trunk,


    my lifeless little punk


    check it out.


    


    The judge slammed down his gavel and called out for the bailiffs, but the damage was done. Poor little Denise is such a child that she had started to tap her foot to the beat without even understanding the implications of the would-be rap star’s lyrics.


    Afterward, of course, she was devastated and sickened, but the jury pool didn’t get to see that. They saw only her tentative smile and tapping foot. It was damaging, no two ways about it.


    Salvatore, of course, wanted to attack her later that day back at the jail to remind her, as if she didn’t already know, that she was on trial for her life. But I talked him out of it, reminding him that it was only in the last few days that this innocent child has broken through her wall of denial about the grotesque things that both her father and brother have done to her, the long-term relentless sexual abuse she was subjected to.


    Salvatore was probably reluctant to leave her alone, as he has a bully’s nature, but eventually he backed down. He knows better than anyone that it is me, my visits with Denise, my love, my mothering of her, that have made her feel safe enough to speak the unspeakable. If it hadn’t been for Denise’s trust in me, she would have never been able to tell Salvatore about how Deeley truly died.


    I reiterated to him that since we now knew Deeley’s death was merely a horrible accident, and since it was her father who forced Denise not to call the police but to engineer a cover-up, we, the defense, are almost home free, and so is Denise. She is not to be bullied by him, as she has been bullied by her father, her brother, and her unnatural mother who failed to protect her from them and then tried to steal her child from her. Margaret Brown is a veritable Medusa in my mind, but sadly, in my chosen field, evil parents are nothing new. A child who is abused and grows up with no skills, least of all an ability to sense danger or care for themselves … too many of them end up in a courtroom chair blamed for the actions of others.


    My Charlie is one such case in point. Charlie grew up with an absentee father and a drunken abusive mother. He was forced to run away and literally join the carnival. It’s the most heartbreaking story. Having no other place to go, he lived with the brutal uneducated scum who follow carnivals, and he was raped and sodomized on a regular basis. Escaping, finally, and hoping for some human warmth and love, he went to live with, and work for, a supposedly Christian family who gave him a job as a truck driver.


    It turns out the husband in this family, the owner of the company, was using his trucks to abduct and murder young girls, and when the first body was discovered, he blamed my Charlie, even going so far as to plant DNA evidence on him. Because this man was a so-called upstanding family man and a church-goer, the police chose to believe him, as did a series of juries. This is something that always happens to the poor and downtrodden of our country, and causes our prisons to be filled with the unworldly and the innocent.


    Ever since my Charlie referred mystically to young Denise as the daughter we could have had if only he had received justice, I have felt a special determination to see that she is not punished for the crimes of others in this case. Though, God knows, as do I, that her brother, and especially her mother, are also sin-stained and guilt-stained. At least the brother will now be revealed to the world as the sick man he is, and her father as the monstrous child rapist which he is. I fear her mother will walk free.


    But I must let go of my anger at this wrong, as I am a woman of strong faith and know there is a higher judge who will one day force an accounting from Mrs. Margaret Brown.


    Salvatore actually seemed relieved when I volunteered to spend the evening with Denise to prep her for court the following day. Oddly, ever since she told Salvatore the truth, he has seemed more worried and disconnected from her than previously. That’s a criminal defense attorney for you! They are never comfortable with the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, preferring pretty lies that they can sell to a jury.


    Well, I won’t argue that Denise’s life has been an unpalatable one, but I am bringing all my considerable influence to bear on this case to ensure that my poor little girl is given what my Charlie wasn’t given - a chance to tell the world all about her grotesque childhood and how her family set her up for this crime.


    I know Salvatore doesn’t like it, but he will use it because what Denise has now shared with us not only explains away Deeley’s sad accidental passing, but Denise’s odd behavior following the death as well. Denial is the river all sexual abuse victims swim in, and while Deeley was drowned in a pool, my poor Denise was treading water and trying desperately to breathe long before Deeley’s accident.


    Great errors have already come in this case and we haven’t even seated a jury yet. For the first two years, through depositions and motions, Salvatore tangled back and forth with Judge Gus Murray, a man with a lot of vulnerabilities to press attention. In fact, the way I saw him was as the Lance Ito for this generation of mega-trials.


    Salvatore viewed him that way, too, but let his personal feelings at Judge Murray’s obvious dislike for the defense become a personal vendetta. Salvatore turned our entire investigative team to finding something on Murray, and lo and behold, he turned out to have a blog. All this occurred before I came onboard.


    If I had been there, I would have told Salvatore to leave it alone. Murray was vulnerable - vulnerable to us getting a mistrial ruling, if we needed it, and vulnerable to playing to press opinion. He would have bent over backwards for us, just as Ito once did for the Simpson defense.


    But Salvatore went ahead and got a dismissal. Unfortunate, because the new judge is no joke. He is the chief justice of the bench and a man of unimpeachable reputation, and that bodes ill for either mistrial or an appeal if the worst case scenario occurs and we lose.


    Judge Julius Saget is a formidable man and this trial is going to be run his way. Salvatore was a fool but still we have truth and justice on our side, and God as well. So, despite this obstacle, I have no fears. Maybe when it’s over, Denise will come to live with me, and when Charlie is finally freed, we will be a family. God knows, she won’t want to return to the cesspool she came from.


    Speaking of cesspools, today in court was particularly ludicrous, and when Denise dissolved in giggles, I don’t think there was a person alive who could blame her for doing so. Some enormous fat woman, who was able to just wander into the court room like we were there for her entertainment alone, immediately took off her filthy shoes and started to throw them at Denise. The bailiffs got her before that could happen, but she did manage to scream out, “You killed her,” before she was brought down.


    Judge Saget was enraged and unmoved by her plea that she was just looking for a place to sit while waiting for the methadone clinic to open. He sentenced her to a night in jail.


    While I was pleased by his decision, I have begun to fear, based on how quickly he is forcing us through jury selection, that today’s ruling might be the only one I’m going to agree with. Still, I know with a deep certainty that this time, this one time, with the Denise Brown case, that I am backing a winner.


    As for those whose lives will be destroyed by the truth, namely her awful family, well, it’s my belief that in time they will be grateful for the courage Denise has displayed, and that no matter what happens to them, they will understand one day it was justice and it was right.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Charlotte Hope


    (Eye on America)


    


    Good evening, America, this is ‘Eye on America’ and I’m Charlotte Hope.


    Tonight, breaking news out of Orlando, Florida. It was opening day for the defense statement in the trial of Denise Brown, and it left shocks all around.


    Salvatore Gutierrez, the attorney for Fibber McMom, has been promising for the past three years that in the first three minutes of his opening statement he would clear up any questions about the disappearance of Baby Deeley. I say he has created more questions than he answered, but first a recap of the last three years …


    July 2008, distraught grandmother Margaret Brown notifies the authorities that her two and a half year old granddaughter, little Deeley, is missing, and has been missing for thirty-one days while her young mother, Denise Brown, parties away. A nationwide search commences. Denise is arrested in October the same year on a charge of homicide in the death of Baby Deeley. In December of that year a sewage worker, Harley Ray, discovers a tiny human skeleton wrapped in duct tape and sticking out of a garbage bag, like she is trash.


    The remains of the child were recovered in a wooded area fifteen houses down from the Brown home and found to be those of missing toddler Deeley Brown. After three years of motions, a change in judges, and despite using every trick in the defense handbook, finally a jury is seated and a trial begins for Fibber McMom.


    Following a riveting opening by the prosecution, aided by a damning timeline reflecting the activities of Denise Brown, the defense gave their opening statement and, America, it is a shocker. According to the defense, little Deeley was never missing at all. She drowned accidentally in the Brown pool on the morning of June 16th, 2008.


    But that’s not all. It seems that Baby Deeley was found and fished out of the pool by Grandpa Keith who then confronted Fibber while holding the still dripping wet body of his grandchild!


    According to attorney Gutierrez, Keith Brown screamed at his daughter that she was a neglectful mother and that Deeley’s drowning would kill his wife Margaret. Following this confrontation, America, attorney Gutierrez stated that Keith decided to help his daughter cover up Deeley’s drowning.


    Make sense to you, America?


    I didn’t think so. You see, the only point in attorney Gutierrez’s opening statement, which we, here at ‘Eye on America’, can agree on, is this: dozens of children die in the State of Florida in swimming pool-related accidents.


    Yes, they do, America, and in most cases no charges whatsoever are brought. Worst case scenario for the parent of a child who drowns is a charge of felony child endangerment, with a possible, though not probable, sentence of up to five years. But this is a rare charge and one usually only pursued if the custodial parent has prior charges for child abuse.


    So is it too much to wonder why Keith Brown, a former sheriff’s deputy, decided against calling 911 instead of telling what attorney Gutierrez claims is the truth, the truth being that his granddaughter died accidentally in the pool?


    He, instead, decides to what … hide the body and help his daughter cover up an accident which is not a crime? He does all of this to help keep her out of jail?


    But, America, Denise Brown is in jail, and has been for three years, and is now facing the death penalty instead of a worst case scenario charge of felony child endangerment, which given sentencing statutes, she would have already been released on.


    Does that make any sense to you, America?


    Hard as it is to swallow, there’s more madness to come. Attorney Gutierrez also claims that Fibber was repeatedly molested by her father, Keith, and also by her brother, Seeley. According to attorney Gutierrez, this explains away Fibber McMom’s bizarre happy partying behavior for thirty-one days following little Deeley’s demise.


    Are you buying it, America?


    What attorney Gutierrez has failed to tell the court is what happened between Baby Deeley’s drowning and the discovery of her body, and how and why duct tape was placed on her. And why were there chloroform traces in the trunk, and for that matter, why was there the overwhelming scent of decomposition in the trunk?


    Oh wait, he did speculate as to the possible involvement of sewage worker Harley Ray who first found the body. Maybe, says attorney Gutierrez, Mr. Ray found and stole the body, possibly from the Brown’s back yard … who knows? … and then he kept the body, holding onto it in the hopes a large reward would be posted, and when it was, he dumped Baby Deeley’s by-then decomposed remains fifteen houses down from the Brown home and called the sheriff to say, “Hey, look what I’ve found!”


    Attorney Gutierrez managed to tell this ridiculous story with a straight face. Personally, I wonder why he didn’t claim a wandering sasquatch stole Baby Deeley’s body and took it to his cave for a few months before leaving it for Harley Ray to find. Oh wait, sasquatches don’t own the exact same Dora blankets found on Baby Deeley’s body, matching those in the Brown house. Nor, I think we can assume, does Mr. Ray.


    It’s a wild ride of a defense theory and one designed to take as many people down alongside Fibber as possible. I’m going to take us now to our field reporter Bambi Isles for updates on a crazy day inside the murder trial of Denise Brown. Bambi, tell us what happened today …


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Hi, Charlotte, thank you for having me on. As you said, it’s been a shocking day inside the courtroom. We’ve heard that little Deeley drowned in the pool, and about Grandpa Keith’s cover-up, and maybe the most shocking of all, allegations that both Keith and Denise’s brother Seel had been molesting her. Charlotte, what did you think of Mr. Gutierrez referring to Denise Brown’s life inside the Brown house as being similar to that of the book ‘Flowers in the Attic’? It certainly caught my attention.


    


    Charlotte:


    How so, Bambi? Yes, I obviously heard him, but I’m not familiar with the book as I do not read fiction. Very quickly, can you sum it up for our viewers at home?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Absolutely, Charlotte. The book Mr. Gutierrez referred to was of a young sister and brother hidden away from the world by a cruel domineering mother and -


    


    Charlotte:


    And I’m guessing you are going to say a sexually abusive father, is that right, Bambi?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    No, Charlotte. As a matter of fact, in the book he referred to as paralleling Denise’s life, there is no father at all in the picture. In that story, the inappropriate relationship that develops is between the older brother and his younger sister.


    


    Charlotte:


    Really, Bambi, are you saying, despite the dozens - maybe hundreds - of non-fiction books out on the market which address father-daughter incest, attorney Gutierrez chose to mention a fictional story of a brother and sister who became lovers? Doesn’t that seem an odd choice to you, to say the least?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    To say the least, Charlotte, exactly! We will all be awaiting Seeley Brown’s testimony with great curiosity, but meanwhile Keith Brown was the first witness called following Mr. Gutierrez’s opening and what he had to say was somewhat different.


    


    Charlotte:


    By ‘different’, Bambi, I take it you are referring to both his categorical denial of abusing Fibber McMom and participating in a cover-up. I found him to be quite believable, and sympathetic as well. I want to thank you, Bambi, for your insight, and as always, please keep us informed on continuing breaking news from inside the murder trial of Fibber. Let’s take some calls. Ashley in South Carolina, you’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, my dear?


    


    Ashley in South Carolina:


    Hello, Charlotte, thank you for taking my call. I never miss your show, ever. You are the best!


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, dear. What’s your question, Ashley?


    


    Ashley in South Carolina:


    Charlotte, I heard what you said about most people not even getting charged in cases where little kids drown in pools, so what I was wondering is, if anything Mr. Gutierrez said about the way Deeley drowned was true, why did they wait so long to -?


    


    Charlotte:


    Ashley, you are asking why they waited so long to tell this story. Excellent question and all I can tell you is this: I haven’t got a clue. During my years in the prosecutor’s office in Dallas, we had many pool deaths of children and we never chose to prosecute. So, you are asking why Keith Brown, a former sheriff’s deputy, would let his daughter be tried for murder and spend three years in jail for an accident. Ashley, all I can say to you, and America, tonight is that I cannot think of a single reason, unless … unless, none of it happened the way Fibber McMom said. She is a young woman known far and wide as a pathological liar and may have just created one more ridiculous story for us. Let’s take a call from Robby in Bloomington, Illinois. Good evening, Robby. You’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, Sir?


    


    Robby in Bloomington, Illinois:


    Hi, Charlotte. I’ve been following this whole case real, real closely and I’ve got some thoughts …


    


    Charlotte:


    This is actually a format for questions, Robby in Bloomington. Do you have a question relating to the Brown case?


    


    Robby in Bloomington, Illinois:


    You bet I do.


    


    Charlotte:


    Then, Robby, would you please ask your question.


    


    Robby in Bloomington, Illinois:


    I heard what that defense lawyer said about the sewer guy, Barely Whatshisname, stealing the body and -


    


    Charlotte:


    The name of the sewage worker is actually Harley Ray. Go on.


    


    Robby in Bloomington, Illinois:


    Okay, but anyway, I know you mentioned a sasquatch, too, but I don’t think it was this Harold guy or a sasquatch what stole the baby’s body, Charlotte. See, sometimes Al Qaeda will hire operatives and put them in disguises. You know, they could look like anyone, or like anything, as in the case of a, say, Bigfoot, or what have you. Just last night my sister Lois saw a cougar in her back yard, but when she looked closer, she knew it was one of them Al Qaeda fellows, as she could see his feet and he was wearing sandals, as they do, and now no cougar has sandals, so -


    


    Charlotte:


    Alright, thank you, Robby from Bloomington. Let’s hope the authorities are watching this evening. I’ll take one more call tonight before talking with this evening’s guest. Let’s hear from our caller, Jerry in Seattle. Welcome, Jerry. You’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, Friend?


    


    Jerry, Seattle Resident:


    Hi, Charlotte. Thank you so much for taking my call. You are an inspiration to our country.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you so much, Jerry. I don’t deserve that but thank you. What is your question, dear?


    


    Jerry, Seattle Resident:


    Charlotte, I’m curious if you have any thoughts or predictions on what Margaret Brown is going to say when she gets on the stand. Will she say her own husband and son are pedophiles to save Fib … I mean Denise?


    


    Charlotte:


    There’s a great question, Jerry. And I do have a prediction, actually. Yes, I think, based on Margaret Brown’s past nearly hysterical efforts to save her daughter, no matter the cost, yes, I think she will say whatever is needed to get her reasonable doubt. The collateral damage in this case is high, America, from the innocent former fiancé Bobby Rightman, poor Emily - the friend whom Fibber robbed and then whom Margaret accused of kidnapping Baby Deeley - to the thousands of searchers who spent days in the Florida heat, and so why not her own husband and son?


    


    Tonight, America, I have a very special guest who can tell us all about being part of the circle of collateral damage in Fibber McMom and Grandma Margaret’s web of lies, none other than the man accused by Fibber of being Baby Deeley’s kidnapper, Manuel Noriega, the supposed Manny the nanny, as well as, once again, attorney for Fibber McMom, Salvatore Gutierrez. First to you, Mr. Noriega. What, if any, is your involvement in the Deeley Brown murder?


    


    Manuel Noriega, alleged nanny to Deeley Brown:


    Oh, hello, Charlotte, and thank chue for having me. I am an innocent man. I have never even met theese orrible girl, Deeneese, and look what che has done to me. Che has ruined my career and my name. I am so upset.


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Charlotte, Miss Noriega, please … this is very inflammatory to my client and we have no way of knowing -


    


    Manuel Noriega, alleged nanny to Deeley Brown:


    Chue chut up, FatSal, and it is Meester Noriega. I am a man chust like chu, only not a fatSal.


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Charlotte, this is ridiculous. What has this trans-person got to do with my client’s case, and -?


    


    Charlotte:


    That’s exactly what we are all here to find out, Salvatore Gutierrez, and -


    


    Manuel Noriega, alleged nanny to Deeley Brown:


    Charlotte, would chue tell fatSal pig man chat I am not a transvestite, I am a chemale impersonator, like che is a fatSal impersonating a lawyer.


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Oh, for God’s -


    


    Charlotte:


    Mr. Noriega, how do you think Denise Brown picked your name, of all the names in the world, to give to the police as her daughter’s nanny and then kidnapper? Do you think it is because she had heard the name Manuel Noriega on the news or -?


    


    Manuel Noriega, alleged nanny to Deeley Brown:


    Cho, Charlotte. I do not chink so. I am chot chat famous yet. More locally, I chink. Well, now I am cherry famous, but not for my chow, just chor theese orrible girl Deenees and her lies. I chow how she picked me. My club, Club BooSeel BooSeel Boy chis right next chore to Club Faction, where her lover boy, Arone, used to work. She saw my poscher and she said, ‘Oh chere is a good name, I will pick him,’ and now choor Manny is chout of work. I am going to chue her, FatSal … I am going to chue your client Deenees and -


    


    Charlotte:


    There you have it, America, another innocent victim from Fibber’s web of lies. He worked right next door to Club Faction. I think that speaks for itself, don’t you, Salvatore Gutierrez?


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    No, Charlotte, I don’t as a matter of fact. After seeing this, this … this thing, I -


    


    Manuel Noriega, alleged nanny to Deeley Brown:


    Don’t chue call me a ching, chue fatSal, fatSal -


    


    Charlotte:


    Mr. Noriega, please. I do understand your frustration. And as for you, Salvatore Gutierrez, I know exactly what you were going to say. You were going to tell America that after seeing this poor victimized man, maybe you’d blame him for stealing Baby Deeley’s body, too. Isn’t that right, Salvatore Gutierrez?


    


    Salvatore Gutierrez, Attorney for Denise Brown:


    Charlotte, I wasn’t going to say anything of the sort, and might I add that was a very prejudicial -


    


    Charlotte:


    No, you may not, Salvatore Gutierrez. As usual, you have wasted my time, and worse, America’s time.


    


    This evening, America, the trial continues in the murder of Baby Deeley Brown, a tiny angel whose life was snuffed out long before her time and then tossed away like garbage. Tonight, let us remember little Deeley and keep our focus where it belongs - on justice for Baby Deeley. I’ll be here doing my part to keep you informed, and until tomorrow, goodnight, America.


    But before you go, please let’s take a moment to honor our fallen heroes and send out our prayers to their families and friends from a grateful nation which mourns alongside of them.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Keith Brown


    (Father of Denise Brown)


    


    How do you prepare for becoming the most hated man in America?


    I will tell you - you can’t.


    Yes, I knew what that bastard Gutierrez’s defense was and I knew the story he was going to tell about Deeley’s death. None of it mattered when he said it out loud and it mattered less when he asked me on the stand, with the cameras in my face, how long and how often I’d fucked my daughter, and wasn’t it true, too, that I’d started eying Deeley?


    I was sweating from the cameras. I was sweating, too, because I think I might have had what they call a coronary event when I heard the last question.


    I didn’t acquit myself like I wish I had, now that I’m at home thinking about it. I lost my temper and not only yelled out my denial, I called Gutierrez a couple of names. I’m sure the Internet will be dissecting this day until either the cows come home or a bigger show moves in.


    There was more: Gutierrez dug up a surprise ‘witness’. Last year, at the worst of the fights with Margaret and Denise, and while I was spending all my time putting up posters and working with volunteers, last year when I still believed there was a reason to look, I met someone. I had hoped never to speak of this, not because I am ashamed - I’m not. I was lonely and hurt, and she was kind to me, and we were friends, or I thought we were friends. Anyway, I guess we weren’t friends after all. But at the time when I met Carmen, a very nice Latino lady, I thought she liked me and I didn’t smell the hidden agenda she had. Frankly, after seeing her on the cover of today’s ‘National Enquirer’, I have to wonder how anyone would ever think we were more than friends, since for all her faults, Margaret is still an undeniably beautiful woman and poor Carmen looks like road kill beside her. She always did - that wasn’t what we were about. She listened to me when I talked, and made nice noises, and hugged me when I cried, and she and her sister, Lupe, had me over for some homemade Mexican food at their apartment a few times.


    Now, of course, through the quick and easy revisionist history of checkbook media, it was the affair of the century, or no, wait, that’s not right … if this is the trial of the millennium, then it must be … oh, never mind … I’m just sick tonight, sick of the world.


    To top off the revelations that Gutierrez shared in court about our ‘affair’, which apparently included, but was not limited to, some adulterous sex, I also ‘confessed’ to her - well, to her sister, Lupe, because Carmen barely speaks English - that I knew Deeley had drowned in the pool long ago.


    Gutierrez sort of trailed off abruptly after that and dismissed me. It wasn’t because I had lost my temper with him, that probably only helped his case, it’s because this clown doesn’t do much in the way of case preparation, and so I imagine he has to wait to read the article, and also to see Carmen and her sister, Lupe, who will be translating for her on tonight’s ‘Vinnie Politian’ show. We should all have the full story after that.


    It was a nice experience going back to my seat beside Margaret who, despite the constant camera lenses trained on us all day, still reached out and punched me on the side of my head when I sat down. I’m glad for the folks at home that she did it. I’d hate to think of our family not giving them their money’s worth.


    If I can try to see the positive side of today, it’s that from my own TV watching tonight it seems that the rest of the country, including Charlotte Hope, who I think I’m beginning to like, thought Gutierrez was a complete idiot and that his entire confused opening statement, as well as his questioning of me, was a disaster.


    Some are saying that Denise should get a mistrial on the grounds of insufficient counsel. I don’t know about that. I’m starting to believe that Denise has exactly the lawyer she deserves, and vice-versa. Those two are made for each other as far as I’m concerned.


    I don’t know what Margaret thinks since she isn’t speaking to me right now.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Margaret Brown


    (Mother of Denise Brown)


    


    There are times I have to ask myself what is going to happen to me when this is all over? At this present time I am under more pressure from more different directions than any one person has ever had to face before.


    It’s coming up on three years now, almost to the day, since I got the impound notice on Denise’s car and dragged her back home, only to hear the first ‘Manny the nanny’ story. Since that time, my daughter has been arrested and jailed three times, and has now been inside for over two years straight, and I haven’t seen her or spoken to her once during that time.


    I kept writing to her, though, right up until the little ‘meet and greet’ in Mr. Liar Gutierrez’s office, but she never wrote back, not even once. With Denise gone, a lot has changed between me and Keith.


    Me not working for the first time since he lost the auto lot back in Ohio has changed things for us. I like to think I’m a much more relaxed type of person than I was before, when I had to be the sole breadwinner around here as well as riding herd on Denise to try and make a mother out of her, not to mention having to act as a referee between her and Keith, and then, of course, I used to spend most of my free time, what little I had of it, taking care of Deeley.


    Now it’s just me and Keith, and with me not working anymore, he hasn’t had to pretend to have a job either, and that’s made him a more relaxed, fun-loving person. Keith says the same is true of me, and I suppose it is true.


    When he said that, I was able to tamp down my initial instinct to bite off his head for saying it, and to point out that if he’d just once managed not to screw the pooch, job or money-wise, I wouldn’t have had to carry everything on my shoulders, but I truly must be more relaxed because all I said was, “Thanks, Keith, I’m trying.”


    Right up until Gutierrez’s office, Keith and I were starting to establish a nice little rhythm. We shared the work on selling and overseeing rights to Deeley’s image, and licensing her name, and, of course, the book contract is in both Keith and my names, though I’m not sure how fair that is. After all, I picked out the title, ‘The Grandparents’ Story’, and I’m the one doing all the writing, but still the publisher is looking for a happy ending on this book, and that means Keith and me together, walking off into the sunset.


    It’s not all made up; we might do just that. Not now, of course. Right now, Liar Gutierrez has put a wedge between us, one I tried to overcome by sitting Keith down and speaking reasonably to him.


    I said, “Now, Keith, I know it’s very upsetting to be branded a child rapist and to be accused of covering up Deeley’s death, but I really believe that Mr. Gutierrez is doing this to save our daughter from the death penalty. If he didn’t think she was going to lose the case and be put to death, he wouldn’t have to tell such a desperate story, and surely, Keith, you don’t want Denise to be killed, do you?”


    Sometimes I cannot deal with Keith at all because I’m the type of person who expects a simple answer to a simple question, thank you very much, and what I got instead was, “Let me get this straight, Margaret. You want me tell the world I’ve been molesting my daughter, and possibly our granddaughter, for years, and then, as a coup de grâce, that I pulled out Deeley’s body, and, who knows, maybe I’m the one who put her in the pool too, is that …?”


    I had to stop him before he got himself too worked up. “Now, Keith, no one is saying you have to confess to any of this. As a matter of fact, it might be best if you didn’t. I don’t know what will happen if you do that. They might be able to arrest you, and that would be a terrible thing. All I’m doing is trying to point out that you are taking this awfully personally and …“


    “Taking it personally? You don’t think I should take being called a pedophile and a criminal personally, Margaret?”


    Well, let me tell you this, I didn’t even dignify his question with an answer. Keith getting himself all hysterical again, and making this whole situation about him, merely reminded me of why I’ve spent the last thirty years trying to figure out what it was I saw in him in the first place. As a matter of fact, I told him he’d better sleep in one of the empty rooms for a few days until he figured out how to calm down and apologize to me.


    Typically, even my calming advice only made him flare up worse. “Empty rooms, Margaret, empty rooms? Which one of the empty rooms do you want me to bunk down in? Surely not in either of your little shrine rooms to Denise and Deeley… We wouldn’t want either of them to be messed up in case anybody, anybody at all with a camera and a fucking checkbook, stops by wanting a picture … Maybe I should go sleep in our son’s old room. Oops! Can’t do that, it’s a fucking box room and has been since the day Deeley was born, when you couldn’t get rid of Seeley, our son, fast enough, could you? You self-absorbed, unnatural piece of…”


    Well, I stopped him right there before he had a chance to say something which would force me to send him out of the house on a permanent basis, as I might have wished to.


    This is the sort of thing I mean about pressure. I am simply not allowed to act naturally anymore. Everything I do ends up on TV and is debated endlessly, and up until recently I’ve been made to look like a conniving evil witch to the point where our publisher had to inform me my image could affect book sales.


    So, instead of reminding Keith that ‘unnatural’ was a word he probably shouldn’t be throwing around, even in private, I simply took a deep breath and suggested he use the couch as his bedroom for the immediate future.


    For the most part I have been far too busy with the trial to acknowledge Keith when we are at home and off-camera. Our communications have dwindled to him turning Deeley’s death certificate, which I had framed and hung over the fireplace, to the wall every night, and me turning it back in the morning, alongside the framed cover of the ‘Enquirer’ with Keith’s pathetic mistress’s picture on the cover to remind him of how he violated my trust. We have, however, managed to present a unified front when we arrive in court, and after the initial blowup following the revelation of his sordid affair during Liar Gutierrez’s opening statement, I have been filmed several times putting a comforting hand on his arm when the testimony becomes particularly upsetting.


    It’s working, too, because last week, for the first time in years, I received a positive review from that biased witch, Charlotte Hope, and her review really made me think on how my own first appearance on the stand should go.


    Most of what I am experiencing is being written down for posterity and our book, but I’ll tell you this much: I was amazing on the stand. My hair, which I had just had colored the day before, was for once the exact right shade of blond, and when I watched myself later that evening on the news, I saw it had picked up the lights beautifully.


    After I gave my emotional testimony about how careful I had always been to put away the pool ladder, and revealed my heartbreak upon finding out that all Denise’s stories to me about her job, her so called ‘Manny the nanny’, her friends, well virtually everything, were lies, I laid my head down on my arms and sobbed pitifully while the prosecution played the tape of my own distraught voice calling 911 all those years ago.


    I was masterful and in that single hour I changed the entire world’s perception. The words a bevy of adoring newscasters used to describe me were things like ‘heartbreaking’, ‘sympathetic’ and ‘moving’. One young woman even said she had never realized how pretty I was until she heard my testimony. All night long the accolades rolled in, including one from my then very pleased publisher telling me I was America’s new sweetheart and that sweetheart books sell in the millions.


    But I never get a chance to rest, not me, not Margaret Brown, thank you very much, because two days ago I was awoken at the ungodly hour of five a.m. by none other than old Liar Gutierrez himself.


    He was a changed man. It was all, “Please, Margaret, call me Salvatore and we need to meet right away. No, not Keith, just you and me, Margaret. Please, I have some personal messages from Denise, things she is desperate to say to you.”


    I went to meet him - I had to - this was the first contact I’d had from my daughter in years. How could I say no?


    Well that’s curiosity for you, it kills the cat every time, and this little fiasco may have killed my book deal as well.


    I met ‘Call me Salvatore, please, Margaret’ at Goldilocks Diner, a nasty little place, but one he’d found which wasn’t targeted by the media or by the crazies who are living outside the courthouse hoping to be one of the daily fifty chosen ones to watch my family dangle in agony.


    Salvatore, my new friend, had decided he needed old Margaret after all, this after ignoring me for months and seeing me only one time, and that was to deliver his bomb of a defense so that Keith and I could have a generous two day warning before it exploded in our faces.


    At first I wasn’t going to listen to a word he said but he got me the moment I sat down.


    “Margaret, thank you for coming. There’s something I have to tell you: it was my fault Denise refused to see you on Mother’s Day. I’m the one who advised her against it. She would have given anything to be able to see you on Mother’s Day. She misses you and loves you more than she can ever say. She wanted me to tell you so in person. It’s the only way she could think of to get the message to you without the media finding out. Can you ever forgive me for keeping her from you?”


    I’ll be the first one to admit how good it made me feel to find out it wasn’t my own daughter who had set me up to look like such a fool on Mother’s Day. Mother’s Day was a few days after Keith and I had been forced to sit through Salvatore’s recitation of the defense story and I was pretty damned upset, I can say. And I got more upset when I called his office the next morning and his snotty little bitch of a paralegal told me he couldn’t be disturbed, couldn’t be disturbed by me, Margaret Brown, who can make any network anchor in this country, and probably any other country, drop whatever they’re doing to hear any word I choose to share?


    Well, I told little Miss Snot Britches to tell Mr. Important, her busy boss, that I wanted a visit with my daughter on Mother’s Day, because little missy and I needed to have a heart-to-heart talk about this so-called defense strategy. And I also told Miss Snot Britches I’d better hear back from Mr. High and Mighty Gutierrez within the next ten minutes or he could read all about it in the media along with everyone else on earth.


    She said, “I’ll give him your message, Mrs. Brown. Thank you for calling.”


    The nerve of her.


    Well, he didn’t call me back in ten minutes, or in ten hours either, and I ended up contacting every news organization I could lay my hands on. Funny thing, though, they might not have gotten my messages, because after I was refused admittance to visit my own daughter on Mother’s Day, I was forced to sit outside the jail in the heat for two hours before finally one lone photographer showed up. Stupid media, missing an opportunity to show me at my heartbreaking best, a mother who, despite all, still loves her daughter.


    So, yes, I must say, hearing Salvatore’s confession that it was his choice to bar the visit, and not Denise’s, melted my heart, as did hearing how she treasures my letters.


    By the time we had finished our overcooked eggs, I was in tears, real ones, and this time Salvatore, who I felt I had misjudged, held my hand while I cried and said, “She needs you, she needs her mother, Margaret, and you’re the only person who can help her now.” When I tearfully asked him why she’d said all those things about Keith and Seeley, and more importantly, why she ignored me in court and kept cuddling with that horrible Penelope woman, he said, “It’s an act. She has to try and keep calm in court. She told me, Margaret, that even glancing at you makes her want to jump up screaming ‘Mommy’ and run to your arms. She doesn’t care about Penelope Bledsoe. All Penelope is to her is a cheap substitute for the mother she longs for.”


    That made a lot of sense to me and I was able to finish my toast, but I still had to know why the stories about Keith?


    Salvatore looked down, studying his cold coffee when he asked me, “Are they all stories, Margaret?”


    I didn’t know whether to reach over and hit him, or to run away, or to scream, but in the end all I said was, “Of course they are, of course they are. I’m her mother, I’m a good mother. Don’t you think I would have known if …?”


    “No one’s blaming you, Margaret, not for anything. I know what a wonderful mother you are. Denise has told me everything, but Margaret, whatever happened, whatever didn’t happen, she needs you, she needs her mother now. Can’t you do this, this one thing? Can’t you help your little girl?”


    I didn’t rush in, no matter what anyone thinks, but the more he talked, the more I felt like I could try to save her life. Salvatore said as much, as it breaks his heart he knows Denise is going to go away for life. This favor he was asking was only to keep her from a needle in her arm.


    He even mentioned how this wouldn’t hurt my PR image for the book. “Don’t you see, Margaret, it makes you more sympathetic, if anything. People’s hearts will bleed for such a loving, brave mother. Everyone will understand. And make sure to wear something pretty for your testimony.”


    The more thought I gave it, the more I realized Salvatore was right, and I had just enough time to run home and slip into my new lavender sundress before heading back to court.


    Salvatore is a lying scumbag, and if he told me what day it was, I’d check the newspaper before I believed him, thank you very much, maybe the same newspaper I’m reading right now, with the headlines, ‘The top ten lies of Margaret Brown’.


    Here, let me read it out loud … why not? Everyone else is going to hear it tonight on that monster Charlotte Hope’s show.


    


    Today in court both jurors and viewers alike were stunned when the newly sympathetic Margaret Brown took the stand and basically did her best to destroy the prosecution’s case in the murder trial of her daughter, Denise Brown.


    


    Long known for her elastic maneuvering of the truth, today Margaret Brown outdid herself, and so in the interest of honesty, this reporter is featuring what I like to call ‘Margaret’s ten greatest hits’.


    


    Lie number one: Margaret Brown now claims responsibility for the chloroform searches on the Brown computer, saying that she was home the day they were made, something she had apparently forgotten to tell the police because she states at that time her medication had clouded her memory. Margaret further states that her new medication has allowed her to assess the events of over three years ago as though they were yesterday. Doctors and pharmaceutical companies around the world will soon begin contacting Mrs. Brown in an effort to ascertain the name of this miracle drug for their patients who are suffering memory loss.


    


    Lie number two: Margaret’s continual denial of her daughter Denise’s pregnancy long past it becoming apparent to even the most casual passerby.


    


    Lie number three: One day the ladder to the Brown pool is safely stowed away because, as Mrs. Brown stated, one week ago: “I never ever forgot to store it and I remember doing so on the fifteenth of June, the last day I was ever able to swim with my granddaughter.” However, not a week later, Mrs. Brown of the newly revived memory, thanks to the miracle of drug therapy, informs the court while under oath, that, “I’m pretty sure I forgot to put the pull ladder down that Sunday. In fact, I remember seeing it still attached before I left for work on Monday.” Readers, for those of you who haven’t obsessively followed every word in the Brown baby case, the Monday Mrs. Brown refers to is the date Denise Brown’s defense attorney claims is the morning the little girl unfortunately drowned in the swimming pool.


    


    Lie number four: Due no doubt once again to Margaret’s remarkably restored memory, she now states that the stain found in the trunk of Denise Brown’s car, the one prosecutors believe was used to transport the body of her deceased child, was an old stain, one she had noticed years before … eleven years before … when she and Keith Brown purchased the car for their then-teenaged son, Seeley Brown.


    


    Lie number five: First deliberately handing the FBI a hairbrush with strands of her daughter’s hair in it, not her deceased granddaughter’s, then lying to them about doing so deliberately, and then lying once again when caught, telling her close friend and private investigator, Dennis Myers, that she had done so deliberately.


    


    Lie number six: Going to the police and suggesting Denise Brown’s former fiancé, Bobby Rightman, was Deeley’s killer, and then further accusing him of deleting information which would have proven him to be the ‘real killer’ on Denise Brown’s laptop.


    


    Lie number seven: Lying to any and every media outlet who would give her air time by proclaiming her daughter Denise’s innocent while simultaneously telling family and friends that she knew Denise had something to do with Deeley’s disappearance.


    


    Lie number eight: On August 8th, 2008, Margaret Brown gave interviews stating that her family was getting death threats via their home and cell phones, as well as on their email accounts. On August 29, 2008, Margaret blogged on Hub pages that they had received no threats from anyone.


    


    Lie number nine: Once again on Hub pages, this entry dated August 11, 2008, Margaret stated, “Anyone who knows Denise knows she’d do anything, including sit in jail, to protect her daughter.” This reporter has been unable to find even one acquaintance to verify the selfless nature of Denise Brown, or for that matter a mob-type connection which might necessitate Denise Brown’s silence on the matter of her daughter.


    


    Lie number ten: Margaret Brown categorically denies sending out her own close friend and personal investigator into the woods to look for the remains of Deeley Brown, despite tapes showing Mr. Myers searching almost the exact location of the body, and a tape with him stating to his co-investigator, “Remember, Margaret said not to call the police when we find Deeley, to just call her …”


    


    Readers, this reporter has not listed the lies of Margaret Brown in any particular order of importance; that is for you, the reader, to decide. In some cases, also, some multiple false statements have been listed as one, as there is only so much newsprint available for this story.


    


    Charles Lang, AP News. Miami.


    


    Has anyone ever been forced to read a more insulting pile of crap? I didn’t know crap piled that high.


    I was so undone after reading it I could hardly keep my composure in court today. I want to kill Salvatore Gutierrez for letting me make such a fool of myself. He’s the liar. That man’s a terrible, terrible liar. I must say, though, things are looking up on the home front.


    After court was recessed for the day, Keith and I walked to the elevators together, and though he tried to keep me from getting on the one with those four talking heads from TCN, the so-called ‘justice channel’, I stepped proudly onboard. And as soon I felt all of them staring at me, I collapsed sobbing into Keith’s arms and stayed there for the entire thirty-three floors to the lobby.


    Let them put that in their pipes and smoke it, thank you very much. I truly appreciated the way my husband helped to support me in my time of need in the elevator, and think I will tell him tonight that his exile on the couch has come to an end.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Seeley Brown


    (Brother of Denise Brown)


    


    The so-called trial of the millennium has adjourned. A jury of twelve is off deciding my sister’s fate. I can see, even if no one else can, the fear in her eyes. She’s scared and I think she should be.


    The prosecution had so much: Deeley’s blanket that was found near her body, a laundry bag from Mom and Dad’s house, and they showed that Deeley’s remains were found right next to our old family pet cemetery. The prosecution laid it all out there for anyone, even an idiot, to see. They showed those bad Internet searches on homemade chloroform and how to break somebody’s neck, and all through the trial, over and over and over, they kept showing slides of her dancing away while Deeley was supposedly missing, and I don’t think anyone bought my crazy mother’s even crazier confession about how those Internet searches were hers. She was at work; I know it and so does everyone else.


    And, let’s face it, that story Gutierrez made up about Deeley drowning in the pool and my dad finding her and yelling at Denise, and then the body disappearing, which he implied was because of my dad. Well, I don’t think anyone bought that either. I know I didn’t. For one thing, I know my dad, and if he’d seen Deeley’s body in the pool, he’d still be there holding her and crying. It’s all a guy like him would be able to manage.


    I think the jury is going to convict my sister. They have long ago convicted her of being a liar, and from there it’s probably not that long a step to thinking she’s a killer. Who knows, though? If you read the postings on the Internet, the whole world seems to think that I’m a pervert, as well as being the son of a pervert.


    ‘Son of pervert’, that’s a good name for a comic strip, isn’t it? A comic strip is a good idea, too, because I got fired from my job after the defense implied that I liked to fuck my sister and that Deeley was probably my daughter. I don’t think now I’d be able to get a job in Alaska. I don’t think I care either.


    Sarah’s still with me, at least, though I don’t know if I’m ready to seal the deal anymore. I mean, in the midst of all this she is leaving Brides magazines out on the coffee table. And last night I heard her talking to one of those rags that write about my family. She’s struck some kind of bargain with one of them, I can’t remember which one. The upshot is that they’ll give us a ‘dream wedding and honeymoon’ as long as they get all the pictures and the inside story.


    What the hell, huh? That sounds dignified and personal! But, then again, I could use a vacation.


    Sarah, who is kind of beginning to sound like my mom, said, “Seel, we have to do this. We have to do it for your sake. If people see us on the cover of a magazine looking all happy, they’ll forget that they think you committed incest.”


    That’s some reasoning she’s got there. Still, Sarah is all I’ve got left right now and she’s supporting us, so I guess I shouldn’t say anything.


    Maybe this is how it started for my dad all those years ago. My mom, who used to hate Sarah because she said she was, I think the phrase was, ‘an overweight come-to-nothing girl’, now loves her because Sarah joined Team Margaret and got on the witness stand and said that Denise was the best mother she’d ever seen and that she hoped to be just like her when we have our own children.


    I think I’ll call that magazine up, the one Sarah is negotiating with, and ask them if they’d like to pay for the vasectomy of one Seeley Brown. It would be great. They can even film the procedure and do a full color layout, because as far as I’m concerned, these days Deeley was the luckiest member of our entire family.


    Despite Sarah’s moving story about Denise’s motherhood, Denise still hasn’t contacted any of us, not to say ‘Thank you’, or ‘Fuck you’, or ‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry for what I’ve done to you, for what I did to Deeley’, and I don’t think she ever will.


    I find, too, that I don’t give much of a shit about that anymore. I don’t think I ever knew my sister anyway, and now she doesn’t even look like herself anymore. She’s gained a ton of weight while she’s been in jail. The way she looks now reminds me of how she looked when she was pregnant.


    You know, they had me up on the stand five times during Denise’s trial and they never really asked me a question worth answering. Both the prosecution and the defense asked me if I was Deeley’s, father despite a negative paternity test.


    I answered no.


    They both asked me if I believed my mother about the computer searches.


    I said no.


    They asked if I thought my father was complicit in Deeley’s death and cover-up.


    I said no.


    What neither side asked, so I’ve never had to wonder what I would have said, is whether or not I thought my sister deliberately killed my niece. They didn’t ask me that, so I didn’t have to answer them. And they didn’t ask me if I knew who Deeley’s real father was, so I didn’t have to betray my promise to her to always keep her secrets.


    Well, it’s all over now but for the inevitable guilty verdict, and so what does it matter anymore?


    It doesn’t matter to me, not now. I will say this, though. My sister is not a complete liar and I’m not completely honest, so I wonder if anyone, her included, should ever receive a guilty verdict. We’re all guilty here.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Charlotte Hope


    (Eye on America)


    


    Good evening America, this is ‘Eye on America’ and I’m Charlotte Hope.


    I want to thank you for being with us tonight as I share breaking news out of Orlando, Florida. The long awaited verdict in the trial of Fibber McMom, Denise Brown, has arrived and, Americans, it is my duty to tell you the shocking news that she has been found not guilty.


    That’s right, America, Denise Brown, whose tiny daughter, Baby Deeley, whose remains were found in a garbage bag not fifteen houses down from the Brown home, with her tiny jaw still bearing the traces of duct tape, and whose mother then partied away from one hot body contest to booty-shaking event for thirty-one days, and then only after being confronted by her mother, Baby Deeley’s grandmother, admitted that, ‘Oh, I don’t know where my baby is …’, was found not guilty, found not guilty, despite changing her story from her baby being kidnapped to her baby having drowned … and despite all this, twelve jurors have found Denise Brown to be innocent.


    This is our American jurisprudence system and, America, it is a system that I hold dear and will uphold with my dying breath, as a former prosecutor. But I cannot help but think, America, that tonight the devil is dancing.


    Let’s go to our field reporter, Bambi Isles, for an update.


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Good evening, Charlotte, and thank you for having me on. As you said, this has been a shocking turn of events from both inside the courtroom as well as outside the courtroom tonight.


    


    Charlotte:


    Bambi, what do you mean outside?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Well, Charlotte, we received some footage from a field reporter over at KRON news that the tree that Baby Deeley was found under was struck by lighting and destroyed. It seems almost ominous, doesn’t it?


    


    Charlotte:


    Yes, Bambi, it does. I assume you are referring to a tree near the side of the road where Baby Deeley was left like garbage, are you not?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Yes, I am, Charlotte.


    


    Charlotte:


    Tragic, but as I have already said, the devil is dancing. Bambi, did you get a chance to speak to the, I assume, so triumphant Mr. Salvatore Guittirez and any of his defense team following this verdict?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    No, Charlotte, I haven’t been able to do that, since the entire defense team is, as of this report, over at a bar called Bottoms Up, celebrating their win. I’m being told that champagne has been ordered and that -


    


    Charlotte:


    Bambi, are you saying … are you telling me … that Salvatore Gutierrez and company are drinking champagne and celebrating their victory?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Yes, Charlotte, like I said, they are at -


    


    Charlotte:


    At a bar called Bottoms Up, yes, I heard you. Well, there you have it, America. Tonight a baby is dead, the woman accused of killing her has been found innocent, and her defense team parties it up. Maybe they will go somewhere else later and watch a hot booty contest while they are at it. I cannot help but feel that this is inappropriate behavior when we all consider that a child is dead, a beautiful innocent child. I do not feel that this verdict reflects the true opinions of Americans in general. Bambi, are there still crowds outside the courthouse, even at this hour?


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Oh yes, Charlotte, there are still hundreds of people, as you can see, behind me. I don’t know if your audience can hear them all that well, but they are all chanting ‘Death to Denise’. The mood here is -


    


    Charlotte:


    I think the word you are searching for, Bambi, is ‘shocked’, the mood is shocked, and -


    


    Bambi Isles, KORL 15 News:


    Actually, Charlotte, what I was going to say is that the mood seems to be one of murderous violence. In fact, I don’t think the use of the phrase ‘mob violence’ would be too strong. I have a report that a SWAT team is on the way and that -


    


    Charlotte:


    Bambi, I do not like being interrupted, dear, but thank you for sharing your opinion anyway. I’m sure, however, that what you are seeing is merely a group of fellow Americans who are expressing their grief over what they perceive, rightly or wrongly, as a grave injustice to a dead baby girl, as do we all. I want to thank you, Bambi, for your report tonight, and now let’s take some calls. Krista in Cincinnati, you’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, my dear?


    


    Krista in Cincinnati:


    Hello, Charlotte. Thank you for taking my call. I’m just sick tonight, Charlotte. I can’t stop crying.


    


    Charlotte:


    Yes, dear, I must admit as a mother, and as one who upholds justice for those who cannot speak for themselves, I feel like crying myself, but what is your question, Krista?


    


    Krista in Cincinnati:


    Charlotte, I don’t even know if I really have a question, I mean, besides why … how … could this happen? It’s exactly like you said, this doesn’t reflect the way most people feel. I guess if I have a question, it’s what’s wrong with those people on the jury? This is worse than O.J!


    


    Charlotte:


    Krista, dear, I fear you are right, it is even worse than O.J., but as to your question about the jurors, not having prosecuted this case, I do not want to Monday-morning-quarterback what should have been done or shouldn’t have been done. Juries are fickle and strange bodies. I suppose maybe we should ask them ourselves, and all of my viewers can begin to do so at the end of this show because my producer, Janet, has kindly posted their names and addresses on my website. Thank you for your call and your insight, dear. Let’s take a call from Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois. Good evening. Roberto. You’re on ‘Eye on America’. What’s your question, Sir?


    


    Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois:


    Hi, Charlotte. You look real pretty when you are upset like this.


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank you, Roberto. Do you have a question or comment about the Brown verdict?


    


    Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois:


    Yes.


    


    Charlotte:


    We’re all waiting, Roberto, to hear your question.


    


    Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois:


    Okay, I’ll ask it, then.


    


    Charlotte:


    Yes?


    


    Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois:


    Well, I have a comment too.


    


    Charlotte:


    Oh, for the love of … Okay, Roberto, would you like to either ask your question or make your comment, or you are also welcome to hang up as it’s been a long day and I think we would all like to go home now.


    


    Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois:


    Okay, Charlotte, calm down. I’ll just make my comment first, then fine … What I want to say is this: I’ve been on top of this case from the beginning and I know a lot of people will be mad at me but I agree with the jury. Denise Brown is innocent. Dick Cheney murdered Baby Deeley and set it up to look like Denise did it so that he can make it look like the State of Florida is part of the Al Qaueda operative chain, and then the government will attack us using weapons of mass -


    


    Charlotte:


    Oh my God, JANET, GET THIS IDIOT OFF OF -


    


    Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois:


    Charlotte … Charlotte? I’m still here. I didn’t get to ask my question yet -


    


    Charlotte:


    Somebody, please do something.


    


    Roberto in Beardstown, Illinois:


    Charlotte, it’s okay, it’s okay, I just want to ask you to mar -


    


    Charlotte:


    Thank heavens that’s over.


    


    And so, America, tonight ends the trial of Denise Fibber McMom Brown, innocent, innocent, innocent and Baby Deeley remains dead, and some will say restless, for how else can we explain her tree being hit by lightning?


    A nation mourns, a legal group swills champagne and a young woman prepares for what I fear will be an uncertain future. Here at ‘Eye on America’ we will keep watching and reporting to you as it happens, but for now I will say only goodnight, America, and as always, let’s please take a moment to thank our servicemen and women, and send out our prayers to them, their families and friends from a grateful nation which stands alongside of them.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Penelope Bledsoe


    (Death Appeal Attorney)


    


    Today is a great day for American Justice, and for God, and for everyone in the wide world who has suffered for this poor innocent young woman so cruelly made a scapegoat for nothing more than being born into a monstrous family.


    This brave, wonderful girl, who instead of curling up and dying, as many weaker humans would have done, has instead held up her head, and with her hand in mine, waited patiently for her moment in court, a moment which has now come with a sweeping pronouncement of innocence. I am a woman of truth, and every day I live with the choices I have made in my pursuit of truth.


    Once, fifteen years ago, a jury decided to see no truth, hear no truth and, most importantly, speak no truth. They had the chance to say not guilty in the murder trial of my Charlie. But today a group of twelve chose to do the opposite, and it is a beautiful, beautiful moment.


    After the third not guilty verdict was pronounced, Denise fell into my arms and began weeping like a baby, like the innocent little girl that she is. Of course, I know that her life will always be shadowed by the terrible grief she carries for her lost child, Denise Junior, as I think of her, given her resemblance to my own lovely young Denise. And I knew some … no, a great part of her … tears were for the fact that, though she will walk free, she will do so without ever being able to hold the hand of her daughter again.


    My own older, stronger hand will have to suffice, and I do not mean just for today and for tomorrow when I will lead her out of the hellish prison where she has been kept in a cage like a rabid animal. My hands, like my heart, will remain open to her, and maybe most importantly, so will my home.


    Charlie, who has kept abreast of this case from the small TV he is allowed in his cell, said to me just last evening, when he called me for his seven p.m. chat, that he felt the defense was going to win, win for Denise and win for justice, and like so many times before, Charlie has been proven right.


    Then he said this other remarkable thing. “You have to take her home now, Penny. She can’t go back to those terrible people. You have to give her a home and help her to make a happy life, Penny. She’s our daughter now, honey.”


    Wasn’t that a beautiful thing to say? He is so right: she is our daughter now. She is our spiritual daughter, our cosmic daughter, the daughter we would have made if not for the laws and bars which keep us apart. Despite our obstacles, God smiles on us, and he has given us this second chance through our beautiful Denise and I am not a woman to ignore second chances, as my marriage has shown.


    I should think even the stupidest person will understand that a not guilty verdict for Denise is an indictment from the jury who freed her, or better I should say is a judgment upon her father, Keith Brown. It’s all right there to see. They believed every word of Salvatore’s defense. They believed young Denise … excuse me, young Deeley … drowned in the swimming pool and that Denise’s monstrous father, Keith, forced her to stay silent, and for reasons known only to himself, he ordered her not to call 911, as she wished.


    They obviously understood it was Keith who ordered her to never ask him where he was taking her child’s body. Her disobedience might seem odd to people, people who have not lived the horrible life Denise endured inside that house of lies and ugliness, and yes, perversion, but she knew of no other way to behave.


    There are many things which could never be said during the trial, and no, I am not speaking of the inevitable Monday-morning-quarterbacking which will be done by all the talking heads, people like Charlotte Hope in particular, who will say that it was the prosecution who was forced to keep out vital evidence. They were not - they had no vital evidence - but we did and we were the ones forced to keep silent because of the endless discovery motions we lost one after the other.


    For example, Keith Brown was not cleared on the DNA test for parentage of Deeley Margaret Brown, his own granddaughter. The test did not say he was her father but it did not eliminate him. There are three strands in little Deeley’s DNA which could suggest incest. Now, a person can take from this whatever they wish, but where I’m from, if you don’t pass, then you’ve failed.


    The deck was stacked so terribly against our team, against my little Denise, and despite the letter of the law which said we did not have to prove her innocence - no, the burden of proving her guilt was on the prosecution - but thanks to shows like ‘Law and Order’ and ‘CSI’, we, on the defense, were indeed expected to prove her innocence to a television-saturated jury.


    It’s hard to prove a negative beyond a reasonable doubt. In the end, though, we didn’t have to; Keith Brown won our case for us, well, Keith and his little girlfriend, the sad Honey Chase, aka Carmen Miranda, aka - at least to we, the defense - the Angel sent from Heaven.


    You see, it’s all so simple: they were winning, the prosecution, the dark side. They had demonized my poor little one with a handful of pictures of her out dancing. And why shouldn’t she have danced? Up until today with this God-blessed verdict, she had never had a moment of freedom from the monsters that raised her: the vicious, controlling mother who made Denise keep her father’s ugly secrets and bear them as her own; the weak brother who loved her more than he loves anything else, but who, maybe only misguidedly but maybe because of collusion with his father, chose not to tell what he knew - that Keith Brown was a pervert and a perpetrator; and then there is Keith, the animal himself. For years, for most of Denise’s young life, he forced himself on her and made her a slave to his sickness. The word for him I believe is ‘pedophile’.


    As a little girl Denise ran to her mother, “Mommy, Mommy, Daddy is doing things to me.” In return, her mother Margaret called her a whore and circled the wagons. Denise was never taken to a gynecologist, despite her mother being a nurse, and despite, too, Denise informing her mother that she was being forced to be sexually active. Indeed, wasn’t that the sole reason Margaret made sure a young Denise was never allowed to see a professional, one she might have told the truth to?


    When Denise became pregnant, she told me she began screaming inside, the only place she was ever allowed to scream, and she said she never really stopped, not until today, the day she was believed, the day she understood people had heard her silent cries after all.


    People have been speculating endlessly on TV about why Denise kept quiet about her pregnancy nearly until her delivery date. They say she was afraid of her mother. This is true, but she wasn’t afraid because she thought her mother would be shocked at her pregnancy. After all, who knew better than Margaret Brown how inevitable such a pregnancy might be?


    No, Denise was afraid her mother would make her go through with it and carry a baby who Denise believed should never have been conceived. I understand that Denise was a legal adult and could have gone to a doctor for help, but can anyone understand that in Denise’s mind she remains a helpless little girl, that to her Margaret and Keith loom as monstrous, all-powerful figures?


    Here’s another thing: has anyone ever heard of a young woman’s father being in the delivery room? Speaking for myself, I must say no.


    Now I know that the father of a baby is always in the delivery room, if the mother agrees, but not the laboring mother’s own father. But then, what if they were one and the same?


    Despite what I believe to be true, Denise did manage to love her little girl. She put it all out of her mind, forced it from her mind and lived in the moment with Deeley, just as she later lived in the moment when Deeley was no more. Still, despite the walls of denial she built, she was still screaming inside.


    Margaret, who knew all and had not only blocked Denise from getting medical attention but had said no yet again when young Denise found a friend to adopt the baby she feared she could never love, basically forced her to parent her child.


    Denise, who had never had one moment of freedom prior to Deeley’s birth, was expected to embrace this child, and to care for her and to understand that the hateful existence she had lived for the prior nineteen years would now continue until the child she had been forced to bear grew up herself.


    There was never going to be an escape from the Brown house, not for Denise, and later, she came to fear, not for Deeley either. She did love her child, in spite of everything, and unlike many less generous young girls, she did not resent her. Instead, she tried to protect her but it was impossible; she couldn’t protect herself, let alone her daughter.


    Denise would be the first to admit she feels like she failed Deeley, but long before Deeley ever came along, Denise’s parents had failed her, and in all the worst ways.


    I heard what the awful Charlotte Hope said on her so-called ‘special edition’, the way she made it sound like my Denise ran the show because Margaret threw out her own mother for not making Denise the French toast she had asked for. What Charlotte Hope failed to tell was how Denise, a young girl who loves the water, spent the whole week inside wearing long sleeves and pants. Why, one might ask, would Denise forego an opportunity to swim and frolic with her brother and cousins? Could it be because she was afraid to put on a bathing suit and arouse the monstrous appetites of her father?


    Could Margaret’s seemingly over-the-top devotion to her daughter’s wishes be because she liked to appease Denise on the small things, like food and extra money, so that Denise would be less likely to protest against the much larger things she did not, could never, have - safety, peace, childhood and freedom?


    Denise is a brave little soul, and despite being the victim of every ugly thing which can be done to first a child then a young woman, she kept trying to swim above the filth and find a safe harbor.


    When Deeley was eighteen months old, Denise went to a friend of her mothers who she trusted, another nurse and told her, “I think I’m losing my mind. I feel like I’ll die or do something bad if I have to go back to that house,” meaning her parent’s home. She went on to say, “I know there’s something wrong with me, wrong with the way we live, and I want to go to an institution, a safe place. They can lock me up there, I don’t mind.”


    The woman, who prefers to remain anonymous, was horrified. What could be so wrong to make a beautiful young woman want to be locked up in an institution?


    Concerned and wanting to help, she spent the day researching potential treatment centers for Denise, and when she had information, she placed a call that very night to the Brown home.


    Margaret answered, and when the woman asked for Denise, Margaret said, “Is this about that nonsense of hers, wanting to go to a mental institution?”


    The woman mumbled that she’d rather talk to Denise.


    Margaret snapped back, “Sure, you can talk to her, but she’s not going anywhere. Denise’s fine, and if there’s something wrong with my daughter, I’ll handle it myself.”


    Terribly worried by then for Denise, the woman, despite being intimidated by Margaret, insisted on speaking to Denise - poor, sad, scared little Denise - who simply thanked her for calling and said, in what the kindly nurse described as a deadened tone, “I’m fine now. Thank you for calling. My mom and I have talked and I’m fine now.”


    Of course she wasn’t fine, and the minutes, hours and days where Denise could even pretend to be fine any longer were drawing to a close. She is so amazed, this sweet daughter of my heart, that the jurors saw the truth, so amazed and touched that I don’t have the heart to tell her how I, a seasoned criminal attorney, see this verdict, and again this is where Miss Chase, or whatever name that wonderful woman chooses to go by, comes in to play.


    You see, the prosecution was winning. People are naturally inclined to believe the authorities, just as people are naturally disinclined to believe in child rape and incest; they shy away, and those jurors were no different. And there was poor Grandpa Keith sobbing away declaring his innocence.


    But then came that poor messed-up woman, one of society’s victims, and it was obvious that, for whatever reason - loneliness, a need for the sympathy he could not receive from the iron-hard Margaret - that Keith had indeed had an affair with poor Honey Chase. But he wouldn’t admit it, probably out of fear of Margaret’s reaction.


    It doesn’t matter why he denied it; what matters is he not only lied but he smirked while he was doing it. And then, unable to help himself, called the poor woman a liar, and worse.


    It was so obvious that it was he, Keith, who was the liar, and once the jury believed he could lie about poor Honey Chase, it was a very short step to believing he could lie about molesting his daughter, and from there acquittal was assured.


    Now, the important thing for me is to focus on helping Denise to finally achieve the life she has always deserved. As to what truly happened to young Deeley, whether she died in the pool or in some other tragic accident, well, I’ll leave that up to God. Who can ever know?


    As my Charlie says, dead people are gone and it’s a waste of time to think about them. God will do that.


    “Penny,” he says, “you just take care of the living.” He’s right, he always is, and that is just what I’ll do.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Denise Brown


    (Fibber McMom herself)


    


    At last, I’m finally free, once and for all.


    Today I’m free. I thought I was free on the day in July when I got acquitted, but that blew up in my face.


    First the judge laid down some sour grapes, totally fake, charge about my stealing Emily’s stupid checkbook and put me on probation, and I’ve been stuck in Florida this whole time. Not just stuck in Florida but stuck with the biggest freak I’ve ever met in my life, that nut case Penelope.


    God, I hate her. She almost makes me miss my own psycho of a mother – almost, but not quite. I’ll say this, though. Old Charlie, her hubby, or ‘Daddy’ as he likes me to call him, makes my own dad look like father of the year.


    After the probation was handed down, and after Salvatore deserted me, which was about one minute after he found out that the only way to get a book deal was to say that he wished I’d been found guilty, all I had left was good old Penelope and her thankfully incarcerated husband.


    Two years, almost … two years of listening to her go on and on and on about how the death penalty is a sin which, by the way, I don’t agree with. Those people are sick animals and should be put down. The State should start with old Charlie there, Charlie who Penelope has forced me to visit with her three times a week since I came to stay with her.


    Nice little family situation we’ve got going here. She never let me out of the house once, she watched me every time I went on the computer and she totally blamed me for accidentally killing her dog.


    That was bad, especially after that loser Daniel Radcliffe did that Denise Brown dog skit on ‘Saturday Night Live’ – nice!


    Anyway I didn’t kill her stupid dog. Dogs drown in toilets every day. And despite her accusations, I certainly didn’t encourage that freak she is married to to write me privately and tell him what my favorite part of a woman’s body is. Hell, no. As a matter of fact, from the minute I got stuck here, I’ve missed prison.


    Thank God it’s over now: no more probation and no more Penelope or Charlie. It’s L.A. for me. L.A. has the weather and it has the kind of people who have the kind of money to pay me for my story, and it has guys too.


    That’s the most important thing to me now, finding a guy, and falling in love and having a baby. More than anything else, I want to have a baby. All in all I think everything works out for the best in the end. After all, I’m still young and I have my whole life in front of me.


    I wonder how I’ll look as a blonde …
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