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Navy Lieutenant Commander Victor (Vic) Breite, pulled into the driveway of a home in Dardenne Prairie, Missouri.  The home had belonged to his parents, who were recently deceased, leaving the place to Vic.

With a heavy heart, Vic got out of the car.  His 5’5” 115 pound brunette ball-of-fire adopted daughter, Patricia (Patty) Armes, got out of the other side of the car and, while walking toward the front of the car, looked over at Vic, who was also moving forward.  “Looks like a nice place, dad.”

“Yes it does, Patty.  I’ve never been here before.  My mom and dad only lived here about three years, and we’ve never found time to visit them here...which I regret.”

Patty started to respond, but stopped as a car pulled into the nearby driveway of the next door house, on that side of the Breite home.  Since the garages of the two homes were on opposite ends of their respective homes, the two driveways were only about ten feet apart.

Angela (Angie) Marian was an attractive 5’9”, well put together 140 pound brunette, Physician Assistant, at a major hospital in Chesterfield, Missouri.  She worked in one of the office buildings on the campus, for Dr. Darren Bellingham, a noted cardiologist.  

Angie parked her car outside her garage because she planned on going shopping, after changing clothes.  Even before she exited her car, she noticed Vic and Patty, so when she did get out, she headed toward them.  As she walked up to Vic, she asked, “You’re Vic Breite, aren’t you?  I’ve seen pictures of you in your uniform.  I’m so sorry to hear about your folks.  They were great people, and wonderful neighbors.  Oh, I’m Angie Marian.”

Vic held out his hand, which Angie grasped and shook.  “Yes, I’m Vic.  This is my daughter Patty.”

“Hello, Miss Marian, or is it Mrs., ma’am?”

“Angie is fine, Patty, nice to meet you.  You’re even prettier in person than in the pictures I saw of you.  Your...um, grandparents, were quite proud of you.  Is ‘grandparents’ correct?”

“Yes, ma’am.  I have...had...three sets of grandparents.  My mother’s parents, dad number one’s parents, and dad number two’s parents.  I never knew my mother, she died two years before I was born...wait, I mean after I was born.  It wouldn’t work too well the other way.  Anyhow, I really haven’t been close to my mother’s parents, because after dad number one refused to let them raise me, we didn’t have much contact with them.  Dad number one’s parents are not too happy that they aren’t raising me now, either.  In fact, when dad number two and I agreed for him to adopt me, they really got upset.  They tried to short-circuit the process, but...”

Vic interrupted, “Patty, dear, you’re babbling on, while we stand out here getting cold.  What say we go inside, and if I don’t mess up with the instructions Mrs. Becker gave me about the alarm system, and we wind up with the cops showing up, we can offer Angie a cup of coffee.”

Angie, who had been doing all she could not to laugh outright while Patty was carrying on, now spoke up, after a slight chuckle, “I can help you with the alarm system.  It is identical to my system, in fact, the code numbers are the same.  I had my place broken into last year, and after I got my security system put in, your folks liked it, Vic, so they had the same guy put one in their place.  Your dad gave me their security code, along with a key, so I changed my code to be the same as theirs, so I wouldn’t forget their code.  Speaking of the key, I’ll give it back to you later.  About coffee, you don’t have any inside.  When your folks moved, they helped me move almost all foodstuffs they weren’t taking with them, to my place.  That included the coffee...but you still have the coffee maker.”

Now Vic laughed, as he pointed at the door.  “Please be kind enough to get us inside.”

He handed Angie the front door key sent to him by Michelle Becker, his parent’s attorney.  She took the key, opened the door, and went to the security system control box.  Vic and Patty followed along.  Angie put in the security code, and turned to Vic.  “That’s it, really easy.”

Vic replied, “So it seems.  Did you get that, Patty?”

“Yes, sir.”

Angie handed the key back to Vic, and asked, “Do you want to check the place out?  After that, we’ll try to figure out what you’ll need to set up housekeeping.  I left my car out, because after I change clothes, I planned to do some food shopping.  You can ride along, if you want.”

“Sounds good, but I’ll drive, since you’re kind enough to lend a hand.  Also, with me driving, it’ll give me a better lay of the land.  I was born and raised in Chesterfield, but don’t really know my way around St. Charles County all that well.  Out of high school, I went to MIT, and from there into the Navy.”

Angie grinned.  “Oh, so you’re a brainiac?”

“Not exactly, but it was a good education.  As to setting up housekeeping, we’re only here until a day or so after Christmas, then it’s on to my next duty station.”

Patty piped up, “Dad’s being modest, Angie.  He’s gonna take command of the USS Vindicator.  And I get to live in Japan.”

Vic cleared his throat, then admonished his daughter, “Patty, dear, we have discussed the matter of ship’s movements before.  But, Angie, since my blabbermouth daughter has let the cat of the bag, shortly after I take command, the Vindicator is set for rotation to Japan...Sasebo, to be precise.  We’ll be homeported there for the duration of my tour, and beyond.  For our short stay in San Diego, where Vindicator is presently homeported, I have worked out a deal with her present Captain.  He’s to be stationed at Pacific Fleet Headquarters, my last duty assignment, so he and his family will live in our home there in Hawaii, and we’ll live in his place in San Diego...a straight up swap of homes, but we’ll continue to own our home, and he’ll retain ownership of his place.  When we move to Sasebo, I’ll rent the home in San Diego, to cover the cost of renting in Sasebo.  Already have a realtor lined up to handle the rental...to Military personnel only, probably Navy.  We also have lodging in Sasebo arranged.  The Captain of another MCM, that’s the type of ship the Vindicator is, presently stationed in Sasebo, and returning to San Diego to replace us...our squadron, for their squadron, has agreed that we can take over his rental in Sasebo.

“I know, probably way more information that you ever wanted to hear about U.S. Naval ship’s movements, but it leads up to the next:  Please keep this info to yourself...ship’s movements are classified, even though anyone interested probably had the information before I did.”

“I get it, mums the word on your new ship going to Japan.  That should be fun for you, Patty.  But, who takes care of you when your dad is at sea?”

Vic answered, “The present Executive Officer, second in command of the Vindicator, has agreed to have his wife look after her.  Patty will travel with her to Japan, and she’ll live with them when we’re at sea.  It’s all worked out, and his wife and kids like Patty, for some strange reason, and she likes then...so done deal.”

“Hey, dad, that wasn’t funny...well, maybe a little.  Angie, I only met them for two days on our way here, but they are real nice.  These kinds of arrangements are one of the objections dad one’s parents had when dad two was getting ready to adopt me.  Good thing the social services lady who interviewed us, before recommending the adoption go through, had a good head on her shoulders.”

Vic grumbled, “Yes, and a good thing she had a good sense of humor, too, young lady, for that stunt you pulled.”

Curious, Angie asked, “What stunt?”

Patty answered, “Oh, after she interviewed me separately, and had stated she would approve the adoption, I joked, ‘Glad you approve, ma’am, because my dad-to-be is great in bed.  You should try him out.’  When her eyes nearly popped out of her head, I said, ‘gotcha.’  She saw the humor, so no harm-no-foul.  She did warn me, rather sternly, that I better not try to be funny in court, or the judge might not approve the adoption.  She also told dad about my wisecrack.  Boy, did I ever get a talking to.”

Vic asked, “And what else?  What did you leave out?”

“Oh, that.  Angie, I asked the social services lady if she was married, because I wanted a mother, and I thought she’d be a good one.  She told dad about that, too.  That time I was only half joking.  Dad does need to get married, but I’m now on orders to leave ‘wife picking’ up to him...like that is ever going to happen.  I have tried twice, found him two real nice single ladies I thought would be a good wife for him, and a good mother for me...but he couldn’t close the deal.  This is probably gonna get me in trouble, but are you married, Angie?”

Vic put his hand to his face, and shook his head in silence.  By then Angie, who had kept from it outside when Patty was talking away, had been laughing since Patty told about the first thing she had said to the social worker.  Between laughs, she answered, “No...and not looking for a man just now, thank you very much.”

While Patty had been talking, Angie had slowly walked to the thermostat, looked at Vic, and put her thumb in the up position.  He nodded his head, so she moved the temperature setting from the 60 degrees it was set for, up to 73 degrees.

Now she explained, “Vic, your folks left the utilities on, and set the thermostat at 60 to keep the pipes from freezing during the winter, and if they decided to sell, to have the place sorta warm for a real estate person to show it.”

“Thanks for jacking it up.  Now, let’s do a fast look around, make a shopping list, and invite ourselves to your place for a cup of coffee...or something stronger for me, after Patricia has shown you what a miserable job I’ve done as a parent.”

“I don’t think that at all.  Looks to me like you’re doing just fine.  She may be a bit precocious, but in a charming, well adjusted, way.”

Shopping list finished, and their belongings inside, Vic and Patty followed Angie to her home.  She showed them around, and Vic commented, “Looks like the layout is nearly the same in both places.”

Angie agreed, “Yes, except, of course they have opposite floorplans...so my garage faces your garage.  Now then, coffee, or something else?”

Vic answered, “Coffee is fine, thank you.  To save you asking, Patty is becoming addicted to coffee, just like most sailors.”

Angie nodded, and headed into her kitchen, followed by her guests.  She put the coffee to brewing and headed out of the kitchen, “While the coffee maker is doing its thing, I’m going to change, and put my car away...actually the other way around, the car first while I still have my coat on.  Make yourselves at home.”

By the time Angie returned, Vic and Patty had their coats off, and the coffee was ready.  All three drank their coffee black, so, after asking about that, Angie filled three cups and they all sat down at the kitchen table.  

While sipping her coffee, Angie asked, “Do you know that Michelle Becker’s husband, Bob is a SEAL, too?”  Your folks told me you were also, Vic...and I noticed your SEAL Insignia.”  She had also noticed that the 6’, 200 solid pounds, rather good-looking sailor was a “hunk.”  

Vic, who had on his dress blue uniform under the now removed top coat, sat up straight in his chair.  “Hold it, her husband is Bob Becker?  Wow, he’s a SEAL legend.  Even though he’s been retired for several years, he is still talked about in SEAL circles.”

Not even realizing she was doing it, Angie reached over and touched the ribbon bar to the left, top row on his uniform, right under the SEAL Insignia.  “I’d say he’s not the only one talked about in SEAL circles, sir.  Last I heard, they don’t pass out Navy Crosses to just anybody.”

Without thinking, Vic blurted out, “Well, that medal caused one little girl one heck of a lot more grief, than it did to earn it.”

“What do you mean?”

Vic looked at Patty, who with her eyes clouding, just nodded.

Knowing he had just been given the okay to tell what he meant, Vic answered, “Patty lost her father in action.  Then right after my adoption of her was approved, I went on a mission where I got all shot up.  Poor Patty had to go through the feelings she had suffered once already in her young life.  I was branded a hero for doing my job, and getting wounded in the process.”

Patty found her voice then, “I cried my eyes out both times.  At least this time, something good came out of it.  Well, wait, losing my first dad was awful, but at least I managed to win the lottery, and get this dad.  But, what I meant, was, hopefully, I don’t have to worry about dad now...at least not too much.”

Angie asked, “What do you mean, honey?”

Vic answered, “My wounds were bad enough that to be cleared for full duty, I had to agree that my days as an active SEAL were over, so now I’m a blue water sailor for the rest of my career.  Thus, the chances of Patty being an orphan again are much less likely...unless I mess up in my new job, and get my ship blown out of the water by running into a mine we’re supposed to be sweeping, not hitting.”

Patty’s face tightened.  “That was not funny, dear father.”

Angie stood up, ruffled Patty’s hair, and suggested, “Maybe it’s time for some shopping.”

***
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When they returned from their shopping “spree,” which included a Christmas tree Patty insisted on buying, Vic pulled to a stop in the driveway, and looked over at Angie sitting next to him.  “Do you mind getting the door and alarm, while I lug this tree inside?”

“Be happy to do it.”

Vic nodded, handed her the key, and told Patty to bring the tree stand they had purchased inside.  He got out, removed the thin rope holding the tree in place atop the car, and lugged it inside, as soon as Angie had the door open.  Patty raced by with the stand, and picked out the spot she thought the tree should be placed, which met with the approval of Vic, and on being asked, Angie.

The tree in its stand, Vic asked, “You open for a deal, Angie?”

“What kind of deal?”

“You help us with decorating the tree, and I’ll cook supper for the three of us.”

“Okay, deal...but let’s eat first...I’m starving.  Also, I’ll cook tomorrow night.”

“How about I put the planned baked potatoes on, then we decorate until they’re ready?”

“Why not just nuke the spuds?”

Patty voiced her opinion of that idea, “Yuk.”

Angie laughed, “We’ll do it your way, Vic.  While you get started in the kitchen, I’m taking my stuff home, then I’ll be right back.”

“We’ve got to unload, too.”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot about that.  I’ll go home, put my stuff up, and then help you carry everything in.”

By the time Angie returned, Vic and Patty were making good progress on carrying in all the food purchased, and the decorations bought for the Christmas tree.  She helped carry in one bag of groceries, and helped Vic put everything away in cabinets, or the refrigerator.  After they finished, Angie and Patty were banished to the living room to start on the tree. 

They were still hanging ornaments when Vic came back.  “The potatoes are in the oven, so are you two ready for some help?”

By the time Vic looked at his watch and announced he was returning to the kitchen, the job was nearly done, except for the garland and the star that would top the tree off.  Angie and Patty continued on until the job was finished.  Satisfied, they went into the kitchen, where they set the table.  The only thing Vic had put on the table was a bottle of wine, and three wine glasses.  

Angie saw that and asked, “Does Patty get wine, too?”

Patty answered, “Yes, but I’m only allowed half a glass...then I have to switch to milk or go without.  They only time dad lets me have even that much is when we’re home alone.  You should feel honored, Angie, to have me drink wine in front of you.”

Angie joked, “I was younger than you when I was allowed to have something to drink, but like you, not much.”

Shortly, Vic served steaks and potatoes, with green beans.  While eating, Angie complimented Vic for a “grand meal” and added, “You’ll make someone a good wife.”

Patty corrected, “Or a good husband...I can tell you right now that he’s a good father.”

After the table was cleared, and the dishes washed, Patty announced, “I’m going to bed.  Angie, both dad one and dad two, have gotten me used to the early to bed, early to rise stuff, and I’m bushed.”

Vic glanced at this watch, before he joked, “It’s only eight in San Diego, dear.”

Patty shot back, “Yeah, well, we aren’t in San Diego, dad.”

That said, she kissed Vic on the cheek, looked at Angie for a moment, and then gave her a big hug.  “Thanks for a great day...you’re a neat lady, and a great neighbor.”

With that, Patty turned and headed off, with Angie saying to her back, “You’re a neat young lady, Patty,” then she turned to Vic and continued, “I better be heading home.  I’ve got a big day tomorrow.  I really enjoyed our evening together...thanks.”

“Same here...I enjoyed it, too.  Thanks for all your help.  I’ll walk you home.”

“No you won’t, why waste the time to put a coat on, and take it right back off.”

When Angie shut her front door behind her, she leaned against it, and muttered aloud, “Don’t even think about it, dummy.  He may be a hunk, and a swell guy, but, amongst other things, you’d have to move to Japan for God’s sake.”
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In the morning, when Vic came into the kitchen, Patty already had the table set, and was getting ready to cook breakfast.  She turned as he came in.  “Good morning, sleepy headed dad, are you ready to eat?”

“Honey, we’re on vacation, and it’s only sevenish.  I wouldn’t even be up, except for the wonderful aroma of coffee permeating throughout the house.  But, to answer your question, yes I’m ready to chow down.”

As he spoke, he saw two cups sitting by the coffee pot, and headed toward them.  Patty noticed, nodded approval, and put pancake batter on her already warm flat-rimmed skillet.  When the pancake was cooked, she put it on a plate, put two slices of bacon on as well, and served Vic, who thanked her.

When it was ready, she sat down with her own pancake and bacon.  “I’ll get you another one as soon as I eat mine.”

“Thanks, daughter, but I’ll get it.”

Vic took a swallow of the orange juice Patty had on the table, and got up.  When he sat down with his second pancake, Patty got up to make her second one.  “Is two gonna be enough for you, pops?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“Good, because I’m out of batter with my second one.”

When they both had finished eating, Vic washed the dishes and Patty dried.  They both had a second cup of coffee, before Patty asked, “Okay, Mrs. Becker first, right?”

“Yes.  I’ll call her as soon as I finish my coffee.  Thanks for breakfast.  I’ll try to get up earlier tomorrow, since it’ll be my turn to do the cooking.”

“See that you do.  Today was actually your turn.”

“I know, I know.  Who needs a wife to nag, when I’ve got you?”

“Speaking of wives, father, I really like Angie...a lot even.”

“That seemed to be a rather redundant comment, Patty.”

“So be it.  I notice you didn’t comment on the content.  You like her, too.  I can tell she’s a prime target for me to enlist as a mother...in your eyes as well as mine.  I’ll do the heavy lifting, but you’ll have to close the deal, dad.”

“Patricia, don’t start.  First off, we’ve only known her for one day, and we’ll be gone in ten...or so.  Secondly, I’ll do my own wife shopping, if you please.”

“Okay, fine, you shop for a wife, and I’ll shop for a mother.  This lady is a winner, I mean I really, really like her...and so do you...I can tell.”

“Patty, we’ve had this conversation before.  I’d like to be married to someone who would make a good mother for you, but one that I love...not just to have someone else to help raise you.”

“Yeah, yeah, this one is it, pops.  If I sit around waiting on you to move, I’ll be fifty before you get with it.  I’ll rope her in, all you have to do is close the deal...as I’ve already mentioned.  Look, dad, she’s pretty, has a nice shape, a great sense of humor, and I saw the way you two looked at each other.  She’s perfect for you...what a great match.”

“You know sometimes, I think you’re 13 going on 30...little Miss Matchmaker.  Just behave, and let things progress naturally if they’re going to progress.”

“Bah.  I’ll have a mother by Christmas, if you don’t mess it up.”

Vic shook his head, and got out his phone.  He called Michelle Becker, was told to come on over to her home, given directions, and stressed to stop at the stop sign at the end of the drive.

He didn’t know what that meant, but told Patty to get her coat on.  During the drive, Patty kept on about Angie, until Vic finally told her to cool it.  Michelle was waiting at the front door when they pulled down the drive.  Vic stopped at the stop sign, but Michelle waved them on, so Vic pulled to a stop opposite her.  He and Patty got out, and walked up to Michelle.  She invited them in, and led the way to her office, which had been Bob’s den before they married.

She offered them coffee, or whatever they wanted to drink, and both opted for coffee.  With Vic and Patty seated across from Michelle at her large oak desk, she opened her “Breite” file.  “Vic, basically, your parents’ will leaves everything to you.  They had already set up a trust fund for Patty for $100,000.00 to see her through college.  I’m happy to say that was done two years ago, and is now worth a good deal more than that.  They authorized me to invest the money in the trust as I saw fit.

“The remainder of the estate includes the house you’re staying at, a farm property with a large house, needing considerable repairs if you want to keep it, and the house they purchased in Tucson, Arizona.  There is also the cash on hand, and an investment portfolio.  The combined assets total is somewhere well north of five million dollars.  I have an accounting sheet here for you to go over.  I have already started the process of getting all of this transferred to your name.”

Vic swallowed.  “I had no idea they had that much money, Michelle.”

“Your father was a highly placed executive, as you know.  Heck, even his golden parachute, on retirement, was nearly half a million.  A good deal of that was stock options he exercised, and also a retirement package that he contributed to...50%, his, the other 50% the company.  At present there is only about $200,000.00 of the total estate in cash.  That is already in your name.”

As she spoke, Michelle slid the balance sheet over to Vic, then continued, “About the three properties, I don’t know how much your folks told you about them, so I will give you the full rundown.  The house you’re presently staying in is located in Dardenne Prairie, as you know.  Your folks had originally bought the farm property to rehab the house there for their retirement...it is just outside Dardenne Prairie in unincorporated St. Charles County.  Oh, before I forget it, the farm itself is being farmed by a gentleman who leases it.  Your dad planned at some point to convert part of that to a landing strip, with a hangar on it.  He sold the plane he had, but planned on buying another one later on.  But, before repairs on the house could get underway, some friends of his in Tucson convinced your folks to retire there.  That is why they bought the place out there.  Your dad’s idea was to spend part of the year...make that most of the year, here, but to winter in Tucson.  If you decide to sell any, or all of the properties, I know two or three good real estate agents to handle the local sales for you, but have no clue on the Tucson property.”

Vic shrugged.  “I have no idea at this time.  I’m still stunned at the large amount of the estate.”

Patty joked, “Buck up, dad...I’ll help you spend it.  Seriously, Mrs. Becker...”

“Michelle, please.”

“Okay, Michelle, the money in that trust for education won’t be needed.  I’m going to the Naval Academy.”

Vic grinned.  “If you keep your grades up, dear.”

“I will, dad, you know that.”

Michelle grinned at the exchange, but went back to the subject of the trust.  “Patty, if you do not use the money for education, when you turn 21, it is yours to use as you see fit.  I think we’ve got most of this covered, but I have all kinds of documents for you to go over, including a copy of the will itself.  I also have a raft of papers for you to sign.  I’m happy to answer any questions you may have, and to be of further assistance, unless you want to use your own attorney.”

Vic shook his head at that, and replied, “No, the only attorney I presently have is for a single matter...Patty wants to change her last name to mine.  She’s always had that option since I adopted her, but her choice.  Now she has opted to do it, so we’re moving it right along.  We sort of have a hearing scheduled...pending whenever we’ll be back in Hawaii.”

Michelle nodded.  “Ship’s movement in play here, I assume.  Since you told me when we talked on the phone that you’re about to take command of a ship, my guess will be you know about when you will be back in Hawaii, but since ship’s movements are classified, you worded that the way you did.”

“Yes.”

Patty asked, “We understand your husband, Bob, is also a SEAL, is that correct?”

Michelle tilted her head before replying, “From the way you worded that, am I to assume you are a SEAL, Vic?”

“Yes, but from now on, I’ll be otherwise engaged.  Alas, I got shot up badly enough that I have a few missing parts.  Nothing that will keep me from full-duty, but enough to keep me out of the field as a SEAL.  Angie told us your husband was a SEAL, and if it’s the same Bob Becker I’ve heard so much about while active with the SEALs, I’d certainly like to meet him and shake his hand.  As you may know, Bob Becker is a name held in high esteem in SEAL circles.” 

Almost on cue, Bob came home, and shouted from the kitchen, “Honey, I’m home...where are you?”

Michelle shouted back, “In your former den...with another SEAL.”

Bob hurried into her office and was introduced to Vic...and Patty.  As the two men shook hands, Vic said, “It’s an honor to meet you.  You’re still talked about with respect in SEAL circles.”

Before Bob could reply, Patty blurted out, “Dad has a Navy Cross,” but then knew she was in trouble from the dirty look Vic shot her way.  She had been told, more than once, that bragging about medals was not something one did.

Bob noticed the look Vic tossed Patty’s way, but contained the smile that crossed his mind.  “I guess I’m not the only one talked about in SEAL circles, Vic.”

“I wouldn’t know, Bob.  I’ve only been back to a SEAL base once since I was able to walk and talk again.  That was to let the brass know my days as an active SEAL were over.  That was part of the deal I had to acknowledge to get returned to full-duty.  In truth, I knew it was coming during my rehab.  I’m not really fit, even now, for SEAL duty.  But, I’ve always felt that I was just doing what I had been trained to do, so I have some doubts about getting any kind of medal.”

“I know what you mean...I feel the same way.”

Michelle butted in, “Okay, you two heroes, when the SEAL love fest is over, can I get back to work here?”

Bob chuckled, but asked, “Where’s Tillie?  I didn’t see her outside, and haven’t seen her since I came in.”

Michelle answered, “Up in our bed the last I saw.  I don’t think she’s feeling too well.  I’m thinking a trip to the vet might be in her immediate future.”

Bob nodded.  “Okay, I get the message...both messages.  You have work to do, and I should go check on her.  Vic, Patty, ‘Tillie’ is our pooch.  Talk to you later, Vic.”

“Yeah, right.  Hope your dog is okay.  I’d like to have one, but with all the moving, including to a possible location abroad, it isn’t feasible right now.  Patty would love a puppy too, but it’ll have to wait...we’ve talked about it, trust me.”

Patty just grinned as Bob left the room, and Vic sat back down.  When he did, Michelle got back to the business at hand.  “Okay, Vic, I think we’ve covered the high points.  Let’s get you signing all this stuff I have for you.”

Vic nodded, and one item at a time he signed, reading not the first word.  When he finished, Michelle handed him a folder.  “This has your copy of everything you just signed, and a few more things.  May I ask what your plans are now?”

“Sure.  First thing, I guess is to take a look at this farm house.  If I decide to rehab the place like mom and dad wanted to do, how about a suggestion on a contractor to do the work.”

“Aldo Carnaghi.  He’s from Troy, about 15 or 20 minutes from your Dardenne Prairie place.  He’s been through the farmhouse with your dad.”

“Yeah, I know where Troy is, but have never been there...just driven by on my way someplace else.  If you have one of his cards, I’d appreciate it.”

Michelle reached into her middle desk drawer, and produced a Carnaghi Construction business card, which she handed to Vic.  He put the card in the file given him by Michelle.  As he did, Michelle pointed at the file.  “In the back of the file is a baggie with the keys, and precise directions from the house you’re living in, to the farm.  I had Bob help me with the directions.  Some of the streets, read unpaved roads in some cases, aren’t marked well, or not at all.  The directions are of the drive a mile and a half, then turn right, and then drive one mile, et cetera, type.  If you manage to get lost, give me a call, I’ll come and try to bail you out.”

“We should be able to make it okay.  Patty has become a pretty good navigator...if she was older, and in the Navy, I’d have her aboard to navigate my ship.”

Even though she knew she would hear about her outburst concerning Vic’s Navy Cross, Patty also knew she wasn’t in deep trouble, because of what Vic had just said, so she just nodded and grinned.

All three stood up at that point, with Vic thanking Michelle as they walked toward the living room.  When they neared the bottom of the stairway leading upstairs, Bob came down carrying his 80 pound German Shepard.  Patty ran up, and Bob introduced her, “Patty this is Tillie, Tillie this is Patty.”

Patty reached out and stroked the dog, who raised her head slightly, and gave a weak wag of her tail.  “Hi, Tillie, I hope you get better.”

Bob looked at Michelle.  “Honey, how about opening the door to the garage, then the rear car door.  I’m taking her to the vet.  It seems like she’s having some trouble breathing.  Call the vet’s office, and let them know we’re on our way.”

Vic pulled Patty back a bit, and announced, “We’ll let ourselves out, Michelle.  Again thanks for everything, and I hope Tillie gets better.  So long.”

Michelle and Bob both thanked him, and went the other direction toward the kitchen, while Vic and Patty went out the front door.  In their car, Vic waited until Bob backed out of his garage, and drove off.  After that slight pause, Vic followed Bob to the main road, and then fell back as Bob was driving faster than Vic felt comfortable driving on the road he had only driven on one time, to reach the Becker property.  

Patty asked, “Do you think she’ll be okay, dad?”

“I hope so.”

“Me, too.  Where are we going now, to that farm house?”

“Yes.  We may as well start at home, since the map starts there.  If you need to use the bathroom, please do so while there.  I assume the utilities are on at the farm, but I forgot to ask.”

“Good idea, pops.  You do realize you called the house we’re staying at ‘home’ don’t you?”

“I guess I did.”

After they had both visited the bathroom while there, they went back to the car.  Vic got the map and picture of the house on the farm out of the file, and handed them to Patty.  “Okay, navigator, navigate.”

Having looked at the map earlier, Vic knew which way to turn out of the drive, and when he did, Patty joked, “We’re going the right way so far, dad...way to go.  You want to make a left turn in 1.3 miles from the drive.”

Vic sighed, but quickly set the trip millage counter on the dashboard, and just over a mile later, he looked ahead.  “That must be the street on the left coming up.”

“Yup, that would be my guess.”

“No guessing navigator.”

As Vic made the turn, Patty said, “.7 miles to the next turn, which is a right one.”

They kept on that way, until they drove up to the large farm house they were after.  Patty looked at the photo, and announced, “We did it, dad.”

“So it seems.  If the key fits, we’ll be certain.  Come on.”

The key fit, and they went inside.  To the right of the long hallway leading from the front door to the rear of the house, was a monstrous living room.  There was only one piece of furniture, an easy chair, in the large room, but it had a huge fireplace.  There were two floors, with four bedrooms on the second floor, again with little in the way of furniture.  There was a straight-backed chair in one bedroom, and a bed frame, without mattresses in another.  There were two bathrooms, one was very large adjacent to the master bedroom, which was large enough for two king-sized beds, with plenty of room left over.

The remainder of the first floor, had a bathroom, a large kitchen, a parlor, and what seemed to have been a den, since it was ringed with very well made bookshelves, which contained exactly one book...a large bible.  It also had a dusty old throw rug, which was the only floor covering in the entire house, save the well-worn tile flooring in the kitchen.

The basement was empty except for the furnace, which seemed to Vic to be rather new, a water heater, and half of a ping-pong table.

By then both Vic and Patty had been making comments about the few items in the house, and laughing every time one of them commented on them.

Through with the tour, Vic called the number he had for Aldo Carnaghi.  He introduced himself, and then added, “I got your number from Michelle Becker.  I have inherited this farm house she told me you had seen, and been through with my father.”

“Michelle told me to expect your call.  What do you think of that old place?”

“The furnishings are quaint.”

At that Patty burst into laughter, as Aldo replied, “Yeah, I noticed.”

“Can we get together to talk about his place?  I’m not certain what to do with it yet, but would like to pick your brain a bit.”

“Is tomorrow morning around eight okay?

“Yup, see you then...thanks.”
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Vic and Patty spent the rest of the day back at their temporary home.  At one point, Vic asked, “Well, what do you think of it?”

“I don’t know, dad.  It certainly is large enough, and I bet it could be turned into a very nice home.  But, who would live there?  Me and my 10 kids after I retire from the Navy?  At the rate you’re going, after you retire, you’ll be living alone, once I head off to Annapolis.”

“What 10 kids?  And how old will they be when you retire around age 50?”

“Just sayin’.”

“Whatever, but you do make a good point.  The only way we could ever live there would be for Christmas, after I get shore duty, probably at either San Diego, or Hawaii.  Which I know doesn’t make much sense.”

“Then why even think about it?”

“I don’t know.  But, if I do get married somewhere along the line, it would be a nice place to retire to.  Sort of a home base to entertain you and your family.”

“What makes you think I’ll ever have a family?  With you as an example, I’ll probably go through life single.”

“You just mentioned about having 10 kids?”

“Oh yeah, well forget that.”

“You really like her, don’t you?”

“What?  Like who...oh, Angie.  Yes, I do, but where did that come from?  We were talking about the farm house.”

“Patty, dear, I know you, and how you like to circumnavigate the globe to get where you’re going.  Also, I caught the dig about me never getting married.”

“Okay, you got me on that.  Yes, I think she is a great lady.  And yes, I think she would be a good mom for me, and a good wife for you.”

“Patty, we’ve only known her for what, 12 hours or so.  I admit I think she is very nice, easy on the eyes, friendly, with a good sense of humor, but for crying out loud, what makes you think she’d even be interested in me?”

“Let’s see...hmmmm...you’re easy on the eyes, friendly, nice, have a good sense of humor, and a good catch, with responsible employment.  Any woman should be thrilled to have you.”

“Like the last two you picked out for me?”

“Hey, one you didn’t much care for, and the other one might have gone for it, but for having her husband gone to sea half the time.  I’m telling you dad, Angie is the one.  You wait, I’ll have a mom before you go to sea again.  On top of everything else, I saw how you two looked at each other...it was a lot more than sizing each other up.”

Vic sighed, shook his head, and replied, “If she is ‘the one,’ I’d appreciate it if you’d just let nature take its course.”

“Yes, daddy...I’ll be a good girl.”

“When does this happy event take place?  For the first time, I might add.”

“You might, but you won’t.  I’m always a good girl, well most of the time.”

Vic sighed again, and stood up.  He walked to the garage door off the kitchen, and went into the garage.  Curious about what he was up to, Patty followed.  Vic found what he was looking for, and pushed a button mounted on the wall of the garage, right outside the doorway.  The garage door in front of the garage opened.  Vic smiled. “Presto...we can now put the car away.  The next trick is to see if we can find a remote, to put in the car so we can open and shut that door when we arrive, or go somewhere.”

That said, Vic went to the work bench in the garage, looked it over, opened the three drawers in the bench, and shrugged.  “No luck.”

Patty asked, “Do you think Grandpa Breite took it with him in his car?”

“Probably.  Oh well, I guess since we aren’t likely to be going anywhere else today, I’ll pull the car in now while the door is open.”

Vic got the key fob for the rental car, put it in the garage, closed the door, and came back inside.  “Mission accomplished.  Now what?”

“You could call Mr. Becker to see how Tillie is.”

“That is a very good idea, Patty...thank you.”

Not knowing Bob’s cellphone number, Vic called Michelle Becker.  “Hi, Michelle, this is Vic Breite, how’s you pup?”

“She’s fine, Vic.  Bob’s right here, I’ll let him explain what the deal was...I’m not too certain that I know exactly what it was.”

Bob took the phone, shaking his head at Michelle, and explained, “Hello, Vic.  I’ll give you the short version.  She had something caught in her throat...a sliver of bone of some sort, that had gotten infected, and caused her windpipe to swell shut, or most of the way shut.  How’s your day going, and did you get a look at the farm house?”

“Yes, and Aldo Carnaghi is gonna meet me there tomorrow.  But, I’m not sure just what I want to do with it yet.  Other than that, I’ve just been sitting around chatting with Patty about it.  Well that, and finding the button to open and shut the garage door.  But, I haven’t been able to find the remote for the darn thing.”

“You gonna be home for a while?”

“Yeah, why?”

“I’ll be over in about fifteen minutes.  See ya.”

Vic tilted his head, then it hit him.  He looked at Patty, “I think our remote problem is about to be solved.  I better put on a fresh pot of coffee.”

“I think I’m going to try hot chocolate...except I don’t know how to make it.”

“I don’t either...read the directions.”

“Good idea, pops.”

Bob arrived 22 minutes later.  Vic opened the door when the bell sounded.  “Welcome, come on in.”

Vic was grinning as he looked at the remote in Bob’s hand.  Bob noticed, and said, “Lead me to your garage.”

Heading that way, Vic replied, “My pleasure.”

In the garage, Bob spotted a ladder, saw Vic’s car in the way, and suggested, “It might be a good idea to move your car out, so I can get near the unit.  “I’ll have to move mine back, let’s go.”

Vic nodded, used the button near the kitchen door to open the garage door, and then hurried inside, to get the key fob for his car.  By the time he returned, Bob had already moved his car back, so Vic backed his out.  That all accomplished, Bob got the ladder, put it under the motor unit, and held the remote up near it to program it.  Finished, he got off the ladder, shut the garage door with the remote, and then opened it, so Vic could pull his car back in.  But, before Vic headed to his car, Bob inserted a sun visor clamp in the remote, and handed it to Vic.

Vic took it, thanked him, and went to his car.  Inside, he put the remote on the visor on the passenger side, and pulled the car back into the garage.  Bob, meanwhile, moved his car up near the door opening.  He got out and went inside the house, after Vic shut the garage door.  

In the kitchen, Vic thanked Bob, “Appreciate that, Bob, but you really didn’t have to run over right away to take care of it.”

“Oh yes I did.  Michelle was giving me grief over the deal with Tillie.  I had glossed over the matter of the bone, actually omitted that, when giving her the longwinded word for the procedure.  She, of course, heard me tell you about the bone, so she tore into me.  The vet did the same thing, when he extracted the bone sliver.  My lame response to both was that it wasn’t a chicken bone...got me nowhere with either of them.  The funny thing about Tillie and bones is that she has eaten God only knows how many bones in her lifetime.  She even had a fetish for rabbits.  Would chase them all over the closed in backyard, then when she caught them, would eat them, fur and all.  She started losing weight, so I took her to the vet, talked a bit, and he told me that she was using up more fat chasing, than she was getting from eating them. It got so bad, that I started pot shooting the darn things...with Tillie inside, until I more-or-less cleared my place of rabbits.  I got by with the rabbit killing process, because Michelle had a fit when Tillie ate one.”

By the time Bob finished his story, Vic and Patty were both laughing at the tale.  Only then did Patty say, “Hello, Mr. Becker.  Good to see you again, and glad Tillie is better.”

Bob replied, “Appreciate your good manners, and upbringing, but ‘Bob’ is okay, Patty.”

“Thank you, sir.  I just made some hot chocolate, would you like some?”

“No thanks.  I see what I presume is a fresh pot of coffee, which I’ll have with thanks...black, please.”

Over coffee, Bob suggested, “Vic, if you’re gonna rehab the farm house, I can put in a good security system for you.  Obviously, you won’t be living there full time, or even very often for the near term, so a good system is a good idea if you get it all gussied up.”

“Yeah, good idea.  If I decide to rehab the place, I’ll let you know.  Are you staying the night?”

Bob laughed.  “No, I’m not in that much trouble, but thanks for the invite.”

Vic and Bob continued to talk over coffee, with Patty getting in a word or so. When the coffee had been consumed, Bob stood up.  “I guess it’s time to go face the music.  Have a great rest of the day, you two.”

Vic replied, “Thanks again for the remote.  Say ‘hi’ to my attorney for both of us, please.”

Vic and Patty walked to the door with Bob, watched him leave, and then she asked, “Now what, dad?  Just sit around gabbing until Angie comes home from work?”

“Probably.”

That is what they did, but about fifteen minutes before the time Angie had come home from work the previous day, Patty moved to an easy chair near the front window.  She saw Angie pull into her drive, and on into her garage.  “She’s home, dad.”
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