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Preface
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Life is the precarious sensation that all people of the universe inquire to conquer. This statement voraciously stimulates the already overwhelming thoughts of the woman’s psyche. With news looming of a new business opportunity, the woman sits precariously at her computer searching for new and exciting ideas for a short story. Putting words to paper is one of several releases that the woman invokes in order to relieve the stress in her life. Words swim unanimously and uncontrollably within her mind creating unimaginable thoughts, phrases, and ideas. She is in a panic not to lose not even a single one, because who knows if the one that escapes her is the one that is the true creative idea she has been waiting for.

The woman ponders on the business venture in quarry of it being the right move for her and her family. When they moved into the new home one year ago, the object was to go back to the Mayberry way of life. Now it seems that may not be completely possible. With her husband off the job due to an illness for several months, she is now the sole provider and must make every effort to provide adequately for her family. With the new business venture, she would be more than able to supply the funds for her family’s needs, but the cost may be a little more than she is ready to accept. The woman battles the ethics and morality of her looming decision within her soul as well as visits the many thoughts and battles of her past.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction


[image: ]


With the problems of her past looming in her mind, the young woman struggled. For her, there did not seem to be any escape. She had always been the strong one in her family. Her mother used her for a support in “her” time of need and the young woman took on that role – the helper, not the needy. She was the pillar of strength. She could not falter. Crying? Heh, no one should ever see her cry. To her, this was the absolute weakness. No one had seen her cry since the day she laid her daughter to rest. No one was allowed in. She would not allow it. The young woman took on the position of “if I cry in public, I am vulnerable,” and that was opposite the image she wanted to portray. In her eyes, her image had to be equal to the Rock of Gibraltar and no less would suffice.
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Chapter One
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From a very young age, Robyn had made it her goal to be sturdy. To act like a girl was a forbidden zone to her. Wear dresses? I don’t think so. Boys were the stuff and she wanted to be as close to a boy as she could. The fact that her family did not have a lot of money, that they lived in an aging house in ill repair, that she was not in the “popular” crowd, all played into her need to fit in. Robyn started her journey by becoming everyone’s savior. If you were being picked on, she would defend you and your honor. Because that was what good friends did for each other. Over the course of the years, Robyn’s black eyes and sore knuckles outweighed the number of her friends by a grand margin. However, this did not stop her from doing what she felt was the “friend” thing to do.

Another way to show her strength was through sports. Though her father was not in total favor of the idea, Robyn played a variety of sports in school. Her favorite was softball. Robyn practiced hard against the wall of the building near her home, catching grounders and pop-ups. Her position was centerfield and she loved every minute of it. She was stronger than the other two outfielders and she loved the idea of being better than one of the “popular” crowd girls. She was not afraid of getting dirty, bruised, or even downright hurt, as long as she put all she had into the game. In her eyes, the accolades outweighed all of the negatives that could have been happening right in front of her. She was good. She practiced to get better. She was determined to be her best. Who knows, maybe one of the popular kids might become her friend after all.

Through her early school years, Robyn did not have very many friends, and it bothered her quite deeply. Though she had tried to make friends over and over again, her family’s social stature and her refusal to give in to peer pressure hindered her tremendously.

It was not until her high school days that Robyn really started to find herself. She found a groove that was tailor-made for her and slid tight through. Her days were happy. Her self-esteem was growing. She had friends who liked her for her, not for what she had or who she could beat up. Robyn had found peace. It was during this time that Robyn had found her savior – Jesus Christ. At the age of sixteen, Robyn was baptized and started to live her life for the Lord.

Though she knew what she had done, in being baptized, was right, her decision was met with skepticism and hatred. Fellow students whom she called friends denounced her decision as a ploy to get closer to another of their mutual friends. Taking this as one of her first tests of obedience to her Lord, Robyn proudly stood her ground for what she had done. Daily she would be ridiculed and taunted. Daily she would walk away. It was not until one day near the end of her senior year that Robyn finally told all those who were not in agreement with her decision that it was not their problem, and to let God sit in judgment of her when the time was due. The taunting teens said no more to her face, only behind her back – which did not bother her in the least. God would deal with them on their day of judgment.

After high school, Robyn joined the service. She had long dreamed of becoming a police officer. The days of watching Chips and TJ Hooker made her want to beat up the bad guys. However, in order to be a police officer, you had to be 21. (Gun laws prohibited anyone younger.) So, her only option was to join the military.
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At first, she went to the Marine Corps. In her eyes, if you can make it in the Marines, you can do anything. She was just about ready to say yes to the Corps, after days and weeks of deliberation, when the recruiter made a pass at her. Robyn stood fast in her beliefs and point-blankly told that gentleman where to stick it. She promptly walked three doors down the walkway and walked into the Army. When Robyn presented the idea to her mother of joining the military, she was denied until her eighteenth birthday; that way if it was a mistake, it was Robyn’s and no one else’s.

Robyn’s dream came true. She became a policeman. She joined the Army and the Military Police Corps. Life was grand. Though friends did not come any easier for her in the military, she stood by her creed. You like me, or you don’t; I am who I am, and that is all there is to it.

In riding the ARMY adventure, Robyn was able to see more in the eight years that she served than most people see in a lifetime. For an 18-year-old who grew up in a very tight-knit environment, it was quite amazing. Nowhere in the area that Robyn grew up and vacationed could even compare to the mountains of Europe, the twisting roads of Italy, the beautiful trees of the Black Forest, the windmills of Denmark, the colorful cartoon style of the Tower
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