

    
        
          Antique Adventure

        

        
        
          Hero To Be, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Philip Rivenburg, Jr

        

        
          Published by Philip Rivenburg, Jr, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      ANTIQUE ADVENTURE

    

    
      First edition. March 5, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Philip Rivenburg, Jr.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233993947

    

    
    
      Written by Philip Rivenburg, Jr.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

HERO TO BE | Book 3 | Antique Adventure | *Chapter 1*

*Chapter 2*

*Chapter 3*

*Chapter 4*

*Chapter 5*

*Chapter 6*

*Chapter 8*

*Chapter 9*

Also By Philip Rivenburg, Jr

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To those that taught me a love for different cultures. Thank you for allowing me to get to know you 


    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

HERO TO BE
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Tom climbed into the plane and strapped in for takeoff. He watched Gayle sit down at the navigation station and quickly plot a course for Greece. When she was finished he asked, “What’s wrong with Uncle Gus he looks really mad.”

“That letter is from the man that saved Bear’s and your uncle’s life back in the 90’s.”

“Ok, but I wouldn’t think that would make him angry. So what gives?”

“Here read it for yourself.” 

“Gus we’re ready for takeoff when you are,” as she moved to take the seat next to Tom.

“Rodger that, strap in here we go.”

Tom looked at Gayle and took her hand, “So tell me about how this man,” he read the name from the letter. “Vassilis Vlahos saved Bear and Uncle Gus. Sounds like it could be a great story.”

Gayle looked at Tom and smiled knowing that he was trying to take her mind off the takeoff. “Okay, but this was before I had joined up with those two lovable idiots, so I can only tell you what Bear told me years later understand.” 

Tom nodded while listening intently. 

“Ok, so what I was told was, your uncle and bear were working in Bosnia in 1993 or 94. There was a war going on and it was a real bloody thing too reports of genocide were in all the papers. Well, those two were working for Gazprom, a gas company in the area looking for new natural gas deposits.” 

“Having US passports wasn’t a good thing in that area at that time. When the fighting started moving in their direction it moved fast, and they had to abandoned the site and run for the border. But they got cut off by the advancing army, that’s where Vassilis Vlahos came into the picture. Bear never told me why the Greek was there he only told me that he smuggled them both out of the country and saved their lives.”  

“You know those two, they always pay their debts, and they both owe Vassilis a big one.” She let go of Tom’s hand as the plane leveled off. “Thanks sweetheart.” She kissed his temple and went back to navigation. 

“Anyway when he asked for help there was no way that they were going to turn him down. So we’re on our way to Greece, via Jakarta and Raipur.”

Tom brightly smiled, “Raipur? Are we going back to the same airport as before?” He looked at her hopefully, “Can we get more of that great Indian food like last time? PLEASE?”

Bear sticks his head out of the cockpit at that time, “Are you okay dear? What’s that look for Tom?”

“We’re find love this guy is a great traveling buddy during takeoffs, and that pitiful look you see on his face is him pleading for airport Indian food. I think we created and foodie dear now we have to pay the piper,” she chuckled.

Bear laughed, “I’ll let the pilot know the situation and I’m sure he’ll give you his order in a few minutes. And I wouldn’t be surprised if it takes us less than 20 hours to get there. That guy can almost bend time when Indian food is involved.” He laughed again and sat down in the co-pilot seat.

Over the planes PA system, “I hear there has been a request for Indian food, prepare to copy.”

Gayle got a piece of paper and wrote down his order then laughed out loud, “I think he just ordered everything on the menu.”

“Good, I’m getting hungry just thinking about it,” Tom said as he rubbed his belly.

“Oh, are you hungry? Here’s a little something that Amelia packed for our trip,” she threw him a sandwich. She watched him closely as his eyes lit up at Amelia’s name and as he tore into the sandwich. She cracked up so badly at his face as he tasted the sandwich that she snorted. 

Gus poked his head out, “what is so funny back here?”

“Oh god she’s trying to kill me this is disgusting, I thought she liked me at least.” He was wiping his tongue off on his sleeve and making retching sounds.

Gayle was laughing so hard she could barely breathe but she managed to look at Gus and get out one word, “Vegemite!” She wiped the tears from her eyes, “Oh man, you should see your face Tom.”

Gus was laughing now also and reached back to tap Bear on the shoulder and point at Tom. 

Bear saw Tom’s face and said, “She gave you a vegemite sandwich didn’t she? That is gross, and I don’t care if they say it’s an acquired taste. I don’t want to acquire it. Give me a PB&J any day.” He threw a bottle of water at Tom, “Here kid I’m with you on that stuff, this might help.”

Tom took the water and drank half and used the second half to rinse his mouth. “What was that vile stuff anyway?”

Gus had gotten his laughter under control, “That my friend was an Australian staple know as Vegemite. A food stuff made from leftover brewer’s yeast extract with some vegetables and spices added. Australians love the stuff.” He smiled at Tom, “Just so you know they feel the same way about a PB&J as you do about vegemite.”

“Well that settles it, it’s over between us I could never fall for a girl that eats that stuff and thinks a PB&J is as bad as this stuff.”

The three adults laugh all the harder after hearing that. Gus says, “That’s probably for the best,” and returns to his seat still smiling.

The rest of the trip to Jakarta they shared stories and had a good time. They refueled and took off to Raipur India. Gayle and Gus were talking about adventures they had shared in India over the years, and each story ended with a description of the meals they enjoyed during or after. By the time they landed they were starving so as Bear and Gus saw to the refueling Gayle and Tom made the food run. They brought back a feast, and they all ate until they wanted to bust. They grabbed a few hours of sleep and took off as Gayle was sleeping.

They landed on the island of Kefalonia in the afternoon. 

Vassilis meet them at the airport with a large truck in which they packed all their gear. Vassilis greeted them with a loud, “Ya sas,” and grabbed them in a bear hug. “My friends, it is so good to see you all again, Praise be that you’re here. Come get your stuff and let me take you to my home.” 

Gus and Bear patted him on the back, “Did you ever doubt that we would come if you ever needed help my friend,” Gus replied.

“Did you think we would ever pass up on your great cooking Vassilis. Let’s get this stuff loaded quickly I’m starving.”

“Oh my sweet Bear you’re always hungry. Though I can’t see how you can be after all of that Indian food you packed away earlier,” Gayle teased.

“Don’t be too hard on him Gayle, can’t you see he’s just a growing boy,” teased Vassilis. “Speaking of boys, who’s this young man you’ve got with you?”

“This is my nephew Thomas Becket Mellon, Vassilis. He lives with me now and he’s turning into quite the asset for the team.” He hugged Tom around the shoulders.

“In that case he’s family too.” Vassilis gave Tom a great bear hug. “Parakalo, you’re welcome my new friend, welcome to Greece. Let’s go.”

They climbed into the truck and soon arrived in a stone covered yard size parking area in front of a large two story stone house that was surrounded by other buildings. Beyond everything rows and rows of olive trees. 

Vassilis got out and helped Bear, Gus and Tom from the back of the truck. “Parakalo the house of Vlahos, this olive orchard and oil press has been in my family since Roman times. In fact that’s how I got my last name Vlahos means foreigner from back then. My family has lived on this land for over 1150 years.” He hung his head, “But I don’t know for how much longer that will be true. Today hanged, tomorrow dead.”

Tom looked at him, “What does that mean?”

“Oh sorry, old Greek saying, meaning things change quickly. That’s all.” Vassilis looked at the others, “But that’s not why I asked you here. I have a 5 acre plot that I would like to turn into more olive orchard, but it needs water, and I was hoping that you might be able to help me find a way to get water to the site.” He raised an eyebrow in hope. “But where are my manors let’s get you settled in and get you fed before we talk about an old man’s problems.” 

They grab their bags out of the truck and start to walk towards the door. The door opens and an explosion of joy and energy propels itself into Vassilis’ arms, “Grandpa you’re back!” The teenager lets go of her grandfather and looks at the people standing in the driveway. “Who are these people grandpa?”

“Makaria, these are the people I called to help us. Let me introduce them, Gayle and Jake “Bear” Palmer, Augustus “Gus” Caeser Mellon and his nephew Thomas “Tom” Becket Mellon.”

“Kalispera, good evening everyone. My name is Makaria, welcome to our home. Follow me and I’ll show you to your rooms.”

Tom, taking the last bag from the truck turned to see who was talking and he was stunned, Makaria was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. Her long dark hair and olive skin glowed in the setting sunlight. Her athletic frame clothed in a bright sundress drew his eye and stunned his brain. The others had said hello as they were introduced to her, Tom just stood there with his mouth open until Uncle Gus bumped his shoulder, “Aren’t you going to say hello Tom?”

Tom shook his head and said, “Ya Sou Makaria.”

Her eyes sparkled with



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
AW ore

x 777 7 Aaxn™

Philip Rivenburg

By

* L
=
=

< g =
—
{lll BT
Z =
=X ™
+ =X






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





