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12/8/95

A Happy Ending?

There was a vicious but all too familiar pounding on the front door.  It sounded to Samantha 

like the house would get knocked down at any second.  She heard her mother jump out of bed 

and run down the stairs.  She was scared, so she followed.  

As her mother opened the door she saw it was Jack, her stepfather, he was drunk again, and 

now Samantha had the overwhelming desire to be back in her bed.  He stumbled in, grabbing

her mother as he did.  Angela pushed him away violently.  His hysterical laughter changed 

suddenly to a vicious roar as he swung his huge hand backward, striking Angela squarely on 

the cheekbone.  As she fell to the floor, a trickle of blood rolled down her cheek where his 

wedding ring had made contact.  Looking up from the floor she saw Samantha on the stairs.

“Go back to your room!”  She screamed.

“Mommy,  mommy...”  Samantha heard herself crying.

“Shut-up, you little creep.”  Jack bellowed,  “What is she doing up anyway?”

Angela was still stunned and sobbing on the floor, she didn’t answer him, it wouldn’t have 

made any difference if she had.  Jack lunged for Samantha as she turned to go back to her 

room.  Grabbing her by the leg, he yanked her down.  She fell forward onto her face before 

sliding down the last five steps.  

“Jack!”  Angela  screamed as she tried to get up.  “I’ll kill you if you hurt her again.”

“Hurt her again?  I’ll kill you both.”  Jack shot back.

Angela struggled to her feet and with all her strength threw herself at Jack.  He lost his 

grasp on Samantha as he fell to the floor with Angela on top of him.  

Samantha laid there for a moment, screaming hysterically, as Jack and her mother 

struggled on the floor next to her.  Her face was afire and she was bleeding from her nose and 

mouth.

“RUN!”  Her mother yelled, “RUN!”

At first, the words didn’t register, Samantha was in shock even though she didn’t know it.  

When they finally did sink in, she found it hard to move.

“RUN! Samantha... RU....”  her mother’s words were cut off as Jack struck her again.

The pain seemed to disappear in that instant.  Samantha gathered all her strength and in panic 

scrambled up the stairs.  Behind her, she could hear her mother’s sobs and the struggling 

through Jack’s yelling.  He struck her mother again and again.  As she reached 

the top of the stairs she turned to see Jack kick her mother’s motionless body, then turn 

toward her.  Even in the dark she could see, even feel his anger.  She spun ‘round and ran to 

her bedroom, slamming the door behind her even though it was no protection from him.

She knew what was coming, and she was petrified.  She ran to her closet and crouched 

into a corner.  She could hear his footsteps getting closer and closer, then a thud and some 

scuffling, he must have fallen down.  A moment of silence...  maybe he passed out, she thought.  

She hoped… she began to whimper in relief.   Then, the door opened,  she burst into hysterical 

sobbing as the heavy footsteps came toward the closet.

She tried to calm herself, it wouldn’t be so painful this time.  Samantha knew where she could 

go.  She got better at getting there each time he touched her.  The bruises were just as bad, the 

humiliation and shame were the same, but somehow she could endure if she could just get to 

her place.  It was 3 A.M.  Samantha was hiding in her closet again, almost in a trance.  It 

smelled of urine... and blood.  She was eleven years old and her stepfather, Jack, had come 

home drunk again.

1.19.96

A Happy Beginning.

Jim Andersen awoke that morning, like every other morning, at 7 A.M.  The day was already 

bright.  The warmth of the sun filled the room and his spirits with a familiar excitement that 

only spring could bring him.  Today would be the kind of spring day that Jim loved with an 

added bonus.  

Jim was an independent investigative producer-reporter who worked for various local and 

national news organizations around the country.  He loved his work almost as much as he 

loved summer but he wouldn’t be working today...   Today, Jim was going to school with his 

daughter, Julie.  Jim was one of four fathers coming to school today to talk to a school 

assembly about their respective professions.  He looked forward to this day, not just because 

he loved to talk about his work but because Julie, and her mother Cheryl were his reasons 

for living.  He loved them limitlessly, and spending the day with Julie at her school made 

him feel as proud as any father could.

Jim could tell by the smell of coffee brewing that Cheryl was already up and about.  He awoke 

to that aroma every morning since they had married thirteen years ago.  It was like and old 

friend and a symbol of their rich life together.  As he looked out the window, smelling the 

coffee and thinking about the day to come, a warm rush came over him.

***

He had met Cheryl at a party back when he worked for a television station in Phoenix.  He 

saw her from across a crowded studio.  She was engaged in conversation with a number of 

people and he had edged his way over to her, hoping for the opportunity to introduce 

himself.  What he didn’t know at the time was that she had noticed him too.  It took a half an 

hour for him to get up the courage to stroll over and say hello to this lovely young woman.   

At the same time she was beginning to wonder if he ever would.  She stood 5 feet, 5 inches tall 

with long brown hair that she wore pulled back severely into a braid amplifying the soft 

beauty of her face.  Her skin was smooth and clear, accentuated by high cheek bones and the 

biggest, almond brown eyes he had ever seen.  Her easy crooked smile was mischievous and 

warm.  He knew the minute he saw her that he had to get to know her better.   She wore a 

cream colored, wispy kind of dress that clung teasingly to her slight but angular frame.  It was 

neither revealing nor short, yet appealing in a way that stirred him deeply.  When he finally 

did make his way over to her, he found her gentle, gracious and easy to talk to.  They spent the 

rest of the evening together, alone in that crowded room.  When he walked her to her car that 

night, he knew that they would spend the rest of their lives together... what he didn't know 

was that… she did too.  As he lay there reveling in these recollections he could hear Cheryl's 

footsteps on the stairs.  He began to stir as she entered the room with a cup of the coffee that 

had so gently awakened him.  

***

“Good morning, sweet boy.”  She said as she approached the bed.

He was groggy but smiling as he sat up and took the coffee from her.

“What’s so funny?”  She asked, sitting down beside him.

“I’m just thrilled to have one more night in bed with you, my love.”  He replied tauntingly.

“Good answer!”  She chuckled.  

“I’m serious, girlie, after all these years, you still thrill me.”

“You’re just easy to thrill.  Besides you’re pretty thrilling yourself, and I know all 

the most thrilling parts... intimately.”  She said teasingly.

He loved her teasing,.. he loved her completely.

“All right lover, time to get moving, you’ve got a big day ahead of you.” She admonished.

(2/13/96)

“Is Julie awake yet?”  He asked.

“I was just going to do that.”  She replied.

“I’ll wake her, after all it’s our day, ok?”  He asked.

“Sure!”  Cheryl smiled as she went into their bathroom.

Jim stood up and stretched his six foot frame.  He made a ceremony of his stretching each 

morning.  Neck rolls, toe touching, back twists, arm and leg pulls were all a part of the ritual. 

Jim was convinced it relieved the pains of getting old, he was almost forty-five after all.

The coffee tasted hot and good as he walked toward the other bathroom.  Setting the coffee 

down on the counter, he took care of the day’s first business, slipped on a robe, then headed for 

Julie’s bedroom.  

She slept like a rock.  That had always been one of her trademarks.  Jim and 

Cheryl had laughed about it from time-to-time.  It had been a blessing on those frequent nights 

when he and Cheryl were feeling amorous, and occasionally a curse, when she had to be 

awakened for school.  Somehow though, Jim knew that this morning would not be one of those.

He entered her room quietly.  She was almost invisible under the bed clothes.  He leaned over 

her, pulling a blanket away from little her face, and kissed her on the cheek.  She did not stir 

at first.  His second kiss, on the neck, roused her just enough for an arm to begin snaking its 

way from under the sheets and around Jim’s neck.

“I love you, daddy.”  Her little voice said sleepily.

“I love you too! Sweetheart.  Are you ready for our big day?”  Jim asked.

The question seemed to ignite her.  In an instant she was sitting straight up.  She hadn’t 

forgotten...  it was just the sleep that got in the way momentarily.

“What time is it, dad?” 

“Oh, it’s about 8:45.”  He replied teasingly.

“DAA’AAD, I have to be at school at 8:45.” She  grimaced

“Okay! Okay!  Would you believe it’s about 5 after 7?”

“DAA’AAD” again a little whiny, “I hate when you do that.”

“I was just kiddin’ya Jules.  You know I wouldn’t get you up so late today.”  He offered 

reassuringly.

“Where’s mom?”  She asked, stumbling out of bed.

“She’s around.”  He barely had time to say as mom appeared in the doorway.

“Good morning, Sweetheart.”  Cheryl said as she entered the room.

“Hi, mom!”  Julie sang, as Cheryl embraced her with a tenderness that he had never known 

until he met this loving woman so many years ago.

He was convinced she was an alien.  Her tenderness and sincerity were unique in this world 

and the foundation of their love.  He was able to return only a portion of what she was 

capable, but he had to learn it from her and was better for it.  A fact often tartly quoted by his 

family.  He envied her intuitive responses and generous nature.  He thanked God daily for his 

good fortune.  

“I’ll leave you two girls to decide on wardrobe, I’ll be in the shower.”  He said as he left the 

room deciding to run downstairs for a second cup of coffee. 

***

As he hit the main floor of the house his business phone rang, unusual for this time of the 

morning but not unheard of.  He would have been concerned if the house phone had rung.

He usually didn’t answer his phone this early in the morning and that seemed like an 

especially good idea today.  He continued into the kitchen as the phone went through its 

customary four rings. He heard Cheryl’s most professional answering-machine voice as he 

poured the coffee.  Then, as he headed up the stairs again, the message.....

“Hey Jim, its Steve, I know you’re there, pickup...”

Jim’s first instinct was to grab the phone, he even made an unconscious step toward the phone, 

then stopped himself.  Steve was one of Jim’s bosses, after a fashion.  Jim was an independent 

correspondent who worked for a lot of different people and companies simultaneously.  Steve 

was the cable network News Director Jim worked for most often.  Steve was also a good friend 

who knew Jim had planned the morning off to go to Julie’s school.

“All right, buddy, I get the picture and don’t blame you.  Listen, I have a story I want you to 

follow-up, it's about Senator Clinton's connection to that Great Lakes water diversion scam.

I want you to start on it as soon as possible.  Like today, Okay?  Give me a call as soon as you 

can... and Jim, good luck with the sixth graders.”  With that Steve hung up.

***

It was what Jim liked to call a Chinese message... sweet and sour.  He was elated that Steve 

had work for him but the Clintons… and their convoluted dealings had consumed far too

much of the country's time for far too long.  He was glad he hadn’t picked up the phone at 7:10 

A.M. this morning.

Another Chinese Message.

Angela was on the couch at 7:05 A.M. that morning when consciousness came calling.

She lay there for a full five minutes before anything made sense to her.  She hurt all over and 

really couldn’t tell if there were broken bones or not.  Her front teeth were loose... again.  

There was no mirror nearby, but she didn’t need one to know there was dried blood on her 

face.  She could barely see out of her left eye.  Jack had told her she had the most beautiful 

eyes.  Jack!?  Where was Jack?  She managed to lift her head through the stabbing pain 

and look around.  He was lying at the bottom of the staircase in worse condition than she was.

That didn’t make any sense. Then she realized she was on the couch and that didn’t make any 

sense either, but not much did just then.

SAMANTHA!  The word and her image burst into Angela’s mind like an arrow in the heart.

She lunged for her footing without notice to the pain.  No broken bones... she knew 

instinctively.  She had risen too fast and had to fall back to the couch for a moment.  Once 

gravity became familiar again she rose more slowly and made her way to the stairs.  Jack was 

motionless but breathing.  She stepped over him and grabbed at the railing.  Each step was a 

challenge.  Every bone in her body hurt.  The banister became a crutch.  The swelling in her 

eye was even more debilitating standing up than lying down.  Her depth perception was off… 

dramatically.  Twice, she almost missed the next step.  She convinced herself to stop using her 

eyes and to feel her way up the stairs.  Surprisingly, her body seemed to know the way better 

than her eyes.  She had to stop at the top of the stairs once more to recoup, she was hurt more 

than she thought. 

She spent another minute gathering her strength then stood up once more.  She turned to face 

Samantha’s door, about four feet away.  It was open... and quiet.  That scared her.  She could 

see the sun piercing unclosed curtains.  As she turned, she could see the bathroom was empty.  

She moved haltingly toward the bedroom.  It was eerily quiet.

“Samantha.”  She called.

No answer.  She stepped into the room.  Nothing.

“SAMANTHA!”  She screamed.  Nothing.

She sank to the floor next to the bed.  From there she could see inside the open closet.  It was 

empty.  No clothes, no Samantha, Nothing.  Sinking to the floor she sobbed Samantha’s name 

over and over again.

Them Again!

Steve Bolden hung up the phone and smiled.  He didn’t really want to talk to Jim but he 

did want him to know there was work to do.  He knew Jim wouldn't be crazy about another 

Clinton story but news was news.  Sometimes you didn't like the stories, but they were all 

important. And Steve was a truth junky,  with a need to know obsession.  That’s why he and 

Jim got along so well, but also why Jim was an independent and not a full-time employee.  Jim 

wouldn’t tolerate the infringement by anyone on his ability to tell the truth about whatever he 

was investigating.  Unfortunately, he carried that bluntness into his relations with people.  He 

couldn’t get past the politics but he was a hell of an investigator.  He was trusted and he 

loved what he did.

Steve knew that Jim would not especially like this story.  He also knew that Jim was the best 

guy for the job.  There were unusual circumstances surrounding these latest rumors.  Yes, 

it was the Clintons again. But… so what.  Just because no one had ever been able to prove any 

wrongdoing on their part, didn't mean they were squeaky clean.  Jim was just the 

guy to find the truth on this one.  They were still news, no matter what.  

Vanished?  Like in disappeared?

The squad car arrived at about 7:15 A.M.  What officers Dave Gaines and Pauline Locke 

found as they pulled up was both typical and unusual.  It was a domestic problem that brought 

them to this address on Oakview Street but it included a missing child as well.  When they 

arrived, an obviously battered woman was standing on the front porch waving frantically at 

them as they drove up.  Dave was the first one out of the car since he was riding shotgun that 

morning.  He hit the porch at a run fearing that something horrible was about to happen 

judging by the frenzied behavior of the woman on the porch.  Fortunately, for Dave, who 

violated all his training by rushing onto that porch, the violence that brought him and his 

partner there was over.

“She’s gone... she’s gone... ”  Angela screamed over and over.

“Who’s gone?”  Dave Shouted back.

“My daughter... she’s gone... she’s gone... ”

***

Pauline, Dave’s partner of less than six months was a good deal more cautious.  Standing in 

the open driver’s door of their cruiser,  Pauline had assumed the classic gun-drawn, military 

position.   She leaned over the roof of the car both hands on the gun pointing toward the house.  

The screaming woman and Dave’s dash for the porch had sent her adrenaline levels sky-high.

Now, she wasn’t sure what to do. 

“Dave!”  She yelled at the top of her lungs, “Get down!”

Her voice startled him but not as much as her position.  He realized in that instant the mistake 

that he had made.  A terrible feeling enveloped him in that instant… there might also be a gun 

pointed at him from the house.  He grabbed the woman and threw her to the porch shielding 

her with his own body.

Dave’s actions snapped Angela out of her hysteria.  She was suddenly fighting to get him off 

her.  “What the hell are you doing?”  She screamed.

“Trying to save your life!”  He shot back.

“It’s not MY life you need to save, it’s my daughter’s.”  Angela screamed.

“Is there anyone else inside the house?”  Dave yelled.

“NO! YES! Jack’s inside!”  Angela  screamed back.

“Who’s Jack?”  Dave asked more calmly now.

“He’s my husband.”  Angela answered

“Where is he?”  Dave continued.

“He’s unconscious in the hallway.”  She answered.

“Is there anyone else?”  He asked.

“No, no, there’s no one, now let me up.”  She screamed again.

Dave rolled off Angela and turned toward Pauline.  “It’s  all right, there’s no danger, she just 

panicked.” 

Pauline heard but she wasn’t sure she believed.  Without changing her position he shouted 

from the street.  “What’s the status, Dave?”

“One battered female, one unconscious male inside and one missing child.”  Dave yelled back.

“Holster your weapon.”

Pauline still wasn’t real sure she could trust what Dave was saying after the way he entered 

the scene.  Cautiously, she backed away from the car, pointing her weapon at the ground but 

still at the ready.  She moved slowly around the car and toward the porch.  Steve and Angela 

were standing by the time she reached the steps.  Angela was beginning to sob uncontrollably 

and Dave was putting a comforting arm around her while guiding her to the door.  Pauline 

finally relaxed, without holstering her weapon, and stood there watching in frustration and 

anger as her partner entered the house.

***

1/21/99

Dream a Dream.

Samantha awoke in the sunshine.  The sand on the beach was warm under her.  It felt soft and  consoling.  She loved the beach.  She and her mom used to go there every weekend when she was younger, after her dad had died.  She wiggled her feet until they were buried.   The warmth sent a shiver through her, but it felt good.  She could hear the waves gently rolling onto the shore.  Their rhythm was comforting and the smell of the salt air was refreshing.  It felt and smelled so good she almost giggled.  She didn't even open her eyes, her other senses were so full.  She just lay there enjoying the sounds, the smells and the warmth.  

As she lay there she thought about Julie, her friend at school.  She wished Julie were there with her.  How wonderful it would be to run along the shore splashing in the water as the waves rolled across their feet.  She loved Julie, they were like sisters, even mistaken for twins sometimes, fraternal of course.  They had met in pre-school when they were only four years old and had remained friends even after Jack came into Samantha's life.  

1/25/99

Jules, as she like to be called, rarely visited Samantha's house but Samantha spent a good deal of time at Jules'.  That was no accident, Samantha spent as much time away from Jack as she possibly could.  Jules' family was a refuge and Sam loved spending time there.  Jules' mom and dad treated Sam like their own.  She even started calling them mom and dad lately.  It was kind of a game at first but Sam took comfort in it and found herself liking the idea more and more.  For their part, Jules' parents didn't mind at all, in fact they were flattered and often called Sam 'daughter number two'.  Sam felt herself smiling at these thoughts and finally opened her eyes.  

Suddenly she was disoriented… the beach, the sun, the sand, were all gone.  It was dark, she was in a car and someone was holding her.  She closed her eyes, then opened them again, hoping she was dreaming, but nothing changed.  Now she was frightened.  The steady hum of the engine and rhythmic click-clack of the tires on the road told her they were moving fast on a highway.  Closing her eyes again she tried to make sense of what was happening.  This car, the smells and sounds around her were not familiar.  The person holding her was not her mom, but the touch was gentle and firm.  Was this a dream?  Where was the beach?  Where was Jack?  Where was her mom?  Where were they going?  Who was this person holding her?  

***

Live a Nightmare!

Pauline Locke had been a police officer for nearly ten years.  She had been a Marine before that and had commendations to prove her skill and courage in both professions.  She was a tall blond woman who was more striking for her size than her beauty, though her angular features, high cheek bones and piercing eyes were quite stunning.  In some situations they also belied her strength and capability.

***

Her new partner, Dave Gaines, on the other hand was fresh from the academy.  He was 25 years old.  He had graduated from UCLA at the top of his class with a B.A. in law enforcement just a year before.  He was a little taller than Paula's five foot nine inches, with black hair and eyes.  He was easily mistaken for a terrorist when he didn't shave.  But he had the heart of a missionary and the idealism or naivete, depending on your point of view, of a nun.

Pauline was angry with Dave right then, but she new that her anger would have to wait.   By the looks of the woman who he helped into the house they had a pretty bad situation on their hands and that took priority.  She climbed the stairs cautiously, gun still in hand.  Dave and Angela were already inside but she could see them and the unconscious Jack from the door.  She surveyed the area once more before slowly pulling the screen door open and cautiously stepping inside.

Dave turned toward her as he helped Angela to the dining room table in the next room.

"You can holster that weapon now, Pauline" He said.

"When I'm satisfied this situation is secured, I'll do just that"  She snapped back.

Dave realized then just how angry Pauline was.  He wanted to apologize but knew that would only make matters worse.  Instead he turned to Jack who was still on the floor.  He knelt over him checking his carotid pulse.  

"He's still alive" 

"I'll call for EMU"  Pauline said,holstering her weapon and activating the two-way radio mic pinned to her collar.

***

The call that brought Pauline and Dave to this house was supposed to be a domestic dispute but by the looks of both of the occupants, it looked like a mugging.  Angela was in pretty bad shape with lacerations of the face and bruises all over.  But Jack looked like he had been beaten to within inches of his life.  A couple of his teeth were lying on the floor next to him.  His face looked like hamburger.  While Pauline called for EMU Dave turned to Angela.

"What happened here ma'am" he asked genuinely puzzled.

"My daughter Samantha's gone, that's what happened here" Angela snapped back.

"What are you going to do about it?" she continued, lapsing back into hysteria.

 "Easy now, slow down… who is Samantha?" Dave asked gently.

"I told you she's my daughter and she's gone" Angela cried.

"How old is Samantha?" Dave asked.

"She's eleven" Angela sobbed.

Dave could see this was going to be tough but he continued, "Is it possible she went to school or is at a friend's house?" he asked cautiously.

"No, no, no," Angela screamed, "She was here last night when Jack came home, now, she's gone and so are her clothes, toys and books".

"Please try to calm down ma'am, we'd better start at the beginning," Dave offered gently.

***

Pauline had wandered through the house as they were talking and brought a glass of water back from the kitchen placing it in front of Angela along with a box of tissues she had found. 

"Here, drink a little water, it might help," she turned back toward Jack who was showing some signs of life now.

***

Angela drank in-between her sobs then tried to settle down. "Sammy, Sammy, Sammy", she repeated over and over as she rocked in her chair staring at Jack.

***

"Let's try it again," Dave said more formally than before "Start with last night when you last saw Samantha"

"It… It was about three in the morning when Jack came home, he was drunk again, I got up to let him in, she was right behind me on the stairway", she started crying again and Dave offered the water once more.

After another drink she continued, "Jack stumbled in and started hitting me right away, I yelled at Samantha to go back to her room, he grabbed at her but she was able to get away.  The last time I saw her she was headed up the stairs and Jack was yelling at her and kicking me.  Then I blacked out.  I didn't wake up again until just before I called you.  I went upstairs to see if Samantha was all right.  Instead I found her room empty, as if she'd never been there. Jack was there on the floor just like he is now."

"You saw no one else here…", Dave asked, "…or any thing else that might have been strange."

 "I didn't see anyone at all except Jack…",  Angela sobbed,  "…but I did wake up on the couch over there…",  she gestured,  "…and I know I wasn't there when I blacked out."

***

Dave heard the EMU arrive and Pauline was at the front door waving them into the house.  Paula directed them first to Jack who was still unconscious but groaning.  Once they had determined his condition they took a look at Angela.  She was in far better condition than Jack but still needed medical attention immediately.

As they wheeled Jack out on a stretcher Pauline couldn't help but think he got a little of his own medicine.  But from whom?  And what did Samantha's disappearance have to do with it.  She turned to Angela… "Did Jack have any enemies?"

"No, I… I… mean... I… I don't know."  Angela stammered.

"Besides Jack, what about you?" Pauline continued without skipping a beat.

"Wha… Wha dya mean?" Angela shot back.

"I mean, do you have any enemies, someone who would want to hurt you, besides Jack?"  Pauline was very matter of fact.

"Jack doesn't mean to hurt me!  He just doesn't realize what he's doing sometimes." Angela answered defensively .

"Look, it appears from what you've said so far that Jack beat the hell out of you last night… just before someone beat the hell out of him.  That someone has to be the prime suspect in the disappearance of your daughter unless there something you're not telling us."  Pauline was losing patience with this woman.  She wanted to defend someone Pauline considered cowardly scum…  who probably got exactly what he deserved.

"My partner is trying to find out who else might have been involved here last night." Dave interjected,

"I told you, Jack came in late last night alone, drunk.  We struggled… I blacked out and when I woke up Jack was right where you found him on the floor and Samantha was gone.  There was no one else here that I know about and I don't have any enemies."  Angela was losing it too. 

"What about friends?"  Pauline snapped, "A boyfriend maybe?"

"What the hell are you talking about, my 11 year old daughter is missing, what are you going to do about it?" was Angela's cutting response as she burst into tears again.

"We're going to do all we can, I promise you." Dave said sympathetically, "Officer Locke is just trying figure out what happened.  Sometimes that means we have to ask questions that hurt.  There not meant to, but we have to ask them anyway.  Now try to think… is there anyone at all that might have intervened here last night after you blacked out?"

Still sobbing Angela shook her head emphatically.

"Where is the child's bedroom?"  Pauline asked.

"It's at the top of the stairs on the left."  Angela mumbled through her tears.

"I'm going up and check it out." Pauline said to Dave, "You see what else you can find out."

***

Pauline turned and started up the stairs.  There were drops of blood on the fifth step which she carefully avoided.  She reached the top of the stairs and turned toward the bedroom on the left.  The sun was gushing through the open window, as warm as hot chocolate.  As it streamed across the unmade bed it caught the glint of something on the pillow.  Pauline walked  over to that side of the room careful not to disturb anything.  As she got closer to the bed she could see the object that caught her eye.  It was a small medal, a scapular medal.  She remembered seeing them when she was a kid in Catholic grade school.  She took out her handkerchief and carefully picked it up.  It was attached to a small glossy card with an inscription that read.  "For evil to win requires only that good men merely do nothing."  

2/8/99

A Day to Remember

Jim came downstairs carrying his coffee cup and ready to go.  Julie was still in the bathroom.  At eleven years old, looking her best was becoming an obsession.  Cheryl was still upstairs getting ready for work.  It amazed Jim just how much time it took his wife to get ready each day.  He never understood the need for all the make-up and the rest.  Not to mention the time Cheryl spent each morning just relaxing with her coffee.  On the other hand, who was he to question her little rituals.  It also amazed him how Julie was picking up her mother's habit's.  She was methodical in her preparations each morning and even though she was too young for make-up she still seemed to take forever getting ready in the morning.  Jim tapped on the bathroom door as he passed.  

Julie responded, "I'll have French Toast please."

"I was hoping you were making breakfast this morning."  Jim replied, heading for the kitchen.

"Aw Dad"  she sang from behind the door.

***

Jim generally didn't eat breakfast but he was happy to make Julie's.  He called up to Cheryl to see if she'd like some French Toast as well.  She didn't.  Her customary breakfast was one of those diet products that was supposed to help people lose weight.  She really didn't need to lose the weight but she felt it helped her keep from gaining.  

***

Julie entered the kitchen about the time Jim finished making the toast.  Cheryl was coming down the stairs at the same time.  They all sat at the kitchen table while Julie ate her breakfast.  Cheryl drank her "chocolate malt"  and Jim ate what Julie didn't… and another coffee, of course.  That ten minutes was a calming period for them all. The conversation was lose and easy about what the day held.  Julie was very excited about taking dad to school and Jim loved the attention.  

"Dad, remember, none of your bad jokes" scolded Julie.

"What are you talkin' about, my jokes are always good… YOU laugh!" Jim shot back.

"Yeah, but I'm laughing at you, not with you"  Julie responded.

Ah, the honesty of youth, Jim thought.  "That's what YOU say" Jim said.

"Excuse me?" Julie said sarcastically.

"I've told you before there's no excuse for you." Jim responded.

"Hey! that's my line" Cheryl chimed in.

"Your line?  Since when?" Jim asked changing the subject.  "By the way, I think it's time Armageddon outa' here."

"Da' ad,  I can't believe you said that again."  Julie offered incredulously.

"But it is time we'rageddon outa' here." Jim responded.

"Mom, help!  I think he's going to drive me crazy."  Julie sang.

"That's not a drive, it's a short putt Jules."  Jim added

Grabbing her head, Julie ran, mock-screaming from the table.

"See, I told you my jokes were funny."  Jim said to Cheryl, who rolled her eyes as she stood, grabbed her head, and ran, mock-screaming from the table.
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A Day to Forget

Looking up, the mountains were visible from where she lay.  They were green and lush like nothing she had ever seen before.  The vehicle, she was in, was moving slower now.  The open windows allowed the freshest smells she had ever smelled into her nostrils.  

She had been sleeping for quite awhile she thought.  It was obviously daytime now.  She could see columns of sunlight through the trees from the corner of her eye.  She was lying in the back seat on what she thought was some kind of bed.  

She wondered how she had gotten there and who she was with.  She didn't quite have the nerve to sit-up.  She opened her eyes as much as she dared.  She could see sunlight, and the trees flashing by, and once in a while a mountain in the distance.

Her face hurt… which distracted from the pain in her shins.  There was a pillow under her head, blanket over her body and the hum of the road in hers ears.

"Good morning, sweetheart!"  a voice said, startling Samantha.  Don't be afraid sweetie, my name is Beth."  Beth was sitting in the seat in front Samantha, craning her neck to see over the back of the seat.  

Samantha twisted around enough to see that Beth was an older woman with a kindly face.  Her teeth were bright white and the lines in her face that made her look perpetually happy.  Samantha felt her fear slipping away as she looked into Beth's soft brown eyes.   

"What's your name sweetie?"  Beth knew Samantha's name but wanted to hear her say it.  "It's okay, sweetie, you're safe now.  Jack won't be hurting you anymore.  you're mom is okay and so are you."  Beth spoke gently.

Hearing Jack's name surprised and confused Samantha.  She was bewildered, unable to discern the events of the last 24 hours from the fantasy she used to escape her tormentor.  Was this real?'  She thought.

"Where am I?"  She finally managed to mumble.

Beth smiled a huge toothy smile that reinforced each one of the lines that gave her face character.   The sound of Samantha's voice was music to her ears.  "You're in the Smokey Mountains."  Beth replied.  "…far, far away from Jack, with me and my husband Bill.  We're taking you to a place where you'll be safe.  So sweetie, what's your name?"

"Samantha."  was the hesitant reply.  It was a step in the right direction.  It showed a modicum of trust and that was important now.

"Samantha, what a beautiful name. Do they call you Sam?"  Beth asked.

"Yes!"  a little stronger now.

"Well, Sam, I know this must all seem pretty strange and frightening to you right now.  I'd know I'd be pretty scared too, if I were you.  But try to believe me… we're here to help you.  You don't have a thing to worry about from now on.  We're going to take good care of you.  We even brought all your clothes and toys.”  Beth tried to assure the sweet young girl.

"Where's my mom?"  Samantha asked.

"She's still at home."  Beth replied.  "She's fine.  A little sore this morning I'm sure, but that will change." 

"Who are you?"  Samantha demanded.

"We're your friends dear."  Beth spoke lovingly now.  "We know about Jack and the things he's done to you and we're going to make sure it never happens again." 

TITLE

Jim and Julie arrived at The Jimmy Carter School promptly at 8:30 am.  Jim’s pager was going off as he exited the car.  He could see that it was Steve and he was surprised at the page.  The last thing that seemed pressing to Jim was another story about Bill and Hillary.  He decided to ignore it.  He’d find out later, that Bill and Hillary had suddenly become old news, something, paradoxically, he already knew.  

Julie was so excited; she was almost trotting into the school.  Jim had to hold her back a little.  They were greeted at the door by the assistant principal, Tom Jenerty.  Tom was an affable type who was always smiling.  About Jim’s size and build, Tom, was a bit younger and extremely handsome.  He introduced himself to Jim, who had seen him at PTO meeting and school events but had never really met him.  Jim was surprised to see that he seemed to know Julie well and she was quite at ease with him, chattering about the day and her father’s appearance in the assembly.

‘How things had changed’, Jim thought, when he was eleven years old the assistant principal was an old, crotchety nun who walked around with a scowl on her face and a stick in her hand.  Jim had never experienced the stick but he had seen it used.  In any case, he would never have thought about actually having a conversation with Sister Mary Band of Angels, Running After Me, as they used to call her.

Tom invited Jim into the lounge for a cup of coffee while Julie went off to find Angela and begin her school day.  The assembly was an hour away and her first class started in five minutes.  She expected to find Angela at their shared locker, when she didn’t she wondered why.  They only had a couple more minutes until the last bell and Angela wasn’t in sight.

Julie closed her locker and made her way to class, sure that she would find Angela there.  Unfortunately, Angela wasn’t there.  Julie was very disappointed to see that her best friend wasn’t going to see ‘their dad” give his speech.  ‘Maybe she’s just late.’ She thought.  She took her seat and her day began. 

*****

Tom was clearly impressed with what Jim did for a living.  He must have asked him a dozen questions before they reached the lounge and insisted on getting his coffee.

“What was the most exciting story you ever covered?” Tom asked, handing a cup to Jim.

“Well, that’s hard to say, there have been a lot of stories that maybe weren’t terribly exciting but sure were important.  Bill Clinton’s indictment after he left office wasn’t terribly exciting, but Gore’s Presidential Pardon for him sure made it so.  Then there was the China’s denouncement of communism.  You can’t get much more exciting than that.  Even though nothing really changed over there.”

“You covered those stories?”  Tom asked astonished.

“Yep, spent a month in China, not something I’d like to do again soon.”  Jim replied.
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