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Dedication

T

his novel is dedicated to the brave military men and women
and their devoted families. Portions of several true stories are interwoven around historical events and places in the
storyline.
Keep in mind that although historical events are real, much
of the story, and all of the characters, are fictional, with the
exception of the three men listed in the next paragraph. I chose
to assign assumed names to all. The plight of three heroes was
introduced in the prior book, Love Beyond War. The follow-up
is told here, in chapter Twelve. The men have been honored
with various awards from the military. They represent countless
others.
Duane Brudvig, (Wayne), who recently passed due to cancer
caused by Agent Orange, which he was exposed to in Vietnam,
is one of the many heroes. He was a dear friend of ours. Another
one is Dennis Smith, (George), my cousin, who was severely
injured by a land mine in Vietnam. Plus, a summary of the story
of Richard Garcia, (MIA), is also in Chapter Twelve.
On behalf of a grateful nation, I thank all who served in the
military from the bottom of my heart. The Holy Spirit regularly
feeds my mind with ideas to research and write about. The project was my passion. I encourage people to share and/or write
about their experiences, family stories and history, as a legacy
for loved ones. My next book, which is of a different genre,
provides a unique and easy way of doing that.
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Chapter One

Soothing My Soul on the Bay—
Monterey, California—September 1974

D

onna Bentley was in awe as the lights on Monterey Bay
gradually started coming on. They were already shining
more vividly than usual, reflecting in the ocean, like swipes of
an artist’s brush, with undefined edges. While listening to the
waves rolling in, she inhaled the salty air, intermingled with
earthy scents of lush evergreens and eucalyptus. She always
loved the feel of the warm sand sifting between her toes. With a
sigh, her mind drifted back to cherished memories decades ago.
She was a child playing in the sand on the same beach. Then,
it seemed she had just turned around, and at the age of 20, she
was strolling hand in hand on the beach with a young man who
stole her heart only a month before. How long ago was that?
Where did time go?
Donna longed to reach out and grasp the hand of Jack, the
man she walked through life with. Wiping a bitter-sweet tear,
she took another sip of tea and started planning what she had to
do when she went back home in a couple days. It would include
finding out if she had to give up the Bentley family home and
lush peach orchards, where they raised their family. Many Santa
Clara Valley farms had been taken over for urban expansion.
This was the first time she had stayed at their favorite seaside inn since she lost Jack, less than a year before. As much as
she had longed to be by the sea, hoping the salt air would help
heal the inner wounds, she couldn’t face it alone until now. Her
future would not be as they had planned it. The sting of death
changed it all.
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She gazed at her reflection in the small tidal pool to the side
of the bench. The tear that she felt trickling down her cheek
wasn’t visible, but she could see her sad expression and the soft
wrinkles on the face that showed the decades of life. Her stature
was no longer as slender or upright, which still shocked her
when seeing her reflection. Frequent achy muscles and joints
reminded her of the years that her spirit denied.
Noticing her own white hair still took her by surprise. It now
boasted a short curly cut, gently framing her face. Soft curls
twirled around her ears and forehead. It had turned from grey
to white almost overnight, yet she rather liked it. The shorter
style was suave, and for the first time in her life she thought
she looked sophisticated. She was ready for an up-lifting style.
Thinking she was average looking, Donna longed to hear Jack
tell her again that she was pretty. She knew she was in his eyes.
She ached for his presence.
Gazing out to sea, she thought about 34 year old Matthew
Eastwood, the grandson she just met for the first time about a
year ago. She and Jack barely got to know and share a few family stories and values with him when he and his mother Barbara
visited briefly before he had to go back to Vietnam. Up until
now she has only had about an hour with their first born grandchild during his 34 years. At 74, Donna was acutely aware that
she was in the “winter” of her life. She sighed to realize that she
could never recapture lost time. But I can still make cherished
memories for him.
When questioned why he had to go back to Vietnam since
the Peace Treaty had been signed, Matthew said he couldn’t say
much, but he called it a “peace-keeping” mission. The administration referred to the movement as “Vietnamization,” intended
to wrap up the ending and after-effects of war. She knew now
that he was supposed to be part of the small contingency of soldiers left in Nam to help maintain protection for the Embassy in
Saigon. Minimal news coverage was given to their mission and
the subsequent battle nearby.
Although Matthew and his new-found grandparents only
spent about an hour and a half together that evening, it left a deep
2
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impression. During part of the time, Jack and Matthew walked
in the orchard while a grandfather shared a summary of many
of his values and words of wisdom with his first-born grandson,
who was a stranger just an hour before. He told Donna that he
was surprised he disclosed so freely with the young man. I know
now that it was because he wouldn’t have another chance.
When Jack asked Matthew about his time on the battlefield
as a career officer, he briefly summarized the many close calls
and serious injuries he suffered while fighting in Nam. It was
evident from the start that the two men would have been strong
comrades. But now Jack is gone and he didn’t even have a
chance to see our firstborn grandson a second time. An hour
or so shouldn’t tell the entire story of a relationship between a
young man and his grandfather.
Donna was so pleased when she found out that her grandson had been transferred to Monterey a few months ago and
that he and Jenny would settle into housing on base at Fort
Ord. Yesterday was the first time she got to see them since
their move. They took her out to lunch at a quaint little restaurant near the inn. It was a pleasant, though brief, time. They
told her they would come to visit again soon, maybe taking her
out shopping or for a long drive, which she assured them she
would enjoy so much.
More time to get to know the exciting young couple would
be something to look forward to. They epitomize the future.
She was eager to hear about their influence in the community,
as shown in Jenny’s leadership in the home for emotionally and
physically abused children.
During the two hours together, the young couple also spoke
with passion about future plans to work on a movement to end
war, something they have wanted to be involved in more with
each passing year. Matthew said he knew it wasn’t very realistic,
or even congruent with his military career. He wanted to protect
his country, but thought they should stay out of other countries.
Jenny had also been in the Army, but for a shorter period.
While they discussed their plans, Jenny looked contemplative, with a faint smile, and she said that it has always been chal3
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lenging for her to focus on one cause at a time, expressing that
she has a deep passion for both. That passion is obvious.
Wondering which direction Matthew would take during the
remainder of his military career, Donna thought about the serious injuries he had incurred during the Vietnam War. Some in
the family had shared the thoughts, which much of the population had, concerning how unjust they felt the war was. They were
angered and puzzled why he still had to go back after the Peace
Treaty was signed. Although part of that period was referred to
as “peace-keeping,” there were some attacks by a group who
apparently didn’t know the war officially ended.
Donna was told about the death of his best friend, Jeff, a
medic, right after the agreement, shortly before troops were
pulled out and sent home. She also knew about the fierce surprise attack that almost took Matthew’s life. Some lasting repercussions would affect her oldest grandson for the rest of his life.
Maybe I can finally sense a bonding, which should have
happened when he was a baby. She lamented over the fact that
she didn’t know his existence until less than a year ago. There
were no treasured memories to recapture with her oldest grandson. They were moments that didn’t exist. She mourned for the
lost chances to rock him as a baby, to play with and read to him
as a cute rambunctious little boy. Pictures couldn’t fill in the
gaps in her heart. Only her imagination could pull up scenes
of Matthew as a little boy running through the back yard and
orchard with cousins, and helping his grandfather.
It’s unreal how much many of the Bentley men, in each
generation, resemble one another—the trim, yet muscular build,
and the strong, somewhat squared, jawline. Matthew, Bob and
Jack had hazel eyes, which sometimes changed from greenish
to bluish, depending on the setting. They had slightly receding
hairlines and thick light brown hair, although Jack’s had once
been darker. Even their voices had some similarities. Those
were genetic traits, but how can one explain the similarity in
mannerisms, values and beliefs for three men of different generations, separated by decades and miles?
4
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Although Barbara had told Donna about Matthew’s close
calls in the jungles of Nam, she said he didn’t want to talk about
it much. It was too emotionally painful. Donna read what she
could about the period referred to as Vietnamization. So much
for peace! Will my children and grandchildren ever experience
it?
Barbara told her that due to the injuries, including serious
concussions, Matthew had severe headaches, as well as other
problems. The men in the Bentley family usually hide physical
ailments, and Donna suspected that Matthew also possessed that
trait. Why has our family experienced so much pain and loss?
Or has it been more than an average family experiences?
Donna’s thoughts then turned to Bob and Barbara, finally
reunited after decades apart, due to two deceitful people. The
last letter from Barbara spoke glowingly of their life as newlyweds in Hawaii. She wrote that she finally got all of the boxes
unpacked and her own belongings in place, in the home she
now shares with Bob. The relocation from California to Hawaii
was a major challenge for Barbara, who hadn’t moved since she
settled into her duplex in San Jose in the ‘50s.
Since Barbara was keenly aware that her new home had once
been Ming’s home too, Donna realized that it must be so hard
at times to handle feelings concerning Bob’s previous love, his
first wife. Barbara told her that she will always respect Ming’s
memory. She also told her that she had a strange affinity for the
lady who is now only a memory, knowing the joy she brought
to her family. How could she feel jealousy for a lady who is no
longer living? She actually wished that she had a chance to meet
her, because she liked what she knew about Ming and she was
grateful she left a legacy of love with her family that lingers.
Donna’s thoughts turned back to her own future, which
was something she couldn’t face recently. Her world had fallen
apart when Jack died. Now she’s being pressured once again
to give up their family farm due to Eminent Domain. She had
hoped that movement would have died down. Life hurts so much
sometimes.
5
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Her attorney assured her that he would do what is in her
best interest concerning this matter. He expected to have the
case fully researched and would share everything with her
next week. At this point, Donna couldn’t even fathom leaving
the home she and Jack had shared for about half a century.
She felt like it would be the end of her life if she had to go
through that.
Over-hearing a younger couple on a nearby bench talking
about their vacation, she was reminded that not everyone had
such a strong fondness of the sea as she did. They were arguing,
with him expressing his fondness of the elements of the ocean,
while she complained that she wished they had chosen to go to
the mountains instead. Personally, I like both.
Donna wondered what ingrained trait in people caused them
to have such a strong preference for certain geographic areas
and scenes. She thought about a couple she knew who always
spent their vacations in desert climates. Some preferred big
cities that never shut down, with bright lights, shows and glitz
and glamour. She realized that others were more content in
their current habitats, while some were often restless until they
vacationed in their “preferred” area, often the seashore or forest.
Donna knew that many factors influenced vacation preferences. For some it would be based on their first warm memories as a child, while others would long for the excitement and
adventure that they had read or heard about. All were looking
for the “perfect something” to fulfill an inner need.
She just felt at home by the sea, having been raised in Moss
Landing, the small fishing village on Monterey Bay, between
Santa Cruz and Monterey. Although Jack didn’t have the same
attachment to the sea, he too enjoyed it, but would have been
just as content staying at their home in the vastly different Santa
Clara Valley, only 45 miles north. Donna knew that she was very
blessed because he allowed her to seek out her “sea sanctuary”
a few times a year. Once her senses were filled again, she was
even more content at home, until the next time her soul got
restless. She told him that it felt like her soul and spirit were
replenished by the ocean. That was where she felt closer to God;
6
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although she acknowledged that she still felt his presence daily
wherever she was.
Donna longed to study the background of her ancestors;
in order to uncover what influences in their lives might have
determined where they felt most at home, and where their hearts
often longed to be. She planned to go to the library and check
out books on the subject.
Strolling back to her room, she noticed a few couples, ranging from about 20-70, strolling hand-in-hand along the beach.
She wanted to run to her room at the inn and grab Jack by the
hand, coaxing him to go for a stroll with her. When will the pain
of losing him stop?
She was breathless by the time she opened the door and she
just wanted to take a nap. The red light on the bedside phone
was blinking, meaning there was a message for her. Her heart
skipped a beat as she sat down and read the instructions on
retrieving it. Fear and nerves took over her emotions. At times
like this, the anxiety Donna felt often caused her to miss a step
in instructions. She fumbled, grabbed her reading glasses on the
nightstand, and then re-read as carefully as she could.
After two attempts to play the message, she finally heard
Barbara’s voice on the recording, saying that Bob was alright
now but he had a heart attack. Fear gripped her - immobilizing
her. Barbara also said that since she knew she wouldn’t be able
to call direct from the room phone, she could call collect.
Grabbing her purse, she searched for her address book and
thumbed through it. Reading the instructions, she finally connected with the operator, and placed a collect call to her oldest
son’s home in Hawaii. Barbara told her that Bob was in the
hospital, awaiting test results so the doctors could determine
what needed to be done. She said there was blockage but they
didn’t know how much, or which medical intervention would
be best.
Upon further questioning, Donna determined that Bob was
apparently stable at the present time. She wondered if she
should try to get a flight to Hawaii right away. Barbara told her
she felt quite confident he would be alright so she didn’t think
7
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it was necessary for her to fly over. She said she even struggled
whether to call her while on vacation, but when she talked to
Darin and Eva, they thought that she should be the one to tell
her. They gave her the phone number of the inn.
***
Barbara then placed a call to Matthew’s home in Monterey.
He was alarmed for his father’s well-being, especially since
he had recently lost his grandfather to a heart attack. When he
asked his mother if she thought he should try to get a flight over
there right away, she told him that since his father was stable at
that point, it wouldn’t be necessary. He asked her to call as soon
as the doctor decides what they will do.
Pounding a fist on the wall, when he hung up the phone,
Matthew blurted out, “Damn it!” He caught himself just before
uttering more. He then had a craving to get a drink of something
strong enough to ease the pain of knowing his father was seriously ill and he couldn’t do a thing about it. Will those cravings
gained while dealing with the terror of war ever leave me? He
was glad Jenny was there, and that there was no alcohol in the
house, or he would have probably given in to his urges.
Matthew and Jenny discussed the possibility of going to
Hawaii as soon as possible. She agreed that she would join him
whenever he felt he should go. “You need to be with your dad
as much as you can. I would have to ask my assistant to arrange
to put more time in at The Healing Home. Then I would get our
part-time employees to come in for longer hours. Maybe they
could even work full-time,” Jenny said.
“You’re right, I think I need to be there as soon as I can,”
Matthew said. “But are you sure you could come too?”
“The center is just starting to run smoothly but I would want
to be with you. Oh Matthew, I’m glad you encouraged me to
take that position. I’m feeling good about what we are doing
to help those kids. We’re developing treatment plans that are
unprecedented and we’re already making breakthroughs in some
of the most challenging cases,” Jenny paused.
8
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Noticing the anguish on her husband’s face, she took his
hand and caressed it. “And it’s a blessing that we already managed to secure a great staff that works well together, so that I
can take a little time off when I need to.” She kissed his cheek.
“Honey, let’s pray for your father.”
It was a brief, but heartfelt plea to put Bob in the hands of
qualified people who could help him. It was like a conversation
with a good friend, strengthening all who participate, even to the
point of helping Matthew sense an inner strength to fight his old
habits. He knew of a few others who struggled with the same
thing, one of whom was now a full-fledged alcoholic. He lost his
family and a good steady job. The under-lying fear of ending up
like that shook Matthew to the core.
Cleaning up the kitchen, while Matthew watched a sports
show on TV, Jenny reflected on her position as director of a
non-profit children’s center. The center took in those between
the ages of 2 and 18 who couldn’t live at home for some reason.
Most of them had been abused, many sexually, and all were from
the Central California region, many from the poverty stricken
neighborhoods of inner cities. Some were victims of trafficking.
She already wanted to help set up other such homes throughout the state. This is one time her plans seemed to be solid and
viable. She had diligently done enough research to find out how
to get grants and other support to run an expanded program,
planning to branch out with new centers.
The homes would be steeped in Christian values. Jenny felt
that the children could only be totally healed if they knew the
teaching of Jesus and His love. They would be schooled in the
beliefs he taught. They would learn by example that we are to
be His hands and voice here on earth. My faith has evolved from
just thinking that God must have existed, to embracing Him,
His son, Jesus, who taught values and love, and His spirit, in
my heart. She felt inner warmth and wanted others to know that
kind of unconditional love.
Jenny planned to set up more programs in the current center,
which would allow the kids to pick among projects to carry out,
internalizing the concept of helping others. In a similar program
9
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at the home in Africa, one of the most popular activities was to
sing to crowds on the street when they went into the larger town
as a group. She felt sure that the children in her centers here
would enjoy visiting and singing in senior- living centers.
Some would probably like gardening, as did a few children in
Kenya. She envisioned that some of the produce would be gifted
to the poor. Perhaps a few would choose to clean the yards of the
elderly and disabled. There would be other projects as well. The
concept would have some components of what she had designed
in Kenya, as well as in Berkley when she was a student there.
Jenny had initially envisioned homes that would accommodate both boys and girls together, realizing that she would need
to be careful about how such a facility would be designed and
operated. Matthew told her that he thought the only way it would
work would be to have two separate homes in each area. He said
that if the genders were mixed they would have problems from
the start. His argument was compelling. Jenny agreed, although
she felt it important that they intermingle enough to learn
respect for one another from a young age.
Her desire for the “idealistic” setting to help the children
heal, struggled with her common sense. This was a challenge
she had most of her life. I’m so blessed to have Matthew to
help me work through such thoughts and plans. And I’m thankful that I have finally learned to be more objective, listening to
other opinions, rather than stubbornly insisting on my own way.
Maturity and knowledge were both factors in the transformation.
While sipping tea at the table, Jenny thought about the
events of the other evening, which played havoc with her emotions. She had just gotten home from a particularly challenging
day at the children’s home. Sorrow overtook her in the middle
of dinner and she had started crying, not able to contain herself.
Sharing her concern with Matthew about the girl they just
admitted, saying she couldn’t understand how someone could
hurt another person like they had her, she was talking between
sobs. Although she couldn’t talk about the girl’s story in depth,
due to the code of confidentiality, she told her husband that the
9 year old had been brutally abused by several people whom she
10
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trusted since she was six. There was so much more to the dreadful story that just couldn’t be shared.
Some of the cases caused flash-backs of the horrendous
time Jenny was being held as a hostage in Kenya. The pain and
humiliation of repeated sexual violation seemed very real again.
Jenny could almost see and smell the cruel savages who took her
virginity at the age of 32.
She had been so brutally attacked that she thought she would
never heal, either physically or emotionally. During her hospitalization, the chaplain in Germany led her to closeness with God
she had never experienced before. He told her that, in God’s
eyes, she was still pure, saying that no one could damage her
soul. She had actually felt clean again. He convinced her that all
who had already loved her would still love her just as much. But
the memories of the attack continued to emerge occasionally.
When such strong flash-backs happened before, Jenny was
often able to work through the painful memories with prayer and
self-talk, which she had been taught by the counselor in Bodega
Bay. However, this was a time when she needed more help so
she made a series of appointments with a local Christian counselor; the first one was scheduled for the next morning.
That meeting with the counselor had only been moderately
helpful and she was glad the next one would be the following
morning. When she got to work, she realized in a short time that
things still weren’t any better concerning the emotional status of
the new girl, who was angry and uncontrollable.
Replaying the evening in her mind, Jenny vividly recalled
her emotions that night, when halfway through dinner at home
she suddenly jumped up, scraped the rest of her meal in the
garbage and screamed out, “Why? How can people do this
and …and… get away with it? What…what… can I do to help
her heal? How can we prevent this?” her words were halting,
between sobs.
Matthew arose and enveloped her in his arms, stroking her
hair. “Honey, I think this job is too emotionally draining for you.
I’m sorry that I encouraged you to accept it. Few people could
handle dealing with such tragic stories with the genuine caring
11
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and empathy you have. You are so strong, and yet so tender my
sweetheart.” She melted into his strong arms and continued sobbing, understanding what he said, and even agreeing somewhat
with his assessment, yet rejecting the implication that she can’t
handle it.
“But someone has to help them heal and… and… Matthew, only a few of us are able to relate to it on such a level.
I have a strong conviction that this is what I am expected to
do with my life. Yes, it is often emotionally draining, but it’s
also rewarding,” Jenny said, pulling away, going into the living room. Looking into the mirror above the couch, she swept
her golden reddish curls out of her eyes and grabbed a tissue
to dab at the tears. Her still youthful face looked much older
tonight, expressing the exhaustion she felt. She curled up on
her side on the couch and thought about the child whose story
broke her heart.
Jenny’s thoughts then drifted back to Africa. Prior to the kidnapping in Kenya, she had grown to know and love the natives
she worked with and had no fear of danger. She wasn’t aware
that there was a small group of rogue primitive natives nearby.
Thinking about the little girl who was also kidnapped by the
group, she sobbed again. I never cried easily before that happened. It might not have damaged my soul but it changed my
emotional state.
It was at that point that she felt a sudden urge to share her
tragic story about the sexual abuse at the hands of the savages
with others - to help their healing process. Shaking her head, she
wanted to reject the thought, as her intention had been to keep
it to herself. But then a few others already know about it. Jenny
had a private conversation with God, asking for guidance in that
area. Soon she drifted off to a restless sleep.
Later that evening as Matthew gazed over at her from his
nearby chair, watching her sleep, he thought about how much he
loved that beautiful woman who is strong, yet so fragile at times.
She awakened and he walked over, kissed her soft trembling lips
and scooped her up in his arms to carry her into their bedroom.
Her lips were salty from the tears that rolled down her cheeks
12

Love Lights on Monterey Bay

just an hour before. They continued kissing passionately until
both felt light-headed. Love was expressed as husband and wife
in an especially tender moment that swept all cares away.
***
Jenny realized that the night had been a much-needed
reminder of their deep love. Now her focus was on Matthew’s
father. They both longed to get to know him better. Her husband
needed more time with him. Would he have a chance to do so?
Matthew was grateful that Jenny expressed a desire to travel
to Hawaii. It would be her first trip there and he knew she
would love it, although he wished it would be under different
circumstances. He wondered about why they have both been
confronted with so many difficult situations over the years. Yet,
there were equally as many, if not more, rewarding moments.
Jenny got on the phone right away to talk to Trisha, her assistant, asking if she could take over for about a week, starting in
a couple days. They discussed possible plans, with the specifics
still unknown. She went into the living room and told Matthew
that Trisha could do it as long as she had a couple days to schedule the changes in her personal life. Jenny assured him that she
would go to the travel agency the next morning.
She chose not to tell him that she also had the series of
appointments with the counselor. I’ll work around that. I should
have time to get in 2 or 3 of the series if I tell the counselor I
need it pushed up. He could probably book me for sessions back
to back in the next couple days, which would hopefully get me
back on track. I will ask his opinion about sharing the story of
my savage attack with others.
***
Just a few miles away, Donna plopped down on the bed at the
seaside inn. Curling up on her side, she gazed out the window at
the sea below. The ebb and flow of the tide was somewhat like
the rhythm of life. It was continuous, though varied, for the life
13
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span of each person. A major difference is that there was more
uncertainty in life, causing the rhythm to often be unpredictable.
The pattern of some is similar to a dark, rumbling storm with
powerful waves crashing against the rocks and shoreline, while
others were more like gentle waves on a calm bay. Each pattern
is unique. Most of us have some of both.
Realizing it was getting late, she got up and closed the
drapes. Lying back down, she inhaled the fresh, salty air that
seeped through the window she left open a couple inches. The
lights from the wharf flickered on the drapes making a unique
pattern in muted pastels. Donna envisioned her dear oldest son,
Don (Bob) and spoke a heartfelt prayer for him. She willed that
he be granted a miraculous healing. Lying there, she listened to
the lull of the waves, yawned a few times and then there was
nothing.
What is that noise? Someone’s pounding on the door. Fear
gripped her and she thought of the worse, based on the circumstances. Donna wondered if something dreadful happened to
Bob and they are trying to tell her. Going to the door as quickly
as she could, her heart pounded as she peeked out through the
peep hole, with her hand on the knob. Two young guys, about
16, were outside, standing by the railing, looking agitated.
Intense fear caused her to want to scream. But she thought it
best to pretend she wasn’t there. Checking the locks on the door,
she went over to the phone by the bed. Fumbling, she tried to
figure out if she should call the front desk or 911.
Glancing at the clock, Donna realized it was really only 9:30
p.m. She felt disoriented, due to having fallen asleep earlier.
Shaking, she dialed the front desk, but there was no immediate
answer. The pounding began again.
She was terrified, and then a voice yelled out, “Come on.
Open up.” Trembling, she put the phone receiver down and
walked to the door again, peeking through the peep hole.
The kids were actually pounding on the room next door,
which sounded like hers since the doors were only about two
feet apart. Breathing a sigh of relief, she still felt apprehensive
until someone opened the door to the adjoining room and she
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could hear part of the conversation, “I was in the shower. So did
you kids forget your key again?” There was laughter and then
she only heard muffled sounds as everyone went inside. Donna
chuckled to herself, realizing how she had over-reacted.
Letting out another sigh of relief, Donna plopped in the chair
by the window, opened the drapes a couple inches, and gazed out
at the few flickering lights reflecting on the bay that she loved
so. She sensed that she should fly to Hawaii as soon as possible.
She picked up the newspaper on her bedside table and searched
through the travel section of the San Francisco Chronicle for the
current information on airline tickets. Donna decided that she
would call first thing in the morning to get a ticket.
Soft music on the radio soothed her worried mind. The
words to “Seasons in the Sun” spoke to her. Then John Denver
came on singing a favorite, “Sunshine on My Shoulder,” as
she softly hummed along with part of it. Donna curled up on
her side and focused on the sliver of lights on the bay coming
through the drapes. She thought about the lost decades when
they didn’t know whether Bob was dead or alive. Her heart
ached that he had no idea who he was or that he had a loving
family desperately searching for him, all due to the guy who
stole his dog tags and ID.
She was very proud of the things her oldest son has been
doing to counter-act such identity theft. He was often sought
out by organizations to warn people of the dangers. However,
since it’s such a rare event, few took him seriously. He lacked
the expertise to prevent ID theft from occurring, but he was
able to share the emotional impact with passion. I’m so proud of
him for having the motivation and determination to try to make
something good of a horrendous time for him.
After a quick breakfast at the inn, Donna drove back home
to Santa Clara. She stopped to see Eva and Darin before going
home. Eva told her that she and Darin wanted to go see Bob as
soon as they could manage it. It was at that point that they discussed the possibility of going together. Diane had already told
them in a phone call that she couldn’t even consider managing
an extra trip now.
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As soon as Donna got to her own home, she went straight
to her beloved trunk, seeking solace in words written long ago
by loved ones. Several came to mind that she wanted to re-read,
but one near the top, grabbed her attention. It was written by her
beloved father and started with the words, “The greatest privilege on earth is that of being a Christian…”
She scanned the rest of it, which told about his youth and his
moment of salvation. She had read the words a thousand times,
so she skipped to the bottom of the page, “I think the highlight
of my Christian life so far was when I knelt to pray on Calvary
Hill in Jerusalem. I felt as though the Lord had His hand on
me.”*
Folding the page carefully, she held it to her face and
inhaled, hoping to smell the clean scent of Aqua Velva or lanolin, which he smoothed on his face and neck daily. There was a
faint trace scent of Aqua Velva. She had heard that the lanolin
was to soothe his skin from serious burns. Donna recalled hearing the story about the time her father had removed the cap on
an over-heated tractor radiator and a gush of steam scorched his
face and throat. He had to be rushed into the hospital. It made
her shiver to think about her father suffering that horrid injury.
That explained why he always looked so rugged, like he
had an old sunburn, much of which appeared to have turned
to a deep tan. It was more than what they call “a farmer’s tan.”
She only heard the story once, when the family was gathered
around an Easter dinner. His mother mentioned that it took a
long time for him to heal from that and Mama nodded. He said
he preferred not to talk about it. Donna herself didn’t remember
the accident. Being very protective concerning the safety of his
children, he did often remind them of the lessons he or someone
else learned the hard way.
She found the last anniversary card from Jack. The front had
a picture that showed the back of a couple sitting on a porch
swing, surrounded by a trellis of hanging fuchsia begonias. He
*Written by Buz Cherry, father of author
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had written a few lines, which told much of his legacy. “God
brought us together, and he strengthened that bond with each
challenge we faced. You never gave up on finding Don (Bob),
even when others did. We cried together and prayed together. We
worked together and laughed together. We stood by each other
through illness and pain. You are my joy, my life and I thank God
for you. I love you, Jack.”
Tears fell as she inhaled it, breathing in the scent of Old
Spice, which Jack wore daily and probably splashed on the
envelope. He wasn’t known for writing about feelings, making
this extra special. Jack, how I wish you were here to pray for our
son together.
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