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Chapter 1. Thad - On The
Road To OBX

Thaddeus Rogers, Thad for short, cranked up
the volume on the new sound system in his old Jeep Cherokee and was
rewarded with the sounds of “The Very Best of Little Richard”
blaring from the speakers. “Long Tall Sally” was just ending and
the classic rock song, “Good Golly Miss Molly,” was starting as the
first of the raindrops hit his windshield. Thad flipped on the
wipers and smiled to himself as he realized that the wipers slapped
a rhythm almost in time with the music.

The old truck might look a little rough
cosmetically, but this was his off-road and fun vehicle and it was
in immaculate mechanical condition. He used it to off-road with his
buddies and had compartments bolted to the inside of the body. They
were designed to carry a camp stove, coffee pot, emergency weather
radio, and an old fashioned battery operated citizens band (CB)
radio, as well a battery operated hurricane lantern. He also had
enough emergency flares to start his own fireworks show. To say
that Thad believed in being prepared would be a bit of an
understatement.

Right now he focused on the rainy road.
Granted this wasn’t much of a rain shower but it did make the road
a little slippery. And he knew from experience that drivers in this
part of Virginia did not handle their vehicles very well in rain.
It never ceased to amaze him how they could whip in and out of
traffic with apparent abandon in pickup trucks and cars that were
notorious for hydroplaning into each other. Driving in Virginia in
the rain was what his old Air Force buddies would have called a
“heads up” environment.

A call of “heads up” was the Air Force
equivalent of an Army guy yelling “incoming.” Both were alerts to
danger but where the Army dealt with specific danger from mostly
one direction. The Air Force, on the other hand, dealt with
unspecified threats from all directions and from all altitudes.
Somehow Virginia drivers in vehicles that were too light in the
rear end on water slick pavements just seemed more like a “heads
up” than an “incoming” environment.

But still, even despite this little drizzle,
it had started as a very nice day and Thad felt good, really good.
So nothing was going to put a damper on his good mood today. It
just felt right to be wearing a Tee shirt and shorts instead of a
suit. And it felt good to be wearing sneakers instead of a pair of
dress shoes. It also felt really good to be driving his fun car for
a change and listening to his music loud, instead of driving around
between appointments looking and acting respectable.

It also felt good to not be worried about
the availability of materials, or botched orders, or transportation
strikes or the endless negotiations that went with all these
things. It also felt good not to be worried about large government
contracts. Large government contracts needed to be handled
carefully so as not to violate one of the rules that nobody seemed
to know existed until after somebody violated one.

Thad Rogers liked his job; in truth he liked
his job a lot. He had in fact created his job in a niche market and
it had become very lucrative for him. Wearing a suit to look
respectable most mornings was his usual attire as he left his home
in a gated community and drove his Mercedes SUV out to a job site
or to one of the government offices with whom he had to deal on a
regular basis.

But the whole idea of the next two to three
weeks or so was to get away from the day-to-day concerns and work
headaches and just be with the family. Well, OK make that family
plus his sister’s BFF and her kids. But it didn’t matter because
today was Saturday 14 March 2020 and the rest of his people, his
family, were headed this way. The plan was to gather on North
Carolina’s beaches, but they would not start showing up until
Monday at the earliest.

After a relatively short drive of a few
hours he expected he would have the remainder of Saturday and then
all day Sunday. If they were as slow to start, as his family
usually was, he would also have most of Monday to himself. He would
have a little, seldom found, much coveted, quality time with
himself. After that he would have to be the nice and polite and a
socially acceptable Southern Gentleman his family knew him to
be.

Actually, by inclination, and by education,
and even by training he was exactly that, a Southern Gentleman.
Thad Rogers was a refined son of the South, with a terrific
education from the Military College of South Carolina, The Citadel.
He was also a United States Air Force veteran who had deployed
overseas and who had spent time in combat. He even had the medals
someplace in a sock drawer to prove it! For what it was worth, that
sock drawer was in his walk-in closet, off his master bedroom
suite, in the previously mentioned lovely home in Williamsburg,
Virginia.

But, who knows, here at the beach alone,
maybe he would go really wild and rebellious and not even bother
wearing socks. He didn’t even need a sock drawer here and maybe he
would not even shave tomorrow morning. Or, maybe he would go for
his daily run and come back all sweaty and just sit around on the
deck without even bothering to shower immediately. Yeah buddy, this
could be a wild and crazy time indeed.

But that would be later today and right now
he needed the music to help him concentrate. His sister, Lucy, had
just called, which is why the music had been turned down in the
first place. He had always had a great relationship with this
sister, Lucille, but everyone and I mean everyone called her Lucy.
It was the kind of relationship that many would envy. They had
always been close as kids and that had continued as adults. On the
other hand, things were almost always strained with their younger
sister, who was the resident family drama queen, Vivan.

Viv, his youngest sister, on the other hand,
seemed to believe she was at the center of the universe.
Consequently the rest of the family, and by extension the rest of
the world, were all a part of her supporting cast. To put it
bluntly it did not matter what was happening. All that mattered in
her life was how some “thing” or “incident” or whatever it was,
affected her or her plans, her dreams or her kids. She was the
“star” and everyone else were just the “extras” on a stage-set in a
real life reality show staring Viv.

Thad paused just a minute as his thoughts
drifted to the youngest sibling who ironically had always been the
peacemaker. That role had devolved to that young man almost as soon
as he had been born. But, the family peacemaker would not be here
for this family gathering. For that matter he would never be at a
family gathering again, at least not in this life.

Thad’s youngest brother had always found a
way of bringing everyone together but Todd had met his maker in
Afghanistan in a convoy. Todd had been the victim of an IED down
some nameless road in that hellhole where so many others had died.
Sometimes Thad wondered why the devil we, the U.S. military forces,
were even still there. Of course he knew that just pulling out, or
leaving, would just set up the bad guys for a return to power.

But Thad had come to terms
with the personal loss about a year ago and he had even managed to
push his feelings and emotions into a little mental compartment.
Then he had turned the key and locked that little compartment away
from the view of others; at least for now. His younger brother had
been an Army Special Forces guy and Todd knew the risks. But damn
it all, 2nd Lieutenant Todd Rogers had been so young and had so much to
live for.

Thad also knew that the remaining three
siblings were hoping to pull things together for their mom with
this family gathering. Todd’s death meant their mom had lost her
youngest just two years after the death of her husband, Fred, short
for Frederick Rogers, their dad. In fact that was a big part of
what this trip was all about; except, it was now changing and
starting to morph into something else even as he drove along.

The emerging eruption of the COVID pandemic
was playing havoc with all their careful plans and this was getting
tougher and tougher to keep together with each passing day. Their
family was like so many others that had scattered all up and down
the eastern part of the U.S. going wherever prosperity took them.
Planning to get everyone together had been a herculean effort at
coordinating schedules and handling conflicts.

Thad also knew that this location, Corolla
Beach in North Carolina, was his idea and he wanted it to all work
very well. He had been the one who had spent the most time planning
and coming up with alternatives for everyone. Actually, for that
matter he had entertainment backups for almost anyone, who showed
up, or who might show up.

The whole family knew the Outer Banks well
from the time their father had worked at the Navy Yard in the area.
As young kids they had loved going to the beaches of Corolla, North
Carolina the most. There were big comfortable houses looking out on
the sea grass making its way out to the dunes and the beach beyond.
The idea now was to gather the family and some friends, courtesy of
Lucy’s influence with the family, for about two or maybe three
weeks on those same beaches from their childhood.

Of course the beach now had grown beyond
charming to almost obscene in its opulence. It was rapidly becoming
just one long line of multi-story houses with ten or more bedrooms
capable of sleeping twenty or more people. And every house seemed
to have a pool and a hot tub and a private beach access. Oh, and
cars with New York or Connecticut license tags parked on the street
side of many of the houses had replaced the minivans and family
sedans of his youth.

Thad wondered what a private beach access
was really worth these days if all your neighbors also had
“private” beach accesses of their own. The houses sat back
staggered behind the big sand dune and the board walks went from
the big houses directly out towards the dune. Theses wooden
architectural marvels usually started at about the second floor
level with a walkway and stairs down the beach side of the dune to
the beach itself. And these were parallel and remarkably like every
other beach access in front of every other house down the beach as
far as the eye could see.

Anyhow, by virtue of the fact that his home
in Virginia was the closest to Corolla Beach, he had been assigned
the task of finding a house on the beach. Like a good big brother
he had found the smallest one he could find that was available; it
only slept twenty people. In fact he was headed there now to be the
“advance man” and make sure things were set up and organized as the
family started to arrive over the next couple of days. His personal
plans we already discussed, included to just chill out for a couple
of days; in fact that was his only plan.

That was when Lucy had called, somewhere
between “Long Tall Sally” and “Good Golly Miss Molly,” to say
things were looking “iffy” in South Carolina because of the
political rumblings about the COVID-19 outbreaks. Those outbreaks
were just starting to impact daily life across the nation. She
hinted that the crowd from South Carolina might not be able to make
it up to the Outer Banks of North Carolina at all.

“Well crap!” he thought
but what he said was, “Well, I’ll just go on down to the beach
anyway since I am headed there already and be there to see how this
develops. By the way, have you heard anything from our little
sister in Georgia?” The answer had been a tentative “No.” but Lucy
promised to reach out and see what she could find out about the
status of Viv’s plans.

Oh well, Thad rationalized with himself, he
might as well go on down to Corolla, it just made sense. Even if
they had to cancel they would have to pay some sort of penalty, or
file the trip insurance, or something. But the cost would cover a
couple of nights anyway so why not drive on down and have a day or
two of quiet as the family figured out what it was going to do.

Little Richard was just winding up “All
Around The World” and Thad knew that meant “Lucille” was up next
and that was one of his favorites. OK his good mood was officially
back! It was amazing how easy it was for him to recapture a good
mood when he had no time schedule, no work responsibilities and no
real timeline.

That was when his phone rang again. He
tapped a button on the steering wheel and Little Richard went into
a holding pattern. Thad didn’t immediately recognize the caller so
he answered the phone call through the car’s integrated sound
system. “Hi, this is Thad. Who’s calling please?”

“Thad?” A woman’s voice
said, “Hi, this is Molly, Lucy’s friend from college. I’ve been
trying to reach you.”

Molly

Thad knew immediately who she was and if he
were honest with himself, he was not totally on board with Molly
and her kids being included in this family event. Molly had been
his sister’s best friend and in the same sorority at William &
Mary University but he did not know her all that well. He had gone
to The Citadel down in Charleston and then entered into the
military as soon as he graduated four years later.

He had put his college engineering courses
to good use for the benefit of the USAF in Europe, as well as in
and out of the Middle East. Honestly, that experience and the
contacts he had made were worth their weight in gold now. Meanwhile
his sister had gone to William & Mary in Williamsburg, VA and
that’s where she and Molly had met.

“Thad? You there?” Molly
asked again.

“Oh, sorry, Molly. The
signal is a little weak,” he lied, “I’m driving right now. What’s
up?” Thad asked, although he feared he already knew the
answer.

“Oh, great!” Molly
exclaimed. “We are too. That means you are on your way to Corolla
today too.”

“TOO?” his brain screamed,
well there goes my couple of days to just chill and enjoy. But what
he said out loud was, “Great! So, where are you right
now?”

“Oh, we got out of
Richmond about an hour ago so we are just passing Williamsburg now.
Well actually we are not passing Williamsburg, we are in
Williamsburg, at least on the outskirts. You know that little BBQ
place you can see from I-64? The kids love that place so in fact
I’m at that little BBQ place right now so the kids can eat. We will
probably be a couple of hours behind you, and all of us are so
excited!” Molly said.

“So you guys are at
Pierce’s BBQ! Great! Hope the kids enjoy it.” Thad said in
response, feigning excitement in his voice. Pierce’s had a local
draw around Williamsburg but it’s profile, visible from I-64, means
it also pulled in travellers from the interstate. And, if he were
honest, it really was pretty good BBQ.

Then with a slightly more serious note to
his voice, “Molly,” Thad interjected, “Have you spoken with my
sister, Lucy, yet today?”

“No, I missed one of her
calls earlier but haven’t had a chance to return it. When we get on
the phone together it is never, and I mean never, a short
conversation! Why, is something wrong; everything OK?” she
asked.

“I just spoke to her and
the gaggle of people coming in from the Carolinas is re-thinking
the trip because of this Chinese Virus thing, you know the illness
that is killing people in Hubei City, in Wuhan Province, in China.”
Thad replied.

“So, the trip is off? I
mean what should we do? Turn around? The kids are going to be so
disappointed, and for that matter, so will I!” Molly said with some
emotion in her voice.

Thad realized one of the things about this
woman was that she never asked one question and for that matter
never seemed to be discussing only one topic at a time. He wondered
if her brain was that much more advanced than his. Or maybe, he
mused, there were actually several smaller brains inside her head
not necessarily talking to each other and all vying for their turn
to speak. There just didn’t seem to be a central unifying entity to
her discourse.

Hmmm, he thought I could see how she and
Lucy might get along well because his sister liked to jump about a
bit in topics as well. But what he said out loud into the vehicle’s
microphone was, “No, of course not. I am going down to check out
the house and the area and make sure everything is as advertised.
You and the kids should take your time, have a good lunch, and then
come on down at your leisure. We will talk with the others this
evening and sort things out, I am sure.”

“OK” Molly said, “If you
say so?”

Wait a minute! How had this suddenly become
his decision to make and his problem to handle? ‘If you say so?’
What was that all about? But before he could speak she was on
again.

“I mean it should be all
right. I mean there is plenty of room, right? Lucy told me this
thing has like a gazillion bedrooms; how about baths? Are there
enough bathrooms? I mean Sally is 13 now and she spends hours in
the bathroom and George is 11. Actually he doesn’t spend that much
time in the bathroom but he sometimes waits until the last minute
and then he has to go like immediately!” Molly was interrupted by a
slightly muffled shout of, ‘Mom, please.’ And a disgusted sounding
hrumph in the background by a young male voice that had not yet
started to turn. “Well, you do; so Thad, about the
bathrooms.”

Thad saw his opening and he jumped into the
conversation, “Yes, Molly, there are plenty of bedrooms and at
least four bathrooms plus the ones outside by the pool and hot tub
area.”

“There’s a pool? Wow!”
Thad heard the exclamation loud and clear from the same young male
voice.

“Like I said,” Molly
continued, “They are excited about this vacation. Besides the
cities are a little scary right now with this virus thingie. I
think getting away from the city right now and away from other
people might be a good idea.”

Thad thought to himself, “Yeah that is
exactly what I thought I would do for the next three days before
everyone started arriving.” But being the fine Southern gentleman
he was he said aloud, “Drive safely and I will expect you sometime
this afternoon late, OK?”

As they punched the call off, Thad
immediately heard a Honky Tonk piano riff intro followed by Little
Richard screaming into a recording studio microphone, “Lucille . .
.” and Thad began to breathe easier almost immediately. He was
somewhere between Moyock and Currituck, NC when he stopped for gas
and to get a cup of coffee. The gas station was modern but pretty
much the only attraction these days in Moyock.

The Moyock heyday had started in the 1930’s
when unfriendly courts in Virginia had shut down the, then very
popular, Greyhound Racing track in Norfolk. And the owners and
operators had promptly packed up and moved their operation to
Moyock, North Carolina. By the 1940s and 1950s every respectable
gambler, and a bunch of less than respectable gamblers, knew where
Moyock was and the fastest way to get there. Then when the North
Carolina Supreme Court upheld an anti-dog racing ordinance, the
more flexible and agile members of the Moyock leadership turned the
dog track into a NASCAR racetrack.

The DTS, Dog Track Speedway, had been born
and had even hosted seven big NASCAR events in the early 1960s. The
DTS also hosted the Moyock 300 in 1964 and the Tidewater 300 in
1965 drawing in names like Richard Petty and Ned Jarrett. Then the
money and the TV cameras went on to the bigger tracks and the
excitement of faster speeds possible on the larger venues. Now it
had become, as they say, “a nice place to raise kids” and, Thad
noted, also a good place to buy gas.

Currituck County, North Carolina on the
other hand includes the northern most beaches of the Outer Banks,
known by everyone in the area as OBX. These are separated from the
mainland by the Currituck Sound. Of course the local leadership
governmentally administers the common services for all those big
homes along that part of the OBX. These million dollar homes are
very, very often owned by “non-residents.” Non-residents, in times
of crisis, may or may not be able to access their properties.
“Resident owners” on the other hand have a strong political voice;
that is as long as you are a Democrat.

Thad had worked sales and supply of building
materials for the past fifteen years and you just couldn’t operate
around this part of the country without knowing where the markets
were and exactly who you were talking with. His offices were in
Hampton, Virginia and he lived in Williamsburg and life was good,
very good. There were enough large-scale projects in the public
sector, and in the private sector, so there was plenty of business
to go around.

There were very nice upscale neighborhoods
all over Southern Virginia. There was also “Old White Money” and
“Old Black Money” in Hampton, Phoebus, and Newport News, Virginia.
However these days, there was also a trend of “New Money” settling
in Williamsburg in one or another of those gated, golf course
communities that seem to proliferate in and around
Williamsburg.

The first of these, and the most
established, was the one where Thad lived. Kingsmill On The James
had three world-class golf courses, Tennis Courts, a Resort, a
Marina and a Spa and Health and Fitness Club. And to its credit it
housed plenty of all kinds and all colors of money.

Thad finished his rest stop with a tank full
of gas, a fresh cup of coffee, Little Richard on the stereo, and an
optimistically good attitude. As he drove along he reflected on the
reading he had done about the region’s finances when he was
researching this as a potential area to set up us business. One of
the keys to the area was the historical role Fort Monroe had played
during the Civil War.

In an era when the men of local militias
elected their officers, the Commander of one of these had been a
local judge and he had the absolute loyalty of his men. This judge
slash elected Commander had made a decision early on to offer
shelter and assistance to anyone who escaped slavery and who made
their way to the old Fort. This seemingly obvious and benign
decision set up a historic confrontation involving the fort.

The word got around quickly even in the
1800s and the area today has a rich history of the contributions
these people made as they stayed and made a life for themselves
after the war ended. Their collective economic success set the
basis for what would become, over time, Hampton University as well
as the banks and businesses owned and run by Black Americans. Given
the grouping of military bases in the area, affluent groups from
all backgrounds were financially stimulated by the proximity to the
ports. Of course there was also the proximity to the nation’s
Capitol, so it was a “no brainer” to settle where he had. And just
like that Thad was smiling again as he turned the music up just a
bit louder.

The remainder of the drive was uneventful
and it was beautiful. The world looked different as he came across
the bridge and officially onto the OBX. The little drizzle had
passed and the sky had cleared and the place was full of activity.
Thad put the windows down and cruised slowly through the beach
neighborhoods enjoying the sights and sounds.

People were doing the social distancing they
were supposed to be doing and many were even wearing masks.
However, there were bicycles and joggers and walkers in small
groups of people who seemed to know each other. Thad knew the place
was not deserted at all when one considered how early it was in the
season. In fact it was a couple of weeks before the “season”
actually started and this place would be swamped as the population
quadrupled. And once things settled down, he hoped to be on his way
back home by the end of that third week.

That’s when Todd, his deceased brother,
walked through his thoughts just as if he had been sitting there in
the Jeep beside him. In a flash he saw Todd as a fearless young boy
never afraid of the water. Almost superimposed he saw Todd the teen
as a soccer player and as a wrestler not afraid of taking on the
bigger kids. He saw Todd as the 22 year old who had followed him
through The Citadel as he pinned on his gold bars as a
Lieutenant.

And also layered over his thoughts Thad saw
his brother’s mangled body missing an arm and a leg and screaming
for help. “Sorry, I wasn’t there for you, bro! God, I should have
been there for you.” Thad forced the images back into their little
compartment inside of his head even as he noticed a tear running
down one cheek. He wiped his cheek and wiped the tear away as he
forced himself to concentrate on the highway.


Chapter 2. Arrival At
The House

Thad called the rental company as he passed
through the town of Duck, NC. Duck is really a modern day village
of about 400 people, but Duck also advertises over a thousand homes
to pick from for vacation rental. This area can swell to over
20,000 by Memorial Day and then draw back down as the summer fades.
It is amazing at how fast it will swell in population and then how
fast it will shrink again afterward. Thad wondered how that
phenomenon might affect the local culture and relationships.

There had to be a split of sorts between the
“Live Heres” and the “Come Heres” even if it only manifested itself
in terms of economic clout. His thoughts wandered back to his own
adopted hometown of Williamsburg, Virginia. The place grew
substantially during tourist season but not to such a drastic
degree of change as Duck, NC. And, even back in Williamsburg he had
spotted a bumper sticker that said “IN DEER SESON WE HUNT DEER – SO
IN TOURIST SEASON . . . WHAT? WHAT!” But everybody in town knew who
the old curmudgeon was with that bumper sticker and they mostly
ignored him.

And of course Williamsburg was set up to
handle the periodic surge of tourists. There was the Colonial
Williamsburg District for history buffs, not to mention Jamestown
Landing and York Town Battlefield. For kids there was the Busch
Gardens Amusement Park, Water World, and Great Wolf Lodge just to
name a few. There were also some fine restaurants and craft
breweries where you could find a lot of the students from the
College of William & Mary. Admittedly many of them were
studying the finer points of lagers versus ales versus other types
of adult beverages.

But, today Little Richard was on the stereo
and he was headed to Corolla, it was just about as beautiful as a
beach area could be. He just hoped there was enough sun and sand to
entertain 20,000 plus visitors looking for a place to cut loose and
relax. Spring break here must be a real zoo! And that had to affect
the local population. Thad wondered if anyone had ever done
psychological research on this population.

The rental company said they would text him
a code to gain entry to the house. They also assured him that if he
needed anything at all he should call them at a housekeeping and
maintenance phone number they would include in the same text. As he
hung up he was in a really good mood and this was starting to feel
again like a real vacation.

The two-lane road was well marked and
limited in speed, which means it was a perfect trip to enjoy the
sights and sounds and to relax without the stress of the open road.
Cruising at about thirty miles an hour he had lowered the windows
and turned Little Richard down several levels so he didn’t
overpower those walking past. He also hated loud stereos in
neighborhoods when everyone else was forced to listen to your
choice of music.

Maybe it was all that time he spent growing
up on military bases around the world where there were literally
thousands of people living and working in close proximity.
Everybody had to get along and give each other some space or it
would have been insufferable. So what that also meant is if you
planned a party in base family housing, and it might get loud, you
made a point of inviting the neighbors as well!

Oh, he liked it loud for himself when he was
driving at highway speed. Besides Jeeps were great off-road
vehicles but not all that quiet with the road noise generated by
his choice of tires. This was his play car. His “real” vehicle, his
work truck as he thought of it, was a late model Mercedes SUV and
it was parked in his garage currently. If this had been a long
drive, say four or six hours or more then he would be cruising in
comfort and quiet. But this was fun and the Jeep Cherokee just fit
better at the beach.

Thad followed the directions on his Garmin,
and double-checked his I-phone for a “second opinion” as he pulled
up to the address. He was in a little cull de sac off the main road
as he double-checked the address. Yep, this was it and it was nice
and it was big! It looked like about three stories of conspicuous
consumption, which is why he double-checked the address. His
contract for rental said there were two floors and he didn’t want
to be trying to enter someone else’s vacation.

There were two carport-like openings on
either side of the impressive stairs leading to the main entrance
on the second level. That was logical he thought since given the
possibility of sea surges the lower level would likely be laundry,
storage and utility space. And that means the bottom floor was not
considered living space. OK I guess that makes sense, Thad thought
to himself. He left the vehicle parked in the driveway off to one
side and headed up the stairs.

He liked the look of the freshly painted
staircase. It was a white wooden railed affair with solid looking
natural wood steps. The overall effect was impressive, solidly
built and appealing to the eye. Leaving everything in the vehicle
he went up the stairs and tried the access code. It opened on the
second try and he stepped into a foyer with a ceramic tile floor
leading to a carpeted set of stairs up in one direction and down in
the other direction to the rest of the place.

Thad chose to go up and was rewarded with an
awesome view across the room and out the glass sliding doors that
lined the far wall. He was pleased to see the main floor had a
master bedroom off to one side with its own bathroom, and another
half bath in the hallway right outside the door of the bedroom. OK
he thought, that little one is accessible to the rest of this room
and leaves the bedroom more private.

The rest of the room was open and held a
kitchen area with a granite-topped island that had its own sink.
Across from the working island was a table to seat twelve easily
and beyond that was the wall of windows with a view of the ocean.
He could see down the boardwalk which seemed to come out of the
second level below him and run between the pool and the hot tub.
From there it continued out to a sitting area directly over the
dune and ending in stairs down to the beach. Wow!

As if that weren’t impressive enough, the
left side of the room, towards the bedroom was a more formal
sitting area facing a large screen TV system and a fireplace. That
was nice but the “jewel” was to the right of the formal sitting
area where someone had set up a brass telescope on a stand and two
very comfortable looking wicker chairs with leg rests nestled into
a big bay window looking out to the beach. He could already tell
that this is where he planned to spend a lot of time just watching
the tide roll in!

Thad ventured out onto the deck and was
greeted with the caress of a warm salty breeze and more sunshine
that he had seen recently. He made his way down to the deck below
and out onto the boardwalk towards the sitting area over the dunes.
He took a deep breath and sauntered down the boardwalk towards the
dunes and up about four steps to the sitting area. The boardwalk
expanded significantly on both sides to hold the built-in benches
along both sides and then it shrank again into the steps leading
down the dune to the beach itself.

Thad went to the bench on the right and took
a seat and just soaked in the calm. It was beautiful and it was
exactly what he needed right now. The salt air refreshed him as if
he were breathing out the toxins of civilization with every breath
he took. It was like a transfusion but into his soul as opposed to
into his bloodstream. He sat there soaking up the view and the
fresh air for about twenty minutes then headed back up the
boardwalk. He was about half way to the second level deck when he
saw a young boy come running around the side of the house on the
second deck.

The little guy stopped in his tracks and
took in the view and he was obviously impressed. He just stood
there hanging over the rail and looking over at the pool like he
owned the place. Momentarily Thad had a flashback memory of his own
brother, Todd, at about that age. He shook his head a moment to
erase the painful memory and about a minute later a pretty young
girl appeared. Thad assumed she was the boy’s older sister since
she came up beside him from the same direction.

Thad looked at his wristwatch and had a
momentary flush of relief that the boy was not an apparition of his
dead brother and a little sad that his quiet time was over. Well
all good things must come to an end, he thought. It appears Molly
had made excellent time getting down here from their lunch near
Williamsburg. Then he took a deep breath and exhaled it as he moved
to intercept the kids at the end of the boardwalk where it joined
the deck.

“Hi! You must be George
and Sally.” Thad said by way of greeting and noted the kids looked
a little surprised that he knew their names. They were obviously
looking for a response when a very attractive thirty-something
woman came around the edge of the house.

“There you guys are. Did
you introduce yourselves to Thad?” Molly said to the kids, but the
comment was obviously aimed at the attractive fit man in front of
her. Molly had only seen her best friend’s big brother a few times
and she had to admit he had grown up into a hunk. In her memory he
still had the softer good looks of youth.

Those good looks had been refined and
chiseled by time and experience into this competent and confident
looking man. He had just a touch of grey at the temples and he was
standing in front of her and her family on the boardwalk. Wow he
looked good! But her train of thought was broken as he spoke.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





