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I have this one question for you. Would you raise your hand if anyone asked if you are presently in a government run secret witness protection program? Of course, you wouldn’t volunteer this information for fear that someone might recognize you, and possibly reveal your present location information the wrong people.

Let me tell you about these aliases, new names for each, Sara Martin, her mom, Beth JoAnne Martin and her grandmother, Mary Mildred (Millie) Martin. Neither of the three can reveal their real given names, nor anything about who they are and where they used to live. This could place them in real danger, should they give out any other past history about themselves. The three will remain in hiding and are in the process of undergoing a complete transformation. This change started immediately after Angela, now called Sara Martin, witnessed Louis Bauche’ being murdered by a competitor gang member just days ago. Angela, now called Sara, was on her way home from work. 

She had just left work. She was already in her car with the engine running when she saw it. A man was holding a gun a few inches away from another man’s head. She was only about a city block away from them. She quickly pulled out her cell phone, clicked it on video, and raised it up in place, just in time to record the fire and smoke coming out of that gun. At that same time, she heard that gun shot. This shook her up so much she accidentally hit her car horn, drawing the bad guy’s attention to her. The rest of her story is like a whirlwind nightmare that just refuses to leave her mind. 

The shooter started running towards her. She jammed her shift into drive and raced past him. She remembers seeing shattering glass from her windshield, and her side windows as she sped past him. Then, hearing the sounds of bullets hitting her car first on the side and then on the trunk. 

She recalled what her mother had told her more than once, “If you are ever in trouble or threatened while in town head for the closest police station.”

The rest of her story is just a blur. She does remember her sense of relief seeing the sign on the police building, as she turned that last corner. She stopped in a no parking zone right in front of the station. She jumped out of her car just as she heard that car speed past her driven by that same man with a gun. He must have lost his hat somewhere by that time. She was able to get another clear video of him waving his gun around, but not shooting it as he sped past her.

With her phone still in her hand, she turned and raced into the police station. They took over after that, ushering her into a back room to what appeared to her to be like what a police interrogation room. 

Once she was able to catch her breath and settled into a most uncomfortable chair, she was finally able to tell them her whole story. Actually, she told them the story multiple times, along with showing them the video recorded on her cell phone.

Following that dreadful day, she, her mom, and her grandmother were immediately transported out of town by Marshal McVay. He has put them into some secret witness program. This has changed all of their lives. It started with their names, then where they lived, who they can call, see, or contact. Angela, now Sara, won’t be able to see or talk with her dad and her stepmom for several days. Missing them has proven to be the most difficult time, because she had just found out who they are a short time back. She knows their phone numbers and she has their address memorized, but she can’t call them or write to them, much less, go see them. And she can’t share anything of her present daily life with them. Her little half-brother, Seth, who is going to be fourteen months old in a few days, hadn’t even got to see his big half-sister on his first birthday. Maybe she might even miss his second birthday, or even possibly several more after that if things about this witness program last longer. 

Angela, who is now called Sara, had been his primary daycare giver all during last summer while his mother, Mellette, was working at Sara’s dad’s business each day. So many things have changed, immediately after she’d witnessed that murder. She doesn’t dare call them, or even call her little brother by his name for fear that the wrong people might make the connection. That could put her dad and his little family in serious danger.

All of the above and following information is now classified information. Their identities and locations have all been changed to protect the innocent witness and her immediate and extended families and friends.
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IN HIDING

At least I still have my mom and grandmother with me, but this witness protection program we are in has adversely affected each of us pretty much in the same way. We are all in that same boat and understand how we each are feeling. I can go to Mom and Granny with my concerns, and they can totally relate to what I’m going through. They both are experiencing the same things, except that they didn’t witness that murder, and they don’t have any of those frightening nightmares like I do. We can comfort each other, and we do that almost daily. 

I thank God every day that my mother and grandmother are here with me, even though I wouldn’t choose to intentionally put them through all the separation we are experiencing.

The adjustments to our present situation have been very hard on me. I miss my dad and his family the most. But I’m also missing my college classes, my job, and the few friends I have developed in the last few months. It feels like I’ve been jerked out of my old life by my hair, and now I have to start over. Everything is being changed from my name, my home, my work, my school and my life. My identity is like being one person one minute and someone else with a new ID the next. 

I also miss Granny’s ranch and Fido, our dog, and Frosty, my horse. I used to be able to go riding on Frosty and have Fido run alongside for hours at a time. I miss not being able to see the few friends I had there, including Marsha and the others in our young people’s group at my church in North Ridge. Then there is Zack and Mack Adams at Granny’s church. We weren’t what you would call real friends, but these two brothers still hold a fascination for me, especially Zack, the bashful one. I had wanted to help him gain some confidence and lose his silly bashfulness. But that is not likely going to happen because of this witness protection program. My future and my past with all those memories are on hold. Maybe these changes will never be possible again. 

But I need to look at the positive side. I’m still here. I could have been killed or seriously wounded. I’m not dead. That Al McGreger guy was shooting real bullets at me. Any one of them could have done the job; but God, yes, but God kept me safe through all that. And He is with me here in this place. I can turn to Him anytime I need His strength, “God, please forgive me. I should be full of joy and gratitude for all that You brought me through. And I need to be there for my mom and Granny right now. Please help me to do that.” 

“Also, Lord, Marshal McVay and his team have been so good to us. I need to pray for their safety while they help us. Nothing can be changed about how we must live during this time. Marshal McVay has explained all of this to my dad and his family. He explained most all that happened. At least, some of the details of that fateful fearful day. And Marshal McVay has assured us all that he will keep our line of communication open between us and our family back home. He won’t be able to provide updated pictures of any of us, but he promised he will take many updated pictures of my Guild family for us to have and save. He will also keep my dad and Mellette, my stepmom, informed frequently of our situation. He just can’t let them know where we are, or anything about what me, my mom and Granny are doing from day to day. 

Beyond all that, our future remains unclear for each of us. We don’t know how long we will be kept in this program and living away from the rest of our family. It could be only a short time, or it could be years before all the threats might go away. It might be the rest of my life before I might be reunited with the rest of my family. These adjustments for each of us are much the same but are still, in some ways, very different for me than for my mother and grandmother, “God, only You know our future and we are completely in Your hands. Thanks for listening to me ramble on and on, God. Amen.”

After my long talk with God, I decided to go find Mom and Granny. They were both in the living room of this safe house that the Marshal had found for us. It was plain and without lots of the niceties that our North Ridge house had, but it’s comfortable and safe. We each have our own bedroom, and I share a bath with Granny. 

The kitchen is smaller than Granny likes, but it has all the necessary equipment to make our life bearable.

Mom and Granny were talking when I walked in. They almost acted like they didn’t want me to hear what they were discussing. But I heard Mom say, “I sure miss not spending time with Mellette, and her baby boy.” 

She then added, “I’m missing my college program I started in North Ridge, and I now need to arrange to start on my third semester at the college here. Their program might be different than what I’m used to, and it may take some time to adjust.” 

“Somehow my credits and all of my financial assets have been transferred to my new name. Plus, all of our other records and mailings are being retrieved and brought to us as they come in. Robert told me we have to be very careful about any of our responses to any of these records. But on the good side, all of our clothes and personal items have been brought over after being screened by his team to make sure nothing will reveal our true identity.”

I slipped into my favorite living room chair while she was talking, but I was preoccupied in my own thoughts. ‘Mom has already gone out with Robert, Marshal McVay, twice and is planning to go to dinner with him again in a couple days. So, if you were to ask her if she misses her other life where she was always too busy to have a social life, her answer would have to be with many mixed emotions. She had never dated anyone going back to her college days before I was born. Her sole purpose in life had been to raise me by herself, and to establish her busy career as a self-employed owner of two diners. This never gave her time for anything that included socializing or dating. But now, she seems to be enjoying her time with Robert. That’s U. S. Marshal Robert McVay, who is also our head administrator in this witness protection program. He might be all that she might have dreamed about when she was back in high school years ago. Now, because he is so mature and so handsome, she probably finds herself daydreaming about what might be in her future. She likely wonders if God has finally brought someone into her life. She can now finally ‘have a life’ much like I had recently pushed her to do. Should I be jealous of her new changes, or should I be glad for her?’

I finally stopped daydreaming when I heard her say, “Both Sara and I need to make plans to get back into classes. All of our credits under our old names are now in place under our new names. When classes start up again, I plan to continue with my goal to go for my bachelor’s degree in business administration. Also, Sara, you probably need to check on what classes are available for you in the next semester. I think I’ll drive over to the college tomorrow and check out the campus and check on classes. Do you want to ride along?”

I nodded my head, “Yeah, I haven’t yet ridden in my new car. What time do you plan to go out there?”

“I thought maybe after breakfast in the morning. How about striking for about nine in the morning.”

“Okay, that works for me.” 

Then I added, “I’ve only driven my little car once, and that was just to the store and back. It does feel good to have wheels again. I’m glad Robert let us go pick out our cars. Granny, when are you going to do that?”

Granny looked sad when she looked over at me, “I think I will do that one of these days. I really miss my old car. I don’t understand why our cars had to go away. My old car was just right for me. It suited me jist fine. Now I guess I will have to get used to that change too, along with all these other things, as well.”

I thought to myself, ‘Wow, Granny is not adjusting well to this forced move. She had just developed a new friendship with one of our former neighbors there on Swanson Street in North Ridge shortly after we moved there. This neighbor, Silvia, lives just a few doors away from our old house. She and Silvia had spent several times visiting over tea and cookies. They were just getting to know each other and sharing their past lives and their future. Now that friendship isn’t going to continue because of this frightful witness protection program. Silvia has to be wondering what has happened to her friend, Millie. So, in desperation Millie has asked Marshal McVay to communicate our situation to Silvia. He agreed to do that, but only with one big qualification, “That is, since we are going to be gone for an undetermined amount of time, there is to be no communications between you two ladies. This is done to keep all of you safe.” 

Then He added, “You can write to her, but you can’t disclose anything about where you’re living and any other information that might be damaging to your witness protection program.”

Granny had to agree to these terms, but she was struggling with all the many adjustments, as well as, for this last unexpected and unprepared move. She had shared her discontent with her daughter and me very often, “This is our third move in just a number of weeks. It has been very difficult for me”.

She continued, “I’ve lived out there on my ranch for over forty years. How is an old lady like me supposed to adjust to all this? Can we at least have some of our things, so it feels like we are still the same people?” 

Then she added, “At least I get to keep my same first name. If they made me change that, I would probably be about ready for the funny farm.”

She was right, this was our second move in just a very short time. That had not been easy for any of us, but it’s especially hard on my Granny. She told Mom one evening that all this commotion was making an old woman into a really old woman. She was well aware that I might take it personally, so she made sure she didn’t say this to Mom when I was around. But I was in the kitchen getting a glass of water when I heard her say it. I felt bad for her and all the things that had happened just because I saw what I saw that fearful day.

One of the hardest things for Granny is remembering to call us by our new first names. She had been calling her daughter by the same name since before she was born, and the same with me. Almost every day she slipped on this subject. It is not a real problem when we are at home by ourselves, but it would not be good when we were all out visiting somewhere. Our first time in the new church here was her real test. Millie was still Millie in her mind. That was not the problem, but her daughter is now called Beth and I’m to be called Sara. This has made Granny’s life so much harder. She decided to go back to calling me Precious. That is the name she called me when I was just born. And Grandpa had his own nick name for me. He called me Princess.

One good thing is happening as the result of these changes. Granny is clearly happy that her daughter might finally have someone to spend her future with. And, Granny had gone so far as to calculate Mom’s age and the possibility that she is just young enough that another grandchild could be in the offering, if Mom and Robert don’t delay their courting relationship for too long. She quickly threw up a quick prayer, “Oh God, please forgive this old woman for her wanton wishes. Amen”

. . . . . . . . . . .

Jackson and Mellette, Sara’s dad and stepmom, have had many conversations about the situation regarding this witness protection program. Marshal McVay has kept them up to date on all that he could share. He told them about the incident with Jackson’s daughter witnessing the murder. Further that she and her mother and grandmother are moved into this program to keep them all safe from harm. They are now fully aware that this program has no determined end. Only when there is no longer a chance for the perpetrator, his family, or his minions to do harm her can her and her family be released from this program. It’s almost like losing someone in death, but also knowing that they are still alive somewhere, and being purposely kept away because of certain threatening circumstances. This separation that is beyond anyone’s control, but it is done in order to keep all parties safe from harm.

Jackson told Mellette one evening, “I was just really getting to know my own daughter, and then she had to be taken away. I know God is still in control, but I’ve asked Him many times, why? Why does this have to be? Why can’t we go and be placed into the program too? But of course, we can’t. Your parents live right here. We can’t ask them to move too. It’s just so frustrating for us to be away from loved ones, and with no end in sight. Plus, Seth must wonder what has happened to his big sister. He is too young to understand why she is not here. But I’m beyond understanding as well. I want to see her and them, but I can’t. I can’t even know where they are and how they are from day to day. I guess if something was really wrong there, we would be told. But it’s just hard to have my hands tied and there is no way to free them. I know this is all in God’s hands. All we can do is to pray. I guess that’s all we can do with any other matter as well.”

Then he sent up a prayer, “God, You know our hearts are hurting. Please provide for them and for all who are looking out for them, and then give comfort to us and to each of them as well. Amen.”
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STARTING OVER

When we first arrived at the town Marshal McVay said was going to be our hometown, Mom asked him if someone could retrieve some more of our other personal property from our house. He took us to purchase several changes of clothes and night wear and toiletries, enough to last for several days before doing laundry, but we still lacked many things. Marshal assured us they would bring other items from our home as soon as possible. Several of the things on our want list were brought to us a few days later. Some others had to be modified to remove any names and personal information. These were like our tablets, computers where filtering was needed to remove anything that might place us in jeopardy.

Much of our other things would be placed into storage for safe keeping until they could determine what we eventually would want.  

After we were finally settled into a more permanent residence Marshal McVay’s team had more time to solve our requests. It would take some time to get these other items sorted. After a few days we had most all of our tech hardware back, and to our surprise we each had the latest new model cell phones as well. 

The only real problem was we had no one we could call except each other. We certainly couldn’t call my dad or Mellette, or our friends, as much as we would like to.

We all had signed powers of attorney shortly after we were settled in our new home allowing them to act in our interest to cover other legal and financial affairs. Also, we were given new driver’s licenses and other I D cards along with new credit and debit cards. I wondered how they were able to accomplish all this so quickly and without us being present. Maybe this is the power of our mighty government in action.

Shortly thereafter our remaining household effects from North Ridge were moved over, the house there was rented. These rent payments were filtered through some private trust fund to avoid any connection to us before they were given to my mom. So many other areas had been covered to protect all of us from leaking any information to the wrong hands. 

We had spent the first three nights at that motel before we moved into this house on Johnson Street. The house was not much different from our house on Swanson Avenue. The one we bought from my stepmom, Mellette. This Johnson Street house is comfortable and big enough so we could each have our own space. It is just not as pretty and doesn’t have as many bells and whistles. And it isn’t quite as new as what we left in North Ridge.

Often, I spend much of my free time reading in my room. I had left the book from the North Ridge Library written by a new author in my damaged car. I let Marshal McVay know about that book one evening when he came by to take Mom out on a date. A few days later that book arrived in our mail addressed to Miss Sara Martin. It was the first mail I had received since our last move took place. It took me back for a moment because I had forgotten that this is my new name. Much to my surprise the bookmark was still in place where I’d left off reading several days ago. It later dawned on me that I couldn’t take it back to North Ridge on or before the return due date. Then I noticed that Mr. McVay’s team had renewed it for ten additional days. Marshal McVay’s team apparently thought of everything. But I still had a dilemma, where would I return the book, and what name should I return it under? I guess I’d better ask.

The next changes were the different cars for two of the three of us. I ended up with a three-year-old red compact, not very different than my first car. Mom and I were able to go with them to pick out our cars. While Mom was given a late model silver SUV like what she had before. Granny’s old car was going to be harder to replace because of its age, and with very low mileage. She determined to hold out for one just like she had before. I wondered if they were going to be able to find a replacement that would make her happy. But about three weeks after we moved into the house, one of Marshal’s team drove over with an older made in USA car that had only thirty-eight thousand miles on it. The car shined like a new nickel. Granny took it out for a test drive and fell in love with how it drove. When she got back, she parked it in the garage closest to the kitchen door. 

She smiled and said, “My Lovelies are on their own with where they park theirs.”

It was so good to see her smile for the first time in too many days. It was apparent after that Granny was just a little bit more content with her life here with that old, shiny car parked in the garage. We now have a renewed hope things will be getting better for her after all.

We were finally starting to get a little more settled. Mom and I took the tour of our college campus. We were impressed with the place. It was easier finding our way around. By comparison the campus at North Ridge that was laid out very strangely. The buildings over there were much harder to locate from the paper map we had been given. Here, the roads were all straight and running north and south, east and west. The Campus buildings are named after presidents like Washington, Jefferson and Lincoln. They have walking trails throughout the central area with lots of bench seating for study between classes. The library and cafeteria are open whenever classes are still in session. This means we can buy refreshments at any time, and we can stay to study at either place whenever we need to. 

By contrast, both the library and cafeteria back at North Ridge College have limited hours and are closed long before the night classes are over.

My first class was scheduled at 9 AM on the twenty ninth of the month of August. My second class is at 1 PM that same day. I can stay on campus to study for a time and have lunch before attending my second class. My next schedule is two days later at three in the afternoon, with another class at six that evening. So again, I can stay on campus between classes. This schedule leaves me plenty of time to work part time, if I can find something to fill in around my classes schedule each week. 

I enjoyed what I did at the Java Brew coffee shop in North Ridge. I just wouldn’t want a repeat that frightful experience after leaving work that last day. The likelihood of that ever happening again is slim to none. Unfortunately, I can’t list them as my work reference because of this witness protection thing. I need to follow all the directions that Marshal has given each of us. We can’t use them as a reference or make contact with anyone we’ve known before. It’s too bad because I sure would like to talk with several people over there. Especially my dad and Mellette and some of my former co-workers, and then to get to hold my precious little brother. Neither can we be able to even go to church there nor at Granny’s church as well. 

I should kick myself for dwelling on all this wishful thinking. I simple can’t afford to chance of putting all of us in danger by just one possible mistake.

When Mom arrived home from her dinner date with Robert, she was all excited. They talked over dinner. He shared with her some interesting information. He’d found a two hundred fifty-acre ranch close by with a large ranch house, two large barns, and an extra-large bunkhouse along with several other out-buildings. He was planning to bid on this place. It has a year around creek. The property is all fenced and cross fenced. He already has secured a letter of loan commitment from his bank, who is selling this property by foreclosure. 

I wondered how this could affect us, until Mom shared that if he gets this property, he is offering to bring our three horses over and board them on his ranch. 

That is such good news because we’ve all really been missing our horses.

Mom went on, “Robert is hoping to run some cattle on this land. He is already planning to hire one or two ranch hands to work the place. That was similar to what Granny, and my grandpa had done for so many years. This had happened shortly after Granny’s Stepdad, Mellnor, went home to be with The Lord.”

Mom added, “The bank is taking other bids on the ranch during the next ten days. They are waiting for more competing bids. After the ten days they will accept the highest bid. We are hoping that Robert’s is the high bidder. Then, if that happens, he will end up with this ranch. Once that happens, we can have our horses moved over, and we can finally get to ride them again. 

I have been really wanting to take Frosty out and ride him for hours to help me adjust to all these many changes. Maybe we will be able to go out there one day soon.  

‘I thought that if Mom and Marshal were to marry, we might all move out there one day. I’m as excited for her as I can be. She’s found a really sweet guy, and maybe things will change for all of us for the better. Isn’t that what God said in His word? I think its Romans 8:28 “We know that all things work together for good for them who love God, to them who are the called according to His purpose.” I wish I knew for sure that is the right scripture address. I’ll have to look that up.’
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