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Chapter 1

A Lesson Learned?

 


 


The Grand Apple Valley Adventure club, and
Aunt Nellie where welcomed back home with a party at the Lake
Mansion. The Wilks, Marie Walker, Grandfather Tom, and The Capps
welcomed there weary travelers. Dr. Mom insisted her boys had grown
an inch, and there was something about Roy, she couldn’t quite
figure out. He kept smiling a lot, walking around with that look of
enchantment, and distracted. Now mothers, will be the last to know,
but Fathers knew what that look was. The Sheriff pulled Aunt Nellie
aside and got right down to the point. “Aunt Nellie, I know that
look on Roy’s face. Who was she?”

“Now Andrew, I think Roy should tell you,
after all it was his first kiss at the Blarney Stone, actually it
was two kisses, and I don’t mean the Blarney stone either. He’ll
come around and tell you eventually. Just so you know, and you must
not tell Roy. I sort have played cupid there. Arranged it with my
Second cousins, 15-year-old Granddaughter to be at the Blarney
Castle. Roy went on all during that whole trip how he would like to
kiss a red headed Irish girl at the Blarney Stone. So, like a good
Leprechaun, I granted his wish.”

“Why you sly old spinster you. Should I tell
Sersha?” Andrew asked.

“What, burst her bubble her little boy isn’t
a little boy anymore. Don’t be surprised if you find Roy spending
all his time online with a new email pen pal. I had her slip the
boy a note. Should keep Roy out of Charley’s hair and ours.” Aunt
Nellies tells Andrew.

“As long as, he does his chores, and school
work, I’ll be happy.”

“Don’t bet on it Andrew, well at least until
he gets past that puppy love stage. Then you can have a talk with
him, set him on the right course. By then Charley will have found
him a girl too.” Aunt Nellie threatened.

“Oh no, been dreading this since the twins
turned 13.”

“Dreading want dear?” Dr. Mom said as she
walks into the room.

“Oh, having the twins back, and their
constant out pranking each other.”

“Oh, you had to remind me dear, I was just
getting used to some peace and quiet around the house without them.
Think we could send them off to a nice boarding school in England
dear.” Dr. Mom suggested.

“Now, Sersha were you not the one in the last
3 weeks mourning about how you missed the boys. Are they home yet?”
Andrew teased his wife.

“I’ll take the Fifth on that Andrew. Tell the
boys and I’ll take away your toys for a year.” Dr. Mom
threatened.

“No, not by new Drone.” The Sheriff
groaned.

“I’ll leave you two the fight over who gets
to play with the toys.” Aunt Nellie walked away to join the boys in
the game room at the mansion.

“Well Brian, what do you think of the
states.” Aunt Nellie asked him.

“It’s so big, I mean I haven’t seen all of
it, but from New York, to Chicago, then here, why that is as big as
Ireland is all put together and there is so much more of it Aunt
Nellie.” Brian remarked.

“If you’re lucky in life, you might get to
see the rest of it. So many people here in Michigan have never even
been to any of the Great Lakes. Never seen the Atlantic or Pacific
Ocean. It’s a big County. I have been around the world 3 times in
my life, and I have yet to seen all of it. I have never been to
Siberia, or China, or Australia either. Most of the states I have
seen has been from an Airplane from California, to Chicago, to New
York. Finally settled down here in Grand Apple Valley Junction. I
have crossed the Pacific, the Atlantic, the Mediterranean Sea, and
the Indian ocean. Seen more water then land. I would not trade it
for a trip to the moon.” Aunt Nellie told Brian. Turning to the
rest of the boys. “Got a few weeks before school starts, so what
are you boys going to do now that your back from your
globetrotting?” Aunt Nellies asks.

“I been thinking that as the weather is still
warm, I might have Brian come out to the farm and camp out for a
few nights in Jimmy’s woods. Have some fun swimming in Rainbow
Stream show him were Bear Tree is. Grandfather tells me it is doing
just fine in its new spot. Even rebuilt the tree stand in it.”
Jimmy tells Aunt Nellie.

“Well now, that sounds like a good way to end
the summer. Best do that as soon as you can arrange it. You got to
get ready for school, do some shopping for new clothes. Get Brian
registered at Apple Valley high. I will be talking to Principal
Starkweather tomorrow and getting Brian sponsored as a Foreign
exchange student. Then the Twins will need to do some rearranging
of their rooms. Charley is going to switch to Roy’s room and use
his bunk beds. Roy and Brian will have a new set of twin beds and
set them in Charley’s larger room. Charley complained at first, but
Roy pointed out he would have a set of Bunk beds, no more doubling
up when one of the boys comes over, or he finds Denny in his bed
having one of his spells. Charley was all in for it after that.”
Aunt Nellie tells Jimmy.

***

 


The Grand Apple Valley Adventure club picked
a good time to have a campout at Jimmy’s woods. The weather was a
typical hot August day. Grandfather got the basecamp set up with a
few amenities for a two day and one-night stay. The boys arrived
that morning in Jake’s Ford, packed to the gills with boys, and
camping gear. This would be the last time Jake would be with the
boys at the farm. In a few days, he would be on his way to the
Police academy. After getting the tents set up and storing their
supplies in the lean-to. The boy’s gave Brian a tour of the area.
Their first visit was to the swimming hole at the Rainbow Stream
where they enjoyed a refreshing swim. After that they took the Ford
down over to County Rd 9 to the access road that leads to Bear
Tree. Jimmy explains to Ricky, Brian, and Caesar where the original
mound was, the Bear tree on top and the giant Geode inside the
mound. He described how the Grand Six helped Grandfather Tom
excavated the Bear tree and relocate where it now stands now. Then
how the mound was removed around the Giant Geode and sealed in a
foam cast for shipment to the University last summer. Jimmy
described their visit to the University this spring to dedicate the
Geode exhibit where his Father was honored as the Geode’s first
discoverer and the Mural at the exhibit telling the story of how
his father at age sixteen had been treed by a bear cub when the
Rainbow stream had flooded, then finding the Geode. How two summers
ago, Grandfather Tom had arranged a treasure hunt, where the boys
camping out here in Jimmy’s woods rediscovered the Geode, and
rescued Jake. Ricky, Brian, and Caesar admitted that being here
made the adventure more real than it had been when the boys told it
them before. Jake showed the three where he had been held hostage.
They all gathered back into the Ford and returned back to the Farm.
When they arrived, Grandfather Tom was waiting for them, he had his
binoculars out, and was agitated.

“There’s trouble down at the river boys. I
heard some firecrackers going off, the sheep came running up to the
barn. I spotted a teen down there, at the riverbank, climbing out
of a small row boat, snooping around. I called Sheriff Capp, but
he’s unable to get a deputy out here in time. Jake why don’t you
and the boys go down there and tell the kid this is private
property. Tell him I have called the sheriff.” Grandfather
said.

Jake, speeds down to the river bank where the
boy was lighting off firecrackers and throwing them in the river.
Jake gets out of the car with Caesar, tells the others to stay in
the Ford. “Hey, what do you think you are doing, this is private
property, and you are trespassing. Your scaring the sheep with
those firecrackers.” Jake yells at the teen, as Caesar and he
approaches the river bank.

“Bug off farmer boy, the river isn’t private
property, I can be anywhere I want on the river.” The teen
challenges Jake.

“Then you should have stayed in the river
then. You are on private property now, and those firecrackers are
illegal this time of the year. Gets you a $500 dollar fine when the
sheriff shows up. Not to mention harassing livestock with them.”
Jake ducks as the teen throughs a lighted firecracker at him.
Caesar, steps forward threatening the teen. In moments, the other
boys are out of the Ford and backing Jake and Caesar up. Jimmy
yells at the teen.

“This is my Grandfathers farm, I want you off
it now or else.”

“Oh, my, I am scared, what you going to do,
you hicks, through sheep dun at me.” The teen says. Then throughs
another lighted Firecracker that lands on Jimmy shoes. Jimmy jump
back as the cracker rolls off his shoes and explodes.” All the boys
advance on the teen.

Jake hollers at him. “You can’t stop all of
us or light those crackers fast enough. We will get you and dump
you in the river and drown you like the rat you....”

A siren is heard approaching the riverbank.
The teen jumps in the rowboat, starts the small outboard motor, as
he races down the river his seen giving the boys the finger. Deputy
Santos pulls up with Grandfather Tom in the squad car.

“Jimmy, are you okay, I saw that boy toss one
of those Firecrackers at you through my binoculars.”

“I am all right Grandfather rolled off my
foot before it exploded.” Jimmy told his Grandfather.

“Do any of you boys, know this teen?” Deputy
Santos askes.

Jake said he had never seen the boy around.
But he knows that boat, it’s a rental from John Still’s Tackle
shop. The other boy’s told Deputy Santos, they had never seen the
boy either, could be knew in town or visiting someone. They been
out of the County for most of last month, not up to date on any new
arrivals in town.

“Well not much I can do, except pay the
Tackle shop a visit and find out who rented that boat. Mr. Walker
will you be filing charges?” Deputy Santos asks.

“Yes, Martha I will, the property is posted
in several places along the river. My sheep are riled and upset,
add endangering lives stock, and use of illegal fireworks. Not to
mention throwing them at the boys.” Grandfather Tom told Martha
Santos.

“You can come by the station tomorrow and
take care of the paperwork. I have the Twin’s and the boys here
talk to the Sheriff when they get back home after their camping
trip. Until then I see what Stills has to say. Keep your eyes open
boys, he might come back. You might consider a fence line here
Tom?”

“Thought about it once, but the sheep come
down to the river to drink, it would be more work for me hauling
water to a tough out here.” Grandfather Tom told Martha.

“Well wouldn’t want to give you more work
then you needed Tom. I’ll get going now. Oh, Jake good luck at the
policy academy. Had some fine people there as instructors when I
was there. You boys have a fine night out here.” Martha Santos
returned to her car. “Need a ride back to the farmhouse Tom?”

“Thanks Martha, Just, give me a few moments
with the boys. Keep your eyes open boys, that teen doesn’t seem
like one with any good sense about him. He could be trouble.”
Grandfather Tom walks to the squad car and gets in and Santos
drives up back to the farmhouse. Jimmy has the boys search the
grounds for any firecrackers that exploded or didn’t. The sheep can
be like goats and eat anything. It didn’t take long for them to
clear the area around the riverbank. They load up in Jakes Ford and
drive the short distance up to the base camp. Later that night the
boys sit around the campfire telling ghost stories and roasting
marshmallow’s and having smores. The following afternoon, the boy’s
break camp loading the Ford up, return to town. The dog days of
summer where coming to an end.

***

 


“Hey, Brian you sleepy head, you know what
time it is?” Roy shouts at Brian.

“Come on Roy, I am still not acclimated to
your time zone. Let me sleep in another hour, please.” Brian begs
Roy.

“If you do, you will be late for your first
day in school Brian. Get up you sleepy head. Aunt Nellie has
pancakes and bangers ready. Take you shower, dress and get down
stairs before she comes up here and drags you out of bed and throws
you into shower and drowns you in your Pj’s.”

“She wouldn’t dare Roy.” Brian asks.

“Count yourself lucky she doesn’t strip you
first before she throws you in the shower. Ask Charley, he will
tell you the horror story the last time she did that. It was just
last year, he was so embarrassed.”

“Hey, Brian, Roy’s right, I went to school
that day with a permanent blush for the whole day. Haven’t slept in
since. Not joking Brain. Oh no, here she comes.” Roy and Charley
darts down the back stairs.

“Brain Moore, you got two minutes to get out
of that bed, or I am going to drag you out and give you a shower in
your birthday suit.” Aunt Nellie poked her head in the room. Brian
was out of bed and in the bathroom before Aunt Nellie could leave
the room. 20 minutes later Brian joins the twins for breakfast.

“Told you Brian, Aunt Nellie can be a tough
barrack sergeant when it comes to getting us out of bed and on time
for school.” Roy told Brian.

“You need to give me a list Roy, so I can be
prepared.” Brian asks.

“What and spoil the fun for Aunt Nellie. You
will learn her quirks eventually. Just don’t sass her back, or you
backside will smart for a week. I’ve seen her give the Sheriff a
smack on the backside that rattled the windows for not putting the
toilet seat down in the half bath in the foyer.” Roy told
Brian.

Aunt Nellie enters the kitchen with a load of
dirty clothes for the laundry. “Brian I might suggest that you
adjust you alarm clock tonight to go off an hour earlier, even
better now that school has started to go to bed an hour early until
your sleep cycle adjust to our time zone. In time you will be up
with the twins and feeling not so tired. That means you Roy too,
help the boy out instead of being on the computer all night with
your new girlfriend online. Do your hear me, or do I need to tell
Dr. Mom about your Irish sweat heart.” Aunt Nellie blacked mailed
Roy.

“Yes, Aunt Nellie, I’ll get to bed earlier.
Just don’t tell Dr. Mom.”

“Don’t tell Dr. Mom want, Roy,” Dr. Mom came
into the kitchen.

“Nothing Mom, Aunt Nellie was telling me to
start getting to bed earlier now that school has started. Me and
Brian need to turn the lights off earlier, that’s all.” Roy
lied.

“Brian, you have everything you need for your
first day in school.” Dr. Mom asks.

“I think so, Principal Starkweather took me
on a tour yesterday. Three floors of school is more than I
expected. Back in Killarney we had just one building with one floor
for our classes. We don’t call it High School like you do here.
Most kids end up working in some trade as apprentices, or in their
fathers shops or on the farms by the time they are 15. Lucking
one’s with the right grades can go on to the upper classes. I was
planning to work with my father in his shop and learn his trade
this fall. I didn’t realize everyone gets to go to upper classes
here.” Brian told Dr. Mom.

“Thats want makes our American Public-School
system so different then in Europe. It’s a free public-school
system where everyone can attend until they graduate. We also don’t
have the Trades/Apprenticeship system found in the United Kingdom
either. Without a high school diploma, it’s hard to find a job.
Here, you don’t have to reach a high grade to advance, just pass
your finals, to move up a grade. Don’t pass you have to start that
grade over until you do.” Dr. Mom explained to Brain.

“Sound like less pressure on you Dr. Mom.”
Brian tells her.

“If there’s any pressure it usually come from
the parents, either expecting too much of their child, then become
disappointed that their child fails under that pressure. I want the
Twins to do their best, and yes, I expect them to try harder if
they are slacking. They did better than I expected last year, so I
expect them to keep up the good work. It will be harder for them,
the subjects are more demanding and what the teachers expect of
them. I got to warn you though we do not use the metric system
here, so you will have to get used to that in Math and science. You
will have American history and Government, so you former Irish
subjects will be obsolete for you, outside of world history and
world Government. Social studies will not be the same when you
consider it will be Americanized. You’re a foreign exchange student
so they will give you some leeway. Might even have you sharing your
Ireland history, and government history as comparison to ours.
Thats why the exchange program is important, for American students
to learn what it is like to live in another County. You will do
just fine Brian.”

“Thanks Dr. Mom. At least I speak English and
not French or German.” I do know some Celtic, but I don’t think
they will appreciate be swearing in Celtic.” Brian said.

“Hey, Brain, you got to teach me a few words,
so I know what Aunt Nellie is saying when she stubs her toe again.”
Charley asks.

“Brian Moore don’t you dare” Aunt Nellie
tells him.

“Okay, boys, off to school with you before
Aunt Nellie decides to send Brian back to Killarney.” Dr. Mom tells
them.

***

 


Like most first day of school, there is an
assembly at first period. Where the principal announces new staff
this year and returning staff. Principal Starkweather goes over
school rules of conduct with note to new rules mandated by the
state school superintendent. This year Apple Valley High has its
first foreign exchange Student from the Republic of Ireland. His
sponsor family is Sheriff Capp and Dr. Capp. Please give a warm
welcome to Brian Moore who will be joining the Juniors this year.
Brian Moore will you please come up to the podium tell us where in
Ireland you hail from.” Principal Starkweather leads the assembly
in applause as Brain comes up to the podium.

“Hello, I am Brian Moore, I come from
Killarney in County Kerry, southwest Ireland. Population around
15,000, roughly a 6-hour flight from New York city. Ireland is the
second largest island in the British Isles, the third largest in
Europe, and the Twentieth-largest island on Earth. You could fit
Ireland in Michigan’s lower peninsula between Lake Michigan shores
and Lake Huron shores and your Mackinaw Bridge. We speak the
Queen’s English, and many of our elder generations speak Celtic our
ancient Irish language. Please don’t ask me to speak Celtic, I know
only few cuss words in Celtic.” Brian gets a laugh. from the
assembly,

“Thank you.” Brian takes his seat. “Well said
Brian, I am sure Brian will be able to tell us more about his
County and its historic past. Now students, as this is the first
day of school, and only a half day. You are expected to visit each
of your scheduled classes for a 20-minute review by you teachers
and to get your books. The bell will ring every twenty minutes.
Once you have ended you class schedule review, you are dismissed
until tomorrow for a full day of classes. Don’t forget to get your
locker assignment before you leave today. Welcome back students.”
Principal Starkweather dismisses the assembly.

For the rest of that morning Brian, Jimmy,
and Roger team up to visit each of their junior classes. Before
leaving school, they get their locker assignments. Jimmy and Roger
find themselves on either side of Brian in the Junior locker
section. After school, the Grand Apple Valley Adventure club meet
at the boathouse to compare notes about the classes they are
taking, what new teachers there are. Denny is the last to arrive at
the boat house. “We have a problem boys.” Denny explains. “You know
that Kid we saw at Grandfather Tom’s farm, Well he’s in my Home
room. He came walking in like he owns the place. Shoved Joey Wells
out of his seat, telling Joey that was his seat. He shoves Joey’s
books on the floor. Then laughs at Joey for being a clutch. Mrs.
Carter came in right after that, and announces we have a new
student in the class from Jersey City, New Jersey. “Mr. Donald
Creavy” she asks him to stand and tell the home room about himself.
The first thing that come out of his mouth is that he doesn’t like
being called Donald. You can call be Tuffy. I’m from New Jersey
city, and as soon as I can I am getting out of this hick town and
going back to Jersey where I belong. Then he walks out of the
homeroom and behind Mrs. Carters back he gives her the finger. She
never saw him do it. She turns to the class and apologies for Mr.
Creavy’ s attitude. Tells us she is sure Donald will adjust to
living in a small town. The bell rings before any of us could tell
her what Donald just did. Home room left for their next class
review. Later, after my last class, when I was leaving the school
grounds Donald Creavy was standing under the old oak tree. As I
walked by, he looked at me and said. “Don’t I know you boy.” I just
ignored him, kept on walking home.” Denny tells them.

“He didn’t follow you home did he Denny?”
Jimmy asks.

“If he did, I lost him taking a few back
alleys through town. Then I doubled back and took the direct route
home.” I Checked the block and saw no one coming down the street
before I entered the house and down to the boathouse.”

“Come on boys, let’s check the grounds,
Twins, you take to the river bank and check the dock. Jimmy, Roger
check the fence crossing. Caesar and I will take the Ford and drive
around the block. Ricky, Brian, you stay with Denny here. Check the
boat well to make sure no one’s is hiding there.” Jake asks the
boys. Twenty minutes later everyone is back at the boathouse. Jake
reports he and Caesar spotted no one lurking around in the
neighborhood. The twins, Jimmy and Roger reports the boathouse area
was clear of any intruders. Ricky said the Boat well was empty
too.

Jake tells the boys, he wishes he didn’t have
to leave for the police academy this weekend. This new kid could be
trouble at school. “I’ll look up Billy Sikes tomorrow and have him
ask around about any new kid in town causing trouble. He is working
at the drug store now as a soda jerk. Charley, Roy ask the Sheriff
what the status of Grandfather Tom’s complaint about that teen at
the farm. Let him know this new kids name, and what Denny reports.
I’ll ask my dad if he has any new tenants from New Jersey city.
Just be careful in school Denny. Stay out of his way as much as you
can. Twins do the same if you have any classes with him. Ricky,
stick with your classmates as much as you can. If this Tuffy is
anything like I was, he’ll target underclassmen. Make it you goal
to meet after school and walk home together. Better, yet, I wasn’t
going to tell you until before I left Caesar, I am leaving the Ford
here. Can’t have cars with us at the academy. Dad is taking me to
the capital. You can have the use of the Ford while I am gone. Dad
said it was okay. You can get it registered at the school for the
parking lot. That way the boys will have a way home if needed. You
ready Caesar, Jimmy, Ricky, Roger, I’ll give you a lift home. We
will meet tomorrow as soon as everyone is free to do so.” Jake
takes off with Caesar and the boys.

***

 


Denny and the Twins, after their evening
meal, have a talk with the Sheriff about what Denny saw in his
Homeroom this morning. All the Sheriff could tell the boys was John
Stills at the Tackle shop when Santos had question him about one of
his boat rentals told Santos that he had not rented any boats in
the last week. Hadn’t been down to his dock in two days. When
Stills and Santos checked the dock one of his boats was missing and
a busted padlock lying on the dock and chain hanging in the river.
So, we have a stolen boat, the next day, Still calls up and tells
Santos the boat was back in its slip with the hull raptured sitting
in 4 feet of river water. The small outboard motor ruined. Any
fingerprints ruined. Whoever this teen is smart enough to cover his
tracks? Stole the boat at night, returned it at night after Still’s
closed the Tackle shop for the night. The dock is to isolated for
anyone to notice any day or late-night activity. The Sheriff asks
Denny. “Are you sure this Donald Creavy is the teen at Grandfather
Tom’s farm?”

“No Sheriff, not 100 percent he was in and
out of Home room so fast, it was his actions and attitude that
caught my attention at first. Then after our classes ended that
morning. When leaving the school, he was leaning up against the Old
Oak tree. He looked at me and asked me if he knew me, as if he was
trying to remember where. I didn’t respond just kept walking home.
Didn’t even look back. Thought it was wise to take a roundabout way
home just in case he was following me. Back at the boat house the
boys did a check of the neighborhood to see if he might be lurking
about. He wasn’t or if he was, already left.” Denny told the
Sheriff.

Listen Denny, Charley, Roy, first impressions
can often be wrong about a person so try not to jump to conclusions
until you are sure your instincts are dead on. The new kid could
just be having a hard time adjusting to a small town. Jersey City
isn’t no hick town it is across the Hudson River from New York
city, about a quarter of a million people. Going from that size of
a city to Grand Apple Valley Junction can be a culture shock for
anyone. Though I must admit his actions and attitude does not
endear him to me. No room for bullies in school and should be
nipped in the bud before it gets out of hand. I will have a talk
with Principal Starkweather tomorrow. But until l have more proof
this Creavy is the teen at Grandfathers farm and our boat thief,
all I can do now is just tell Starkweather there has been reports
of this new kid bullying students, rumors.” The Sheriff informed
Denny and the Twins.

***

 


The second day of classes for the new school
year started out as one should expect. Teachers, dumping syllabuses
on top of syllabuses on what each student is to expect for the
first semester. When the groaning and moaning was over, the
students delved into their studies. Brian eagerly jumped head first
into the American Public-School system. He browsed over his
syllabuses on each subject. He found American History exciting when
it was presented not as a World history subject as he learned in
Ireland. But an exhausted course of study with more detail on
events. U.S. Government was complicated when Brian considered the
political system, each state being autonomous yet not autonomous.
The different political parties and the size of American
Bureaucracy. Brian found Social studies would be informative about
American society, community dynamics, and the many social ills that
was found in every society in the world. Math though not his best
subject, it wasn’t his worst either. Biology would be a challenge
for him. His social studies teacher and Government teacher ask
Brian if he would help the class understand Irelands society and
its political structure when the class needed comparisons from a
first perspective as a citizen of the Republic of Ireland. The role
of a foreign exchange student in sharing that perspective. To
experience two cultures meeting in a classroom setting. If Brian
had any doubts about school, that second day erased those
doubts.

Denny on the other hand didn’t erase any
doubts about Donald Tuffy Creavy when at lunch time. Tuffy pranced
around the lunch room acting like a jerk and the bully he was.
There was the incident where he stuck a leg out and tripped a
student, who dropped his tray. Tuffy apologizing for the students
blindless. “You should have seen my leg sticking out and stepped
over it.” Not my fault he told the lunch room monitor. Then there
was the pushing his way in front of the line daring anyone to
complain. Denny watch Tuffy pick an apple from the fruit bowl take
a bite out of it, then stick it back in the bowl. Denny could hear
Tuffy mutter something about worms in the apple. When he took his
tray over to the table, he told the three students that were to go
elsewhere this was my table and don’t you forget it. By this time,
the lunch room, normally noising was suddenly quiet. The tension
building up. Denny, saw Jimmy and Roger casually walk over to
Tuffy. Roger bumped in to Jimmy, knocking Jimmy into Tuffy, Tuffy’s
head landing in his mash potatoes.

“I’m sorry, there old chap, I tripped, didn’t
see you head there in the mash potatoes.” Jimmy told Tuffy loud
enough for the whole lunch room to hear him. Then Roger and Jimmy
existed the lunch room. The whole lunch room broke out into
laughter. If Tuffy’s face turned red, you couldn’t see it through
the whites of the mash potatoes. Tuffy made a fast exit from the
lunch room, then tripped over Rogers leg as he ran through the
doorway. By the time Tuffy got up on his feet. Roger and Jimmy were
nowhere to be seen. The Lunch room monitors where busy elsewhere
minding their own business. Principal Starkweather showed up out of
nowhere and was heard telling Tuffy.

“Donald Creavy, safety rule No. 1 is no
running in the Lunch room. I expect to see you in detention after
school. And no running in the hallways either.” As Tuffy takes off
running down the hallway. Denny didn’t see Tuffy in school the rest
of the day. After school Denny didn’t expect to see Tuffy under the
Old Oak Tree. He was standing there with Jimmy, Roger, Caesar,
Brian, and Jake. Having a standoff.

“Donald Creavy, I suggest you change your
bullying ways, before bigger bullies get in your way. You won’t
like that one bit.” Jake told Tuffy.

“I suppose you and your gang are the bigger
bullies around here. I lead tougher bigger boys in Jersey City then
you pitiful weaklings. 3 times as many too.” Tuffy boasted.

Jake backed Tuffy up against the Old Oak
Tree, poking his finger in Tuffy’s chest. “We are not bullies
Creavy, what we are is justice and we won’t tolerate bullies in
this town. You got off the wrong foot, so we are willing to give
you another chance. Change you ways Donald, or you will find
yourself walking a very lonely highway in life.” Jake admonished
Donald Creavy. “There will always a tougher kid around who will
knock you off your feet.”

“I suppose that kid is you.” Donald
yelled.

“No, it was the kid who shackled me in irons,
held be hostage, and nearly killed me. He is in a mental hospital
for the rest of his life. I was once a bully like you, got into
trouble with the law and ended up in Juvey, until I meet this nut
case in Juvey. He made me escape with him, then tried to ransom me
off. You see these boys with me they were my victims of bullying
for many years. Until they rescued me, saved my life. It’s not too
late for you Donald, I suggest you take a hard look in the mirror.
I did and I didn’t like what I saw. This isn’t Jersey City Donald.
It’s a chance for a new life, or life without true loyal friends.
Come on boys, time we get home” Jake turns around to see most of
the upper classmen in school standing around, then each and every
one of them clapping as Jake and the Grand Apple Valley Adventure
club walked away.

Did Donald Creavy notice, did his stone-cold
heart melt? Did Tuffy cease to be?

 


 



Chapter 2

Jake Lake and Police Academy

 


 


Jake discovers in his second week at the Police
Academy, the rigors of improving one’s mind and one’s body is
important. Morning calisthenics became a daily routine for Jake.
Now Jake wasn’t an overly unfit youth. His mother believed in a
good wholesome diet, and his Dad always encouraged him to be active
in getting out there and enjoy the outdoors. Until he got his
driver’s license, his main way around Grand Apple Valley Junction
was to walk. Of course, you could walk from one end of town to the
other end in less than 15 minutes. To school in less time than
that. He enjoyed his free time outdoors, even though it wasn’t
always for the right reason, when it came to his bullying nature.
He kept his body trim and fit, putting on a few muscles here and
there to add a little weight to his demeanor when he was shoving
around some under-classmen at school. He didn’t play sports that
much in school, but got by with requirements in P.E. When it came
to daily calisthenics at the Academy, he soon learned that he
wasn’t as fit as he thought he was. After the second week he found
himself actually looking forward to each mornings drills of
set-ups, Jumping Jacks, laps, and toning up his muscles in the
weight room. There would be self-defense training and technics in
disarming a suspect without the use of lethal force.

When it came to toning up his mind, it would
be studies in law enforcement codes, and ethics in dealing with the
many issues of racism and policing. Then it would turned to studies
in police procedures, Criminal law, and Criminal Psychology. From
there it was the handling of weapons, range practice, and how to
strip down your weapon, clean it, and reassemble it in as fast a
time as possible. Jake would learn how to drive a squad car under
extreme conditions at extreme speeds, and maneuvering. In time Jake
would pick a specialty in Law enforcement, whether it would be
communications, tactical training, bomb squad, and search and
rescue. He would have advanced first aid, learn how to deliver a
baby, or do CPR. Then there would be the many aspects of
administration, paperwork, and proper procedures for writing
reports. At the academy it was a sun up and sun down 6 days a week
for 300 days of cramming all those studies in one year and passing
exams. Then a year in an internship program.

For now, he was to get his body in peak
physical shape, and his psychic evaluated. By the third week he
faced several evaluations of his mental state of mind. What he
thought, why he thought it, and what he would do in a given
situation. He had to bare his mind in group settings, one on one
sessions with a shrink. His school records where scrutinized, his
home life invaded. Even his sexuality was examined. Was he gay, how
did he feel about gay people? Was he a women hater? Did he hate his
Father? Did he ever have Pedophilia thoughts, or act on them. Did
he ever steal money out of his mother’s purse, or take a candy bar
from the drug store without paying for it? Was he ever in trouble
with the law? Did he bully kids in school?
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