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Part One:

Jim’s Military Career

 


Prayed Up

 


“I remember seeing the ground just as the
plane left the area. I wondered where I was going. True, I was in
command of the plane, but what I was leaving was one thing, what I
was flying into was another.

Most of my life I have been the weak, the
picked on, and the forgotten one. Only when I joined the army, did
that all change and not for the better. See, I am not a hero, but
just your average sinner. I don’t lead a pure Christian life, but I
pray for strength and guidance all the time. Sometimes I wonder if
I have received it or if I have failed to recognize it.

I am not sure what kind of life I will have
after this flight, but I know I am doing the right thing. I mean, I
did the right thing.

I once heard, that in this society problems
can’t be solved with a gun, well I believe in some situations, a
gun is the only problem solver. Out of frustration, anger, revenge,
and hatred, I acted. Some may say none of that matters, because my
actions have created a positive result, but soon I will know.

As I look to my left, I see the beauty next
to me, whom I don’t know. I wonder what she will think of me after
this. I wonder if I will ever truly be anything to her, or just a
man who brought her home.

I see her looking at me, tears flowing down
her face. I know she is trying to piece together all the events
that have happened to her. As of this day, I know her childhood has
been lost, and though I’m not to blame, I feel as if I failed
her.

It’s so peaceful up here. The air is quiet
and smooth. As I look out of the window all I can see is darkness,
as if I am flying in space. Off to my left, the moon is but a
fingernail, as if God was smiling down on me. I don’t know what God
thinks of me. I know the Bible is full of killings, but are mine as
justified as those were? What separates me from them; time,
purpose, or both?

It’s now been an hour since our escape. I can
see the light of dawn peeking over the horizon. I am thankful that
I won’t have to land in the dark. I can feel my mind beginning to
slow. My responses are slowing down. It’s time to tell the world
what I’ve done. With the help of my passengers, I shall make the
world aware of my actions.

After putting the radio down, peace has
fallen upon me. Amazingly, though I am still bleeding, my wounds no
longer hurt. I can’t explain why, but as this moment I feel
nothing. All I want is to get this plane on the ground, preferably
on American soil. After that, I have no plans. I have no goals. If
this is the end, then I am ready to go. I have done all my wrongs
and rights. I’m prayed up. From here on, it’s only God’s will that
will win out.”

 


The Flight of

Jim Tanner

 


December 25 and the early morning was still.
Overhead, the first arrivals of the day could be seen circling the
runway, waiting for their chance to land.

One plane, inbound from St. Louis, was placed
at the bottom of the holding pattern. As the plane circled, those
of the left side of the cabin had the best view of the airport. The
view was disturbing. They could not detect any activity on the
ground. It was as if the airport was closed. There was no sign of
baggage carriers, fuel trucks, food vans, or any personnel.

After awhile, the unmistakable sight of
police cars, ambulances, and fire trucks lit up the tarmac. As the
moments ticked by, more and more emergency vehicles came on the
scene.

An older woman, who had a clear view, looked
out the window and mumbled, “They’re preparing for a crash.”

As the other people in the plane heard the
comment, whispers began to circulate. The passengers on the right
side of the plane stood and strained to see the airport below.

In the cockpit, the pilot felt the plane roll
slightly to the left. He looked at the copilot who was staring at
the gauges, but all the instruments were within normal range, even
spot-on text-book perfect.

The copilot looked at the captain, “Odd.”

The captain looked at him as he picked up the
intercom, “Would the stewardess please come to the cockpit?”

As the announcement went out, the head
stewardess walked in, “Yes Captain?”

“We’re not sure why, but the plane has rolled
to the left a few degrees.”

She swallowed; she knew the reason. “Well,
honestly the passengers are looking out the left side windows.”

The Captain’s face turned deep red as anger
overwhelmed him, “You get those idiots back in their seats before
they cause us to crash!”

She nodded nervously, “Yes sir.” She walked
back into the cabin as the seatbelt light suddenly went on. She
made the announcement and the people returned to their seats.

As the Captain continued his holding pattern,
he saw the plane coming. He looked at the copilot and pointed,
“There it is.”

The copilot turned on his microphone, “Tower,
this is Flight 1877, we have a visual on the inbound plane.”

“Copy that Flight 1877; remain in your
assigned holding pattern.”

The early morning light crest over the
horizon. The passengers looked down to the ground as the light made
it easier to see the airport.

The passengers watched as all the runway
lights went dark, except for one. The old lady turned away, “I
can’t watch.”

The passengers ignored the Captains
instructions and rushed to the windows. The plane again rolled to
the left.

In the cockpit, the Captain screamed, “Son of
a bitch!” He grabbed the intercom and switched it on, “This is your
Captain speaking, if you are not in your seat, you will be charged
with disorderly conduct!”

The passengers ignored the request. The
horror about to unfold was too tempting to look away.

In the tower, the senior air traffic control
operator stood at the window with his binoculars. As the plane came
into view, they could see smoke coming from one engine. He grit his
teeth as he watched the plane wobble.

The air traffic controllers were having
difficulty keeping up with the radio chatter. The captains of the
other aircraft were increasingly calling for assistance,
information, and alternative landing zones. All the controllers
could tell them was to standby for further information.

The senior control operator could see the
plane was in trouble. Though the front gear was down, the plane was
descending too fast. His breathing and heart rate increased as he
turned to the emergency operator. “It’s time.”

Two F-16 fighters flew just above and to the
back of the plane. The FBI and local police all waited for the
landing. The plane continued on its steep descent.

Aboard Flight 1877, the passengers could see
the white jet below and smoke coming out of the left engine.

The pilot knew he had lost control of the
cabin. There was nothing he could do to convince the passengers to
stay in their seats.

Everyone held their breath as the back wheels
of the white jet touched down on the tarmac. There was instant
relief followed by sudden terror as the front wheels slammed to the
ground and broke off. The front of the plane collapsed and the nose
slammed into the runway. Sparks flew in every direction as the
plane ground against the asphalt. The emergency personnel on the
ground quickly covered their ears. Finally, the plane came to a
halt.

As the emergency services arrived, they were
relived to find the plane was not on fire. Quickly the police and
FBI surrounded the plane. The officer in-charge yelled over the
loudspeaker, but there was no answer. Slowly they crept to the door
and noticed the bullet holes in the fuselage.

A few moments later, the door slowly opened
and a young girl screamed for help. The officers rushed in and
found some of the girls huddling around the bleeding pilot, all of
them naked. The others huddled around a larger girl who was also
covered in blood. Quickly, one of the officers yelled for a medic.
The emergency workers stepped in and assisted the pilot and the
passenger, both were in critical condition. They stabilized the
pilot first and rushed him out of the plane. Moments later the
injured passenger was taken off. The rest of the girls stayed
inside the aircraft.

Sensitive to their needs, the remaining
emergency workers took off the outer layer of their cloths and gave
them to the girls. Now that their lives were saved, their dignity
would be saved as well.

FBI quickly swarmed the pilot, but the medics
urged them to stay back. In his condition, he was not capable of
running.

As the pilot was loaded into the ambulance, a
girl ran up and jumped in. She was quickly grabbed by an officer
and removed. She looked him in the eyes, “Let me go!” She fought
and fought until she broke his grip. He grabbed her by the hair and
she forcefully slapped him across the face. The stunned officer
lost his grip and the girl jumped into the ambulance. She looked at
the pilot began to cry. She cupped his cheeks and kissed him on the
forehead. As she looked him in the eyes, she whimpered, “What am I
going to do now?”

He looked at her, tears streaming down his
face. She had never looked so beautiful before. He smiled and
mustered all of his energy, “You’re going to grow up.”

As the young girl held onto the man, a medic
put his hand on her shoulder. “You have to get off ma’am. We have
to go.”

She looked at the medic, whose face told her
everything. She looked down at the pilot, tears flowing down her
cheeks. “This is it isn’t it? This is how you’re going to leave me.
This is our final moment.”

The pilot looked at her and softly smiled, “I
will always be with you.”

The young woman stepped out of the ambulance
and watched as the doors were closed. She fell to her knees on the
tarmac as the ambulance sped away.

 


 


 


The Theater

 


 


 


The pilot looked up at the roof of the
ambulance. He felt as if he was floating. There was a flash of
white light and then he was in a theater. It was covered in red,
like blood. The seats were red, the walls were lined with red and
light red curtains, the carpet was a deep red color, everything but
the screen and the speakers were red.

He looked down at himself and he was dressed
for war. His wounds were gone. He looked around and saw children,
facing away from him. He was supposed to do something. He felt it
deep within him, the children around him wanted to hear his tale,
but he was hesitant. “I can’t tell you my tale. It’s not for
children.”

The children made no sound or movement; they
only looked at the screen.

The pilot felt the urge to talk, to confess.
Without thinking another thought, be began. “As you can guess, I’m
the guy in that ambulance. My name is Jim Tanner. I was born and
raised in the city of San Antonio, Texas. My story is relatively
uninteresting until I fulfilled my grandfather’s wishes. I was only
sixteen and a sophomore in high school when he died. To my shock,
he was quite wealthy, and even more to my shock he left most of the
money to me. He had two sons, both of whom were bitter enemies. He
had tried to reconcile their differences, but in the end he was
unsuccessful. His eldest boy, Jason, lived in Washington D.C. and
was a hob-snobbing lawyer who rarely called home and told everyone
he was an only child. His youngest son, Bill, was a deputy sheriff
in Alabama. He was well liked in the community but had been snubbed
so many times by his brother, that he also claimed he was an only
child.

In any case, the money was willed to me with
the understanding I would follow in my grandfather’s footsteps and
join the Air Force.

In the beginning, I was ecstatic to receive
the money. I used it to buy all the things I ever wanted, and in my
spending spree I attracted the prettiest girl in the entire school,
Trisha. Well, she may not have been the prettiest to everyone, but
to me she was pure heaven.

You see, I was not a good looking boy. I was
six-feet, two inches tall and fat. In addition I was quite harry
and wore glasses. I was picked on quite a bit.

Yep, as the jerks in school said, I was a
four-eyed ape. All my life I dealt with teasing, rejection, and low
self-esteem. Well, that is except for Trisha. I was not shy about
asking her out and she was not shy about telling me no. But, when
she learned of my inheritance, she said yes. In addition, I gained
popularity and the dream high school experience.

Trisha was more than happy to fulfill every
one of my teenage fantasies, provided I took her shopping. Out of
my lust, and unwillingness to wear a condom, I was blessed with two
children, Gina and Danny. At first being a father at such a young
age was overwhelming, but having the money to support them
helped.

Yep, my life was perfect. Before I graduated
high school, I was married to my dream girl, rich, popular, and
most of all, happy.

Well, I was happy until graduation when my
grandfather’s attorney showed up to remind me of my obligation. You
see, though I had access to the money, it was never transferred
into my accounts. Instead it remained in a trust controlled by the
attorney. If I choose not to enlist in the Air Force, the remainder
of the funds would be donated to a local charity.

As you can guess, I went to enlist in the Air
Force, but because of my height and weight, they rejected me. I
thought this was the best news I had ever heard, but my victory was
short lived. The attorney sent me to the army and unfortunately,
they accepted me. That was the first shock, the second came after I
told my wife. I expected her to be sad, but she was actually
ecstatic, so ecstatic that she threw me a huge good-bye party. I
tried to get out of military service on multiple occasions, but the
attorney was quite clear. “Want the money, go to the army!”

Well, I went, as you have figured out. To my
surprise, I did quite well, but unfortunately my family life fell
apart. After basics were over, I was granted leave for one week. I
notified my wife and told her when to pick me up from the airport.
Unfortunately when the time came, she was no where to be found. I
ended up taking a cab to our house, only to find a letter on the
kitchen counter.

 


 


 


Jim,

 


I suddenly realized that this was the week
you were coming home. I had already made plans to take the children
to Disney Land. I want you to know how torn I was about this, but
the tickets were non-refundable. Enjoy your week off. We might be
home before you leave.

 


Love,

T

 


 


I was very upset over this, but getting mad
would not solve anything. I thought, ‘Well, my next leave is not
that far away,’ but this would turn out to be the norm. When I had
leave, my wife and my children were on vacation somewhere else.
They really did enjoy that money.

After my combat training was over, my troop
was deployed to Afghanistan. They were a great bunch of guys. I was
closer to them than my own children, and that’s always bothered
me.

As sad as my family life became, it was about
to get a lot worse. A few months into my tour in Afghanistan, I
finally got the opportunity to call home.

Darrell walked into the office as I stood in
line for the phone. “Hey man, trying again?”

“Yeah and I can’t wait for them to see
me!”

Darrell smirked, “What do you mean man?”

“Man, when I got into the army I weighed
three hundred pounds, mostly fat. Now I am two-hundred and eighty
pounds, mostly muscle. They’re going to be blown away.”

Darrell squinted his eyes at me, “You mean
you haven’t been home since you joined the army?”

I never told anyone about my absent wife, but
this time I let the cat out of the bag. “Well, I’ve been home, but
my family hasn’t.”

Darrell waved his hand at me, “That’s screwed
up man!”

The soldier ahead of me hung up the phone and
walked away. I stepped up to the counter, pulled out a picture of
my wife, and dialed the number. I was so excited when the phone
rang. I had been trying to get a line out for a week. Suddenly I
heard the sweetest voice in the world, “Hello.”

“Hey baby! It’s so hard to get a line out
sometimes, I miss you! I should be home in a month. They’re going
to let me take some leave!”

“Jim? Oh hey, I did not recognize the
number.”

“Yeah, and did you hear me? I’ll be home in a
month. I want you and the kids to be there!”

There was a pause, “That’s great.”

“I really miss the kids, I think about them
all the time.”

There was a slight pause; then she said,
“They miss you to.”

Jim smiled, “I think we—”

 Trisha broke in, “—I
need to let you go, I really have to—ohhh— finish up here and get
home, can you call later?”

“Sure, I love you.”

I heard another moan followed by, “Love
you—.” The phone went dead. I rolled my eyes; the communications
were hit and miss. I walked out of the office whistling with a huge
smile on my face. I was the happiest man on the base.

A month later I received a package that
engraved that call in my memory forever…”

Darrell came in and threw a package at me. I
was lying down, just finishing up a game of Zelda on my laptop. I
love Zelda, especially now that you can make up your own
quests!

I opened the brown wrapper and revealed a
video tape. I had never received a tape before. On the top of the
tape were the words, ‘Sorry Guy.’ For the life of me, I could not
understand what that meant. In any case, I hoped the tape was of my
children, but I was probably receiving someone else’s mail.

I popped the tape in the VCR and watched. At
first the picture was dark, then a door opened and light from the
outside came in. Once I saw who it was, my life was forever
changed.”

 


Jim looked at the children in the theater,
“From this point on, things get a bit; well…they go bad.”

They continued to sit in silence.

Jim continued, “Needless to say, I never
intended to end up in that plane or doing what I did. Funny how
life turns out, but that’s life. See, I know I am not standing here
telling you a tale. I am lying in an ambulance, dying, and either
you’re my jury or my imagination. Either way, if you’re looking for
that heart warming Christmas story full of love and precious
memories, sorry to disappoint you, this is not that story.

I’m not Superman, Batman, James Bond, or even
the Green Lantern; I’m a damaged soldier who did what was
necessary.

I did hear somewhere that God starts some
miracles with a disaster, I don’t think this is a miracle, but it
has a lot of disaster.

So, like I said before, you’re either my jury
or my imagination, but let’s…”

As Jim was about to continue, he noticed a
black figure, a silhouette of a man, pointing at the screen. The
words in his head evaporated and he felt compelled to sit down.
Slowly he sank into the seat next to him. As he watched the screen,
he saw the plane he flew.

He became nervous and jittery. An
indescribable feeling came over him as he realized what this was.
It was his life and it was titled, “A Broken Hallelujah.”

The film started with the end of the video
tape. Jim took the tape from the VCR and placed it back into the
envelope. He then lay on his bunk and cried himself to sleep,
escaping from what he had just seen.

Jim sat in the theater, nervous. He wanted to
stand. He wanted to scream, “Shut it off!” He couldn’t. Something
inside of him made him sit there. As he turned his head, he saw a
girl, with red hair, bruised and beaten looking away. He then saw a
girl in a torn green shirt lying on the floor. He recognized them,
but could not speak. No one, but the black figure would look at
him. He stared at the black figure, but he had no face or body,
just the shape of a man.

Jim then looked at the screen. He saw himself
with his buddies. They were in battle. He watched as he performed
his tasks. He smiled as he was pleased with what he saw, until they
were ordered back.

The rest of the troop turned and left, but
not Jim. Jim stayed. He was not ready to go. His expression went
blank. He wandered off into the local town. As he did, he saw a
woman wearing a long robe. Her head was wrapped so no one could see
what she looked like. Suddenly she dropped her bag and the little
bit of groceries she had spilled onto the ground.

Though her head was covered, Jim could hear
the tears coming from her. This food meant more to her than her own
life. She sobbed as she kneeled to pick it up.

Jim felt sadness within his heart. He had to
help. As he approached, the woman backed away in fear, but he was
determined to prove he was there to help, not hurt.

Jim watched the screen and screamed at
himself, “Don’t!” No one in the theater acknowledge him. He watched
as he knelt to the woman. Suddenly a shot rang out.

Jim cried as he looked around the theater. He
screamed at the children, “Why do you want to see this!”

No one answered. He slumped into his seat and
covered his eyes. He could hear everything, but refused to
watch.

The next time he looked at the screen, he
again saw himself, covered in blood and walking into his
barracks…

 


 


Physiological Interview #1

 


Jim walked back into the barracks covered in
blood. No one had seen him in a week. He was on the brink of being
classified as ‘Missing In Action’.

As he walked in, his stench was noticed by
everyone. Those who were not in the room suddenly appeared, trying
to locate the smell. They stared at Jim, whose expression was
blank. Blood was smeared all over his face, his hair, hit hat, his
cloths, his boots; everywhere.

His eyes scanned the room as everyone stared
at him. As he walked forward, a fellow soldier stood up, “Man you
really should take a shower.”

Jim pushed past him and walked towards his
bunk when another soldier stood in his way, “Dude, go take a
shower.”

Jim looked at the ceiling and began to sing,
“Passing bells, and sculptured angels, seem for you the wrong
companions, you were warm and gentle…”

The soldiers watched and began to fear
him.

Jim continued, “…wishing you were somehow
here again. Wishing you were some how near. Dreaming of you, won’t
help me to do, all of the things I could…”

Finally the soldier walked up to him and put
his hand on his shoulder, “Andrew Lloyd Webber, Wishing you were
somehow here again, Phantom of the Opera.”

Tears began to stream down Jim’s face as he
sang. “No more memories, no more silent tears, no more gazing upon
the wasted years…”

Jim’s best friend, Andrew, walked up to him,
“You’re acting weird dude.”

Jim’s demeanor changed quickly to anger. “I’m
acting weird? I’ve been told my whole life I was not good enough!
Here I am, trying to make a difference and I’m told I’m not good
enough! I have to be good for something!”

Andrew was confused, “Man you’re fighting for
your country, which means you’re good enough!”

Jim blew him off and pushed past him, “To
who?!”

Another soldier who was sitting on his bunk
looked up at him, “Man you’re losing it!”

Jim grabbed the man by his collar and pulled
him to his feet, “I am, really? Aren’t you the little punk ass who
made fun of me when I was fat?”

Andrew grabbed Jim and pulled him off the
soldier, “Dude you’re scaring us!”

Jim threw his helmet across the room, “Yeah
well, I’m scared! I scared every damn day! I go out and all these
bastards want to do is kill me! We drive down the street, bomb. We
walk down the street, suicide bomber; we stay in our barracks,
rockets! I’m always scared!”

Another soldier walked up and put his hand on
Jim’s shoulder, “Man, we’re brothers. You’re good enough for us.
We’re your family!”

Jim looked him in the eye, “Family. I don’t
know what that is.”

The soldiers watched as Jim retreated to the
corner of the room. He sank down and began to cry. The soldiers all
looked at one another, worried that his breakdown could one day be
theirs. They decided to back off and give him space.

Half an hour passed; then Jim began to speak,
“I don’t know what to do. I’m so mad I can’t think.” With a sudden
jerk, Jim grabbed his gun and placed it to his head, “I’m
done!”

Andrew screamed, “Shit, stop him!” His
buddies tackled him as the gun fired, hitting the TV. Gerald jumped
up, “Man damn! You know how long it’s gonna take to requisition a
new TV!?”

Jim was held to the floor. One of his buddies
rushed out of the room for a medic. When they arrived they found
the rest of his buddies holding him down. Jim was singing one song
after another. The medic quickly administered a sedative. As he
passed out, he looked at Andrew, “Why? Why did she do it?”

Jim was strapped to a gurney then wheeled out
of the barracks. As the medics transported him, a military police
officer caught up to them. “Is this Sergeant Tanner?”

The medic looked at him, “I believe so.”

“Good, he’s under arrest. He left a trail of
blood that he’ll have to answer for!”

Jim was taken off the base and transported to
headquarters. He was placed in a local hospital that contracted
with the military and treated for his wounds. He remained sedated
for several hours. When he woke, he found he was locked in a room.
Though he screamed for assistance, no one came.

The next morning a guard came to the door.
“Get up soldier, come with me.”

Jim was escorted to a small room with a bed
and a large mirror. As he looked at it, he realized it was one-way
glass. The guard instructed him to sit on the bed and be calm. A
moment later he watched a man enter the room. He wore a white coat
over his army uniform. He walked up to him, “Good morning Sergeant
Tanner. I’m Cornell Mendel, but you can call me Dr. Mendel if you
choose.”

Jim smirked at him, “Morning sir.”

Dr. Mendel sat down in a chair across the
room, “May I call you Jim?”

“Sure.”

“You can lie down if you choose. I am a
psychiatrist; I am here to help you.”

Jim rolled his eyes as he laid his head back
on the pillow. “You can try sir, but I’m not sure talking is going
to solve my problems.”

Dr. Mendel smiled at him, “We shall see. I
would like to start with why you’re here. Do you know why you’re
here?”

“I snapped.”

“Yes, good, and can you tell me why you
snapped?”

Jim rolled over, “I was fed up with how I was
being treated.”

“Who mistreated you?”

“My…” Jim rolled over away from the
doctor.

Dr. Mendel was curious, “Your…?”

Jim looked at him, “Does it really
matter?”

“Yes Jim, it most certainly does.”

Jim’s expressions kept changing. Dr. Mendel
decided to push forward. “Your fellow soldiers said you screamed,
‘How could she do that to me’? Who were you referring to?”

Jim rolled back over, “My wife.”

“What did she do to you?”

Jim stared at the ceiling. “She was so
beautiful. On our wedding day, I almost did not say ‘I do.’ I was
in shock that I was marrying her, but I managed to say it.”

Dr. Mendel chose to ease into Jim’s mind,
“Tell me about the first time you saw your wife.”

Jim laid there, his eyes wide open. “She
walked into class, a new transfer student. She was gorgeous. I
loved her the moment I laid eyes on her.”

“Why did you love her?”

Jim smiled, “Oh man, I had never seen beauty
like hers. Before her, I did not know girls existed.”

“I see, and what grade was this is in?”

Jim smiled, “Seventh grade, American History,
Coach Carter’s class.”

“That’s a good memory. What was it about this
girl that fascinated you so much?”

“Her face, it was so unique, so perfect.”

Dr. Mendel glanced at his watch, “Did you
approach her?”

“Yeah, but I could not say her name right.
That pissed her off. That and the fact I was talking to her.”

“What did she say to you?”

“She said, ‘Why are you talking to me?’ I
just looked at her, she could do no wrong.”

“She insults you, yet she could do no
wrong?”

Jim smiled, “I was infatuated. She could have
stepped on my tongue and I would have been grateful my tongue was
allowed to touch her shoe.”

Dr. Mendel raised his eyebrows, “That’s quite
revealing. Are you often submissive towards women?”

“Quite often, I tend to do as they say, or
did. At that point in my life I believed that women, well, cute
girls, were perfect.”

“Perfect?”

“They always got good grades, always had
their homework, and the whole time they looked so sexy doing
it.”

“So you were attracted to book worms.”

Jim rolled his eyes, “No, just Trisha. I
worshiped her from the first day I met her, though she either did
not know it or did not care.”

“Did she ever ask anything of you?”

“Never, she always rejected me. One time I
asked her out and she responded, ‘Don’t you think I am a little too
good for you?’ I agreed, but I thought she was too good for anyone.
She was perfect and I worshiped her as such.

Dr. Mendel adjusted his glasses. “How long
did this infatuation go on?”

“Until…what does this have to do with why I
am here?”

“Do you think it does?”

Jim began to count the tiles on the ceiling.
“She did not pay attention to me until the tenth grade.”

“Did any of the girls pay attention to
you?”

“Some, but most thought I was too fat. The
guys did not help me either. They often called me gay because I
could not get a date. The gay thing hurt more than the rejections.
I was often teased by people I didn’t know.”

Dr. Mendel wrote everything down, “People,
especially children can be cruel. Do you think that has affected
you?”

“Absolutely, but not in a way you would
expect. I value people and their thoughts. I work hard to insure
everyone around me is included and I strive not to hurt anyone’s
feelings.”

“That’s wonderful, so tell me, when did
Trisha become interested in you?

“In the tenth grade.”

Dr. Mendel chose not to push the other issues
at this point. Instead he allowed Jim to talk about what he wanted
to. “So she finally gave into your worship?”

“Not quite, my grandfather died.”

“So she comforted you?”

Jim sighed, “No, I inherited a large sum of
money. The money attracted her.”

Dr. Mendel smirked, “According to your file,
you joined the army because of your grandfather. Tell me about
that.”

“Yes, as a final request, in his will, he
asked me to join the Air Force, but I was too tall and too fat. The
attorney overseeing the will then sent me to the army.”

“I see.” Dr. Mendel decided to push a little.
“I have spoken to the military police. They told me some bad things
about you. Several people were found dead a few miles east of the
base, in the city. There are rumors that a U.S. Soldier went on a
rampage. What can you tell me?”

“All my life people have thrown rocks at me
because I was fat and ugly, or fugly as many people said. I would
do something nice and it would come back to bite me in the ass. Now
my own wife has…I did not like him shooting me. I wanted him to
understand how much I did not like it. I sent a message and I hope
many people got it.”

Jim was not being clear, but the doctor
pressed on. “Have you been shot before?”

“Yes, I have two scars, and now a brand new
one.”

“Were you that upset when you got shot
before?”

A tear came down Jim’s eye, “No, but this
time I was finished taking it. I made a stand, I just wish…” Jim
looked away.

The doctor decided not to push him, “Tell me
what happened when Trisha finally noticed you.”

Jim smiled, “I had just bought a brand new
truck. It was gorgeous, a shiny new F-150 XLT with leather seats,
extended cab, and a bed liner. It had a six-disk CD changer and
twin twelve inch subwoofers attached to a four-hundred watt amp.
The next school day, I made sure everyone knew I had arrived. I
rolled that machine up on a Monday morning right in front of Trisha
and her friends. Instantly I saw their reaction to my badass ride
as they came running over. When I opened the door and stepped out,
they were shocked to see me. They asked how I got the truck and I
told them about my financial gain. After that event, Trisha was
nice to me. I took her places and bought her things, I spoiled her
like I always wanted to.

We went on dates, she was affectionate
towards me at school, and because of her popularity; I became
popular. Those were the best years of my educational life.”

“What do you think of all that now?”

Jim sighed, “A waste. I bought my friends. I
bought my…” Jim rolled over and began to cry.

The doctor felt bad for him, but he needed
him to talk. “Tell me about your children. It says here you have a
son, Danny, and a daughter, Gina.”

Jim smiled, “Gina was born just before my
sophomore year ended. Trisha’s parents were so angry. Her father
was so mad he tried to have statutory rape charges brought against
me, but because Trisha and I were the same age, I was never
arrested.

Trisha’s father hated me. He thought I had
corrupted his daughter. He tried to talk the hospital out of
putting my name on the birth certificate.

I guess Trisha loved the…Anyway, she stayed
with me as my girlfriend, and right before Christmas, during my
senior year, Danny was born. Her father then insisted that we get
married and that I pay for everything, which I did. I love my
children and I support them fully.”

Dr, Mendel smiled, “How do your children feel
about you?”

Jim rolled over and looked at the floor. “I
have been in the army now six and half years. I joined when Gina
was two years old. Trisha was happy to see me go, she encouraged me
to leave. I haven’t seen them since I joined the army.”

Dr. Mendel sat up, “Soldier, are you telling
me you have never had a leave?”

“No sir, I have had several leaves, but my
family is not around when I come home. My own house is virtually a
hotel room to me.”

“You mean to tell me that you have not seen
your wife or children in six and a half years?”

Jim looked at him, “Well, I have seen them
once. One time I did not announce I was coming home. I just showed
up. As soon as I arrived, I felt like an outcast. Gina was
frightened of me. As I walked up to her, she ran into the next
room. My wife smiled at me, but I could feel her anger at my
presence. She said, ‘You could have at least let us known you were
coming.’ I looked at her and said, ‘So you could take my children
and leave?’ That just made her mad.”

Jim sat up and looked at the doctor, “You
know that feeling you get when you hug someone and you wonder if
their facial expression is as happy as yours?”

Dr. Mendel smiled, “Occasionally.”

“That’s what happens when I hug my wife.”

The Doctor nodded, “Well, you’ve stayed
married. You’ve had two children together, that has to say
something about her loyalty.”

Jim thought to himself, ‘Loyalty.’ “You want
to know something sad doc? That was the happiest I had ever been
during leave. You know what my wonderful wife did? She enrolled me
in flight school and made the children give it to me as a
present.”

Dr. Mendel nodded, “Did you want to learn how
to fly?”

“Yes, it was always a dream of mine.”

“Well that’s nice, they thought of what you
liked.”

“Yeah, but it kept me away from home a lot,
which is what I think my wife wanted.”

Dr. Mendel sat back in his chair, “Jim, tell
me about the flying lessons.”

He smiled, “Ah, they were great. My
instructor, Mr. White, was awesome. At first I was nervous, but he
kept saying ‘small moves.’ I can’t say I am anywhere near a
professional or even a novice, but I flew by myself twice in a
small jet. It was nice. My leave ended shortly after that, I have
only been flying three other times, none with my family.”

Dr. Mendel thought about what Jim was telling
him, “Why do you think your family would not want you around?”

“I’m always absent; my kids don’t know me, my
wife…” Jim stopped talking as tears filled his eyes.

Dr. Mendel put his hand on Jim’s shoulder, “I
think you’re a good man and a good soldier. We have to find out why
you snapped. What has happened Jim?”

Jim began to cry, “I can’t…”

“Yes you can Jim, I am here. I will be with
you all the way. What did Trisha do to you?”

Jim’s face filled with anger. After several
minutes he screamed, “Oh God, why!? How could she do that to me?! I
loved her! I gave her everything! I pampered her, pleasured her,
anything she asked, I did. I have loved this woman since the
seventh grade and she hates me! She said so! I watched it!” Jim
looked around the room, as if he was lost, “Oh God, what am I going
to do now?! Why do people hate me!? What am I never good enough?!”
Jim had snot running down his face. He found it difficult to
breathe. His face was flushed with anger, hatred, and sadness.

The doctor screamed at him. “Let it out Jim,
tell me what she did!”

Jim pushed him away, “No, it’s not real! It
couldn’t be. I can’t take this; I don’t know what to do!”

The Doctor put his hand up, “Confess Jim!
Only then can you be well!” He looked at Jim and in his eyes could
see him retracting deep inside himself.

“Purple, why the purple one…”

Dr, Mendel slowed down, he felt Jim was not
ready. “How did your children feel about you going into the
service?”

Jim shook his head, “Danny was too young to
understand what was going on, but Gina, she took it hard.”

“Tell me more.”

“Well, at first she was happy, but that’s
because she did not understand I was going away. On the last day,
when Trisha dropped me off at the Airport, Gina ran up to me. She
hugged me and begged me not to go. It broke my heart, but what do
you say to a child?”

Dr Mendel shook his head, “Many a soldier has
retired on the need of a child.”

Tears began to roll down Jim’s cheeks. “I
should have done that a long time ago. Now, it’s all messed up. I
miss them so much. I don’t know if I will ever have a relationship
with my children.”

Dr. Mendel opened Jim’s file, “It’s says in
your file your adopted. Tell me about that.”

Jim calmed down a bit, “There’s not much to
say. My biological parents gave me up for adoption when I was a
child. I am told I spent a month in foster care before I was
adopted by an older couple. Grandpa and Grandma were kind and
loving, though Grandpa was a bit stern.”

“Why do you call him grandpa?”

“I never thought about it. I suppose because
the other children did.”

“There were other children?”

“Yes, Grandpa had two sons who both had
children.”

Dr. Mendel adjusted his glasses. “Why do you
think your grandfather would adopt a child when he already had a
full family?”

Jim put up his hands, “I think he felt he
failed his own children. They hate each other, even to this day. I
think he wanted to father a child who would follow in is
footsteps.”

“You mean in the military?”

“Yes, it was a condition of the
inheritance.”

“Tell me more.”

Jim stared at the ceiling, “Well, as I said
before, when I was a sophomore in high school my Grandfather died
and left me all of his money with the understanding I would join
the military.”

Dr. Mendel shook his head, “That does not
make sense. Why wouldn’t his children fight for their share of the
money?”

“Grandpa was good at keeping secrets. He felt
his children did not deserve to be entitled to his money, or so I
surmise. I really don’t know. A week after he died I received a
letter requesting my presence from an attorney. It was there I
learned of the inheritance and the deal that came with it.”

Dr. Mendel decided to push a little, “Is what
happened in your past affecting how you handle yourself now?”

Jim sat up, “No, but that money has brought
me nothing but suffering.”

“What did your wife do to you?”

Jim sighed. Back in my barracks, in the bag
under my bed is a tape marked ‘Sorry Guy.’ That will answer all of
your questions.”

Dr Mendel nodded at the one way glass. A
soldier walked into the room, holding the tape. “We have already
brought your belongings to the hospital. Would you like to watch
this tape together?”

Jim looked at him with disgust, “No.” As Jim
eyed the tape, tears began to flow down his cheeks.

“Do you mind if I watch it without you?”

Jim knew his rank and position entitled the
doctor to do as he pleased, but the fact that he was asking his
permission was comforting. “You may watch it doc, and thanks for
asking.”

“You’re welcome Jim. I want to help you.
You’re a good man.”

Jim was tired and emotionally drained “Can I
please go back to my room?”

“Can we talk later?”

Jim wiped the tears from his eyes,
“Sure.”

The doctor looked over at the observation
window and motioned. A guard came in and escorted Jim back to his
cell.

 


The Affair

 


 


Dr. Mendel sat down with his coffee and
opened his brief case. He pulled out the tape and removed it from
its sleeve. He noticed the tape was not at the beginning. He placed
in into the VCR and rewound it until it came to a stop. He pressed
play and watched. The picture was black and after a few moments he
reached over and picked up the remote control. He fast forwarded
the tape until he saw a light.

As the light got brighter, he realized it was
a door slowly creaking open. He strained to see what was going on
as the picture was a bit grainy. Two people stumbled in the room.
The woman wore a short black dress, her face concealed by the
light. As she walked in further, someone was right behind her.
After a moment of straining to see what was going on, he could tell
the two people were kissing. Their lips were locked in passion as
their arms were stretched tight behind each others heads. The man
reached over and flipped on the light. The picture flashed and then
cleared up as the camera focused and adjusted to the light. The
woman reached out and shut the door.

Dr. Mendel shifted in his seat as the video
affected his male desires. He looked around the room and noticed it
was an office of some sort. He could see pictures on the desk. He
paused the video and retrieved a magnifying glass. As he scanned
the screen, he finally realized who was in the pictures, Jim. He
felt a cold shiver down his back as the woman next to him in the
picture was the same woman in the video.

The male dropped to his knees as the woman
pulled the straps of her dress down which revealed the color of her
bra. He realized what Jim meant by, “Why was it purple? Why was it
that?” Something about the bra this woman was wearing was special
to Jim.

Dr. Mendel fast forwarded the video. He did
not feel the need to witness the full act. Suddenly he noticed the
woman was on the phone as the act continued. He rewound the tape to
the beginning of the conversation. When he hit play, he heard the
phone ring. The woman reached down to her purse and looked at it.
She showed it to the male who laughed. She placed her left hand
over his mouth as she answered, “Hey.”

The male pushed her hand away then continued
the act. She bit her lips then said, “That’s great.”

She looked down on her lover as he tried hard
to break her concentration. She struggled with her words, “They
miss you too.”

A few moments later she said, “I need to let
you go, I really have to—ohhh— finish up here and get home, can you
call later?”

The male worked harder to please her. She
moaned then said “—Love you.” She abruptly hung up the phone, threw
it across the room, and looked down at her lover. “I hate him.”

Dr. Mendel had seen enough. He realized she
was having a conversation with Jim. He also realized that the
affair was not the heart of Jim’s problems. He probably knew of her
infidelity. It was the admission that she hated him that bothered
Jim so much.

Dr. Mendel placed the tape back into the
sleeve and into his brief case. He sat in his chair for the better
part of an hour thinking about the next steps for Jim. Afterwards
he decided to give Jim the rest of the night off, the questioning
would resume in the morning.

He decided the tape should not be
destroyed.
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Jim spent the night crying and sobbing. His
sadness prevented him from sleeping. He felt his life was over and
all he had left was death. He lay there, staring at the ceiling,
praying for death. The night was long and eventually he fell
asleep. The next morning he was startled by the guard, “Get up,
time to move!”

Jim stood, “Can I dress myself?”

“You got five minutes!”

Jim slowly dressed. When he was done he
knocked on the door. The soldier walked in and took him to the mess
hall for breakfast. He looked around at the other soldiers eating.
Each was sitting as a separate table, guarded by another soldier
who stood behind them.

After Jim ate, he was escorted to the
examination room.

Dr. Mendel walked in, “I have seen the tape.
I understand what she did was horrible, but we have to get through
this.”

Jim lay on the bed, motionless, “Did you
destroy it?

“No, one day you may need this evidence.”

Jim looked off to the side, “How can I get
through it doc, what am I suppose to do?”

“I need to ask you about the insurgent you
killed. I need to know why you hurt him so bad.”

Jim rolled over, “Which one?”

Dr. Mendel looked over his glasses,
“Particularly the one that fell from the upstairs room.”

Jim sighed, “I figured that’s the one you
meant, he bore the brunt of my anger. I didn’t mean for it to go
that far.”

“I know Jim, but you’re facing a court
marshal. Tell me what happened that fateful day.”

Jim looked at the doctor and began to cry, “I
hurt him, badly.”

“I know Jim, but you trusted me with your
tape, now trust me with the truth.”

Jim sucked up his tears, “After I tell you
this, I’ll never go home. I’ll never see my kids. I’ll never
see…”

The doctor smiled, “You never know…now trust
me.”

Jim sat up in the bed, “Alright doc, I was
walking down the street when I saw a woman drop her bag of
groceries. She looked so bewildered, as if she had worked all week
to get her small bag of food, which is probably more than the
truth. Her face told a story of sadness and despair. I felt so bad
for her. All I wanted to do was to make her life better. I wanted
to walk up and say ‘I am here to help you. I want you to understand
that.’ However, I knew the language barrier would interfere. So
instead of talking, I walked up to the woman and knelt before her.
I picked up all of her items and placed it back in the bag. She
twitched nervously as I handed it to her. She looked as if she
wanted to run and to say thank you at the same time. As I stood up,
I felt a kick in my chest and down to the ground I went. I knew I
had been shot. As I lay there I felt inside my vest, but there was
no blood. I was instantly grateful my body armor stopped the
bullet.

As I lay there, I looked at a building about
sixty feet from me. I saw a gun being pulled out of a window. I
calmly stood and walked down the street, keeping my peripheral
vision trained on the window. As I almost past the building, I
dashed in the door and up the stairs. I burst though the door and
found a man cradling his weapon. Quickly he pointed it at me and I
drew my sidearm and shot him! He dropped the gun. At this point I
normally would have called for a medic to aid the man, but I
didn’t. I grabbed his hand and thrust my knife into it. I twisted
it and enjoyed his pain. He screamed as I shoved him to the ground.
He didn’t appear to speak English, but I knew he was begging for
his life. But mercy did not exist in that room on that day.

I walked up and shot him in the knee cap at
point blank range. He began to shout things in Arabic, but I
ignored them. I look down on the wounded man, ‘Why did you fire on
me!’

He did not answer; he lay there, cradling his
knee, so I shot the other knee cap. He screamed in agony. I
screamed back, ‘Why did you shoot me? I was helping that woman!’ He
tossed his arms back and forth in pain, but his motions only made
it worse. I put my gun to his head, ‘Why does everyone hate me! By
God you better talk!’

He looked at me and said in English, “I am
fulfilling my mission!” His explanation only enraged me further. I
grabbed my knife and sliced him across the chest. “Your mission, I
was helping that woman! I am tired of being shot! I am tired of
helping your people! No one likes me! No one wants me! I give all I
can, but it’s not enough!”

He put his hand up to me, “Please, just kill
me. End this, I beg of you.”

I grabbed his hand and shoved his finger into
the barrel of my gun. “Where is your base?”

The man was shaking violently. I began to
grow impatient with him. “I won’t ask again, where is your
base?!”

Tears streaming down his face, “I cannot
betray my people.”

I fired the gun, blowing half his hand off.
He collapsed, crying uncontrollably. I grabbed him by the throat
and made him sit up. I grabbed my knife and cut his pants off of
him. I then held my knife to his penis, “Now, I am going to kill
you. But you’re going to decide when.”

He began shaking, “I cannot.”

I flicked my knife. Its razor sharp edge
sliced through his penis like paper, long ways. I then stabbed his
scrotum and tore the knife from it, spilling his seed all over the
floor. He looked at me, “Six Kilometers north east of city. The
base is underground. The entrance is a small well next to a
hut.”

“Thank you for being cooperative.” I grabbed
my knife and slit his throat from ear to ear. He shook and trembled
as the knife slowly made its way across his neck. I stood there and
watched the blood pour from his wound. He slumped over as the blood
continued to pour. I reached into my lower leg pocket and pulled
out a black marker. I wrote on his shirt, ‘Justice for All!’

Afterwards, I picked his limp body up and
threw it out the window like garbage. As his body slammed to the
ground, his head detached and rolled down the street. The people
around screamed and ran in horror. I screamed out the window, “This
is what will happen to any man who fires on me!”

Dr. Mendel scratched his head, “Why did you
hurt this man so badly?”

“I don’t know, I needed him to feel my pain,
my rage, my anger.”

“Ah and why were you so angry?”

“Because…”

“Go on…”

Jim began to cry. He tried to hold it back,
but he could not. He sat up and looked at the doctor, “Why would
she do that! Why! I gave her everything! Why don’t people like
me?”

The doctor felt he was getting close. “Tell
me what she did.”

Jim screamed in pain, “She…she…she…”

Dr. Mendel placed his hand on him, “I’ve seen
the tape, but you have to say it.”

Jim cried and screamed, “She hates me! She
hates me!”

Tears came down the doctor’s face, “It’s ok
Jim, what about the other people?”

Jim closed his eyes and balled up his fists.
“I couldn’t stand it anymore. As I was walking through that town, I
saw a man holding what I thought was a gun. I walked up and snapped
his neck.”

“Did he have a gun?”

“Yes, he was trying to conceal it from me,
but I was not going to allow him the opportunity to hurt me.” Jim
began to get emotional again.

Dr. Mendel looked at him, “Tell me more. Tell
me how mad you got. Tell me what you did to them. Tell me you hurt
them, that you terrorized them and that you brought fear to their
eyes.”

Jim sat up, “That man who was concealing the
gun had explosives in his house. I took them. I went to that well
and I found that base. I also found an area that I could use as an
observation post. I counted every person that went in and out.
Finally, I was convinced that the well was the only entrance and
exit. Then, as soon as I was convinced everyone was in the well, I
lowered the explosives in and detonated them. I watched as the well
caved in and buried whoever survived the blast. I continued to wait
for two more days, and finally I saw a man approach the well, but
not just any man, the mayor of the town we were protecting. I
walked over to him and shot him in the head. Afterwards, I returned
to the base.”

Dr. Mendel stood, “Good, I have what I need.”
He walked out of the room.

Jim watched him leave. He then curled in a
ball and cursed at his grandfather for giving him that money.
Though his life got better for a time, it ultimately led him down a
path of sorrow. When the doctor returned, he was not alone. He
stood with a highly decorated ranking member of the Army. Jim
scanned him up and down. The man walked over to him, “I think we
can use your anger. Keep it, use it, we need it!”

Jim sat up and looked at him. “What do you
mean?”

“Our government has become weak on terror,
but that does not mean we must allow it to prosper. There is a
special group being formed for individuals with over aggressive
tendencies. Would you be interested in that group?”

Jim thought about his life and where it has
led him. “I’m a Christian man, not a murderer.”

The officer looked him dead in the eyes, “You
won’t be asked to murder, only to save the lives of those who would
otherwise perish.”

Jim prayed silently to himself for nearly ten
minutes. When he was done he looked at the officer, “I’ll do
it.”

 


 


 


 


Special

Forces

 


Jim was removed from the hospital and placed
in a van. Though he asked where he was going, he was denied that
information. Along the way, the van pulled over to various bases
and picked up soldiers. Eventually eleven other soldiers joined the
group.

Once the van reached its secret destination
and the soldiers got off the bus, they faced one man. Behind him
was a table with specific gear laid out. It was not the normal
infantry gear, something special.

“My name is General Bears! You are here
because you possess special qualities not found in other soldiers.
You are angry, vile, cruel, and you are getting a lot of hazard
pay!”

The men high-fived each other, but General
was not impressed. “Politicians come and Politicians go! The U.S.
Government has become soft on terror, but we, the military, have
not! You will go where we are not allowed to go! You will do what
we are not allowed to do! You will use terror against those who
embrace it! As you can see here, most of the gear you will need is
on this table. Take a good look; there no handcuffs as we will not
be taking prisoners! Your mission will be to do one thing, kill
those who embrace terror! There is no political correctness here!
If you run into a thirteen year old girl firing a weapon, you will
put a bullet between those pretty little eyes!

You will wear a standard issued combat
uniform, but you are not standard issue combat soldiers. Like Clark
Kent, your true identity will be hidden until needed. You will be
well supplied and well armed.

You will learn sign language! In the event
you are captured, you will probably not be rescued! If you are
killed, your death will be reported within the legal battle zones
of Afghanistan! Your job is to survive, adapt, and kill!

When those assholes see us coming, they will
run! If they hide behind the innocent, then the innocent will die
with them! They’re no exceptions! We will not be merciful! We will
not be compassionate! We will turn terror on them!

Now, we are not on a mission of murder. We
will not kill those who pose us no harm, but make no mistake, we
are going to strike fear in the hearts of those who terrorize
others. When they run, we will hunt them. When they cross into
no-go zones, we will go! We respect no government and no laws!
Gentlemen let us remember those famous words, kill’em all and let
God sort’em out! Do I make myself clear?”

The soldiers let out a loud, “Yes sir!”

“Your classification has now changed. You are
I-8-7. Do any of you know what that means?”

In a loud roar, the soldiers yelled, “No
Sir!”

“Very good, I’m not surrounded by liars!
I-8-7 means nothing! It’s a new code approved by the President. It
is a license to do what’s necessary. You are automatically pardoned
of all crimes. This power does not come lightly. You have been hand
selected after a rigorous search. Are you the right men?!”

The men screamed, “Yes sir!”

“Very good, now, a bit of good news; each of
you is promoted to the rank of Major, with all rights, pay,
responsibilities, and privileges. Is this good news?!”

“Yes Sir!”

“Outstanding! Now, in all other situations,
you would undergo training and drills to prepare you for your
mission. Aside from learning sign language, you already have
everything you need! So, it’s time you get to know each other. Your
first mission is to sneak over the ridge to the north. We have
intelligence that tells us a terrorist cell is residing there.
Gentlemen, this area is in Pakistan. You will be on your own. Can
you do it?”

“Yes Sir!”

“Dismissed!” The General boarded the van as
the soldiers suited up.

Over the next several months, the team
perfected their skills. They gained expertise as snipers,
explosives experts, and in close combat situations. In addition
they were psychologically trained not to give in to torture and
taught sign language. They were instructed to take their knowledge
to the grave.

The team did not reveal themselves to anyone.
Who they were was between themselves and General Bears.
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After several months and several battles
later, General Bears stood in front of the troop. “You have
surpassed every test I have put you through. You have shown
yourselves to be ruthless and violent, just like the scum we fight.
You are the first of your kind. You are designated ‘Black Fox’.
Just like the fox, you will sneak into areas where you should not
be and without mercy you will kill those chicken shits! My code
name is Coop, and together we will take the Fox to the Chicken!

General Bears paced back and forth. “Shortly,
you will join a group of soldiers and invade a local group of
insurgents. Your job is to stay with the soldiers and perform
admirably until you are needed. If you are called upon, you will
break from them and go off mission. Do you understand?”

The troop stood, “Yes sir!”

“Get your gear on and kick ass!”

An hour later, Black Fox stormed in with the
regular soldiers. The fighting was intense. After a fierce fire
fight, the soldiers gained ground on the insurgents. Unfortunately
a few of the insurgents fled into a nearby town.

The soldiers followed, engaging in another
fierce fire fight.

As they entered the town, the insurgents
fired on them from the rooftops, inside the buildings, anywhere
they found cover. The fighting was intense, but died down as
several of the insurgents were killed.

Over the radio it went out that a few of the
insurgents, trapped in an industrial cul-de-sac, were using
so-called-innocent civilians as human shields. They were calling
for ransom to set them free. The other insurgents hid amongst the
town people. It was hard to know who was who sometimes. The
soldiers were ordered to fall back. Suddenly the radio came alive,
“Coop to Fox.”

The men answered, “Fox here.”

“Engage the insurgents.”

“Understood Coop, Fox out.”

The troop put on their ski masks and returned
to the town. As they walked in, people watched them, unsure of what
was going on. This was an unusual move for the Americans, given
this situation.

The standoff continued with the insurgents.
The hostages screamed and cried as the gunmen held them close.
Black Fox hid behind corners and vehicles, slowly progressing
towards them. The insurgents saw the troop coming, but did not
fire. They wanted them to reach the hostages, so negotiations could
begin.

Finally, the troop reached the cul-de-sac.
The insurgents looked around carefully, unsure if they were still
pinned down. All of the sudden they saw the troop. Without warning,
Black Fox opened fire and killed the insurgents and the
hostages.

The remaining insurgents were horrified. As
quickly as they could, they fled the town. However, Black Fox was
ordered into a pursuit.

The insurgents moved as fast as they could,
but Black Fox was faster. A few stopped in their tracks and put
down their weapons. They put their hands on the back of their heads
and waited to be captured. As the troop got closer, they saw the
insurgents waiting for them. Instead of capturing them, they
executed them.

The other insurgents heard the gun fire and
fled faster. Never before had they been faced with their own style
of brutality. They hurried up the mountains, but their pace was
slowed by the terrain.

Black Fox kept a close eye on them as they
advanced. They followed them over the mountain and watched as they
crossed the border. Once they were safe, they pointed and laughed
at the troop. They knew the Americans would not pursue them, but
troop did not stop. As soon as the insurgents realized these
soldiers were still coming, they fled even further into Pakistan.
The guards at the gate opened fire on the troop, but they fired
back, killing the guards.

The troop crossed the border and pursued the
insurgents. After an hour chase, they cornered them in local
resident’s house. They pleaded for their lives, but were only given
one thing, a bullet in the head.

The troop noticed a campground close to their
location. They felt it would be suicide to attack it now, so they
returned cross the border.

Each night of battle, the troop crossed the
border, set charges in the campgrounds of the insurgents and set
them off once they had crossed back. Their efforts began to cause
panic within the ranks of the insurgents. Their numbers dwindled
and the fighting lessened until this part of the country was deemed
safe.

A month later, Black Fox was shipped two
hundred miles to the south. They joined a massive offensive effort
against the Taliban. They flanked the outside area of the battle
zone, careful to avoid detection. As the Army pushed deeper, the
Taliban troops fired rockets, striking several vehicles. The troop
wanted to join the battle, but their orders were clear. They
continued their stealth approach as the mountainous terrain blocked
their view of the battle.

Suddenly a heavy spray of gunfire erupted and
the troop hit the dirt. They looked up and saw the flashes of fire
shooting out of a high caliber machine gun far atop the hill in
front of them.

Jim looked back at Alex and signed for him to
get out the rifle. Alex slowly removed the rifle and set it up as
bullets were landing just inches from their position.

Jim scanned the shooter and decided he was
firing randomly. Like a tornado, he was sweeping back and forth,
having lost sight of their troop.

Alex slowly calculated his shot. He signaled
thumbs up and Jim gave him the signal. He pulled the trigger and
the gun fired with a thunderous explosion. Jim watched as the
shooter was struck in the neck and fell over.

After a few minutes of surveillance, the
troop resumed their march over the hills. In the distance they
could hear the battle raging on. Over their heads, American
fighters screamed across the desert in Black Hawk Helicopters.

The troop watched in horror as a missile was
fired from the mountain and stuck one of the helicopters. It
exploded and fell from the sky.

After an exhaustive climb they reached the
top and began their descent on the Pakistan side. The scene on the
other side was exactly the opposite. People were fleeing down the
hills and mountains into Pakistan. The troop decided it would not
be wise to attempt an invasion immediately, so they crouched and
waited. Over the next several hours, they listened to the battle
rage.

As night fell, the troop began traversing
towards the battlefield, from the opposite side of the mountain. As
they passed by caves, they threw in C4 with the remote detonators.
Once they were far enough away, Chris, the explosives expert, set
them off.

Half an hour later, they could see a camp
just inside the Pakistan border, about four hundred Yards away.
They waited and watched as the insurgents fled over the border and
into Pakistan.

Black Fox was eager to enact revenge on these
murderers. They watched and waited for the activity level to
decrease.

At about 1:00a.m., Jason, the communications
officer called base.

“Fox to Coop, the Fox is ready.”

After a few minutes of silence, the radio
broke, “Catch the chicken.”

The troop slowly worked its way down the
mountain until it was on the edge of the border. Using their night
vision goggles, they could see the guards walking back and forth,
heavily armed. They waited until the guards moved, then silently
moved deeper into Pakistan and slowly made their way towards the
campground.

Once they arrived, they setup the C-4 charges
and other explosives on each of the buildings. They were surprised
at the low level of security. The Taliban relied on America’s
political correctness to protect them. The task for Black Fox
seemed extremely easy.

As they made their way back towards the
border they began to get sleepy. One by one they fell over. Jim
looked at the ground; a canister with a broken trip wire was at his
feet. Suddenly the campground exploded as Chris hit the detonate
button just before passing out. Jim realized all of the tents were
empty, they had been trapped.

The next thing Jim knew, he was in some sort
of room. His eyes were blurry and stung. Suddenly he felt a splash
of water hit his face. The stinging subsided as his vision
returned. He saw a group of men standing before him. He jerked in a
futile attempt to leave, but was secured to a table, unable to get
free.

A man leaned down to him and spoke in a
language he could not understand. The man looked at the other men,
then turned back, “Who are you with?”

Jim flinched as the man spoke perfect
English, however, he did not answer.

The man picked up a pair of pliers. “We have
been searching for the ghosts for a long time. Now, I believe we
have caught them. Tell me that you are U.S.A, and I will let you
go.”

Jim looked at the ceiling, defiantly.

The man took the pliers and ripped off two
fingernails from his left hand. Jim screamed in agony.

The man smiled at him, “Tell me who you are
and this will end.”

Jim refused.

The man walked to the back of the room and
sat down in a chair. “There are rumors of a special troop, one that
does not respect borders or laws. This troop does not abide by the
rules of engagement, the rules on how to treat prisoners, or the
rules of hostages. This troop simply kills everything in its way.
You are apart of this troop, yes?”

Jim laid there, he was tempted to speak, but
knew anything that he said would further endanger the lives of his
troop.

The man stood and walked over to him. “If you
think you’re going to die, you’re wrong. I have strict instructions
not to kill you. However, how we proceed is up to you.” The man who
did not speak English disappeared for a moment then returned with a
bag of cut lemons. He placed them on the table between Jim’s legs.
“You see, nature provides us the means to do what is necessary.” As
he was speaking, he grabbed the pliers and pulled all of Jim’s
fingernails and toenails off. As he did, the other man squeezed the
juice from the lemons onto his wounds. The pain caused Jim to vomit
and heave, but he refused to talk.

The man smiled at him again, “There are a lot
of things I can do to open wounds. I will not tire of hurting you,
but I will become more viscous. Let’s start with your name and
rank. You may call me Sam.”

Jim knew that he couldn’t. Under normal
circumstances, this is standard procedure, but there was nothing
standard about his troop. Any information could be used as a
weapon.

Sam nodded his head, expecting Jim’s
resistance. He reached into his pocked and pulled out packets of
salt. One by one he sprinkled the salt onto Jim’s fingers and toes.
He delighted at Jim’s screams. After each of his digits were
coated, the men left and turned out the light.

Jim was left bound to the table and exposed
to bright flashes of lights, rhythmically, every two minutes.

Several hours later, Sam returned. He turned
on the light and found Jim had soiled himself terribly. “My, my,
my, aren’t you a sight, seems as if you are doing my job for me.”
He walked over and grabbed Jim’s jaw. “Now, name and rank or I will
leave you in this condition for an indeterminate amount of
time!”

Jim wanted to talk. He was in horrific pain
and discomfort. He breathed deeply as he stared into the eyes of
his tormentor. He bit his lip; then looked away.

“Fine, enjoy your stay Mr. Ghost.”

Sam left and the light torture continued for
two days. Jim closed his eyes and thought of his children. He
remembered the senior prom. Gina wanted to go so bad. She loved
getting dressed up and seeing Mommy all dressed made her so upset.
She cried and pleaded to go, but she had to stay with Granny. Jim
remembered laughing in that ‘I feel bad for you’ kind of way.

One the third day, Sam returned. Jim was
covered in sores on the lower half of his body. Sam did not ask
questions, he simply sprinkled salt onto the sores. Jim screamed
and twisted in agony. Once his wounds were treated, Sam left. A few
hours later, several men came into the room along with armed
soldiers. They released Jim from the table and escorted him to the
shower. He was so weak he could not stand. He sat on the floor and
slowly bathed himself in the cold water.

Afterwards he was given white pants and a
white shirt. He was dressed; then placed in a room with the
remainder of his troop. They were just as bewildered as he was.
They signed their concerns and questions to one another.

A high ranking military officer addressed
them, “I must commend each of you for your unwillingness to
cooperate. Not one of you has spoken. However, that is the end of
the good news. Your country has abandoned you, but we feel this
will change. I promise you, the only thing keeping you alive is
your worth to your country. The moment we feel that has waivered,
you will be executed.”

The military officer left. Black Fox was
blindfolded, then taken to a secret prison and held
indefinitely.

 


 


 


President Andrews

 


 


General Bears waited outside the Presidents
office. A moment later the door opened and the President hurried
him in, “Alright General, what’s the situation?”

“Black Fox has been captured inside
Pakistan.”

The President sat back in his chair, “What
are our options?”

“I’m afraid the Army has exhausted all
options. We are unsure where they are being held.”

The President sat forward, “I guarantee you
General, I will do everything in my power to get those soldiers
released.”

Later that same day the President was on the
phone with the Pakistan Ambassador. “Now you’re telling me, that
your government intends to hold our soldiers captive even though
they were pursuing our common enemy?”

“Yes sir, the President of my country feels
that the United States should be more willing to back our nuclear
needs first and then we will be in a better position to give back
soldiers who were illegally in our country.”

The President slammed his fist on the desk,
“Now you listen here, you return our soldiers or we will issue so
many sanctions against your nation you’ll be wiping your ass with
your own currency!”

There was a short pause, “I will pass on your
concerns.”

The President hung up the phone and then
called other ambassadors to place pressure on Pakistan. In the end,
the U.S enacted several sanctions, but Pakistan did not waver in
their position. His efforts were deemed a failure.

General Bears was reassigned to a desk job at
the Pentagon. He continued in his efforts to get his troop
released.

 


 


 


Hatred

 


 


A soldier knocked on Trisha’s door. He
watched as the door opened and a young girl looked at him,
“Daddy?”

He smiled at her, “No sweetheart, I’m not
your daddy. Is your mommy home?”

The little girl turned and screamed, “Mom!
There’s a man at the door who looks like daddy!”

Trisha came to the door. She was pissed off
that Jim had come home again without calling, but was relived when
she it was not Jim, “Can I help you?”

The soldier took off his hat. “Your husband,
Major Jim Tanner, has been captured in Pakistan. He is being held
at an unknown prison. We are unsure if we will be able to establish
contact with him or secure his release. I’m sorry for your
loss.”

Trisha acted horrified, “Is he still
alive?”

The man nodded, “To our best knowledge he is
only a prisoner of war. It is only a matter of time.”

The soldier walked away as Trisha closed the
door. Once on the other side she could not contain her laughter.
She was ecstatic that she could live her life free now.

Gina walked up to her, “Where’s daddy?”

Trisha walked her into the kitchen and called
Danny in from playing video games. She sat both of them in the
kitchen and looked at them, “Daddy’s not coming home.”

Gina eyes filled with tears up, “Why
not?”

Danny, who was too young to understand what
was going on, sat there and pretended to be playing video
games.

Trisha reached over and Gina crawled in her
lap. “Daddy’s a bad man. He killed a lot of people and now the
government has to put him in prison.”

Gina covered her eyes as she cried, “Why did
he do that?”

She patted her head, “Like I told you before,
he’s dangerous and the government has to protect us from him.
That’s why we have to leave when he comes home.”

Gina sat in the chair and cried
uncontrollably. Trisha stroked her hair and let her have her
emotional moment.

Danny looked up at her, “So Daddy can’t come
home?”

Trisha leaned her head to the side. “No son,
he doesn’t love us anymore.”

Both of the children cried uncontrollably.
Trisha took them to their rooms and put them down for a nap.
Afterwards she went into the kitchen and called a friend, “Hey, you
will never guess what’s happened! – Dipshit got himself captured! –
I know! Now the money’s all mine! I’m set for life! – I know! –
We’ll see, Halleluiah!”

She hung up the phone and returned to comfort
her children.

A year later she received an address she
could send letters to. General Bears had successfully negotiated
the ability to send mail, but not directly, so the whereabouts of
the troop was still unknown.

 


 


A Day in Prison

 


 


A guard came by and yelled at Jim. He
eventually learned specific words in the language, enough to
understand this command was about breakfast. He stood and walked
out of his cell. As he walked down the stairs he saw the line
forming. He stood there and held his bowl, waiting for the slop. As
the line diminished, he stood in front of a large kettle. The cook
dipped his ladle in the kettle and brought out a large pile of
soggy brown rice. He slopped it in Jim’s bowl as a guard pushed him
on. He found a place on the ground and almost went into a trance as
he ate. The rice was bland and mushy, but it was all they were fed.
He looked around at the other soldiers, or the ‘Ghosts,’ as they
were called. After they were placed in the prison, the troop
continued their vow of silence. On occasion, they spoke to
themselves under their breath to exercise their vocal cords. They
rationed that there lives were based on the soldiers not knowing
who they were, and it was a good way to maintain an advantage.

Afterwards, the native inmates stood and
watched the ‘Ghosts’ return to their cells. Though their cell doors
remain unlocked most of the day, the safest place for them was in
their cell.

On a good day Jim would be passed a letter
from one of his fellow soldiers. The letters were from their
relatives, but coded. It was sometimes difficult to distinguish who
it was for. However, Jim never received anything. He spent long
hours wondering about his children. He had missed so much of their
lives. He wondered if they knew he was alive. It was difficult for
him to maintain his sanity, but he persevered, on the strength of
his troop.

Alex, Darrel, Jason, Bill, Frank, Wiley, and
Chris were spread out over the compound. Though torture came and
went; the questions about who they were subsided. A few of the
guards even became friendly over time, unless their superiors were
around. When high ranking officials did make their inspections,
they were quite vocal about attempting to escape, they encouraged
it. They wanted the ‘Ghosts’ to escape, apparently so they could
kill them with little repercussions.

Jim looked out of his cell, which was open to
the courtyard. The prison was triangular in shape, with the only
indoor area for guards and administration. It was small and
surprisingly under populated. This obviously was not a normal
prison, but reserved for special inmates. It was two stories tall,
made of brick and mortar. The real walls were the guards. Escape
from the prison was not impossible, but the punishment was death by
dismemberment. The guards took extreme pleasure in performing the
operation with as much pain and time as possible. Jim witnessed
three escape attempts in the last five years and three
dismemberments of the same.

Dinner time in the prison was the most
dangerous. The naturalized inmates hated the ‘Ghosts’. It was not
uncommon for a fight to break out around dinner time. The heat of
the day aggravated an already tense situation.

After a few months, the troop figured out
that the guards were encouraging the altercations. It was another
form of torture, because the penalty for fighting was starvation.
Jim and the others decided to cower to the other inmates, not out
of fear, but of survival. The other inmates occupied the Yard area
as the ‘Ghosts’ stayed to themselves.

The troop did daily regiments of pushups and
jogging in place in an attempt to maintain their physical
abilities. The bars across the top of the cell were used for
chin-ups.

Suddenly, there was a commotion in the Yard!
Jim stepped out and saw a man being dragged through the mud; into
the center of the courtyard. He was tied to a tree stump as he
kicked and screamed. A guard walked up behind him and placed a
roped around his neck. The guard pulled the rope tight and the
man’s head stretched across the top of the stump. Another guard
came out carrying a large axe. Without warning he swung the axe and
severed the head of the prisoner from his body. The head rolled off
the stump and into the mud. The guards picked up the head and
dragged the body out of the courtyard. This was unfortunately a
common occurrence, at least three times a week. The naturalized
prisoners did not stay long; they were either let go or executed
without warning.

At night Jim tried to sleep, but some of the
guards relished their permission to torture and aggravate the
‘Ghosts.’ They walked by the cells often, throwing piss and other
fowl liquids on them. They would bang on the cell doors and taunt
them, daring them to stand up for themselves.

One night Jim woke to the sound of Jason
screaming. He had been broken. The guards threw a bucket of vomit
on him and he snapped. He rushed through the open door and grabbed
the guard by the throat! As he did, another guard ran up behind him
and hit him over the head with a bat. He fell to the floor
unconscious. He was dragged down the stairs and to the center of
the courtyard. The guards tied him to the tree stump.

Suddenly one of the guards yelled out in
English, “Tell me who you are!”

The soldiers all stood in front of their
cells. Each of the soldiers looked at one another, fearful they are
about to watch the death of their brother.

The guard screamed out, “I am tired of
guarding ghosts! Tell me who you are!”

The soldiers remained silent as his neck was
stretched across the stump. The troop watched in horror. The
executioner argued with one of the guards. He was unwilling to kill
the ‘Ghost.’ They secured Jason to the stump and disappeared. An
hour later a guard walked up and cut the clothes from Jason’s body.
“You shall never put your hands on me! I’ll teach you your place
infidel!”

Another guard followed, carrying a pale of
fire ants. He said nothing; he simply walked up and dumped the pail
of stinging ants onto Jason. He screamed in agony for nearly a half
hour until the ants retreated back into the ground. He stayed tied
to the stump for two days, denied food and water, and baked under
the sun. The ‘Ghosts’ wanted to aid him, but they knew anything
they did for him would only prolong his torture.

Jim finally fell asleep. The next day he woke
to repeat it all.

 


 


 


9 years later…

 


The general stood outside the oval office,
nervous about what he was about to report. A moment later a woman
opened a door just down the hall and walked towards him. She passed
him and opened the door to the oval office. “The President will see
you now.”

He walked into the oval office and saw
President Roberts sitting behind his desk. He was reading over
paperwork when he looked up, “General Bears, what can I do for
you?”

The General stood in front of the desk, “We
have a situation sir.”

The President, who was not an avid supporter
of the military, sighed, “We always have a situation. What’s the
problem this time?”

“We—”

The president interrupted, “General sit
down.”

The General smirked, “We have a group of
special forces, unlike the known branch. This group was assembled
not from the best of the best, but from the best of the troubled.
These are soldiers who have experienced a traumatic situation
beyond normal combat situations. These soldiers are prone to
aggressive violence and behavior unfitting for a U.S. soldier.
However, their loyalty and ability to follow orders is intact as
well as their ability to control their actions. They are not
monsters, only damaged individuals. They can do things that other
soldiers…may hesitate to do.”

The president folded his hands together and
laid them on his desk. He pursed his lips in a sign of anger, “I
see and where are we going with this group?”

The General looked the president dead in the
face, “Members of this special forces group were captured in
Pakistan as they conducted a raid on insurgents across the border
several years ago. The former President did all he could to secure
their release, but he was unsuccessful. As you know, with a change
in power comes optimism and level of cooperation, at least in the
beginning. I would like you to use your office to secure the
release of these men.”

The president sat back in his chair, “I will
think about the appropriate course of action.”

“Thank you sir,” General Bears stood and
walked out of the office.

 


 


An hour later>

 


 


The General was allowed back into the Oval
Office. He sat down as the president paced back and forth. The
president stopped and looked at him. “General, did these soldiers
have permission to be in Pakistan?”

“Their orders were to pursue insurgents
wherever they went.”

“That did not answer my question
General.”

General Bears shifted in his seat,
“Officially, no they did not.”

The President leaned over his desk, “They
were in an unauthorized country on a secret mission not approved by
the former administration. For all we know they have already given
up American secrets. This is a very volatile time for our nation. I
am trying to repair the damage done by the former administration.
In the interest of a peaceful global community, I cannot recognize
these soldiers as being on an official mission. They followed
people into that country on their own accord, and so they shall be
dealt with by that country. It’s their fault for getting
caught.”

 


 


Two Months Later>

 


 


The ground around the Pakistani prison began
to shake! Jim grabbed onto his bed and held on. Everything around
him came crashing to the floor! He looked outside and saw birds
flying. He tried to get up, but decided to stay down. Suddenly,
bricks began falling from the roof. He dashed under his bed as the
shaking continued. It seemed to last forever, but in reality it was
less than five minutes.

When the shaking came to halt, he walked out
of his cell and looked around. The guards ran into the center of
the prison and pointed guns in all directions. The men began to
yell. They were talking too fast that Jim could not understand what
they were saying, but he figured it was, ‘Go back in your
cell.’

Jim retreated into his cell and began to
clean up the mess. He and his troop gave little thought to the
earthquake, but it turned out to be what they were waiting for.

A CNN reporter stood outside Islamabad,
Pakistan. Suddenly the light on the camera turned on and the entire
world was watching her. “Early this morning, a major earthquake, an
estimated 6.7, struck the capital. It is estimated that nearly ten
thousand people have been killed. Many of the deaths are reported
due to the collapse of over crowded apartment buildings. Emergency
services have been heavily taxed and resources are running thin.
The government of Pakistan is not known for asking for aid, but in
light of this horrific tragedy, has reached out to it’s neighbors
and I am even told that the President of the United States is on
the phone right now.”

 


 


In the Oval Office>

 


 


“Of course we will aid you; we have troops in
Afghanistan ready to cross the border, all we need is your
approval.”

The President listened to the concerns the
Pakistani President had.

“I understand you only want Red Cross, but
that’s not what we can provide immediately. It will take three to
four days at best to gather an effective group.”

Again the President listened.

“Alright, you will get the aid you need; now
I need some cooperation from you.”

The President shook his head in approval.

“Good, that’s all I require.”

As the President talked, his secretary of
Defense waved at him.”

The President told the Pakistani President to
hold a minute, “What?”

“Sir, use this opportunity to have Black Fox
released.”

The President rolled his eyes, “I don’t think
this is the right time.”

The Secretary stood, “Damit Man! We need
this! We need to make the military our highest priority, for now.
Get back what we lost, free those soldiers!”

The President was shocked, this coming from a
man who was more liberal than he was, “Fine.”

“Mr. President, there is still the matter of
the missing soldiers.”

The Pakistani President paused and then
answered, “It will be taken care of.”

“Good, the aid you need is on the way.”

The President hung up the phone and looked at
his Secretary, “Why such concern?”

“Normally I despise the military and the
brazen acts this troop did is inexcusable, but our polls are
sinking and we need a heart warming story to boost them. Think
about healthcare and how we can spin this to improve our agenda in
the eyes of the American public.”

The President sat back and pointed his finger
at him, “Good.”

 


 


At the Prison>

 


 


A guard came to Jim’s cell as he did
everyday. He screamed at him, “Breakfast!” He stood and walked out
of the cell, but this time there was no breakfast. He looked up and
saw the other members of his troop walking down the stairs and
forming a single line. He turned and looked at the guard, he did
not recognize him. The guard screamed at him and forced him to walk
down the stairs.

Once he joined his troop, he watched as a bus
drove into the complex and parked right in front of them. The door
opened and the guards began to yell at them. None of them
moved.

Jim looked to the front of the line. Chris
was standing there, staring at the ground. The guards quickly
swarmed him and pushed him, but he just drooled all over himself.
Alex was standing behind him. He picked Chris up and carried him on
the bus. The rest followed.

Once they were on the bus, the men with the
machine guns boarded. They stood in silence the whole trip. The
troop felt they were going to be executed.

After about a two hour ride, they arrived at
a remote airport. As they entered the tarmac, in the distance they
saw a green plane with a single star on the side. Jim slapped
himself in an attempt to wakeup, but his efforts, to his relief,
failed.

Out of the plane stepped General Bears. Once
the bus stopped, the men with the machine guns stepped off and
screamed. The troop stood and walked off the bus. They looked up at
their general who motioned for them to quickly board the plane.
They did not hesitate.

On board the general spoke to them. “Men, I
have worked tirelessly day and night to secure your release. I
apologize on behalf of the U.S Army that it has taken so long. I
know you are not the same group of guys I sent into battle, and you
will not be treated as such. You are casualties of this war and we
will work day and night to fix your wounds, inside and out. I will
do anything I can to help you, now and until the day I die.” He
wanted to say more, but he ran out of words.

The troop underwent several months of therapy
to help them deal with what happened and how to cope in the
civilian world, if they chose to go that route.

Out of the entire troop, to the amazement of
their commanders, all but Jim and Alex chose to remain. They opted
to end their military careers and rejoin civilian life.

Jim and Alex were scheduled to fly home the
next day, following their honorary discharge. However, Jim
overslept.

When he woke, he noticed the clock and
panicked! Quickly he grabbed his duffel bag and ran over to
processing. The lines were outrageous. He ran up to a clerk, “I’m
supposed to be on a plane in an hour, I overslept, can you help
me!”

The clerk looked at him and sarcastically
said, “Sorry sir, you will have to wait line, then you will be
processed.”

Thirty minutes before the flight, the flight
supervisor called General Bears, “Sir, Major Jim Tanner has not
checked in. If he does not show in ten minutes he will be removed
from the flight list.”

The General slammed the phone down and ran
over to Jim’s barracks but only found an empty bed. He then ran to
processing and found him; sitting and looking depressed. He walked
right up to him, “Major Jim Tanner, what are you doing?”

Jim stood and saluted, “Sorry sir, I
overslept, I apologize!”

The General was not concerned, “Who cares, I
don’t! Your out of here, your done, your on the bus, your on your
way home! Paperwork can be done later. Screw it, screw the
protocols. I’m not gonna stand here and preach military rule to
you! This is the exception. You get your stuff and get in my jeep.
I’ll drive you to that plane myself. They’re not gonna give you any
problems, I guarantee it! This year, Christmas comes at home!”

The other soldiers watched and wished they
could be treated that well.

The General drove him to the flight center.
Jim walked into the building. The soldier holding the clipboard
looked at him, “Paperwork!”

“I don’t have any.”

Suddenly the General walked up right behind
him, “Put this man on that flight!”

The soldier saluted, “Sorry Sir, without a
discharge, this man’s not cleared for flight.”

“Yes he is, I’m clearing him! This is direct
order, you will see to it that he is processed without incident or
delay and he catches every flight on time and hassle free, do you
understand me?!”

The soldier was shocked. He turned to Jim,
“Yes sir! Soldier, what’s your name?”

“Major Jim Tanner.”

The Soldier found his name on the checklist.
By his name was a box marked, ‘Discharged.’ He checked it as
ordered and allowed him on the flight. Once on, he was given a
packet that included all of his connecting flights.

As he sat on the plane, he looked around and
found Alex. He walked over and sat next to him. They talked about
going home and how different it would be. They fantasized about
pie, movies, TV, women, and stupid problems like making a
budget.

Shockingly, as they continued on their way,
they kept getting the same connecting flights. Eventually they
realized they both lived in San Antonio. In all of their
conversations, that was overlooked.
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Jim walked off the plane and into the
airport. He smiled as he was greeted by a group of people holding
various patriotic signs. Jim heard a woman scream “Alice!” He
turned and saw a young girl run under the barricades and toward
him. The police tried to grab the girl but she was able to slip
past them. Jim smiled and looked down on the tiny girl. She was
wearing a red dress with white hose and little red shoes that had a
kitty on the side. He thought to himself, ‘She could not be any
older than six.’

Alice looked up at the big solder and
extended her hand. He bowed to one knee and took her hand as she
smiled. She looked at her mother, who grabbed her video camera. The
police and soldiers watched as her mother motioned for her to look
back at Jim. As she did she said, “Thank you.”

A tear came down Jim’s face and he reached
into his bag and pulled out a pack of gum. He turned and looked at
the little girl’s mother who had tears coming down her face. She
nodded her head ‘yes’, and Jim gave a piece to her. “You have made
my day little one.”

She took the gum, unwrapped it, and put it in
her mouth. She instantly spit it out, “Yuck!” Apparently banana
flavor was not her favorite. Everyone around laughed at the
incident and her mother was entirely grateful to get it all on
camera.

Jim felt so bad for the little girl. He
reached back in his bag and pulled out a candy bar. Again he turned
to her mother and she nodded ‘yes.’ He handed the candy to the
little girl who smiled from ear to ear. She put her arms around him
and hugged him, as she did she kissed him on his cheek. She let go
of Jim and ran back to her mother.

Jim could have kept going, but decided to
talk to the woman. She looked so familiar, but he could not place
her. She stood about five foot five, short light brown hair and
green eyes. She had on a green dress that was tight fitting and
allowed her curves to flow with symmetry. He noticed her fingers
were free of jewelry. “Good afternoon Miss. You have a brave
daughter there.”

The woman rolled her eyes, “She can be a
handful, but I appreciate your kindness.”

As Jim was about to speak, a soldier came up
behind him and put his hand on his shoulder, “Jim, I know you’re
not making moves on my sister!”

Jim suddenly realized he had seen her before,
in Alex’s pictures. “No man, I just wanted to say something cause
of what happened.”

Alex laughed, “Relax man, that’s a moment we
will all remember.”

The woman extended her hand to Jim. He did
the same as she noticed his wedding ring. “You wife must be very
lucky. Where is she? I would like to meet her!”

Jim looked at the ground, “Honestly, she’s
not here. She does not know I am home.”

The woman raised her eyebrows sensing there
was a lot more to that statement. “Well, I am sure she will be
grateful when she sees you.”

Jim nodded at her. He noticed Alice was
sitting on the floor devouring her chocolate bar. “Boy she’s going
to be hyper.”

The woman extended her hand again, “I’m
Becky. It’s nice to meet you.”

Jim shook her hand and smiled. “I’m Jim and
this moment will last a long time. Thank you for the memory.”

Becky bit her lip as she looked at Jim. She
wanted to say something, but Jim had rendered her speechless. As
Alex was about to say something, a military police officer walked
up behind them, “Gentlemen, please proceed to the baggage area.
There will be time to visit with family members later.”

Jim nodded to the woman and walked away. He
thought about her kindness and how beautiful she was. As he arrived
in the baggage area he thought about his own family. He had
received no mail while in prison, his kids were mostly grown, and
his adulterous wife hated him. He knew a divorce was probable, but
he was still fighting some feelings he had for Trisha. He wanted to
forgive her.

Alex stayed back with Becky. She walked along
side him, “What’s up with Jim?”

Alex rolled his eyes, “His wife does not
appreciate him.”

“I see, why not?”

“Well, she cheats on him. He really does not
have much contact. I don’t think he will stay with her long now
that he is home.”

“Really, does he have children?”

“Yes, a son and a daughter, but they have
probably been tainted by his wife. Jim is a good man, but he has
had some bad luck.”

Becky raised her eyebrows as she thought. She
picked up Alice and whispered into her ear.

After retrieving his belongings at the
baggage claim, Jim walked outside. He hailed a taxi, but right when
he was about to get in Alex walked up to him, “No, no no! You’re
riding with us.”

He stepped away from the taxi as the little
girl took his hand. He looked down at her, “Can I sit on your
shoulders?”

Jim looked at Becky who was smiling, “It’s
your choice, but she can get heavy.”

He reached down, picked the girl up, and
placed her on his shoulders. She leaned forward and whispered in
his ear, “Mommy likes you.”

Jim smiled as thoughts began to run through
his head. He followed Alex and Becky to the car. There he put Alice
down as Becky held the door open. “Do you mind?”

Jim smiled, “Not at all.” He lifted the girl
into her toddler seat and buckled her in. He then walked around to
the other side of the car and looked at Alex, “You don’t even know
where I live.”

Alex smiled, “Doesn’t matter, we’ll take you
where you need to go.”

Jim nodded then got into the car. Becky drove
as he gave her directions. He did not allow her to drop him off in
front of his house, instead had her drop him off at the top of the
street. “Thanks for the ride.”

Becky looked back at him, “Don’t be a
stranger.” She handed him a card with her number on it. She worked
for the local newspaper.

He stuck his head back in the car, “I’m not
sure I want to be interviewed.”

She looked back at him and smiled, “I’m not a
reporter.”

He smiled at her and shut the door. She drove
off as he waved goodbye.

As he walked down the street he noticed the
neighborhood had not seen much renovation. Every house was the same
color only older. The neighborhood had deteriorated. When he left,
the area was bustling with the sounds of children, lawnmowers,
neighbors gossiping, and cars going up and down the street.

Now the area was quiet. No one was outside.
The only cars on the street were parked. The lawns were ragged,
some had lost their grass. Dead leaves lay over everything. As he
walked on, he saw bars on the windows and on the front doors. He
shook his head as he saw rusting water spouts that dripped with no
hose attached.

Finally he saw his house. He walked up and
was about to walk in the door, but decided since he had been gone
so long, it was better to knock. He hit the door three times,
growing nervous. A black man in a white tank top and white
underwear answered the door. He looked at Jim, who was still
dressed in his uniform. “What’s yous want soldier boy?”

Jim was confused. He stepped back and looked
at the address. There was no mistake, “Is Trisha here?”

The black man stepped out on his porch and
revealed a shot gun. He was extremely belligerent, “Man I know you
ain’t talking about Bieasha. Your white ass better stay away from
her!”

Jim shook his head, “I think you have me at a
disadvantage. I’m Jim Tanner; I lived at this address many years
ago. Trisha is my wife. I’ve been gone a long time.”

The black man put his gun down, “Ah Yeah man,
I get Yeah. You must be Mrs. Tanner’s husband. Yeah, we rent this
house from her, been here bout five years. She lives over off
Maple, 2001. Just walk up to the main road and cross over, three
streets up. That’s were your white ass belongs, on the good
side.”

Jim nodded to the man then walked away. As he
did, he noticed several other men of mixed races standing out on
their porches. He thought to himself, ‘Damn, I’ve walked into a
wasp nest.’ He slowly walked down the sidewalk, keeping his eyes
strait.

Just to be sure he was on Second Avenue he
glanced at the street sign. He was right at the corner of Second
and Third. ‘Yeah that’s right,’ he thought to himself.

He followed the man’s directions and crossed
over Beltway. The scene changed dramatically. The houses were new,
larger, the lawns were well kept, Christmas lights decorated the
houses and he saw children and others outside. As he walked through
the neighborhood the children ran over to him. They all asked if he
was a real soldier. “Yes boys, I’m the real deal.”

A short fat kid with red hair blurted, “You
ever kill anyone?”

Jim turned and patted the kid on the head,
“Why, you want to be next?”

The other boys laughed and ran away from him.
As he continued on he saw elderly men standing on their front
porches saluting him. They were veterans of other wars. One man
walked up to him, “Good day soldier.”

“Good day, but I am a soldier no more. I am
no longer Major Tanner, only Jim.”

The man grabbed Jim’s hand and shook it. “You
will always be a soldier, that part never goes away.”

Jim stopped and put his hand on the man’s
shoulder. He looked in his eyes and could tell he had seen his
share of combat. “I believe you, some things never go away.”

The man look bewildered as some of his most
horrific memories came back to him. He shook them off and looked at
Jim, “I’m a member of a lodge. We only take in veterans, care to
join?”

Jim smiled, “To be honest I don’t even have a
phone number yet, but maybe.”

The man smiled, “That’s my house. Come over
anytime young man!”

“Alright, I just might do that.”

The old man walked away as Jim continued down
the street. He finally made it to Maple Avenue. The numbers on the
street sign told him that the two-thousand block was to the left.
He turned and walked down the street. He was astonished to see
these houses were even bigger than on Second Avenue. Finally he
reached the end where he found 2001. The house was a beautiful two
story red bricked home. The grass was perfectly landscaped with
ornamental flowers and bushes. The walkway to the door was red
brick that was lined with yellow trim. Christmas lights and snow
men were tastefully placed about the property. In the driveway he
saw a black BMW and a gray SUV BMW. “That’s odd, two cars,” he
thought to himself.

He walked up the path and knocked on the
door. A boy answered as Jim looked on him. He was the right age and
the right hair color, “Danny?”

The boy smirked, “Who are you?”

Jim smiled at him, “I’m your father.”

The boy backed away, “That’s impossible, my
dad’s in jail.”

Jim nodded his head, “Your right, I was in
jail. I was captured by the Pakistan government and placed in
prison. I was released after the US negotiated to send aid after
the earthquake hit the capital.”

The boy backed up with an astonished look on
his face. He screamed out, “Mom!”

A voice from deep inside the house yelled,
“What!”

“I think you better come to the door!”

The voice echoed through the house, “Who is
it?”

“I think it’s Dad!”

There was some commotion from the upstairs
portion of the house. Suddenly Jim heard footsteps racing down the
stairs. A moment later a woman appeared before him. He soaked in
every inch of her beauty, her hair, her legs, her eyes, her
breasts, everything. For one moment he was back in high school
lusting after his childhood love. However, that spell was broken as
he remembered the tape.

She walked up to the door and was white as a
ghost, “Jim?”

He nodded yes. He wanted to answer, but he
did not know what to say.

“My God Jim you look good! You’re…wow!”

He raised his eyebrow and rolled his eyes.
Suddenly he found himself without words. He wanted to tell her how
much she hurt him; he wanted to ask why she never wrote. He had so
many questions, but he found himself unable to speak.

“Come in, come in,” she urged.

He walked in the house. It was a grand palace
compared to the other home, even when the other home was brand new.
The floor was made of marble that branched off into hard wood
floors. He carried his stuff and followed Trisha into the kitchen,
“Dr. Pepper, right?”

He looked at her, “Actually I have not, I
mean I don’t…ok.”

She reached into the fridge and pulled out a
small bottle of Dr. Pepper. She opened it and handed it to him,
“Dublin, the good stuff!”

He took the drink and sipped it. The taste
was so foreign to him after being away from it for so long. After a
few drinks it became more normal and began to spark memories of
high school. He looked at her, “I—”

She interrupted him, “—you can’t stay
here.”

He smirked as he raised his eyebrows, “I
don’t really have any place to—”

Suddenly she got a surprised look on her
face. “—I’ll be right back.”

As she passed Danny, she whispered something
into his ear. Afterwards, Danny walked into the kitchen and
approached Jim, “So you’re my father.”

Jim nodded, “Yes, do you remember me?”

Danny sat down at the kitchen table. “I have
flash memories. I can see a part of you, but that’s all.”

“I am sorry about that. I tried calling a few
times but communications were not always available. A few times I
came back for leave, but you were somewhere else.”

Danny sat there and stared at him. He did not
know what to believe. “What was it like?”

Jim sighed, “It was bad, just, real bad.”

Danny and Jim sat there for quite sometime
without saying a word. Jim looked around the room. He was drawn to
the refrigerator. There were pictures all over it, none of which
were him. He was drawn to a girl; she was quite tall, with red hair
and green eyes. He looked at Danny, “Is this Gina?”

He nodded his head.

Jim marveled at what a beautiful young woman
she had become. He turned to Danny, “Where is she?”

He rolled his eyes, “Out.”

Jim shook his head, “When will she be—”

Trisha walked back in the room, “You can
spend the night here. We have a meeting in the morning.”

Jim was curious, “What meeting?”

She looked at Danny and motioned for him to
leave, “We’ll discuss it later.”

Danny walked out of the room. Jim smiled as
he looked back at him, “He sure has grown.”

Trisha smirked, “Yes he has. You know you’ve
been gone a long time. Things have changed. People have
changed.”

“I can’t argue with that, the neighborhood
has certainly changed.”

Trisha looked at the floor, “Yeah, a gang
moved in several years ago. As the old residents moved out, more
impoverished souls moved in. Unfortunately they brought some of the
bad characters with them and over a period of two years, the
neighborhood slowly transformed into gang territory. I decided the
best thing to do was to move.”

“I visited our old house and met your
tenant.”

Trisha walked over and sat down at the table.
“Yes, after I could not sell it, I decided to rent it out. They pay
their rent, that’s what I know. I go over there as little as
possible.”

Jim looked around the room. He looked at the
expensive counters, the grand refrigerator, the luxurious stove,
and all the amenities surrounding him. “I see you have put my money
to good use.”

Trisha snapped, “Our Money!”

“Yeah,” Jim sighed.

Trisha moved her chair closer to his, “I know
this can’t be easy for you—”

Jim sat there and looked at her. He thought
to himself, ‘How dare you say that to me. What the hell do you know
about things being hard? You have been pampered your whole life
because of my money.’

She continued, “—I want to be here as much as I can for you. I know
we’re technically still married, but you have to agree, after so
much time apart, what kind of a marriage do we have—“

Jim looked at her. She smiled as she wrinkled her forehead in a,
“I’m so cute” kind of way. He thought to himself, ‘What kind of
marriage do we have? We have a dedicated husband and a bitch of a
wife.’ He stared at her, remembering the words from the tape, ‘I
hate him.’

She continued, “—I want to work things out between us, make us a
family again. I think in time we will grow closer, but it will take
time. Now don’t take this the wrong way, but I want you to sleep in
the downstairs guest bedroom.”

That was good news. Jim was worried about sleeping with her. His
addiction to her had long ended, but like any addiction, it can be
re-sparked with the littlest of effort. He had no intention of
allowing her to get to him. Suddenly the phone rang. Trisha jumped
out of her seat and ran over to answer it. “Hello!” – “Yes, that
will be fine.” – “Oh that’s wonderful!” – “Alright, until
then…”

She hung up the phone and called to Danny. She pulled out a wad of
cash from her purse and whispered into his ear. He smiled wide then
grabbed his cell phone and walked out the door.

She watched the door close. She then began slowly unbuttoning her
blouse. Jim sat there, unsure what to do; it had been so long since
he felt the touch of a woman. He hated her, but as she pulled off
her bra he felt his inhibitions failing. He looked at her body and
realized his money had gone to more than just material things.
Though he wanted to say no, he was unable to resist her.

They cuddled that night for hours, hardly speaking. She showed him
one movie after another until she was too tired to continue. She
stood and smiled at him, “The guest bedroom is at the end of the
hall. See you in the morning.”

Jim watched her walk up the stairs. She disappeared from sight and
a moment later he heard a door close. The oddest part was the next
sound, the sound of a door locking. “Why would she lock the door?”
He shook off the thought and returned to the living room to finish
his movie.

A few hours later, a girl walked into the
house. He saw her moving around, catching small glimpses of her. It
was Gina. He stood and walked into the kitchen, “Hello
darling,”

She screamed and hit the panic button. Trisha
hurried down the stairs as Gina stood frozen in terror. Trisha
disabled the alarm, “Gina, your dad’s come home.”

She looked at Jim. He still remembered when
he told her about enlisting in the army. She was so sad, but now
she’s a young woman, “Hey Darling.”

Suddenly the phone rang. Trisha walked over
and answered it. “Hello.” – “Everything’s fine, my daughter
panicked.” – “Code Mickey Mouse.” –“Thank you, goodbye.”

Trisha hung up the phone and sighed. Gina
stood there and looked at Jim. Trisha put her hands on her
shoulders and guided her up stairs, “Come on, he is staying
downstairs.”

They went up the stairs as Jim stood there in
the kitchen. Being home was hard. He returned to the living room,
but did not resume his movie. He sat there in silence until he
heard the sound of feet coming downstairs. A moment later, Gina
stood before him, “Hi.”

A tear came down his face, “Hi Darling.”

His tear caused her to burst into tears. She
ran over and hugged the life out of him. He cried with her as they
embraced each other for nearly ten minutes. Afterwards she let go
of him and took a seat at the opposite end of the couch. She stared
off into space for nearly five minutes before she could hold back
no longer, “Why did you kill that man?”

Jim was stunned. He had killed so many. He
stumbled with his words, “Uh, what man?”

She looked at him as if he was treating her
like she was stupid. “The man you killed, that got you sent to
Leavenworth, duh?”

He frowned, “Gina, I was not in Leavenworth.
I was in Pakistan. I was captured while on a mission.”

She became confused, “What?”

“Who told you I was in Leavenworth?”

Gina looked up in the direction of her
mother’s bedroom. Jim realized Trisha had been lying to the
children. He thought to himself, ‘How could she do that?’

Gina could not contain her emotions, “I’m so
sorry.” She ran up the stairs and slammed her bedroom door shut.
Jim sat there stunned and in disbelief. He could not imagine the
amount of damage Trisha had done.

The next morning he woke to the smell of eggs
and bacon. He walked into the kitchen and saw Trisha cooking. Danny
and Gina sat at the table. Trisha looked over at them, “Wow, you
two are quiet this morning.”

Jim looked at them, “Perhaps I better
go.”

Trisha turned around, “You can’t! We have a
meeting this morning, a very special meeting!” She danced as she
dished up the food onto four plates. Gina kicked a chair out from
the table and looked a Jim. He took it as an invitation.

As he sat down, Trisha delivered the food to
the table. A moment later she handed a glass of orange juice to
everyone and sat down, “Isn’t this nice! Finally, after so long we
are once again a family!”
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The children quickly ate and excused
themselves. Jim looked at Trisha, “What—”

She interrupted him, “—I assume you’re
planning on showering before we go?”

Jim had not thought about it, in the shock of
everything, taking a shower had slipped his mind. “Yeah, but,
um…where are we going?”

She glanced at him as she was doing the
dishes, “Your attorney’s office!”

Jim was confused, “Why?”

She giggled, “You will just have to see for
yourself, now get ready silly!”

Jim stood from the table and made his way
into the downstairs bathroom. He shaved and showered and made
himself presentable. When he walked out, he found Trisha sitting on
the couch in the living room. She could see his muscles protruding
from his shirt. This was the first time she was actually attracted
to his physical body. “Boy, you are different!”

He smirked at her, “Can we go?”

“Absolutely,” she said. She grabbed her purse
and her keys and escorted him out the door. She walked over to the
black BMW and got in. Jim sighed as he opened the door and got in.
On the way, she listened to the local liberal talk radio station.
She looked at him, “Can you believe the shit Andrews got us
into?”

Jim just raised his eyebrows,

She continued, “Finally we have a President
that will actually do what it is intended, represent the people.
Everyday I see more and more people who are denied health care
because they are too poor to afford the insurance. The rich get
richer and the poor get poorer. It has to stop! The rich need to
give it up and realize how lucky they have it!”

Jim sat there, in complete disagreement with
her. He thought to himself, ‘What does she know? Where has she
been?’

The man on the radio station popped off with,
“If more stations would allow a broader view of programming,
perhaps the American Public would be more informed of just how the
Andrews administration has hurt them. These phony wars and illegal
surveillance efforts by the previous administration has plunged
this country into debt and the republicans just can’t face the
music! Our fighting men and woman are losing their lives for
nothing! We need to get out of Iraq and Afghanistan and allow
diplomacy to take hold. Perhaps the Republican Party will realize
the days of the Wild West are over. Today’s problems cannot be
solved with a gun! This society is more informed and intellectual,
where war and violence are not met with more war and violence, but
an understanding of how and why they happen and how to prevent them
in the first place!”

Trisha shouted, “Amen brother!”

Jim looked at her and thought, ‘You’re an
idiot. The man on the radio is an idiot. There is evil in the world
than can’t be swayed by politics. Sometimes a gun is the most
effective mind changer!’ On one hand he wished she could have seen
what he has, but that was too cruel, for anyone, even her. He just
listened and let her rant.

A few minutes later she pulled into the
attorney’s parking lot. As they were getting out she said, “Life
gets better and better!”

Jim rolled his eyes. He closed the door, and
together they walked to the attorney’s office. Trisha stood proud
and waited for Jim to open the door for her. As he did, she
whispered, “As it should be.”

They walked in and were greeted by the
secretary. “Good morning, how can I help you?”

Trisha was giddy, “We are here to see Alan
Linfield.”

“May I have your names?”

Trish boasted, “Mr. and Mrs. Jim Tanner!”

“Alright, have a seat and I will let him know
you’re here.”

A few minutes later Mr. Linfield walked out
of his office. “Good morning Jim! It is so good to see you! Please
come in!”

Jim and Trisha walked into the office and
took a seat. Mr. Linfield closed the door then sat behind his desk.
“Goodness Jim, I was happy when you enlisted as your grandfather
wanted, but I had no idea you would make such a career out of it,
congratulations!”

Jim smiled, “Thank you sir.”

The attorney waved his hand in the air, “No
sir; thank you!”

Trisha was eager to move on, “Yes, well…now
about the will?”

Jim looked at her then his attorney,
“Will?”

Mr. Linfield chuckled, “You mean your wife
has not told you?”

“Told me what?”

Trisha giggled, “I wanted it to be a
surprise!”

Mr. Linfield shook his head then pulled out
the will. “Well, I have not finished reading the will to you. There
is another paragraph to go!”

Jim rolled his eyes and thought, ‘Great, the
first part turned out so wonderful.’

The attorney read, “…and once his service is
completed, being that he chose to enlist and complete a tour of
duty, he is to be granted, without restriction, the full amount of
my assets.” The attorney looked up, “The first part of the will was
a test to see if you would choose to comply with your grandfather’s
wishes. You have passed the test, and with flying colors if I do
say so myself.”

Trisha blurted out, “Ok, ok, so how much do
we get?”

The attorney set down the will and pulled out
a financial statement. “To date, the assets are worth nine million,
two-hundred and eighty thousand, four hundred and fifty seven
dollars and sixty-three cents.”

“Holy Shit!” yelled Trisha.

Jim sat back in his seat speechless. In all
honesty he did not want the money. The first batch of money had
bought him nothing but misery, except for his children.

Mr. Linfield looked at Jim, “All I need is
instructions on what to do with the assets. Then—”

Trisha interrupted, “—you can liquefy them
and deposit it all in this account.” She pulled out her checkbook
and handed it to Mr. Linfield.

Jim sat up in his seat, “Sir, are these
assets divisible in a divorce setting?”

Trisha frowned and snapped at him,
“What?!”

Mr. Linfield folded his hands, “No, you
received the will prior to your marriage; therefore the remainder
of the portfolio belongs solely to you, in such case.”

Jim looked at Trisha, “Just a question dear.”
He then looked at the attorney, “Do you have a restroom?”

“Yes, it’s down the hall.”

“Thank you, I’ll be right back.”

Jim walked out of the office and straight to
Mr. Linfield’s secretary, “Do you have a pen?”

She handed him and pen and he wrote a note on
piece of paper. He reached into his shirt and pulled out a package.
He handed them to the woman, “Please wait five minutes, then give
this to my attorney.”

She looked at him with a confused expression,
“Alright.”

Jim walked out the door and down the
street.

Five minutes later the secretary walked into
Mr. Linfield’s office. She handed him the note and package then
closed the door. He read the note then looked at Trisha, “My
instructions are to hold the assets until your husband decides to
return for them. As for you, this package should answer all of your
questions.”

She took the package from him then walked out
of the office. She looked at the secretary, “Where is my
husband.”

The secretary looked at her over he glasses,
“He left.”

“What the…” She ran outside, but could not
find him. After thirty minutes of searching she got into her car
and sped home, cussing his name the whole way.

When she got home, she ran into the house and
opened the package. It was video tape. Quickly she ran and up the
stairs. She burst into her bedroom and put the tape in her VCR. She
sat on the bed and watched. At first she could not make out what
was going on, but then she saw herself and Bob! She listened as her
phone rang. She listened to the conversation she had with Jim.
After she got off the phone she heard the phrase, “I hate him.”
Suddenly the tape looped, “I hate him.” It looped again, “I hate
him.” Suddenly the picture changed and she saw Jim.

He was dressed in his military uniform. “I
assume I have either made it home or died and you have come into
possession of this tape. Your actions hurt me more than you could
ever know. I worshiped you from the day I saw you in the seventh
grade and you have repaid all of my love and loyalty with adultery
and hatred. I am sorry I ever met you. I have had nothing but time
over the last decade to think about how I am going to deal with
this situation. The fact remains that I love my kids, but I no
longer love you. That should not be a problem for you, since you
never loved me. You’re worse than the monsters I faced in battle.
You’re the worst person I ever met, but yet at times, I still find
myself infatuated with you. I have been addicted to you, but I will
do my best to break that addiction forever. I hope you find what
you’re looking for in life, I’m just sorry I came across your
path.”

The tape went blank as she collapsed back on
the bed in tears. A moment later she vowed to take every cent from
Jim that she could.

Near the attorney’s office, Jim walked down
to a car dealership. He found a used truck he liked and paid for it
outright. All of his back pay added up to a large sum. Though
Trisha had the first part of the inheritance, he decided to let her
keep it; it’s all she wanted anyway.

His life would now be dedicated to his
children and to himself.

 


 


 


 


Change Day:

 



Part 2

Danny

 


 


 


Danny enjoyed eating breakfast with his dad,
but it was time to head off for school. He grabbed his bags and ran
out the door. Through the window, he looked back at his father and
hoped he would get to see more of him.

Danny ran to the corner where he met Anthony,
his best friend. Together they walked towards the school.

On the way, Anthony started talking about a
few new friends he made. “You have to hang with us. Man, it’s cool,
you can make money, hold guns, and sometimes the girls let you see
their tits!”

Danny stopped and looked at him, “Why would I
wanna see that?”

Anthony laughed, “Trust me dude, you wanna
see that!”

As they were walking, three older boys came
up to them. Danny watched at Anthony flashed signs and talked in a
way he never heard before. The older boy walked up to him, “So Yeah
down man, you cool with us?”

Danny was not sure, “Um, I don’t know.”

The boy put his fist up to his mouth as he
laughed, “I’m Gabe dude, I can make shit happen for Yeah. But Yeah
gotta roll with us.”

Danny was scared of him, “I...I don’t think
so.”

The boy backed him into a corner, “Let’s be
real, you wanna walk these streets, you need permission, mine. If
you ain’t cool with us, you ain’t shit. Think about it, see Yeah
after school little man.”

After school Danny walked home with Anthony.
The boys approached them again. Gabe walked right up to him, “So
little man, we cool?”

Danny looked at the ground, “I don’t wanna
join.”

Anthony stepped up to Gabe, “Let him be
man.”

Gabe decked Anthony in the face. He fell to
the ground, bleeding from his eye, “Fuck’n bitch, try that again
and I’ll bring the pain!” He then turned on Danny and grabbed him
by the shirt, “So, you joining the gang, right?”

Danny shook his head as tears can down his
face. Gabe shoved him to the ground, face first. His started
bleeding from his cheek. Gabe looked down on him, “Think about it!
Better not tell you momma!”

Danny ran home. When he walked in the door,
he found his mother upstairs in her room crying. There were pieces
of a video tape thrown about the room. Trisha looked up and saw the
cut on Danny’s face. She forgot about her troubles for the moment
and grabbed her son. “Danny, who did this to you?!”

Danny was afraid to tell, “It’s nothing.”

Trisha sat down with him, “It’s not nothing,
someone hurt you and that’s not right! Do you think its right?”

Danny had tears in his eyes, “Why are the
older boys mean to me?”

Trisha smiled, “Oh, they’re just boys, and
boys are sometimes mean.”

“These boys are really mean. They want me to
join their club, but I don’t want to.”

Trisha became concerned, “What club?”

Danny signed, “Anthony joined, said I would
get to look at, well, womanly parts.”

This alarmed Trisha, “I’m calling the
police.”

Danny knew that was bad, “No, please don’t!
They’ll hurt me if they found out I told you! Please, I’ll be ok
mom.”

Trisha was extremely worried, but decided it
might just be boys being boys.

 


 


 


Jim:

Man & Father

 


 


Jim was unaware of Danny’s injury. After
buying the truck, Jim stayed at local hotel while he looked for a
permanent residence. The next day Jim scouted the neighborhood. On
the street behind Trisha’s house he found a nice house to rent. He
quickly contacted the owner and made arrangements. The house was a
large four bedroom with a sculpted lawn and a large backyard.

A few days later, after buying furniture and
making arrangements for delivery, he decided to tell Trisha where
he was. He walked around the block to her house and rang the bell.
It was best to do it this way, while the kids were in school

Trisha came to the door. When she saw who it
was, she wanted to get angry, but knew in order to get the money,
she would have to turn on the charm, “Jim, come in!”

Jim sighed, “I rented a house on the street
behind you, second one on the right. It would be nice if the kids
would come by. I would like to get to know them more.”

Trisha shook her head. “Why can’t you live
here, I’m sure the children would love it. I would love it.”

He shook his head, “I think we need time
apart. I just want to get to know my kids.”

Trisha walked out and hugged him, “All we’ve
had is time apart, when do we get to have time together?”

Jim pushed her back. He knew her intentions.
“I worshiped you once; it’s just not the same anymore.” He walked
away as she suppressed her anger.

When Jim got home, he took out the card that
Becky gave him. Nervously he picked up the phone and called
her.

The sound of her sweet voice made him go weak
in the knees and he had to sit down, “San Antonio Times, can I help
you?”

Jim stumbled, “Your voice sounds…as pretty as
you are.”

The woman on the phone giggled, “Why thank
you, but you should know I’m married. Are you sure you have the
right number?”

Jim looked at the card. “I think so, I was
calling Becky Sims.”

The woman laughed, “I’ll direct you to her
office, hold on sir.”

Jim’s nerves were on edge. The on-hold music
only made the anticipation worse. Suddenly a voice came over the
line, “Hello?”

Jim tried to speak but was unable.

The voice again said, “Hello?”

As he heard the person move the phone away
from their ear he said, “Becky?”

Suddenly the person was back, “Yes, this is
Becky.”

Jim sat up in his chair, “Hi Becky, this is
Jim.”

She laughed, “Jim who?”

He became even more nervous, as if he was
intruding on her space, “Um, Jim Tanner?”

There was a slight pause, “Oh, Jim! Well what
can I do for you?”

“I was wondering if you would like to go out
to dinner tonight.”

“I would love to go out to dinner with you.
What time were you thinking?”

“Seven?”

“That’s fine, I’m glad you called.”

Jim took down the address then had a short
conversation with her. He tried to get off the phone, just in case
he was being intrusive, but she fought to keep him on the line.
After about fifteen minutes, she had to go. Jim hung up the phone
and sat back in his chair. She was the first women in his life who
had accepted a date from him who didn’t know about his money.

Jim worked around the house awhile pondering
what to do with his life. Suddenly he knew what he wanted to do
with the money.

 


 


The Attorney’s Office>

 


 


Jim walked into Mr. Linfield’s office. He
stood and greeted him, “Major Tanner, so nice to see you
again.”

Jim sat with the sternest look on his face.
“Mr. Linfield, I am about to do something that may cause a
significant change in my life. I need to set up a few
accounts.”

Mr. Linfield smiled at him, “What are you
going to do?”

Jim smiled, “Go on a date.”

Mr. Linfield laughed, “I understand, but I am
not sure a lawyer can help you with that.

Jim chuckled, “Na, I know what I want to do
with the money, will you help me?”

“Absolutely, what do you need?”

Jim took out a list. “First I want to set up
three accounts, one for Alice Sims, Danny Tanner, and Gina Tanner.
In each account place one million dollars. These accounts are to be
used for college and college related expenses. I want each person
to receive a lump sum payment of two-thousand dollars after they
enroll, but the college tuition should be paid directly from this
office. Once the person has graduated college, they may receive the
remaining amount in any form they wish. If they choose not to
attend college, the full amount of the account will be available to
them on their twenty-fifth birthday.”

Mr. Linfield wrote down all of his requests.
“I don’t see a problem with that.”

Jim pulled out his debit card and handed it
him, “Place a forth of the remainder on this card and the rest I
want invested.”

“Alright.”

Jim looked at the floor, and fought back
tears. “What other legal services do you provide?”

Mr. Linfield watched Jim. “Well, we offer
just about anything you need.”

Jim sucked up his tears and looked back as
the attorney, “I need a divorce.”

“I’m sorry to here that Jim. We will do all
we can for you.”

 


 


The Date>

 


 


Jim spent a good hour in traffic getting to
Becky’s house. As he pulled up, he noticed her house was small, but
beautifully decorated and well taken care of.

He walked up and reached out to knock, but
she opened the door and grabbed his hand, “Come in! Come in!”

He walked in and an aroma hit him. “What is
that wonderful smell?”

She chuckled, “Well I know you asked me out,
but when was the last time someone cooked for you?”

Jim smiled, “A long time.”

She pulled him into the kitchen. As she did,
he glanced at her beautiful red dress. It was tight fitting and the
curves were quite complementary.

As they entered the kitchen, she pulled out a
bottle of wine and poured two glasses. She handed one to Jim and
toasted him, “To your safe return.”

He glanced at the floor and then shot her
small smile. He drank as she walked over and put her hand on his
shoulder. “My brother has told me of the horrors you went through.
Please don’t feel you need to explain anything.”

That was not what he was thinking. His
thoughts dwelled on how pretty she was and that she was happy to
see him. “I don’t know what you want me to say, but you and your
daughter have made an impression on me that will last at least the
rest of my life.”

She kissed him on the cheek and then pushed
him to the table, “Please, sit down.”

He did as she asked. He watched as she walked
over to the cabinet and pulled out two dishes. She then pulled two
pans from the oven then divided the food onto the plates. She
carried the plates to the table and set them down. The smell was
wonderful.

She sat down beside him, “Now I don’t know
what you like, so forgive me if I have messed up. What we have here
is baked pork chops with stuffing and a broccoli cheese casserole.”
She bit her lip and waited for his response.

Jim took his fork and tried to food. He knew
long before it touched his tongue that it would be heaven. He was
delighted to find the flavors exceeded his anticipation. After
swallowing, he looked at her, “It’s as if I have never eaten
before. This is amazing!”

She clapped her hands in excitement then
joined him in eating dinner. As the dinner came to a conclusion,
Jim began to worry. He was planning on taking her on a stroll or to
a movie, but now what? He worried about the possibility of sex. He
had no desire to do an act of commitment at this time. She noticed
his facial expressions changing, “If I am reading you right, you’re
worried about what I am planning.” She put her hand onto his, “I am
your date and your friend. I am not here to pressure you, but to
help you enjoy yourself and enjoy me. How about I do the dishes,
then we do something you want to, ok?”

As she did the dishes, he sat there and
watched her. When she was done, she turned, “So, what would you
like to do?”

Jim breathed in deeply, “Well, I’ve been gone
a long time. One thing I missed doing was going to the movies,
but—”

She interrupted him, “—then that’s what we
are going to do!” She walked over and picked up the paper. She read
through in and found something. “I know your home life is not good
and I know you have just come from horrific circumstances, so how
about a comedy that has nothing to do with anything?”

He smiled, “Sounds wonderful.”

“Good, I’m driving and before you decide to
argue with me, I’m also paying.”

Jim was astonished by this woman. He stood
and followed her out the door. At the movies she bought popcorn and
cokes. Jim tried to offer, but she had a look on her face that kept
him in check.

The movie did have a Rambo parody which made
Becky nervous, but Jim did not seem bothered by it. She nuzzled up
to him and he put his arm around her. He did not know how she was
feeling, but his nerves never subsided.

After the movie, they were walking to the car
when she blurted out, “You’re not Rambo are you?”

He laughed, “No, I am content with letting
law enforcement do their job. I have seen enough action for a
hundred men.”

She drove them back to her house. She saw the
concerned look on his face. She stopped the car a few houses short.
She looked at him, “I’m going to ask you in, to drink and talk. Can
you handle that?”

Jim smiled at her, “How do you know what I am
thinking?”

She rolled her eyes, “Your facial expressions
are very telling, now can you handle that?”

Jim was relieved. “I can think of nothing
better.”

“Good,” she drove down to her house and
parked. Jim got out of the car and looked around. She was no where
to be found. He looked back in the car and could tell she was
waiting to be let out. He walked around to the driver’s side and
opened her door. She stepped out, took his arm, and he escorted her
to the door. She unlocked it and escorted him in.

The night went as planned, wine and talk. Jim
tried to leave four times, but she insisted he stay. When she
finally let him go, she stopped him at the door.

He smiled at her, “Thank you for a lov—”

She lunged at him and kissed him. He held her
and kissed back. When it was done, she smiled at him, “Sorry, I
could not resist.”

He smiled and kissed her again. Afterwards he
looked at her, “You will haunt my thoughts until I get to see you
again.” He smiled and walked off.

As she closed the door she leaned up against
it. He was every bit the soldier and the gentlemen she always
wanted. He got in his truck and drove off.

 


 


The visit of Danny>

 


 


Danny was getting ready for school when he
overheard his mom’s conversation on the phone…

“I know, having him back is a problem, but he
does not live here.” – “I know you feel neglected, but I am telling
you this is a very delicate situation, there is more at stake than
just us.” – “Right, now you’re getting it.” – “Well, Christmas
break is next week and I am sure he will be occupied with Gina and
Danny, so you can look forward to it then.” – “Friday is pushing it
Steve, unless it’s during the day.” – “Can’t you get out of it?” –
“Fine, Monday night.” -- “Oh really, then I’ll see you then.”

He dashed around the corner, but it was too
late. Trisha walked over, “I saw you spying on me. What are you
doing?”

“Does dad know you have a boyfriend?”

Trisha sighed; this was the last thing she
needed. In order for Jim to sign for the money while they were
married, she had to keep him as happy as possible. “No Danny, he
does not know, and it would only hurt him if he did.”

Danny shook his head, “Won’t it hurt him
worse the longer it goes on behind his back?”

Trisha thought, ‘God I hope so.’ She looked
at Danny and smiled, “You just don’t understand grownups. We all
have special friendships, when you’re older you will
understand.”

He tried to speak again, but she put her hand
over his mouth, “Enough questions! Get ready for school.”

Danny turned and went back to his room. A
moment later he popped his head out, “Can I go to Dad’s house after
school?”

Trisha looked back, “Fine, but only for a
bit.”

After school, Danny quickly walked to Jim’s
house. Anthony waited for him after school, but Danny forgot all
about him.

Danny wasted no time; he walked right up the
front door and knocked.

Jim was working in the garage when he heard
the knock. He peaked around the garage door and saw Danny standing
there. He walked over, “Hey son, how are you?”

Danny ran over and hugged him, “I thought we
could talk for awhile.”

Jim was overjoyed that his son wanted to
spend time with him. “Sure, want to go inside?”

Danny nodded his head; then followed his Dad
in.

Jim walked over to the refrigerator and
pulled out a coke. He handed it to Danny, “Now what’s on your mind
son?”

“Mom has a boyfriend and I don’t like it. You
should live with us.”

Jim put his hand on his chin. The idea that
Trisha would have a boyfriend on the side did not surprise him, but
this time he was not hurt. He sat down at the table as Danny sat
beside him. “What did your mother tell you about this
boyfriend?”

Danny folded his arms in a most serious way,
“She says that adults have special friends and I will understand
when I’m older.”

Jim smiled at him, “Your mother has a lot of
special friends, but that will never hurt how I feel about
you.”

Danny stood, pushed in his chair and then
stuck out his hand. “I thought you needed to know.”

Jim shook his hand and laughed at the
professionalism of this little man, “Well I appreciate that. You
don’t have to rush off though, want to stay awhile longer?”

Danny breathed in deep, “Well, I would, but
Mom told me only to stay for a bit, so I better get home.”

Jim stood, “Well alright, you can come over
any time you want to.”

He took one step; then turned, “Why are older
boys so mean?”

Jim looked at him, “Oh, they think because
they’re bigger that they hold some kind of power over you.”

Danny kicked the ground, “My friend Anthony
has some new friends and they’re not nice at all.”

Jim smiled, “Come back inside.” Danny walked
in and returned to the kitchen table. Jim walked over and sat down,
“Tell me about Anthony.”

“He moved here a few years ago. He’s the
oldest boy in my class; I think he got held back or something.
We’ve been friends for a long time, but now he’s changing.”

Jim nodded his head, “How old is
Anthony?”

“He just turned thirteen.”

Jim smiled, “Well that explains it. You’re
going to be twelve in a month, but the difference between eleven
and thirteen is quite a bit. You’ll catch up to him.”

Danny looked away, “It’s not him; it’s these
older boys. They keep asking me to be cool with them. They want me
to join their club.”

Jim looked at him, “How much older, what did
they specifically say to you?”

Danny bit his lower lip, “I told mom it was a
club, but they called it a gang. They told me not to tell my mom.
They said all the really bad words.”

Jim got down on one knee, “I need to know,
how much older?”

Danny looked up, “A lot older, they don’t go
to my school.”

“Ok son. Let’s get you home.” Jim walked him
home. He watched him until he disappeared into his house.

As Danny walked in, his mother was standing
there fixing a sandwich, “I though you were going to your
Dad’s?”

He set down his bag, “I did.”

Trisha walked over, “And what did ya’ll talk
about?”

“I told him about your special friend, so it
would not hurt him.”

She was shocked and worried, “And what did he
say?”

“He said mommy has a lot of special
friends.”

Her expression went blank as Danny ran off to
play video games.

A moment later, Jim knocked on the door.
Trisha answered it and Jim looked her in the face, “I want to know
the next time Danny runs into those boys again.”

Trisha shook her head, “Ok.”

He walked away and returned home.

 


 


The Visit of Gina>

 


 


The next morning Gina was doing her hair when
Trisha burst in the bathroom door. Gina looked at her in a way that
said, ‘Yes, you’re intruding.’ Trisha gave her a look that said,
‘Oh well,’ then said, “I think it would be nice if you went over to
your father’s house for awhile.”

Gina put down the brush, “Why, I don’t even
know him.”

“This would be a good way to remedy
that.”

Gina smirked and looked at her mother as she
thought, ‘Yeah, you got another guy coming.’ She finally rolled her
eyes, “What’s the truth mother? Was he in Pakistan or
Leavenworth?”

Trisha looked at the floor, “I told what I
did so you would not worry as much; prison is still prison.”

Gina was enraged, “No it’s not! Leavenworth
is for bad guys, a prisoner of war is a good guy! How dare you lie
to me! How dare you make me hate my own father! I hate you for
this!” She slammed the door shut in her Mothers face.

Trisha grabbed the handle and threw the door
open, “I’m your mother! I’ll do anything that I think is best! You
better calm yourself down if you intend to have any kind of
Christmas break!”

Gina huffed and shook her head as tears began
to flow down her face, “I just don’t know how to feel.”

Trisha grabbed her and hugged her, “I know
how you feel.”

Gina pushed her away, “No you don’t; how
could you? Just leave me alone!”

Trisha shook her head, “Go see your father;
things will work out from there.”

Gina picked up the brush and walked away,
“I’m going to be late for school.”

Trisha wanted to say something, but she was
gone. She felt bad for what she had done, but it was done. The most
important thing she had to worry about was keeping Jim happy.

Gina went to her classes, but her thoughts
dwelled on her father. After third period she went to the cafeteria
for lunch, but the anticipation was too much. She turned and walked
out of the school.

Jim was sitting at his kitchen table eating
lunch when his doorbell rang. He sighed; Jehovah’s witnesses, the
HOA, neighbors, and salesmen had already come by. When he was not
busy answering the door, he was on the phone. He could definitely
tell he was not on the ‘Do Not Call’ list.

He stood, with barely one bite of food in his
mouth. He thought to himself, ‘It will be cold by the time I get
back.’

As he opened his door, he was shocked to see
his daughter. She stood there, moving her hips back and forth in a
way that said ‘This is punishment,’ at least that’s how he
interpreted it.

Her long flowing red hair and green eyes were
amazing. How he helped to create such a miracle of God was beyond
him. He opened the door fully and smiled at her, “Gina, it’s so
nice to see you!”

She stopped moving and stared at him.
Suddenly she was at a loss for words, how could she deal with him,
how could she deal with her mother?

Jim saw she was having difficulty. He felt
she was like a scared cat, one false move and she would run. He
looked at the ground, “I missed you everyday.”

Her eyes swelled with tears, but she fought
them. However, his words were too much. She lunged for him and put
her arms around him crying uncontrollably. Tears ran down his face
as he put his arms around her. After about five minutes he tried to
let go, but she squeezed harder. He stood there and let her cry as
much as she wanted to.

A few minutes later she let go and looked him
in the eyes, “Leavenworth or Pakistan?”

He tilted his head, “Pakistan, for too
long.”

She put her hand over her mouth as she cried.
Though she was not backing away, she was not moving forward either.
Jim decided to make the first move, “Would you like to come
inside?”

She nodded her head. He stepped out of the
way as she crossed the threshold. He closed the door and she lunged
for him again. She held onto him and cried into his shirt.

After another ten minutes she let go. “I
don’t know what to say to you. I’m so sorry for everything I ever
thought. I want to know who you are.”

Jim wiped his face, “I always knew you would
grow up to be beautiful—”

She stopped him, “—No, don’t tell me that,
everyone tells me how beautiful I am. I want the inside of me to
know you and you to know it.”

He smiled, “But you are beautiful, in every
way.”

She lunged for him again, and again she cried
uncontrollably.

Jim stood there and thought how his little
daughter asked him not to leave for the army, and now he is
standing with her again. All those years in prison, in war; now
seem to have passed so quick, but took so long.

She let go of him, chuckling at the make-up
smeared on him. “Sorry for your shirt.”

Jim laughed, “If that’s the worst problem I
deal with today, I’ll consider myself lucky.”

She smiled and scanned his face. She wanted
to remember this moment for the rest of her life, the day she loved
her father again.

Jim motioned towards the kitchen, “I made
spaghetti, don’t know if you like spaghetti, but I made a lot.”

Gina dried her eyes, “I love spaghetti.”

Jim escorted her into the kitchen. She sat
down at the table and noticed Jim already had a plate. “I’m so
sorry, I disturbed your lunch.”

Jim rolled his eyes, “Its just food, with you
here, its lunch.”

She smiled at his cheesy remark. If anyone
else had made it, she would have cut them down or smarted off, but
coming from him, it was pure gold. She watched as he put way to
much spaghetti in a bowl and served it to her, “This might be a bit
much.”

Jim chuckled, “After years of eating
practically nothing, I intend to get fat!”

He sat down beside her and they ate in peace.
Afterwards he removed her dish and opened up the freezer. “Do you
like mint chocolate chip ice cream?”

Gina looked to the side, “It’s alright.”

Jim looked further, “How about butter
pecan?”

Gina shook her head ‘no.’

Jim rolled his eyes and dug a bit further,
“Dutch Chocolate?”

Her eyes got big, “Oh Yeah!”

He dished up the ice cream for her and served
it. She smiled at him, “How many flavors do you have?”

He smiled, “I think six, remember, I want to
be fat.”

She laughed as they ate their dessert.
Afterwards Jim took her bowl to the sink. Her smiling and
cheerfulness faded as she remembered what her mother had done. “My
mother’s evil. I hate her.”

Jim looked at her, “Now I can’t do that with
you. I won’t run your mother down behind her back; it’s not nice
and not my way.”

“But don’t you know how bad she has treated
you? How she has run you down and lied about you?”

Jim understood where she was coming from,
“Yes, I am aware of some of the things your mother has done, but
she is still your mother. Regardless of how I feel about her, the
right thing to do is live my life the best way I see fit.”

Gina shook her head. “If it was me, I would
get her back!”

Jim walked over and sat down, “I understand
how you feel, but it would only cause more pain. I want to know you
and love you as a father should. That is my desire.”

She looked at him with such awe. “Can I live
with you?”

Jim was shocked, “Um, I’d have to talk to
your mother about that.”

Gina rationalized, “No, you’re married, I
belong to both of you equally. You can decide just as she can.”

Jim laughed, “I don’t want to tell you no;
because the truth is, I would love it. So I won’t tell you no, I
will tell you yes, but when is still the question.”

Gina’s eyes got wide, “When is now, I can get
my stuff over here in a few hours, it’s just the next street
over!”

Jim sat back, “I’m sure you could. Let’s get
through this semester. You can spend the night over here as much as
your mother will let you. My room is the one on the end, pick any
other and make it your own.”

Gina leaned forward and hugged him, “You’re
more than I ever hoped for.”

Jim hugged her back, thankful she was
allowing him in her life. “I assume you’re skipping school to be
here.”

Gina rolled her eyes, “Yes.”

Jim smiled, “Well, since you will probably
get detention, let’s make the most of it. You don’t have a bed or
any furniture here, want to go shopping?”

What girl did not enjoy shopping? She stood,
put her hand on her hip, “Sounds like a plan man!”

They set off for the local mall where he
purchased an entire bedroom suite for her. In the back of his mind
he thought, ‘I hope she uses it.’

At the checkout counter, the clerk informed
them the delivery would take seven to nine days. Gina looked at the
ground, “Sarah is going camping during the first few days of
Christmas break; I might not be here when it arrives.”

Jim laughed, “I won’t do anything until you
can help. You’re in charge of your room!”

She hugged him, “I’m glad you came home.”

After returning to Jim’s house, she set off
for home. That night she confronted her mother, “I want to live
with dad for awhile.”

Trisha scoffed, “Over my dead body!” She was
not about to risk the money over her child’s stupid re-kindling
with her father. An argument ensued that lasted most of the night.
When it was done they came to a mutual agreement, she could spend
the night on occasion.

 


 


The Second Date>

 


 


A few nights later, Jim once again was
standing at Becky’s door. Again, he was about to knock, but she
opened the door before he could. As she stepped out, he backed up.
She was wearing a classy blue dress and blue earrings that made her
eyes sparkle.

She looked at him, wearing blue jeans, a
sport coat, and a good deal of old spice, “You smell great
tonight.”

Jim blushed as he walked her to his truck.
“It’s not as nice as your car, hope you don’t mind.”

She smiled, “I like your truck.”

He opened the door and winked at her as she
got in.

He closed her door and hurried to the
driver’s side. He decided to take her to a restaurant on his side
of town. There was this little Italian eatery, a hole in the wall
really, but the food was fantastic and the atmosphere was very
romantic. As he was driving, she reached over and took his hand.
“You know Jim, you make me very happy.”

“I do my best.”

As they arrived, Jim saw a white van driving
down the street. He wondered who that van belonged to; he kept
seeing it drive through the neighborhood. He put the thought out of
his mind and pulled up to the valet. The attendants opened their
doors as they got out. Inside the restaurant, they were immediately
seated and offered a complimentary wine taste.

As they enjoyed their wine and glanced over
the menu, Becky spotted her favorite, “Hey they have pork
chops!”

Jim looked at her, “You can have them; I only
want yours.”

She glanced at him seductively, “Oh
really.”

Her move did not make Jim nervous this time,
he actually welcomed it. He leaned over and kissed her.

The waiter interrupted their little moment
and they ordered. The dinner was filled with small talk and
excellent food. After the dessert plates were taken away, Becky
looked Jim in they eyes, “Last time we did what you wanted, how
about I pick?”

He became nervous, “Ok.”

She half smiled and looked at the small band
playing, “Let’s dance.”

Jim nodded is head and stood. He put out his
hand and offered it to her. She accepted it and they slow danced
until the restaurant closed. On the way home, Becky snuggled up
against Jim.

As they pulled up to her house, she came up
with an idea, “Jim would you like to meet my father?”

The last time Jim met a father he was
ridiculed. “I guess so.”

Becky clapped her hands in excitement.
“That’s great, say next Saturday night?”

Jim thought, ‘Wow, only a week away.’ He
looked at her, “Sounds good.”

She sighed, “Great, my father owns a restaurant not too far from my
house. He would love to treat us to dinner then sit down with us
for awhile, do you mind?”

Jim laughed, “I wouldn’t miss it for the
world.”

“Good, there’s just one thing. Saturday, I
have a late meeting, so instead of picking me up, just meet me at
the restaurant; is that ok?”

Jim laughed, “At first I was the nervous one,
now you are. You don’t know how much joy you have brought to my
life. I miss you the moment I hang up the phone or walk away. My
nervousness is less centered on being with you, but continuing with
you.”

A tear came down her eye as she lunged and
kissed him. The truck lurched to one side and the shocks creaked.
Becky sat back in her seat, lipstick smeared all over Jim’s
face.

He smiled and got out to open her door. As
she stepped out, she took his arm and guided him to her front door.
She opened the door, but then turned and kissed him. He placed one
hand around her back and the other on her shoulder.

She held onto him as they kissed. She reached
up and took his hand and guided it down over her breast. She broke
the kiss and whispered into his ear, “Only if you want to.”
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