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by Addison Collins, War Correspondent, New York Times (Ret.)

I’ve spent a lifetime in war zones.

Not the kind most of you will ever see—not with helmets and sandbags, tracer rounds and body bags—but the kind where a man wages war against himself.

I was there when Marines hit Red Beach at Inchon, boots sinking in cold mud, faces set hard against fear. I stood at a Saigon checkpoint while boys barely out of school learned to live and die by the hour. I watched a mother in Khe Sanh press her hands to her mouth as her home crumbled behind her. And I have come to understand something that took me half a century to say out loud:

There are wars without frontlines.

You, dear reader, know them well. The war fought in bedrooms, at dinner tables, behind polite smiles. The kind where family wounds cut deeper than shrapnel. Where a father’s rage, a mother’s silence, a brother’s taunts, or the cold loneliness of being unseen carve into the soul, leaving scars no medal can honor.

This book is not about the battlefields of the world. It is about the battlefield within.

It is about a man—a man I have come to know well—who realized that scattered across his life were the fractured versions of himself: the boy who ran, the young man who raged, the dreamer who buried his hopes, the achiever who hid behind success. Each a soldier of circumstance, each fighting in isolation.

But here’s the truth I learned from covering the worst humanity has to offer:
No one makes it home alone.

Healing, like victory, is a coalition effort.
It takes gathering your wounded, your deserters, your old warhorses, and sitting them down at the same table. It takes facing the things you fled from—the demons you drank away, worked over, smiled past. It takes stitching yourself back together, piece by stubborn piece, until you remember: You were never meant to be a battlefield. You were meant to be whole.

In these pages, you will meet those fragments. You will walk beside a man as he calls them back, listens to their grief, and—God help us all—learns to forgive them. You will witness a

journey not toward perfection, but toward Gestalt: the hard-won sum of all your parts, no longer at war.

As a man who has written the names of too many young men in dispatches home, I will tell you this plainly:
There is no glory in destruction—not in the jungles of Vietnam, not in the trenches of the mind. But there is grace in survival. There is honor in healing.

So take up this work as you would take up a flag—not for conquest, but for peace. Let’s begin.
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Intro:



Walking along or just standing on the beach in conversation with this wise elder proves to be monumentally beneficial to this author. With patience and humility, Addison offers suggestions for making progress through tumultuous times. Lesson, plan, and “lessen-plan.” Yes, he said it twice and he knew I would get it. His play on words was a real kick in the pants!

Your Move



Having called out to the universe for help with planning, indeed, I had simply asked for a plan, and the universe answered with Pfc. Addison Collins. This character was created solely for the purpose of sharing his WWII stories about his experiences and his “brothers in arms” buddies. He has now become a source of ancient wisdom. In the time he has left here in this world, Addison has become a gift to his creator.

While in meditation, Addison joins me in an experience on the shores of Daytona Beach, where I wander and ponder. As much as meditation is intended to quiet the mind, so many thoughts come in waves of wonder. My little boy is there, too. He was the first to save my life, working through the little challenges we face as children. Things like not knowing what to do when faced with a very adult situation. Things like not understanding that empty feeling of uncertainty around your place in a family. That little guy suffered through some tough stuff, yet still persevered with nutrition and exercise and a commitment to

making more of himself. I’m him now, although I often hold him in my arms and make him sure of my love for him and me.

Addison revels in his role as advisor. Not in a braggadocio way, as his humility will not allow it. But you can tell by his body language and the way he says things, he knows much joy while dispensing such pearls of wisdom. He also enjoys a bit of word-play, as in his telling me, “Lesson, plan, lessen-plan.”

There’s little need for him to spell things out for me. I just take notes and things are made quite clear.

"Hey, Dave, it's so good to see you. Thanks for meeting with me. How are you feeling, my friend?"
"Addison, man, I'm still reeling. Jimmy being gone just feels like a hole in my soul, you know? Remember when he taped the stump of his finger in that foxhole? That guy truly was 'Awesome Jimmy, ' and I'm going to miss him," Dave said. "I'm sorry, buddy. How are you doing?"
"Better than ever, same as always," Addison smiled, "It looks like I've got a new assignment, though."
"What?! You've been retired for thirty years now. What the hell?" Dave's voice was booming.

Addison laughed, happy with himself for getting a rise out of his jovial friend. He put his hands up in surrender and beamed his smile at Dave.
"Take it easy! Don't shoot. I'll come along quietly, mister. Come on, Dave, I'm kidding. I got a letter from the kid. You remember Rouley, right?" Addison asked.
Dave thought for half a second. "Oh, yeah, that blogger guy? He's back at it again? He should just call his blog "Sad and Sadder," which is most of the stuff he writes. Except for that one post on Happiness, that might have been some of his best work. That kid comes up with more projects. Pie in the sky stuff, if you ask me, but you have to admire the man for his constant pursuit, dreamer that he is. What's he up to now?"
Addison smirked, shaking his head. "He's into Gestalt now. I have the letter here, if you'd like to know the details. Seems he's splintered or something. He has taken himself apart to see if he can find what makes him a whole person - something like that. You want to hear it?"
"Oh, man. Just tell me you aren't considering going to work for this kid. Oh, well, scratch that. Let me hear what he has to say before I pass judgment," said Dave in resignation.
"Yes, good. That's why I thought you should hear this. You needn't be a judge, but of course, I welcome your thoughts on the matter," Addison said.
"Here we go:

Dear Pfc. Addison Collins" Dave slipped in, "Nice!"
Addison continued without missing a beat.

Sir, I would be honored if you would consider employing your skills as a reporter for a project I've undertaken. It began innocently enough, and the details of how it started are well-documented. What I am asking you to do, sir, is to ask a few questions and report on the answers you receive from the participants. This is a

somewhat delicate matter, as I'll explain in the following paragraphs. Thank you in advance for your consideration.
This is difficult to explain, but it amounts to exploring my past by examining earlier versions of myself. Through meditation and hypnotherapy, I've managed to be in touch with myself as a young boy, an adolescent, and over a dozen different adult versions of myself in varying stages of development. I'm sure this sounds a bit bizarre, but each version represents a set of circumstances and challenges that were met with (I'd like to think) skill improvements and personal growth along the way. You are no doubt wondering what the hell I'm talking about by now. Thank you for staying with me.
The inception of this project was brought on by the realization that I have some self-destructive behaviors, some have called them self-sabotage, but the label is
unimportant. The truth is that something from an earlier time continues to haunt me, and this project is all about looking back at younger versions of myself with the hope of identifying where this bad behavior began and how it continued to be carried along through the years. I may be a bit old to be engaged in such heavy soul searching, but things might go better for me if I can finally purge whatever demons continue to plague my efforts.
So, here it is. I would like to introduce you to each of the versions I've identified, along with my collaborator on this project, my favorite person in the world, my girl, Dom. The idea is to have you ask each version a few questions to draw out whatever details they are willing to share with you, or more accurately, to share with me via your reports. As I have almost nothing to offer in terms of compensation, I hope you will find the project interesting enough to pique your curiosity.
That's all I have to share at this moment. To summarize, your reporting skills would be invaluable to me. Please consider this a formal request for your participation. I'll be happy to meet with you via the communication channel that works best for you. And, I will be glad to arrange an introduction to Dom if you would like to start with her for further details. She has already met (and has had her influence on) some of the younger versions. It is interesting to see what she has learned through her involvement with the project and from some of the participants.
You know how to find me, and I eagerly await your response. Yours, truly -
Brian Rouley - Creator

Dave snickered and quipped, "And that's all he wrote?"

"Yes. He sounds serious enough," Addison continued, "and I'm just as seriously considering forging ahead with this project. He's a good kid, and his writing has been enjoyable to read.

Additionally, I enjoyed the opportunity to share some of my stories. Remember when I told you I spoke to a Toastmasters group at that Rancho Mirage place, Mirage Inn, where Jimmy was?
Brian invited me to do that, so although I don't owe him any favors, he means well, and if I can help him, I'm happy to do so.
"So, what do you need from me? It sounds like your mind is made up." Dave was looking at his old friend with admiration. "Yes, I agree. He is a pretty good guy. Sure, buddy, do what seems most right. In fact, if you need any help with any of this, please let me know. I'm no writer, but I do know a few things about struggles. 'Dark Dave,' you guys called me! You were right, of course, but with a bit of help, and the love of a good woman, I turned out pretty well. Count me in. If you encounter anything particularly challenging, I'm here for you, buddy."
Addison sat quietly, his eyes locked on Dave's, absorbing the significance of the moment. He nodded at his friend and said, "Good. Thanks, Dave. It's decided. I'll let you know, and thank you, my friend, for your kind offer. Let's see how this goes."
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Stories told by Pfc. Addison Collins –
There are a couple of things you need to know before I spin my tales for you. One is that war changes a man – sometimes for the better and sometimes, maybe more often, for the worse. The other thing is that there may be no stronger bond than that formed between brothers in arms.
There were many memorable soldiers in my outfit. Two of them burned memories deeper than most. They were “Awesome” Jimmy Ahlstrom and “Dark” Dave Durand. Polar opposites in their approach to things, Dave might make you feel like you were about to freeze, and Jimmy made you feel like you wished you were wearing a welding mask to shield your eyes from that bright light. They both cut deep grooves in my mind.
Hell, I wasn’t much more than a kid. I’m nearly 90 years old now. That war ended for me when I set foot on American soil, which in about 5 minutes from now (October 29, 2015), will be precisely 70 years ago, back in 1945. Was the day after my birthday, on October 29th of 1945, when my ship landed in New York Harbor. I’d never seen anything so beautiful as that magnificent city. I’m a country boy, so I’d never seen much of any kind of city up till then!
It took a bit of getting used to the idea that I might finally enjoy my life again, as it began anew. Now I completely understood the expression, “you can never go home.” Not that I wanted to go home, mind you. “How are you going to keep them down on the farm?”, you know.
War changes a man. Dark Dave was one of those “changed for the worse” guys. This guy was the absolute embodiment of fear. To look at him, you might think we had already lost the war. Funny thing is, he taught me the meaning of a couple of expressions, like “scared stiff” and “scared shitless.” I didn’t know those things were real until I met old Dave.
Old Jimmy Ahlstrom, we used to call him “awesome”, you know, because he was really something! Well, that guy saved my life a couple of times. Hell, he saved the whole bunch of us once. We were pinned down by gunfire, in a foxhole, and there were five of us. I remember it was Awesome, Dark Dave, Marriott, and “Meat” – hell, I can’t remember that guy’s real name, and me, of course. To this day, I cannot understand why they call it a foxhole. No fox in his right mind would find himself stuck in this situation. Bullets are whizzing by, over our heads, and I’m wishing I were that fox, who would have escaped days ago.
Anyway, we were all just ducking down for the most part, putting up our guns now and then to shoot aimlessly, in what we thought might be the right direction. But old Jimmy, well, he figured out pretty well where it was coming from, and he looked right at me, with a wink, and said, “Watch this!”
Well, I did watch. He was right there next to me. He pulled the pin on that grenade, heaved it over the edge, and wouldn’t you know it? Just about perfect timing – as he let go of the grenade, a bullet came flying through there and took off the pinky finger from his right hand.
I’ll never forget it. He looked at me and put his hand over what little stump was left there and smiled–smiled right at me – I’m not kidding!
He says, “I hope you still got that duct tape with you, because I’m going to need it.”
I probably just stared at him, but I remember thinking, he’ll be going home, now. I knew I was going to miss him, and I never did see him again.

Recently, I had occasion to visit the American Legion, down in Palm Springs. I’d heard some guys in Sun City talking about how they put on a pretty good Sunday brunch there, and I thought it might be interesting to see who shows up to these things. Now, you may not believe what I’m about to tell you, but I swear one of my brothers was there that day! It was old Dark Dave. Dave Durand was standing before me, looking just as proud as a peacock, tickled pink with the stories and jokes he was sharing with the other men. When he saw me, I could see it in his face – a mixed-up look of confusion, pain, and heart-wrenching joy all messed up in the same expression. If only I’d had a camera handy, I’d love to be able to share that image with you.
Anyway, I could tell he recognized me, and I sure as hell knew it was him! Walking across the room, I cannot remember, because it felt like I was floating in a dream – I just couldn’t believe what I was seeing here. And, I swear, he looked like a million bucks. Damn near cried, I did, and I hugged him so hard I thought I might strain something, or break his ribs!
Now, I never even had the chance to say word one when he told me about how his life had changed. When he returned stateside, he found all he needed to fix everything when he fell in love. He spent the next hour or more telling me all about how his love for his wife had conquered his every fear.
Seems he had so much to say, and I was transfixed by his skills as a raconteur!
It was as if he had never been afraid of anything in his life; he was a completely different man. Now, I’ve studied a bit about the difference between love and fear. It’s pretty different than the idea of love and hate. Here was Dave Durand, a living example that love crushes fear.
Hell, hate is what helped us get into that God-awful war in the first place, hate’s passion can be just as strong as love. There’s a song I’ve heard about the thin line between love and hate. I can tell you now, from experience, it’s fear and love that are polar opposites. You can take that to the bank. You can also bet I’ll be seeing old Dave next Sunday.

[bookmark: June 4, 2014, the Emergence of Dave Dura]June 4, 2014, the Emergence of Dave Durand Dark Dave on Daytona Beach (A Toastmasters Speech)
Picture, if you will, the shadow of a man (in a Rod Serling voice). What light creates this shadow? The very sun that would brighten any normal man’s day. But it was not so for Dave.

Dave saw himself as a victim, not so much of things that had happened, or as an innocent victim of circumstance, but as a hapless human who had dug his own hole. With nothing more than a shovel to work with, he reasoned, right or wrong, that he could only go deeper.

His friends had recently branded him with a new nickname, “Dark Dave.” They likened him to a character on Saturday Night Live, named “Debbie Downer.” No matter how pleasant the situation, Dave, like Debbie, could find a way to dampen the spirit.

The sun, creating the shadow for Dave, was warming his back, but he was focused on his own dark silhouette on the floor of his hotel room. With one look out the window, he observed that indeed it was a bright and sunny day on the East Coast of Florida. “Daytona Dave”, he said out loud. “This is not a dark day”, he concluded.

Without another thought about his appearance, with his hair mussed – you know how it is when you first get up in the morning, his face unshaven, he threw on his favorite pair of cut-off Levi’s. You know the kind with just the right amount of fray around the bottom of the pant legs? Faded to perfection, he had packed this pair of shorts for just this purpose – to take him back to a bit of his youth, before all of these hole-digging endeavors, when he was still genuinely joyful.

Armed with nothing more than a visor and a pair of Ray-Bans, Dave flung open his hotel door, breezed down through the lobby, across the deck, and down the stairs, right out onto the white sand beach that beckoned him like a lighthouse beacon. This was his purpose: to find his place in the sun, if only for this day.

Nearing the shoreline, he observed that the sun's brilliant reflection and refraction were visible in the waves. The smell of the almost slimy saline breeze smacked him in the face and made him catch his breath. He took it all in, managing a genuine smile as he felt his heart racing. As uncontrollable as a sneeze, a belly laugh escaped him. This broadened his smile, even as he shook his head in disbelief!

Surveying the situation, he soaked in the noise of the waves washing over his toes, cooling and tickling his bare feet accompanied by the less than rhythmic racket made by soaring seagulls. Children laughing, parents calling out, and the battle of boom-boxes filled his head with a joyful

noise. With his next breath, he took in a bit of the salty sea spray and realized he had come to the beach without water to drink. His stomach turned a half-flip as he considered his situation. “Water, water, everywhere, nor any drop to drink”, he found himself reciting the hackneyed phrase.
He followed quickly with, “Am I not my own albatross?”

Dave was way too analytical. Analysis paralysis would nearly prevent him from taking his first sandy steps. Facing the shore, he had to make a monumental decision on which direction to turn. He began to reason it out for himself.

“With the sun at my back, as I begin, it will be higher in the sky as I return”, he was thinking out loud, purely for the fun of it. “With the sun higher in the sky as I return, I’ll enjoy more benefit from my visor.”

He had no sooner finished that sentence when a little girl peered up into his eyes and point blankly asked, “Hey mister, are you OK?”

Dave nearly burst into tears, but quickly caught himself.

“Sweetheart, I’m so much better now, for having met you,” he managed with a slight stammer. Then he turned to his left and took a step.

To his surprise, he was not walking quite right. He had to carefully assess each step to avoid stepping on the starfish that littered the beach that day. Dave was starting to get the idea that this would be no ordinary walk on the beach, and he wondered how he had arrived at the shoreline without having noticed this phenomenon.
He continued with great purpose now, determined to complete the walk despite the impediment. As he walked, he began to notice certain patterns in the placement of the starfish. He figured this was just part of his nature, to find some symmetry in this silly situation. Dave was still smiling as he considered his plight. That he could not look up at the blue sky, take in the scenery, or even pay much attention to where he was going, if he was to avoid stepping on one of these crusty creatures. Every now and then, he would stop and look more closely at a specimen, examining it as if he were a zoologist or ichthyologist. Dave loved his scientific words! He thought this was funny, that he couldn't see the sky, but looking down, he saw stars….

Still, he was making progress. Every once in a while, he would simply slow down and look up to see what was in the distance. He noticed that in the not-too-distant future, he would encounter a young girl. She looked like she might be a teenager. Filled with that zest for life that these days annoyed him, she was quite animated in her activity. As he got closer, Dave noticed she was flitting about, snatching up starfish from the beach and gently pitching them into the ocean.

“Little girl, why are you doing this? Look at this beach! You can’t save all these starfish. You can’t begin to make a difference!”

The girl seemed crushed, suddenly deflated. But after a few moments, she bent down, picked up another starfish, and hurled it as far as she could into the ocean. Then she looked up at the man and replied,

“Well, I made a difference to that one!”

The old man looked at the girl inquisitively and thought about what she had done and said. Inspired, he joined the little girl in throwing starfish back into the sea. Soon, others joined, and all the starfish were saved. – adapted from the Star Thrower by Loren C. Eiseley

Here’s a background summary on Addison, Dave, and Jimmy — drawn directly from the original documents you provided. These sketches reflect their personalities, upbringings, and emotional responses to the news of Pearl Harbor, offering a foundational understanding of who they were before they became brothers in arms.


[bookmark: Pfc. Addison Collins ]Pfc. Addison Collins
Origin: Rural Illinois, a pig farm west of Chicago Character: Quiet strength, reflective, loyal, studious Key Relationship: Deep bond with his father
Pearl Harbor Reaction: Patriotic, decisive, proud

Addison grew up working the land, loving the rhythm of farm life and the honesty of labor. His father instilled in him core values: humility, respect, critical thinking, and a strong moral compass. Their parting conversation — in a barn filled with dust and early morning light — is filled with wisdom and tenderness. His father warns him against false heroism, urges him to stay alive, and emphasizes the importance of choosing friends wisely. Addison's response is one of quiet resolve and gratitude: “I’ll continue doing that to the best of my ability while I’m away.”
Despite being deliberate by nature, the news of Pearl Harbor lit a fire in Addison. For once, he made a knee-jerk decision — to fight. He saw the attack as a direct challenge to his values, and he answered with determined patriotism.


[bookmark: Dave Durand ("Dark Dave") ]Dave Durand ("Dark Dave")
Origin: Palm Springs, California
Character: Shy, charming, deeply emotional, a thinker
Dreams Interrupted: Aspiring golf pro, college student
Pearl Harbor Reaction: Jarring, anxious, emotional, but resolved

Dave had been living a relatively content life in Palm Springs, making money as a golf caddy and dreaming of going pro. But the Pearl Harbor attack shattered his peaceful routine. His reaction was filled with emotional turmoil — confusion, regret over missed ROTC opportunities, and gut-wrenching anxiety about disappointing his family. He hated to see his mother cry but knew he couldn’t back down. Even his kid sister’s tears wouldn’t dissuade him. He felt compelled to act, even as his stomach churned.
Years later, Dave’s evolution would make the nickname "Dark Dave" ironic. He became known for his warmth and charisma — the kind of man you’d invite into your home just to hear his stories, even if you had no intention of buying the encyclopedias he was selling.



[bookmark: Jimmy Ahlstrom ("Awesome Jimmy") ]Jimmy Ahlstrom ("Awesome Jimmy")
Origin: Bronx, New York (but moved frequently) Character: Tough, confident, brawler with a brain Identity: Military brat, proud of the title
Pearl Harbor Reaction: Fired up, eager, fearless

Jimmy's early life was chaotic — ten moves, ten different fights to earn respect. He knew how to pick his battles, often against someone just a bit bigger than himself, because he liked the odds. He was proud of being called a “military brat,” and if that meant he was supposed to be a hero, then dammit, he would be.
He didn’t need validation from his father (who was proud of him anyway). Jimmy simply loved to fight, and Pearl Harbor gave him a worthy target. The Japanese attack was the match to his fuse, and all he had to do was behave long enough to get through boot camp. He could already see the fight unfolding in his mind — and he was ready.


[bookmark: Closing Notes on the Trio ]Closing Notes on the Trio
These three young men came from wildly different backgrounds — the farm, the golf course, and the streets of the Bronx — yet all were drawn by a common call to serve.
· Addison brought wisdom and restraint.

· Dave brought heart and loyalty.

· Jimmy brought fury and fight.


Their bond would be forged not just by war, but by surviving it — and by what they would do in the years that followed. These origins help us understand the men they became and why their friendship meant so much to them.
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Stories told by Pfc. Addison Collins –
There are a couple of things you need to know before I spin my tales for you. One is that war changes a man – sometimes for the better and sometimes, maybe more often, for the worse. The other thing is that there may be no stronger bond than that formed between brothers in arms.
There were many memorable soldiers in my outfit. Two of them burned memories deeper than most. They were “Awesome” Jimmy Ahlstrom and “Dark” Dave Durand. Polar opposites in their approach to things, Dave might make you feel like you were about to freeze, and Jimmy made you feel like you wished you were wearing a welding mask to shield your eyes from that bright light. They both cut deep grooves in my mind.
Hell, I wasn’t much more than a kid. I’m nearly 90 years old now. That war ended for me when I set foot on American soil, which in about 5 minutes from now (October 29, 2015), will be precisely 70 years ago, back in 1945. Was the day after my birthday, on October 29th of 1945, when my ship

landed in New York Harbor. I’d never seen anything so beautiful as that magnificent city. I’m a country boy, so I’d never seen much of any kind of city up till then!
It took a bit of getting used to the idea that I might finally enjoy my life again, as it began anew. Now I completely understood the expression, “you can never go home.” Not that I wanted to go home, mind you. “How are you going to keep them down on the farm?”, you know.
War changes a man. Dark Dave was one of those “changed for the worse” guys. This guy was the absolute embodiment of fear. To look at him, you might think we had already lost the war. Funny thing is, he taught me the meaning of a couple of expressions, like “scared stiff” and “scared shitless.” I didn’t know those things were real until I met old Dave.
Old Jimmy Ahlstrom, we used to call him “awesome”, you know, because he was really something! Well, that guy saved my life a couple of times. Hell, he saved the whole bunch of us once. We were pinned down by gunfire, in a foxhole, and there were five of us. I remember it was Awesome, Dark Dave, Marriott, and “Meat” – hell, I can’t remember that guy’s real name, and me, of course. To this day, I cannot understand why they call it a foxhole. No fox in his right mind would find himself stuck in this situation. Bullets are whizzing by, over our heads, and I’m wishing I were that fox, who would have escaped days ago.
Anyway, we were all just ducking down for the most part, putting up our guns now and then to shoot aimlessly, in what we thought might be the right direction. But old Jimmy, well, he figured out pretty well where it was coming from, and he looked right at me, with a wink, and said, “Watch this!”
Well, I did watch. He was right there next to me. He pulled the pin on that grenade, heaved it over the edge, and wouldn’t you know it? Just about perfect timing – as he let go of the grenade, a bullet came flying through there and took off the pinky finger from his right hand.
I’ll never forget it. He looked at me and put his hand over what little stump was left there and smiled–smiled right at me – I’m not kidding!
He says, “I hope you still got that duct tape with you, because I’m going to need it.”
I probably just stared at him, but I remember thinking, he’ll be going home, now. I knew I was going to miss him, and I never did see him again.
Recently, I had occasion to visit the American Legion, down in Palm Springs. I’d heard some guys in Sun City talking about how they put on a pretty good Sunday brunch there, and I thought it might be interesting to see who shows up to these things. Now, you may not believe what I’m about to tell you, but I swear one of my brothers was there that day! It was old Dark Dave. Dave Durand was standing before me, looking just as proud as a peacock, tickled pink with the stories and jokes he was sharing with the other men. When he saw me, I could see it in his face – a mixed-up look of confusion, pain, and heart-wrenching joy all messed up in the same expression. If only I’d had a camera handy, I’d love to be able to share that image with you.
Anyway, I could tell he recognized me, and I sure as hell knew it was him! Walking across the room, I cannot remember, because it felt like I was floating in a dream – I just couldn’t believe what I was seeing here. And, I swear, he looked like a million bucks. Damn near cried, I did, and I hugged him so hard I thought I might strain something, or break his ribs!
Now, I never even had the chance to say word one when he told me about how his life had changed. When he returned stateside, he found all he needed to fix everything when he fell in love. He spent the next hour or more telling me all about how his love for his wife had conquered his every fear.
Seems he had so much to say, and I was transfixed by his skills as a raconteur!
It was as if he had never been afraid of anything in his life; he was a completely different man. Now, I’ve studied a bit about the difference between love and fear. It’s pretty different than the idea of love and hate. Here was Dave Durand, a living example that love crushes fear.

Hell, hate is what helped us get into that God-awful war in the first place, hate’s passion can be just as strong as love. There’s a song I’ve heard about the thin line between love and hate. I can tell you now, from experience, it’s fear and love that are polar opposites. You can take that to the bank. You can also bet I’ll be seeing old Dave next Sunday.

[bookmark: June 4, 2014, the Emergence of Dave Dura]June 4, 2014, the Emergence of Dave Durand Dark Dave on Daytona Beach (A Toastmasters Speech)
Picture, if you will, the shadow of a man (in a Rod Serling voice). What light creates this shadow? The very sun that would brighten any normal man’s day. But it was not so for Dave.

Dave saw himself as a victim, not so much of things that had happened, or as an innocent victim of circumstance, but as a hapless human who had dug his own hole. With nothing more than a shovel to work with, he reasoned, right or wrong, that he could only go deeper.

His friends had recently branded him with a new nickname, “Dark Dave.” They likened him to a character on Saturday Night Live, named “Debbie Downer.” No matter how pleasant the situation, Dave, like Debbie, could find a way to dampen the spirit.

The sun, creating the shadow for Dave, was warming his back, but he was focused on his own dark silhouette on the floor of his hotel room. With one look out the window, he observed that indeed it was a bright and sunny day on the East Coast of Florida. “Daytona Dave”, he said out loud. “This is not a dark day”, he concluded.

Without another thought about his appearance, with his hair mussed – you know how it is when you first get up in the morning, his face unshaven, he threw on his favorite pair of cut-off Levi’s. You know the kind with just the right amount of fray around the bottom of the pant legs? Faded to perfection, he had packed this pair of shorts for just this purpose – to take him back to a bit of his youth, before all of these hole-digging endeavors, when he was still genuinely joyful.

Armed with nothing more than a visor and a pair of Ray-Bans, Dave flung open his hotel door, breezed down through the lobby, across the deck, and down the stairs, right out onto the white sand beach that beckoned him like a lighthouse beacon. This was his purpose: to find his place in the sun, if only for this day.

Nearing the shoreline, he observed that the sun's brilliant reflection and refraction were visible in the waves. The smell of the almost slimy saline breeze smacked him in the face and made him catch his breath. He took it all in, managing a genuine smile as he felt his heart racing. As uncontrollable as a sneeze, a belly laugh escaped him. This broadened his smile, even as he shook his head in disbelief!

Surveying the situation, he soaked in the noise of the waves washing over his toes, cooling and tickling his bare feet accompanied by the less than rhythmic racket made by soaring seagulls. Children laughing, parents calling out, and the battle of boom-boxes filled his head with a joyful

noise. With his next breath, he took in a bit of the salty sea spray and realized he had come to the beach without water to drink. His stomach turned a half-flip as he considered his situation. “Water, water, everywhere, nor any drop to drink”, he found himself reciting the hackneyed phrase.
He followed quickly with, “Am I not my own albatross?”

Dave was way too analytical. Analysis paralysis would nearly prevent him from taking his first sandy steps. Facing the shore, he had to make a monumental decision on which direction to turn. He began to reason it out for himself.

“With the sun at my back, as I begin, it will be higher in the sky as I return”, he was thinking out loud, purely for the fun of it. “With the sun higher in the sky as I return, I’ll enjoy more benefit from my visor.”

He had no sooner finished that sentence when a little girl peered up into his eyes and point blankly asked, “Hey mister, are you OK?”

Dave nearly burst into tears, but quickly caught himself.

“Sweetheart, I’m so much better now, for having met you,” he managed with a slight stammer. Then he turned to his left and took a step.

To his surprise, he was not walking quite right. He had to carefully assess each step to avoid stepping on the starfish that littered the beach that day. Dave was starting to get the idea that this would be no ordinary walk on the beach, and he wondered how he had arrived at the shoreline without having noticed this phenomenon.
He continued with great purpose now, determined to complete the walk despite the impediment. As he walked, he began to notice certain patterns in the placement of the starfish. He figured this was just part of his nature, to find some symmetry in this silly situation. Dave was still smiling as he considered his plight. That he could not look up at the blue sky, take in the scenery, or even pay much attention to where he was going, if he was to avoid stepping on one of these crusty creatures. Every now and then, he would stop and look more closely at a specimen, examining it as if he were a zoologist or ichthyologist. Dave loved his scientific words! He thought this was funny, that he couldn't see the sky, but looking down, he saw stars….

Still, he was making progress. Every once in a while, he would simply slow down and look up to see what was in the distance. He noticed that in the not-too-distant future, he would encounter a young girl. She looked like she might be a teenager. Filled with that zest for life that these days annoyed him, she was quite animated in her activity. As he got closer, Dave noticed she was flitting about, snatching up starfish from the beach and gently pitching them into the ocean.

“Little girl, why are you doing this? Look at this beach! You can’t save all these starfish. You can’t begin to make a difference!”

The girl seemed crushed, suddenly deflated. But after a few moments, she bent down, picked up another starfish, and hurled it as far as she could into the ocean. Then she looked up at the man and replied,

“Well, I made a difference to that one!”

The old man looked at the girl inquisitively and thought about what she had done and said. Inspired, he joined the little girl in throwing starfish back into the sea. Soon, others joined, and all the starfish were saved. – adapted from the Star Thrower by Loren C. Eiseley

[bookmark: Dave Durand ]Dave Durand
Dave was coming off the O’Donnell course when he heard. The Japanese pre-emptive strike on Pearl Harbor blew up his dream of becoming a golf pro. Earning tips as a caddy had been great fun, but rage now set his mind spinning. His quiet contentment with life in Palm Springs came to an end that day. Being shy had kept him out of trouble, but now he knew his inevitable course of action. By the time he realized what it all meant, his parents were already crying. And they were proud of their son’s decision. Enlistment was his only path.

Dave had attended college but was on a hiatus from that pursuit when hell broke loose. Realizing that he might have been an officer if he had taken advantage of the ROTC program, that thought left him with mixed emotions. He reasoned that while it might have been a better starting point with advantages proffered to those in command, he felt failure in that position might result in a crushing defeat for both his ego and his country. As hard as he tried, he could not fend off confusion about what he should do or how it would go. None of this mattered to Dave; he was going to defend the USA and glorify his patriotism. Still, his tummy was churning.

Amid his tears, Dave reasoned what he would say to his parents. No doubt, his mom would cry, and Dave so hated to disappoint her. He figured his dad would take one of two positions with his response: He’d either express his normal muted approval, or he might present a solid argument against Dave’s decision. There was nothing attractive about pleading his case to mom and dad. Backing down was out of the question. Even his kid sister was likely to cry in despair. He decided resolutely no gush of tears could dissuade him.



For so many years later in this story:
Dave was the kind of guy who was so lovable that he could sell encyclopedias in the Internet age. You would invite him in to hear his pitch, just so you could listen to him talk for a while, even if you had no intention of buying anything. This guy was charming, oozing sex appeal. All this was the result of his having fallen so deeply in love with the woman he married so long ago. How the hell had he ever been called Dark Dave when he lit up every room he ever entered?



How Dark Dave got his start: Dark Dave at Daytona Beach

[bookmark: Pfc. Addison Collins ]Pfc. Addison Collins
An aroma runs rampant in the air about an hour and a half west of Chicago, Illinois. Here, on the Collins farm, they had been raising pigs for several generations. Addison loved his place. For him, every day was a new adventure. Waking up to roosters' crows, he so enjoyed the darkness that would soon be overwhelmed by dawn and completely forgotten by sun-up.

“We’re burnin’ daylight!” his father liked to say before there was any hint of light in the pungent atmosphere of the great outdoors.

Addison never tired of dad’s feeble attempts at humor. Every time, he smiled. On one cold December morning in 1941, everything seemed so still and still so normal. News doesn't travel fast in these parts. Dad would be going into town after church on December 7th. His father would get word from a neighbor about what had happened at Pearl Harbor. Addison had never seen his father cry. The world had changed.

How this got started: https://www.rouleywrites.com/blog/20151129/no-foxes-in-foxholes

Despite his country farm boy background, Addison had always been studious and at the head of his class. Other kids had always been drawn to his quiet strength. Addison’s pondering often made him seem overly deliberate. This was one time when he allowed himself a knee-jerk reaction. Addison could see himself in the dirty heat of combat and felt nothing but pride at the decision he had made. The Japs had thrown the first punch, and with a vengeance, he intended to punch back.

Three versions

· 1. The Unnamed Knight
· 2. Stories Told by Pfc.
· 3. The Authoritative Guide

Of those three, my first choice is to continue with Addison and the boys. I think that will also be our best vehicle for collaboration, as I've not started work on the character development of the wives of Dave and Addison. Jimmy may or may not get married, and if he does, he will likely struggle to stay married. His role as "a McGyver type" initially will lead him to a wild life of boozing, fast women, faster cars, and trouble he gets into and out of over the course of so many decades. He will personify the loveable but self-sabotaging kind of person who tells stories of his great adventures, as much as he can remember when he isn't stifled by dementia or the drugs they use to treat him in the memory care unit.
That's where I left the boys with my last draft, they (A&D) were visiting Jimmy at Mirage Inn. I'm pretty sure we looked at that scene together because I recall them sitting in Addison's car just before they were going in. You wrote that, right?

Never having been much of a storyteller, I’ve always been too willing to let the truth stifle me. But this is not so for my friend, PFC Addison Collins. He tells them very well. His truth is far more entertaining. At least for the purpose of this exercise, I hope you think so.
There is little purpose to any further comparison, as my man, here, has lived through history and is here to tell you his story. So, with no more delay, I present to you, my friend, PFC Addison Collins.
Enter Addison –
I’m looking around the room and I see a few familiar faces. You’ll forgive me if I don’t recollect completely, as I’m getting on in years now and I don’t see things as well as I once did. It’s pretty near to half a miracle that I still stand before you, today.
You may, well some of you may, remember my friends, as I spoke about them last time Rouley brought me in here. Nice place, by the way. Good company, too, I hear. Anyway, my friends, Awesome Jimmy Ahlstrom and Dark Dave Durand, were two of my nearest and dearest, especially in the heat of battle.
Remember, I was telling you how Jimmy lost his finger and how I thought Dave was about to keel over if anybody looked at him sideways? Well, those two boys were instrumental in preserving the history I carry with me to this day. Those guys saved my life and the lives of dozens of other troops with one heroic plan of action.
Originally, I had given all the credit to Jimmy and I’ve been telling the story all wrong for about 70 years, now! Remember when I was telling you how I ran into Dave at the VFW, or was it the American Legion. Yeah, that’s it, was the American Legion, in Palm Springs. VFW is in Cathedral City. I get ‘em mixed up sometimes. Anyway, hearing Dave tell the story, it was him and Jimmy cooked up the whole thing.
Without going into all the gory details, we were pinned down by one kraut and his seemingly endless machine-gun fire. Bullets whizzing by my head is a sound I’ll never forget. To this day, it kills me just a little bit when a fly buzzes me! Anyhow, old Jimmy lost a finger when a bullet took it off just as he was tossing that grenade. Well placed grenade it was, too, because it put an end to the flying bullets and the shooting ended. Now, the way I’ve been telling it all these years is that Jimmy somehow pinpointed the shooter’s location by himself. Hell, the way that guy could do anything, it was easy for me to believe.
Then, remember I was telling you, or maybe I didn’t, I don’t recall…. Turns out Dave and Jimmy had worked out a plan to triangulate, or some kind of mathematical thing that Dave was trying to explain to me, to figure out the position of the shooter between them. Ends up, without that cooperation, no way does Jimmy put that grenade right where it needs to go!

You know what? I did go back to the American Legion, and there was old Dave Durand. As advertised, he would be there most Sundays. Just as I had found him the first time, he was entertaining the troops, and peals of laughter were echoing off the walls as I entered the room. He was a sight to see, I tell you.
Naturally, I moved toward him. Who wouldn’t be drawn to a dynamo?
This guy was so the opposite of the man I knew in Germany. He had done a 180, becoming a beacon of joy. In that foxhole, he had been the face of death. You would never have imagined such a turnaround. It’s a curiosity to me, and I know I’ll be coming back for more of this.
“Dark Dave” gave me an obligatory nod and wink, but he didn’t break from the story. He was in the middle of telling tales of “Awesome” Jimmy Ahlstrom. Now, I knew that Jimmy had always kept close counsel with Dave when we were all together in that infernal war. But I had no idea the impact this had had on Dave. And here we were, the brotherhood, listening to Dave recount the heroics of a man who had been something like your modern-day MacGyver. Old Jimmy had been the opposite of Dave; he was cheerful to a fault. Nobody in war should ever be that happy. But, Jimmy, everything he did had joy in it. Even as he tossed a grenade, he enjoyed life.
Man, I wish I could see Jimmy again. You may not know the bond that is created when you are in a foxhole with men. Bullets are flying by, and you are praying to God that you and your buddies are going to survive it. It’s a trial by fire, and I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. However, if you find yourself in a situation like that, pray to God that you have someone like Jimmy with you. I swear, that guy saved my life more times than I can count.
So, I’m listening to Dave go on about Jimmy. He says Jimmy gave him the will to live, and inspired him to fight when the chips were down. I never knew this. Seems many things would catch me unawares, as I listened to Dave tell it.
Dave says, “One time, we were all pinned down by gunfire. It seemed like all of it was coming from just one shooter. I remember Jimmy talking to me. He said, ‘If the two of us stand at opposite ends of this foxhole, we’ll be able to pinpoint the source of this shooter.’ So, we did. And, after a minute or so, I trudged over to the other end of that trench and talked it over with him.”
So, there it was. Had it not been for Dave and Jimmy working out that shooter’s position, I might not be here to tell you this story. Damn sure, I am now, that all the heroics I had pinned on Jimmy had been enhance by the actions of Dark Dave!
As much as I’d like to go on with the details of this second encounter with Dave, my heart can only stand so much excitement. This revelation makes my head spin. I stayed at the legion long enough to collect more details to share with you, but you’ll have to come back for the next installment, as I’m tired now and too pooped to continue writing.

[bookmark: Addison’s Dad ]Addison’s Dad

“My boy, no one else holds your position. You are my first and only son, and you are so special to your mother and me. Now, you are committed to this noble cause that could take you from us forever. Please promise me you’ll do your best to remember all you have learned here with me. Remember that things in the bigger picture don’t differ much from what they are right here.
Remember when I told you about the respect I get from the butcher and the disdain I’ve endured from the businessman? The former knows the quality of our product and would give his all to provide his best to me, while the latter believes that pig farmers must be filthy, smelly people with no more sense than the animals they raise. The businessman thinks his wife made him good bacon with his breakfast, and the butcher knows something closer to the truth - that part of his livelihood depends on the quality of that same bacon. It’s a simple lesson, my son.
Both are correct. It is simply a matter of perspective. I choose to revel in the admiration of my friends, and I also choose to slip a punch rather than block it. The businessman's ignorance of my concern for quality makes it no less important to me, and I’m proud to know that he enjoys good home cooking as a result of my efforts. God bless him and his family, and more of the same to the butcher.”

Dad paused for a moment just to gaze at his son. Addison was unwavering in his return of that loving gaze. There they sat in the barn, with the early light coming through the window, illuminating the grain and hay dust hanging heavily in the air. The moment held on for dear life. Addison’s dad never wanted it to end.

“Remember, too, Addison, what I taught you about respect. I know you know it is a two-way street, but it bears repeating at a time like this. Respect is something you earn and something you don’t give lightly. At the same time, behaving respectfully is the surest path to gaining the respect of your company. I’ve met some of your friends, so although I know you do choose wisely, I’ll just say, please continue with discrimination to choose your associations. There may be many who will be with you, on your side, fighting for the same cause, but not all of them should win the right to be called your friend. That title is reserved for those you can vet. Up till now, it’s been relatively easy, as you’ve been raised in what some people call ‘white-bread’ America. As you well know, the world is full of people of all colors and upbringings, and if you can imagine having a conversation with someone without the blessing of sight, you know you’d have to judge him by his words and deeds. That is always proper, my son. Understand that some of your superior officers may not have the simple and rock-solid knowledge you bring to the table. Still, some of them have had more experience, more schooling, better opportunities, and some of them may not have had the love of two parents to love them as much as your mom and I have loved you.”

He stopped again to carefully consider what else he needed to say. Addison was nearly a
full-grown man now. Dad was so proud of his boy. Addison started to smile as he watched his dad ponder. The energy between them was stiff competition to the daylight they were burning.

“Remember what I told you when you were about to start high school?” Dad looked to Addison for a nod.
“	That there will always be someone smarter than you, bigger than you, faster, and maybe
tougher than you. And I told you never to let that comparison deter you from putting forth your best effort, that you can never actually be a loser unless you decide to accept that fallacy as fact. Remember I said that valor matters, that at the end of the day, when you know you’ve given your all to every task put before you, you’ll sleep like a baby, content with yourself.
Contentment can be a daily reward; you can even have it moment by moment, but never let contentment prevent you from striving to be smarter, bigger, faster, and maybe even tougher, too! You owe it to yourself and all who would call you ‘friend’ to give your best. I’ve watched you apply this lesson throughout your schooling, and I’m so proud of the man you’ve become.”

He wasn’t even thinking about the time. This was as good a time as any for a full review. Addison’s dad had been there for his boy as much as time would allow. He had been beaming with pride at times when his son came home from school, bruised and battered, after standing up to the bully and defending the weak. He knew his son could fend for himself and that he cared enough to pitch in when others were in need of his help. Dad thought long and hard about how far back he would go with this discussion.

“Son, I’m sure you know how proud I’ve been of you all along. And, if for some reason you were unaware of it, I’m telling you now to be as clear as a bell. I’ve noted your heroics at times and even as I was shaking my head in wonder, inside I was smiling about what a tough kid you were. That was all fine. When you’re a kid you heal quickly and those little skirmishes no doubt give you confidence. But know this. There are a lot of dead heroes. I know I’ve fought next to them at times. Although they might be honored and admired by others, they are not here to accept those rewards. What I’m trying to say is not that you should be fearful, but that you should be fully aware and carefully consider your actions when the bullets are flying. Honor and admiration I expect you’ll have when you return, but, come home alive son. This world needs good people like you in it. And our little farm wouldn’t be half of what it has become without you. You know I love you and your mother is so proud of you, sometimes she cries tears of joy over it. (Laughing now) Hell, even she was smiling when you beat up that Connors boy after he pulled Ginny's pigtails. Unforgettable, man, some of the things you’ve done!”

“Now we’ve covered the life and death stuff. Here are a few more things that might be helpful to you. You are going to be exposed to things wildly different from what you’ve seen here at home. Some guys are going to fall in with the crowd, I don’t see you doing that. You’ll know when it is right for you to pitch in and do your part, but you don’t have to do everything you see other guys doing. You’ve always been someone what has marched to his own drumbeat and you’ve been really good about standing your ground when it was the thing to do. Times like that are going to come up for you in the military. You are going to see guys smoking, getting drunk, chasing women, looking for mischief, basically doing things that would have had you in trouble at school. The temptations will be there, my boy. If you remain true to yourself, to what has been best for you, committed to doing what is right, you’ll automatically make correct decisions regarding such

things. What I’m trying to say is, ‘Don’t smoke, don’t drink too much, and don’t let pretty girls divert your attention from coming home safely.’”

Addison sat nearly motionless, looking at his father.

“Son, I’m not saying you can’t have any fun. I’m saying it makes no sense to want to draw any smoke into your lungs. If you ever think about it, imagine yourself in a burning building, and your only hope of survival is to get to fresh air so you can just go right on breathing normally. If this sounds like a matter of life or death, it is, Addison, it is. So, don’t smoke. And when it comes to drinking, I know you’ve had the opportunity to have a beer now and then and it hasn’t killed you. But, getting drunk is an entirely different thing. There’s almost no good word that comes after ‘drunken’ - think about it. Drunken fool, drunken bastard, drunken son-of-a-bitch! Do you see what I’m saying? Don’t be any of those. Remember Samson and Delilah? I’m just saying, ‘don’t drink too much and be extra careful about women’. Everything you do to stay on the straight and narrow improves your chances of coming home in one piece.”

Addison said, “I know you are right, dad. Your trust and faith in me have been a big part of my strength. Although I’m still young, I’ve done my best to behave like a responsible adult and I’ll continue doing that to the best of my ability while I’m away. I’ll also do what it takes to keep on earning your respect. Man, I feel sorry for the guys who don’t have a dad like you.”

The words settled in for a few more quiet moments. Addison and his father sat in that energy long enough to realize it was time to get to work. The hogs would never slop themselves!

[bookmark: Dave Durand ]Dave Durand
Dave was coming off the O’Donnell course when he heard. His dream of becoming a golf pro got blown up by the Japanese pre-emptive strike on Pearl Harbor. Earning tips as a caddy had been great fun, but rage now set his mind spinning. His quiet contentment with life in Palm Springs came to an end that day. Being shy had kept him out of trouble, but now he knew his inevitable course of action. By the time he came to realize what it all meant, his parents were already crying and proud of their son’s decision. Enlistment was his only path.

Dave had attended college but was on a hiatus from that pursuit when hell broke loose. Realizing that he might have been an officer if he had taken advantage of the ROTC program, that thought left him with mixed emotions. He reasoned that while it might have been a better starting point with advantages proffered to those in command, he felt failure in that position might result in a crushing defeat, for both his ego and his country. As hard as he tried, he could not fend off confusion about what he should do or how it would go. None of this mattered to Dave; he was going to defend the USA and glorify his own patriotism. Still, his tummy was churning.

Amid his tears, Dave reasoned what he would say to his parents. No doubt, his mom would cry, and Dave so hated to disappoint her. He figured his dad would take one of two positions with his response: He’d either express his normal muted approval, or he might present a solid argument against Dave’s decision. There was nothing attractive about pleading his case to mom and dad. Backing down was out of the question. Even his kid sister was likely to cry in despair. He decided resolutely no gush of tears could dissuade him.



For so many years later in this story:
Dave was the kind of guy who was so lovable that he could sell encyclopedias in the Internet age. You would invite him in to hear his pitch, just so you could listen to him talk for a while, even if you had no intention of buying anything. This guy was charming, oozing sex appeal. All this was the result of his having fallen so deeply in love with the woman he married so long ago. How the hell had he ever been called Dark Dave when he lit up every room he ever entered?



How Dark Dave got his start: Dark Dave at Daytona Beach

[bookmark: Jimmy Ahlstrom ]Jimmy Ahlstrom
Life in the Bronx hadn’t been much different from life in the other nine places Jimmy had lived. Accustomed to the usual “new kid” treatment, Jimmy had a knack for picking the right battles. Almost always, it would be somebody just a little bigger than Jimmy, and he liked those odds. Fighting just seemed like part of the plan, a test to be passed in every new circumstance. “Military brat,” he had been called, and he enjoyed the sound of that moniker. Jimmy figured if brat was synonymous with “hero”, then that’s what he had to be. Dictionaries didn’t travel well, and Jimmy always befriended the smartest kids so he’d have help with his words when necessary. “Clever,” his father would say; he was always proud of his boy, even when he was trouble.

How did Jimmy get his name? https://youtu.be/d681GuMZj6Y

That “Day that will live in infamy” was all the provocation Jimmy needed. He was ready to battle. Validation from his dad wasn’t at the top of Jimmy’s motivations. He just loved to fight. And those “slanty-eyed bastards” were sure as hell going to get a punch in the nose, with a few kicks and karate chops thrown in for good measure. He could picture the scene, and it would be nothing new for Jimmy. All he had to do was behave long enough to get through basic training.

Old Dave Durand and PFC Addison Collins were on a mission. That’s the way Collins saw it, anyway. He figured Dave was like his guide. On the way to see Jimmy Ahlstrom, he imagined the encounter. All smiles and back-slapping, he could see himself honoring and admiring his old friend.

Addison said, “I know you are right, Dad. Your trust and faith in me have been a big part of my strength. Although I’m still young, I’ve done my best to behave like a responsible adult, and I’ll continue doing that to the best of my ability while I’m away. I’ll also do what it takes to keep on earning your respect. Man, I feel sorry for the guys who don’t have a dad like you.”
The words settled in for a few more quiet moments. Addison and his father sat in that energy long enough to realize it was time to get to work. The hogs would never slop themselves!

You know what? I did go back to the American Legion and there was old Dave Durand. As advertised, he would be there most Sundays. Just as I had found him the first time, he was entertaining the troops and peals of laughter were echoing off the walls as I entered the room. He was a sight to see, I tell you.
Naturally, I moved toward him. Who wouldn’t be drawn to a dynamo?
This guy was so the opposite of the man I knew in Germany. He had done a 180, becoming a beacon of joy. In that foxhole, he had been the face of death. You would never imagine such a turn-around. It’s a curiosity to me, and I know I’ll be coming back for more of this.
“Dark Dave” gave me an obligatory nod and wink, but he didn’t break from the story. He was in the middle of telling tales of “Awesome” Jimmy Ahlstrom. Now, I knew that Jimmy had always kept close counsel with Dave when we were all together in that infernal war. But, I had no idea the impact this had had on Dave. And here we were, the brotherhood, listening to Dave recount the heroics of a man who had been something like your modern-day MacGyver. Old Jimmy had been the opposite of Dave; he was cheerful to a fault. Nobody in war should ever be that happy. But, Jimmy, everything he did had joy in it. Even as he tossed a grenade, he enjoyed life.
Man, I wish I could see Jimmy again. You may not know the bond that is created when you are in a foxhole with men. Bullets fly by, and you pray to God that you and your buddies will survive it. It’s a trial by fire, and I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. But if you ever are in a situation like that, pray to God that you have someone like Jimmy with you. I swear, that guy saved my life more times than I can count.
So, I’m listening to Dave go on about Jimmy. He says Jimmy gave him the will to live and inspired him to fight when the chips were down. I never knew this. It seems there were many things that would catch me unawares, as I listened to Dave tell it.
Dave says, “One time, we were all pinned down by gunfire. It seemed like all if was coming from just one shooter. I remember Jimmy talking to me. He said, ‘If the two of us stand at opposite ends of this foxhole, we’ll be able to pinpoint the source of this shooter.’ So, we did. And, after a minute or so, I trudged over to the other end of that trench and talked it over with him.”
So, there it was. Had it not been for Dave and Jimmy working out that shooter’s position, I might not be here to tell you this story. Damn sure, I am now, that the actions of Dark Dave had enhanced all the heroics I had pinned on Jimmy!
As much as I’d like to go on with the details of this second encounter with Dave, my heart can only stand so much excitement. This revelation makes my head spin. I stayed at the legion long enough to collect more details to share with you, but you’ll have to come back for the next installment, as I’m tired now and too pooped to continue writing.



[image: grenade throw]

[bookmark: Stories Told by Pfc Addison Collins- Par]Stories Told by Pfc Addison Collins- Part II

You know what? I did go back to the American Legion and there was old Dave Durand. As advertised, he would be there most Sundays. Just as I had found him the first time, he was entertaining the troops and peals of laughter were echoing off the walls as I entered the room. He was a sight to see, I tell you.
Naturally, I moved toward him. Who wouldn’t be drawn to a dynamo?

This guy was so the opposite of the man I knew in Germany. He had done a 180, becoming a beacon of joy. In that foxhole, he had been the face of death. You would never imagine such a turn-around. It’s a curiosity to me, and I know I’ll be coming back for more of this.
“Dark Dave” gave me an obligatory nod and wink, but he didn’t break from the story. He was in the middle of telling tales of “Awesome” Jimmy Ahlstrom. Now, I knew that Jimmy had always kept close counsel with Dave when we were all together in that infernal war. But, I had no idea the impact this had had on Dave. And here we were, the brotherhood, listening to Dave recount the heroics of a man who had been something like your modern day MacGyver. Old Jimmy had been the opposite of Dave, he was cheerful to a fault. Nobody in war should ever be that happy. But, Jimmy, everything he did had joy in it. Even as he tossed a grenade, he enjoyed life.
Man, I wish I could see Jimmy again. You may not know the bond that is created when you are in a foxhole with men. Bullets are flying by and you are praying to God that you and your buddies are going to survive it. It’s a trial by fire and I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. But, if you are going to be in a situation like that, pray to God that you have someone like Jimmy with you. I swear, that guy saved my life more times than I can count.
So, I’m listening to Dave go on about Jimmy. He says Jimmy gave him the will to live, inspired him to fight when the chips were down. I never knew this. Seems there were many things that would catch me unawares, as I listened to Dave tell it.
Dave says, “One time, we were all pinned down by gunfire. It seemed like all if was coming from just one shooter. I remember Jimmy talking to me. He said, ‘If the two of us stand at opposite ends of this foxhole, we’ll be able to pinpoint the source of this shooter.’ So, we did. And, after a minute or so, I trudged over to the other end of that trench and talked it over with him.”
So, there it was. Had it not been for Dave and Jimmy working out that shooter’s position, I might not be here to tell you this story. Damn sure, I am now, that all the heroics I had pinned on Jimmy had been enhanced by the actions of Dark Dave!
As much as I’d like to go on with the details of this second encounter with Dave, my heart can only stand so much excitement. This revelation makes my head spin. I stayed at the legion long enough to collect more details to share with you, but you’ll have to come back for the next installment, as I’m tired now and too pooped to continue writing.
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