Out of nowhere, a freak thunderstorm appeared. Bill was near an open field when the rain came. There was no shelterNo shelter was in sight, so he nonchalantly draped his coat over his left shoulder and continued walking down the tracks. It was a strange sight; behind him, the skies were clear, and he could see beams of sunlight streaming down. In front of him, it was dark, with clouds moving at a high rate of speed from his left to his right.	Comment by Jennifer Kunkle: Perhaps a time reference here.  For example, "One night in May, a freak thunderstorm appeared out of nowhere."
The weather was very inconsistent since it was late springIt was late spring, the weather was very inconsistent, more so than in previous years. One day it would be eighty degreesIt would be eighty degrees one day and the next only forty. The plants were confused too, ; should they bloom or not? The rain, that was already causing flooding of the nearby stream, was accompanied by thunder and lightning. This wasn’t anything new to Bill, h. He’d been on the streets for some time now and had been through worse. He saw a lightning strike in the distance in front ofbefore him, then slowly counted, “oneOne, two, three, four, five, six…” BOOM! The ground vibrated as the thunder roared in the open skies. “Hmm,” he thought, “that means the storm is about six miles ahead, and the clouds appear to be moving in the opposite direction I’m walking.” 
Confident he wasn’t in any danger, he used this opportunity to rinse the dirt off his body. He placed his drenched coat down on the tracks, being careful to placecarefully placing it on the wooden sleeper (aka tie) and rail, to avoid getting it muddy. He took his shirt offremoved his shirt and used it as a rag to clean his face and upper body. He wrung out the shirt three or four times, noticing the dark water getting lighter each time he rung it out, then placed it back on. He looked around to verify that no one was nearby, then proceeded to take offremoved his pants. Standing there in his stained, worn, andin his stained, worn, holey underwear, he wiped down his scarred legs. He used the leg of his pants to wipe his butt; however, when he stretched his underwear to do so, they ripped. Not a small rip, but completely from the waist band to the crotch. “Shit!” he exclaimed, as he ripped off the rest of his briefs, throwing the scraps into a pile of debris off the tracks. “Commando it is.”
Bill spent three hours looking for the hobo camps. He was confused as to where they might have all gone. The dark clouds had turned into puffs of white cotton balls. The sun was shiningshone, and he even saw a few deer frolicking in the fields. There was a rainbow thatA rainbow crossed the sky, looking like it touched down on the other side of the tree line. It was so peaceful after a storm, ; the air smelled better, and the trees seemed to be waving to him.
Bill passed through the east side of town on his way back. It was close to dinner time, and he hadn’t even had breakfast or lunch. There were no soup kitchens or shelters here. The sidewalks were packed with people, all seemingly in a hurryhurrying to get somewhere. Bill’s legs weren’t long enough to keep up without running. He made it past the furniture store but stopped when he arrived at the Paramount Theater. He recalled his parents taking him there before they disappeared. 
The Paramount Theater was a work of art; built in 1918 and formerly known as the Liberty Theater. His parents couldn’t stop talking about how prestigious it looked. Bill couldn’t remember the name of the movimovie's name, but knew it starred the Marx Brothers. He turned and looked out at the street; the memory of his family brought tears to his young eyes. He Bill saw the newly introduced trackless streetcars (buses) that ran by electric lines overhead. He hadn’t ridden one yet, but had heard others speak of how comfortable they were. He was sure that if his parents were here, he’d be on one right now.
He continued his walk, slowing down when he passed a pastry shop, so he could to get a whiff of the confections inside. Bill’s clothes were dry, but the evening air and slight breeze gave him a chill. He put his coat on and fastened the two remaining buttons. The aroma of food was in the air, coming from the diner up ahead.
The diner was hopping this evening, busier than he’d seen it in the pastbefore. Bill took the alleyway next to the diner and headed to the back to check their trash for anything that looked edible. He climbed into the large bin and started diggindug through the remnants of someone’s dinner. He found a half-grilled cheese sandwich that looked good; he grabbed it and smiled as it was still warm. He turned to climb out and saw two of the largest field rats he’d ever seen. They wanted that sandwich as much as he did and jumped towards him. He screamed and climbed out as fast as he could. “Whew, the things a kid has to go through to get a meal”, ,” he thought.
Bill ate the grilled cheese as he walked back towards the Pastry Shop. He wanted to get another whiff of that caramel corn. He became a regular there, passing by slowly, around the same time each day. One day, a family came out eating the mouthwatering popcorn and dropped a few kernels as they walked by. He rushed to pick them up before the stray dogs that had been trolling the streets could get to them. He was in heaven as he took his time, popping one kernel into his mouth and savoring the sweet buttery caramel. He couldn’t decide if he wantedwhether to eat the other two pieces now or save them for later. It was now!
Unbeknownst to Bill, there were two sets of eyeswo sets of eyes were watching him, c. Curious as to why a child would be unattended on the street. They watched as he practically fought off two strays to get to a measly three morsels of popcorn. They’d seen him before, but never paid much attention to him, until tonight. They were the owners of the Pastry Shop. A middle-aged couple that  who arrived incame to town from Cleveland and opened the shop about five years ago (more tidbits from the Ms. Know-It-All in the diner). 
The woman went behind the counter and returned with a full bag of caramel corn and walked out the door towards Bill, who was still floating on cloud nine and didn’t see or hear her coming. 
Bill was startled when she knelt down. She said, “My name is Joan, and that’s my husband James at the door.; we’re We’re the Johnsons. What’s your name?” He almost ran off, until he noticed the popcorn. “Are you still hungry?” she asked as she presented the caramel delight to him. 
He smiled and said, “My name is Bill.” Then, he proceeded to snatchsnatched the popcorn from her hands and started munching as fast as he couldpossible. After four or five mouthfuls, he paused and politely said, “Thank you so much, ma’am,” then twisted the end of the bag to ensure he didn’t lose any and left. 
Joan and James stood there and watched as he disappeared into the night. “Did you see his clothes?” she asked James?
“Yes, and I’m glad it’s not winter, he’d freeze. I could see his toes hanging out of his left shoe.” James replied
Bill came back often and gradually took a liking to the couple. Over time, he explained to them why he was on the streets. He was twelve years old. Bill had been on the streets since shortly after his eleventh birthday, and it was currently well past his twelfth. The Pastry shop owners didn’t have kids and felt a need to help this child. They would place a sandwich in a metal tin with his name on it and place it outside each day in case he came by and was hungry. Once in a while, they’d throw in some sweets. 
Bill began staying longer and longer, talking with Joan and James. They were fun people and had good stories from their travels and managing a confectiontheir store. Six months later, Bill was working at the Johnson’s pastry shop. It sold other things too, but the people came mostly for the pastries and to partake in what happened when the shades were down. 
He really liked Joan and James, t. They treated him well and looked after him. They gave him a small room in the back to call home. It was heated, and had a cot, lamp, and small table. It was perfect. He was even provided with clean clothes to weargiven clean clothes and a brand-new pair of shoes.
James and Joan called him over after closing one night. Joan started, “Bill, we love having you here. You’re doing a great job behind the counter. Unfortunately, something unexpected has happened…” She paused and looked over at James.
“What my wife is trying to say, behind her tears, is that you’ve started to grow on us.” James jumped in, trying to smile and hide his emotions at the same time.
Bill was getting nervous; he was sure they were going toould kick him out. “I’m sorry if I’ve done something to upset you.”
“Oh no, dear boy, just the opposite. We wanted to tell you that we are in love with you.” Joan cried as she reached down to give Bill a huge hug. 
“That’s right, son, we love you and wanted to know if you’d like to live with us forever?” James asked, then clarified his question. “Well, at least until you get married,” he added with a smile.
Without blinking an eye, Bill said, “YES! I love you too and already feel like this is home.”
The Johnson’s were not overly religious but did attend Church church every Sunday. One Saturday evening, they came in and presented him with a suit and insisted Bill join them, which, of course, he said he would. “I’ve never been to Churchchurch,” Bill confessed. 
“That’s ok, son. You just need to be yourself, open your heart and your mind and absorb as much as you canmind, and absorb as much as possible.” James said.
“Oh, and mind your language. There’s no cursing at cChurch.” Joan added. Bill got most of his sour language from the streets, but the Johnsons were no angels and often swore when they got excited. 
Bill woke up late one morning and was confused to see them coming intoentering the store wearing their Sunday clothes on a weekday. James called him over to the table and softly spoke, “Bill, were you serious when you said you’d like to stay with us permanently?” Bill nodded yes as he looked over at Joan sitting directlyat Joan sitting across from him. Both Joan and James were smiling. 	Comment by Jennifer Kunkle: Since Bill woke up late, wouldn't the couple already be in the store in their nice clothes? Maybe something like, "Bill woke up late one morning and was confused when he entered the store and saw Joan and James wearing their Sunday clothes. "
Joan looked at James and said, “Let me tell him”. .” She scooted the chair around, making a screeching noise, so that she was eye- to- eye eye with Bill. “Bill, you know we’ve enjoyed you being here with us, helping in the store and telling us great stories. But you know, it’s not what we’re wanting want.” 
Bill’s eyes started to swell, and a tear snuck out. “You’re not going to kick me out, are you?” Bill said with a cracked voice. 
“Heavens, no,” Joan exclaimed, “We want you here all the time, but in a different capacity.” Bill looked confused. 
James said, “Son, we want to adopt you.” 
Bill was in a state of shock. James and Joan hugged each other, tears welling up in their eyes too. They both looked at Bill as he sat there motionless. 
“You want to be my new parents?” he asked. 
“Yes,” both James and Joan said simultaneously. 
Bill started crying, jumped out of the chair, and wrapped his arms around them both. “Hell yes,” he said.
The Johnsons had hoped that’s what he’d say; , especially since they had set upcheduled a meeting with the judge at 9:30 that morning. “Bill, go put on your suit, w. We’re going down to the courthouse,.” James said excitedly. Within an hour, Bill had a new set of parents. 
He had talked about his last name on the way to get the paperwork signed. “Do you mind if I keep my last name? It’s the only thing my parents gave me that I have left.” Bill uttered softly. 
“Of course, you can, and if someday down the road you change your mind, we’d be honoredyou change your mind, we’d be honored.” ,” Joan replied. 
 Bill was lost until he met the Johnsons, h. He had no future until he was taken in by this wonderful family, that may or may not have had ties with the local underworld. 	Comment by Jennifer Kunkle: I know you mentioned earlier something happens in the store "when the lights go down." You might want to hint a little more about the couple's other business before this. Maybe in the section where you talk about them not being overly religious, but steady church-goers.
Bill was very observant and watched as the covert operations were happening. Little by little, he was indoctrinated into the family business. Initially, his job was to watch the door and warn them if anyone he didn’t recognize showed upappeared. That was an easy job, h. He was good at it, but as he aged, he craved more responsibility, and more and clout in the family. His adopted adoptive parents were aware of his desires and were proud to admit that he had matured above his age. By his fifteenth birthday, he was involved in collectingcollected bets on the horses. By sSeventeen, he was not only collecting, but he was also managing that portion of the operations. He only stopped because of an incident that changed his life forever.
Bill was specifically responsible for collecting the bets, not collecting the money from the losers, ; that was Marvin’s job. Marvin was a large man that who could lift a Ford Coupe with just one hand, or so the rumors went. It was Marvin’s jobMarvin’s job was to track down and collect from the losers by any means possible. Bill wasn’t big or strong enough for this; shit, they would laugh if he came to them demanding money from their losing bets. 
Unfortunately, as circumstances would have it, Marvin caught a case of the claps from a whore over at the “Family’s” strip club. Marvin practically lived there not only because he was their bouncer, but because he also had a thing for a couple of the top attractions. Neither of which them knew that he was sleeping with the other. That is, until he got the gonorrhea.
Marvin wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, probably due to the large amounts of alcohol he put down each day or the powder that lined his nostrils. When the pus started coming out of his dick, he didn’t say a wordHe didn't say a word when the pus started coming out of his dick. Then, when it burned every time he tried to take a piss, he’d just drink more to dull the pain. Linda, one of the ladies of the evening, was missing her man and decided to pay him a visit. She knocked on his office door and entered before he could say a wordpeak. It wouldn’t have been intelligible anyway, as Marvin was three sheets to the wind. Linda was pretty lit, too, ; that’s probably why she didn’t notice the swelling and disfigurement in his groan area. She Linda massaged his enormous manhood until it was hard enough for her to sit on. She was already primed from exhibiting her body to the men in the audience, so she knew it wouldn’t take long. Linda looked back at Marvin and saw that he was passed out, so she helped herself to his deli meat.
Four days later, on February 2, 1933, she came running back from the doctor, and barged into Marvin’s office with a shotgun. “How the hell could you give me the Clap?s”, she yelled. 
Marvin was dumbfounded. Shit, he had no recollection of sleeping with her, so he yelled back, “What the fuck are y…” Before he could complete his sentence, she aimed the shotgun, pulled the trigger, and nearly shot off his entire dick. Marvin fell to the floor, screaming in pain. 
The damage had been done. He Marvin had buckshot in his lower body. No amount of alcohol or white powder would be able to alleviate this extreme pain. Linda left him there, curled up on the floor. Fortunately, someone heard the gunshot and ran to see what had happened. The doctor would be there shortly and tend to his wounds as best he could.
So, as you can see, Marvin wouldn’t be available to collect from the losers for some time. Bill was to only beonly supposed to be a one-time fill-inthing to allow the “family” time to get someone in from Pittsburg. So, they sent him only to the clients they thought would be no problem. By 7pm7 p.m., Bill had only three clients left. He was proud of himself for handling the first eight with no issues at allout issues. When he walked by the deli, he saw one of the losers that was not on his list. His confidence was shooting out his ears, and he thought, ‘I’ll get this guy to pay up, and the boss will be so impressed with me.’
Bill waited behind a telephone booth, that was situated on the corner next to the deli, for the deadbeat to exit before confronting him. In his stoutest voice, without so much as a quiver, he walked up to him, shook his finger in the guy’s face, and said, “Joseph Fredricks, I’m here to collect what you owe the Boss”. .” 
Fredricks was over a foot taller than Bill’s 5’-4” frame and had shoulders twice as wide. Needless to say, he didn’t budge. Bill’s confidence level dropped a couple of notches. B and before he could utter another word, a fist came barrelingbarreled towards him, hitting right between the eyes. 
The world stopped, or at least slowed down dramatically. Bill stood there as his brain started shutting off bodily functions. He was out cold, but still vertical for a few more seconds, and then his stiff body fell like a plank, crashing onto a couple of bikes that were parked on the sidewalk behind him. 
This whole incident was witnessed by a street cop named Bob Jensen, that who was initially frisking a homeless man over at the drug store. Seeing Bill hit the ground that hard trumped the homeless guy, so he rushed over to assess the situation. As he knelt down to check on Bill’s condition, he noticed a note pad in his upper pocket with names and dollar amounts, some that had beenBill’s condition, he noticed a notepad in his upper pocket with names and dollar amounts, some lined through. That along with the large wad of cash in his pockets, wasnd the large wad of cash in his pockets were a tale-tale sign that the boy was up to no good. 
Officer Jensen had a suspicion as to who the kid’s guardian was. He wasn’t a fan of their operation and was rarely given a golden ticket like this. Jensen ignored the big brute that floored Bill, and immediately got him up off the ground, informing him that he had more than enough evidence for a conviction. Bill refused to answer any questions, no matter how much Officer Jensen pressured him.
Bill was hauled to the city jail, but not before a quick stop by Mercy Hospital to have his head checked. Bill’s head had a goose bump egg on it the size of a softball. He also had several cuts from landing hard on the bikeses hard. 
Officer Jensen had an ulterior motive for the stop. He would have brought Bill here as a safety precaution, even if there were nowithout visible injuries. It was no secret that Bob had a soft spot for a certain nurse that who worked there. He asked the Med Tech behind the check-in counter if Nurse Susan was on duty that evening. He waited with anticipationanxiously as she looked at the worksheet and saw that she was. “I’ll let her know that she has a visitor in the Emergency Room lobby.” 
“No, wait”, ,” Bob uttered, “I need to be back in the exam room with my prisoner, c. Can you have her meet me there?”
Officer Jensen wasn’t shy when it came to dealing with criminals, no matter how brutal the crime was; , but for some reason, Susan brought out the kid in him. His palms would become sweaty, he’d start to fidget, and his brain would go totally blank. He’d fall back on some crude jokes that no one but him thought were funny. Susan thought this was cute and blushed whenever this happened. She was divorced, loved her job, and adored her patients, but. However, she had a disdainful taste in her mouth when thinking about her management or even some co-workers. She didn’t take a lot ofmuch time off to even think about dating, and was flattered that Bob was so taken by her. To tell the truth, she thought he was handsome and wouldn’t mind going out if he’d ever asked.
The dDocs had sewn Bill up and given him pain meds to deal with his headache before Susan got the message that Bob was here. As he was escortingescorted Bill back to the car, he casually let the Med Tech knowtold the Med Tech to cancel the message to Nurse Susan.
After being processed into jail, Bill learned that he wouldn’t get tohe wouldn’t see the judge until the following week. Joan and James had already heard about Bill from sources at the jail. When they arrived, they were told that visiting hours were over and they couldn’t see him until morning. “He’s a minor.” ,” Joan complained, but they didn’t care.
The night was long. It’s hard to sleep after watching the cock roaches and ants fighting with the ants over the rights to have first choice of which body part they would feast on. They were formed like small armies, waiting for Bill to close his eyes. Ants on the left near the metal toilet, and cockroaches a few feet from the right cell wall. As he moved his head between the two of them, he noticed a set of eyes in the middle, no two sets of …. Fuck there are three rats licking their chops.
A man can only go so long without sleep. Bill was exhausted long before his bout with Evander Holyfield.; on top of thatPlus, he had the ass-kicking meds the doctors gave him. He was fighting an uphill battle. He fought well, but as so many humans do, he succumbed, the Sandman would be victorious once againmany humans do, he succumbed; the Sandman would again be victorious. Bill had no idea how long he slept; he woke to loud screaming from some drug addict a couple of cells over. Then, like being shot out of a cannon, he Bill recalled the creatures that were eying their dinner last night and jumped to his feet up on the bed. He checked body parts for whelps, bites, blood, etc., …, and found nothing. Whew, he dodged a bullet this time.
This wasn’t one of those cozy cells that you read about in magazines. There were no posters on the wall; , no window for you to see the sunrise or sunset, not even ato see the sunrise or sunset, and no radio. Fortunately, at night when it got quiewhen it got quiet at night, you could hear a radio playing at the guards’ stand. It was country music, but Bill didn’t care. 
As the lights began to flicker on, Bill was able to see things that wascould see things that weren’t visible last night. First and foremost, how small this cell was. He could stand up and touch the walls on each side. There was barely enough room to walk comfortably beside the bed. At the end of the bed was a toilet and mini sink, t. There were two shelves on the wall opposite the bed, and the cold floor under his feet was made of concrete. The cinder block walls were  two two-tone, with a greenish paint about half way, then cream cream-colored the rest of the way to the ceiling. It hadn’t been painted in some time; you could see drawings through the paint (barely) on the upper portion. The previous occupant must have liked large boobs, he thought.
After breakfast, Bill was escorted to what he thought would be an interrogation room. Instead, he found Joan and James with another person waiting for him. Joan immediately stood and wrapped her arms around him, until the Guard, said, “No physical contact.”
“Bill, this is Mr. Hurwitz., Hhe’ll be your attorney.” James said. Bill looked confused, “Yes, and you can tell him everything.” He proceeded to explain how he was collecting the money when he saw Fredricks. He said that Fredricks floored him when asked for the money. When he came to, Officer Bob was standing over him, holding his notebook and the money that was in his pockets.
Hurwitz looked over at the James, then said, “Don’t worry, son, we’ll take care of everything. Unfortunately, the timing sucks; your initial hearing isn’t for four more days. Will you be okay?”
“Of course I will!” Bill said with confidenceconfidently, even though he shook like a leaf last night. “And don’t worry. I haven’t said a thing to the cops.”
James looked at Bill and smiled, “That’s the least of our concerns; we would never suspect anything like that about you, son. I’m more disturbed with by the message Fredrick’s actions sent to others. I need to immediately take actions to rectify his stupidity.” They talked for a few more minutes until the guard opened the door and announced that their time was up. Joan gave ‘that mom look’ to the guard, h. He grimaced then and turned his head. Joan took Bill in her arms and held him tight. “Don’t worry, son, we’ll take care of this.” The guard turned back around and shook his head. Joan let Bill go, and the guard escorted him back to his cell.
Early the next morning, about an hour before breakfast, Bill woke to the sounds of a commotion a few cells down. Two or more men were fighting. Bill could hear the punches landing but but he didn’t know who was hitting who. There was yelling from the inmates closer to the action and even some that had no idea of what was going onwho had no idea what was happening. After a few more punches, he heard a loud thud, then silence, followed by a cell door being shut. Bill was tryingtried his best to look down the cell block but couldn’t see what was happening. A minute or two later, the night guard walked by with blood on his hands and face. He saw Bill, and shouted, “What are you looking at? Do you want some of this too?”. Fortunately, by this time, more guards were en route, and the escalation of emotions wasescalated emotions were subdued.
Bill was around bouncers, collectors, and others of significant size most of his life. He knew what they did, but it was never towards him, so he wasn’t worried. In hHere, it was different. In here, he was alone. In hHere, he felt vulnerable. In here…  NO!!! There will be no “in here”, ,” he thought to himself. 
When his time came, he faced the judge, who looked down at him from his bench. Bill couldn’t muster up a single word; however, the judge had no problem. He sentenced Bill to eight years in prison for illegal gambling. Bill turned white, looked at his lawyer in disbelief, and before he could say anything, the judge chimed inthe judge chimed in before he could say anything. “I will give you an option, : you can spend eight years in prison, OR you can join the Army. You decide.” Bill knew that prison wasn’t for him and thought thaprison wasn’t for him and thought the Army wouldn’t be that bad. It would be a steady income and maybe help him learn a trade. He again looked at his lawyer, who was noddingnodded his head ‘yes’..’
The Judge said, “OK, what will it be?” 
Bill looked up and quietly said, “I’ll take the Army”. .” 
“What did you say?” snapped the judge, “Speak up, so the court can hear your response.” 
Bill cleared his throat and, in a much more audible tone, said, “I’m sorry, Your Honor, I’ll take the Army.” The judge informed Bill that he made the right choice and has had 30 days to provide the court documentation to substantiate his enlistment. Standing in the corridor afterward,s his attorney said, “They wanted to make an example of you, t. This deal was the best I could do.” 
Joan reassured Bill that they also supported the decision as well. “James and I thought about it, and figured this would be the best thingbest for you. It would get you out of Youngstown and the business that got you into this jam. We don’t want this life for you.”
On Monday, March 27th, 1933, Bill returned to Court with documentation verifying he was now enlisted into the U.S. Army. Six weeks later, on May 15th, a 17-year-old Bill shipped off to boot camp. It was an eye-opening experience, ; the physical training wasn’t too bad, but the psychological aspect was causing him much anguish. Rules, regulations, following orders, and marching in- step everywhere he went was were mind mind-boggling. He thought, “Iif we’re in battle, there’s no fucking way we’re going to will be marchingmarch in formation., Tthis is stupid.” But he continued to march. 
During the last week of Boot Camp is when, the soldiers learned what jobs they’d be assigned. Bill had requested an MOS associated with being either a mechanic, electrician, or carpenter; , anything but an infantry gunner. What he didn’t realize wasHe didn’t realize that in that era, the Army used codes associated loosely with what the men did in civilian life. Bill couldn’t tell them he worked for a crime family, so he wrote “Pastry Shop Worker” on his enlistment application. It was no surprise that he was selected to be a cook.
Bill completed Boot Camp and was assigned to an Infantry Division based out ofin Fort Riley, Kansas. He, along with and 30 or 40 others received the same Post assignment and waited at the designated pickup for a bus to transport them. It was a long ride to Riley, with not too manyfew stops to stretch his legs. The Sergeant Major was waiting when they arrived. He ,g have them a speech, then assigned escorts to show them their quarters and the chow hall. “‘This is home,”’, Bill thought, “‘much better than living on the streets or rotting in a cell.”’
Two years later, Bill is well known at Fort Riley, especially within his own Company. You wouldn’t believe how much clout a cook has, but Bill wasn’t just your average cook, ; he was phenomenal; , especially when it came to making cakes and other pastries. He must have learned a few things hanging out in his “parent’s” pastry shop all those years. One Friday evening, while Bill was cleaning up, the Post Commander, Major General Gerald C. Johnston, stopped by to make a personal request of Bill. When MG Johnston asked if he could make a wedding cake for his daughter’s wedding, Bill knew he was in the right profession. MG Johnston called Bill over to the counter, “If you ever need my assistance, don’t hesitate to contact me.” Then, he handed him a card with his personal number on it. 
Bill’s cake was the hit of the wedding (as far as food was concerned).; Iit looked as scrumptious as it tasted. Bill put the favor card in his hip pocket for the future. You never know when you might need help from someone with a lot of power.
Bill adjusted to Army life quite well and reenlisted each time his tour was up. He found Army life to be quite comfortable, h. He knew the rules and followed them, most of the time. By the winter of 1949, he was in his final enlistment. 
Bill returned home often to see his family and was sure to always wearalways wore his uniform when meeting up with his old running mates. At 34, he still looked like he was in his early twenties. It must have been the Army life that kept him young. Bill had never married and didn’t have any kids; at least none thathad no kids, at least none he knew of. 
Bill was in the pastry shop during one of his visitsBill was in the pastry shop on one of his visits when this gorgeous young lady walked in. His eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. He made sure he was the one to take her order, and, of course, find out her name. He could tell she was much younger than him, but holy smoke, she was smoking hot. He learned that her name was Carol, and that she had known about him for a few years. She visited the shop often, and his “parents” were always braggingalways bragged about him. 
After a few ice cream samples, that he was secretly passing her way, they found themselves sittingfound themselves sitting at a table near the rear of the shop in deep conversation. Bill asked her age and what she does most days. Carol said, “I’m sixteen and a half years old, a senior in high school, and I graduate in the summer.” 
Bill thought to himself, “‘I’m over twice her age at thirty-four’, but I can’t help myself, . I’m head over heels for this girl.” He asked her, “Can I come back in the summer and spend more time with you?” 
“I would love that.” She happily replied. She winked at him as she took her pastries and headed home.
Over the course of the next few months, they wrote each other weekly. They couldn’t wait until June, when Bill would be back in town. Bill was in his second year of a 3-year term and just one year shy of retirement when he saw Carol again. For the next three weeks, they were inseparable. She would be eighteen in the Fall. They knew they were meant for each other and that in one year Bill would be released from the Army and could come backBill would be released from the Army in one year and could return to Youngstown. At the end of Bill’s pass, he really didn’t want to go back. He wanted to stay there with Carol. After many, many hugs and kisses, he reluctantly boarded the bus back home, all the while, hugs and kisses, he reluctantly boarded the bus back to base,  cursing the Army in his mind.
Bill and Carol continued to write and even talked about marriage in their letters. Two months prior to Bill’s release, his Company was hit with a short notice deployment to an undisclosed location overseasbefore Bill’s release, his Company was hit with a short notice deployment to an undisclosed overseas location. This was serious. 
Bill’s Sergeant Major addressed his platoon: “The Army has issued a StopGap message canceling all separations and retirements.” There were groans, cursing, and even some crying coming from the men. The Sergeant Major continued, “Each and every man is needed. While I understand this is a shock to many of you; , you must look at the big picture. Your Country needs you!” Bill learned that he’d be on a ship to unknown territories veryhe’d be on a ship to unknown territories very soon.
After the disastrous announcement, Bill followed the Sgt MajSGM back to his office. “Bill, I know this is devastating for you. If there was anything I could do, I would.” He said.	Comment by Jennifer Kunkle: Or spell it out: Sergeant Major	Comment by Jennifer Kunkle: This is from me looking it up. You know way more about the military. If your abbreviation is the accepted one, then I'd leave it. 
“I know we’ll be deploying soon, but I need a few days of emergency leave before we go so that I can take care of a couple of things.” Bill pleaded.
“You’ve got it. Be back here by Sunday evening.” Replied the Sergeantt Major. 
Bill rushed back to Youngstown. Tired, sleepy, and hungry, he arrived at Carol’s house and knocked on the door.
“Oh my god, what are you doing here?” Carol exclaimed, happy to see him.
Bill grabbed Carol and hugged her tight, s. She could barely breathe. “My retirement has been placed on hold, and I will be deployingdeploy soon.” 
Carol cried out, “Nooo…” and continued embracing Bill.
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