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Thank you for joining me in telling the story of Todd. I hope you enjoyed their story as much as I liked recounting it.

If you enjoyed the book and have a minute to spare, I would appreciate a short review on the page or site where you bought the book. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like MOVING FORWARD.

Thank you!

Robyn C Rye

Contact me at

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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Chapter One
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Boredom gnawed at Todd as he sat in front of the television. His legs were in plaster, and his lack of mobility condemned him to sit on the couch while never-ending sitcoms droned. While he could move from the sofa to his wheelchair, the result was the same: nobody to talk to and nothing to do. As he looked over the paddocks surrounding the house, Todd understood why Steph had bought the place. The hillside far out in the distance framed the patchwork quilt of paddocks, and the sense of peace now that the CSG mines had closed soothed Todd’s battered brain. But a person could have too much solitude, and he wished for a diversion. 

While Scott and Amanda visited him and checked on his welfare, they had lives of their own and babysitting him sometimes had to take a back seat to their activities. He could have stayed with his sister and best friend, but they were slowly building their damaged relationship, and he hadn’t wanted to act as a third wheel. Self-pity welled, and Todd wondered why Scott had walked away with minor injuries and a relationship, although somewhat damaged by his stupidity, but Todd had nothing.

A sudden knock on the front door caused Todd’s head to swing around. “Around the back,” he yelled. The stairs at the side of the house had a ramp, which was the door that Todd used the most. As he waited for a person to appear, he heard the sound of feet on the ramp. It seemed that his visitor was wearing heels, something neither of his sisters often did.

When the blond head came into view, Todd inhaled sharply. What followed the blond crown was a stunningly beautiful woman. She had her long blonde hair caught up in a large bulldog clip, and wisps had escaped, framing her face. The blue eyes and high cheekbones were the dominant features of her face, but the cupid bow of her lips drew attention firmly to her mouth.

“Sandy! Is it you?” Todd exclaimed.

“Hi, Todd. It’s been a while.” The girl fidgeted briefly with her hair and then looked at Todd again.

“Why don’t you come inside? I'll make a drink, and we can talk. I’ve missed you, Sandy.” Todd inhaled the fruity, feminine scent of Sandy's body wash. The familiar fragrance made his body tingle as he remembered some times when her intoxicating perfume had overwhelmed him.

Todd led the way, wheeling himself into the house.

“Don’t make a drink for me; I can’t stay long.”

Shifting himself from the wheelchair to the couch, Todd patted the seat next to him. “Come and sit down, and we can talk.” Sandy reluctantly took a seat next to Todd, who reached out to her. Todd’s expression changed from joy to sadness when she evaded his grasp. “Where have you been? I was in the hospital for eight weeks, and I missed you. My sisters are great, and I love  them both, but I needed you.”

Sandy stood up and moved away from Todd. As she paced the room, he watched her, confusion and pain swirling in his eyes. “Todd, you know that I don’t like hospitals. At first, they would only let the family in, and by the time general visitors were allowed, I was in another state.”

“I don’t like hospitals, but I didn’t have a choice. If you had called Scott, he would have got you in to see me.”

Sandy resumed her seat next to Todd. “I’m sorry, Todd. This situation is hard for me, but I have to say my piece. I can’t see myself tied to a disabled man for the rest of my life. I have goals to achieve, and dragging along someone who doesn’t have full control of their body would hinder my ambitions. I eventually want children, and your disability probably means you won’t be able to father children. It doesn’t work for me. I’m sorry.”

Todd watched Sandy and listened to her spiel with his mouth open and eyes wide. After her speech, a scowl crossed Todd’s face, and he glared at his girlfriend.

“I am not permanently disabled, just temporarily incapacitated. My legs will eventually be okay, and if you’re worried about my sexual prowess, drop your panties, and I’ll give you a demonstration.”

“That’s disgusting! I thought you were a decent guy; looks like I was mistaken.”

Todd shook his head. Running his hand over the back of his neck, he looked at the woman he had hoped would share his future. “Okay, that was uncalled for, but your assumptions are incorrect. If you had visited me before now, I could have set your mind at ease.”

“Well, I’m sorry, Todd, but I’ve moved on.”

Todd watched as his girlfriend walked away. Her assumptions that his injury had left him disabled angered him, as did her belief that he would be unable to father a child. In his heart, he knew something was wrong when she didn’t try to visit him in the hospital, but he thought their connection was strong enough to weather the storm of his injuries. Todd sighed. He hadn’t seen Sandy since he went to the hospital, but now that she had ended their relationship, he felt even more alone. Worse still, she insisted she had moved on. Was he that forgettable? Todd had misjudged Sandy, and the disappointment in her attitude engulfed him. His temper flared, and he threw his cup against the wall, shattering it into a million pieces, but it did nothing to relieve his anger and hurt.

Todd placed his case on the desk and started unpacking its contents. With both legs broken, the doctor had decided that Todd should delay any rehabilitation until twelve weeks had passed. By then, his legs should have healed, and the process of building muscle and tone could begin. His recovery time at the rehab centre would depend on how quickly he could get into shape.

The rehab centre was well-equipped with indoor and outdoor areas to rehabilitate injured defence personnel. Todd had been issued a timetable and knew where he should be each session. Initially, his visits with the physical therapist involved flexibility and mobility manoeuvres without causing damage to the healing limbs.

Many sessions consisted of his physical therapist assisting with manual exercises, moving his ankle back and forth with her hands, bending and straightening his knee, and flexing and stretching his calf, including the Achilles tendon. Sometimes, the therapist would have Todd use a wobble board while seated in a chair; this exercise required Todd to move the board back and forth and side to side with his feet in slow, controlled movements. The activities seemed to be all the therapist's responsibility, but Todd felt exhausted and drained after the workouts. Often, he was too tired to bother checking his phone for messages or missed calls. Todd had insisted his sisters and best mate shouldn’t visit him while he worked on rebuilding his life. He felt they would be surprised by his progression at the end of his time here, rather than having to watch him weekly and stress about his progress, or lack thereof. But insisting that his family not visit left him feeling like he lived in a bubble, with no contact with the outside world; he felt like he was entirely alone. His life consisted of food, sleep and endless therapy sessions that pushed him to the edge.

Not one to quit, Todd worked his way determinedly through the series of exercises designed especially for him. While the sweat rolled off him and he grunted with the effort required to master the tasks, his determination grew. Todd was determined to show Sandy that her assumption that he would hold her back with her ambitions was false. Sometimes this determination dimmed, and when Todd lay in bed aching from the latest torment inflicted on him by some medical person, he wondered if it was all worthwhile. What did life hold for him if his injuries stopped him from doing the things he wanted?

During the day, the therapist and the nurses continued to torture him. When his flexibility and mobility improved, his doctor recommended that he undergo a series of resistance exercises to strengthen his legs. The one enjoyable activity that he undertook was hydrotherapy. Todd's time in the pool quickly became his favourite time of the day; with the water supporting his weight, his legs ached less, and his ability to move more freely was a bonus.

The weeks rolled by, and Todd lost track of time, seemingly cocooned in the rooms of the rehab centre. He developed friendships with other injured servicemen and women, but those friendships were transient as patients recovered and moved on. Todd knew that his time in the centre was fast coming to an end, and then he would need to resume his life in the real world. His one problem was that while both he and the therapists had worked hard on his legs, the left leg sometimes gave way. It became apparent that Todd would need to continue using his walking stick for those times when this unpredictable limb collapsed.

As Todd approached the gym, a voice behind him halted his progress. Turning to see who had addressed him, Todd came face to face with the therapist who had started his initial treatment. “Hi, Sheree. It’s been a while since you have had the pleasure of torturing me.”

The young woman facing him laughed. “Very cute, soldier boy. I’ve come to talk about your treatment. Do you want to head to the cafeteria and grab a drink?”

Todd gave her a cheeky grin. “Why not? It’s been a long time since I’ve been out with a good sort; there seem to be more ugly blokes here than you can poke a stick at.”

“Present company included?” the woman asked with a twitch of her lips.

Todd grabbed at his chest. “You wound me, doc. I might never recover from a slight like that.”

Todd’s companion rolled her eyes as they entered the cafeteria. Once they had collected drinks, Todd led them to a table on the side of the room. The closest dinners were a reasonable distance away, so what Sheree wanted to say would be private. Looking expectantly at her, Todd waited for Sheree to start the conversation. She sighed and then focused her attention on Todd. “Todd, despite our intensive work with you, I think you will have a permanent weakness in the left leg. We can extend your stay and work more on that leg, but I’m afraid that will probably be a waste of time.”

Todd nodded his head. “I was scared that my left leg was going to remain weak. Are there any particular exercises I could work on at home that might make a difference?”

Sheree shook her head. “I don’t think so. That leg had so many plates and screws in it that it’s a miracle you can walk on it. Just keeping active should help, and I can give you a list of the exercises we’ve done here in case you want to keep trying to strengthen that leg.”

Sheree took Todd’s hand in hers and patted it. “You’ve been a good sport. You hardly ever complain, and you’ve made every effort to progress. Now, your job will be to adjust to civilian life and put this incident behind you. We have councillors here, and I’d advise you to talk to someone before you leave.”

Before his injury, Todd would have refused to talk to a counsellor, but things had changed. Now, finding a job and managing in the real world would be a challenge, and although his family would support his efforts, he needed to talk to someone who specialised in situations like his. After his first few sessions, Todd realised that ongoing counselling might be necessary because he still had unresolved issues. Finding a counsellor in Westbourne would permit him to continue with his sessions but allow him to remove the confines of the city. Even with his future living arrangements and employment prospects uncertain, it was a relief to be mobile, finally, and out of the confines of the rehab centre.

Scott and Amanda were to collect Todd, and he would stay with them for the first few days. While this arrangement wasn’t ideal, he would willingly live in a stable if it got him out of the centre. Where his life would go and where he could live were problems for another day.
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As Todd walked into the foyer, Amanda greeted him with enthusiasm. Throwing her arms around her brother, she hung on tight, tears of relief welling in her eyes. When Todd left home for the rehab centre, she was unsure how well he would walk when the rehab finished. Seeing him walk towards her, albeit with the assistance of a cane, made Amanda glow with happiness. Todd had banned his family from visiting, so when they finally saw him, they noticed his loss of weight and the lines etched on his face. Putting down his suitcase, Todd wrapped his arms around his sister and then turned to hug Scott.

“God, you two are a sight for sore eyes. You can’t believe how much I’ve missed you.”

“That’s okay; we intend to make up for missing all these weeks by plying you with food and keeping you company,” Amanda said.

Todd smiled tiredly. “Lead the way, little sister.”

Once the trio arrived home, Amanda busied herself with meal preparation while Scott and Todd caught up.

“How are you holding up, mate?” Scott asked. “Was it rough?”

Running his hand through his hair, Todd nodded.

“Even the stuff we did when we first enlisted was a walk in the park compared to what I’ve had to do. After weeks of inactivity, my muscles had lost their tone, and I felt as weak as a newborn baby trying to do the exercises. The staff there is great, but the injuries they deal with would be enough to have me running for the hills.”

Scott nodded. “I figured it would be seriously tough. Every time Amanda worried out loud about you, I lied and told her it wouldn’t be too bad while I worried quietly. God, bro, I’m so glad we made it out of there in one piece. Some blokes weren't as lucky as us.”

Over dinner that night, the conversation turned to the future. The men both needed jobs, and while Scott could drive trucks, he didn’t want to do any long-haul jobs; he was hesitant to leave Amanda alone again. Todd was a qualified engineer, but in the current climate, he was unsure about his job prospects. 

Changing the subject, Amanda informed Todd that Steph and Nick were arriving at some stage tomorrow, and they intended to stay for a week. Todd was looking forward to his sister’s visit, and there was some fence building to do with his future brother-in-law. Steph and Nick were now a committed couple, having worked through major hurts and misunderstandings. Everyone else in his family seemed to have their lives in order and to have found a partner, while Todd was adrift and single.

Through job search agencies and connections with former friends, Todd managed to find a temporary job in the city. The employment was short-term because the company had an engineer on staff, but he had taken personal leave. Even though the engagement lasted only six months, it would give Todd time to become known in the right circles and might lead to full-time employment. At this stage of his life, he knew he couldn’t be too fussy. He would spend the next week with his family and then relocate to Brisbane for the six-month stint.

When Steph and Nick arrived the next day, a feeling of gratitude washed over Todd. His parents might be absent, but his sisters and Scott were always there for support. A vision of Sandy surfaced, and regret for the lost chance with her weighed heavily on his mind. Should he ring her to let her know he had almost entirely recovered? She had said that she had moved on; did this mean that she had a new man, or did it mean that she had come to terms with leaving Todd? Unsure of what to do, Todd decided to run his thoughts past Scott and see if he had any suggestions.

Finding Scott alone any time over the next few days was almost impossible. His family was friendly and tended to spend most of the day in close contact. When his sisters decided to go shopping and Nick shut himself up in Amanda’s office with a computer, Todd had the opportunity to talk to Scott alone.

“Scott, fancy a beer?”

Scott smiled. “Sure. If the girls can go and have some retail therapy, I don’t see why we can’t indulge ourselves.”

Seated outside on the patio
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