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June 1946

––––––––
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“Jason, come on. Let’s go.” Janet Lewis called out to her son.

“I’m coming. Will you give me a minute?” He shouted back.

The tone of his voice set her nerves on edge. Oh, you’re skating on thin ice, young man. Why did he have to be so obstinate? The schoolteacher in her knew he was at a crucial age, treading the delicate balance between childhood and adolescence. The mother in her knew he needed a father. It had been a little over two years since his dad had been killed during the invasion of France. His grandfather had been a good role model to be sure, but as with most grandparents, he had a tendency to spoil rather than to discipline.

“Jason, I’m running out of patience.” She stopped to check her appearance in the hall mirror and ran her fingers through her dark blonde curls. “The train leaves at ten-fifteen. Your grandfather is here to take us to the station.”

Going over her mental checklist, she walked down the narrow hallway that ran the length of her house and made one last inspection of her small kitchen. The stove and water heater had been turned off. The iron had been unplugged and put away. She had turned the water off under the sink so that the dripping faucet wouldn’t turn into anything disastrous by month’s end. She wouldn’t be able to afford a plumber until Fall, when she received her first paycheck of the new school year.

She grew more agitated, fearing they would miss their train.

“Jason. I’m not telling you again. It’s time to go.”

The youngster came bounding down the hall, dragging his duffel bag behind him. He had grown to closely resemble his late father. He had those same piercing blue eyes, and when he wasn’t brooding, he even possessed a touch of his father’s charming personality—at least, with other people if not always with his mother.

“Mom, do I have to go with you? Can’t I stay here in Pittsburgh with Grandma and Grandpa?”

She sighed and stared at his curious face before answering him. More than once during the past week, Jason had expressed his unhappiness about spending a month of his summer vacation with his godfather at Fort Jackson. She might not want to admit it, but it hurt that he seemed to be getting to the age when he didn’t mind being away from his mother for a month.

“You’ve always loved seeing Ron and Katie and little Jeff,” she said. “Don’t you want to see their new baby?”

Folding his arms across his chest, he looked toward the open front door. “But I won’t see my friends for almost the whole summer,” he explained. “And Frankie’s dad has season tickets to the Pirates’ home games.”

He’d already mentioned the baseball tickets once before. For a split second, she thought about giving in to him, but she knew it would be a mistake. As the child’s only parent, she should be firm and show her authority. She also didn’t want to impose Jason on her sixty-year-old parents for an entire month. They hadn’t complained when she’d returned home after her husband’s death. At the time, she’d had no other place to go except home to her family. She had sensed, however, the demands that weighed on her parents from living with her brood while she’d looked for a home of her own.

“Jason, I’m not going to let you disappoint Ron that way. He’s really looking forward to seeing you. You know how close he and your father were. They were like brothers, and he wants to remain a part of your life.”

He huffed and marched out of the house. As if to punctuate his displeasure, he let the screen door slam hard behind him and dragged his baggage out to the car.

“This is going to be the worst summer of my life,” he said in a voice loud enough for her to hear.

She walked to the door and watched him climb into the backseat of her father’s late-model, black Oldsmobile. He shoved his little sister aside and jerked the door shut. She looked toward the ceiling. “God, give me strength.”

As she tugged the heavy, wooden front door closed and turned the key in the lock, a strange feeling came over her. Perhaps the idea of going back to the last place she’d lived with her husband had her stomach tied in a knot. When she began planning her trip, her mother wanted to know if she was ready to face the memories she would find at Fort Jackson.

Two years had gone by without the love of her life—her college sweetheart, who became so much more to her over the time they were together. He’d given her a family and many happy memories. As the time since his death had passed, the memories had faded into some kind of oblivion where it seemed as if she might be recalling scenes from an old movie instead of her real life. Lately, she’d found herself yearning for more than good memories. She needed a hand to hold and a strong shoulder to lean against, and more than that, she needed to love and be loved again. Jason wouldn’t have wanted her to live the rest of her life alone, and he wouldn’t have wanted her to struggle with the difficulties of raising their children alone, either.

The tooting of her father’s car horn startled her out of her reverie, and she turned to see him sitting behind the wheel, tapping his watch.

“Be right there, Dad,” she called out.

She checked one last time to make sure the door had locked securely. Goodbye, old house. See you in a month.

***
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Paul Adams moved out of the way to give the civilian personnel a clear path to the time clock. At the end of his first week back from six months in Germany, he couldn’t believe how Fort Jackson had grown by leaps and bounds. A member of what the younger guys called the old Army, he’d been posted there before the war when it didn’t even have paved roads. There is nothing like a war to bring about progress, he supposed. He’d considered retirement but decided on second thought that he was too young to give up his commission and too old to start over in a civilian career.

After signing out for the day, he stepped into the hallway and spotted a familiar face on the main staircase. Major Ron Miller, one of the best officers who’d served under him during the war, trotted down the creaky, wooden stairs, taking them two at a time.

“Hey, Paul,” Ron called out to him. “Welcome back.”

He walked over to Ron with his hand extended. “Don’t get too used to calling me by my first name, Miller. I’m on the short list to make lieutenant colonel,” he said.

“Yeah, I knew you couldn’t stand being on the same rung of the ladder with me,” Ron said. “I know you’re glad to be home.”

They walked together toward the main entrance.

“I don’t know how long I’ll be here,” Paul said. “I have a sneaking suspicion that I’m going to be reassigned, especially when my promotion comes through. I hope I’m not going back overseas for a long time, though.”

“Judging from that new tan on your face,” Ron said. “I’d be willing to bet you spent your leave fishing in the Gulf of Mexico.”

“You’d be right. I went home to see the folks for a couple of weeks before reporting back here.”

Paul pushed open one of the heavy double doors and stepped into the heat and humidity of a South Carolina summer. He loosened the knot in his tie. The temperature reminded him of his native Florida, but nothing like North Africa in forty two and forty three, two years he’d rather forget. He’d seen too many young men wounded and too many lives lost. He’d dealt with it by refusing to take leave and throwing himself into another mission. Now that the war had ended, he’d have to move on and focus on a new phase of his life.

“So how do you like being an O.C.S. instructor?” Paul asked. “I couldn’t think of a better man for the job.”

“It’s what I did before the war, so I guess I’m getting back to my roots. I enjoy working with the R.O.T.C. program at the university, too. It beats spending these hot days on the artillery range.”

“I can’t argue with that,” he said. “I heard that your friend, Ben, got himself a cushy job in the Pentagon. With a bum leg, I don’t know how he passed the fitness test to stay in the Army. I know you’re going to miss him.”

“I am,” Ron said. “I won’t have anyone around here to tell me dirty jokes unless you know some.”

He knew Ron had to be kidding. The men hadn’t nicknamed him “Straight and Narrow” Adams for nothing, but in some ways, he wasn’t as straight and narrow as they might have thought.

“Never mind,” Ron said. “Even if you knew some, you wouldn’t repeat them. I swear, in all the time we were together during the war, I don’t ever remember hearing you say a bad word.”

“I said them,” Paul replied. “But not out loud.”

He continued to walk with Ron until they reached a brand new Chevrolet sedan in the officers’ parking area.

“Oh, now isn’t that a family man’s car? I heard that Katie had another little boy. Pretty soon, you’re going to have a house full of little feet running around.”

Ron opened the passenger door and tossed his valise onto the seat.

“Much sooner than you think,” Ron said. “Janet Lewis is on her way here, as we speak, to visit with us for a while. If you recall, she has three kids.”

A strange sensation began in his stomach and worked its way into his chest. “I had the privilege of serving with her husband twice. He was a good officer, and of course, I remember that he was your best friend.”

“Weren’t you two at Fort Bragg together?”

“Yes, we were. From thirty-five to thirty-nine. Those were good years. We had no idea what was coming, did we? Please tell Janet I said hello. I have fond memories of her, too.” He paused and took a deep breath. “As a matter of fact, tell her I’d like to see her again.”

Ron paused and turned back to him.

“Maybe we could all have dinner together one night. I’ll give you a call,” Ron said.

Paul stood on the sidewalk for a moment and watched Ron get in his car and drive away. He tried to get his emotions in check. He more than remembered Janet. From the moment he’d first seen her at the Fort Bragg Newcomers Dance all those years ago, he’d had a crush on her. Of course, he would never have acted on such a thing with another man’s wife. He would’ve only been making a fool of himself. Anyone could have seen that Janet was head-over-heels in love with her husband. Yet, the thought of seeing her again made him as nervous as a schoolboy contemplating his first prom date. But then, guilt followed the anticipation. Her husband died, and here I am circling overhead like a vulture.

He raked his fingers through his thick, blond hair and did his best to push the thought of her to the back of his mind. It would do him no good to fantasize about Janet. He was in no position to pursue a romantic relationship with anyone. At a moment’s notice, he could find himself halfway around the world in whatever location the Army chose to send him. Still...Janet Lewis. He walked to his car with a fresh spring in his step that hadn’t been there in a long while.

***
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Janet fidgeted with the latch until she finally managed to push it back and slide the window open. She hoped to get a whiff of some fresh air. Even the warm breeze would be better than the scents emanating from the crowded train car. What had she been thinking when she’d planned a trip on the weekend before the Fourth of July holiday?

The wind blowing in the window decreased as the train slowed for its next stop at a station she knew well from the four years she and Jason had spent at Fort Bragg. Jason, Jr., and Daniel were born there, but not all of her recollections of her time at Fort Bragg were good ones. She and Jason had only been married one week when he’d thrust her into army life. He’d carried her over the threshold of a tiny shoebox of a house. The whole place could have fit into her parents’ living room. To make matters worse, she became pregnant during their first month of marriage, and before she knew it, Jason had been sent away for special training. The tears she’d cried during that time could probably fill a twenty-gallon barrel. During the first few months of adjustment, she’d almost considered leaving Jason there alone and returning to her family in Pittsburgh.

I’m glad I didn’t go to that extreme. As time passed, the good times outweighed the bad. Many wonderful people had crossed her path at Fort Bragg. She remembered all of the other young wives with whom she’d shared babysitting services and hand-me-down maternity clothes. It seemed that someone was always expecting a baby. She often wondered how many cups of coffee had been consumed while keeping each other company during times their husbands left to go on maneuvers. In the weeks following Jason’s death, she’d received sympathy cards from most of them with beautiful words of encouragement. A few of them had also lost their husbands in the war.

Many trips had been made in and out of this train station. She wouldn’t have minded disembarking to wander around town and relive some old memories, but the train would only be in Fayetteville long enough to drop off and pick up more passengers. Turning her attention from the window to her oldest son, she watched and wondered what he had on his mind.

He had his head buried in his newest Superman comic book. She’d tried all day to engage him in conversation, but he still seemed to be sulking. A little young for puberty, he couldn’t be going through something hormonal. His behavior had been going downhill for several months. His grades had fallen off in school, and he’d become withdrawn. His aversion to seeing Ron again surprised her. In the past, he’d looked up to his godfather as a hero. Ron had taught him how to throw a football and how to play ice hockey, and he’d enjoyed many fishing trips with Ron and his dad. What had caused the change of heart?

She leaned over to speak to him. “Jason. We’re in Fayetteville. You were born here. Do you remember anything about living here?”

“Nope,” he replied without any emotion or without removing his eyes from the book.

“Jason, why won’t you tell me what’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing’s wrong with me.”

Feeling a headache coming on, she massaged her forehead with her fingertips. “Then why have you been acting as if you don’t want to see Ron and Katie?”

He looked up from his comic book but did not look at her. Instead, he tilted his head toward the window and stared outside.

Tired of trying to converse with him while passengers traversed the aisle between them, Janet gently moved her sleeping daughter’s head from her lap and laid Mary down on the seat. She motioned for her other son, Daniel, to trade seats with her so she could sit next to Jason.

“Jason, look at me,” she said.

Letting out a moan, he turned his head toward her but didn’t make eye contact with her.

“Ron used to be very important to you, and Katie babysat all three of you plenty of times while we were at Fort Jackson. I’m having trouble understanding why you don’t want to see them.” She put an index finger under his chin and nudged his face around, forcing him to look at her. “And let me tell you something else, if your father were here, you wouldn’t be acting like this, young man.”

“Well, he’s not here,” Jason snapped at her. “Because he got killed in the war.”

He turned back to the window, and Janet could see his bottom lip trembling, even though he kept his lips pursed together.

She leaned back in the seat, closed her eyes, and asked God to help her get through to her child. She realized how wrong she’d been in assuming that Jason must have already dealt with his grief. Was I so busy dealing with my own feelings that I didn’t think about how Jason, Jr. would cope with his father’s death? But why this delayed reaction? Why had it taken him two years to begin expressing these emotions?

The familiar jerk and squeaking of the wheels let her know that the train had started moving again. She reached down and patted Jason’s knee. “Please try to be nice to Ron and Katie even if you don’t particularly want to see them,” she said. “They mean a lot to me if not to you.”

His face turned downward in a sheepish pout. “I’m sorry, Mom. I don’t want to disappoint you.”

She put her arms around him and hugged him close to her. With the passage of time, it had become more difficult to make up for the absence of his father. At times like these, the weight on her shoulders seemed the heaviest.

“I’m not disappointed, Jason,” she whispered. “I love you always, and that’s why I want to know if something is hurting you.”

He responded by opening his comic book and continuing to read where he’d left off. How can I get him to talk to me? With any luck, maybe Ron would be able to reach him.

***
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After sitting in the train depot with a cranky four-year-old, the stationmaster’s announcement of the train’s imminent arrival hadn’t come soon enough for Ron. Between the crowds of weekend travelers and the usual noise level, he didn’t need his oldest son adding to his already frayed nerves.

“Mommy, when’s the train coming?” Jeff asked.

“I told you before. Just a few minutes,” Katie replied.

“How long is a few minutes?” he asked as he kicked at the wooden bench.

Reaching the limits of his patience, Ron reprimanded his son. “It’s how long it’s going to take for you to get a spanking if you don’t sit down and be still.”

“Now, Ron,” Katie said in the tone of voice that could always get him riled up.

He turned and gave her a look, which meant he expected her not to contradict him in front of the boy. Jeff sat between them with his arms folded across his chest. Katie began to stroke his sandy blond hair, which was the same color as her own. Ron sighed heavily. There would have to be a little argument later when they were alone behind closed doors. He loved his wife with all his heart, but the two of them had different philosophies regarding child rearing.

“Ron, you’re not on edge because Jeff is cutting up. You get this way every time we see Janet.”

He didn’t want to admit that she’d spoken the truth. He still found it hard to accept Jason’s absence from his life. Together, they’d survived four years as roommates at Georgetown University, then R.O.T.C. and service in the Army. Through good times and bad, his friend had always been there for him. He would always wonder what would’ve happened if only he’d been able to talk Jason out of volunteering for the Rangers.

“I love Janet like a sister,” he said. “And the kids are my godchildren...”

He paused as the memory of the last time he’d seen Janet entered his mind. He’d only been home from the war for a month. He’d known that he should go see her, but he’d dreaded it. Thanks to Katie’s prodding, they’d made the trip to Pittsburgh. In the end, he’d been glad they’d gone because Janet forced him to face his grief over Jason.

“Seeing Janet reminds you of Jason,” he heard Katie saying. “I know you guys don’t like to talk about it, but I can tell you’re still not over it, and it doesn’t help that Ben’s being transferred to the Pentagon.”

No. It didn’t help. There would be no more Saturday morning fishing trips with their boys or attending the Gamecocks’ football games together in the fall. While he wasn’t losing Ben permanently, as he had Jason, it was still a loss.

Jeff bolted up from the seat and began shouting, “I hear it. I hear the train.”

“Yes, Jeff, we hear it, too,” Katie said. “Be patient. It will take a little while for them to get off the train, and then they’ll have to collect their baggage.”

Jeff kept fidgeting until Ron laid a firm hand on his small leg. The baby began to stir in his basket, which added to Ron’s frustration. “See, you woke your brother. I told you to be still.”

John Andrew Miller, better known as Andy, arrived in late March. Ron often referred to him as his homecoming baby. He leaned over to kiss the velvety soft, black hair on Andy’s small head. He savored every moment of his youngest child’s infancy. He’d missed three years of Jeff’s life while fighting in the war, and it still broke his heart to think about how he’d missed his oldest son’s first steps, first words, and so many other firsts.

“There it is. There it is. I see the train.” Jeff shouted.

Before Ron could restrain him, Jeff had jumped out of his seat, pushed through the crowd, and run toward the doors that led outside onto the platform.

“Jeff, wait a minute,” Ron called after him.

Ron dashed after Jeff, and the little boy squirmed a little under his father’s firm grasp.

It didn’t take as long as Katie had predicted for Janet to disembark the train. As soon as they were within sight, Jeff pulled away from his father’s grip and ran to Janet, calling out her name. She bent down to his level and reached out her arms to embrace him.

“Jeff, you’ve grown so much,” she said. “You’re going to be as tall as your father.” Her comment elicited a huge grin from the boy. “And you have your father’s smile, too,” she added. “Look at those dimples. The girls are going to love you when you get older.”

After greeting Jeff, she turned her attention to Andy. While she cooed over the baby, Ron greeted Jason, Jr., who stood apart from the rest of the group. The young man gave him a half-hearted handshake. Having been forewarned by Janet about her son’s poor behavior of late, Ron tried not to take it personally.

“I’ve put in for leave while you’re here so we can spend some time together. I thought we could go fishing. I remember how much you used to like that, and there are lots of great places around here to fish. We could even go out to the coast if you want to.”

“I liked fishing with my Dad before he got killed.”

Ron shivered at the coldness of Jason’s response. The boy’s words struck a nerve, but before he could become caught up in the all-too-familiar grief for his fallen friend, he felt Janet’s arm around his waist.

“Well, hello, Major Miller. Congratulations on your promotion, and I didn’t mean to ignore you, but you know how women are when they see a baby.”

He turned to hug her and could feel his emotions threatening to break through his armor. He let go of her and gathered his composure.

“I’ll go see to your baggage,” he said and made a hasty retreat.

Janet watched while Katie showed the baby to Jason. She had to fight the envy that crept up on her. The last time she had a baby to show off, war loomed on the horizon, and she would lose her husband in a few years.

“He’s cute,” Jason said without very much enthusiasm. “And small.”

“If you think this is small, you should have seen him when he was born,” Katie said. “He only weighed seven and a half pounds. He’s grown quite a bit in the last three months. When we get back to the house, I’ll let you hold him if you want.”

Before he could respond, Janet interrupted them. “Katie, Ron has gone to collect our baggage. He seemed distracted. I hope our coming here isn’t an imposition.”

Katie draped one arm over her shoulders.

“Of course it’s not an imposition,” she said. “We invited you, didn’t we? Ron just has a lot on his mind right now. He probably had a busy day, and he’s tired.”

“I still can’t believe you have room for all of us.”

Janet remembered what the post housing was like. Even after Jason, Sr. had been promoted to captain, their living quarters were still the bare minimum. All of the houses had been built on the same plan, including two small bedrooms, one bath, a kitchen, and living room. The most austere of furnishings completed the home, but of course, they’d been free to add their own touches at their own expense.

“Oh, yes. You wouldn’t believe how nice the new officers’ housing is,” Katie said. “It’s so much more comfortable than those little cracker boxes we used to live in. We even have a den and a dining room. I think it’s an incentive to keep guys like Ron from leaving the Army. After the war, a lot of men wanted out, and who could blame them?”

Jeff and Mary ran past them, shrieking loudly enough to be heard from one end of the depot to the other, and Katie moved to scold her son. “Ronald Jeffrey Junior,” she called out. “Stop running. Your father’s going to spank you.”

Jeff stopped in his tracks. He must have known he was in trouble when his mother called him by his full name. To her embarrassment, Mary seemed a little more reluctant to behave. She had stopped to rifle through a display of postcards at the concession stand. The last thing Janet wanted Ron and Katie to think was that she couldn’t control her children.

“Mary, leave those alone and come over here right now,” she said.

The girl’s mouth turned down in a little pout.

“She looks so much like you,” Katie said. “Without the frown, I mean.”

They laughed. “Yes, I knew what you meant,” Janet said.

While she and Katie settled Jeff and Mary down, Ron returned pulling a baggage cart.

“If all of you will head out front to the pickup area, I’ll bring the car around,” he said.

They walked out into the warm night air, and Janet experienced the same peculiar sensation she’d had while locking up her home in Pittsburgh. The last time she’d seen Columbia had been the day she’d left Fort Jackson following her husband’s death—one of the lowest points in her life. At the time, she’d believed she’d never return to this place.

While they waited for Ron, she looked overhead. What a beautiful night sky, aglow with an abundance of stars. If only her life and her future could be as clear as the night sky. From the day she and Jason had married, she’d always been able to see the years stretched before them while they raised their family and grew old together. She’d never realized how cruel life could be until the day she’d received the telegram telling her that the future she’d planned would never be. She didn’t even have the luxury of wallowing in grief and self-pity because there were three little lives depending on her to make everything right for them.

“Here comes Ron,” Katie said.

He pulled up to the curb, stopped in front of where they were standing, and got out to open the trunk.

“Jason, help Ron put the luggage in the trunk,” Janet said.

He shot her an Aww, Mom look, and she gave him a stern look in return. He grabbed a couple of the smaller bags off the luggage cart and handed them to Ron without speaking to him. She shook her head and looked up toward the sky again. Oh, Jason, what is wrong with our son? While gazing up into the star-speckled darkness, she picked out the brightest point of light she could see. Silently, she made a wish.
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Chapter 2
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Janet awoke from the same dream that had haunted her for weeks: her husband standing at a distance, watching her daily tasks. Sometimes she was cooking dinner, other times getting the kids ready for school. The dream always ended the same—when she noticed him and tried to speak or touch him, he disappeared. Janet would then awaken, uneasy and saddened by her loss.

She rolled over and looked at the clock on the small table by the bed. Six a.m. It was early for her to get out of bed on a Saturday morning, especially with no rush to be anywhere in particular. However, she remembered both army life and life with a small baby. Katie and Ron would’ve already been up for probably an hour. She rose up and looked over the end of the bed at Mary’s cot. The cover had been tossed aside. Knowing her daughter, she’d probably heard everyone else stirring and got up to investigate the goings on in the rest of the house.

Janet grabbed her unpacked suitcase and tossed it on the bed. She and Katie had stayed up late catching up, leaving Janet too tired from her trip to put away clothes. She took out fresh underwear, a loose-fitting yellow cotton blouse, and white shorts. She laid them out, put on her bathrobe, and trotted across the hall to the bathroom.

As she reached for the knob to turn on the shower, she admired the brand-new plumbing fixtures. What a far cry from her twenty-year-old bathtub with its creaky handles and dripping water. She might have been tempted to spend a little extra time luxuriating under the steady stream of hot water, too, but she’d smelled the aroma of fresh-baked biscuits coming from the kitchen. Katie had started preparing breakfast, and she couldn’t leave her friend to do it all alone. She showered quickly and went back to the bedroom to dress in the casual clothes she’d laid out.

On her way to the kitchen, she peeked into Jeff’s room to see if her boys were up. Their cots were empty and made up. Had she been the only one in the house who had slept late?

“Did you sleep well last night?” Katie asked when she entered the kitchen.

“Oh, yes, it looks as if the Army is providing better beds as well as better housing. I see that my young ones made it out of bed before me.”

“They’re already outside playing,” Katie said. “I don’t know where Ron is. He left before I had gotten up.”

“What can I do to help with breakfast?” Janet asked.

Katie reached into the refrigerator, took out a carton of eggs, and handed them to her.

“How about scrambling eggs? The mixing bowls are in the cabinet next to the stove.”

Janet took down a large glass bowl from where Katie had indicated. She found a red-checked apron in the same drawer where she’d seen Katie’s dish towels and tied it around her waist.

“I have a treat for you,” Katie said. “We’re going to dinner tonight at the Officers’ Club with Ben and Carol.”

“That sounds nice but what about the kids?”

Katie handed her the eggbeater.

“One of the neighbors has a teenage daughter who likes to babysit,” Katie said. “I’ve already called, and she said she didn’t mind looking after the extra children.”

“How much does she charge? I should pay half,” Janet said.

“No, you don’t,” Katie said with a wave of her hand.

Cracking the eggs one by one, Janet dropped them into the bowl. She didn’t want Katie to think that she couldn’t afford to pay the babysitter. True enough, money had been tight but being thought of as a charity case was the last thing she wanted.

“I received a letter from Carol a few weeks ago,” Janet said. “She told me about Ben’s new job at the Pentagon and that they were going to be moving to D.C. Is she really excited about it or simply making an effort to put on a brave face?”

“She has mixed feelings about it, but of course, she’s happy. It’s a good opportunity for Ben. You know, he only had two choices—he could take a desk job or leave the Army.”

Janet pondered Katie’s comment. She’d known Ben for many years, and he hadn’t always been one of her favorite people. He had good points but also some bad ones.

“Has he really changed?” Janet asked. “I mean, do you think he’s being faithful to Carol now?”

“I think so. You know, when he came home from the war wounded so badly, and I think the way Carol looked after him made him think about how he’d treated her in the past.” She paused as if choosing her next words carefully. “To tell you the truth—I think Carol had fallen out of love with Ben, but having to nurse him back to health made her old feelings for him resurface.”

Reading between the lines, Janet contemplated Katie’s comment and realized that there might be more to the story. She wondered if the rumors she’d once heard were true. Officers’ wives had a knack for three things—giving parties, having babies, and spreading gossip. The scoop had been that Carol had been seen behaving inappropriately with a certain newspaper reporter. Word spread like the proverbial wildfire that she’d had an affair with the man. At the time, Janet refused to believe the rumors. The friend she knew would never do such a thing, even if Ben might have deserved it.
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