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Dedication 

This book, Eighteen Wheels is dedicated to a guy named Jay Preall, whom I hardly know. He read a poem of mine (Eighteen Wheels) and suggested that there might be a book in that poem. That was all the inspiration I needed, but without it, I probably would not have written this—my first book. Small things matter.
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Foreword  
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Out there on the highway

Rambling down the road

Almost done with this day

Towing a heavy load

As this trucker drives

A dark thought fills his head

It’s not that late

He should ride on

But wrestles with

An urge that’s strong

Then gets off

At exit 4 instead

Eighteen Wheels

Across state lines

Unobserved

Hard to find

No one suspects this rig’s

A harbinger of death

Eighteen Wheels

Pulls in the lot

A prostitute

Wrong time wrong spot

Climbs in and suffers

Until she gasps her final breath

Eighteen Wheels

He’s quenched his thirst

Won’t be the last

Was not his first

He’ll get some sleep

Then hit the interstate again






One day, while driving from St. Louis to Kansas City to visit my daughter, Tracey, I was trying to think of a subject to write a poem about. I saw an eighteen-wheeler truck and counted the wheels on it, wondering how they were distributed. Yep. Eighteen wheels are correct, I thought. Then I thought Eighteen Wheels would be a cool name for a poem. 

I thought about what a trucker does, to see if an idea would come to me. One did. A very simple poem about a few brief moments of what I thought a typical trucker in the cab of his truck might experience while driving along. I liked it, so I shared it with some people from the writing club I go to. Someone commented that it’s OK, but maybe it could be spiced up somehow. I had thought about making the truck driver a serial killer before I wrote it, but as often happens, a poem (or any story) doesn’t always go in the direction you plan for it initially. I decided to keep it in the format I had, but make the driver a serial killer as originally conceived. It ended up as presented above. 

I sent the new poem out in an email to a few people that had seen the original, to get their feedback on this new spiced up version. One of them responded back that they thought I captured the essence of a serial killer in the poem and that it might make a good starting point for a book. I immediately felt confident that I could write that book, even though I had never written a fiction novel before. This book is my attempt at that.  

The driver (Shane Carver), from the beginning, is a cold, evil entity in the making. The early chapters in this book illustrate some of the events that happen or don’t happen, that allow him to become who he now is. In an attempt to isolate and dehumanize this character (make him like a boogey man), his actual name is provided in the first sentence of the first chapter, but not used again until those that are hunting him, find out who he is, late in the book. Until that point, Shane Carver is referred to as he or him. When there is any doubt about who is being referred to in a sentence, (he) or (him) in parenthesis is used so the reader can easily tell.  
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Chapter 1 - Just Another Day (Part 1)
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June 5, 2015: Shane Carver (He) doesn’t know why he does some of the things he does or what triggers them. But he thinks about it often, and this is what he does know. 

	He didn’t plan it the first time. It literally just dropped into his lap.







	He never fully plans it. That’s an important part of the experience.


	He loves the Rush. Nothing else compares.


	If he doesn’t control himself, he will be controlled.


	And he doesn’t want to be controlled. Ever! – He does the controlling.  


Perched behind the steering wheel in the cab of his Kenworth T600 Semi Truck, smoking a cigarette; he watches Interstate 40—the Main Street of America—run under his wheels. He’s traveled back and forth along this section of highway between California and Texas hundreds of times in the last twelve years. Driving this same route for all this time is monotonous, like brushing your teeth every day, but he doesn’t tire of it; it suits him. 

He is single with no family (an orphan), and though he has what he calls trail mates, he has no true friends, no pets, and doesn’t tolerate stress well. He has learned that he and everyone else fare better when he merely watches the world go by than when he engages with it. So, yeah, this way of life suits him fine. 

Bob Seger’s ‘Turn the Page’ plays on the radio as he takes a drink of water from his forty two ounce YETI cup.  

He left San Diego with an empty load this morning at about 8AM. He’s on the second day of a two-day trip back to Amarillo. It’s a pretty easy run, and he never has to rush. Sometimes, like today, his mind drifts back to before the first killing—before he became addicted.   

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

First Memories
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The first memory he has, which he is sure is real, is of being with his actual mother and father. He knows he was four years old because the Petition for the Transfer of Custody for the adoption papers that he has seen is dated September 9, 1985. He would have turned four years old about a month before that. He remembers a woman, he’s sure it was his mom, holding him and talking lovingly to him—or she could have been reading to him in a sunny room of a home he has no other memory of. She had a thin face and stringy hair, but in her eyes was love. 

He hears a loud male voice in an adjoining room complaining about something. In a short while, as he recalls, an unshaven man wearing jeans and a wife-beater T-shirt bursts into the room, destroying the calm moment. He starts yelling at the woman. The man strikes the woman, and (he) is dropped onto the couch, but then tumbles onto the floor. Everything spins, and his vision and hearing become unclear. That’s the end of the memory—the only recollection he has of his true parents.   

On Aug 28, 1985, his mother, who was a prostitute and a heroin user, died of an apparent overdose in the same home that he remembers her holding him in. It apparently took his father twelve days to decide what to do with him. His mother’s name was Karen Elizabeth Ryan, and his father’s name was John Mason Carver. No relatives from either his mother’s or father’s side have ever reached out to him. He was literally pulled out by the roots of the family tree when his father released him into the custody of the state. August 28th and September 9th are important dates for him.   

He remembers his first foster care home—the unease of being introduced to the new family while still experiencing sadness and confusion from the loss of his parents. There are four children there; none belong to the foster parents and the foster parents are not very loving. They either don’t want anyone to get too attached, or they’re doing it for the money—or both. He’s there for about a year and a half and does not get close to either of the foster parents or the other kids, who are all at least four years older than him. There is little fighting but also little bonding; just doing time. At the age of six, he remembers getting a used bike.  

He does not go to Kindergarten. It is not mandatory in California at this time, and his foster parents have decided it would be easier to keep him home than have to start dealing with school. After all, he’s not going to be there long. 

He remembers first grade though. The classrooms are clean and orderly, unlike his foster home. All of the first-grade teachers are women except for one. The male teacher (Mr. Bates) is the one he gets. All the first-grade teachers are nice except for one. His teacher is not really mean, but he prioritizes discipline over nurturing. Very quickly, everyone in this teacher’s class learn to be seated before 8:35AM, not to speak unless spoken to, and no squirming around—that distracts him. Unfortunately, he is almost as strict when he is recess monitor as he is in the class. You can play, but you can’t get wild and you can’t be too loud. Mr. Bates is always watching.   

He remembers sitting at the kitchen table. He has pulled off the wings of a fly that he caught, and he’s fascinated as it scurries around on the table; changing direction every time he pokes it with his finger. He hears his foster parents in the other room. When one of them walks into the kitchen, he quickly squashes it.

Immediately following the end of the 1988-1989 school year, the foster parents gather the kids all together to have a meeting. This is a first. They announce that they are going to have a baby. They have been trying for many years and the foster mother is finally pregnant. They are very excited. Unfortunately though, they want to devote full time to raising their very own new baby. (He) and the other foster kids will all be leaving within three weeks to either new foster homes or a foster care center. The foster parents tell them that it has been great taking care of them and wish them the best of luck. They make no mention of keeping in touch, even to the older ones.   

​
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Second Foster Home   
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A second foster family is not immediately available, so he spends some time in a group home before being taken in by Stephen and Connie Richardson. Connie is a stay-at-home mom, and Stephen is employed as a utility worker for the Southern California Edison Company in Pomona, California. They have two kids of their own, Jimmy (six) and Martin (nine), a mutt named Winston (yeah, Stephen smokes), and several fish in a forty-gallon tank in the basement. 

They have been fostering one child at a time since they had Jimmy. They are trying to help—Connie more than Stephen. Stephen goes along because he knows it’s important to Connie. He’s not that involved. The previous orphans they’d taken in were infants, and each was adopted within six months. (He) will become the first and last foster child older than a toddler that they take in.   

He is eight years old at this point, right in between the other two boys. He is big for his age though, almost as big as Martin. Connie is very friendly, a little overly friendly for (him). He’s not used to it and it makes him feel uncomfortable. Stephen and Martin can be well described as cordial. Jimmy is almost oblivious about the whole thing. He seems to see (him) as a new friend he is just meeting who’s going to spend the night or something. 

After the initial home introduction, he is shown his new room. It is light blue, un-straightened, and there are bunk beds. Though he is closer to Martin’s age, he’s closer in grade to Jimmy, so it is decided he will share this room with Jimmy, the six-year-old. Thoughtfully, they give (him) the choice of top or bottom bunk, and he surprises them by choosing the bottom.    

Several weeks later, little has changed in the family dynamic, except Jimmy no longer thinks of (him) as a new friend. Jimmy’s attempts to befriend him, per his mother’s suggestion, are met with disinterest and then avoidance. In some ways, (he) has already matured (or hardened), and he sees Jimmy as just a little kid that he doesn’t know and doesn’t want to know. 

Connie keeps trying to be more friendly, without successfully making a connection with (him), and this makes (him) feel even more uneasy. Stephen and Martin are still just cordial, even when they include him in their activities per Connie’s requests. He goes through the motions (tries to be cordial), but he doesn’t connect, he doesn’t belong, and he doesn’t care about these people.  

A couple months later, all the kids have begun the school year. Jimmy is in first grade, (he) is in second, and Martin is in fourth. This day is August 27,1989. Tomorrow will be the fourth anniversary of his mother’s death and in some ways, as he sees it, his own. 

He is only eight years old, but he already sees himself as unfairly screwed in this world. The anniversary is just a big fat reminder of that. And this family he is living with is a constant reminder of what he cannot have. They love and care for each other. Even the dog and the fish are cared for in love. Although Connie, at least, is trying to reach him—trying to touch him—she is not even close to succeeding. And he feels nothing but a growing distaste for all of them.   

August 28th arrives. He can’t stop thinking about his mother’s death and his loss. He’s in school, and the teacher (in his current state of mind) is in the background, lecturing about something to do with sentence structure. 

She suddenly asks him, “What is the verb in this sentence?”  

He doesn’t respond.   

She sees he is not paying attention and calls out his name.   

He looks up, feeling angry at being disturbed and still does not respond.   

She persists, “What is the verb in the previous sentence?”   

He says, “What sentence?” He doesn’t really care about the stupid sentence at this point. Possibly the only person who ever loved him died. He is alone in this world, and the teacher is badgering him about sentence structure. The absurdity of it grows in him.   

She says, “In the sentence, ‘Johnny ran after the rabbit.’ What is the verb?”   

Frustrated and giving up somewhat to the anger building up inside him, he mumbles, “I don’t care.” under his breath while clenching his fists.   

The teacher thinks she heard him but can’t believe it, coming from a second grader. She says, “I didn’t hear you. Please repeat what you said.”   

He hesitates for a moment and then totally loses it and yells “I DON’T GIVE A SHIT ABOUT THE VERB IN THAT SENTENCE! I DON’T CARE ABOUT ANY OF IT! DID YOU HEAR THAT??? ASK ONE OF THE   OTHER STUPID KIDS IN THIS CLASS. LEAVE ME ALONE!” Then he lets out a yell. “AAAHHHHHHHH!”   

He picks up the chair he is sitting in, looks at the kid sitting to his right for a moment, with the chair raised above (his) head, musters just a little control, and smashes the chair into the floor, a foot or so from the child he was looking at. He then just stands there, his mind blank.   

The teacher approaches him, still in the background from his perspective, and says, “Are you OK?”   

He considers what a stupid question that is and coolly says, “ran.”   

She says, “What?”   

He says, “Ran is the verb.” And a very slight grin appears across his now calm face.   

The teacher takes a couple of steps back.

An hour or so later, his foster mother and he are sitting in the principal’s office. The principal explains what happened in the words of the teacher and asks him if that accounting of it is accurate, in his view. He felt a sense of relief and power when he exploded, and immediately afterward, but he is just an eight year old kid and doesn’t know what to do about the mess he is now in. 

He lies and says he doesn’t know what happened. The teacher was asking him a question, and he didn’t know   the answer. She kept asking and he didn’t know. Then she took him to the office. He doesn’t remember anything else. He sticks to the story.

Later, the principal talks to a couple of the kids in the classroom, including the boy who was almost hit with the chair, and of course they corroborate the teacher’s version of what happened. It doesn’t happen very often in grade school, but he is suspended for two weeks. He must see a psychologist, and his foster parents must produce a note from that psychologist stating that it is OK (safe) for him to return to school.   

In his life, this is one of the more responsible consequences of his outbursts that he will receive. Unfortunately, the state-provided psychologist that he meets with does not connect with him at any level, does not learn anything useful (including the fact that his recent eruption occurred on the date that his mother died), and finds nothing disturbing about him in their mostly one-sided conversation. So, the requested note is provided, suggesting no further treatment.

Three years have gone by. He is no longer sharing a room with Jimmy. Foster mom felt uncomfortable with that arrangement after his outburst in school. She was not concerned enough to send (him) back to the foster care agency (if she had been the boy sitting in the seat next to (him) when he had his meltdown, she would have), but she did move the bunk beds into Martin’s room, where the two boys have roomed together up until the present. He is now as big as Martin, and Martin is somewhat intimidated by him.    

Martin is a good kid and has a few good friends. (He), on the other hand, is not a good kid. He’s still young enough, at eleven years old, that no one notices the things that he does that are bad except for Martin. Martin sees him ask weaker kids at school for their lunch money (and they give it to him). Martin sees him trip a boy on the blacktop playground as they are playing tag and then act like he didn’t. Martin sees him smoking cigarettes after school with Dean Brickson and Jake Smalls, who are in sixth grade with Martin but who often get in trouble and have previously been suspended for fighting.   

One day, Martin comes home, and his mom is waiting for him in his room. (He) is also in the room, sitting on the bottom bunk. She’s holding a pack of cigarettes. “Martin,” she says. “I am so surprised and disappointed to find these cigarettes in your room.”   
Martin is surprised also—caught off guard as a matter of fact and says, “They are not mine, Mom.”   

She looks at Martin doubtfully and says, “Well, whose are they then?”  

Martin looks at (him), and (he) looks at Martin hard. “They are not mine,” Martin protests, feeling cornered.   

“I found them in a box on your side of the closet,” foster mother says.   

Martin looks at (him) again and receives a cold stare. Martin considers his situation and what it could mean based on how he responds going forward. Martin decides to keep his dignity and says, “Mom, they are (his). He smokes after school with some of the other troublemakers in my grade. Now he’s trying to get me in trouble.”   

She looks down at (him), and he looks at her, convincingly saying, “Martin is lying because he doesn’t want to get into trouble.”   

(He) is the younger of the two, so she has trouble believing he would be smoking. On the other hand, Martin has never done anything like this before. She knows his friends and doesn’t envision them smoking. She finds herself starting to believe Martin, but then considers, “Is that only because he’s my real son?” She sees the unfairness of that, but she also wants to nip this in the bud. She doesn’t want either one of them smoking. She never smoked and considers it foul. She also believes kids who smoke will likely get into more trouble. So she says, “I don’t know which one of you two to believe. You are both grounded until one of you claims these cigarettes. Then, there will be no more smoking. I won’t have it.” She leaves the room.   

(He) is staring at Martin. Martin is angry but doesn’t want to confront him, so Martin lowers his head and leaves the room as well.

Several days later, on a Wednesday, school is over, and (he), Dean, and Jake are having a cigarette at a picnic table in a small park between school and his foster home. Jake says he’s having some friends sleep over Saturday night, and they are going to sleep in a tent, listen to music, and sneak out later in the night. Does (he) want to come over? All the cool kids will be there. 

(He) doesn’t care about cool kids. He doesn’t really care about Jake or Dean, although he prefers their company to kids that are his age. He’s never done a sleepover, though; he likes music, and sneaking out sounds fun. He says he’d like to come, and then he remembers that he’s grounded. He tells Jake he’ll get back to him about it.   

He goes home and goes to his room, where he spends almost all of his time. He thinks about spending the night at Jake’s. Then he thinks that he can’t. Then he thinks how he spends almost all his time in this room; even though it’s his choice. Then he wants to spend the night at Jake’s. Then he knows that he can’t. All because Martin ratted him out. He keeps going round and round with this kind of thinking. The more he does, the more he wants to spend the night at Jakes and the madder he gets at Martin.   

That night, he and Martin are lying in bed. Martin is on the top bunk. He almost never speaks to Martin, but this night he says in as kind of a voice as he can muster, “Hey Martin.”   

Martin, cautiously surprised, says, “What?”   

(He) says, “I want you to say the cigarettes are yours. I don’t know how, but I will make it up to you.”   

Martin says, “No! I can’t believe you are even asking that. You are the one that’s smoking, and I’m in trouble because of it.”   

(He) doesn’t care about that. He says, “Please? I really need you to do this.”   

Martin says, “No. It’s not happening.”   

After a little more back and forth, (he) becomes frustrated and, under his breath, says, “You’re going to wish you did.”   

Martin barely hears it and is chilled but does not back down. Martin goes to sleep, while (he) lies there awake ruminating about wanting to spend the night at Jake’s, not being able to, and getting ever more angry at Martin.  

Thursday, after school, (he) meets up with Dean and Jake in the park again. He tells Jake he can’t spend the night because his foster brother (he won’t call him ‘brother’) Martin ratted him out for having cigarettes. He makes it sound like Martin found them and told his mom proactively.   
Dean says, “I know Martin. He’s a dork. Sounds just like something he would do.”   

Jake says, “It’s too bad you can’t spend the night. We’re going to have a lot of fun. Your brother really screwed you.”   

“He’s not my brother, Jake! Don’t call him that again. He’s just a dork like Dean said, and he sure did screw me.”

Martin usually walks home through the park too, although (he) never acknowledges him to Dean and Jake. Unfortunately (for Martin), Martin stayed after school a while talking with his own friends before leaving by himself.   

Dean looks up from the picnic table, sees Martin, and says, “Hey, speak of the devil. There’s your br... There’s Martin; the big dork.”   

“Yeah,” (he) says. I knew he’d be coming along sooner or later. Let’s go.”  

They walk quickly to get in front of the path Martin is heading in. Martin sees them up ahead, and he sees that they see him. His first inclination is to turn and go back or to veer right or left; but going back would be totally cowardly. He senses if he goes left or right, they will follow him, and eventually there will still be a confrontation, so he forces himself to continue forward. 

When they are about ten feet away, Dean, who has never spoken to him before, says, “Hey Dork! Want to have a smoke with us?”   

Martin keeps moving forward and says, “No thanks.”   

The three of them block his path, and Martin stops. 

Jake gives Martin a little nudge. Dean gives him a little push. They stand there for a few moments; Martin feeling queasy. 

(He) looks at Martin and says, “You look scared, Martin—like you might cry. Are you going to cry for us? Baby!”   

Martin finds that his pride exceeds his fear in this moment and says, “No. I’m not going to cry. Now get out of my way!”   

He starts to walk through them, and Jake trips him. Martin starts to get up, and Dean punches him in the face. Martin is surrounded by all three of them but now happens to be facing (him). Martin tackles (him) and punches him in the face. The other kids pull Martin off and hold him to prevent him from getting away. (He) gets up and tells the others to keep holding Martin. 

(He) punches Martin directly in the face. He punches him in the stomach two times, and Martin folds over. Dean and Jake let him drop to the ground, thinking it’s enough to teach Martin a lesson.   

(He) has now lost it though, and begins kicking Martin hard to the body over and over again, while yelling “I told you! I told you!” Dean and Jake go to pull (him) away, but (he) slips out of their grip and kicks Martin directly in the side of the head. (He) would have continued, but Dean and Jake successfully drag (him) a few feet away and pin (him) on the ground. (He) is still screaming and   struggling for another fifteen seconds and then settles down.   

Dean and Jake get up to check on Martin’s condition. (He) gets up to make sure Martin didn’t get away. They look down, and blood is trickling out of Martin’s ear. He is not moving or conscious. Dean and Jake are worried and scared. (He) looks down at Martin with no concern and realizes his time with this foster family is over. He then looks at Dean and Jake and stares them down.

They get help, and Martin is taken to a hospital. He has a slight concussion and a ruptured eardrum. The three boys are interviewed to determine what happened, and they all state that Martin and they got in an argument, which turned into a fight. One of them—they are not sure which—punched Martin in the side of the head, and he went down. They saw he was unconscious and had a bloody ear, so they went and got help.   

They are asked about some bruises on Martin’s torso and right leg. They admit that they kicked him a couple times the first time he went down, to keep him from getting up because he was holding his own. They spread the blame equally among each other though, and never reveal that (he) kicked Martin in the side of the head. (He) did not even have to coach Dean and Jake as to what to say. They shared the blame and protected him because they were afraid of him. He knows it, and this produces an empowering sensation within him.   

(He) is right about his time with this foster family being over. When Martin comes to, he tells his side of the story. Foster Dad and Mom both believe their child and ultimately they don’t press charges, but both agree that (he) is bad news, and they just want him gone.

Shortly after the episode with Martin, (he) is placed in an emergency foster care facility to determine what to do with him going forward. The police report suggests that he could be violent, but it’s also possible he was just hanging around with bad company. They ultimately decide to give him another chance with traditional foster care. He goes through a couple more foster care families with similar negative results before eventually being placed in a Level B Elevated Needs Foster Care Group Home.    

​
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Group Home 
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Four years later.... (He) is fifteen now and has been at the Intensive Treatment Foster Care (ITFC) Group Home in Pomona, California for a little over a year. It’s an all-boy facility, and only male attendants work there. The home is a large (3500 square foot) ranch-style building with six bedrooms, three bathrooms, and no basement. The capacity is eight children (two to a room), leaving two bedrooms for the attendants. 

This place is more structured than the traditional foster care homes (he) stayed at. No little brats running around. No sweet, over-affectionate, gullible foster mothers trying to save him. They keep a pet dog there—a small Shih Tzu, named Sergeant. (He) hates that dog. It’s always yelping. Some of the other boys there take to it though, so it serves a purpose. Each of the seven boys currently staying there has to take care of its needs (feeding it, taking it out to the bathroom, taking it for walks) for a month at a time. When it comes to his turn, he finds it very difficult and does the least he can to care for the little beast.   

During the school year, he attends the local High School. He is allowed to hang out after school, but he has to either state what he’s going to do and where he’s going to be prior to leaving school or return to the home after school to tell them and then go back out again. Then, he has to be back by dinner. There is a similar process between dinner and bed time and on the weekends. The process is good, but all the attendants implementing it are not, so he is still not monitored as much as he should be. 

There are four attendants. Two at a time stay there for twelve-hour shifts, seven days a week. Just like school teachers, if one can’t make it, you get a substitute. There are recorded episodes of trouble that (he) has been involved in since beating up his foster brother, Martin, so he has been assigned a psychologist/counselor that he begrudgingly meets with once a month for a half hour. He is an uncooperative patient and usually does not respond or lies when asked about his past or why he has done some of the things he does. 

Now is that day of the month, and he is meeting with his counselor, Brad. Brad has been given all the paper work in (his) file, from the time he entered the foster care system and has actually, diligently studied it. He sees this patient as a hard nut to crack but takes the challenge seriously. Brad is still young—only two years out of college. That’s why he’s working here for the government instead of his own practice.   

Brad: “The last time we talked, we were just beginning to talk about your real parents, and then we ran out of time. I’d like to start there today.”  

Him: No response.  

Brad: “Do you have any memories of your real parents?”  

No response again.  

Brad: “It says here, that your mother died and that your father gave you up for adoption shortly after that. What do you think about your father giving you up?”  

He lies and says, “I don’t.”  

Brad: “Do you remember your mother?”

He lies again, “No.”

Brad: “I’m sure she was a good mother and loved you.”

“Really?” (he) says. “How do you know, Brad? Maybe she was a bitch and maybe I’m better off because she is dead.”

Brad: “I’m sorry. I don’t know. But if you have no memory of her, I assume she was like most mothers—a good mother, and that she loved you.”

Him: “I don’t want to talk about this anymore. I’m done.”

Brad: “I understand. It’s a tough subject for you, but it’s good that we touched on it. We’ll come back to this again in the future, when you are more ready.”

Him: “I don’t think so.”

Brad changes the subject and for another five minutes probes elsewhere.

(He) keeps his eyes straight ahead, looking into nothing and doesn’t respond anymore.

Brad ends the session, saying, “I’ll see you next month.”

He has not thought about his real parents for a long time. He knows that going down that rabbit hole leads to feelings that he can’t stand and can’t control, so he avoids it. While  he used to hate his father and have some sense of love (if that is possible for him) or need for his mother, he now thinks he understands and relates to his father more and hates his mother because she is the source of these unwelcome feelings. He no longer needs her or anyone else. Yet, now that Brad has brought it up, he is thinking about it again and can’t seem to turn it off.

It’s a couple of days later now, and he is still ruminating on his real parents—on his real mother—on these feelings that are alien and creeping into him. He hasn’t been sleeping well and is agitated but still trying to hold it together. If that’s not enough, it’s his turn to take care of Sergeant this month. It’s Saturday morning, and he has to let the dog out into the fenced back yard to do his business. 

Even though the yard is fenced, the boys are told to stay outside with the pet because there are hawks and other large birds that might be able to harm the small dog or even carry it off. While out there, he notices the rodent bait station up next to the foundation of the house, away from the back door. The lid appears to be slightly hanging over. These stations are always locked to keep other animals and children from getting into them. He checks, and the bait looks fresh and full. 

The thought that now crosses his mind is not a new thought; just one that he has never entertained before because the station is always locked. It is a welcome thought, because it interrupts the other thoughts and feelings he’s been having related to his mom. The thought quickly turns into a plan.   

Later that day, he is surprised when the dog eats its food heartily after (he) has mixed a lot of the poison bait with it. It’s almost as if Sergeant prefers his food with this additive. Nothing happens for the first couple days, and he thinks maybe the poison is not strong enough, or he didn’t mix in enough to kill the small dog. But on the third day, the dog appears to be ill, and on the fourth day, someone else finds Sergeant dead in the community room on the little cushion where he likes to sleep. 

There is some blood coming out of his nose (Reminds him of Martin). One of the attendants suggests that it was probably heart worm, as they always declined the veterinarian’s suggestion for heartworm prevention medicine.   No one suspects anything. “What a rush,” he thinks as he looks down at his work, surrounded by people that have no clue he is responsible. And as a bonus, the troublesome feelings and thoughts he has recently been experiencing are gone. He will never feel them again.

Over the next few years, he hangs out with some of the rougher types in school and at the home but doesn’t get close or connect with any of them. He has a few outbursts (fights), but they always happen when there is an adult male figure around, close enough to break them up, so nothing gets out of hand.   

He had a dozen more sessions with Brad before Brad moved on to start his own practice, but always dodged the questions about his real parents in general and his mother specifically, by just saying, “I’m not ready.” He is now eighteen years old and has graduated High School. He is allowed to leave foster care and has decided to join the US Army. There is nothing in his file that prevents this.  
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Chapter 2 - Just Another Day (Part 2)
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June 5, 2015:  It’s a bright sunny day. (He) takes another drink of his water. Not because he’s hot. In fact, the cab is nice and cool. He drinks it just because the water’s there. He hydrates regularly. That’s a good habit of his. Something to do while he is driving. He’s still listening to the radio, but he always keeps the CB on as well. There aren’t many truckers that he talks to, though there are a few. He mostly listens to channel 19 for highway traffic information, such as accidents or speed traps that might affect his trip. 

Someone gets on and says, “Breaker-breaker, we got a bear in the air. I’m rolling on I-40 and just passed mile marker 170.”  

That’s pretty close. He immediately reduces his speed by five miles an hour. He owns his own vehicle, so he doesn’t have to worry about any consequences from getting a ticket other than the cost and the time lost, but he still does whatever he can to avoid them. He doesn’t respond and thank the caller. It’s not necessary. When you see something, you say something. Everyone follows that rule. In a few minutes, he notices mile marker 170 and the helicopter is no longer visible from this point. He’ll keep the speed down for a while.... He begins to think back about his time in the military. 

​
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Military - Recruitment  
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It’s August 16, 1999 and he gets one of the attendants from the ITFC group home he’s been living at for the last four years, to take him down to the Army Recruiting Office in Pomona. The attendant offers to take him back to the home when he’s done, but (he) has saved enough money to pay for this short bridge between his civilian life and his future military life. He will not be going back to the home. He gets out of the car with no luggage, thanks his ride for the ride without looking at him, and walks away towards the recruiting office.  

He enters the recruiting office and approaches a man sitting at a desk in the middle of the room wearing a blue Class B Army uniform. He notices that there is no rank insignia on the sleeve. He assumed recruiting officers were active duty, but in fact, they are not.  

The recruiting specialist looks up and asks if he can help him.  

(He) says “Yes. I’d like to join the army.”.  

The recruitment officer collects his name and contact information and then says, “Are you familiar with the delayed enlistment program? Do you want to join immediately or on some future date?”  

Him: “Immediately.”  

Recruitment Officer: “How old are you?”  

“Eighteen”  

Recruitment Officer: “You can take the ASVAB test today if you’d like. The ASVAB test determines whether you are eligible to join the Army and what careers you can select from. I’ll check it as soon as you take it, and then if you want, you can look over the list of possible career fields and make your selection today. You’ll have to come back tomorrow to get a physical and take the oath. Then you can be on a plane to basic training a day or two after that. How does that sound?”  

Him: “Let’s do the test, and I’ll pick a career today. I’m ready to start.”  

The recruiter is pleased. He’s not going to have to do any selling today. This fish just grabbed the baitless hook and inserted it into his own mouth.  

(He) passes the ASVAB test and from the careers he could choose from, selects Motor Transport Operator. He likes to drive and thinks he would like to operate large military vehicles.  

After selecting his career field and signing the enlistment contract, he asks the recruiter if there is a hotel nearby and could he use their phone to call a taxi. 

The recruiter understands instantly that the kid was dropped off and could use some help. This is not the first time he’s run into this situation. It’s late in the afternoon, and assisting this kid could be considered part of his job description, so he offers to drive him to a nearby hotel and to arrange for a taxi to be there to pick him up tomorrow to take him to his physical.  

​
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Military - Training  
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The next day he is picked up at 10AM and taken to the local Military Entrance Process Station (MEPS) where he undergoes a medical and physical evaluation (no problems are found) and he takes his oath. He is now in the army. 

He feels no sense of pride in serving his country. He has, however, secured a way to survive on his own outside of the confines of the foster care system. He feels like his real life is finally starting. He understands he will have to follow rules, but he also knows his life is going to get  larger, and he expects that he will have more freedom and control as a man (rather than a child), in his spare time. He is partially right. What he doesn’t realize yet, is that consequences for his choices can be greater as an adult than a child.  

Two days later, he is on a flight with a few other enlistees to Fort Leonard Wood Army base in Missouri for ten weeks of basic training and six weeks of Advanced Individual Training (AIT) on vehicles and field environments. He is in good physical condition; he is 6’2” and weighs 206 pounds. A little heavy for his age, but it’s muscle, not fat. His dad passed on good physical genes to him.  

Basic training is not difficult for him. He does well in his AIT. He has an inclination towards mechanical things, and he likes learning how to operate and maintain the different
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