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Army Sergeant Major Kenneth (Ken) Novak, in full dress uniform, walked into the bank.  To his left he noticed a rather attractive lady sitting at a desk, and walked up to her.  “I’d like to open a new account, ma’am.”

“Have a seat solider.  Also, thanks for your service.”

“Thank you ma’am,” Ken replied, as he sat, and glanced at her left hand.

She smiled.  “I’m single.”

“Oops, caught me looking to see if you had a ring.  Sorry about that, but when I see a very good looking lady, it’s the first thing I do.  My rule number one is not to play around in my neighbor’s back yard.”

“Funny way of saying you like to play around, but at least have the decency to limit it to us single gals.”

“Please forgive my choice of words, better uttered in a man’s locker room, than in mixed company.”

She smirked, and replied, “Forgiven.  It’s always nice to have an older gentleman say nice things about my looks.  I did hear ‘good looking lady’ in there someplace.”  

“Oh, ho, she strikes back.  Shall we change the subject to my desire to open a new account?  I’m Ken, Kenneth Novak, and am planning on living nearby.”

“Good idea, to put me back to work.  I’m Brenda Jeffress, and I’m here at your service.  What type of account are you seeking?”

“Checking.  After I leave here, I’m driving down to Fort Leonard Wood to retire.  I’ve been home on leave, and found a place to buy here in Dardenne Prairie.  The contract has been approved by the owners, so I have an address to give you.  I want the account to reflect it, and I want the account opened to have an account for my retirement checks to be direct deposited into.”

“Well welcome to our little slice of Heaven.  I’m certain you’ll like living here.  I’ve found small town Missouri to be comfortable, and easy, to live in.”

“I hope so.  I’m staying with my folks in Chesterfield, which is nice, but a bit pricy for my tastes, and just stumbled onto the place I’m buying...for a lot less than the same house would cost in Chesterfield.”

“You sound a bit like me.  I’m an Army brat, well, actually Air Force.  My dad’s last duty assignment was Scott Air Force Base, which is a bit far from here, as you probably know.  I spent eight years in the Air Force, but got out after an uncomfortable deal with an officer.  Mom and dad live in Wentzville now, they moved there after he retired.  They liked the Midwest type of living, but didn’t want to live in Illinois due to the tax situation.  When I left the Air Force, I came to visit them, and also stumbled my way into Dardenne Prairie.  Found the job here, then moved here.  But, enough about me, you’ve got a full day ahead of you, so let’s get your account opened.”

They started the paperwork on the new account, but when he gave her what was to be his new address, she responded, “Hey, I know that place.  A friend of mine, and her husband, who is a Navy Admiral, own it...or owned it if you’re buying it.”

“Yeah, the real estate lady told me it belonged to a Navy Admiral.  She told me they, he and his wife, rehabbed an old farm house that will be their retirement home.  I found out a little more about it from the fella who put the security system in the place.  Bob Becker is his name, and he seems like a real nice guy...a retired Marine.  I met his wife, too.  She’s an attorney, and told me if I needed any help with any legal stuff to let her know.  Told me a retired Military guy would get a nice fat discount on her services.”

“Yeah, I know them, too.  Small world, isn’t it?  And, you’re right about them, good folks.”

They then got back to getting Ken’s account taken care of.  When they finished, he looked at her, and asked, “If it isn’t being too forward, are you open to going out with an old man?”

“Yeah, I sorta like old men.  Let me add my personal phone number, and my address, to the back of my business card attached to the top of your copy of the paperwork.  May I ask why you’re going back to Leonard Wood for your discharge?  Wouldn’t it be easier to just run over to Scott, and do it there?”

“I’m stationed at Leonard Wood.  Been attached to the training command, helping wet nosed kids become soldiers.  Funny about that, I went into a barracks a while back, and some young kid was fooling around with his rifle, and shot me in the butt.  I’d been shot before, but never on the backside of me.  I got in the habit of going at the bad guys, not running away from them.”

“I noticed your purple heart with all the other ribbons on your chest full of gingerbread.  See some clusters on it.  How many times?”

“A few, and no, none of them had anything to do with getting shot in a training barracks.”

“What happened to the kid who shot you?  And, how bad was it?”

“I understand his Drill Sargent reamed him out pretty good, but he still managed to graduate boot camp.  Thankfully, he only winged me.  Took a small chunk out of my rump.  I’ll probably be getting back late tonight, so how about having dinner with me tomorrow night?”

“Sure.  What time?  I get off at five.”

“Six?”

“Six works...you’ve got my address.”

“Casual okay?”

“Fine.  Oh, before I forget it, thanks for picking our bank to open your new account.”

“Thank you, it’s been my pleasure...really nice meeting you.”

“Same here, Sargent Major.”

***
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Ken got his retirement discharge, finished all the paperwork, and then headed to his parent’s home.  Arriving there, his father asked, “How’d it go, son?”

“Everything done I set out to do.  I’m free, unemployed and, but for you and mom, homeless.”

His mother replied, “You’ll never be homeless as long as we’re around, son.  Speaking of home, the one you bought will close tomorrow.  A very nice lady, by the name of Michelle called to tell you she pulled some strings, and she’ll see you at the Dardenne Prairie City Hall at ten sharp tomorrow.  When did you meet this nice lady?”

“I met her and her husband yesterday, at the place I’m buying.”

His father chuckled, before he said, “Darling, he saw right through your attempt to start on the ‘when are you going to find a lady to marry’ ploy.”

His mother pouted, as Ken replied, “Ya, mom, I did.  But for your information, I have a date tomorrow with a lady who I think would be a nice daughter-in-law for you.  She opened my account at the bank where I opened my new account.  Now back to Michelle calling about a closing tomorrow, I don’t see how it’s possible.  My loan application just went in yesterday.  But, she seems to be on the ball, so I’ll meet her as requested.  Her husband, by the way, was in the same business as me...he’s a retired Navy SEAL, but is a Marine, not Navy.”

His father asked, “Did you tell him you were Delta Force?”

“No, dad.  And he didn’t tell me he was a SEAL...Michelle did.  He gave her a mock dirty look, but let it pass.  Now, if you two don’t mind, I’m beat, so am hitting the sack.”

His mother replied, “Okay, son.  Oh, one thing I forgot, Michelle told me to tell you to bring your checkbook with you.”

At five minutes to ten, Ken arrived at the Dardenne Prairie City Hall.  Michelle, and the real estate lady who had sold him the home, were there to meet him.  Michelle led them into a conference room, and they all sat down, Ken being last to sit.  

Michelle then got right to work, “Okay, Ken, here’s the deal.  I have a power of attorney to handle many of the financial matters of the properties’ owner...including their real estate.  They asked me to go ahead and sell the place, price no problem.  I did check with them, and they agreed the price you offered was fine, to go ahead with the deal.  I’ve signed the contract, and if you have your checkbook with you, and are still willing to pay half the sales price in down payment, please dig it out and start writing.”

“Ah...what about my loan application?  Has it been approved this fast somehow?”

“Not exactly.  I also have a loan agreement for you to read over and sign.  Here it is.”

Ken took it, started to read, and often looked up at Michelle with a questioning look, but kept on reading afterwards.  When he finished, he asked, “Am I reading this correctly that you and Bob are making me the loan, interest free, with only a $200.00 a month payment required?”

“You are.  Bob pulled up your record, and after we both read it, we agreed to use some of our ‘laying around doing nothing money’ to do the deal.  We have a friend who gives Bob stock tips, and it drives me nuts trying to do our taxes each year, with all the money we pull in as a result.  As to the loan, if you’d like to keep the down payment, and put the entire sales price in the loan, goferit.”

“No thanks, I’m overwhelmed as it is.  Actually, if need be, I was ready to put even more down if the loan company wanted me to.  As much time as I’ve spent the last several years in the field, I haven’t had time to spend a whole lot.  When in the states, I’ve always stayed on base...I just didn’t want the hassle of worrying about a house as often as I was gone.”

“Or were in the hospital recovering from wounds.  Speaking of wounds, what in the heck happened at Leonard Wood?  Did one of your recruits actually shoot you in the rear end?”

Ken laughed.  “Yeah...but, it’s the only time I got shot from behind...I wasn’t too good at retreating.  You know, the old ‘the best defense is a good offense deal.’  But, how did you guys get hold of my records?”

“The good friend I mentioned has the most wonderful computer.  It’s better than anything the government, or any government has.  But, back to our deal...are you ready to sign the loan agreement?”

“I’d be nuts not to.  But, as I do, I’m already wondering how in the world I’d ever be able to thank you.”

“I think you just did...sign.  Oh, and give me your check for half the price.”

Ken did both, and then Michelle wrote a commission check to the real estate lady.  As she handed it to her, she also tilted her head to Ken.  “Mindy, please give Mr. Novak the keys to his new home.  I’ll take care of filing the transfer of ownership deed.  I have the existing deed, and a copy of my power of attorney with me.”

Mindy took her check, handed over the keys, thanked Michelle and Ken, and asked, “Are you finished with me?  I have another property to show.”

“Get.  Remember, not a word of this deal to anyone.  I don’t want a line of folks lining up at my front door after favorable loans.”

“I know the drill, Michelle.  You already know how much I think of you and Bob, but just a reminder, as far as I’m concerned you two are saints.”

“Be gone with you, go sell your house.”

After Mindy left, Michelle stood up.  “Wait here while I go file the deed, and get you the new one.”

Ken sat there thinking there must really be a Santa Clause, and he’s just found out Santa is a beautiful lady, with a great figure.  Then as he added, a married lady, to his thoughts, he smiled.

When Michelle returned, she got out a large envelope, and placed a packet of material in it.  Handing it to Ken, she explained, “All the documents you need are in there, along with my card.  I’d suggest you get a safe deposit box, or at least get a fireproof something for your home.  Our business about your new home is complete, but before I go, I want to thank you for not pressing the matter of the computer Bob and I have access to.  The one where we found your full records...including your Delta Force time, and missions.  Mindy is a sweetheart, but has no concept of Top Secret material.”

“I dig it, but I’d still like to know how you were able to get my full record jacket?  I mean, there are only a few people authorized to even be aware of my Delta Force missions.”

“Well, it takes some explaining, and I’m not at liberty to give you the full story.  What I can tell you is we have good friends in high places, fewer now than we once did, but enough to get into about any computer the government has.  With access to the computer, and a few codes to go with it, we can go most any place.  I know what I just gave you isn’t much, but it’ll have to do.  I can tell you that Bob, being a SEAL, was quite impressed with your record.  Me being a civilian, was flabbergasted...well done, my friend.  You have a career to be very proud of.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Yeah, thanks for aging me with that shot...ma’am my foot, it’s Michelle.  In our circle of friends, we use first names.”

“I guess if I replied, ‘yes, ma’am,’ you’d slug me.”

“Good guess, sport.  I forgot something here, about your new home.  Mindy wasn’t informed of this, because we wanted to see who she found to buy your new home, but the furnishings go with it, and all the foodstuffs.  The perishable stuff is long gone, and some of the things there now may be dated, so read the labels if you’re so inclined.  If there are any pieces of furniture you don’t want, let me know and Bob can pick them up.  We have a charitable outfit we give things like that to.”

“Wow, this deal just keeps on getting better and better.  Thanks a heap.  I was dreading having my mother insisting on ‘helping’ me furnish the place.  Not because she couldn’t do a good job of it, but because she’d drive me nuts in the process.  What about the next door neighbors?  Do you know them, and what do you think of them?”

“Owned by the same folks as the one you just bought.  It’s not for sale, because it is set aside for the wife’s family.  It was her place in the first place, and the one you’ve just bought belonged to the parents of the husband.  They were good friends of mine, and died in an auto accident.  He and his adopted daughter lived there for a few days.  Just while he came into town to settle his folks estate.  He met the lady who lived next door, and the rest is history.  They fell in love, and got married.  The daughter was the daughter of a friend of his, who died in action.  It had been prearranged that if he did die in action, his friend would take custody of the little girl.  In time he formally adopted her, and she’s a sweetheart.  Going to go into the Naval Academy in the next year or so.  Now you have the full history of the home you’ve bought, and I’m happy to say, the sellers will be pleased as punch that it sold to you.  Oh, did I mention he’s a SEAL, too.  No longer can function in that capacity, due to some severe injuries, so became what he calls a Blue Water Sailor...and now has a star on his sleeve, and will probably get at least one more before he hangs it up.  So, from where I sit, one heck of a man, sold to one heck of a man.  I love it, and I love being a part of it.”

“Thanks for the background of the building.”

“You’re welcome.  Now I’ve got one for you, what in the world were you doing at the Fort Leonard Wood training center?  I mean with your background.”

“I had announced my intention to retire, and was asked to put some grit in the training process on my way out the door.  I guess someone figured a tough old Delta Force Sergeant Major could do the job.  Little did they know what a pussy cat I am.”

“Yeah, I bet.  Well, you’ve got a house to move into, and I’ve got a husband who’ll be wondering what took me so long to take care of a simple transaction like this one.”

“One question before you go.  I’ve got a date tonight, and was wondering if you could tell me a good place in Dardenne Prairie to take her.  One that casual wear works.”

Michelle laughed.  “You certainly move fast, to have a date already.  But, if you don’t mind the possibility of bumping into Bob and me, I can give you the name of a place with great food.  We’re eating there tonight.  We discussed it this morning, and neither of us came up with a good idea of what we wanted to cook, so we’re going on our own date.  If we happen to see you there, we’ll behave, and leave you alone on your date.  Just a polite wave, or something.”

“No problem.  What’s the name of the place, and how do I find it?”

Michelle told him, and they both left City Hall.

Ken then drove to his new home.  After walking through it, he started the process of moving his things from his parent’s home to his.  His mother, of course, insisted on helping.  He joked to her, “You just want to see my place.  I don’t have all that much to move, mom.”
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At ten to six, he drove into Brenda’s driveway.  As he reached for the doorbell, the door opened.  “I should have known an Army guy would be on time.  Let’s go.”

Brenda pulled the door shut behind her, and when they reached his car, he opened the door for her.  After circling the car, and getting in, she asked, “Where are we going?”

He told her, and she replied, “Great choice.  The food there is very good.”

“I cheated...I asked Michelle for advice on where to take a lady on a date.”

“Punctual, and honest, two good marks, sir.”

“Beautiful, and ready to go on my arrival, two for you.”

“Thank you, kind sir, for the nice remarks on my looks, for the second time since I’ve known you.  Did you call Michelle to ask her?”

“No, I did so after we closed on the property, which I have already moved into.”

“How did you manage to get that taken care of so fast?”

“In a word...Michelle.”

“She certainly is something...always a step ahead, and always right.  What about furniture?”

“It came furnished.  All I had to do to move in, was get my personal belongings and move on in.”

“Leave it to Michelle.  You really lucked out to have her involved in this deal.”

“Tell me about it.”

They continued to talk until Ken pulled onto the restaurant’s parking lot.  Brenda observed, “Drove straight to it, without the least hesitation...well done.”

“Again I cheated.  Michelle gave me directions, and I did a dry run...from my place, to your home, to here.”

“Do you have any shortcomings I should know about?  So far, you’re too perfect to be real.”

“I’ll keep you away from my folks, so you don’t find out all my faults.”

“Ah ha, he has secrets only to be found out from his mom and dad.  Did you tell Michelle I was your date?”

“Nope, let her find out on her own.”

“Well, I’ll tell her tomorrow...after I see how it went.”

“Goferit.”

As he spoke, Ken got out of the car, and walked around to open the door for Brenda, but she already had it opened, so he just gave her a hand getting out.

Inside, they walked up to the stand of the hostess, and Ken said, “I have reservations for two, in the name of Novak.”

As the hostess reached for two menus, she replied, “Please follow me, Mr. Novak.”

But before any of the three moved, a man raced in the door, and pointed the gun in his hand at one of the waitresses.  Ken, standing on the right of Brenda, and therefore nearest him, gave a vicious karate chop to the man’s wrist, breaking it, and causing the gun to fall from his grip.

At the same time, Bob, who was facing the front of the building at an angle, also saw the man getting ready to shoot the waitress.  He jumped up from his chair, sending it flying toward another customer, took one step, and then dove to tackle the waitress, with his back toward the gunman.  They went down in a heap, and the tray of food she had been carrying fell to the floor.

Also at the same time, Michelle, seeing the gunman raise his weapon, reached into her purse, and started to raise the gun she had in it.  But, on seeing Ken had the matter under control, put it back, and got out her phone.  Then, very calmly, she called 911.  She identified herself, and where she was, and then added, “A man with a gun, came in and pointed it at a waitress.  Another customer gave him a chop to his wrist, and now has him on the floor.  He has a knee at the man’s throat, and you best hurry because it looks to me like he’s gonna kill the man shortly.”

Actually by then, Ken had the man on the floor, with his knee in the middle of the man’s back, and his uninjured arm twisted behind his back.  He also saw a man reaching for the gun, and ordered, “Leave the gun where it is.  Don’t put your prints on it.  Someone call 911.”

Several people soon got their phones out, and made the requested call.  It took the police less than four minutes to arrive.  When the first officer came in, Ken pointed at the gun. “You might want to pick that up, with gloves on, and put it in an evidence bag.  You also might want to put the safety on, before putting it in the bag.”

When a second police officer came in, Ken stood up.  “He’s all yours.  This worthless waste of skin, pointed the gun your partner is retrieving at the young lady over there, standing next to the man who was going to save her life, if I failed to get the man down, without his gun.”

The police officer helped the gunman up, and went to handcuff him, but the man screamed out in pain, “That bastard broke my wrist.”

About that time, several people started talking at once, and Ken loudly ordered, “Hey, folks, how about holding it down so these guys can do their jobs.  They’ll want to talk to everyone, but give ‘em a chance to get organized.

Just then a police Sergeant came in, and added to what he’d heard Ken say, “Please do as this man suggested.  We’ll get everyone’s statement as soon as we can.”

At that point, the owner of the business came up, and held out his hand to Ken.  He quickly introduced himself, and Ken did the same, then the two men shook hands.  At the same time, one of the customers whispered to Bob, “Nice tackle, but that is my food on the floor.”

The owner then went to the waitress, and asked, “Are you okay, Amy?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.  But, the restraining order I got on that idiot, didn’t seem to work too well.  Thanks for the effort, Bob.”

The owner asked, “Amy, do you want to take the rest of the night off?”

“Heck no.  We’re packed, so you need me here.  Anyhow, what would I do at home, just sit there trembling thinking about what nearly happened?”

“Appreciate it, honey.  But if it gets too much for you, just pack up, and go home.”

Bob smiled, and replied to Amy, “Hope I didn’t rattle your cage too much.  Ken, the fellow who took down your friend, did a better job of handling the situation than I did.”

Ken, who had moved over to stand next to Brenda, looked at her, and asked, “What do you think of our first date so far?”

“It is exciting, but I’m hungry.”

“Yeah, me too.  But, it may be a while.”

Michelle walked up to them, and asked Ken, “So this is your date?  You could have told me, especially after I told you we’d be here, too.  Hi, Brenda.”

“Hi, Michelle.  Ken didn’t tell me you would be eating at this place, even though knew you’d be here.”

While they were talking, the police Sergeant ordered the officer with the gunman, “Take this gentleman to the hospital, get his wrist taken care of, take him in, and book him.  For now you can book him on attempted murder, we’ll add other charges as we gather some information.  I’ll take care of his phone call when I get back, for now just dump him in a holding cell, and hurry on back here to give us a hand.  Before you go, read him his rights, with all these witnesses around.”

Then, in a loud voice, the Sergeant suggested, “I’d appreciate it if everyone would sit back down at the table you were at.  If you have food, go ahead and eat it while it’s hot.  One by one, we’ll get statements from everyone, and we’ll tape ‘em unless you have an objection.  If you do, we’ll get back to you after we’ve taken statements from everyone else.”

Then he told his other officer to start taking statements, and asked the owner if he’d make a statement.

The owner replied, “Not much I can tell you.  I was in my office.  I got word of a ruckus, after the fact, and came out here...after your officers had arrived.”

“Okay, thanks.  You can go ahead and get your business up and running again, while we do our thing...we’ll try to hurry it along every chance we get.”

The Sergeant then walked over to Ken, Brenda, and Michelle.  He looked at Ken and asked, “Do you feel like giving me a statement...recorded statement?”

“Yes, sir,” then gave his statement.

The Sergeant then turned to Brenda, and asked, “How about you, ma’am?”

Brenda quickly gave her statement, and then Michelle, standing nearby gave hers as well.

“Okay, folks, thanks.  Enjoy the rest of our evening.”

Michelle went back to her table, where Bob was already sitting.

Just as Ken was about to ask Brenda something, the owner walked up to them, and addressed Ken, “I’d like to thank you again, and if you’ll follow me, I’ll show you to a table.  As you can see, our hostess is giving her statement, and I don’t want you folks to wait any longer.  Amy has asked to be your waitress.  One is to assume she is interested in giving a word or two of thanks to you.”

Ken looked at Brenda, who nodded, so he replied, “Lead the way.”

After they were seated, before Amy arrived, Brenda looked at Ken.  “I bet you were about to ask if I wanted to stay here...you bet I do.  Let’s just hope we don’t have a stream of folks coming over to pat you on the back, and so forth.”

“You just nailed the reason I was going to ask you if you wanted to stay.”

Just then, a man rushed into the building.  The Sergeant hurried to him, and ordered, “Get out of here.  This is a crime scene, and you can wait outside for your story.  I’ll have a statement to make when we’re finished interviewing all the witnesses.”

“Aw come on Sergeant, this is gonna be the story of the day.”

“Nobody reads your rag, so no big deal.”

“Not nice.”

“Nice or not, get out of here.  The press can just behave, for a change.”

“At least tell me what happened.”

“A guy came in, aimed his gun at someone, but was disarmed by a customer, before he could fire it.  Now get out of here, or go in cuffs...your choice.”

“Who guy with gun, and which customer?”

“You’re trying my patience...get, now.”

“Yeah, okay.”

The Sergeant shook his head, and went to Amy.  “You care to give a statement, ma’am?”

“I already did, to the other officer.”

“Oh, okay, carry on.”

Amy then went to Ken and Brenda’s table.  “Before I take your order, I’m Amy, as you’ve no doubt heard in the last little bit, and I want to thank you, sir, for what you did.”

“I’m Ken, and this wonderful lady, is Brenda.  You’re welcome for my little bit of interference with that fella.”

They talked for just a few seconds before she took their order, and went to turn it in.

As she left, Brenda smiled.  “And so it starts.  Before anyone else comes over, I want to get my two cents worth in.  Way to go, Ken.  I’m very proud to be sitting here, with the hero of the night.  You moved so fast, it seemed like only a split second, and you had the guy on the floor with a broken wrist.”

“Glad you appreciate my fancy footwork.”

“I bet you’re a good dancer.”

“I’ll take the bet.  My fancy footwork doesn’t extend to the dance floor.”

“Yippee, at last I find something you’re not top of the class in.  The first flaw in an otherwise perfect man.”

As she spoke, she reached across the table, and rubbed the back of his hand, and asked, “I noticed you mentioned ‘first date’ earlier, would that imply you expect there to be more dates?”

He turned his hand over, took hers in his, and answered, “Not so much ‘expect’ as hope.  How about tomorrow night?”

“Yes.”

Michelle noticed the hand holding from her table, and with Bob sitting next to her, rather than across the table from her, nudged him, and tilted her head in their direction. 

Bob looked over, and grumbled, “Stop it Michelle.  Don’t start pushing the situation, let them find their own pace.”

“Whatever do you mean?”

“Oh hush, you know exactly what I mean.  Next thing I know, you’ll be on the horn to Holly, to get her down here to assist in the Cupid movement.”

“Now there’s an idea.”

“Not much of one.”

“How about we invite them over tomorrow night for supper at our place?”

“How about not.”

“Come on, killjoy.”

“Okay, on our way out, you can invite them over...but no pushing the romance along.”

“I’d never do anything like that.”

“Yeah, right.”

As they spoke, Amy delivered their food, and as soon as she left the table, the owner arrived.  “Mr. Novak...”

“Hold it right there, the name is Ken, please use it.  Mr. Novak makes me feel old.”

“Okay, Ken, whatever you say.  I’m Jerry. Anyhow, as a small token of our appreciation of what you did earlier, I just wanted to let you know, your meal is on the house...as will it be any other time you grace our establishment with your presence.”

“That’s not necessary.”

“Oh yes it is.  Tomorrow night, and for several nights afterward, we’ll be packed with people wanting to come in to get a firsthand story of what took place.  As awful as it is to say, something like this is good for business.”

“Just as you like, so I’ll just thank you...as gracefully as I can.”

Jerry then patted Ken on the back, and said, “Enjoy your meal, you two.”

They were well into their meal, when Bob and Michelle approached the table.  Ken looked up and smiled.  “I understand you made one heck of a flying tackle, Bob.  I only glanced up when I heard a food tray and food smashing into the floor, and saw you on top of her.”

Michelle joked, “And, while it was a quick move, a well done one, I better never see him on top of her again.”

Bob shook his head, but asked, “How would you two like to join us at our place for a cookout, or more like a cook in, tomorrow night?  There’ll be another couple or two...maybe.”

Ken looked at Brenda, who nodded, and then he replied, “Okay sounds good.  Thanks for the invite.  How do I find you?”

“Call me when you get home, it’s sorta a long winded deal, and I don’t want to interrupt your meal any longer.”

“Will do, thanks again.”

“You’re welcome.  Come on wife, let’s let this date go on without our presence.”

“Yes, dear.”

Bob asked, “Did you two hear that?  It’s a once in a blue moon occurrence when she utters those words, you must be a good influence on her, thanks.”

Michelle slugged him, hard, on his arm, but followed along as he headed toward the front door.

Left alone to finish their meal, except for a few well-wishers stopping by to thank Ken for his actions, they chatted about things other than the night’s events.  Finally, when finished eating, including dessert, Ken signaled Amy over.  

On arriving, she shook her head.  “Your bill is paid.”

As he stood up, and reached into his pocket, Ken replied, “No mention was made of a tip for you.”

As he did, he pulled out his money clip, and extracted the bill from the bottom of the fold.  He folded it into quarters, and put it in Amy’s hand.  She looked at the bill, and said, “Awe, come on, this is too much.”

Ken ignored her, and helped Brenda into her coat, before putting his own on.  “Have a nice rest of your evening, Amy.  Thanks for the great service.”

In his car, as he started it, Brenda asked, “Was that a hundred dollar bill?”

“Could have been.”

“Okay, I get it, mind my own business.  Fair enough.  By-the-way, I like your Lincoln.”

“Got a deal on it, it’s five years old.  A bird Colonel retiring a few weeks before me, was heading to Wyoming for his retirement, and didn’t want to drive all that far.  His wife had already moved into their new home there, and had another car.  He planned on getting a new one.”

Reaching Brenda’s home, he went around to help her out of the car, and walked her to the front door.  She looked at him for a few seconds, and nearly whispered, “I’d like to invite you in for coffee...or something.  But, if you wanted to pass on the coffee and get on to the ‘something’ we both know what would happen.  I’d like to hold off on the ‘something.’  But, I would like a goodnight kiss, if you’re in the mood.”

The following kiss was passionate, and lasted a looong time.  When it was over, Brenda fumbled around to get her keys out, and hurried through her door, tossing a “goodnight” over her shoulder.

Inside, after shutting the door, she sagged to the floor, and leaned back against it.  

Then she muttered aloud, “Oh boy, do I want his guy.  I’ve never ever, ever, ever, felt this way about any man before.”

From his home, Ken called Bob, and got the directions to the Becker estate.  Bob also asked if Ken had GPS capabilities in his car, and when told he did, gave him the coordinates.
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In the morning, Ken was up early and making his breakfast.  The previous day, he had purchased a few food items, including eggs, bacon, bread, butter, and coffee.  His choice of breakfast limited to those items, he settled for two eggs, three slices of bacon, one piece of toast, and coffee. When he finished, and had cleaned up, he started making a grocery shopping list.

As he poured a second cup of coffee, his phone rang.  He smiled, and answered, “Hello, General.  Are you calling to wish me a happy retirement?”

“Sorry, no.  Ken, I’ve just cut orders returning you to active duty.”

“Give me a break, General.  I’ve only been retired two days.  I hope you’re joking.”

“I wish I were.  You are one of two men I think can handle this matter...the other one retired a year ago, and is now a cop in a small town in Montana...you know who I’m talking about.   He’s married, and his wife is expecting...so it’s gonna be you.  Trust me, when I tell you what’s up, you’ll take care of it willingly, if not happily.  I’m not going to discuss it further on the phone.  Are you presently located at the address on your retirement papers?”

“Yeah, just finished breakfast, and was getting ready to enjoy a second cup of coffee...before you called, and ruined my day.”

“Good, I have your escorts arriving there in the next ten or fifteen minutes.  Do you still have your ACUs?”

“Yes, sir”

“Get ‘em on...dress warm.  We’ve got a timing issue, so don’t delay too long when your escorts get there.”

“Yes, sir.”

Ken put his phone down, rubbed his hand over his face, and nearly screamed.  He knew what he had to do, and he hated it.  He looked at his watch, saw it was ten to seven, and reluctantly picked up is phone.  He called Brenda, who answered, “Hi, it’s a bit early, isn’t it?  I’m up because I have to go to work, what’s your excuse?”

“Brenda, there is no easy way to tell you this, but I’ve been called back to active duty.  I’m back in the Army.”

“What, can they just up and do that?”

“Afraid so.  Once you sign on the dotted line to enter the service, you belong to the government for the rest of your life.  You, having served, could get a call today telling you were active duty again, and off you’d go.  No matter age, or anything else.”

“You mean my dad could even get called back to active duty as old as he is?”

“Yup.  Anyhow, I don’t know how long I’ll be gone, but know as soon as I get back, you’ll be the first person I call.”

“Do you know why?  Are you going someplace, and if so where?”

“Don’t know why, or where I may be headed.  I probably couldn’t tell you if I did know.  I’ve gotta run, dear.  I’ve only got a few minutes to get ready...they’re sending a car after me.”

“I liked that...‘dear,’ I mean.  I’ll be waiting for you, come home in one piece, please.” 

Ken was dressed, and waiting, when his doorbell rang.  An Air Force Master Sergeant was standing there.  Ken nodded.  “Master Sergeant, I’m the guy you’re looking for, Sergeant Major Ken Novak, let’s go.”

“Glad you’re ready, Sergeant Major...the importance of timing was stressed to me by the 3-Star who sent us to gather you in.  Also glad to see you’re traveling light, the General told me to tell you he has a war bag ready for you.  Congratulations on being on active duty again.”

“I see my General still has sense of humor.  I suppose he told you I retired two days ago.”

“Yes he did.  He also told me to give you the congratulations I just did.  I hate to admit this, but I had no idea they could just call retired folks back to active duty at any time.”

“Yup, and anyone else who has served.  Where are we headed?”

“Whiteman Air force Base.”

“Home of the B-2.”

“Yes.”

“I assume you have other planes there.”

“Some, but we’re to take you to a special B-2 ready room...that is a B-2 is being specially outfitted for something.”

“I sure hope it’s not for me to jump out of.”

“Once airborne, the hatches of the plane can’t be opened, except in case of an emergency...in which case they are blown off.”

“That’s comforting, I’m in no mood to be jumping out of a B-2.”

“To the best of my knowledge, no one ever has.”

“Do you have anything else to tell me about this deal?”

“No.  We’re not even allowed in the special ready room...can’t even peek inside when we deliver you.”

“I’m liking what I hear less and less.”

“Don’t blame you.  Did you enjoy your two days of being a civilian?”

“Actually, yeah, I did.  For starters, I fell in love, and on our first date, got to tackle a guy who came into the restaurant of said first date intent on killing one of the waitresses.”

“I dated my wife for a year, before I proposed.  Sounds like you are moving quicker than I ever did.”

“Well, I haven’t proposed...yet.  But, I feel pretty comfortable in saying whenever I do, she’ll accept.  We seem to mesh real well.  I never met a gal I feel so comfortable with...and she’s a looker to boot.”

“Good luck.”

Just then, Ken’s phone rang.  He looked at the caller ID, shrugged, and answered, “Hi, Michelle.  I was gonna call Bob in a while to let him know we can’t make it tonight.  I’ve been returned to active duty.  I only have a vague idea of why, but even if I knew, I probably couldn’t tell you.  I also have no idea if, or make it when, I’ll be back in town.  I already called Brenda to let her know.”

“Funny how things work out Ken.  Bob isn’t here, so I’m calling to tell you we were off for tonight.  He’s gone to do something or the other with two friends, so I’m sitting here with my best friend, and co-wedding planner.  Where would you like to get married?  I ask that so Holly and I can start doing some pre-planning.”

“You’re putting the cart before the horse, Michelle.  I haven’t even proposed...yet.”

“See, you have enough sense to add the ‘yet’ to your comment.  Unless you have a better idea, and depending on the size of the wedding party, you can use our place, or a nice B&B in Hardin, Montana, or at my friends’ place not too far from there.  Think it over.”

“When...note I said when, not if, we do decide on such a thing, Brenda should make those decisions with you.  So long.”    

Ken told the two Air Force men about the call, and they joked about it, and then they continued to chat, with the Senior Airman driving the car joining in, until they reached the base.  

When they drove to, and quickly through the main gate, Ken asked, “Security here seems pretty lax, considering this is the home of the B-2.”

“Ha,” the Master Sergeant replied, “the security here is tight as a drum.  You’re just a special case...a 3-Star tends to get his way on things.  You were already checked in.”

“Yeah, this 3-star in question has a habit of getting his way about things.  I bet the Pentagon folks will be happy when he retires.”

When the car stopped at a large hangar, the Master Sergeant led Ken to the door, and held out his hand.  As Ken shook it, he was told, “This is as far as I go.  Good luck.”

Ken went through the door, was nodded in by another Air Force Master Sergeant, and saw the B-2 sitting there, being feverously worked on.  He also saw the 3-Star General, and two old friends, men he had served with in Delta Force for the last few years.  He also saw, at his fast count, seven Air Force personnel.  

Ken walked forward, as the 3-Star walked in his direction.  Ken saluted, the salute was returned, and then the two men shook hands.  As they did, the General said, “Sorry about this, Ken, but come over to the drafting table I managed to acquire.”

As they walked to the large drafting table, the two men Ken knew walked up, shook his hand, and he hugged both.  One tilted his head toward the B-2.  “She’s a beauty isn’t she, Ken?  Wait until you hear what’s in store for us.”

“I think I’ve got an idea already.  Are we gonna jump out of that thing?”

“Good guess.”

“Crap.”

The General patted Ken on the back, “I heard that.”

“I suspect you’ll hear more of the same from me, sir.”

On reaching the drafting table, Ken saw the detailed map spread out there, and saw the picture of a man pinned in the corner of the table.  He was familiar with both.  He grunted, “Okay, General, I’m much less unhappy now.  I assume you have intelligence he’s there at the place I’ve previously been to?”

“That’s my man.  Yes, he’s supposed to be there, for two or three days, starting today.”

Ken glanced at his two friends. “Okay fellas, the reason I’m involved with this is because I’ve been there.  I led a ten man team up to where we’re likely to go.  One of the guys on the team was a Master Sergeant at the time, but made Sergeant Major a short time later.  He’s now retired, like I was until this morning.  But, he has a wife, and she is pregnant...thus, here I am.  As to our obvious target, as you know, he’s ISIS, and has a history of cutting people’s heads off.  If ever there was a guy needing to be killed, he’s it.”

The General patted Ken on the back again, and added to what he’d said, “The other eight fellas on that mission are already engaged in something else, and timing is crucial on this deal.  So, Ken is the only one we have available who has been where you three are going.  Knowing the terrain is important on this mission.  Show them the route you took last time, Ken.”

Ken traced the route on the map with his finger.  “Up here where I just stopped my finger, it you guys will note, there are two nice peaks...the last time around, there was a guard posted both places.  Fortunately we spotted them in time to take them out, before going on to high ground, above where I’m now pointing.  In addition to the tents we’ll find there, they have a cave...a very deep one.  So, we best not miss our first shots.  General, is there supposed to be anyone else there we’re very interested in?”

“Not that I’m aware of.”

“Okay, we get there, we take out our target, and as many of his group as we can, then how do we get out of Dodge?  Last time, we just retraced out steps, back into Afghanistan...which we obviously can’t do this time.”

The General unrolled a thin, see through, piece of material, and laid it on the map.  When he had it lined up, with the map showing through, it had a lightly traced route out of the area.  As he traced the new route with his finger, the General answered, “Instead of here, where you curled around to head back the way you came, you just keep on going straight, until you reach where my finger is now.  You’ll be met there.  Three men will be waiting for you in an Embassy small limo.  I will show you a photo of the man in charge, his name is Jim.  He will introduce you to the other men with him, all by first names only.  Please do not inquire about their last names.  They are civilians, all three retired Marines.  I called in a ten year old favor to get their cooperation.  They actually came up with the extraction plan for me.”
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