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	This book is dedicated to my family and friends, 


	especially Big Al; you know who you are, and to my friend 


	of forty five years, Angie Tripp who encouraged me every day. 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




 


	UNION


	(NOUN)


	A marriage becomes a union of a man and a woman.


	When states or countries join together to form a union or larger unit.


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




 


	“Jefferson Lives”


	 


	 


	The last words of John Adams, July 4, 1826.


	 


	 


	Both Jefferson and Adams died on the fiftieth anniversary 


	of the signing of the Declaration of Independence.


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 







PROLOGUE


	INDEPENDENCE MISSOURI  


	              I’ll never forget what I was doing when it happened. I was crying myself to sleep just like I do every night. I didn’t actually see it in person, few people did. Millions saw it on live TV. They just didn’t know at the time what they saw. I found out about an hour later when my sister called and told me to turn on the TV. I remember asking her which channel. She said it didn’t matter, just turn on the TV. I imagine most people in America found out about the same time I did.


	              I remember September 11, 2001 like it was yesterday. I found out about the Twin Towers about an hour later. It was the second saddest day of my life. The saddest day of my life was when my husband of twenty years just dropped dead. Now those two events dropped down one notch to second and third.  


	              All the TV. stations were showing replays of when it happened. They just kept showing it over and over again.  


	              I sat there mesmerized by it. The camera was on the President. You could see a brilliant white light fill the House of Representatives chamber and then nothing.  


	              The news anchors said that the nuclear weapon was a hundred times hotter than the surface of the sun. I couldn’t even comprehend that. The wind generated from it was four to five hundred miles an hour. The so called experts were saying all sorts of things that didn’t make any sense to me. Ballistic missile, stealth bomber, suitcase bomb and the one that got me the most, something from a satellite in orbit. After about twenty theories, I was more confused than ever. I didn’t know what to believe. Does it really matter how?


	              The reason I wasn’t watching the State of the Union address, I’ve never paid any attention to politics. A lot of folks watch things like that. They say they want to be informed and know what’s going on in the world. Yet, they can’t tell you what’s going on any more than the guy who barbeques every Saturday afternoon. I know that sounds harsh, but it’s true. Our young people don’t vote. They think someone is going to take care of them. But WHO?


	              Everyone says the United States has lost its moral compass. Democrats and Republicans are both saying this. I don’t know if either of them are right. All I know is that right now we are crippled. God help us.


	              We have a President no one has ever heard of. They say he is trying to establish a new government. Good luck with that! The new seat of the United States government is now here in Independence, Missouri. I don’t know why they chose here. ‘The new President’ arrived two weeks ago, one week after I lost my job.


	              Today was the worst day ever. I had never been so depressed in my whole life. I never thought something like this would happen to me. Here I am though, sitting in a room with about seventy five people. I had been given a number. I walked in here as Myrtice B. Thompson. Now I was number 117. Everyone around me was either reading a magazine or a paperback book. Some were even sleeping. I don’t know if they have a number or just came in out of the cold. Things like this happened to other people. I had been here since eight o’clock. I had to go to the restroom; the only problem was they are not calling the numbers in any kind of order. People were still coming in. How many would eventually come in was anyone’s guess.  


	              I couldn’t take it any longer so I went to one of the windows and asked, what I guess you would call a clerk, if I had time to go to the restroom. I told her I was number 117. She told me if they called my number and I didn’t answer that I would be moved to the back of the line. She acted as if she didn’t care one way of the other. I went back to where I was sitting and someone had taken it. I found another seat when someone was called. Thirty minutes later, I asked the man next to me if they called my number would he tell them I had gone to the restroom. I told him my number was 117. He didn’t answer so I ran as fast as I could to the ladies room. There were two people in front of me. Ten minutes later, I went back to my seat and he was gone. I don’t know if they have called my number or not.  


	              I was the only one in the entire room dressed the way a person should be when they leave the house, much less looking for a job. Everyone else was wearing old blue jeans, some with holes in them, and their shirt tails were hanging out. The least they could do was comb their hair. Some of the younger ones don’t even have their shoes tied. Their pants are below their you-know-what. I just don’t understand some people.  


	              Two years ago, I made a mistake. I was a high school teacher in Kansas City, Missouri. I transferred to the Independence, Missouri school system as the English Literature teacher. Then the cutbacks came and the policy of the last in first out caught up with me. Now I am in the employment office. I don’t know why they don’t call it the unemployment office. The people around me don’t look like they are looking for a job. Most of them will go down the street to get welfare and food stamps. I don’t want that. I want a job! The truth is I love working and always have.  


	              At twelve o’clock, someone announced over the loud speaker that they are closing for lunch and would be back at one o’clock. I rummaged through my purse and found a dollar and eighty seven cents. I went to the vending machine and found out a Coke and a candy bar would cost me a dollar and seventy five cents. I shook my head in disgust and went back to my seat. I needed that money for bus fare because my car would not start this morning.  


	              At 2:00 p.m., they called number 117. I went through the door right into another waiting room. This room was much smaller than the first. There were about twenty people waiting in this room. There were three doors in front of me and I could see people behind two of the doors. Every once in a while they called someone. The third one looked as though no one came in and the lights were off. About an hour later, a man came in from behind me and walked to the empty room. He pulled out some keys, looked through them and unlocked the door. He turned on the lights, booted up the computer and started working. Every once in a while, he leaned back in his chair and studied the screen. Why can’t he get up and call someone? I swear, I don’t know what has happened to this country. I wanted to break down in tears.  


	              The only thing I knew was right now I was out of a job and I had no money. I had a sixteen year old daughter I had to raise and I had all I could handle! I was desperate with no hope in sight. I already had three strikes against me. I was over fifty-five, I was a woman and I was black.


	              The man in the office came up to me. He had three one dollar bills in his hand. He was about thirty-five, kind of on the skinny side with thinning hair on top. He nodded his head at me and held out the money and do you know what he asked me to do? He said he had missed lunch and wanted to know if I would run to the deli next door and buy him a ham and cheese sandwich. I said under any other circumstances I would be more than happy to go next door and buy him a ham and cheese sandwich, but if I was not there when they called my number I may miss a job opportunity and that I desperately needed a job. He said he would get a drink and candy bar from the vending machine. I tried to apologize but he just waved me away. With that he left and was back in five minutes. He sat down to eat his candy bar and drink his Coke. When he was finished he came out and called my number. Now I had four strikes against me. He was behind his desk when I came in and I put out my hand to introduce myself. I tried my best to be civil and present myself the best way possible. He either didn’t see my hand or ignored it. I don’t know which. I sat down across from him while he looked through my paperwork I had filled out over six hours ago. He picked up some reading glasses and stuck one of the legs in his mouth. He wanted to know if I had a resume. I told him I had included one in the paperwork I filled out this morning. I had no idea what could have happened to it. He flipped through the paperwork again and said he couldn’t find it.  My heart sank. I had spent a lot of time preparing it because I knew how important it was to have a well written resume. He looked around his computer and then his desk drawers. Finally, he pulled it out of a drawer. He was waving it around like he had found an original copy of the Declaration of Independence. I think he was more excited than I was. I was just relieved.


	              Then he told me to go back into the waiting room and you guessed it, wait. At five o’clock, the other two offices closed for the day. I was the only one still waiting. The man was still there. He would glance at me while talking on the phone, and then he would use the computer for a minute or two. No one had been in his office other than me. He finally stood up, put on his suit coat and closed the office door. He walked up to me and handed me a card. He told me to be at the address on the card at nine o’clock for an interview and testing. I said, “Thank you,” and he started to leave then he asked me if I wish I had gotten my degree in Business Administration instead of English Literature. I told him I loved writing. I even told him what my professor had said to us, “String words together and make sentences and sentences together into paragraphs and paragraphs into chapters and chapters into books.” I told him I loved writing anything it didn’t matter what. Then he asked me if I ever thought of writing a book. I told him I had written two children books when I first started teaching. He wanted to know if it was anything he may have heard of. I mentioned they were in my resume. Then it dawned on me he had only read part of it. I told him the titles and he told me he read those to his younger brother. Well how do you do.  


	              It was seven o’clock before I got home. Now the afternoon battle began. My sixteen year old daughter, Makika, was perfectly healthy; however she was the laziest child on the planet. She refused to help around the house. She would not, for instance, make a peanut butter sandwich for herself. I had to do everything for her. What hurts the most was I had an afternoon job after school when I was her age. I had worked since I was sixteen. I enjoyed every job I ever had. Then my husband died of a heart attack while cutting the grass when she was twelve. I still haven’t gotten over his passing. Our world fell apart that day.  


	              I haven’t even taken off my coat before she started in on me. She was lying on the couch reading some teen magazine. My feet were killing me, my ankles were swollen and she’s asking what’s for dinner. I told her I didn’t know. I went to the bedroom and slipped my shoes off and tried to get some circulation going. From the living room, I heard her yelling, wanting to know when I am going to cook.


	              I started crying, asking myself where I went wrong. I did this every day when I came home. If she would just help a little bit it would mean so much to me. I dried my eyes and finished undressing. I put on my housecoat and went to the kitchen. I found some spaghetti noodles and some sauce. I boiled the water for the noodles. We had no meat in the freezer. I walked into the living room and as I neared I could tell the only muscle she has used was when she breathed. I shook my head not able to comprehend what I saw.


	              She asked me what’s for supper and I told her spaghetti. She complained that we have spaghetti all the time. I told her that I was sorry but that was all we had. I answered as civil as I could. Then she started in on me about why I didn’t sign up for welfare and food stamps. I countered with we have had this discussion before, like yesterday. She told me that one of her friend’s mother was on welfare and made more than I did. I told her I wanted to work, not to be on welfare. Then she got really mad and told me if I did find a job it would be mopping floors and cleaning restrooms I’m not allowed to use. I don’t know where young people hear this stuff. I told her I had a job interview tomorrow and maybe I would get lucky.


	              During supper neither of us spoke. We seldom did anymore. After dinner, I put the dishes in the dish washer. There was no point in asking her. I had to go in the living room and collect the glasses she had used during the time I was gone. Every time she got something to drink she got another glass.  


	              I don’t know how many times I had come home from work and she had friends over. I didn’t know who they were and every glass and cup was on the coffee table with some amount of soft drink in it. I had to wash dishes before I could even get myself something to drink. After I went to bed she had other friends over and they did the same thing. I had to wash a load of dishes to have a clean coffee cup. I didn’t know why she did this to me. I went to bed and cried myself to sleep. Lord, please help me.


	              I left the house at 7:30. Luckily my old clunker started right up; of course I had to say a prayer or two. There was no need to wake Makika. I gave myself plenty of time. I spent twenty minutes finding a parking space three blocks away. It turned out my interview was next door to the new government building. I had to show my driver’s license and appointment card to get in. Then I had to put my purse on a conveyor belt to be x-rayed and I had to go through a body scanner. I wondered what in the world was going on. I made it to the office with two minutes to spare. The receptionist asked if she could help me. I showed her my appointment card and she asked me to follow her. We went into an adjacent office and she pointed at a chair at the folding table and told me to have a seat. I was told that she would be with me shortly. I had never had an interview where the other person wasn’t already in the room. I waited and waited some more. Finally this lady came in holding a cardboard box. She introduced herself as Beverly and asked me if I was Myrtice. I told her I was. She brushed the hair out of her eyes. I noticed she was petite, with blond hair and hazel eyes. She was about five feet six inches tall. She was a lot smaller than I am. She looked to be about thirty five or forty. She was wholesome looking and very pretty. She was wearing a sleeveless pullover sweater with jeans and tennis shoes. She didn’t dress nice enough for casual Friday. I noticed two pins on her sweater. One looked like a parachute with a wing on each side. The other pin was undoubtedly the cheapest pin I have ever seen in my life. It was heart shaped and looked to be ten or fifteen years old. I hoped that I didn’t make her feel out of place because I had on my nicest dress. She went to the other side of the room and brought four smaller cardboard boxes and set them on the table.  


	              Then she gave me some instructions. She said to make sure I put the right letter back in the original envelope. Then she pointed out the boxes and told me to put the letters that needed to be answered in one box and the letters not to be answered in another box and letters from lobbyists in a third box. The last box was for threatening letters. She gave me a dull butter knife as a letter opener and pulled out a double handful of letters. She started opening letters with her knife. She told me it was easy to tell which letters went into each box. I thought this was the strangest test I’ve ever taken. Maybe she was timing me, I didn’t know but she was right, you could tell which box to put it in.  


	              I wondered what would be next. Most questions she asked were simple. Really chit chat like two women cutting coupons out of the Sunday paper. She asked about my daughter. She said she was sorry when I spoke about my husband’s passing like he did. Every once in a while she would lean back in her chair and reread a letter before putting it in the box marked answer. I noticed all the letters were addressed to the First Lady of the United States. She must be someone who screened letters for the First Lady. Every once in a while she looked so sad and she would wipe away a tear. Then she said that some of the letters will steal your heart away and stir your soul.  


	              I told her I was reading one like that now. This one was so sad it brought tears to my eyes. She held her hand out for the letter. She read it and shook her head slowly from side to side. Then she put the letter back in the envelope and told me she would be back in a minute. I went back to opening envelopes and reading letters. She was back in a couple of minutes. She laid the letter off to the side. I wondered if she was personally going to give the First Lady the letter because she didn’t put it in the answer box. A few minutes later she read it again. She handed it back to me and asked me to read it again. I told her how sad it was, a twelve year old’s mother had died and her dad was so depressed that he had nothing to do with her anymore. Her father had not told her he loved her in over a year and then when he came home he sat in his chair and stared at the floor. She was asking the First Lady to pray for her and her father. I couldn’t help the tears that ran down my face. Beverly asked me to hold hands with her and pray for this little girl that I had never met and would never meet. I admit I haven’t prayed much since my husband’s passing, but I felt I had no choice so I nodded my head and two of us prayed for that little girl. I also prayed for me and my daughter.  


	              Then she told me she was hungry. She said there was a kitchenette here and said she would make us a sandwich if I wanted to go ahead and wash up. She said I could use the powder room and pointed the way through another door. After finishing my trip to the restroom, I could hear her humming in the kitchen. I stretched and tried to get the kinks out of my back and the circulation back in my feet. I turned and leaned back against the chair trying to stretch my back. I noticed a photo on the wall. I hadn’t noticed it when I came in the room. It was a family photo. I recognized the President right away. I had seen his photo thousands of times on the news. He had his hand on the shoulder of a handsome young man who had a very nice smile. The young man was wearing a robe and mortar board. A high school graduation night. Next to him was a very young girl with black curly hair. She was also wearing a robe and mortar board. Standing next to her was the mother. The two pins on her dress was a dead giveaway. It took my breath away. I almost collapsed. I looked again. I looked toward the kitchen. I broke out in a sweat. I had to sit down. The First Lady of the United States of America was making me a sandwich. I kept asking myself, “Think Myrtice, think, have you said anything stupid?”  


	              She came back with two glasses of tea and then went back into the kitchen. I tried to calm down. I grabbed a tissue and wiped the sweat away. She came back holding two plates, each with a sandwich and potato chips. She told me she had made turkey sandwiches and then she sat down. She looked at me and asked if I was alright. I was able to nod my head and say I was okay.


	              She asked me if I minded if she said the blessing. She reached out her hands and took mine in hers. She lowered her head and asked the Lord to bless the food. She then took a bite of her sandwich. I couldn’t help it; it came out before I could stop it. I remember saying, “Ma’am, are you the First Lady?” She nodded her head, swallowed her food and said she was. She asked me to call her Beverly. I couldn’t think of anything to say so I kept my mouth shut. After lunch I offered to clean up the kitchen, but she said she would and that I could go back to sorting letters. She told me I was better at it than she was. I thought for the first time in four years someone else was doing the dishes and for some reason that felt really good.  


	              Later, I asked her if she answered all these letters. She said as many as she could, especially to children and to those that told her they were praying for her and her husband. So many of the letters were sad and she was right; each letter took a little out of you and stirred your soul.  


	              At three o’clock, there was a tap on the door. Someone passed a note to the First Lady. She put it with the letter she had put aside. She told me it was the phone number. I asked her if she was going to call. She nodded her head and said, “Yes.” Then she surprised me by saying she wanted to talk to the little girl’s father. Well, my curiosity was aroused and I asked her what she was going to say. She shrugged her shoulders and told me she didn’t know. She said that her father had always said, “When you know you should do something but don’t know what, just wing it.” Then she asked me if I had any ideas and I told her I’d wing it myself. What else could I say?


	              The afternoon passed by a lot quicker than the morning. Before I knew it, it was six o’clock. She looked at her watch. I could tell it was a man’s watch. It had a wide leather band. I hadn’t seen one in years. People who rode motorcycles wore them all the time. She saw that I had noticed the watch and she told me it belonged to her father. She said he was killed in the line of duty. I told her how sorry I was and she said, “Thank you.”  


	              There was a small table in the corner with a phone. She picked up the letter and phone number and dialed. I could tell that it was the little girl that answered the phone. It took her a minute to convince the girl that she was the First Lady. She asked the girl how she was doing in school and said she had prayed for her and her father. Then she told her about losing her father and how much it hurt. I had to wipe my eyes again. Then she asked to speak to her father. It took a while for him to answer the phone. She assured him it was not a prank, that his daughter had written her a letter. She told him he should be very proud of his daughter. Then she got down to business. His daughter had lost someone just as important to her as he had. He needed to start spending time with her and telling her how much he loved her. He also needed to start doing some father and daughter things or he was going to lose her. She told him that she admired him because he had spent his life savings trying to save his wife. She pointed out to him that there were many things him and his daughter could do together that didn’t cost money. She said you could take walks, go to the park or just sit and play a game or maybe read a book together. She told him she would be praying for the two of them. After saying goodbye, she left the room and came back with another box of tissues. Both of us had used quite a few today.  


	             What she said next made me think of my relationship with my daughter. She told me it was never too late to give love another chance. You just have to try. It made me realize that my daughter was that age when her father passed. I was depressed for years, still am. I didn’t stare at the floor, I stared at the walls.  


	              A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door. She got up and opened it. The President of the United States; all fifty of them, came in. He hugged her and kissed her on the cheek. He told her he had to work a few more hours. She replied that she still had more letters to answer.


	              Then she introduced me to him. She didn’t refer to him as the president, she said my husband. I was honored, but I was also afraid I would lose my voice. The First Lady asked me if I had a smart phone. I told her I did. She wanted to take a picture of my first day on the job. My first day on the job! You can’t imagine how it felt to hear those words. A huge burden had been lifted off my shoulders. A lady came in and took several photos of the First Lady, the President and myself.  


	              The lady who took the photos said that someone needed to see me before I left. His name was Alex Jacobs and his office was across from the receptionist’s office. I knocked on the door and when he answered it I almost fainted. It was the man from the employment office. He was smiling from ear to ear. He shook my hand and welcomed me aboard. He asked me if I realized the test was yesterday. What could I say? I just nodded my head like an idiot.  


	              He told me I would need to fill out some forms and have an I.D. card made the next day. He gave me a reserved parking card. When he told me that my daughter and I would have full health insurance coverage I almost cried.  


	              What came next was the biggest surprise of the day and believe me a lot had already happened. He handed me a laptop computer and told me that he would like for me to write a book about the First Lady. I just looked at him in disbelief. I couldn’t believe someone would want me to write a book about the First Lady. After what seemed like an hour, I came to my senses and asked if she knew about this. He answered that she did and that I could talk to her if I had any questions. He told me that she had requested me when she found out that I was unemployed. (God works miracles, doesn’t he?) He cautioned me about telling anyone because I might not get truthful answers. She did not want it sugar coated, just truthful. She wanted a book that would get our young people more involved in our country. If I could get it published, I would receive all the royalties.


	              On my way home, I convinced myself that I could do this and speaking of young people reminded me of my daughter. I needed to straighten out my own house; put it in order so to speak. I had to rebuild something else. She was lying on the couch when I returned home. It was best to start with a clean slate I thought. I was going to try to rescue my daughter and myself.    


	              Before I even had a chance to close the door she wanted to know where I had been. She stated that an interview and some test shouldn’t take all day. She said she was about to starve. I didn’t say anything; I just went to my bedroom and changed into something more comfortable. Back in the living room, I sat in my chair and looked at my daughter. She wanted to know why I was looking at her. I told her that I had had a long exhausting day and that we would just have cereal for supper. She made it sound like it was the end of the world. I went into the kitchen and fixed her a bowl and put a table spoon instead of a teaspoon in it. When I handed it to her she looked at the spoon and wanted to know if I couldn’t find a spoon that would fit in her mouth. I went back in the kitchen and got the biggest spoon we had and gave it to her. She just looked at it, like what the heck is this. I told her that it was the biggest spoon we had and that it should fit her mouth perfectly. She just sat there looking at the spoon.  


	              I took a deep breath and said a prayer. I asked God to help me out here. The first step was always the hardest. I realized this was going to make or break it. I told her that I lost her when her father died. I told her it was my fault not hers. We didn’t have the money to do things we had done before. We had no savings and just my teacher’s salary. I didn’t know there was a world out there with things to do that didn’t cost money. I said that I hadn’t really thought about the fact that she had lost someone just as important to her as I had. She had lost her father. I was an adult but she was a child and didn’t know how to cope. I told her that she needed me, but that I wasn’t there for her as I should have been. She had needed love and reassurance that everything was going to be okay. I told her how sorry I was and asked if she could forgive me.  


	              She was still looking at the spoon. She told me that I had not lost her, but she was the one who had wandered away. And, with a smile, said that the spoon was way too small to fit her mouth. Just then I noticed that tears had started rolling down her cheeks. She told me that I was always there working, cooking and cleaning the house. She said that she had a wonderful role model right in front of her all the time, but never saw it.  


	             We both got up and hugged each other for a long time. It was the best hug I had ever received. We composed ourselves and sat back down.


	              I couldn’t wait any longer and told her I had gotten a job. She wanted me to tell her all the details. I showed her the photos on my phone including the person who I would be working for. She looked for a long time, and then her jaw dropped. She asked if I would be working for the President and I told her that I would be working only for the First Lady. I told her how the First Lady had made me a sandwich for lunch. She thought that was really awesome. Then I told her about the First Lady calling that little girl and how it made me realize how I had done the same thing. Then I told her I wish someone had called me and told me I needed to hug you and tell you how much I love you.  


	              Afterwards, we went for a walk around the neighborhood. I couldn’t believe all the things I hadn’t noticed in four years. We had new neighbors, lots of people had painted their house, trees were beginning to put on leaves, and spring was just around the corner. I realized how glad I was that we were doing this. I had so much to be thankful for and for four years I never saw it.  


	              I thought of the book I was to write. But that would remain my little secret. Where should I begin, perhaps at the beginning and work my way to the end of the book? But, where was the beginning?


	 




PART ONE


	 





CHAPTER ONE
KERNEY, WYOMING 1994



	              Last night’s thunder storm didn’t bring any rain. It moved through Kerney like an empty freight train, lots of noise and nothing else. One of the horses had opened the corral gate and one of the colts was missing. Beverly had her suspicion on which horse was the culprit.


	       She was holding the reins of the suspect right now. She turned up the collar of her sheepskin coat to ward off the chill. Her horse, Apache, nudged her shoulder. Beverly reached up and scratched behind the horse’s ear. The ear twitched and the horse let out a snort.  


	              Beverly grabbed the saddle horn and swung into the saddle. She didn’t need the stirrup. The two were on Lookout Point, her favorite place in the whole world. She rose up in the stirrups and looked around. Dawn was approaching and she anxiously waited on the first rays of sun to crest the top of mountains to the east. Gradually the sun rose and a few rays struck the clouds overhead turning them orange. Beverly like to call them pumpkin orange. She smiled; she knew it was going to happen. She had seen it thousands of times and she loved every minute of it. The sun continued its methodical journey. Then it seemed to just pop up and happen. Everything seemed to turn golden. These few minutes were the most precious to Beverly. She said, “This is the day that the Lord hath made. We will rejoice and be glad in it.” Psalm 118 verse 24 was one of her favorites. She thanked God for the heavenly sight she was able to witness. It was why she loved this place, this very special place.  


	              Beverly looked around more until she saw the colt in the back corner of the ranch. She waited a few more minutes then headed towards the colt. The colt didn’t try to run away. It was lost and just waiting for someone to come and rescue him. She lassoed the colt and headed back to the corral.


	              Then she went inside the barn and removed the saddle. She swung it onto the tack rack with the other saddles. She removed the saddle blanket, then shook it and placed it next to her saddle where it could air out. She removed the bridle and hung it on a peg on the wall. After checking the saddle, she decided she would saddle soap it tomorrow after school. She checked the feed and water trough. She led Apache out to the corral and closed the barn door. Then she walked to the house and took a shower and dressed for church.  


	              There was a good size crowd at church this Sunday morning and Beverly was starving. She had missed breakfast because the colt had gotten out of the corral. Things like that didn’t bother her, that’s life on a ranch. Then the sermon had gone a tad longer than she would have liked. Today was the fifth Sunday of the month and a pot luck dinner was held in the fellowship hall. Then the preacher asked Bother Jasper to say the blessing. Brother Jasper always took forever to say the blessing; it was almost a sermon itself. She was looking forward to trying a new dish her mother had made. Fifth Sunday dinners always brought out a crowd. It is always four times a year and when you live in the middle of nowhere, anything is nice. Since Kerney was so sparsely populated and your nearest neighbor may be five or ten miles away, the dinner was the only chance you got to see and socialize with them. Brother Jasper finally finished saying the blessing. In their church everyone was called brother or sister and Beverly liked it that way. 


	              Since Beverly sang in the choir everyone else beat her in line. Beverly had just turned to speak to a high school classmate when the man in front of her realized he had not gotten his spoon and fork. He turned and stepped on her foot. She was wearing open toed shoes and it hurt like the dickens. She said, “Watch it cowboy,” as she was trying to get her foot back in her shoe. It was out of kilter when she jerked her foot back. The man turned to look at who he had stepped on. He had to look down on Beverly to see her.  


	              The man said, “Sorry, I didn’t see you.” Beverly had to look up to see the man. He was real tall, a lot taller than her dad, who was six foot, and Beverly was short at five foot four inches.


	              “Are you saying I’m short?” she asked. Beverly was sensitive of her size. In Wyoming it was called puny. She had turned sixteen last month. Her mother had told her she would fill out later. She sure hoped so.  


	              The man said, “Perhaps I was blinded by your beauty,” and turned back around. Beverly thought of all the gall, here in church of all places, using a pick-up line. She couldn’t believe it. Her mom had warned her about people like him. Her mom had said, “You can’t let your guard down for one minute, no sir, not for one minute can you let your guard down.” She had never seen him before and around here everyone knows everybody. She turned to the girl behind her and whispered, “Who is that creep?” Sixteen year olds call everyone ‘creep’. The girl looked, shook her head and said, “Never seen him before. Why, what did he do?”  


	              “I’ll tell you later.” Beverly was afraid the man may hear her. When she turned back around the man had gotten the last of her mother’s chicken casserole. Doesn’t that beat all? Beverly started to say something, and then stopped. No need to start a scene here in church. Her mom and dad had saved her a seat at their table, but Beverly wanted to sit with her friends and pointed that way. Her mother nodded her head to say okay.  


	              Beverly had just gotten up to get a dessert when Jo Beth Gordon grabbed her by the wrist. Jo Beth had moved here last year and had become friends with Beverly, even though she was two years older.


	Jo Beth said, “There’s someone I want you to meet,” and pulled her toward the other side of the room. 


	“Who?”


	 “You’ll see,” and kept pulling her toward the table where the creep was sitting. The man was sitting on a corner chair and was listening to Gus Radcliff. Everyone in the county knew Gus was wounded on D-Day. He had to be close to ninety. The man was leaning over close to Gus so he could hear over the noise. The table seated eight people and there was an empty chair on the other end. Beverly tried to slow down but Jo Beth was bigger, everyone was bigger. She pulled Beverly past the man who was nodding his head at something Gus was saying.


	              The man didn’t even notice Beverly. Beverly thought, thank God for small favors. Then Beverly glanced down at the man’s plate. He had hardly eaten any of her mother’s casserole. Beverly tried to stop. She made up her mind; she was going to say something. Jo Beth pulled harder.


	              “Beverly, I’d like you to meet my brother.” They were at the other end of the table now. Her brother stood up and nodded to Beverly and said, “Pleased to meet you.” Beverly didn’t know Jo Beth had a brother and said so.


	              “He stayed in Denver when we moved. He’s in the army now.” Beverly sat down in the empty chair as Jo Beth said, “His name is Jack and he’s on his way from Fort Gordon which is in Georgia and he’s going to Fort Lewis, Washington”.  


	              Beverly nodded her head mostly to be polite. Jack was sort of cute and had a nice smile. Beverly sensed he was a shy person, because Jo Beth was doing all the talking.  


	              “They’re driving cross country. He was able to stop for the weekend.” 


	“How long will it take?” she asked. Beverly was curious, that had to be close to four thousand miles. “Why didn’t you fly?” she asked.  


	              Jack said, “We bought a Volkswagen bus for six hundred dollars and when we get to Fort Lewis we can sell it and get our money back so we travelled for free. We can sleep in the van in bad weather and camp out when it’s nice.”


	              “You said we. Who else is driving with you?” Beverly asked. 


	“A friend of mine. We were in training together.” Beverly and Jack had a nice conversation. She found out he was nineteen and wanted to make the army his career.


	              Jo Beth said, “You two should write to each other. Jack doesn’t know anyone at Fort Lewis; pen pals you might say, you have to admit the pickings are pretty slim around here.” Beverly gave him her address which was a route number and box number. Beverly asked him, “Did you bring your friend to church with you?” 


	Jack nodded and looked around and said, “I don’t see him.”  


	              Beverly looked around also. She saw Mr. Gus going out the door with his walker. The creepy guy was with him. Beverly thought he must be a distant kin to Mr. Gus. Beverly didn’t really get a good look at the guy when he stepped on her foot. When he went out the door he pulled it closed behind him. Beverly thought he was an average looking man, close cut black hair and on the thin side with a tan like he was outdoors a lot. She guessed you could call him a “cowboy” because there were more cows and sheep in Wyoming than people. Almost everyone was a cowboy in a way. She put him out of her mind and turned back to Jack and Jo Beth.  


	              The man helped Mr. Gus to his car, folded the walker and put it on the passenger side. It was tough being ninety and having to use a walker. Gus thanked him and asked, “Are you here with anyone?” 


	The man answered, “My friend Jack Gordon and I are going to Fort Lewis.” Gus asked, “What is your name son?” 


	The man said, “Lewis MacDonald. I enjoyed talking with you and thank you for your service.”  


	              After Gus left the parking lot, Lewis decided he would walk around a few minutes. He knew Jack wouldn’t leave because Lewis had the keys to the van. He went behind the church. He knew it would be here if they had one. There it was. It wasn’t all that big. Lewis didn’t necessarily like walking around in a cemetery. It wasn’t a hobby or anything like that. He believed you could judge a community by their cemeteries. If the community took care of the dead, they would take care of the living. He was also curios about how long the cemetery had been in existence. He usually determined this by finding the oldest grave. The older graves were usually clustered together in one section and then expanded from there. The oldest grave he found was 1885.  


	              In Virginia where he was born and only been back to a few times for three or four months at a time, it was easy to find graves from 1700. It seemed to him that the farther west you went the graves got younger. In Texas there were a lot in the 1700’s.


	              This cemetery was well taken care of. The grass was cut and trimmed beside the graves. There weren’t many elaborate tomb stones here, mostly plain and modest. Lewis liked that. He walked around some more; he wasn’t interested in going back inside. He only knew one person in there and that was Jack Gordon. They had met on their first day in the army. They had gone through boot camp and then advance individual training together. Now they were on their way to Fort Lewis, Washington. Lewis had spent four months in Washington State near Seattle. He tried to remember how old he was, maybe twelve. He didn’t know anyone in Washington. It was just another place he had lived for a short period of time. He found three graves for someone named Gordon. He wondered if they were related to Jack. They had died in the sixties. He thought about asking Jack later.  


	              He walked through the cemetery looking at the dates and names, no telling who you might find in an old west cemetery. He didn’t see any outlaws or anyone famous. Oh well, you never know. He had actually seen a few in other places, especially Texas.


	              For some reason he thought about the girl whose foot he had stepped on. It was an accident, but still embarrassing. She acted like she got mad about it and he tried to make up for it by paying her a compliment. It just didn’t come out right. Well, no problem, I will never see her again anyway.  


	              There was a tree line near the cemetery and he saw a bald eagle take off. Lewis watched as the eagle passed overhead. Then he made a complete circle taking in the beautiful landscape. He could see the flag fluttering in the breeze in front of the small white clapboard church. The sun making it appear to be even whiter than it actually was. The sky seemed a darker blue than he was accustomed to seeing in other places he had lived.  


	              This is America, this place I am in right now; this is what America is really all about, thought Lewis. He remembered something his Mom would say when it was such a beautiful day. He said it to himself as a way of remembering her. “This is the day which the Lord hath made; we will rejoice and be glad in it.”  


	              Lewis thought about the eagle. It was the first one Lewis had ever seen in his life. It sent a chill down his spine. It made him proud to be an American. Every time he saw the flag blowing in the wind he felt a sense of pride that most people in the world would never know. Only a few people in the world were truly free. Some flags represented oppression and fear. You could die or be sent to a slave labor camp if you didn’t say the right thing all the time. Lewis knew he could never live like that.


	              As he walked the short distance back to the church, he noticed dark clouds on the horizon. He could see lightning flashes, but they were too far away to hear the thunder. There was a storm brewing on the horizon. 


	 





CHAPTER TWO
BOSNIA 1996



	MATTHEW 5-9


	              Jack Gordon was putting on his equipment. Lewis MacDonald was already standing in the door. Jack said, “Four more days, then back to the good ole U.S. of A.” Lewis just nodded. He was more of a listener than a talker. They stepped outside to another cloudy day. They were manning a checkpoint. Refugees were moving in both directions to escape the violence. They were part of the International Force. Their mission was to separate the warring factions, trying to keep the peace. They were in a small stone building, the roof leaked and the two windows had broken glass panes but it kept you dry when it rained and it rained a lot here.


	              Jack and Lewis were part of numerous checkpoints. Six enlisted men and a second lieutenant. Right now there was no traffic which struck Lewis as odd and he mentioned it to Jack. “Maybe we’re doing good or just plain lucky.” 


	Jack said, “Let’s hope for both.” 


	Two men on for four hours while the others slept. It was almost impossible to sleep with the traffic six feet away. He was thankful for the nightly curfew. No traffic was allowed at night. A little over three hours and maybe he could get some sleep. Each team stayed on duty for seventy two hours and then rotated back to the base camp fifteen miles away. At night two men stood outside with nothing to do except make sure no one came near the building. 


	“Lewis, why are we here in this God forsaken place?” 


	“I really don’t know, Jack.”  


	              Jack said, “Vehicle,” and pointed north. Lewis stepped out into the road and held up his hand. Jack unslung his M-16. Lewis put his right hand on his pistol. He didn’t have his rifle, it was inside. If there was shooting at a distance of two feet, a pistol was better. Jack was covering him ten feet away. Lewis could tell there were four men in the car and relayed this information to Jack.  


	              The car came to a stop and Lewis asked for ID’s. Lewis was six feet four inches tall. He leaned over to look at the ID’s. He had a clip board with a list of names, people who were suspected of war crimes. He checked the names carefully. All of the names over here were unusual, no Smiths or Jones someone had joked. Lewis couldn’t have pronounced a single one of them. As he was handing the ID’s back, a white van followed by a car was pulling up. 


	“We’re getting busy,” said Jack.  


	              “Open the trunk,” said Lewis. The driver didn’t move. Lewis showed the back of the clip board to the man and tapped it. The driver looked at the clip board. Different languages spoken here was plainly visible. The driver sat still and looked to the front. Lewis glanced at Jack and could sense that Jack knew something wasn’t right. Jack raised the muzzle of his rifle a few inches. Lewis put his hand on his pistol and stepped back a foot. The car door started opening.  


	              Lewis heard a snap. It didn’t register to Lewis that a bullet had missed his head by inches. He had never been shot at before. A fraction of a second later he heard a slap and a groan. Jack was falling face first. Lewis dove to the ground as all three vehicles sped away. Then he heard the shots. Must be two shooters, though Lewis wasn’t sure.


	              The Lieutenant rushed outside followed by a soldier from West Virginia. Lewis couldn’t think of his name. The Lieutenant yelled, “Help me get him inside.”


	              Lewis was scrambling to his feet and heard another shot, followed by another. Lewis was scared stiff. The three of them pulled Jack inside. The Lieutenant yelled, “Get a Medavac,” to no one in particular. “Get away from the windows. One man on each side. Don’t show yourselves. Bring Gordon over by the back wall. Crenshaw cover the door from back here, if anyone tries to come in, shoot them.” 


	“Are you sure?” asked Crenshaw. 


	“You’re right,” said the Lieutenant, “shoot them twice.”  


	              The Lieutenant started giving first aid. He turned Jack over, “It didn’t go through.” The Lieutenant applied a pressure bandage to the wound in an effort to stop the bleeding. The wound was high on the chest. The Lieutenant kept pressure on the wound. He looked up and said, “Don’t look at me! Don’t let anyone sneak up on us.”  


	              One of the men said, “We can’t see the back of the building, Lieutenant Jenkins.” 


	“I know,” was the answer, and he kept applying pressure.  


	              Thirty minutes later. “Where is the Medavac?” 


	Crenshaw had pulled the radio over to him and said, “Don’t know, I’ve called three times.” 


	“Call them again. I can’t stop the bleeding. I’m on my third bandage.”


	              “Sir, I see someone about two hundred yards away and he has a weapon. He’s not near the road and he’s trying to get behind us.” 


	“Shoot him,” came the reply from the Lieutenant. 


	“Yes, Sir!” Three seconds later he fired. 


	Lewis was on the other side of the building and he asked, “Did you get him?” 


	The other soldier, Watson said, “I’m pretty sure I did. He went down.”


	              Lewis said, “I’m pretty sure there were two shooters. The shots were almost at the same time.”


	“Could have been an automatic weapon,” someone said. 


	“Too accurate. The second shot, the one that got Jack, would have missed.” 


	“Lieutenant, it will be dark soon.” 


	“I know, where is that Medavac? It has been over an hour.”  


	              Lewis felt like a caged animal. The building was only one room and it seemed to be closing in on him. With all seven of them in here at one time, there wasn’t much room.  


	“Lieutenant, what are we going to do?” someone asked. 


	“We wait, if it’s not here by dark, we’re leaving.” 


	Lewis asked, “We’re not leaving Jack are we, Lieutenant?” 


	“No, we will have to carry him.”  


	              This was such a relief to Lewis. He’d met his family in Wyoming and had come to be his best friend. “No Medavac, Lieutenant.” The word was somber and had a profound effect on Lewis.  


	              The Lieutenant stood up and looked down on Specialist 4th class Jack Gordon from Kerney, Wyoming by way of Denver, Colorado. Twenty years old, a good kid.  


	              “I lost him. Would someone like to say a prayer for him?” It was deathly quiet in the little stone building in a country none of the men had even heard of a year ago. That is the life of a soldier. Every man was thinking the same thing; that could have been me.  


	              Lewis crawled over and took Jack Gordon’s hand in his. Then he bowed his head and said a prayer. “Lord, we commend the soul of Jack into your ever loving arms. He was a good man, a friend and comrade. Lord you said, ‘blessed are the peace makers for they are the children of God.’ He tried to be a peace maker and I’m sure you will be eternally grateful for him sacrificing his life for such a noble cause. We ask you to protect us from evil and harm. In Jesus’s name we pray, Amen.”


	              The other soldiers said, “Amen”, when Lewis finished. 


	The lieutenant said, “Thank you, MacDonald.”  


	JACK IN THE BOX


	ECCLESIASTES 2:14


	              The sniper was furious. He was very good at his trade. Having come to Bosnia to get experience in a combat situation. He and the other sniper had been in their concealed position for over six hours, not moving a muscle. He was actually training the other sniper, and the teacher had missed. The student had hit his target. The two had observed how the Americans operated at this check point. He knew they were on duty for four hours. The two previous teams had done it the same way each time. Check ID’s; use a mirror to check under the car and then the trunk. He would use that knowledge to his advantage.  


	              The three vehicles his men were trying to get past the check point had arrived on time.  The American checked the ID’s. The sniper couldn’t allow him to look in the trunk. He would kill the soldier on the driver’s side and his student would kill the other. It didn’t go as planned. The soldier evidently was going to use the mirror after checking the trunk. When the door started opening the sniper squeezed the trigger. At the same instant the American stepped back a foot to let the car door open. He had missed. He had never missed before.  


	              He had spent five years in training; not as a sniper, he had only trained as a sniper for six weeks. The school he had graduated from taught everything. How to make bombs from household items, firearms, secret communications, hand to hand combat and the list went on and on.  


	              He remembered the first day he arrived at the training facility. It looked like an abandoned factory which it actually was at the edge of the city. Ten handpicked young men and four women were attending the course.  


	              ‘The course’ was what it was called by everyone, student and instructor alike. He knew before he ever entered the building he and his parents may never see each other again. The building was surrounded by a rusty chain link fence eight feet high. No one left once they came here.  


	              The training was intense, very intense and brutal. In training he had been required to kill four ‘Enemy of the State.’ There wasn’t a shortage of enemies of the state. The prisons were full of enemies of the state. The students helped reduce the prison population.  


	              The students were told what would happen if they failed the course. He didn’t know if it was the truth or rumors, but there was enough truth to the rumor to strike fear inside the students. Fear is a powerful motivator. When your instructor happens to mention that you would disappear if you failed, that was a powerful motivation. 


	After he missed his shot he instructed the other sniper to move behind the stone building. The trainee was a little careless and moved too quickly. A shot from inside the building hit and dropped the trainee. It was time to leave; the occupants would be taken care of after dark. The sniper had to be in Paris, France in a week. No one would ever know he had missed.  


	              The sniper wondered if fate had a hand in him missing the soldier. He was a man who believed in fate. He didn’t believe in luck. Fate had kept the soldier alive, but what was the reason fate had picked that insignificant soldier and allowed him to live a few more hours. Because if the attack went as planned tonight all of the men in the stone building would be dead unless fate intervened again. Not likely.


	 


	 


	 


	LEWIS


	After Lewis finished praying for Jack Gordon, he noticed the Lieutenant had tears streaming down his cheeks. “You did all you could, Sir,” and he placed his hand on the officer’s shoulder. 


	The Lieutenant nodded his head and said, “Thank you.”  


	              Lewis had come to admire the Lieutenant. He knew nothing about him other than he was a Lieutenant in the U.S. Army and was African American. He also knew he had Jump wings and a ranger tab on his shoulder.  


	              The Lieutenant said, “We need something to make a stretcher. Look around, we can use our ponchos, but we need some poles.” 


	Crenshaw said, “There is some pipe behind the building.” 


	Lewis remembered that Crenshaw was from West Virginia. It had taken two hours to remember that. Lewis thought I might die with him and it took me two hours to remember his name. Fear will do that. 


	              The Lieutenant said, “Check both sides of the building real close then I’ll go out and get the pipes.”


	              Lewis thought we can’t let him do that. We need him; he’s the only one of us that knows what he is doing. I certainly don’t. Lewis didn’t remember going out the window, he remembered crawling around back and grabbing two pipes. The pipes looked like water pipes of galvanized steel. They were the same length. He crawled back to the window and passed them through. He was still terrified. He went back through the window head first. As he lay on the floor catching his breath, he saw the Lieutenant looking down at him.  


	              “I thought I said I would go out and get them.” 


	Lewis lay on the floor still trying to catch his breath and finally said, “Why should you have all the fun?” 


	The Lieutenant shook his head and stuck his hand out and helped him to his feet. “In case you haven’t noticed I outrank you and I get all the perks, but thanks anyway.”


	              The Lieutenant checked the pipes and said, “These will do fine.” The men took a poncho and laid it on the floor and placed the pipes on top, folded it over and snapped it into place. Then they repeated it with another poncho. They placed Jack’s body on top and secured him with a rope someone had brought along.  


	              The Lieutenant took a camo stick out of his rucksack and blackened his already dark face and passed it around. “No bare skin, act like your life depends on it.”


	              The team had only one rifle with a starlight night vision scope on it. Lieutenant Jenkins checked both sides of the building and when he was satisfied, he handed the rifle to Lewis. “Since you like playing outside you get to go first. Check behind the building. Two will go out and then the rest of us will pass the body out and then go out.”


	              The Lieutenant put the radio in his rucksack and swung it onto his shoulders. “Let’s move out. When we get to the woods I want to stay about fifty yards parallel of the road.”  


	              It took ten minutes to move everyone outside. “MacDonald, get in the back with the starlight scope. Make sure no one is following us.”  


	              They had only been gone five minutes when they heard a ‘whoosh’ and a streak of light. Then the explosion. Lewis saw the roof lift a few feet before collapsing back down, the inside glowing bright.  


	              “Rocket propelled grenade. Their reinforcements have arrived. They will know we are gone in about twenty seconds.” Lewis didn’t recognize who said it. Then they heard automatic gunfire. Lewis could see the flashes from the assault rifles.  


	              “Move deeper into the woods,” whispered the Lieutenant. “Stay close to each other. MacDonald move up front. Make sure you check everything especially near the road. I’m hoping they will think we will take the road.”  


	              Lewis whispered, “Yes, Sir,” and moved up front. When we walked past the stretcher bearers one asked, “Why don’t they send a convoy?” 


	“I don’t know.” Lewis couldn’t tell who had asked. 


	“Why don’t they send a truck?” someone else whispered. 


	“I don’t know.” Lewis couldn’t tell who had asked about the truck either. In the dark everyone looked alike especially with camo on their faces.  


	              After another hundred yards the Lieutenant stopped everyone and said, “We’re being followed. Put the body down and get behind something alongside the trail that we have made. We’ll form an L shaped ambush, four men alongside the trail, two at the end of the trail where the body is. MacDonald gives me the starlight.” Lewis did as he was told and took the officers weapon. 


	The Lieutenant went back up the trail a few yards and saw at least ten men coming. He could tell they had no military training. They weren’t spread out; they were more in a cluster. He then went to each of his men and whispered, “I’m going to open fire first. Make sure you have a target. There’s enough moon out that you can see them and if you are behind something they can’t see you. I am going to fire a full magazine and when I stop firing you are going to have to assault them. Shoot each of them twice. Don’t waste time checking. Shoot one and go to another one, you understand?” 


	Each man nodded his head and the Lieutenant moved to the next man. He finally got to Lewis, “When I open fire you fire one magazine fully automatic, then the other guys will assault, you got that?” 


	“Yes, Sir,” was all Lewis could say. 


	“Get behind that tree and don’t fire to the right of it. I don’t want to hit our own men. Take the rifle off safe and get ready.” Lewis lay down but could barely see the trail. He heard them first. Then he saw them. They were moving fairly fast. Lewis knew what a kill zone was. He had learned that in basic at Fort Gordon. Lieutenant Jenkins waited and waited. Lewis was wondering when he was going to fire.  


	              A successful ambush is over about the time it starts. Lewis knew an ambush is defined as an attack from a concealed position on an unsuspecting enemy when the enemy is in the kill zone. If you are in the kill zone it can be described as hell in a very small place.  


	              The Lieutenant pulled the trigger. Lewis was about a tenth of a second behind him. It takes almost two seconds to fire twenty rounds. The noise was horrendous. In the deep woods it sounded like it was coming from everywhere at the same time. The noise didn’t block out the screams, nothing could. Then the men were charging and yelling at the same time, firing two shots at each person in the kill zone. Then it was deathly quiet.  


	                Lieutenant Jenkins went forward, almost at a dead run, quickly counted the bodies. “Nine, everyone get down and face out. I think one may have gotten away.” 


	Jenkins turned in a full circle and pointed back up the trail. “I hear him. I’m going after him.”


	              He headed back up the trail, rifle on his shoulder looking through the scope. The men heard two shots. Crenshaw looked at Lewis and said, “I wouldn’t want that dude chasing me.” 


	“You got that right,” answered Lewis. 


	The Lieutenant came back down the trail and asked, “Is everyone alright?” “We’re okay. All of us are okay,” answered Crenshaw.  


	              “Men you did just as you were trained. I’m proud of you. Search the bodies and put wallets and pistols in your rucksack. We’ll find a place to get rid of the rifles. Disassemble them first and throw the small parts away.”


	              “What about these bodies, Lieutenant?” asked Lewis. “Anyone want to say a prayer for them? I didn’t think so.”  


	              The Lieutenant moved to the front, checked the starlight then handed it to Lewis. “I don’t know if the shooting is going to bring anyone else, so be careful.” “How do we tell the good guys from the bad guys?” “Tonight we are the only good guys. Now let’s get going.”  


	              Thirty minutes later Lewis halted everyone. The Lieutenant came up front. Lewis handed him the rifle and whispered, “To the right of the bridge.”  


	              The Lieutenant looked and held up two fingers. Lewis nodded. The Lieutenant went back to tell everyone to stay where they were. 


	When Jenkins was back with Lewis he whispered, “Cover me.” Lewis asked what he was going to do. “Just cover me. If they turn around, shoot them,” he replied and then he was gone.  


	              Lewis could hear a small stream nearby. Maybe it will mask the Lieutenant’s noise.  Lewis heard nothing but the stream. He kept his attention on the two men lying on the ground near the road. Every once in a while he looked for the Lieutenant but didn’t see him. He sure was taking his time, they weren’t very far away. Suddenly the Lieutenant was standing between the two men.  


	              “How in the world did he do that?” Lewis whispered to himself. He saw the Lieutenant bend over the man on the right and place the pistol on his back and heard a pop. It wasn’t loud at all; the man’s heavy jacket had absorbed the sound. The man on the left started to turn over and Jenkins shot him in the chest, another contact wound. Surely both were dead. Jenkins hit them in the head with his pistol.


	              He motioned for Lewis to come to him. Lewis moved up, he felt his heart hammering away in his chest. He wondered how long you stay scared.  


	              “Move everyone across the stream and bring someone with you. We need to search these guys.” Ten minutes later, Lewis returned with Lofton, one of the stretcher bearers. The Lieutenant was still checking the road. “Do you think anyone heard those shots?” 


	“No, Sir. I barely heard them.” 


	“Search them.”


	              They found ID’s, two pistols, two automatic rifles, and two grenades. “These are American grenades,” said Lewis. “Good we may need them. We weren’t issued any. I’ll disassemble the rifles. Take the bodies and hide them. Then we will dispose of the rifles.”


	              Hiding the bodies was easy. They dragged them a few yards into the woods and covered them with branches. Moving back to where they had laid Jack’s body, they huddled up and discussed the situation as quietly as possible. Everyone needed a break. Jenkins decided not to use the road.  He took the starlight and said he would walk the point, Lewis was grateful for that.  


	              Two hours later, they halted. Jenkins turned to Lewis and whispered, “I see a small building dead ahead. It looks like there is a light on inside. I think the windows are covered with a blanket or something but there is a hole letting the light out.” He handed Lewis the starlight. “See what I mean.” 


	“Yes, sir, I see it.” The hole couldn’t have been larger than a dime but was clearly visible with the night vision scope.


	              “See the three vehicles behind the building. Are those the ones at the checkpoint?” 


	Lewis studied the vehicles. “I’m pretty sure about the van. I can’t tell about the cars Lieutenant. They might be, but I’m not sure.”  


	              The Lieutenant thought for a minute and asked, “What exactly happened?” 


	Lewis said, “One vehicle pulled up with four men in it. I stopped it and checked their ID’s and then a van pulled up. I only saw one man inside the van, but there may have been more. Then another car pulled up. I couldn’t see the people in that car because of the van. I told the driver to open the trunk. He started to open the door and then Jack got shot. All three vehicles sped off. I don’t know if they were just trying to get away from the gun fire or were trying to run the road block. I just don’t know. I really don’t know.” 


	“Did you check under the car with the mirror?” 


	“No, Sir, I didn’t get that far before Jack got shot.” 


	The Lieutenant thought on this for a minute or two then said, “You know what I think; those men knew there was a sniper and they used that to get through. They might be a hunter killer team and we don’t know for certain how many there are.  The two men back at the bridge may or may not have been with them. They may have been there in case we stopped all of them and was covering for their escape. Now, there is a village not far from the base camp on the road to the east. If it’s a hunter killer team then that village is in danger so we need to find out who is in there. I’ll take the starlight and check the other side and try to look inside and see what’s what.”  


	              “Good luck, Lieutenant.” 


	Lewis knelt down on one knee. He was afraid if he got in a prone position he would fall asleep. Lewis couldn’t see anything and then the Lieutenant was back. “There are six men in there. They all have weapons and are looking at a map. Get Crenshaw up here.”


	              Then the Lieutenant laid out his plan. Lewis would take the starlight up the lane to the road. Crenshaw was to cut the smallest sapling six feet long that he could find. The Lieutenant taped the grenade to the end of the pole. He put the other grenade on Crenshaw’s belt. The Lieutenant believed when Crenshaw struck the grenade through the window the man nearest the door would unbolt the door and try to get out. The Lieutenant would then go in after shooting the man opening the door. “Make sure you don’t use the second grenade if I make it inside, okay? If they don’t unlock the door run up and throw the second grenade. After you push the first one in, run; they might throw it back out. You got all that?” 


	“Yes, Sir.”  


	                Lewis moved into position and checked the road and the woods beside the lane leading to the house. He looked back toward the house just in time to see Crenshaw shove the grenade on the stick through the window and run. He heard chairs turning over as the men jumped to their feet. He saw the door swing open as one man tried to make it out. The grenade went off with a whump sound. The building absorbed most of the sound. He saw the Lieutenant fire off two shots and dash inside. Lewis heard shots in pairs, pop pop, pop pop, then three more series of double shots. Lewis ran to the building and saw five bodies inside plus the one outside. The Lieutenant told Lewis to bring the body up. 


	Lewis ran to the edge of the woods and said, “Bring the body.” Then he realized that he didn’t say bring Jack. Jack had become the body; Lewis felt bad about that.  


	              “Put the body in the van. I want all the weapons, ID’s, papers, maps, everything. Grab it quick, put it on the table cloth and put it in the van. Find the car keys. There should be three sets here.”


	              One of the men came inside and said, “Lieutenant there are all kinds of weapons and explosives in the van.” 


	The Lieutenant said, “Put all of this in there also. Did you get Gordon inside?” 


	“Yes, Sir, we had to lay him on top of all that stuff.” 


	Crenshaw came up and said, “Lieutenant, we only found two sets of keys. We looked everywhere. Maybe one set is in the car.  I’ll go look.” Five minutes later, he came back and shook his head. “No luck, Lieutenant.” 


	The Lieutenant asked which vehicle was without a key. 


	“The van.”


	              The Lieutenant went to the van crawled inside, reached behind the dash and pulled the wires loose. He started touching the wires together. The engine fired up. He reached on his belt and pulled a Leatherman tool out. It had wire cutters and strippers on it. He stripped the insulation off the wires he needed and twisted them together. “All right, two men to a vehicle. Driver up front, second man in the back with the windows down where you can shoot out both sides. MacDonald and I will be in the van. Drive forty five. Don’t slow down. Lead vehicle, I want you to stop one hundred yards before you reach the base camp. I’ll get out and walk the rest of the way with my arms up and no weapon. Not many black people around here so maybe they won’t shoot. Lead vehicle make sure your lights are on me. I want the guards to see me clearly. I want the van in the middle. Let’s get on the road.”


	              On the road, Lewis was thinking what it was like in that cabin. He had seen the Lieutenant shoot the man coming out of the door and how he had dashed through the door and started shooting. When Lewis got there, there were five bodies strewn around the room. Each of them was lying in an awkward position, the living doesn’t assume. He wondered how many had been killed by the blast and how many the Lieutenant had killed. He wondered how Crenshaw felt about it. Lewis knew it was possible that the Lieutenant had shot and killed eight men in less than two hours. It didn’t seem to be bothering him. Lewis was thankful the Lieutenant was with them. They had cheated death by five minutes back at the check point; actually Lewis had cheated death twice, counting the sniper.  


	              “Why did you go through the window to get the pipe?” 


	Lewis thought for a few seconds before answering. “I knew the men needed you more than they needed me. It seemed like the right thing to do at the time.”  


	              They rode on in silence for a few miles. Lewis said, “Crenshaw did real good, didn’t he?”  


	“You all did.” 


	“I didn’t do anything except what you told me to do.” 


	“That’s why you did real well.” 


	“But I was impressed by Crenshaw sticking the grenade through the window.” 


	“You know why I put that grenade on that pole?” 


	“No, Sir.” 


	“Two reasons. Number one that made it harder to throw it back out and number two the first time you throw a grenade in a real situation your arm might turn to rubber, if you know what I mean. He might have missed and hit the wall. It could have gone anywhere, even at me. Don’t get me wrong, I trusted him. What if I had went inside and he threw the second one in. I wouldn’t have known.”  


	              They drove on in silence. They turned off the main road and onto the road leading to the Base Camp. The lead vehicle stopped. Lewis pulled up a few feet. The Lieutenant left his weapons in the van and walked forward. He raised his arms and continued walking. Lewis could see him clearly by looking over the lead car. He saw the four guards pointing their weapons at him. He continued to walk. Lewis said a silent prayer. The Lieutenant stopped ten feet away and turned around. One of the guards came and patted him down. He saw the Lieutenant turn and wave them forward. They stopped the first vehicle and the two men got out of the car and showed their ID’s. The guard pointed the men toward a place to park and motioned Lewis forward. The Lieutenant said, “This is the van I told you about.” 


	The guard nodded and looked inside. He saw the body and all the weapons. “We’ll, get someone to take the body to the hospital. They will take care of it.” 


	Ten minutes later, an ambulance pulled up. Lewis and the Lieutenant helped the two men unload the body. As they put him on the gurney, Lewis put his hand on Jack’s chest and said, “Lord rest his soul.” Then added, “Please.”  


	              The guard said, “You need to take the van to the intelligence officer,” then he waved Lewis through. The third vehicle was also searched and told to park. Lewis and the Lieutenant stopped in front of a large tent. “It’s four o’clock. Go take a nap. Reveille is in two hours and after breakfast you can sleep all day. Tell the men for me; I am going to be here for a while.” Then he walked inside. 


	Lewis walked to his tent. He had never been this tired in his life, but he had something to do first. He opened Jack’s footlocker. Jack had given him the combination.  Lewis knew he could get into trouble, but he was going to take the risk. He knew an officer would be here soon to inventory and take custody of the contents so it could be mailed home to his parents. Lewis found what he was looking for, the letters Jack’s girlfriend had written him. He also got the photo of his sister and the girl. It was a shot of them at some kind of gathering, Lewis couldn’t determine where or what the function was. He would somehow return them to the girl. He would not read them even though Jack had read parts of them to him. He left everything else including the letters from his family. Lewis placed them in his locker. He would mail them when he got back to Fort Lewis. Then he collapsed on his cot and fell asleep.


	       None of the men changed uniforms or shaved, they just walked out like zombies for reveille. Jenkins was standing there; Lewis couldn’t believe it. He had shaved, showered, put on a starched uniform and polished his boots. He looked like he did for every formation. Lewis wondered how he did it.  


	              He dismissed the platoon for breakfast. Lewis went to him and saluted. Jenkins returned the salute. “Can I speak to you in private after breakfast, Sir?” 


	“After you shave, shower, change your uniform and polish your boots you can.” 


	“Yes, Sir,” said Lewis and gave him his best salute.  


	              Two hours later, Lewis went to the Lieutenant’s tent. At the tent flap Lewis called out, “Sir.” 


	“Come in, MacDonald.” 


	Lewis entered. He really didn’t know what he was going to say or even how to say it. The Lieutenant was sitting on his bunk. He was cleaning his equipment which he set aside. “Pull out the footlocker and sit down.” 


	Lewis did as he was told and looked the Lieutenant in the eye and asked, “How do you do the things you do?” 


	“I’m not sure I understand.” 


	“Well, yesterday and all last night, weren’t you scared. I know I was.”  


	“Macdonald, I was just as scared as you, but if I showed it would you have done what I told you to do, when I told you to do it?” 


	“Probably not. I would have been even more afraid.” 


	“It’s called leading by example. Of course I was afraid, but I don’t ask anyone to do something that I won’t do myself.” 


	“Did you learn that in Ranger School?” 


	“There and in other places.” 


	“Did they teach you how to hot wire a car?” 


	The Lieutenant smiled. “No, I learned that when I was fourteen. You see, and I am embarrassed to say this, but when I was fourteen I stole a car. I ran out of gas two miles away and was sent to reform school for two years. I learned two valuable lessons. I didn’t ever want to go to jail again.” 


	“What was the other lesson, Sir?” 


	“Always check the gas gauge before you steal a car.” Lewis had to laugh. “After reform school they sent me back to what I was trying to get away from.” 


	“What was that, Lieutenant?” 


	“An alcoholic mother and live in boyfriend who took pleasure in beating the daylights out of me every chance he got. When I got home, I went in the front door and out the back. I never looked back. I was sixteen then and I knew no one would look for me. So, I lived on the street. Now, that was scary.” 


	“I would imagine so.” 


	“There was this Jewish family who owned a little mom and pop grocery store across town and he caught me looking in the garbage cans behind the store. Caught me dead to rights. He asked me if I was hungry and I told him yes. He took me inside, fed me and told me if I wanted a job and a place to stay that he had both. I told him, ‘Yes, Sir.’ There was a room upstairs with a bath but there was one condition. I had to go to school every night. I would sit with the two of them and they helped me with my homework. I could barely read and write. He paid me minimum wage and didn’t charge me room and board. They were always encouraging me to do the best I could. It didn’t matter what it was. No job is too small or too big. I owe my whole life to them. They even helped me through college. Everything I am I owe to someone who went out of their way and bent over backwards to help me for no reason at all.” 


	“Not many people like that in the world.” 


	“I wish there were more like that. The world would be a better place.”  


	              Lewis thought for a minute and said, “Sir, can I go to Ranger School?” 


	The Lieutenant crossed his arms, leaned back and looked at Lewis carefully. “I think I can arrange that, but first you have to go to jump school and you have to be a sergeant. Now I happen to know you’re being promoted along with Crenshaw tomorrow.” Lewis was taken by surprise. 


	The Lieutenant said, “I was impressed by both of you the last two days and I spoke to the battalion commander and he agreed.” 


	“Thank you, Sir.” 


	“Anything else, MacDonald?” 


	“Yes, Sir, I wonder if it might be possible to escort Jack’s body home. You see we went through basic training and advanced individual training together. As a matter of fact, we bought an old Volkswagen bus in Georgia and drove to Fort Lewis together. We stopped in Wyoming and spent the weekend with his family. We are going back to the states in two days anyway.” 


	“Well, I am glad you are volunteering because I was told to find someone to go. Not many people want to be a Ghost Rider.” 


	“Ghost Rider, what’s that?” 


	“You’ll find out.” 


	Lewis looked at Lieutenant Jenkins and said, “I hope it’s nothing bad.” 


	“I wouldn’t know I’ve never had the opportunity.” As Lewis turned to leave the Lieutenant said, “You did a fine job on the ambush.” 


	Lewis stopped without turning around and said, “I forgot about that.” Lewis thought, how can you forget something like that? Some kind of mental block I guess. He jumped when he felt someone’s hand on his shoulder. “It happens, sometimes you remember the good things and block out the bad.” 


	“I wish I could do that,” The Lieutenant said. 


	Lewis nodded and started to leave when Lieutenant Jenkins asked, “You married, MacDonald?” 


	“No, Sir.” 


	“I am. I have a beautiful wife and two kids and I will do whatever it takes to get back to them in one piece. It’s why I do some of the things I do. Yeah, I was scared out there, real scared. I don’t even know why we are here. I can’t tell who is who or what is what. I have seen some of the atrocities that have happened over here. Entire families murdered, bodies mutilated and burned. I have seen vacant stares in children’s eyes. They have lost everything. Moving through check points terrified. A child should never be scared. There is a lot of evil in this world and an awful lot of it is right here in this place. In a year or two the same evil will pop up somewhere else. You know what I mean?” 


	Lewis turned and asked, “What do we do?” 


	Lieutenant Jenkins said, “We help the children and we teach them not to hate. That’s the only way.” 


	Lewis nodded. He would have to think about that. Not that he would ever be in any position to do anything about it. He was just a soldier. He was going back and taking a friend who tried to help and died in the process. 


	Lieutenant Jenkins said, “You know what the old man said to me when he took me in, gave me a job and studied with me?” 


	Lewis knew he was talking about the Jewish couple who had changed his life. “No, Sir, what did he say?” 


	“He said ‘a man never stood as tall as when he stoops to help a child.’ That’s why I say we have to help the children.” 


	Lewis left. 


	Lieutenant Jenkins went back to cleaning his equipment. After a few minutes, he stopped and started thinking. He was trying to get it straight in his mind for the after action report that he would have to give later. When we sprung the ambush somehow we missed the first man. While I was trying to reload the man rushed us. Specialist MacDonald leaped up and wrestled the weapon away and clubbed the man to death.  


	              Lieutenant Jenkins sat there for another minute thinking. He didn’t know if it was fear or just some sort of survival mode. He thought some more. Maybe it was both, fear and survival mode, who knows. Then he thought maybe it was retribution for killing his friend. Lieutenant Jenkins went back to cleaning his equipment.


	             


	        


	       


	 


	        


	 





CHAPTER THREE
GHOST RIDER



	              At 1400 hours (2:00 p.m.) Lieutenant Jenkins, Lewis and Crenshaw were standing in front of the flagpole. The battalion Commander called the unit to attention. The promotion orders were read by the personnel officer. He presented the Sergeant stripes to Lieutenant Jenkins who pinned them on their collar points, then shook each man’s hand. The three then saluted the Commander.  


	              Lieutenant Jenkins told Lewis to accompany him to the admin office. When they arrived the Lieutenant shook Lewis’s hand. Lewis saluted the Lieutenant and said, “Sir, it has been an honor and a privilege to serve with you. I hope you never regret doing this.”


	 Jenkins looked at him and said, “MacDonald I think you will go far in the army. Perhaps we will serve together some time in the future. Now, go in and get your briefing on escort duty. Your orders for airborne school and ranger school should be ready, also.”  


	              Lewis went inside and approached the clerk typist. “I’m here for the escort briefing.” 


	“See Captain Andrews. He’ll give it to you.” 


	Captain Andrews was seated at his desk. Lewis guessed he was about thirty years old and ten pounds overweight. Lewis saluted and took a seat when the officer motioned him to sit. 


	“I’m going to go over this with you. Sergeant, this is serious business. Everything has to be done in an established protocol. First and foremost, you may never leave the body unattended. At all times either you or an authorized officer must stay with the body from the time you accept custody of his remains. Now, what does that mean? The Air Force will transport the body or bodies on a military aircraft. The body may be moved from one aircraft to another on its journey to its final destination. On these stops you may request an officer to watch the body while you use the latrine or get a bite to eat. You will have him check the personal information on the coffin and he will sign for it. Then when you get back on the plane you will again check the personal information on the casket and you will sign for it. This is called chain of custody. The Air Force is very good at this and they do not mind helping. They know you can’t go three or four days without food. While you are in the air you may sleep. Once you get to the final destination, in other words, the funeral home, you must be awake when anyone is in the presence of the body. Most funeral home directors have done this before and at night; they usually will let you sleep on a couch in the room with the body. During the daytime they are authorized to guard the body while you are in the restroom. Most ceremonies include a viewing for the family then a viewing for everyone else, then the actual funeral and sometimes a graveside ceremony. This is usually a two day event. You must be in a class A uniform. Inside no headgear, outside you must wear you headgear. You will be flown to the nearest Air Force base then the funeral home will pick up the body for the transport. You may sit up front in the hearse. If two people show up you may have to ride in the back. After the service you must make arrangements to get to your next duty station. Any questions?” 


	Lewis had several questions but he only made one comment. “My Lieutenant said something about Ghost Riders.” 


	The Captain leaned back in his chair, weaved his fingers together and laid his hands on his stomach. “I don’t really know how or where the term Ghost Riders came from. You have a dead soldier in a coffin and you’re on an airplane by yourself with him, but I don’t believe in stuff like that. Look, I will be honest with you, this is not easy duty. You will get bored, tired, sleepy, hungry and other things I can’t imagine. Just remember you are honoring a fallen comrade and you are representing the U.S. Army and the United States. Here is a card, put it in your pocket and memorize it. Let me say this. It may take you a week to get there, you may change planes a couple of times. You make take a long ride in a hearse. You will be in a funeral home, in a room with only the coffin at night. You may be the only living person there. The coffin is draped with an American flag. The funeral director and an assistant will fold the flag and hand it to you. Now everything you have done up until this point has been easy. You will walk that flag to a grieving family and you will solemnly present it, probably to the mother, and you will say what is on that card. That is why you need to memorize it.”  


	              Lewis looked at the small card. He couldn’t believe that something this profound could be on such a small card. He read it twice then he read it out loud. “On behalf of the President of the United States and a grateful nation, I present you this flag.”


	              Lewis looked at the Captain and the Captain nodded his head and said, “See what I mean?” 


	“Yes, Sir.” 


	The Captain looked at Lewis. “I understand you volunteered for this duty. I don’t envy you Sergeant. I don’t believe you will ever do it again.” 


	Lewis looked at the Captain and said, “I hope I never have the opportunity.”  


	              Two hours later Lewis dressed in his Class A uniform along with his duffel bag was dropped off at the morgue. He had to wait another hour while the body of Jack A. Gordon, Specialist 4th Class, United States Army of Kerney, Wyoming, by way of Denver Colorado was being processed.  


	              Lewis was beyond tired; he was afraid if he closed his eyes he would fall asleep and never wake up. Finally, an aluminum casket draped in an American flag was brought out. A Captain was walking in front of it. The casket was on a gurney pushed by a P.F.C. The Captain had a clipboard in his hand. He pulled a pen out of his pocket, looked at Lewis, “You the escort?” 


	“Yes, Sir.” 


	The Captain lifted the flag a few inches and pointed at a small plague and said, “Verify the information on it to the information on this card and then sign the card and date it.” Lewis did so. “He will drive you to the airport.” The Captain saluted the coffin then walked away. 


	The P.F.C. pushed the gurney to a Red Cross wagon and asked Lewis to help load it. “You can ride up front if you like.” After loading the casket, Lewis got in front along with his bag. 


	The soldier asked, “Where is this one going?” 


	“Wyoming.”


	              The van went to a point in the road and stopped. “Why are we stopping?” 


	The P.F.C. looked at him and said, “Waiting on a convoy; too dangerous to travel by yourself. Here it comes now.” There was a Humvee with a machine gun mounted on a pedestal followed by five vehicles with another Humvee and a machine gun. The last Humvee slowed up and let the van pull in behind the other vehicles, and then it pulled up behind the van. 


	“How far to the airport?” 


	“Thirty five minutes barring any trouble.”


	              At the airport the van went to a different part of the airport and pulled up near a C-5 A Cargo plane. The driver said, “You need to get out and wait here.” 


	Lewis said, “Thank you.” 


	The P.F.C. said, “Good luck Ghost Rider.” 


	Seven men walked toward the van. They were in Class A uniforms. The lead man was an officer. Lewis saluted. Lewis noticed that the six were from the Air Force, Army, Navy and Marines. The officer was from the Army. They opened the back of the van and pulled the coffin out leaving the gurney. The Army officer saluted the flag draped coffin, did an about face, and led the men into the plane. After securing the coffin he told Lewis there were other bodies coming and it would be at least an hour. “If you need to go to the john, I’ll be here to watch the body.” Lewis pulled out the paperwork. The officer signed for custody and pointed to the building Lewis was to use. After splashing water on his face he came back.  Lewis checked the I.D. tag and signed. 


	The officer said, “The Air Force will provide you with a box lunch. You have a long journey ahead of you. With any luck there won’t be any stops until Dover Air Force Base.”  


	              After they loaded four other bodies and strapping in the other coffins, the load master passed out earplugs and told the other escorts, “You may want to catch some sleep. There is no telling when you will get another chance.” 


	Lewis put the earplugs in and lay down adjacent to Jack’s coffin. He noticed the others did the same. Lewis sat up and took his coat off and laid it over him. He knew it was going to be chilly once they got to altitude. He had trouble sleeping. The plane’s engines were loud back there and he was thankful for the earplugs. He finally drifted off but didn’t sleep very well.  


	              When they landed he was still exhausted and sore all over. He could hardly stay awake. An officer came aboard and asked if any of them needed to use the restroom. All of the escorts needed to go. After signing for the remains he said, “Fifteen minutes is all you got.” 


	Again, a quick trip to the toilet and some water splashed on his face was all he had time for. Walking back to the plane Lewis wondered how long it would take to get to Wyoming. After signing again, Lewis waited and waited as a body was removed. Finally they got to him and the body was placed on a C-130 transport. Lewis asked, “Where is the next stop?” 


	The load master said, “Near Little Rock, Arkansas.” 


	“Okay to sleep awhile?” 


	The load master said, “If you can over the noise more power to you.” 


	Lewis was out like a light. 


	The load master shook him awake. “You okay buddy, I didn’t think I was going to wake you up.” 


	Lewis rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, yawned, stretched his muscles, stood and looked around as an officer and six men came aboard. All Air Force this time dressed in nomex flight suits. They carefully unstrapped the body and moved it to another C-130. The load master lifted the ramp and said, “Next stop Denver, Colorado.” This made Lewis feel good. He was getting closer. Lewis was able to sleep more than two hours. He felt like he was catching up. In Denver, he was told that he would stay on this plane until Laramie, Wyoming and was also told a hearse would be waiting. The flight to Laramie didn’t take that long and Lewis slept sitting up for a few minutes. After he woke up he kept looking at the flag draped coffin. He was alone with his friend and for some reason started to talk to the coffin. He felt like he was talking to Jack himself. He felt like Jack was there with him.  


	              After landing and taxiing the ramp came down. Another seven men lifted the coffin and walked to a waiting hearse. They placed the body inside and closed the door. The officer walked up and Lewis saluted the officer; the officer returned the salute. “You are now in civilian hands. I talked to the funeral director. He knows what needs to be done. Good luck Ghost Rider.”  


	              Lewis thanked him and got in front with the funeral director. The director introduced himself as Thomas Frank. He looked to be in his sixties with thinning hair.  


	              After clearing the airport Lewis asked, “Do you know the family?” 


	“Not really. They’ve only been here a couple of years. I met the sister three days ago when she came in to make arrangements. The body will be cremated. You won’t be required to be here for that. Did you know him?” 


	“Yes, Sir, I did. He was my best friend.” 


	“Were you with him when he died?” 


	“Yes, Sir.” 


	“No need to tell the family. Trust me on that.” 


	“Yes, Sir.”   


	              “It’s about an hour to Kerney if you want to catch a nap.” 


	“Thank you. I haven’t slept much in the last six days.” 


	“I can tell. Once we get him into a wooden casket and put him in a room you can sleep on the couch.” 


	“You can’t imagine how good that sounds. When is visitation?” 


	“Tomorrow night. The family visitation is at 6:00 p.m. in the room you will be in. I’ll let you know at five o’clock. You will have time to get cleaned up and dressed. Then we will move him into the chapel we have here. The church the family goes to is too small to hold a lot of people. It will take about two hours to get him prepared, but you won’t be allowed to observe that, but you will have to be outside the room. Then you can get ten hours sleep if you need it, and I’m pretty sure you do from the looks of you.” 


	“That is the best news I have had in a week. Right now I am exhausted. I just felt like I needed to do this. Maybe a time will come when someone will return the favor.”  


	Mr. Frank said, “I understand.” 


	“Thank you, Sir. You have been most kind.”


	           Lewis was glad when Mr. Frank put the coffin in the family visitation room. Lewis was asleep in minutes. He didn’t wake up until he heard a knock on the door. He looked at his watch.  He realized he was still on local time in Bosnia. He set his watch for five o’clock.  


	              The sleep he had gotten actually made him feel like he wasn’t a member of the walking dead. He removed the letters from his duffel bag and looked at the name, Beverly Farmer. He didn’t know if she would be at the visitation or the funeral. If she wasn’t, he would put them in an envelope and mail them to her. He studied the photo. He was sure the sister would be here tonight. The funeral director said she had made the arrangements. He remembered her from the weekend visit he and Jack had made a year and a half ago.  


	              The funeral director tapped on the door. Lewis slipped his jacket on, buttoned the buttons, slipped the letters in his pocket and opened the door. The director nodded and stepped aside. The sister led the way, followed by Mr. and Mrs. Gordon. They were followed by, apparently, an aunt and uncle. Lewis did not introduce himself. If they remembered him that was fine.


	              Lewis stood at attention five feet from the head of the casket and slightly to the rear. The mother had to be helped by Jack’s father. All were wearing black. The mother was wearing a black veil. She had been crying and kept dabbing her eyes with her handkerchief. Jo Beth, the sister, saw Lewis and walked over. “You are his friend, Lewis, aren’t you?” 


	Lewis simply nodded. 


	“Jack mentioned you in his letters. Were you with him when he died?” 


	Lewis remembered what the funeral director had said about telling the family that he was with him when he died. Lewis thought, ‘I can’t lie to her.’  “Yes, Ma’am, I was.” 


	She looked him in the eye and said, “Can you tell me why we’re in Bosnia?”  


	              “No, Ma’am, I can’t. I don’t know the answer to that. I can tell you he didn’t suffer. I can also tell you he loved his country very much; I could tell that in everything he did. When he saluted the flag you could see the pride he had in the way he did it. I am proud to call him my friend.” 


	She studied him closely for at least a minute and asked, “I understand you escorted his body back home, is that true? That must have been very hard.” 


	Lewis looked at her and said, “It was an honor and privilege, Ma’am.”  


	              She stepped to her mother and said, “Mom, you remember Lewis? Jack and Lewis stopped on the way to Fort Lewis. Lewis brought Jack home Momma.” 


	Jack’s mother said, “Yes, I remember, thank you very much.” 


	Jack’s father stuck his hand out and said, “Thank you, Son.” 


	Lewis nodded his head in acknowledgment. 


	“We were very proud of Jack,” Jo Beth said. “Mr. Frank said you would need transportation to the airport. We will find someone to take care of you.” 


	“Thank you, Ma’am. I don’t think there is very much public transportation around here is there?” 


	“Not if you can’t ride a horse.” 


	“No, Ma’am. I have never ridden a horse in my life.”  


	              At 6:40 Mr. Frank walked in and said, “We need to move into the Chapel.” 


	Lewis noted he didn’t say body in the presence of the family. The family stepped into the lobby as Mr. Frank and his son moved the casket into the Chapel adjacent to the family viewing room. He took up his position and stood at attention as the family came in and stood next to the coffin to accept the visitors. For a small town Lewis was surprised. The local American Legion and the Veterans of Foreign Wars came in with the Colors of the Armed Forces and stood at attention at the back of the Chapel between the two doors. Lewis was visibly touched by this patriotic gesture. He knew in all likelihood these elderly men from World War II to the Gulf War had never met Jack. Lewis knew Jack had never lived here and his family had only been here for a couple of years. He imagined scenes like this taking place all over America when the Nation buried one of its fallen.


	              Then the visitors filed in and hugged the mother and sister and shook hands with the father and uncle and his wife. Lewis guessed the uncle and his wife had lived here for a long time because the people had more to say to them than the father. 


	After about twenty people had come through Lewis noticed a police officer with a petite blond and  obviously her mother approaching the family. The young lady hugged Jo Beth for a long time. Lewis was pretty sure she was Beverly Farmer, but wasn’t positive. He wasn’t sure what to do; it could be embarrassing if he tried to give the letters to the wrong girl. Then the policeman turned and he saw his name tag. K.A. Farmer. As the girl moved past, Lewis stepped forward and asked, “Are you Beverly Farmer?”  


	She looked at him and wiped her eyes with her handkerchief. She said, “Yes, I am Beverly Farmer.” 


	Lewis removed the letters from his pocket. “You will probably want these.” 


	“What is it?” 
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