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It was a bright and sunny spring day, and Brad Henry felt great. And why shouldn’t he? He was forty-three years old, weighed the same as he did when he entered the Army at eighteen, he was married to the love of his life Joanna, they had three beautiful children, and he had his dream job. He was principal of Dr. Martin Luther King elementary school in rural Linville, Ohio. 

Brad was medically discharged from the Army after the IED that took out his Humvee outside Kandahar killed everyone but him. Brad was left with only partial use of his left hand. Fortunately, his non-dominate hand. Thus, his career in the Army of the United States of America ended long before he’d planned and his new life as a teacher and then administrator began. Everything seemed to work out.

Yes, everything in Brad’s life was perfect.

Well, almost everything.

Adjusting to his mangled hand had been relatively easy. It was the other problem which weighed on him daily. It was the sound he couldn’t get used to. He first heard it the day he woke up in the hospital on base. His body pulsated with pain and he counted the hours until the next dose of pain medication would be injected into his IV providing him with enough relief to get a few hours of sleep. Or at least he would’ve if not for the sound.
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