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G. M. Lupo is a native of Atlanta and has always had a 
dysfunctional relationship with his hometown. His most re-
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(2020), part of his series of Atlanta Stories.
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William Tecumseh Sherman to James M. Calhoun, Mayor of Atlanta
12 September 1864

You cannot qualify war in harsher terms 
than I will.

From the ashes he left us in 1864 we 
have raised a brave and beautiful city.
Henry W. Grady from “The New South”
Delivered 22 December 1886

Reconstruction features nine interconnected stories about a di-
verse group of people living in Atlanta, Georgia in the early part of 
the 21st century. They face changes in their lives which cause them 
to come to terms with their past actions and confront the obstacles 
before them to rise from the ashes and move forward. The themes 
of family and reconciliation predominate. Reconstruction should 
appeal to anyone who enjoys stories featuring strong characters 
making bold choices about their lives and learning to live with the 
consequences of those choices.

House Band
Morning Star
Events of 1985
Ashes
Shattered

Axe Man
Rain Maker
Just Kidding
Woman of God 

Stories:
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Excerpt from “Ashes”
Each year, close to her birthday on May 11, Claire Belmonte takes a trip to 

a little church yard in Houston County, Georgia, just outside Perry to visit the 
grave of Christine Messner, whose life dates are 11 May 1973 to 4 September 
1989. Christine “died” on the same day she was declared an emancipated mi-
nor in juvenile court in Houston County, and the headstone was placed there 
by Zachariah and Selma Messner early the following year. No death certificate 
has ever been filed on her, owing to the fact that she is, still, very much alive in 
Atlanta.

Claire learned of the headstone from her friend, Jodie Newcombe, about a 
year after it had been placed there. Jodie found it while visiting the graves of 
her grandparents and noticed a new stone several yards away. There had not 
been any funeral services at her church since Deacon James Frederick had been 
quietly laid to rest at a sparsely attended service just after Christine left Perry 
in 1989, and his grave is on the opposite side of the cemetery. When she went 
to investigate, the name on the stone caused Jodie’s knees to nearly buckle, and 
she hurried home and called Claire in Atlanta to be sure her friend was all right. 

A few days later, Claire, accompanied by Lawrence Standridge, came to see 
Jodie, and she, Lawrence, Jodie and her father visited the cemetery. Claire has 
come down every year since for the past twelve to pay her respects. This year, 
she’s working a show on the Sunday of her birthday, so she goes the following 
Monday. 

She arrives around ten-twenty in the morning, places two white roses, 
crossed, on the grave of James Frederick, then goes to Christine’s grave, where 
she places a bouquet of red carnations in the vase on the headstone. Claire bows 
her head and mouths a silent prayer. Finished, she crouches down and runs her 
finger over the letters of Christine’s name. 

“It’s just you and me, Christine, as always.”
She hears a car pull in and rises, then looks to see a familiar black Chrysler 

LeBaron parking. 
She shakes her head. “You have got to be kidding me.”
Zachariah Messner exits the car and approaches Claire. He is much thinner 

than the last time she saw him and leaning heavily on a cane. He doesn’t look 
to be in good health. 

“Well now, look who we have here. It’s been a while, Miss Belmonte.”
“What are you doing here?” Claire says. “Can’t imagine it’s to tend the grave.”
“It has been noted that around this time each May, someone places flowers 

here,” he says.
“Noted, yeah,” Claire says. “How is Selma these days, by the way?”
“She is as she always has been,” Zachariah says. “More or less.”
“I knew she was lying about what you’d do to her,” Claire says. “You’ve always 

been more smoke than fire. She carried out all your violence.”
“Selma can be a troublesome individual. But she’s there.”

“Since I’m certain you didn’t make this once in a lifetime return visit to the 
grave just to chat, I have to assume something’s on your mind. Perhaps we 
should just skip to that, or should I be on my way?”

“We are only allotted so much time on this Earth,” he says. “Sometimes a man 
takes stock of the time he has, and wonders if, perhaps, his efforts could have 
been better utilized.”

“Oh, give me a break,” she says. “Soul searching doesn’t suit you.”
“There comes a time when that’s all one has left. Since turning my business 

over to an associate, I’ve had much opportunity for reflection. In my line of 
work, it’s best to not leave debts unpaid.”

“Don’t come out here pretending you’ve ever cared for anyone other than 
yourself,” she says. “Least of all me. If you’re trying to apologize, save it. It’s 
meaningless.”

“I have no feelings for you one way or another, Miss Belmonte. You served 
your purpose.”

“My purpose was not to help facilitate your leading Deacon Frederick astray.”
“As if one such as him could be led astray.”
“I will never forgive or forget what he did, but when I was a child, he was al-

ways good to me. You took that from me as well.”
Messner chuckles. “There are some former members of the congregation who 

might disagree with your earliest memories of the not-so-good deacon.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
Messner looks toward the sky, contemplating something. At last, he says, “I 

believe you were in school with Davis Robinson’s boy, Ernest, were you not?”
“He was a year or two ahead of me, but I remember him.”
“He’s a rather tall young man. Doesn’t look much like either of his folks.”
Claire considers this. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”
“One hears rumors. There were always whispers about those who had re-

ceived the Deacon’s private counseling.”
“How many were there?” Claire says.
“Hard to say,” Messner says. “More than a few, if memory serves.”
Claire shakes her head. “James Frederick should have been held accountable 

under the law for what he did. His victims had the right to confront him. You 
took that away from us — away from me.”

“It was not my will that was served.”
“You don’t really believe that, and you know it,” Claire says. “It was a vendet-

ta, plain and simple.”
“Water under the bridge.”
“You still haven’t answered my question. Why are you here?”
“There is no answer. I’m here because I chose to be here. That’s all.” He puts 

his weight onto the cane and begins to slowly move toward his car. “You take 
care of yourself, Miss Belmonte.”
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Praise for G. M. Lupo’s work
“Each of these stories has strong dialogue and a relaxed 
narrative voice that makes them interesting and easy 
reads.”

“I strongly encourage those who appreciate good storytell-
ing to discover G. M. Lupo…”

Review of Reconstruction by Mr. Geez Stephen

“G. M. Lupo effectively employs everyday situations in 
recent history in an all-American city to create fascinating 
character studies.”

Book Review Directory review of Reconstruction.

“The author captures turning points in the lives of the 
characters with cleverness while building strong themes of 
family, friendship, resilience, and love.”

“Whether it is the story of one character’s unique journey 
to success in music or a young girl struggling to hold her 
family together, Lupo writes humanity and realism into the 
characters.”

Bertin Drizller, Review of Reconstruction at The Book Com-
mentary.

“Rebecca Too by G. M. Lupo is an ingeniously plotted nov-
el with wonderfully sculpted characters.”

“G. M. Lupo creates complex characters and weaves re-
alism into the writing, a finely crafted page-turner that 
delivers a compelling examination of a character going 
through a traumatic experience and a sister’s quest for 
answers.”

Bertin Drizller, Review of Rebecca Too at The Book Com-
mentary.

“Lupo has a knack for creating unique characters and 
creative plot lines.”

“Through the storytelling magic of G. M. Lupo, readers 
will discover the unique stories of the men and women, 
young and old, who find their way to Atlanta for different 
reasons. Their stories are hard to put down, and we’ll 
remember these characters…long after the last page has 
been turned.”

Book Review Directory review of Fables of the New South


