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    Charlie Kirk earned my respect and admiration.  I have mourned his loss.  Yet, I feel sure Charlie is doing just fine.  Thanks be to God.
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Chapter 1:  1995
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Grocery Store Incident (April 1995) (estimate)

She was approximately 34 years old at the time the stranger approached her.  Alaina was in the checkout line when a man rushed in the door at the grocery store.  He then stopped - dead in his tracks - staring at her as if he had seen a ghost!  'How odd ... he's looking directly at me,' she thought.  She quickly dismissed the incident, subconsciously reasoning that she was on her way out.  Immediately, however, he got in line behind her and began smiling and talking as if they were already in the middle of a conversation.  The stranger was clearly not to be ignored so she nodded her head once to acknowledge him.  At that moment, she experienced something she never felt before which was a powerful and undeniable 'warning force of energy' that engulfed her entire body!  It was as if someone were waving an invisible wand from the top of her head to the tips of her toes ... back and forth.  She glanced at the clerk checking out the groceries.  There was concern written on her face.  The older gentleman bagging the items seemed to sense something was wrong, too.  Whispering, the clerk spoke urgently to her.  "You need to leave!  I'll try to keep him here but hurry up and leave!"  Without a word, Alaina acknowledged the plan through eye contact and a slight nod of her head.  Once outside the store, she jumped into her red Miata sports car and headed for home in a hurry.  She felt she had just come too close to a person who was not exactly in their right mind.

She never discussed her spiritual gifts with anyone; but, over the past few years, she had heard the same warning repeatedly, always clear:  'YOU WILL HAVE A STALKER,' her inner voice promised.  She wanted to pretend the bizarre incident never happened.  Unfortunately, she had a gut-wrenching sensation and she was shaken to her core.  'He's the one,' thought Alaina.  She could feel it!  Generally speaking, she used denial as a way of coping with life when it became too crazy and/or difficult.  Unfortunately, denial only brings temporary relief.  She was well aware that, sooner or later, life forces you to deal with all the issues filed in the back of your mind.  This incident would prove to be no exception; but, for now, she put up a mental block and refused to give it another thought.

Deputy Sheriff (May 1995)

It was early in the afternoon on a beautiful spring day.  Her Saturday routine included cleaning the house, which was what she was doing when a deputy sheriff arrived.  Alaina stepped onto the front porch to greet him, thinking it was never good news when the law pulls in your driveway.  The deputy stated he needed to ask her a few questions.

"Do you know a man by the name of Michael Smith?"

"No."

"Do you know a man who drives a tan and brown Ford truck with a camper on it?  Vehicle identification #1234567?"

"No.  What is this about?"  She was confused and the deputy seemed hesitant.

"Someone reported seeing a man prowling around your house before daylight earlier in the week," he said.  Immediately, she sat down on the porch - startled and horrified.  'This can't be real,' she thought.  She instinctively buried her head with her hands and arms, as a child would hoping to make the boogie man disappear.  Her mind was reeling back in time to an incident that happened when she was a very young girl.  A 'peeping tom' at her bedroom window who turned out to be a guy living in the neighborhood.  

While struggling to regain her composure, she somehow managed to invite the deputy inside her home and he continued to inform her of what he knew about the situation.  "The vehicle came back registered to Michael Smith from the lake area.  You need to be careful.  You may have a problem with this guy," he warned her.  The deputy went on to say it was a truck driver who saw the stranger parked in the cemetery where she would be unable to see it.  "His route brings him past your house on a regular basis so he is aware you live by yourself.  This man was first seen around the front side of your home near the garage area.  Although the truck driver continued on his path for a short period of time, he turned back around because he was concerned for your safety.  The man was then seen near the window on the front side of your house, which may be your bedroom window.  He ran to the backyard, though, to hide when he saw the truck driver again.  The driver wrote down this man's truck identification number, along with a complete description of him," he reported.

Suddenly, Alaina recalled a peculiar event that occurred the previous day.  She told the deputy a stranger rang her doorbell around 6:30 am.  "He asked for directions to the lake and stated he was to meet his coworkers there.  After I gave him instructions, though, he just stared at me.  I assumed he was still confused so I went through the route again.  Still, he stood there with a blank look on his face.  I was running out of time since I had to get to the office so I said that was all I knew to tell him.  He mumbled 'thank you' and left in a hurry.  Throughout the day that incident came to mind several times.  Something about it seemed ... off," she explained.  The deputy was taken aback and asked her to describe the man who was on her front porch and the vehicle he was driving.  "Tall, short brown hair, a beard, eye glasses.  He was driving a tan and brown truck with a camper on it," she answered.

"You just described the same man who was seen prowling around your house!" the deputy exclaimed.  Clearly disturbed, he stated the need to write up a report indicating stalking and turn her 'case' over to a detective on Monday.  He promised to keep an eye on her over the weekend for which she was very grateful.  She was well aware he had more important things to do than worry about her safety.

––––––––
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Alaina

She would describe herself as having traditional values and a conservative spirit.  She was a very private person by nature and she planned to stay that way.  Although she was quiet, Alaina lived a life of fame - to some degree - due to her natural beauty.  It apparently translated into being approached by men (boys, whatever) on a semi-regular basis.  Unfortunately, she was rarely impressed.  Having been married just three days after her 18th birthday and divorced five years later, the last thing she wanted was a relationship (i.e., 'drama').  She was blessed in that she received the best from her parents' physical traits.  Her dad had a striking resemblance to Elvis Pressley.  Her brown eyes and high cheekbones came from him.  Each summer she tanned easily which she assumed was because of the Indian heritage in his DNA.  Her dad bragged that his wife, Georgia, reminded him of Princess Grace Kelly.  She had auburn hair, sexy legs, and stunning crystal blue eyes that sparkled when she smiled.  Her mom's true beauty, though, came from within.  She loved everyone of all walks of life, young and old; and, they loved her right back.  Alaina had her mom's heart to be sure, along with her hair and sexy legs.  

Although she grew up as a city girl, she had been residing in the country for approximately eight years.  She felt somewhat isolated living in the rural area.  Upon graduation from high school she got a clerical job downtown.  Her work schedule was standard:  Monday - Friday, 8 am - 5 pm - one hour for lunch.  A decade later she was caught up in a downsizing and restructuring phase at her place of employment.  Up until that point in life, her only goal was to have a home of her own.  A place she could go to get away from the world and all the insanity that came with it.  Fortunately, Alaina got another job the same day she was laid off.  Working as an administrative assistant at a law firm turned out to be a refreshing change.  Although her salary was lower, the attorneys advised her that she qualified for a governmental loan to build a home.  The loan would be affordable and based on her income.  However, the house was required to be built on land located outside the city limits.  They also promised to help her with everything, including the closing costs, at no charge.  It seemed too good to be true and she found it interesting to note how it came to be that she qualified for the loan.  'The Lord sure works in mysterious ways.  Sometimes what appears to be a setback may actually be a setup for something better!' she thought.

The following spring her dream of having a place to call home became reality.  It was a two-bedroom, one-bath brick house with an attached garage, sitting on an acre of land far away from the city.  A home for her translated into a sanctuary or a house of refuge and protection.  Since she had resided in a dysfunctional environment her entire life, she truly appreciated a place of peacefulness.  Alaina needed to spend time with the Lord in prayer daily to maintain her sanity.  Her everyday life was overwhelming, at times.  It was what she considered to be somewhat slightly out of the norm - on several different levels - for whatever reason(s).  She was shy and, generally speaking, preferred to go through life unnoticed ... especially when it came to men.  She tried to discourage unwanted attention by either dressing down or overdressing (i.e., wearing a jacket or having one shirt over another), rather than wearing something that made her feel pretty.  Still, there were times that men/boys (of various ages and diverse working classes) seemed attracted to her.  She really didn't understand what the fuss was about but chalked it up to all men being boys at heart.  

She was never going to sell her soul for love or money.  She wanted her own income earned honestly or she didn't want it.  All the money in the world, private jets, and VIP treatment would never be traded for her love of the Lord.  Her freedom and privacy meant everything and were required for her happiness.  She was the first to admit she had trust and commitment issues but she wasn't worried about it.  To her family, friends, and co-workers it seemed as if she faced her future alone; but, Alaina knew better.  She was never alone because of her personal relationship with Jesus (*).  He was her secret weapon!  As his child, she went through life confident that she was protected, guided, loved, and gifted by her Savior.  As she matured in her relationship with the Lord, she came to understand that her 'inner voice' directing her at times was actually the gift of the Holy Spirit.  'If anyone needs help, Lord, it's me!' she prayed.  Without question, she had the spiritual gift of faith (**).  'If people could comprehend the potential of prayer, they would come to know it's more powerful than money!' she mused.

*  ... yet I am not alone, for the Father is with me.  I have said this to you, that in me you may have peace.  In the world you have tribulation, but be of good cheer, I have overcome the world.  John 16:32-33

**  All of these gifts are inspired by the one and the same Spirit, who apportions to each one individually as he wills.  1 Corinthians 12:4-10

A day after the deputy's visit to her home, Alaina recalled yet another odd confrontation with a stranger about a month prior to the man knocking on her door asking for directions.  Clearly, her denial mechanism worked because she had completely forgotten about the incident.  Since the deputy was already parked in the cemetery, she thought it best to mention it.  "A few weeks ago, there was an evening when I had trouble sleeping.  It was around midnight when I decided to go to the store.  As soon as I walked out the front door, I noticed a man sitting in a white pickup truck in the cemetery.  He was looking directly at me and the situation caught me off guard; but, instinctively, I felt it would be better not to show fear.  I made a quick decision to get in my car instead of going back inside the house.  I pulled into the parking lot and looked eye-to-eye with the stranger.  I was thinking I may need to remember his face someday."  She went on to explain that she drove to the store but took a longer route back to the house, hoping the stranger would be gone.  Unfortunately, he was still sitting in his truck (parked in the cemetery).  "I was thinking, 'this is not a good thing' but, I was sleepy by that time so I decided to go to bed.  I knew if there was a problem I would know it but it might be too late ... when he's inside my house!  Anyway, now I realize that the man in the cemetery is the same man who stood on my porch asking for directions," she reported.  Without a word, the deputy made note of this information; but, the look  on his face spoke volumes.  She had a real problem with this man and she better know it!

Jailhouse Rock

The last place in life Alaina wanted to visit was the jailhouse; however, meeting the detective assigned to her case was an instinctive survival move.  The plan was to (a) find out anything she could about the stranger stalking her; and (b) try not to get lost in the detective's heavy workload.  Speaking with a professional turned out to be a lot harder than she anticipated.  She went downtown to the jailhouse only to be told her case would be handled at another precinct.  She was given an address and contact information; however, the personnel there stated her case would be handled by the downtown precinct.  The following day she returned to the original precinct and spoke with the receptionist.  After explaining the chain of events that led nowhere, the receptionist located a lady detective who graciously offered her assistance.  She led Alaina to an office stating she didn't know anything about the case but that she would be glad to help.  When the case number came up on the computer, though, she was visibly startled.  "It's been assigned to me!" she exclaimed.

"There is no way you could have known that because it just happened.  There hasn't been enough time for you to review it yet.  I'm sure you're already slammed with cases.  I'm just hoping you'll be able to help me," explained Alaina.  She was sincere and the detective seemed to appreciate her words of support.  As she read through the report, however, it became clear she did not like what was written there.  "I'll put the fear of God in this man!" she swore.  She picked up the telephone and dialed his phone number.  After confirming she was speaking with Michael Smith, she began questioning him.

"Do you own a tan and brown ford truck with a camper on it?  Vehicle identification #1234567?"  Michael Smith confirmed he owned that color and style truck but stated he did not know the identification number.  The detective instructed him to go check it while she held the line.  When he returned he confirmed it was that same number so she then continued with her interrogation.  "Are you familiar with Stratford Drive?"  He confirmed he knew the area.  "Did you stop in that vicinity last week and ask for directions to the lake?"  He denied it.  "Does anyone else drive your truck?"  He told her that sometimes one of his coworkers borrows his truck.  She asked him to describe his coworker and repeated his responses while looking at her for confirmation.  "Bald ... short ...  heavy-set ..."  Alaina shook her head, 'NO!'  Finally, she asked where he was employed and repeated his answer as she noted the file accordingly.  Meanwhile, Alaina made a mental note of this information as well.  After a few more questions, she ended their conversation by telling him he would need to come to the jailhouse for additional questioning.

Alaina was anxious to know her professional opinion and asked, "Instinctively, what do you think?" 

"I think he's lying!  He was nervous and fumbled his answers!  If he doesn't come here, I will go out to his residence.  I'll call you tomorrow after we talk with him," she promised.  Regrettably, when the detective phoned her the next day, their conversation did not go well.  Her tone of voice was odd in that she seemed panicky and defensive!  Alaina headed straight to the jailhouse to speak with her in person.

"We can't help you!  It's not the right man or vehicle identification number," the detective exclaimed.  She was clearly alarmed.  

"What?  What do you mean, it's not the right man?  Did you speak with the truck driver?  He's the person who saw everything.  I feel sure he can eliminate any confusion," asked Alaina.

"No, I haven't but, it's definitely NOT the right man!  You'll just have to be more careful!  You've been watching too many movies," she sneered.  The detective was very aggressive and adamant with her response; and, Alaina left the jailhouse feeling crushed and defeated.  Recalling her inner voice's promise of a stalker, she was stunned and in tears as she prayed on the drive home.  'Dear Lord, I have no idea what is happening here; but, I understand it to be your will.  You are in complete control of my life and I accept my fate.  I trust you will see me through.  Jesus is Lord.  Amen'.

Truck Driver

The deputy had given her the truck driver's contact information so she called him.  He was very frustrated with the law.

"Yes, I am the one who saw the man prowling around your house before daylight.  He was wearing jeans and a white t-shirt.  I reported it to the law but they didn't call back until several days passed," he said.  She was thinking she could relate to his exasperation all too well.  Then she asked him a question for which she already knew the answer.

"Are you sure about the identification number you recorded?"

"Yes!  I got out and wrote it down.  In fact, I still have the slip of paper where I recorded the information."  The truck driver was adamant in his response, reading back what he had written.  When she asked him to tell her exactly what he witnessed, he re-counted what the deputy told her.

"Later in the week, though, I saw you talking to the same man on your front porch.  His truck was in your driveway so then I thought maybe you knew him and that I may have been silly to contact the law."

"No!  No!  I don't know him!" she exclaimed.  "He asked me for directions to the lake when he was on the porch.  I wasn't aware of the situation you witnessed until the deputy arrived at my house on Saturday (four days later)!"  Rattled and confused, Alaina managed to praised his actions and tried to express her sincere appreciation for his concern regarding her safety.  "You saved my life!  Honestly, I don't know how I will ever repay you," she confessed.

Many years had passed since she studied martial arts.  Jujitsu taught her a lot about physical and mental self-control.  Her basic survival instincts had already kicked in and she was very much aware of the importance of remaining objective.  If she viewed herself as a victim it would only make her paranoid.  Apparently, however, there was nothing she could do but accept the reality that a stranger was stalking her!  The stress of the situation was overwhelming, to say the least.  Blankets covered all the windows in her home, with the exception of the one in the kitchen.  It had an air conditioning window unit in it.

Trying to cover all her bases, she decided she had a moral obligation to speak with the security guard at her place of employment.  After hearing how quickly the law dismissed her problem, the security guard was concerned.  He said something wasn't right and wrote down his friend's contact information.  "He works in the Crime Prevention Department downtown.  Tell him I sent you," he said.  Having second thoughts, however, the security guard instructed her not to contact his friend.  He said it may be better for him to handle it on her behalf and promised to get back to her as soon as possible.

Confronting the Stalker (June 1995)

It was pouring down rain on a stormy and windy Monday morning, which matched her mood.  Several weeks had passed since the whole stalking nightmare began when Alaina reached her breaking point.  She decided she was done with the stalker and all the insanity that came with him.  'If I am going to survive I'll have to do it on my own,' she determined.  Step one, according to the detective, required Michael Smith to be officially informed to stay away from her.  'No problem,' she thought, as she called the office to give notice she would be arriving late.  When she reached Michael Smith's place of employment she was informed he was working off-site.  Still, the receptionist offered to get him on the telephone.

"Hello, this is Michael Smith," he answered.

"We need to talk,” responded Alaina.

"Uh, okay, let's see.  I can meet with you on Wednesday."

"No!  I need to see you today, like right now," she demanded.

"What's your name?  What is this about?"  There was suspicion in his voice. 

"It's urgent and personal in nature.  Just tell me where you are and stay there.  I'll come to you!"  She arrived shortly thereafter at the alternate location.  The first thing she noticed was his tan and brown ford truck backed into a visitor's parking spot.  She recognized it as being the same truck in her driveway the day he asked for directions; and, the identification number was a perfect match.  Alaina took a deep breath, knowing she was about to come face-to-face with her stalker!

Although the receptionist informed Michael Smith he had a visitor, several minutes passed before he arrived in the lobby.  One look at his face, though, and she knew she scored.  He appeared astonished and his face was ghostly white!  Without saying a word, he led her to an office isolated from the others on the far side of the building.  She was unusually calm and ready to do battle; but, still had no script prepared as to what she would say to him.

"A few weeks ago, the law asked you questions that were in reference to me.  When I came here today, I was sort of hoping you weren't going to be the man in question.  Standing here now, though, I can see it is you - minus the beard!" she said.  Michael Smith was staring at her with an odd expression.  It was the same stare he had the day he asked for directions.

"Why were you parked outside my house?  What are you looking for?  What do you want?" she asked.

"I don't know," he mumbled.

"Stand up!  Walk straight ahead ... stop ... turn around!"  She was insistent and he complied willingly, all the while grinning at her like a fool.  Distressed and horrified, she prayed out loud.  "Oh my God!  Jesus!  What is wrong with the law?"  She was thrown off the deep end by her reality
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