THE FAT GUY FROM GREENWICH
A Novel by Jane Genova 

DEDICATED TO ALL THOSE WHO WOUND UP IN LOST AND FOUND
Chapter 1

The Fat Guy From Greenwich was not originally from Greenwich, Connecticut.  And everyone he collected also had to be from somewhere else.  For years he was a legend in that affluent town that was on the Gold Coast of Connecticut.  After 2010, his name was rarely mentioned.     

The Fat Guy as well as the people he took possession of might have lived a contended life in some middle-class or low-life box.  But being contented was not appealing in the late boom years of the 1990s, the time this story took place.  
“You can be doing better” was what The Fat Guy told everyone.  That was the bait he threw out there to hook his prey.  He had picked up that tactic in boarding school. There the ethos was: Push to do better, even if that kills you.   Many of his classmate’s fathers had done just that.  He was duped by that inspired mission, at least in his youth.  So, it stood to reason that others who were immature, emotionally crippled, and unrealistic would also fall for it.  He was on the money.
One of the ones he told could be doing better was Maria Romano, a big mess of a personality from Jersey City.  His tone was part the good father, part the scornful Upper Crust.  As expected, she put the hook in her mouth herself.   She felt it an honor to have been selected from all the other fish. 
Irrationally, and wasn’t that what the boom was all about, she expected by risking it all, including her sanity and dignity, she would reach some kind of Promised Land.  Why not, she thought to herself.  She wound up ghostwriting for him and his companies for 18 months.

Greenwich wasn’t the only setting where this was happening but it was the ideal one.  A 30-minute train ride from Manhattan, it promised the best of both worlds:  Belonging to something special and the distinction of having made it in the commercial jungle of New York City.  At the end of the brutal work day, the ladies of Greenwich waited by the commuter train to bring the warriors back to their gaudy mansions.   Despite the billions spent on interior decorating, few homes displayed superior taste.   The Manhattan tribes looked down on the Greenwich ones as dowdy.
Mary Murphy, the classic girl-woman from a family of Irish drunks, was also told she could be doing better.  That was 28 months before he had brought Romano in.   Murphy worked as his office manager at both his mansion in Greenwich and his office in Manhattan.   In addition, she handled family affairs.  Everyone predicted she was a lifer.      

There was also Christopher Reilly, a man adrift who had left the priesthood.  A black cloud had hung over him all his life.  Because he was so emotionally retarded, those who knew him had been surprised they accepted him into the seminary and even more surprised when he exited that protected life.  Reilly was The Fat Guy’s driver for 13 months.  

Red and Shorty were jailbirds sprung by The Fat Guy’s son.  Their parole was only possible because The Fat Guy gave them jobs.  They worked for him for 20 months.  

About 16 others had been taken hostage but they were bit players and not very interesting.   

