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For: Stan & Edna – The best example of “Life-Long Love” that I've ever known.

Editing: Michael J. Blane [ 2021 ]
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Despite references to very real events, the following is entirely fictional.
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Chapter 1

An Hour Outta Denver
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He’s in a peaceful daze.  Not sure how long his eyes have been closed, but right now it doesn’t even matter.  When the smoke from the barbecue begins to cause them to water, they open.  

He finds himself looking over a systematically laid out landscape.  A landscape of black rooftops, amongst green and yellow fields that stretch all the way to the gray-red mountains that appear purple on the horizon with peaks of white cut against a perfectly blue sky.  It’s more than landscape, it’s Godscape.

It’s a beautiful, sunny, clear, 82-degree, comfortably breezy day.  This weekend may be just another typical suburban weekend, but to this neighborhood, and to the Grill-Master, the block party is the highlight of the entire summer.

The Grill-Master is David Stantten.  David moved here with his wife and son 7-years ago, from Dallas.  It may be somewhat of a stereotype, but Texans do know their way around a grill.  It didn’t take long for the neighborhood to see that, so they gladly gave him the job.

For 5-years now, he’s had the honor of cooking for the entire neighborhood at the summer block party.  Also, as the Grill-Master, he’s the man in charge and there’s a lot of dignity and pride in that.  Like the pitcher on the mound, the focus is on him.

He’s far from weak, but in most cases, he does what he’s told and isn’t really in charge.  That’s not to say he can’t be, only that he’s generally perfectly comfortable not being in the brightest light.  

Historically, at work and even at home, he answers to more assertive and often more educated people.  His wife spent a lot of time studying and perfecting the skill of telling people what to do and how to do it.  She makes a very comfortable living doing just that.  David still has his say and plenty of input towards family decisions and even how things are handled at his job, but mostly he follows the lead of those that chose the leadership role.

David leads by staying calm and focused.  He keeps the more assertive on point.  

David’s Father told him a long time ago, “Never worry about leading by example.  But always BE an example.  Then people will follow.  And they will be people that count.”

David probably doesn’t remember that conversation word-for-word, but he lives it.

He stands at about 6’ 4” and carries a frame of 210-lbs.  His hair is cut close, military style.  With a defined jawbone holding the closest shave, iron shoulders, and hands of steel, he presents strength in all things.  He’s a man of dignity and loyalty to God & Country.  Never neglects his job, beautiful wife, or his children.  His grit and toughness exist quietly with the more present- love, kindness, generosity and strength of character.  All of which is larger than 6’ 4” – 210.

He walks with a slight limp, but it doesn’t slow him down much.  He injured his knee and hip playing football as a teen.  He was big for his age and made varsity his freshman year.  Toward the end of his sophomore season, he got hit hard.  

Despite casting the fractured femur and then close to 2-years of rehab, physical therapy, specialist after specialist, cortisone injections and always “possible” surgery- it never healed quite right.  Which all led to him not trusting modern medicine.  Although he works at a hospital, he hasn’t seen a doctor himself in close to 25 years.  

3-4 days a week, he spends time on a seated nautical machine in the garage to stay as fit as he can.  Seated, because long periods of time on his feet is his main source of discomfort.  He’s on his feet all day at work.  Periodic stretching throughout the day, every day, helps.  He does well to hide his pain and manages quite well, but he can’t run long distances and gets winded easily.  His size and appearance still convince most that he is “The Man of Steel.”

His leg kept him out of the military and off the police force, which was his dream career path since childhood.  However, his long running focus on that dream wasn’t wasted.

One of the local bosses of a security company, with contracts all over Texas, was a football fan and watched him play many times.  He was eager to explore David’s future potential, despite the injury.

David started work the day after graduation and proved himself quickly over the summer.  With full confidence in him, the company didn’t mind transferring him to an Austin location in the fall, where his wife would be attending college.

That company has been bought and expanded many times over the years, but every new boss appreciated David’s skills and work ethic.  So, they always kept him on.  Almost 25-years later, they still have him.  

The current ownership has a contract with the state hospital in Colorado where David works now.  The move between locations was seamless.  His last day in Dallas was on a Friday night and he was working in Colorado Monday morning.

He’s turned down many promotions over the years, but recently and reluctantly accepted the Shift Supervisor position 4-weeks ago.  He knows the job too well to not have this position, but he never wanted to be anyone’s boss.  He prefers to lead side-by-side, not in front.  The difference between, “Boss” and “Leader” is complicated.  Yet, David has his personal perspective clear.

On this beautiful day, he’s only the boss of this grill.  And he owns it.

Still, lost in thought with the grill smoke and the sun toasting his face, he tilts his head back a little while enjoying this summer day.

All the chaos of the party and screams of neighborhood children is only white-noise and gunfire wouldn’t shake him from this peaceful moment.  

However, a sharp gravelly voice pops him back to reality.

“Hey, there.  What’s good, my man?”

“Everything is good.  You, however, don’t look familiar to me.” David smiles his Man-of-Steel smile and extends his hand sharply in a perfect vertical position.

[How someone shakes hands does say a lot.  When the hand is tilted downward- it’s an expression of dominance.  When tilted upward- it is an opened gracious casual greeting, but sometimes seen as submission.  A perfectly vertical hand- calls for mutual respect.

There is similar value in the body language of a kiss.  The lean in or the tilt of the head says a lot.  No tilt is dominance, while both tilting is perfect.]

In this instance, David’s call for mutual respect is met.

The stranger grabs hold of David’s hand and shakes like he’s trying to pull his arm off.

“Michael Cash.  We just moved in a few weeks ago.  My wife and son have been here settin’ up shop, while I finished up some business in D.C.  Ours is the blue and white house across the street.  Which is yours?”

“The red-brick, 2-doors down.  I’m David.”  The man finally releases his hand.

“Oh yeah, Rebecca has mentioned you.  Says, you and your family have made them feel right at home.  Talks about you guys all the time.  Have you seen my wife?  

“I just got here and had to park 3-blocks away.  There sure is a shit-ton of people here.”  Michael has been scanning and accessing the crowd this whole time.

David points over to one of the tables with drinks, cups and ice... and says, “She’s standing over there with my wife and daughter.”

“Oh, she’s adorable.  How old is she?” Michael asks casually.

“43.” David answers while turning a brisket.

Not completely sure how hard to laugh, Michael just says, “Ha, she’s adorable too, but I meant the little one.”

Turning back to Michael, and still, with his giant smile, David laughs and says, “She’s 3.  Same as your boy.”

“Thanks.  I’m gonna go and say hello.  Nice ta meet ya.”  Michael lands a hearty slap on David’s back before heading across the street.

Michael Cash is a man of about 5’ 11” on a good day, but always says he’s 6-foot.  No man is ever 5’ 11”.  He’s a stout man with an attitude to match.  Some might call him abrasive, but he means well enough.  The small lie about his height is just one way he makes himself bigger than he actually is.  A booming voice and a toughness in the way he carries himself makes it clear that he’s the man in charge.  Which is exactly what makes him good at his job.

After 2 productive years in college, Michael became a police officer.  Regular meritorious effort brought him to detective within a few short years on the force.  One particular case he managed to wrap up quickly was noticed by the Feds.

So, 6 years ago he started working as an investigator for the FBI.  His job has mostly been personality and pattern-profiling research.  “Desk Job”, but his style took him to several cities throughout the United States, as he built a reputation of accuracy.

Not quite a year ago, he caught a break.  

He’s now heading up a task-force, based on a significant finding from all the work he has been doing.  Now, instead of only acting like he’s the man in charge, he really is.

He loves his wife and son deeply but loves his work too.  Probably too much.

Dressed in a suit, Michael stands out like a sore thumb at a summer picnic, but his family has been fitting in just fine.  His wife and son have been having a great time, but their smiles get even bigger when they see him coming across the street.  

However, they won’t be surprised if he needs to leave early.

Rebecca, Michael’s wife, is a stay-at-home mom and much younger.  Still in her 20s for a little while longer, she makes for the perfect trophy wife for a stocky man in his mid-40s.  

Gorgeous- 5’ 4”, tan, fit and yet with all the right kind of curves.  With blonde hair, deep-blue eyes and a smile to brighten the darkest day.  3-years after their son was born and you’d think she was right off the high school cheerleading squad.  She still has a playful and sometimes childlike bounce to her stride... as well as a figure with a fair amount of bounce.  The physical and mental strain of being a first-time mother has not had its effect on her in any way.  And she’s done nearly all of it on her own.

If she was a little taller, she’d make a pretty amazing model.  She laughs when telling stories of offers she’s had.  She’s clear and confident enough to be aware of being objectified but won’t volunteer for it.

Shannon, David’s wife, while still in great shape and quite beautiful, fits her age.

The way she carries herself, her natural dignity, class and diplomatic intelligence won’t allow anyone to let her beauty offset their respect for her.  Her brilliance in business and natural confidence in all things, is always apparent.  While always kind, respectful, friendly and considerate, her self-assuredness won’t allow her to ever be taken advantage of in any way.

She’s tall at 5’ 10”, with naturally straight and red as a ripe strawberry hair.  Her almost perfectly circular green eyes can hypnotize you.  Today, her common porcelain-white Irish skin glistens as it’s coated with sensible amounts of sunscreen.  But, on any given day she glows in the eyes of her husband.

10 years in between children gave her time to maintain her figure, even without her ever really being concerned about it.  

That’s the beauty of her beauty.  She just lives her life, and it follows.  A bright spirit shines like the sun through a window curtain, but a bright spirit and a beautiful curtain can be a powerful force.

Shannon and David have always lived a consciously healthy lifestyle.  So, having a baby at 40 was not much of a concern.  They take care of the day-to-day and each other very well.

Shannon is very much the true breadwinner of the family, but that fact in no way affects the balance and quality of their marriage.  

A high-ranking position in a corporate office in the city, which she earned with seriously hard work and ambition, affords them a very comfortable life.  

Security guards, however necessary, don’t make much money.  But Shannon has been pulling in, growing, six figures for the past 10 years.  

They could probably afford a bigger house and David might not have to drive that old truck, but they are very careful with their money and are building a nice nest egg for the future.  Well educated children and a long comfortable retirement are more important to them, than “Livin’ Large.”  

Her work-wardrobe and the shiny black Mercedes are only to maintain appearances in the business world.  Everything else they have, pretty much, simply fits minimal needs and comfort.

Shannon’s firm handles the buying, selling and consolidation of large corporations.

Her main job is telling people the exact way to do things that will be most efficient, fiscally sound and lead to optimal solvency.  Some of the wealthiest and most powerful people in the state would pay any amount for her ideas and guidance.  They show her a great deal of respect and appreciation.  They know her value and it doesn’t hurt that she’s a pleasure to be around.

At a glance, she turns heads.  Her actions turn minds.  Her confidence and assertiveness in business keep powerful wheels spinning.

Despite differences in upbringing, education, individual career choices, age, comfort level in how they are perceived... Shannon and Rebecca have become fast friends, as the similarities of spirit are equal brightness.

It’s 7 o’clock and there is no more meat left in Colorado for David to cook, so he joins his wife to talk more with the new neighbors.

He wraps his arm around his wife, who is holding their daughter, and his arm easily reaches around both of them.  Kisses Jessica on the forehead first, then lands a big one on his wife.

Jessica is 3 years old and although outwardly cute and sweet, is quite rambunctious and wild to the bone.  Which is a large reason why Shannon is holding her now.  The cull-de-sac is pretty big and there are over a 100 people here.  With all the excitement, if let loose, she’d tear the entire neighborhood apart.  She’s the reason kiddie-leashes exist, but her parents would never do that to her.

“So, Mike, did you get something to eat?”  David softens the formal ‘Michael’.

Now sweating in his suit, Michael answers, “Oh yeah.  Where’d you learn to cook like that?  

“I never had backyard-barbecue with that much flavor.”  

“We’re from Texas.”  Shannon and David answer in unison with a laugh.

“Ha.  Nuff said.”  

They all share an easy-mild laugh, then Michael adds, “What part of Texas?”

“Originally from Waco...” David was about to say more, but Michael cuts him off.

“Oh wow, Waco.  I’ve studied everything that went down there.  What was it like from a local’s point of view?”  Michael has never been to Waco and his study was well after the fact.

Shannon knows that David is a little annoyed.  

Seems ‘David Koresh’ is all anyone thinks of when they hear Waco, so she easily ends that topic, “We were in Austin during all that, while I was going to UT.”

David smiles at his wife and continues, “We lived in Austin for a stretch while Shannon got her MBA.  Then, moved to Dallas when she was picked up, straight outta school, by the company she’s still with.  

“They transferred her out here 7-years ago.”  

Shannon delivers the next question that she figured David was going to ask anyway, “Where are you guys from?”

Rebecca answers for them both, “I call him ‘Johnny’ Cash, 'cuz we’ve been everywhere, man.”

She gets a good laugh from Shannon and David, even Jessica let’s out a big laugh, although she obviously has no idea who Johnny Cash is.  Given her age, it’s actually a surprise Rebecca knows Johnny Cash.  

Michael, however, is sick of the joke by now, but continues with a clearer answer.  “We met in Chicago 6-years ago, but I grew up in New York.  My job takes me a little of everywhere, and you go where the job leads ya, right?”  

The understanding of transferring for work is clear for everyone.

“What kind of work do you do?”  David asks.

Michael leans in as if it’s a secret, but still in his thunderous voice says, “If I told ya, I’d have to kill ya.  Let’s just say I’m in law enforcement.”

David already figured Michael was in law enforcement after noticing the gun that most would have missed.  David can see the disproportionate shape of someone’s sport coat.  Even though their suit coat is supposed to cover it, it’s immediately obvious to him.  Either way everybody just leaves it at that.  Rebecca will probably expand on it later.

Rebecca has been sharing with the Stanttens for a while now, so most of this conversation is to get Michael’s input.

Shannon asks, “Do you think you’ll be here a while?”

Looking at his phone that has been vibrating in his pocket, Michael answers Shannon’s question without looking up as his playful smile is replaced by a more serious scowl, “Actually, I believe we’ll probably be here a long while.”  

He drops the phone back in his pocket, kisses his wife on the cheek and pats his son’s head.  “Honey, I gotta go.  I’m sorry.  Nice to meet ya folks.”  

He waves and says the last part within the first 8 steps of running to his car.

“And so, goes The Man in Black.  It’s like that all the time, but you do what you need to do.”  Rebecca concedes to the circumstances.

When she uses the words, ‘You do’, instead of, ‘He does’, they know she’s talking about how it affects all of them.

Michael Jr, their son, seems completely unaffected by his dad running off.  Actually, his dad is the only one that calls him Michael Jr, everyone else just calls him Mikey.  

He’s a quiet, well-mannered kid.  Dirty-blonde hair, which he gets from his mother.  Except she puts a little more work and product into hers, for a glow that his father won’t let his boy have.  He’s a little thin for his age, due to being a bit of a picky eater.  Rebecca is a very good cook, but doesn’t make any of what some would call, typical “kid-food.”  He’s still plenty healthy, happy and content.  

Still a new place, he’s a little shy and doesn’t venture very far from his mom, in fact his right arm is almost always wrapped around her leg.  

While Shannon has to hold tight to Jessica, Mikey is the one holding tight to his mom.  The excitement affects him in a different way.  Cautious observation rather than reckless exploration.

Rebecca continues, “His joke about not talking about work is partially true.  He has exactly 13 work stories and they don’t vary much in content when he tells them.  That’s how I know they’re true.  

“I feel like he’d like to tell more, but all of the stories are of his early years, nothing recent.  After 5-years of marriage and 6-years of knowing him, I’ve gotten used to his hours and limits to what he can share.”  

She places her hands on Mikey’s shoulders, gives him a gentle shake and adds, “But, we have our fun, don’t we?”

She’s a little more bothered by her husband’s absence than she lets on, but is comforted by all the looks she’s been getting from all the neighborhood guys.  They have been tripping over themselves staring at her all day.  Her nearly see-through sundress that is usually pulled tight to her shape by Mikey’s grasp, has been adding to that problem.

David breaks a momentary awkward silence, “So, are you originally from Chicago, or is that just where you guys met?”

Rebecca answers cheerfully, “I grew up in the city.  

“I was bartending at a place downtown, not far from his office, and going to school at DePaul.  I was taking my time and actually never got a degree.  I wasn’t studying anything specific, just having fun.

“Michael would come in the bar and leave ridiculous tips, after only having a few beers, trying to impress me.  

“After only a few weeks of that, we bumped into each other at Lollapalooza.  Literally, bumped into each other.  We were both trying to get to the porta-pottys.”  

David has to ask and destroys the pronunciation, “LaLa Pow OOSsa?”

Rebecca laughs and smiles her bright smile.  “It’s this mega-music-fest.”  

Short answer, but it’s not important to the story, so she continues, “Michael was so cute flirting with me while doing the ‘pee-pee-dance’, because he was trying to get to the porta-potty for a reason.

After that, we just ended up spending a bunch of time together.  Whenever he was in town, he would stay at my place.  Other than him working, which was plenty, we were always together.  We got to know each other very well before getting married.”

Rebecca gets a little less cheerful, then continues, “We got married on a Valentine’s Day.  

“Yea I know, kinda cheesy, but my parents insisted on going all out and it was actually pretty awesome.  I’m not close with my parents, so they thought they’d throw me a bone by giving us an amazing wedding.  

“It was an amazing day, then everyday a honeymoon.  Now, well... this is our 6th address in 5-years.”  

With her chin lifted back up, Rebecca turns to Shannon, “How long have you guys been married?”

Shannon smiles at her husband.  She loves telling this story, “In a few weeks, it’ll be 39-years.”  

She anticipated Rebecca being a little confused, so she explains, “Our 1st wedding took place on the playground when we were barely older than these little ones.”  

She taps out a playful drum beat on the heads of each 3-year-old, both now quietly holding on to their respective mother’s legs.  “We celebrate September 23rd as our anniversary to this day, but legally we just hit 17-years in June.”

After a short pause for kiss, David adds a little more, “We grew up on the same block, and have known each other all our lives, and we’ve been best friends since birth.”

The giddy joy of telling the story causes Shannon to cut him off a bit, “The wedding on the playground was as real as it could be for anyone.  Father Fletcher, a family friend, performed the ceremony and everything, just like he would for any other couple.  Our parents and neighbors were there with us, and it was them that put it all together.

“When we shared our 1st kiss at the end of the ceremony, it was no different than our adult, ‘legal’, wedding 22-years later.  Although, by the 2nd wedding we had developed a more passionate and less slobbery kiss.”  The cuteness of it all, has them all smiling.

David adds more, “Every school dance, every picnic, every outing or special event and all the way through school... we were always together.  God willing, always will be.”

They share a long kiss that could make ya sick, it’s so sweet.

The sun is starting to set on the mountains, a beautiful sight marking the ending of a beautiful day.  

The Benedicts built a fire-pit at the edge of their front yard, for people to relax around.  The ladies take their 3-year-olds by the hand, and they go to get seats by the fire.  There are still about 40 people hanging out, but they find a spot just inside the Wilson’s yard, about 6-rows of chairs back from the fire-pit in the adjacent lawn.

Nathan, Shannon and David’s 13-year-old has been playing volleyball across the street in the Jacobson’s yard.  With the ladies settled in, David goes to join the game.

Nathan’s a good kid and, in about a week, going to start his last year of Junior High.

He was in the scouts and learned a lot of useful life skills.  How to learn and develop skills he was interested in and even the ones he did care that much about.  How to work with a group and on his own.  Groups mean give and take, compromise and knowing when to lead or follow.  Following is learning and confidence building.  Leading is confidence built from learning, turned to courage in moving forward.

David and Shannon always took time to support and encourage him to apply all he learns.  Using his full knowledge from every situation, he gains the ability to be assertive without being aggressive.  True confidence in what you know means never needing to be aggressive.

That all also applies when he plays sports.  

He played a little of his father’s sport, football, but he really excelled at baseball.  David played some little league and Shannon was on the softball team all the way through high school, so they had plenty to teach him. However, when Nathan really wants something, he takes what his parents give him, but he mostly teaches himself.

Nathan’s 7 years in baseball has taught him teamwork, sportsmanship, how to plant his feet, set his stance, adjust the position of his entire body, to be ready, prepared and aware of everything around him.  Learning how to use his body, his eyes and his mind to make him the most effective and successful in what he needs to do.  How to recognize what needs to be worked on.  And with the support of his parents, winning and losing with grace.  How to learn from mistakes, but not to keep them.  How to value all the little wins in life as well as the big ones.  

His teams did plenty of winning and losing, but either way he learned. The coaches were great, but Shannon and David are always there to guide him whether there’s a game or not.  It’s about learning to know when to cheer for yourself and when to forgive yourself, while doing the same for everyone playing.

David and Shannon will, in time, do all the same for Jessica.  They already have been, in little ways, since she was born.  They’ve been doing it for each other since they were born, so their confidence is established enough to pass it along.  

These days, Nathan is a bit withdrawn and spends a lot of time playing video games and screwing around on the computer.  Baseball is over for the year, and he decided not to do the scouts anymore.  He’s only had a few good friends and doesn’t hang out with anyone outside of school.  He mostly keeps to himself.  

He does well in school, does his chores, keeps everything very clean and organized... so David and Shannon pretty much let him do his own thing.

He, actually, does very well in school.  To the point where, even with all advanced classes, it bores him.  The opportunity to skip a grade, or even 2, has come up, but his parents feel it might cause social problems.  No need to make him more withdrawn.  Right now, he can still be social and active when he’s in the right mood, while still challenging himself as he himself see fit.  

Truth is, most of the time he spends on the computer, he’s doing research on things that interest him.  Basically, educating himself and applying the purpose of learning that his parents built in him.

Today, it’s only volleyball and everyone seems happy to be bad at it.

The Wilson boy serves the ball straight to Nate.  He sets it, David jumps to spike it, they take the point and get together for a high-five.  Or close to ‘high’ five.  Nate has only recently begun his growth spurt, so David’s hand wasn’t that high.  

They continue to play with their share of successes and failures, but truly having fun.

On the next serve, the ball is hammered a little too hard and is flying across the street.  David notices that Jessica has wiggled free from her mother and is chasing the ball, which is bouncing straight towards the fire.  

David, after ducking under the net, takes off running.  His bad leg tightens up and he starts to go down, but not before grabbing hold of Jessica, only 4 feet from the fire-pit.  

David has Jessica scooped up, the ball kicked back in play and Mr. Jacobson’s beer tilted upright, all in a matter of seconds.

He’s in excruciating pain and Jessica is crying her eyes out, but only from the shock.  She doesn’t have a scratch on her.  Despite his pain, David bounces right up and dusts himself off, never losing that Man-of-Steel-Smile.  His being calm, helps Jessica calm down pretty quickly.

Time to head inside.

Shannon takes Jessica home to get ready for bed.  It’s way past both of their bedtimes.  David starts to put things away.  Nate leaves the game, as it was breaking up anyway, and helps his father.  

By about 11 o’clock, the block is clean and nearly silent, with only a few of the older teenagers hang out around the fire.  

They’ll be out there for a while.

When David gets in the house and starts his nightly walk-through, Nathan is already on the computer and he might be there till morning.  He cleaned and put away the grill and smoker without being asked, so David lets him be.  Nathan helped build the smoker, so he has almost as much pride in it as David.

Jessica is sound asleep in her room.  They weened her off ever sleeping in their room over a year ago.  It was fairly easy, due to Jessica’s independent spirit.

Shannon is lying in bed watching TV.  It’s been a long day, but she can’t fall asleep yet.

She can only fall asleep with her head resting on David’s chest, feeling the rise and fall of his chest as he breathes.  Up and down, up and down, with every breath, with the subtle beat of his heart against her ear.  It’s the only way she can fall asleep and it’s her happiest time of the day.

Still in pain and with a little more of a limp than usual, David pops a few aspirins and gets ready for bed.  He could probably get a prescription for something stronger, but he won’t see a doctor.  He’ll grin and bear it.

23:13 and all is well, so he hurries into position to help his wife fall asleep.
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Chapter 2

Hospital In the Hills


[image: ]




On Sunday, David could barely walk.  He sat in the Jacuzzi for about an hour reading, per his wife’s instance.  The Jacuzzi came with the house, it’s not an expense they would have justified on their own and there’s nothing relaxing about the maintenance.  

The rest of the day was quiet and calm, nothing really going on, which is a typical Sunday for the Stanttens.  Strong faith, but not super religious, they can still appreciate a peaceful day of rest.

Monday comes and it’s time everyone got back to their usual routines.  

A babysitter used to come in the mornings to spend the days with the kids, but they never called them “Babysitter.”  Calling them “Nannies” made the kids comfortable, by not feeling like babies.  However, “Nannies” always felt like something only the wealthy would have.  The Stanttens pride themselves on being basic.  Once Nathan hit 10, they started calling them “Housekeepers.”  All just words, but words matter in the minds of children.  

This morning, they are switching things up a bit.  

Rebecca has offered to babysit dozens of times over the last few weeks, and they thought they’d give it a try today.  Rebecca finds herself bored a lot during the days and this eases the Stanttens’ morning rush a little, so it’s a win-win.  

Rebecca has been fairly warned of Jessica’s wild spirit but feels up to the challenge.  Having Mikey around and being in a different house might calm Jess or make her worse.  They’ll find out.

They are also letting Nathan stay home by himself for the first time today.  He’s old enough now and the Cash’s house is only a few doors down.  Plus, in less than 2 weeks he’ll be back in school.  

He’ll probably sleep in, play video games most of the day, and eat all the junk food in the house.  He’ll either be lying on the couch watching TV, or still on the computer when everyone gets home.  He’s earned his parents’ trust over the years as he’s never given the babysitter, nanny or housekeeper any troubles.  He’ll be fine.

With the kids set up for the day, Shannon will drive South into the city and David will head the other direction to the hospital.

David has worked every shift, but the Supervisor position has him set at 6am to 3pm.  So, he’s the first one to leave the house in the morning.  This shift allows him just enough time to see his wife in what he considers her most overwhelmingly perfect state of beauty.  

When she first wakes up, sits up and pushes the hair out of her face to show her still closed eyes.  No makeup, hair falling freely and wildly, wearing one of David’s t-shirts and some old sweatpants, her porcelain-white skin in the still dark room, her entire being... comparative to the most wonderful evergreen, with branches slightly pulled down by snow, hidden in the quiet forest, well before it gets trimmed- lit up in bright colors- elaborately adorned with shiny decorations- and stood up in the center of town to represent the beauty and wonder of a time-honored tradition of love and peace.  

She is the evergreen.  She is fantastic to him all day-every-day, but for him- the morning is perfection.  And the very best way to start his day.

In his time at this hospital, he’s learned everything about it.  The location of each department and the quickest way to get there, the timing of everything and typical staff needs are all in him now.  He can also learn the patients, visitors, and staff very quickly.  

His value here was recognized and appreciated within only a few weeks of his starting.  So, when he told them, 4 years ago, that he was taking 13 months off, no one even questioned the request.  However, that wasn’t really a request.  His priorities are pretty set in stone and his family will always be the highest.

He was able to be around for the last few months of Shannon’s pregnancy.  Then after Jessica was born, he was a Stay-At-Home-Dad for almost a year.  Once the family was settled, he returned to work as if he didn’t miss a day.

Sure, “Paternity Leave” is part of his contract, but his plan exceeded the terms of the contract.  Yet, no one batted an eye.  They knew he’d be back and that the respect he always gives others should be returned.  He earned his freedoms.

Standing around for most of the day, David’s job, would likely be seen by most as pretty boring.  But he thinks of himself as an enthusiastic people watcher, and is highly entertained by individual idiosyncrasies-peccadilloes-nuance-personality traits- hidden as well as shown- fake and real- language- auditory and physical... All the small things.  And how so many emotions that come out organically in a hospital, bring people’s true self to the surface.

On any given day, there are plenty of intriguing people in a hospital, so he’s rarely bored.

In his years of wanting to be a police officer, he was always honing his detective skills.  So, his people watching goes deeper than most.  The speed someone is walking, the volume of people talking, the posture and stance, and any unique or common body-language is absorbed and calculated by David.    He uses this skill everywhere and develops it more and more with each passing day.  

Knowing people on this level can give you a significant advantage in helping them or... hurting them.  However, David’s use of this knowledge has always been altruistic.

David gets to the hospital at about a quarter to 6, grabs some coffee, says his, “Good mornings”, to everyone he passes, then gets started.  
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