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About the Author

This book is dedicated to my real cousin, Dana, and my real student, Jacob. Both were taken from this world far too soon. Years ago, the real Jacob told me that if he ever wrote a book, he’d call it SKATE OR DIE. Since he wasn’t given that chance, I thought I’d write it for him.
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Chapter One


Lunch 

and 

History
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“What’s so special about this?” Jacob asked as his cousin/manager pulled their orange Subaru Crosstrek into the McDonald’s parking lot. “I mean, I could eat and all that, but I’d be surprised if there weren’t a McDonald’s here.”

Dana pulled into the drive through and ordered their usual. It was their road trip fare, quick and easy. Then they parked and she surprised her cousin/client/adopted son by saying, “Okay, let’s eat this inside. I need to stretch my legs.” Jacob was definitely puzzled, but he wasn’t one to argue, so he gathered his value meal up and got out of the car. The two of them went inside the fast food establishment and sat down to eat in a booth toward the back of the dining room.

“Look around,” said Dana, “What do you notice?”

At first Jacob didn’t notice anything unorthodox. People were sitting around eating their lunch, just like them. JUST LIKE THEM. 

“Okay, all these people went through the drive through and then came inside to eat. People do that sometimes, but there are a lot of people doing it here.”

Dana grinned and took a sip of her Diet Coke, “This is the very first drive through. That’s why people go through it even though they may feel like getting out of the car for a little bit. Just like we did.” Jacob could tell that a history lesson was brewing. He didn’t mind that, though. This was Dana’s mothering instinct kicking in and usually the stories were pretty cool.

“So the town of Sierra Vista is right next to Fort Huachuca, the home of the Buffalo Soldiers.  The fort commander a few decades back gave a weird order. The soldiers weren’t allowed to go into restaurants while in uniform for some reason. Well, soldiers get hungry too. So this McDonald’s built the drive through we just went through for the soldiers. That way they could get a bite to eat without disobeying orders. The idea caught on quickly and spread all over the country in no time. But this is the very first one.”

“Cool,” said Jacob, “So this is a great place to support the troops.

That’s exactly what they were doing. Jacob was not your normal thirteen year old boy. He was a bit of a child prodigy. He was able to understand, really understand, mathematics at an early age. He loved it too. He could grasp algebra, trigonometry, geometry, and even calculus by the time he was ten years old. But his favorite subject was physics. He love it the most because he could live it. This discipline married math and action. To him it was poetry in motion. That’s why he really came alive when he discovered the perfect physics tool, the skateboard. Most kids like skateboarding, but few could do what he could do. Even fewer could explain it the way he did. This made him a bit of a sensation in the extreme sports world. So he and his cousin, Dana, who is also his adopted mom traveled across America with the skateboarding greats in competitions and exhibitions. The latter is what brought them to Sierra Vista. They were participating in a skateboarding exhibition to support the Fort Huachuca troops.

A small mechanical beep chimed. Dana sat her drink down and began digging in her purse. Jacob pushed his slightly long sandy blonde hair out of his eyes and continued eating his burger. Finally, she fished out a small packet containing her insulin stick. She reached down and inserted it into her pump, which was located just under her untucked shirt. Then she looked at her watch. 

“All good?” Jacob asked.

Dana picked her Diet Coke back up and nodded, “Just fine. This pump works like a dream.” She was born with Type I diabetes. For this reason, she didn’t have children of her own. So when Jacob lost his parents at a very young age (he barely could remember them), she adopted him. He wasn’t sure, but he suspected the reason she was so supportive of his skateboarding had to do her condition. She always said that life is too short and that you only live once. 

After finishing their meal together Dana gave Jacob the plan, “We need to get checked in at the hotel. We have a big day tomorrow. The local morning show will interview you at 8 AM. I’m so tired of driving AND you have calculus homework to do.” Jacob nodded and the two of them dropped off their trash, exited the restaurant, and climbed back into the Subaru Crosstrek.
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Chapter Two


Rock 

and 

Roll
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“Relax, man,” said Mike, “I mean there’s toxic waste and there’s TOXIC WASTE. If this were a big deal, the commander wouldn’t have sent us.”

“You mean he wouldn’t a sent you,” Chad said.

The two privates had been sent to retrieve a small toxic waste shipment from a train car. The train had engine problems, but it was considered unsafe to leave the cargo in one place for too long. Rumor had it that it was on its way to Area 51, but right now it was stuck in Sierra Vista, close to Fort Huachuca. Mike was driving on a rugged backroad towards the pickup location.

“I’m just saying, it’s not a big deal.”

“I’m just saying that you don’t know that. We’re both expendable.”

Mike was quiet for a minute, “That’s true, I guess, but the brass also needs to worry about civilians and what not.” Chad finally relented, “I guess so. Let’s just hurry up and get this over with.”

“Fair enough, bro.”

“You know,” Chad said, “I like being stationed out here and all, but sometimes this place feels a little old to me.”

“Yeah?” said Mike.

“You know what I’d really like to do?”

“What?”

“I’ve always wanted to start a band.”

“Do you play?” Mike asked.

“I play stand up bass.”

“Cool,” said Mike, “I play the drums.”

“You know,” Chad said, “We’ve got half a band already. All we need is a guitarist, and they’re a dime a dozen.”

“True, maybe we’ll give it a shot when we get back to base.”

“If we get back to base,” Chad said.

“Dude, It’s not a big deal.”

“We’ll see,” said Chad, “I think I can see the train up ahead.”

It wasn’t a big deal. They pulled the cargo truck up to train engine and blew the horn to get the engineer’s attention. Several people were milling about. One of the workers lead them to the appropriate train cars. The two privates/would-be-rock stars were pleasantly surprised to see that the railroad company had equipment set up to unload the pallet of barrels. In no time the cargo was loaded onto the back of the truck and they were on their way.

“Well,” Chad said, “We haven’t started glowing or anything yet.”

Mike smiled, “So far so good, man. You really want to start a band.”

“Heck yeah. It’ll be great.”

The two young soldiers made it back to base with no problem at all. They unloaded the cargo in the warehouse close to the doc’s lab. That’s what they called the on-base medical HQ. Several medical doctors and nurses worked there, plus a few chemists and other scientists. After filing the paperwork, the two privates went to the mess hall to get some grub and discuss their plans for future stardom. 

Everything went as planned. The assignment really was a
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