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Why love? In five different situations in as
many stories love strikes, sometimes in an unusual way. What
happens next remains uncertain, but the couples have a foundation
for the future. Much has been written about love at first sight.
Does it exist or should it be called a “possibility of love at
first sight”? Somehow people have a way of knowing of their future
compatibility even though there are still many obstacles to face
before a solid romance develops. Some of the factors are
locational, and mutual interest seems important. Still, like
lightning, love comes frequently when it is totally unexpected, as
these stories of initial encounter show.
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Introduction











The settings are far different, as are the
situations. But the spark of love will not be denied when it
chooses to ignite.

A deep emotional commitment seems to be a
necessary factor for a full life. Even hermits need love, as one of
the stories that follows shows. And tough Marines are susceptible
to long legs and flashing eyes, as another chronicles.

These are not steamy tales. Some of the
characters remain for a time totally unaware that Cupid is setting
the agenda. And the stories are open-ended, leaving the reader to
speculate on the possibility of a happy ending, just like in
life.






1. An Encounter at the Irish Bar



Larkin waited a bit until his eyes adjusted.
There were old men at the bar, and most had a face that would
resemble Patty's pig.

He felt good. A return to the roots. This
part of New York was known for its Irish bars and Irish people. He
found the bar through an ad in the Irish Echo.

All he wanted was to relax, have a black beer
and pass the two weeks he had visiting the Big Apple. Then he saw
her dancing. She did not have the figure of a dancer. She was much
too heavy on top. But she had legs that looked like they ran to the
armpits.

And that Irish music filled the soul.

Then a portly middle-aged man grabbed and
hugged her. “It is so nice to see you at home,” the man said. She
walked with him to the bar, and there was a woman, clearly a
mother, who hugged her, too.

She was a beauty. Red hair cropped as if she
had been in prison. Clearly athletic with her participation in the
step dance. He thought for a moment she might have smiled in his
direction. That gave him a bit of courage to move to the bar where
she was downing a black beer.

“How are you?,” he said.

She turned abruptly and answered quickly.
“Just fine.”

“Who the hell are you?” the mother said.

“I'm just a guy who likes step dancing. But I
have not done it for some time. Perhaps someone here could help
me.”

A mischievous glint lighted the girl's eye.
“Well, some. Let me show you,” she said. She wanted to dance him
into the ground.

A half hour later she still was smiling, but
it was clear that both were in shape.

“I was going to embarrass you, but it appears
that you have been going to the gym. Have you ever danced Irish
before?

“When I was a kid in Boston,” he said.

“How about a beer,” she responded.

“I just got done with a little bit of
military training, which is why my folks are happy to see me. I was
away for 10 weeks after graduating from college.”

“Good grief, you must be an officer or
something,” Larkin said.

“Yes, a second lieutenant in the U.S.
Marines,” she replied. “So think twice before messing with me!”

“So do you like have killer hands,” Larkin
asked.

“Probably,” she replied.

“Well, let's dance normal style and promise
not to kill me,” Larkin responded.

The rest of the night was discussion in their
Irish heritage, weak Catholicism, love of country, the whole nine
yards.

“I have two weeks here. Can I see you again?”
Larkin asked. A sly smile told him that she liked him.

He wondered how he could keep the truth from
the woman. He was beginning to have feelings. But he better not.
This was an important trip.

“Boy, there are a lot of fine women there,”
said Sgt. McAvoy on the way back to the Waldorf downtown.

“Any that you would trust your back to?”
asked Larkin. The sergeant suggested one young lady, one of the
stepdancers.


The two weeks were being spent with planners
at the New York Police Department.

Larkin got the nod because he earned a break
from combat, and his experience gave him a lot of knowledge about
terrorism. The police contacts had lined up a daunting schedule of
talks and encounters.

Larkin was building a reputation in the
corps, and when he spoke, listeners knew he had been there and done
that.

He felt a certain affinity with the
red-haired stepdancer. He, too, had completed a post-college
program to become a Marine officer. But he served three years in
the ranks before going to college, so he had a good understanding
from both the bottom up and top down. That knowledge demonstrated
itself in how he handled and protected his troops and maybe why he
made a quick jump to captain.


“I'm glad you came,” said the red-haired
Diedra when he returned to the Irish bar a week later. Her green
eyes flashed. He allowed that he was happy, too, and he spent much
of the evening chatting, doing a little dancing and flattering the
mother a bit.

“Want to get out of here?” he asked, and
seconds later they were on the street in search of a late-night
restaurant.

“There's one over on the other side of the
park,” Diedra said.

Three young men interrupted the stroll, and
one had a knife.

In a second, Diedra planted stiff fingers
into the man's throat, and his companions froze in amazement as
both the knife and the assailant fell to the floor. The companions
split, and Larkin and Diedra quickly walked away from the gagging
young man on the sidewalk.

“That was pretty impressive,” Larkin said. “I
am glad I have someone to protect me. You know the man who was with
me last week said that you were the kind of woman who could watch a
man's back.”

“Does your back need watching,” she
laughed.


Over a late-night pizza Larkin broke the news
that he was leaving the East Coast in two days.

“I knew our time together was perishable,”
said Diedra. “Where will you go and what will you do?”

“It's just another job,” Larkin said. “But
your status is a bit uncertain. Aren't you waiting for the Marine
Corps to tell you where to go and what to do?”

“I probably have two more weeks at home
myself, and then I am expecting to get an interim assignment, maybe
teaching hand-to-hand combat at the U.S. Naval Academy. Then I have
a bit more than six months in my basic combat class where new
officers are trained to lead others. So I am going to be bouncing
around for perhaps as much as a year. Annapolis and then back to
Quantico for the real deal.

“Did I mention that I have been involved in
personal defense and martial arts since I was a kid?”

“You did not mention it, but I think you made
it clear to the guy with the knife in the park.”

The evening ended with an exchange of mail
addresses and a promise to have another pizza later in the
year.

Larkin told himself that he was in no
position to have a girlfriend, and Diedra certainly was going to
have her hands full. Maybe next year if he lived that long.


Larkin lived, but just barely. Six months
later he was in Syria heading up a snatch unit in an effort to save
a kidnapped U.S. Red Cross worker. He got the job done, but a
bullet broke the bone in his right upper arm. That meant medical
leave until it healed and an impressive black sling.

He moved in with a friend in Washington and
spent a couple of months writing reports, correcting reports,
evaluating new technology and helping colleagues create a training
module on extraction of kidnapped prisoners. So it did not take
long until he got a call to present the module to officers about to
graduate their training course in Quantico.

He was hoping that his green-eyed stepdancer
would be there. He spotted her outside the MCX, the Marine Corps
Exchange, the same day he moved into the bachelor officer quarter
for the weekend. Where else can you get a $26 room? Larkin was just
out for a run with his arm strapped to his side when he saw her. He
did not approach her and just continued running. He kicked himself
for the rest of the night, but it would have been awkward to
explain exactly what he was doing there.

So she was here, he thought, and guessed that
she would be among the young officers he was to instruct Monday
morning. That, too, would be awkward. Showing up in full combat
gear and a ghost mask would be overkill, he reasoned, but perhaps
he can just show up in civilian clothes.


And that is what he did. He gave his talk and
answered questions. And she was in the front row, slightly thinner
than before and a bit more muscular. The red hair was pulled back
but appeared to be a little longer.

His friend, the chief instructor, introduced
him as a special operations expert who had more than his share of
experiences. No name was given. The explanation was that he needed
to maintain his anonymity.

His presentation included slides of various
ways to reaching a target. There was little that had not been
featured on the television: Bailing out of a C-17 with an
inflatable boat, slogging toward the target on small vehicles,
dispatching eyes in the sky to find the enemy. But he seemed to
generate the most interest when he spoke of killing.

“We are not in the business of taking
prisoners, enemy commander or enemy shoemaker. We do not have the
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