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HERO TO BE

Book 2

Turtle Bay





*Chapter 1*





Uncle Gus and Tom drove to the airfield two towns away. Uncle Gus was quiet on the trip, and Tom didn’t want to disturb his train of thought. Five miles from the airfield Uncle Gus looked like he was done with the heavy thoughts he was having. Tom chose to speak up at that time.

“Uncle Gus?”

“Yes Tom, what is it?”

“I don’t want to disturb you, but what are you thinking so hard about.” Tom asked quietly.

“I was just thinking about how much fun I’ve had the past few weeks. Don’t get me wrong, we had to deal with some nasty stuff lately. But I’m not talking about that part of it. I’m talking about getting to know you finally, and the kicked back way we have done things. I’m really going to miss that.”

“What do you mean Uncle Gus, what’s going to change?” Tom asked with concern and fear in his voice. Tom waited for the answer and when none came except a sad look in his uncle’s eyes, Tom asked, “Ok, level with me. Why is this trip going to change everything between us. Give it to me straight, I want to know, and I can handle it.” He said hoping he was right.

“I’ve taken time off from work to spend time with you and to get to know you these past few weeks. And it has been wonderful getting to know the type of young man that you are.” Gus paused and collected his thoughts before he continued speaking. “I own and run an international engineering consulting firm, that means I travel around the world helping old friends when they need it and picking up some jobs here and there to help pay my employees, that are more like family than workers.” Gus slowed down and turned onto the road leading to the tarmac and the hangers. “You’re going to meet some of them today.”

He stopped at the gate and got the badge from the visor, “Good morning Joey, how’s the kids, Anna learn how to ride that bike yet?”

“Morning Mr. Mellon, oh, she sure did, she wants me to take the training wheels off tonight when I get home. When I do finally do that, won’t be anyone in the neighborhood safe,” he chuckled. “So, who’s this with you today?”

“Joey Carter, this is my nephew Thomas Becket Mellon, he’s living with me now. So, you’ll be seeing a lot of him around. Tom this is Joey Carter, friend, father of one 7 year old daughter named Anna. It’s his job to keep Gladys safe and he does a great job of it.”

Tom sits forward and waves at Joey, “Very pleased to meet you Mr. Carter.”

“So, what grand adventure are you two off on now? If you don’t mind my asking?” Joey inquired.

Gus rested his arm on the truck door and leaned down a bit, “We’re off to the land down under Joey, Australia. Got to give an old friend a hand. I don’t know when we’ll be back though.”

“Well then don’t let me keep you. That is one long flight, and I’m sure you want to be on your way. Have a safe trip you two and watch out for them kangaroos,” he laughed at his own joke. 

Gus and Tom waved just shaking their heads as they drove through the gate and parked on the tarmac in front of hanger 7. They climbed out and started to untie the load in the back of the truck.

“I wondered when you were going to show up Gus?” The brown haired woman walked up put her arms around Gus’s neck and gave him a hug and a kiss on his cheek.

“How are you doing big guy?” She asked as she looked into his eyes. Gus mumbled something in response which made her nod her head and her smile to slip a little. 

She then turned towards Tom, “And this handsome young man must be Thomas Becket Mellon, local hero at large. Getting out of dodge before they track you down and pin a medal on you I see.” She teased him and bumped his shoulder with her own. 

Looking at Tom’s stunned face, she started to laugh and put her hand on Tom’s shoulder. “Just teasing you a bit. Since your Uncle Gus has the manners of a baboon, let me introduce myself, I am Gayle Palmer, your uncle’s personal assistant for the past 35 years. I try my best to keep him out of trouble, but that ain’t always easy, but you’ll find that out on your own.” 

Gayle took Tom’s hand to shake it and then pulled him in to a tight hug, “We’re here for you, anything you need. We got you.” 

Just then a loud booming voice echoed across the tarmac sounding like thunder, and making Tom jump a little.

“So that’s how it is woman! When I’m busy working to put food on the table, you’re out here throwing yourself into the arms of another man.” This mountain of a man storms across the payment heading straight towards Tom rolling up his sleeves as he moves quickly towards Tom. 

“Well, I guess there’s only one thing to do about that.” He stopped directly in front of Tom, placed a hand on Gayles shoulder and pulled her from Tom. Then looking down at Tom from his 6 foot 4 inch height with a scowl on his face that would make any normal man shake in his boots, he smiled open his arms and picked Tom off the ground in a tight bear hug lifting him three feet off the ground as if he was nothing. 

“And that is to welcome you to the family Tom.” He set Tom back on the ground and reached out a hand as large as a diner plate and shook Tom’s hand which disappeared in his grasp. “I am Jacob Palmer, most people call me Jake, or Bear. I’m your uncle’s mechanic, back up pilot, and the husband of this beautiful woman you were holding in your arms. So, what do you have to say for yourself you cad?”

Tom took a step back looked Bear straight in the eyes, “I say that woman of yours gives great hugs. You’re a very lucky man Bear.”

Bear looked at Gayle and she looked back stunned and then they both looked at Gus with a smile on their faces and nodded. 

“I told you I hoped he would fit in, what do you two think?”

Bear covered Tom’s head with one hand and squeezed and tousled his hair. “He’ll do just fine Gus just fine indeed. What do you think honey?”

Gayle looked Tom in the eyes and touched his cheek, “He’s stronger than he looks or thinks he is, he’ll do fine. You two have nothing to worry about this one’s got a good head on those shoulders.” 

She turned and picked up a large purse from the ground and reached inside pulling out a large manilla envelope. “Flight plans, navigation aids, visas, for all of us and all the permits we’ll need.” She put it back in her purse. “Now if you men are done goofing off maybe we could get the plane loaded and get going before the end of the day.”

“Yes Ma’am! Gus and Bear snapped to attention and saluted her then moved to the truck. 

Looking back over his shoulder Gus said, “Come on Tom you heard the boss we got work to do, let’s move it.”

Tom jogged over to the truck just as Bear got there and looked in the back. He looked at the piles of cloth and metal along with all of the tanks. “Boss, what is all of this stuff?”

Before Tom could answer his uncle said, “you’ll find out when the time comes meanwhile let’s get it loaded and secured for the flight.” Then Uncle Gus winked at Tom and started to unload the truck. After an hour the plane was loaded the cargo secured, the baggage was loaded, and Gayle and Bear where bring in two large coolers. They secured them and stepped outside again.  

They checked the truck inside and out and their car also. Then they pulled both vehicles into the hanger and locked it up. As Bear walked back from the truck he throws something at Tom, “You might want this for later.” Tom looked in his hands, and it was his hat and goggles.

They boarded the plane Gus was in the pilot's seat and Bear was in the copilot’s seat. Gayle was sitting across the aisle from Tom and holding on to the armrest tightly. 

Tom looked at her quizzically, “You’re not afraid of flying are you Mrs. Palmer?”

She snapped her head to look at him, “Only take offs and landings dear. And Mrs. Palmer was Bear’s mother, so don’t ever call me that, again got it Mr. Mellon.”

Tom watched her and reached out to touch her hand. “So what do you want me to call you if not Mrs. Palmer. I could just call you HEY YOU. But that sounds a little rude, don’t you think? I know I’ll call you PERSASS.”

Gayle looked at him stunned and then smiled and then confused, “If you call me Hey You in front of my husband you’ll be flying through the air without a plane. No one disrespects me in front of that sweet mountain of a man, and don’t ever forget that. Now this name Persass what is that anyway?”

The plane was rolling down the runway picking up speed. 

Tom continued to talk soothingly to Gayle, “Well it could stand for Personal Assistant, or it could be and inside joke about you being Persian, as in some exotic treasure. But if Bear ever found out I wouldn’t be around for long would I?” 

The plane took to the air and climbed to their cruising altitude, once they leveled off Gayle visibly relaxed.

“Your pretty slick there kid. I almost didn’t realize we were taking off. Thanks.” 

Just then Bear filled the cockpit doorway and saw Tom holding Gayle’s hand. “Young man how come every time I see you; you have your hands on my wife?” 

He smiled at Gayle “you ok honey? We tried to make it as smooth as we could.”

Gayle looked at him with love in her eyes. “Just fine Sweetness, Tom was keeping my mind off of it. But we do have a small problem, what should Tom call me? I won’t go by the name of Mrs. Palmer, and you know why so forget it. So, what can he call me that won’t be inappropriate?”

Bear hung his head in thought, “I got it! Have Tom call you Mama Bear. That will work.” He said it with a straight face as if he really meant it. 

Gayle looked at him as if he had two heads, “You’re not seriously putting that out there are you?”

“Why not? It’s not disrespectful and it does make him sound like part of the family. So what’s wrong with it?” 

He pokes his head back into the cockpit, “Hey Gus, what do you think of Tom calling Gayle, Mama Bear?”

Gus chuckled, “I see no problem with it but I’m not foolish enough to give the okay if Gayle doesn’t like it.”

Looking back at his wife, “Gus is find with it beautiful.” 

He looked at Tom, “What do you think Tom would you be alright calling her that?”

Tom smiled and got into the fun of the moment by looking at Gayle and batting his eyelashes as he looked into her stern face. “Please, pretty please MRS. PALMER can I call you Mama Bear? It very respectful besides no one messes with the mama bear do they?”

Gayle laughed and swatted at him playfully, “You scamp! Okay you can call me that at least until you become an adult then you better call me Gayle you got it?”

“Yes Ma’am Mama Bear whatever you say.” Tom sits back in his seat looking like the perfect gentleman. 

Both Bear and Gayle looked at each other and then at Tom and busted out laughing, Tom joined in. 

Gus heard the laughter, “What all the laughing about?”

Bear turns to him holding onto the door frame, “Gayles got a new handle, Mama Bear.” He kept chuckling. 

Gus turned on the PA system and made the following announcement, “It is with great pleasure that Mellon Airways welcomes or newest passenger, Mama Bear. Welcome aboard.”

Gayle shook her head, “I’m going to live to regret this aren’t I?” Bear just shrugged and returned to the copilots’ seat. 

Once he settled in and the plane was on autopilot, Gus got up and came back to the cabin. He kneeled between the two holding onto the chair arms. “Ok that was a good bit of teasing, but seriously what should he call you Gayle? I won’t have him being disrespectful to you. So you decide what is okay with you and let us know alright.” He went to the cooler and got a bottle of water. 
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*Chapter 2*
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He stopped at a small table looking at the maps, he found what he was looking for and brought out the calipers and made some calculations. Then he turned to Tom, “Come here boy and I want you to plot the course to or next point, Reykjavik Iceland.”

“Iceland? But I thought we are going to Australia aren’t we going the wrong way?”

Gayle said, “That’s a real good question. I tell you what sit down at that table, and you figure out how do we get from Illinois to Australia.” 

“But here’s the kicker you have the range of 2100 miles MAX., and you can only do that with the extra fuel tanks, and you can’t carry any more or you won’t be able to get off the ground. Now you should also know we fly at 155 – 190 mph max speed is 207 mph, and we go through between 90 – 100 gallons of fuel per hour. So, that’s your problem and the parameters you must work within. So get to work find us a way to get there to Darwin Australia and figure out how long it will take us to get there.”

Tom got up and went to the table he looked at the maps. He had the maps for the whole world; he was confident that they were going the wrong way. After looking at the maps for a while and not measuring anything, “Here you go I thought so, San Diego to Hawaii to Hong Kong to Darwin. Easy peasy,”

“Are you a good swimmer Tom? Because it you go that route, you’re going to tow us to land a few times to get fuel. Now sit down and do the work smart boy. And just because you spoke without thinking first; you now have 45 minutes to figure it out.”

“And if I don’t?”

“That’s easy we throw you out! we don’t ever carry dead weight in this outfit.” Gus stood in the cockpit doorway sipping his water. “If I were you I’d figure it out quickly, and you better be right.”

Tom was uncertain about whether or not Uncle Gus was kidding. He stared first at his face and then Gayle’s Neither of them gave anything away. He began to believe they weren’t joking and that made him focus on the task at hand. 

Looking above the table was a strip of wide medical tape. Written on it was 155-190mph, 1500-2100 mile max. avg. 1491 mile, 90-100 gal/hr. The same things Gayle had told him, but he couldn’t remember. He found the scale on the map and set the calipers for the distance of 1500 miles. 

Now he started to find the path to Australia. Going directly there wouldn’t work. And going down to South America and then over didn’t work either. So, West and South don’t work. Let’s try North he thought, up to Alaska over to Russia to Japan Then
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