EPOLOGE

JUNE 2002
My counselor told me to start a journal she says that it will help relieve my aggression when my feelings get so overwhelmed and being that I truly do not have anyone to talk to in here, actually I really don’t trust anyone.  Even though I’ve already been here for two months I feel like I’ve been here forever.

I’ve managed to keep myself, yeah I’ve had a few altercations…ok, ok…maybe more than a few, but hell, you gotta do what you gotta do to survive.

But what do you do? I mean really? Having never before been in prison, you have to learn things real quick, no choice in that.  You  only have two ways on getting out of here.  Dead or alive and I’m so much expecting me to walk out than to be carried out.

Maybe I should write a book about all of this, good girl gone bad.  HA! Wouldn’t that be a best seller? Yeah right.  Why do all these people find it so interesting to read or watch about some chick who is innocent suddenly turn and become the bad guy?  It’s just funny to me now, I should know, hell I was one of them.  I was the one who would go, “Wow, I would have never expected that from him/her.”  Now look at me, people who know me are saying that now.

Imagine that shit.  Innocent Carson locked up for manslaughter. Ha – ain’t that a trip?  Yeah, maybe I will write a book, by the time I do get out, if I keep writing in this thing I’ll have enough notes and stories to make a book.  I probably have a little more advantage since I used to be in the military.
Boy you should have seen my Chain of Command’s faces when the M.P’s had to cuff me and take me away.  Good thing the CIV Police got first dibs on me, I don’t know what would be worse, being tried by the military or having gone through what I had.

Hell it doesn’t matter anyway, what’s done is done.  Everything has gotten fucked up.  My parents disowned me, I tried writing to them when I first got locked up, never heard a thing.  I even attempted to call, being that we can only call collect they made sure that they couldn’t accept collect calls.

Shit, I should have figured that much, being that my mom’s Korean and knowing the way she is…that’s being a total Bitch!  HEY! That’s me putting it nicely.  NO -  REALLY!  My mom has been hard on me since I can remember.  My dad?  Well he’s white and wouldn’t dare go against my mom, but after what I’d done, shit, for once he’s totally siding with her.  He used to try and defend me and that’s when the fights would come in.  It’s all good though, if you can’t trust your own family, then who the hell can you trust?
EXACTLY!! NO ONE!  Doesn’t matter, I was hurt in the beginning, but you learn to deal with it.  As far as my boyfriend?  Wow – where the hell do I even begin? I swear he had been the biggest influence; I don’t put the blame on him though, no not at all.  I remember a long time ago when he made a very good point.  “Things that happen to you only happen to you by your own hand.”  That’s what he said, he did.

I blame only myself, cuz of the choices I’ve made.  Yeah they weren’t too smart, but I made them so I made my bed and now I have to lie in it.  I wish I would have been able to write to him, call him, have some sort of contact with him, but again I just choose not to.

Yeah I was a little angry at him, more angry at myself, but I know now that any kind of contact would jeopardize his safety and I could never do that.  He’s my man and I love him to death…

CHAPTER ONE

July 1992

“Move it Private!  Get your ass moving!  This ain’t no leisure walk at the mall!”

“Yes Drill Sergeant!  Moving Drill Sergeant!”  Carson frighteningly yelled trying to catch up to the person in front of her.

Only a few weeks until graduation and Basic Training would finally be over.  God she couldn’t wait, if it was one thing she hated was being yelled at for nothing.  How could these people do this day after day?  Yelling and screaming at young kids who didn’t know what the hell was going on?

“You all right Moore?”  The girl in front of her asked not looking back.  

“Yeah I’m ok, this ruck is heavy as heck.  I wish I knew how to roll my stuff so I could have made it lighter.  How many more miles do we have?”  She asked with sweat pouring out from under her Kevlar.
“Shit like six more, Drill says were making good time.  Hell we’re fucking running the whole way.”  Not trying to look obvious she scanned around her to see if any Drills were close by.  That was the last thing she needed was to get caught talking by a Drill.
Her uniform soaked with sweat on that hot, humid July afternoon she still tried to make light of the situation.  “Well look at it this way Kelsey, you’ll be in better shape and lose that five pounds you claim you have.”

“Damn Moore!  I don’t know how you do it, no matter how bad shit gets you always find something good in it.  I’m glad you’re behind me though, you’re the only one that’s really keeping me going.  Whew, if it weren’t for you, I’d been fell out miles ago.”  Kelsey shook her head hiding her smile.
That girl really was something else.  No matter what she went through, the tears she shed, Moore was still determined to finish whatever she started; a lot of girls looked up to her for that. But because of her timid, mousey appearance she got picked on more times than one could count and Kelsey hated the fact that the majority of the girls liked to bully poor little Carson. Seemed like every time she turned the corner she was running to the rescue, she seriously wished more than anything Carson Moore would just buck up and stand up for herself.  Just once.
Moore was just too nice, so naïve and gullible and Kelsey could see it as plain as day that that girl would endure a lot of heartbreak and disappointment.  Pushing those thoughts aside, Kelsey hated being all mushy, coming from the streets all she knew was how to be hard. But why her? She just couldn’t understand when it came to that push over Moore she felt so protective over her.
If you looked up the definition of innocence you’d see Moore’s picture planted right there, that girl had no idea how hard life really was and it pained her heart to know that it would be the hardest lesson she had yet to learn.

“Come on girlfriend, we’re gonna finish this ruck together you hear me?”

“Right O, I’m right behind ya.”  Moore panted still managing to sound chipper.

Laughing Kelsey rolled her eyes.  “Moore you are such a square, I swear.”

SEPTEMBER 1992
“Hey Moore open up!  Don’t sit in your room again, come out with us!”  A voice yelled behind the closed door.
With the door barely opened to a crack she be damned if anyone would see the trumped up hair, sleep still heavy in her eyes and a pair of torn sweats and tank top that should have been graduated to a cleaning rag. “Where’s the fire?”
“Aw hell naw, no you are not in the bed!  Get yo ass up you are going out with us tonight!”

Carson winced when she felt the door slam against her knee and watched Kelsey barge in with a few of their girlfriends.  “Go jump in the shower and we’ll pick out an outfit for you.”
A heavy sigh escaped her lips and let her shoulders slump forward.  “Aw Kelsey I don’t feel like going out.  I just want to go back to sleep.”  Purposely dragging her feet, it slightly thrilled her to know how much Kelsey hated that sound.
Kelsey grabbed Carson by the arm.  “Girl if you don’t get your skinny ass in that shower I’ll throw you in there myself.”  Before she could jerk her arm away from Kelsey, Carson found herself face to face with her as she then softly mustered. “And if you don’t stop dragging your feet like that, so help me God I will make you one of Jerry’s kids.”

Carson pouted to hide her smile and headed towards the shower. “Why you always gotta be such a bully…dang.”

“Why you be so mean to her Darla?  Every time you talk to her like that she be lookin like she bout to cry.”

Darla opened Carson’s wall locker.  “Girl please, that’s my home girl.  We was in Basic and A.I.T together, I don’t do anything to hurt her.  Never that, she just needs some life experience to toughen her up.  Somebody is gonna break that girl, but I’ll be damned I’ll let that happen as long as I’m around.”

“You act like she’s yo sista or something, girl don’t look no ware like you.” The heavier set girl frowned distastefully.

That comment hit a nerve, she stopped looking through the closet and slowly turned with an evil glare.  “She is my sister, she’s more my sister than my own blood.  That girl pulled me through a lot of troubles, she may look scary, but she’s tough.”
 “Dang you ain’t got to trip, she just don’t look like the type for you to hang out with.  She’s a square.”  The thick girl went to sit in a nearby chair.
The thinner girl who stood away from the animosity between the other two girls looked at Darla.  If it was one thing she learned was to never talk about Carson.  Darla got so defensive she was ready to kick someone’s ass.  There was just something about the girl that made you want to protect her, to this day she still couldn’t figure out why.  She finally got to the point and just figured things happened for a reason and Carson was her reason.

Quickly stepping in, she diverted Darla’s attention.  “Well she sure got a tight ass room, is her mom still in Korea or is she in the states somewhere?”

“Yeah matter of fact they stay right here in Washington.”  Darla turned back to the open closet and deeply frowned.  “Man this girl ain’t got shit.  No wonder she don’t go out.”

“Yo, does she even have make up?  Stuff to do her hair?”

Darla’s eyes widened as she shook her head.  “Damn Mona she sure don’t be wearing make up.  Yo we need to find some cover girl. Our makeup will be to dark for her!”

Mona suddenly snapped her fingers.  “Hey Fontane and Hillmore are in their rooms, I’ll go snatch them up.”

“Why you going all out for her like this?  Ya’ll been here for two months now and you two neva hung out.”

Darla quickly realized it was a mistake in befriending the overweight bitch.  “I do hang out with her, all the time and I’m going all out for her today because it’s her birthday today Bitch!”

“I got yo Bitch!  How you gone hang out wit this chink Bitch? What you changing ova?!”
“What is wrong with you?!  You are in the fucking military, there are all races up in here!  How can you avoid that?”  Darla glared.
“I manage, I stick with my own kind.  What you need to be doing.”  She stood up with venom.

Although she was a bit bigger than her, ok, maybe a lot bigger than her she still wasn’t about to disrespect Carson by fighting in her room; she had way too many things to get broken.

“You’s just a stank ass Bitch, ain’t shit gonna happen to you wit that attitude!  All you gonna have is drama, you need to take yo fat ass out of here before my girl kicks yo ass!”  Darla evenly crossed her arms over her chest.

“And what that skinny Bitch gone do? Throw some Kung Fu on me?  Bitch please, I’ll squash her square ass.”  She sneered.  “I’m bouncing, ya’ll bitch’s go do ya’ll white thang.”

Darla stood her ground as the girl walked by saying, “Bitch you better watch yo back.”

To her surprise she was forced to stop dead in her tracks as she came face to face with Carson.  “No Bitch…you better watch your back!”

Spinning around the corner of the wall locker Darla saw Carson was almost nose to nose with the girl, shock and surprise overcame her.  Where did she come from?!

“And what you gonna do Bitch?  I got 50 lbs over your skinny ass!”
Carson leaned forward until her lips almost came in contact with the other girl’s lips.  “Bitch it ain’t the size, it’s what you know.  I’ll knock your ass out so quick you won’t even have the chance to blink.”

Rolling her eyes she took a step back. “Bitch please.”

Slowly licking her lips her eyes narrowed.  “Mutha fucka try me.”  Stepping back into her personal space again.

Mona walked in to see Carson Standing up to Big Shawna.  Bewilderment and shock racked her body!  She never heard Carson curse before, let alone step to somebody!  “What the hell?”  She let slip.

“Man I’m out, I don’t need this petty bullshit!  Mona you coming?  We can go somewhere else to hang out.”  Shawna stepped aside.

Mona looked at Darla and then at Carson.  The bond between them was so evident, somehow in her gut she knew the right choice would be to stay with the two girls.  She looked down at the bag of cosmetics and threw up a peace sign.  “Peace out braw. I made a promise, it’s Carson’s birthday and I’m here to help her celebrate it.”

When she looked back over towards Carson, the hated look she once displayed was now replaced by her angelic, innocent gaze.  Whoa….scary.

“Wow, you actually remembered my birthday?”  Carson looked grateful.
“Girl you are my best friend! How could I forget?!” Darla gave a wired grin.  “Wow that’s cool.”  Carson smiled showing off a pair of beautiful straight white teeth.
Shawna rolled her eyes. “I’m out you bitch’s are crazy.”

Stepping aside Mona let the girl walk through and slammed the door behind her.  “Good riddance.”  She then gave a final nod.

Carson realized she was still standing in her towel.  “I guess I should get dressed eh?”

Kelsey had seen a different side of Carson and liked it.  “Wow Carson, I never knew you had that in you.”
“Yeah me either.  Sometimes you just had enough and I guess enough was enough.”  She bashfully agreed.

Mona set the bag on the counter.  “Come on Carson let’s get your hair done and face made up. You gonna get some phone numbers tonight.”

Blushing she stepped in front of the mirror. “I don’t know how to wear make up.  My mother never allowed me too.”

“Don’t worry girl, we’ll take care of you trust us.  This is my specialty, I went to school to learn this stuff.”  Mona proudly boasted.

An eyebrow raised and Kelsey leaned against the door.  “I see why you joined the Army.”

Christine laughed as Mona scrunched up her face.  “I didn’t suck, I’m good.  I couldn’t afford it anymore; I needed the money.”

“Why’d you joined Darla?”  Carson asked as Mona began to blow dry her long dark hair.

“I needed to get off the streets, I saw my friends die around me and I didn’t want to end up with them.  I want to go to school and I needed a job.”  The thought of her passed friends brought back the sadness she had long put away.

Mona definitely could relate she lost a few friends dear to her, having lived the rough streets of Brooklyn.  “What about you Carson?  What made you join?”

“I originally wanted to go to college and my mother said I wasn’t smart enough to go, she also cried about how they needed to save money so when my dad retired they could buy a house.”  She answered while Mona began to put twists in her hair.

Confused Mona paused.  “Got out? Was he in jail?”

Kelsey looked at her wanted to smack her.  “Who’s the square now?”

“What?”  Mona cried out.  “I don’t know!”

Carson giggled.  “My dad was in the Army too.”

“Wow…your mom cared more about a house than your education?  God that’s gotta suck.”

“No big deal, I’ll go to college and get me an egdemacation.  Den I’s gone get me’s a good job an make dat mun’e.”  She then gave a toothy grin of determination.
Darla looked at the two girls and gave a solemn look.  After a few more seconds of silence she sighed thoughtfully thinking out loud.  “So much for joining to defend our country, aren’t we just full of patriotism.” 

Mona just needed to set one more curl and she was finally finished.  “Come one…how many really join to defend this country?  Desert Storm was over a year ago, like we’ll really go to war again.”

Rolling her eyes Darla nudged Mona on her shoulder.  “I need to find her an outfit…hurry up.” 

“Ok, I’m almost finished, let’s put a few big curls and I’ll do your make up.”  Mona plugged in the huge curling iron.  “You have really good features Carson, have you ever thought of being a model?”

“Yeah right, me a model?  Please I’m to fat.”  Carson then laughed at the thought.

Darla stopped dead in her tracks and was stumped to hear something like that coming out of her like that.  She couldn’t ever remember a time where she heard Carson put herself down like that, she had stopped what she was doing so that she could listen in.
“FAT?!  Girl please, you got curves!”  Mona lightly began to dab some foundation to her already smooth skin.

“Man ever since I hit puberty my mother forever was telling me how fat I was and how I needed to lose weight.  `Oh Carson, you need to lose weight, you got a big butt.’”  Carson mocked her mother perfectly.

“A big butt?  What butt?  Girlfriend I really hate to break it to you…you don’t have an ass.” Mona joked hoping it would lighten the mood.

Carson gratefully looked into the mirror as a slow smile played at her lips.

Mona looked back at her to show her, her support and felt her own heart ache when she saw the pain and loneliness fill her eyes.  “I guess everyone lived through their own hardships huh?”  “Yeah I guess some just worse that others, but we’re all here surviving.”

Silence fell between them while Mona continued to curl Carson’s hair.  Once finished she then softly asked, “Hey Carson?  Did your mom really say you weren’t smart?”
“Yeah…I remember one time we got into our usual argument and she looked at me really dirty and said, `I don’t know why I had to have a stupid kid like you, all the other half Korean kids are smart.  What happened to you?’”

“I can’t believe that?  Did you ever have any boyfriends?  You’re so pretty Carson I know the guys were sweatin’ you huh?”  Mona tried changing the subject.

A smirk shot from her face.  “Yeah right, do you know what it’s like to have a father in the Military?  All my dad used to tell me, `Carson these guys don’t like you, all they want from you is just a piece of ass.  They’re just set out to get some pussy.”

She couldn’t hide the look of shock.  “My God!  Your dad did not say that!”

Nodding she continued.  “Man I couldn’t go out on dates, never was allowed to sleep over or have anyone sleep over; if I went to a school dance I had to be home by ten.  Oh God forbid if I wanted to go to the movies!  My dad used to walk me to the theatre ask the teller what time the movie let out and told me I have ten minutes to get home.”

“What about prom? Please tell me you at least went to prom?”  Mona pleaded as she starred looking stunned.

“Yeah for once my mom took my side and told him that this was my senior year, my last year of high school and that I need to do what all Seniors get to do, so I went with my best friend Scotty.”

Now confused, did she just say her best friend Scotty?  “You went to prom with your best friend?  Didn’t anyone ask you to go?”

Sadly she shrugged as she answered with a shake of her head.  “No.  Since Scotty wasn’t interested in going with anyone so he said that he wanted to go with me since I never got asked.  But a week before prom he started fallin for this chick Vicki, she was a junior.  I told him don’t worry about it to go with her and I’ll go by myself.”

“Well what happened?”  She quickly urged.  “He said Hell no, he already bought the tickets and my corsage.  We were going, well, I told him it was cool to go as a threesome and took pictures together.”  Carson laughed at the memory.  “What?”
A smile still played at her lips. “Well I ended up sitting almost the whole night by myself and had the popular girls tell me how pretty I was and how I had such a beautiful hair, that they wished they had hair like mine and Scotty and Vicki ended up finding somebody else to kick it with.”
Mona laughed.  “That’s crazy did you at least have a good time?”

“It was cool I’ll never forget our theme song, Keith Sweat: Make it last forever.”

“Ew girl that was the song, Keith be movin you don’t he?”

This time Carson looked confused.  “Move you?”

Laughing out loud Mona gently nudged her.  “Girl you really are a square.”

Darla stood by and listened.  No wonder she was like the way she is, she got cut off from living life.  Her heart ached for her friend, she vowed she would make sure Carson was going to have a good time.  Having laid out her outfit; a pair of black stretch pants and a pink half sweater and found some cute black heels to match.

Satisfied she walked around the corner and was astonished.  “Wow! You look totally different.”

Worried Christine nervously touched her cheek.  “Do I look bad?”

“Look for yourself.”  Darla turned to face her in the mirror.
Carson was flabbergasted at what she saw.  “God!  I’m pretty! I actually look pretty.”

Mona beamed with pride.  “See I told you I knew what I was doing.”

“Good job Mona, bout time you were good for something.”  Darla then joked.

“Fuck you Darla.”  Mona playfully spat.

Shaking her head Darla grabbed Carson by the arm.  “Sorry baby girl, but this chick loves men.  Come on let’s get you changed.”

*
*
*

“Come on you look gorgeous!”  Mona impatiently stomped her foot while they stood in the hallway waiting on her.

Carson peered out from behind the door.  “I don’t want anyone to see me I’m not used to wearing clothes like this.  I don’t even know why I bought this I knew I never would wear it.”

Darla became irritated.  “Girl if you don’t bring your ass out of that room…me and Mona will drag your ass out.”

Pouting slowly opened the door.  “If anyone laughs I’ll never go out again!”

“Girl no one will laugh!  You’re gorgeous!”  Mona grabbed her arm as Darla quickly closed the door.

“Just relax you’ll be fine, trust me.  Now come on it’s your birthday, you’re 21 and we’re gonna get you fucked up!”  Darla excitedly said as they headed down the hallway.

Seeing that a door was opened the three could hear a bunch of guys playing a video game.

As quietly as she could Carson walked by and suddenly heard a whole bunch of screaming.  “Damn who was that?!”  A male voice quickly cried out.

“Yo Darla! Who’s your friend? She new?” Another voice rushed out into the hallway.

“What the hell?! Moore?!  Is that you?  Holy Shit!  Damn girl you are looking fine as hell!”

Carson turned a bright crimson red.  “Thanks Bartlett, you sure have a way with words.”

“Damn Ma’mi, I ain’t never see you look this good, you got a nice little shape on you.  All we ever been used to was those damn sweats, can ya blame a brotha for looking?”  he lazily leaned against the wall.

Darla shook her head.  “Okay Pimp Daddy we got plans, it’s her birthday today.”

“Well shit girl, Happy Birthday.  Can I give you a birthday kiss?”  he gave a cocked smile.

Surprised she stood there as Bartlett walked over and lightly kissed her on the lips.  “Happy Birthday Ma, don’t get too fucked up or I’ll have to take care of ya.”

Her jaw dropped as Mona began to pull on her.  “In your dreams Fartlett, we’ll be the one’s who’ll take care of her, not your horny ass.”

Darla slapped him on his chest.  “Nice try bud, she ain’t even your type so don’t even go there.”

Bartlett watched the three ladies walk away and realized he had a new interest, and it happened to be Korean and White.  Rubbing his stomach as he headed back to his room he began to plan his next encounter with the beauty.

CHAPTER TWO
KOREA 1995

“Yo Moore you wanna go to the B-Ball game tonight?  Bravo is playing against Headquarters; ol boy will be playing.”  Darla walked into their room.

Interest caused her to abruptly sit up in her bed.  “For real?  What time does it start?”

Darla plopped on her own bed and smiled at the girl’s sudden change in behavior.  “Bout an hour, we going?”

“Yeah let me get changed.”  Carson jumped up and rushed to her closet.

“What you tryin to look cute for the nigga?” Darla teased.  

“Hey, you never know I just might get lucky.”  She joked pulling out a pair of Tommy Hilfiger shorts and matching tank top.  

“Say that then girlfriend.”  Darla laughed as her best friend changed out of her accustomed sweats.

*
*
*

Sitting at the end of the bleachers waiting for their company to hit the basket ball court, Carson kept her eye out for Brent.  Brent happened to be the guy who she deeply was crushing on, but at the same time she just couldn’t help but to admire the all the other cutes guys who continued to walk past both of them.

“That one, number 32, the one with the dark hair, he has a nice tan.”  Darla kept pointing out.
Carson saw the handsome guy and thought he had a pretty good jump shot.  “He’s cute in a `New Kids On The Block’ kind of way.”

Darla laughed and playfully pushed her friend.  “I just can’t win with you can I?”

Leaning back she crossed her legs and answered with a lopsided grin.  “They already consider you an `Uncle Tom’ for liking white guys Darla, but hey to each his own.  Besides D, you just can’t go rushing things, God will find you `The One’ when he’s ready too.”

A frown quickly appeared.  “Who needs to find `The One’?  I’m having the time of my life of over here, why spoil it and get all serious.  Besides in a few more months we’ll be back in Washington, who needs the hassle.”

An eyebrow raided.  “The time of your life huh?  Darla all that’s happened has always left you with a broken heart.” 

“Me?  What about you?  You’re too nice, when are you going to start standing up for yourself?” Darla looked at her with disbelief, she wasn’t the one who always wore her emotions on her sleeve.

“What are you talking about?  I just keep picking the wrong guy, I can see a dog when I see one now.”  Carson gave a determined look.

Darla rolled her eyes, she knew better than that,  She was just about to comment when they heard, “Hey Carson come to watch us play?”

When she looked up she watched Brent sit close to Carson and could do nothing but frown.  She couldn’t put her finger on it, but every time he came around she always got an uneasy feeling about him.

“Hey Brent come to watch our company beat ya’ll down?”  Carson politely corrected him.

A smug look and a roll of the shoulders he acted as if she hadn’t said a word.  “You know you came to watch me play.”

“Whatever.”  She then rolled her eyes.

Brent then smiled.  “Say what you want, but I know the deal.  What you doing later on tonight?”

With the butterflies taking over Carson knew she just had to keep her cool.  “Nothing really?  Why? What’s up?”

“Come by the room, we can watch a movie eat some popcorn, you know just chill.”  He gave her his award winning smile, the smile he knew the girls was loving.

Sitting forward as she saw her company getting ready to get on court she gave a sideway glance.  “That sounds cool, what’s a good time?”

He looked at his watch and answered. “Around 8:30 sound good to you?”
Carson looked over at Darla and noticed the sudden change of behavior.  “Yeah that’s cool”

Laying his hand on her knee he gave her his `smile’ again.  “Great!  I’ll see you then, wish me luck will ya, gotta warm up now.”

“Yeah good luck, you’re gonna really need it.”  She called out laughing.

Brent quickly looked back at her and waved her off.  “We’ll see who’ll be laughing later.”

Still laughing as Carson watched him walk away, Darla’s eyes narrowed with caution. What was that look for? Something seriously was not sitting right with her and decided to question Carson on her intentions.  She seriously did not like the look she saw and concernedly faced her.  “Carson are you sure you want to hook up with him?”
“I’ll be cool Darla don’t worry.”  She assured her with a warm smile.

That annoying feeling she had in the pit of her stomach only grew stronger with worry.  Thank God she was her roommate cuz she’ll get first hand on whatever may happen.

*
*
*

Carson quietly closed the door to their room and locked it. Just as she turned around the light switched on and was shocked to see Darla planted on her side of the room.

“What the Fuck?!”  Darla cried out in shock at the sight she saw before her.  Bewilderment and fear had her twisted all up inside as she stared at Carson with a busted lip and torn shirt, her own tears immediately fell from her eyes as she stared at her best friend tear stained cheeks.

Beginning to shake with shame and guilt Carson felt the tears spill down her cheeks again, unable to speak her legs gave out and felt herself fall to the floor.
Darla rushed towards her to catch her and held her tight as she eased them both to the floor.  “What happened boo?  What did he do?”  Her voice rose with panic.

She couldn’t speak, her voice just wasn’t going to work for her at the moment all she kept doing was just shake her head.  Darla held tight as she began to gently rock them back and forth.  “Let it out girl, let it all out, I’m here for you I ain’t going no where.”

Twenty minutes went by and Darla was finally able to get Carson up and move over to the bed.  She made sure she was able to stay sitting and reached over for some brandy and a shot glass.  “Here drink this it’ll help calm the nerves.”  

Carson’s had shook too badly for her to actually be able to hold the glass herself.  With Darla’s help she downed the Brandy and welcomed the hot liquid burn down her throat.

“Feel better now?”  Wanting to laugh only because of the ugly face Carson displayed, she had to bite the insides of her cheeks as Carson stared at her with a suffocating look.

Fresh tears began to stream down her cheeks again as she laid back squeezing her pillow to her as tight as she could.  
Besides the guilt she automatically felt from the urge to laugh, worry began to tear at her stomach she never saw Carson like this before.  What happened to her to make her like this?  Darla got in bed with her and laid behind her wrapping her arms protectively around the now totally broken girl.  “Carson…what happened sweetie?”  

The tears just wouldn’t stop as she buried her face into her pillow.  “You’ll hate me.”  She hoarsely stated.
“No.  I won’t, I promise, you’re my best friend, nothing you do will ever make me hate you.”  Darla strongly stressed.

Carson felt more shame causing her to tightly squeeze her eyes shut.  “I feel so horrible, I just want to die.  I can’t believe this happened to me.”

Anger began to pump through her veins.  “What happened Carson? How did you get that busted lip?  You can tell me.”  She evenly said.

Crying even harder and gasping for air she finally cried out, “He ran a train on me and when I busted them on it, the other guy hit me!”  Guilt, shame, disgust burned Carson’s soul.

Darla felt like she had just got the wind knocked out of her as she jumped out of the bed.  “What…the…Fuck?!!!  How?”

Burying her face back into her pillow she tried to muffle her wails of pain.  Never had she been so embarrassed and felt so dirty, Carson truly felt like dying.

Gently laying her hand on Carson shoulder, her own tears began to fall freely from her eyes.  “Carson, sweetie, I am so sorry.  If you don’t feel like talking about it, it’s ok.  We don’t ever have to talk about it again until you are ready, I promise I will always be here for you, to listen to anything you are ready to talk about.”

Carson jumped into Darla’s arms and held onto her for dear life.  “I’m so sorry…I..should…have listened…I…didn’t…”

“Shhh, I’m here boo, I’m here.  When ever you are ready.”  Darla held tight the only thing she could do was to cry right along with her.  Hatred pounded at her heart, revenge burned her soul.  She would get even, someone how, someway, she would get even.
Still holding onto Darla, Carson began to softly say, “We had sex…he grabbed a condom and turned out the lights.  It was so dark, I couldn’t see anything, not even if I had put my hand right in front of my face. When he finished he said that he ran out and needed to go across the room to get another one.”

Carson paused still holding onto her for dear life as she slowly took a deep breath.  “When he left I got paranoid I don’t know why, something told me to get up and turn the light on but I was scared. It was like I was stuck there and couldn’t move, I could barely breath and he came back, something told me that it wasn’t him but I couldn’t bring myself to just get up and turn on that fucking light.  Me…just being stupid again.”

“Carson sweetie you are not stupid!” Darla firmly scolded.  “You’ve just been really gullible and naïve.”

“When he came at me he had me turn over on my stomach and he started that way, I remember Brent had on a necklace and bracelet, I touched him there…on his neck and his wrist…nothing….”  Carson thought she couldn’t cry anymore tears, yet a fresh batch began to fall as the humiliation burned throughout her body.  “I suddenly couldn’t breath and I scratched at him to get off me, I…grabbed the closest thing to me…a fuckin pillow and ran to turn on the light. It wasn’t Brent, I never saw this guy before and I started to scream at him, telling him that he raped me.”
The shaking came back as she sat backwards to touch her lip and eye.  “Next thing I know I’m flying against the wall and my face started burning with pain, like a punk I coward against the wall trying to cover myself with that stupid fuckin pillow.”  She felt her chest tighten again and found it hard to breath.

Darla never felt so much hatred as she felt right then and there, she wished more than anything in this world that they were back home in Detroit.  She knew people, people who would have no problem in taking care of them two dicks.  “Mutha Fucka, that Son of a Bitch!!!  I knew that Bitch couldn’t be trusted!! God Damn it!  God….Damn…it!!!”  She screamed at the top of her lungs filled with rage.

Suddenly Carson felt Darla’s arms tighten around her again.  “I’m sorry Darla, please…please don’t hate me.”  And continued to cry.

“Oh sweetie I don’t hate you.  I never could hate you, it’s not your fault, you didn’t know.  If it hadn’t been you he would have had someone else in there.  Damn, how many other girls had they done this too?”  Darla now stood up and grabbed two shot glasses.  “Shit, now I need a drink.”

Now her own hand was shaking as she poured them both a drink, managing to spill more on the counter than making it into their glasses, given the state they both were in they really didn’t give a shit.  Downing her shot glass as she handed Carson hers, she poured herself another shot.  “God Damn it!”  She suddenly cried out and threw the glass across the room.  Carson winced at the sound of the glass shattering to pieces.
She then looked up at Darla and then over to where the broken pieces now lay.  “Damn Darla…that was my favorite glass.”

Spinning around to face her with a look of disbelief, she looked down at Carson and stared into her eyes.  Despite the pain she saw, the humiliation the girl was feeling, she also saw a glint of humor.  

Together they broke into laughter as she knelt down and threw her arms around Carson once more. As they sat there, leaning and resting their heads against one another.  “Girl you are something else you know that?”

Wiping her cheeks she then laid her head against her friend’s shoulder.  “How could I have been such a fool?  I feel so dirty now, no matter how many hot showers I take, I’ll never be able to wash this away.”
“We’ll make it through this Carson, I promise.  It will get better one day….” She tried to encourage.

The two sat there in silence, Darla continued to comfort her when she softly heard, “One day…”

CHAPTER THREE

MAY 1996

“Attention to Orders.”  The lieutenant loudly began to read.
Carson Moore stood in front of her Company Formation as he continued to read.  “Carson K. Moor has been promoted from the rank of Sergeant to the rank of Staff Sergeant on this day May 1, 1996…”

While he continued reading Carson looked at her best friend who stood at attention beside her looking proud and delighted.  Within a few seconds she was face to face with Darla as she pinned her E-6 rank on her collar.

“I knew you could do it girl.” Darla softly smiled.

“Congratulations Staff Sergeant Moore, a rank well deserved.”  Her Commander proudly stated as he pinned her rank on the other collar.

“Thank you sir.”  She said trying not to smile.

With her cap placed back on her head, he turned to face his unit.  “Company!  At Ease!  Let’s give a hand to newly promoted SSG Moore.”

A round of applause rang through the ranks.  “SSG Moore, would you care to say a few words?”  The Commander smiled.

“I’d like to thank God first and foremost for always being there to help me through my rough times. My family and especially my Chain of Command for believing in me and giving me great guidance and finally my sincerest thanks to the best friend a gal could ever have. My girl, my ace-boo-koo, SSG Kelsey, if it hadn’t been for her I surely would not be here today.  Thank you everyone.”  She finished with a huge smile.
Another round of applause rang out as the Commander instructed the newly promoted SSG to fall back to her platoon; he finished with his weekly safety briefings and dismissed everyone so they all could start their long awaited weekend.

With everyone walking back towards the barracks, Carson heard someone yell behind her, “Hey party in Moore’s room tonight!”  “Only if you’re buying the alcohol.” She then laughed.  “You’re the new Staff Sergeant making the big money!”  He then pointed out.  “Yeah all the better for ya’ll to help me celebrate.” She joked back.
Darla and Carson raced up to their room, both tearing out of their BDU’s.  “I can not wait, in a couple of hours we’ll be signed out on leave and on our way to Michigan!  I can’t wait to see my family.”

Tossing her top on the near by chair, Carson grabbed her trusty sweats and reached in her already packed bag to grab a tank top.  “I can’t believe I finally got promoted, I swear I thought I would never catch up to you.”

“And why’s that?  You knew it was going to come, shit with all those college classes you’ve burnt yourself out on, working yourself out to death in the gym.  Oh! Let’s not forget your expert shooting at the range, lets see, shall I go on?”  Darla joked slipping into her favorite Baby Phat jeans.

A huge smile was still plastered on her face.  “Ok we got jokes now.”  Carson sat there when her smile slowly began to fall.  A few seconds of silence she then softly said, “Thanks Darla.”

“For what?”  She laughed as she turned around to see the solemn look on her face.

Tears of love and appreciation gathered in her eyes.  “We’ve been best friends for so long you’ve always had my back no matter what happened.”

Darla rolled her eyes this was not the time to be all emotional.  “Good Lord woman, when are you going to stop being so sensitive?  I swear you get emotional over everything and just when I think you’ve finally bucked up.”  Walking over to her and giving her a big hug hearing, “Yeah, yeah I’m such a square.”

“Man are YOU!”  She laughed squeezing her hug.
“When are YOU gonna stop acting so hard?  I swear you’re as affectionate as a scorpion.”  Carson laughed along with her wiping her tears.
“It’s good to be hard, you don’t get hurt that way.”  She firmly stated with a nod.  “But funny thing is…when I have to deal with you, you seem to make me cry quicker than a baby who lost it’s bottle.”  Chuckling while she herself tried to blink back her own tears.

“Come on silly girl we need to finish packing, we’re hitting the road as soon as we sign out.”  Carson jumped up and started grabbing her travel bags off the desk.

Darla could only agree and she herself began to grab her clothes off the bed and packing them into her suitcase.

*
*
*

A minute after midnight both girls jumped into Carson’s Champagne colored 325i BMW convertible and started on their journey.  “Let’s go, let’s go!  Detroit here we come!”  Darla excitedly clapped her hands as Carson turned towards the I-5 Exit.

“Detroit is not going anywhere no matter how fast we drive.”  Carson reached up towards her visor. Quickly frowning she flung it open and began to search the slot on the side of her door.  “Oh shit!”
“What?”  Darla snapped her head looking at her.

“The map….it’s not here!”  She exclaimed distraught trying to drive and search for the map.

Panicked herself she also began to search around the car.  “Please tell me you didn’t leave it back at the room?”

“I know I didn’t, I never took it out the car. I put it up in the visor so I wouldn’t forget where I put it. It has to be here.”  Carson exclaimed trying to keep her eyes on the road.
Darla stopped what she was doing and took a deep breath.  “What are we stressing for? It’s not like we can’t stop at a gas station to buy ourselves a map.”

Forcing herself to clam down herself, she relaxed against the car seat and suddenly snapped her fingers.  She reached down between her seat the middle console and low and behold, the already plotted out map appeared in her hand.

The girl looked at each other with the look of relief before busting out into laughter now really able to settle back and enjoy the car ride. 

“Maybe I should hold on to it….you know for safe keeping.”  Darla stated and snatched the map off Carson’s lap.

Rolling her eyes, she reached over and turned the volume up to the cd that was playing, bouncing to the beat and starting to sing along becoming excited all over again as the I-90 exit came into view.

*
*
*

“Mom?  Dad?  You’re favorite daughter is home!”  Darla called out as both girls walked through the front door dropping their bags on the floor to their two story Duplex.
“My favorite daughter?” An elder deep voice called out from upstairs.  “My daughter is in the Army and at Fort Lewis.”

Standing at the bottom of the stairs Darla waited for him to come into view.  “Daddy!”  She cried out with outstretched arms.

“Well I’ll be, you look like my daughter.  She never said nothing about coming home for a visit though, you sure you not trying to impersonate her?”  He joked coming down the stairs and immediately throwing his arms around her.

“Gosh dad it’s so great to see you! How goes everything?”  She held on tight giving him a kiss on his cheek.

“Honey you look great! Your mom know you home?” He pulled back to take a good look at her.  “Hmmm, you sure do look like my daughter.”

Giggling she playfully punched his arm.  “Come on dad, no mom doesn’t know I’m here yet.”

He slowly shook his head.  “Good Lord, let the fun begin.  Nanna’s in the kitchen with your mother.”

Mr. Kelsey finally noticed Carson and wore a welcomed smile.  “I see you picked up a straggler, where’d you find her at?”

Carson laughed as she walked into his arms.  “It’s good to see you too Mr. Kelsey.  It smells great we sure did show up at the perfect time.”

“Boy won’t mother be happy to see you girls, come on let’s go and surprise her.” He draped his arm around Darla’s shoulders and led them towards the kitchen.

Hearing the kitchen door open, Mrs. Kelsey called out, “Who was at the door sweetheart?”
“Dear you’ll never believe who I found.”  He answered as Mrs. Kelsey looked up setting the rolling pin down on the counter.

Glee and surprise shone from her face.  “Darla May Kelsey, my Lord child what are you doing here?”

“Momma!”  She quickly cried now jumping into her mother’s arms.

Mrs. Kelsey wrapped her flour covered hands around Darla.  “Girl you look great! How long are you home for this time?”

Smiling from ear to ear she hugged her mother tight.  “30 wonderful days!”

“Oh my,”  Martha looked over at her husband.  “I don’t know if we’ll be able to handle you that long.”  She joked.

“Looks like DeeDee brought herself home with a stray.”  Nanna Wiles briefly looked up from cleaning her pot of peas.

Martha hadn’t even noticed until she looked up and saw Carson.  “Who is this Darla?”

John put his arm around Carson.  “You memba Carson dontcha Martha?”

She looked close at the Asian Beauty.  “Carson is that you?  My sweet Lord child where do you go?  You’re nothing but skin an bones now, I see you got yourself a little tan too.”

Carson blushed, compliments weren’t very often given to her.  “Thanks Mrs. Kelsey, I’m trying to get as dark as Darla.”

A ripple of laughter filled the room.  “Girl please, no Mrs. Kelsey.  How many times must I tell you? Bring your bones over here and give me a hug.”

Wrapping her arms around Darla’s mother she hugged her with all the love she had.  With closed eyes she whispered as softly as she could. “I wish my mother was like you.”

Already having known her history, Martha smoothed the girl’s long dark hair.  “You’ll always be a part of our family, child.”

Carson blushed harder than she ever had, she hadn’t meant for Martha to hear her.  Martha pulled back and looked deep into Carson’s bright Green eyes.  “Child you need some meat on your bones, you’ve lost too much.”

Nanna Wilkes looked Darla up and down, still cleaning her peas.  “Hmph, don’t look like Darla May is on the healthy side either, been hangin round that skinny ko-ray-on chick for too long if you ask me.”

Darla clearly embarrassed and shocked couldn’t even look Carson’s way.  “Nanna, I thought you liked Carson?”

Mr. and Mrs. Kelsey were utterly and totally speechless. They had never heard Martha’s mother ever say anything close to being racist about anything, what made her start to say something now?

Not bothering to look up she kept on with what she was doing.  “I know what she is, dat don’t mean she’s still what she is.  Don’t mean nothing anyway, to me she’s always gonna be a black gurl wit really light skin.”

“I love you too Nanna Wilkes.”  Carson laughed as she ran over to give her a hug.

Finally she stopped and gently laid her aging hand on her arm.  “Chil, you always be a part of dis family hear?”  “Yes Nanna.”  She gently kissed her on the cheek.

“You’s a good child, why a mother wouldn’t welcome you with open arms is beyond me.”  She warmly looked up at the young beauty.

Darla knew how emotional Carson could get.  “Ok! Let’s go take our bags upstairs!  We’ll come back and help with dinner.”

Snatching her by the arm, she drug Carson out the kitchen and towards their bags.  “Hey!”  Carson called out.  “When’s Jackson coming home?”

John then walked out the kitchen.  “Here let me help you ladies.”

“We got it dad, we’re not helpless you know.”  She grabbed her suitcase the same time Carson grabbed hers.

Throwing up his hands he took a step back.  “My bad, forgot ya’ll are soldiers, ya’ll can handle it.”

“Oh dad, stop.”  She laughed going up the stairs as Mr. Kelsey walked back into the kitchen.

Heading up the stairs and down the hall, they walked into the first room to the right and threw their suitcases on the two twin beds. Darla walked to the window and looked out the all too familiar setting. 

While she was unzipping her suitcase Carson noticed Darla at the window and smiled. “Great to finally be home huh?”  

Darla snapped with a huge grin.  “Man does it feel great!  I think my time is getting short Carson.”
Confused she dropped her slippers to the floor.  “What do you mean?”  She then frowned.

Slowly walking over to her bed and sitting down, Darla had a heavy look of melancholy. “I miss home Carson, I want to be near my family.  I don’t want the Army life anymore, I’m tired, I want to do something different.”

Carson slowly bit on her lower lip.  “I thought we were going to retire together?  Get old together?”

“We’re still gonna grow old together Carson, I was thinking that you could get out too, we could move here and you could finish up your college.”  Darla excitedly suggested.

The Army was all she knew, her father was in the Army and now she was in the Army.  What could she possibly do outside the Army?

“You’ve put a lot of thought into this.  How long have you been thinking about all of this?”  Carson turned to look out the window.

She hated to see her dear friend look so lost and hurt.  “Carson I’m not leaving you, We’re not going our separate ways, you can move here with me, at least you’ll have a loving family.”

Carson spun around with pain.  “That was a low blow Darla.”

Her head dropped with shame and rested her head in her hands.  “I didn’t mean it as a low blow Carson, I just wanted to point out that this family, my family, love you unconditionally.  You would be so welcomed here.”
Deeply sighing Carson had to go back and sit down.  Five years they were in the Army together, they had made so many plans together, only they never made plans for life after the military.

“But we still have another year left.”  Carson finally looked at her.

“I thought we could save up a little more and just ETS out.  We have a pretty good lump of change in the bank now.  By the end of the year we’ll be able to afford us a nice apartment, we’ll be able to have till we can find us a job.”  Darla saw that Carson was giving it some thought and began to feel some hope.

“I guess I can do something better than being in the Army huh?”  Carson then nervously smiled.

Darla jumped up with glee.  “I knew you’d be with me! That’s my girl!  Trust me, you won’t be sorry!  We’ll be straight here, believe me, you’ll love it here.”  She cried throwing her arms around her best friend.

Carson giggled.  “All right, all right, I know we’ll be ok.  You were always the planner, making sure everything ran smoothly.”  She hugged back.

“I can’t wait to tell mom and dad!  Come on let’s go tell them!”  She cried out grabbing her hand and dragging her out the room.

*
*
*

Days went by of sleeping in late and lazily lounging around the house.  No 0630 formations, no wearing the same uniform everyday, no more working late nights.  The were enjoying the simple life and were seriously enjoying it.

Darla sat in the overstuffed arm chair with her legs hanging over the side and was flipping through the channels while Carson was laid up on the couch with her feet kicked up resting on the back of the couch; another wonderful day of being totally and utterly lazy.
“Darla honey, can you girls run to the store before it closes?  I seem to have run out of vanilla.”  Martha came walking out of the kitchen.

Darla popped up in her chair.  “Vanilla?  You’re making cookies?”

Martha brightly smiled.  “Chocolate chip?”

Carson then sat up right with a eager look.  “Chocolate chip?”

The two looked at each other and started to scramble to the door.  “Excuse me!”  Martha had to yell.  The two stopped and turned to look at Martha with confused looks.  Politely she cleared her voice.  “Don’t you two need some clothes?”

Darla and Carson looked at each other and saw that they were still in wife beaters and boxers.  “You might want to get dressed.”  Martha loving looked at the two girls.

It gave her a little jump when they then started to scramble up the stairs to change their clothes.  Within minutes they came running back down the stairs fighting their way out the door.

“Who’s driving?”  Carson yelled grabbing the keys off the key ring.

“Let’s walk, it’s just down the street.”  Darla stopped at her car.  “It’s a nice night and it’s been a long time since I took a stroll down the block.”

A gently smile appeared as she came around towards the front porch.  “Guess I’ll leave these here.”  Carson then tossed her keys up in the chair.

The girls then headed down the street joking and laughing.  Taking a left at the corner the two could see the small deli store down at the next corner.  Once inside they each walked down an isle in search of a bottle of vanilla.
“Oh my gosh, look at this, Sugga Daddies!  I haven’t seen these in ages.”  Carson quickly grabbed a few boxes.

Laughing Darla shook her head.  “Good Lord you’re worse than a little kid in a candy store.”

Carson stuck out her tongue and grabbed a bag of sweet and sour gummies.  “When we get back don’t go begging me for any then.”

She laughed again and turned around to face her.  “Please you can…”

Unexpectedly she threw herself into Carson.  Laughing along with her she dropped her candy in order to catch her and joked, “I know you love me girl, but you don’t have to show it in public.”

When she looked down her smiled turned into confusion.  “Darla what’s wrong?”

She grabbed Carson by the shoulders for support.  “Carson…tell my mom and dad I love `em, Nanna Wilkes too, don’t forget Jackson.  I love you girl, you’ve been the best friend I’ve ever had…”

Carson began to feel her grow heavy against her.  “Darla?  Darla what’s wrong?”

Sudden screams were heard in the streets and cars speeding off.  An oozing wetness covered her hands, confused she looked behind to see that they were covered in blood.

“Darla?!  Darla!!”  Carson started to scream with panic as they slid to the floor.

“Oh my God Darla!  Please don’t leave me! You’ll be ok, please!”  Carson screamed out.  “Somebody call an ambulance.!”

The owner came running out to see the girl bleeding on the floor.  “Holy shit!”  And ran back behind the counter snatching up the receiver.
Tears spilled from her eyes.  “Please Darla, come on stay with me.  You can’t leave, we made plans together, we still have a while life to spend with each other.  You can’t leave me, I need you!”  She desperately cried out gently touching her face, leaving prints of Darla’s blood on her cheek.

“I’ll always be with you girl, always no matter what.”  Darla hoarsely whispered grabbing onto her hand.  “It’s so cold Carson, I’m gonna miss you girl.  You were my rock, you were the only one who kept me going all these years.  My guardian Angel, you were and now I can be yours.”

“Don’t talk like that Darla God Damnit!  You are going to be ok, just hold on a little while longer, just a little bit.  The medics will be here I promise you.”  Carson held onto her hands and laid her head on her should.  “You’ll be ok, yes you will.”

Darla squeezed her hands and said with her last breath.  “I’ll always be with you, never forget that…ever…”
Carson sat there dazed as Darla’s head fell back.  A horrible scream escaped her lips as she found herself being torn away from her now dead friend.  “Darla!!”  She screamed again reaching out for her.

Now out on the street she finally noticed the flashing lights and the crowds of people gathering around the deli store.  Never had she felt so much pain in her life.  Numb she began to walk back to the house, still covered in Darla’s blood and tears streaming down her face.

As she drew closer to the Kelsey house she saw a police unit already there, stopping at the bottom of the porch steps she looked up to see Martha and John hold onto each other as they looked down at her.

Carson held up her hands with the non stop flow of tears.  “Ummm…Darla…Darla will be home in a minute.”

Martha covered her mouth with her tear stained cheeks.  “Carson dear, we know baby”  She slowly began to walk down towards her.

John followed.  “Don’t worry sweetheart, we’re here for you, we’ll take care of you, you’s with family now.”

She looked at the both of them and slowly said, “She said…she said…”  Carson began to violently shake.  “She said she will always be with me, always…so she’ll be home in a minute ok?”

“Oh baby!”  Martha began to cry again.  “She won’t be coming home.”

“She’s with God now honey.”  John felt his own tears break from his eyes.

Carson looked down at her hands and finally realized the blood on her hands.  Another ear piercing scream escaped from her lips before she felt swallowed up by darkness.

CHAPTER FOUR

“It’s horrible, just horrible, she was right there; had her in her arms when she died she’ll be traumatized for life.”  A voice whispered.
Feeling woozy Carson slowly opened her eyes to see that she was in an usually bright white room.  “What happened?”

An elderly nurse came into view.  “You just rest right now sweetheart, here let me give you a little something to help you sleep.  It’s late, no need for you to be up all night.”

Carson frowned as she watched her inject medicine into her I.V.  “Wait I’m ok, I need to get back.  My unit…”  Her eyes immediately grew heavy and in seconds slipped into total blackness.

*
*
*

Tossing and turning Carson suddenly bolted up in bed screaming at the top of her lungs.  “Darla!   Darla don’t leave me…come back!”

Tears flooded her cheeks as she noticed Martha and John grabbing onto her.  “It’s ok Carson honey, just relax try and calm down.  We here to take care of you sweetie ain’t nothing gonna happen to you.”  Martha gently took the broken girl into her arms.
“She’s not coming back…she left me…I…I need to wash my hands…they’re dirty, I need to wash them.”  Carson tried to get out of bed.

John firmly grabbed hold of her.  “Baby you lay back and rest here?  You really need some rest ok?”

Shaking her head she pushed Martha away from her.  “No I can’t!  I need to wash my hands they’re dirty, stained, I gotta get this stuff off!”

Martha looked at Carson’s hands and saw that they were clean as could be.  Confused she frowned looking over at her husband.  “Call the doctor John she’s getting frantic.”  With a quick nod he walked out the door.

“It’s ok sweetheart, it’s going to be all right.  We’re here for you, we’re gonna take care of you.  We called your unit they’ve extended your leave until you’re ready to come back, they said take all the time you need.”  Martha continued trying to comfort her in a calm voice.
“Martha we have to get home, Darla will be there. Did she tell you that we’re going to get out?  We’re going to come live here I can finish college up here and we’re going to get an apartment.  By the end of the year we’ll be living up here close to you guys.”  She smiled with new tears falling down her cheeks.

The door opened with John and the doctor following close behind.  Carson sat up when she saw them.  “Doc…can you help me?  I can’t seem to get this red stuff off my hands I keep rubbing them and rubbing them and it won’t come off.”  With shaking hands she held them up so that he could see.  “Look, see what I mean?  It won’t come off.”

The doctor took hold of her perfectly manicured hands.  “It’ll come off soon enough Carson, let me give you something to help you relax, you’re getting yourself all worked up and you don’t need to.”

“You say it’ll come off?”  She desperately looked at him.  

With a gently nod he smiled.  “Yes it will, just lay back and relax ok?  You really need to relax please.”

“You promise?  Doc?  The red stuff will come off?  It won’t stain my hands will it?”  Carson watched him injected more medicine into her I.V.  Looking up at Martha she wearily asked, “Tell Darla I’ll be home soon ok?  Don’t worry about me, I just got into a little accident, but I’m fine.”

Martha’s heart racked with pain.  “Yes baby, we’ll all be home waiting for you.”  

“You don’t worry bout a thing Carson, you just get some sleep all right?”  John concernedly laid his hand on her shoulder.
“Just rest now Carson.”  The doctor looked at his watch and then at her.

Carson began to find it very hard to speak, her eyes began to droop once again being swallowed up into darkness.

Martha stood up and lovingly moved the hair away from her eyes.  “Is she going to be all right doctor?  I mean really be all right?”

Sighing he made some notes on her chart.  “It’s hard to say Mrs. Kelsey.  She been severely traumatized, it’s not an every day thing to watch your best friend pass right in your arms. I’m terrible sorry she was your daughter too, I can’t even imagine the pain of losing your own. How close were they?”

She looked at her husband unable to find the words to speak.  She simply couldn’t imagine the pain Carson was going through having to have watched her only friend take her last breath right in front of her.  Losing a daughter alone was unbearable to deal with.

“Bout five years now, met in Basic Training, been together ever since.  Went everywhere together, that they did.  How they managed that I’ll never know, luck of the draw I suppose.  But those girls did anything for each other, Carson here is like our own.  Such a good girl, love her as much as we love our own.”  John began to feel his eyes grow moist.
The doctor looked at the couple, such a shame to have to lose the innocent.  “I’ll be back to check up on her.  How about I prescribe a little something for the both of you?  Help you sleep at night?”

Wearily they nodded, Lord knows they hadn’t been able to sleep since that horrible day.  Kissing Carson on the forehead they left praying that she would soon be ok.

MAY 31, 1996

Looking up Carson saw the bright baby blue sky, no clouds and a light breeze tousled her hair.  Tears began to well in her eyes as she looked down.  “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry I couldn’t make it.  Can you ever forgive me?”

She dropped to her knees and touched the marble headstone with Darla’s pictured echoed into it.  “Why did you leave me Darla?  You said you’d always be there for me.  What will I do without you now?”

With her finger she traced the month, day and year she was brutally taken.  “May 15, 1996.”  She softly mumbled.  “Beloved daughter and friend, an Angel who walks with the Angles.”

“It’s Memorial Day today, to remember those who had fallen.  You are my here Staff Sergeant Darla May Kelsey.  A true soldier, I’m going to miss you so much my friend.  You will always be my best friend and I promise you this, no matter what, every May 15th I will dedicate it solidly to you.  My Memorial Day for you.”
Standing up hatred began to burn deep within her soul for the ones who had took her.  She wished more than life itself that she was able to find the ones who had done this, but realistically it was impossible.  Maybe had this been her home turn she could find out, but being the stranger she knew no one would talk.  Tears streamed down her face as she walked back to her car.
*
*
*

Standing in her room Carson looked around and found herself standing on Darla’s side.  Gazing at the wall she looked at the pictures that were taped from one side to the other.  Pictures starting with Darla’s family, old boyfriends, Basic Training all the way up until her last most recent pictures, their Valentine’s Day formal.

She began to pull down the pictures looking at each one of them, tears flowing non-stop.  The past years of them being together came rushing back, consuming her as the pain began to rip at her heart and finally remembering that horrible day.

“Why?!”  She cried out loud.  “Why Darla? Please come back!  Please I can’t do this without you!  I need you!  Why did you have to leave me?  Oh God…”

Gathering all the pictures she laid on the bed and held them tightly to her chest.  Carson could still smell Darla’s favorite perfume on the pillow case she had laid her head on.  Her cried grew louder and didn’t care who heard.  A crowd of people had already begun to stand around the door the minute they watched her walk into her room.
“Somebody go get the 1SG and CO, she needs help!”  Murphy ordered scared as she stared through the crack of the open door.

The few that were there were too afraid to go inside to help her, they just didn’t know what to do.  Murphy noticed Kilmore running down the hall as more people began to come out of their rooms.

“What can we do?”  Miller concernedly asked winching at Carson’s painful cries.

“SGT Murphy what’s going on?”  1SG Hall came rushing towards them with the Commander following right behind him.

He looked over at the two and held his finger up to his lips.  The Commander and 1SG gave him a bewildered look for shushing them; 1SG Hall wanted some answers and wanted them now.  Before he could order SGT Murphy to explain everyone heard a loud crash.
“I hate this fucking place!”  Another loud crash was heard along with slamming and kicking.

CPT Hansen became very worried.  “Get out of the way!”  Opening the door he was shocked to see that the room had been totally destroyed.  He searched around the room to find Carson on her knees holding onto some pictures against her chest.

Slowly sliding to the floor she begged in tears.  “Please come back Darla, please come back.  Don’t leave me here, don’t leave me here by myself.”

Carefully walking towards the distraught girl he calmly said, “SSG Moore…”  Getting no acknowledgement he then nervously knelt down.  “Carson.”

She held the pictures tighter to her chest.  “She left me, she promised she would never leave me.”

“Sometimes things happen Carson, I know she didn’t mean to leave you.  God does things that ever we don’t understand.”  Trying to comfort her as he inched closer to her.

Carson abruptly went rigid.  “God?  God!!  There is no God!  How could God do something like this?!”

Seeing her pain he was just too afraid to touch her.  “Carson God works in mysterious ways, everything happens for a reason.  He felt it was her time to come join him.”

Fat tears spilled from her eyes.  “She left me.  How could she leave me?  What am I going to do now? I’m all alone, I have nobody!”

“You have us Carson we’ve always been your family and we’ll always be your extended family.  I promise you I will always be here for you, whenever you need to talk or when you’re feeling a little down you can always come knock on my door.”  He cautiously sat her up.
“But right now Carson we need to get you some help.  This is still so hard for you to deal with and you need to see someone who can help you through this hardship ok?”  He calmly tried to comfort as he moved the hair away from her eyes.

Carson looked over in Darla’s part of the room.  “I can’t…”  Her cried becoming more anguished.  “I can’t do it, I can’t go over there, I can’t be here…I…can’t….”

CPT Hanson looked up at 1SG Hall.  “Call 911; get an ambulance over here now!”

1SG Hall rushed out the room as CPT Hanson directed his attentions back to Carson.  “It’s going to be all right Carson, let me take there for right now…”

“No! Mine!  These are mine!”  She scrambled away from him holding onto the pictures for dear life now backing herself into the nearest corner.

Deeply sighing he finally stood up and knew that there was nothing he could do and walked out leaving her to her painful cries.  Frustrated that the room hadn’t been cleared before Carson had came back he angrily glared at SGT Murphy.  “Once she is taken out of here I want you to get Kelsey’s things all packed up and out of here!”

“Yes sir!”  SGT Murphy stood at attention.

1SG Hall came running back to them.  “They’re on the way sir.”

“Good, 1SG…”  “Yes sir.”  “I want Moore’s things all packed up and moved to a new room, on another floor as far away from this room as possible.  Is that understood?”  He firmly looked with total worry.

“Yes sir I’m already on it.”  1SG gave a quick nod and rushed back to his office.

CPT Hanson looked in on Carson and saw that she was now curled up in a tight ball mumbling to herself.  “All of you soldiers go on now there’s nothing else anyone can do, everyone go back to their rooms.  SGT Murphy you stay here with me.”  He ordered.

Reluctantly the group began to break up when someone complained, “Why she get to be so special, her friend died, people die everyday.”

Rage flew through CPT Hanson as his nostrils flared.  “Who said that?!”  He roared and eyed every single person that had been standing around the door until he found the one who looked most guilty.

“Is that what all of you think?!  Why does she get special treatment?!  Let me tell you something!”  He yelled talking a step towards them.  “Do you see what she is going through?  Do you hear the pain she is feeling?”  He paused making sure that he looked at every single body.

“Imagine being with someone since Basic Training, getting stationed with that person every where you go, go through the ranks together, train together, be around that person almost every second of your life.”  His own blood began to race through his veins causing his own blood pressure to rise.

“And then one night when you’re at the store with your friend and gets shot in the back by a stray bullet and you…who has known this person, grew up with this person, lived with this person for the last five years of your life…dies right…in…your arms!”

Again he looked at each of them seeing it register that they had not known the whole story.  Tears leaked from the females and shame displayed from the men.  “Now…you tell me…do you think I wouldn’t give you the same special treatment?!”

Everyone with bowed heads looked in on Carson and saw the wreck she had become before they all went back into their rooms.

When the hallways was finally cleared he looked in on Carson.  “What’s going to happen to her now?  She’s an outstanding soldier and a great person, it’s just not fair.”

SGT Murphy who stayed by the Commander was at a loss for words all he could manage to say was, “I’m sorry Sir.”

“Sir the ambulance is here, they’re bringing the stretcher now.”  1SG Hall quickly approached them.  “How is she?”

“See for yourself.”  He sadly pointed.

Totally shocked he couldn’t believe what she had become.  “This is awful; do you think she will be all right?”

When he saw the paramedics rush towards them, they stepped out of their way and CPT Hanson concernedly replied.  “We can only pray that she will; I hate to lose a damn good soldier.”
While the paramedics sedated the distraught girl, 1SG Hall couldn’t believe how changed she was.  Once a strong, energetic, determined young lady who found the good in anything she did was now laying in the corner destroyed and shattered.  He knew she would never be the same again, she was changed forever, but would she be able to recover from such a tragedy? No one could answer they all knew…only time would tell.

MAY 15, 1997

“Things sure have been hard since you’ve been gone.  I didn’t think I was going to make it there for a second.  Losing you Darla has been real hard on me, real hard.”  Carson swallowed the lump in her throat and laid her head against the cold headstone.

With the tears once again streaming down her cheeks she heavily sighed.  “Doctors said I had a nervous breakdown, I mean how often does a person get to watch her best friend die right in their arms?”

Wiping her cheeks she then brushed some dead leaves off the base of the stone.  “I miss you.  Your mom and dad have been great, they really have taken care of me.  I’ll be honest though as much as I love them I haven’t been coming here to see them.  Who wants to see the friend of their daughter and be reminded that she lived when their daughter died?  It’s just been too hard, please don’t be mad.”

Carson pulled some tissue out of her pocket and blew her nose.  “It’s all good though, they do the necessary to make sure I’m doing ok.  It’s still hard for them just as much as it’s still hard for me.  It hurts to be back here and it hurts them to keep in contact with me.”

Sadly sighing she stared out at the other graves.  “How do I find who did this to you?  Who do I talk to?  I don’t even know where to start looking.”

A laugh suddenly escaped her lips.  “I can already here you say, “Damn Carson, you’re such a square.”

Pulling her knees close up to her she rested her cheek against her knee.  She closed her eyes and began to remember all the good times they had shared.

CHAPTER FIVE
JULY 1997

“Well lookie, lookie, I have notes!”  Carson sat in her chair and double clicked her mouse button.  “Let’s see, 1…2…3…4…5…notes.  What looks more interesting to read first.”  She scrolled down the names.

As she looked down the list, one particular name caught her eye.  “SweetT4ya…hmmmm, I wonder what he’s about?”

Clicking on his name, his note popped up and then began to read, “Saw your page and found you very interesting.  Neva met an Army Chick before and would like to be all that I can be with you.  Check my page and tell me what you think, I know you’ll like what you’ll see, I can tell you that I’m loving already at what I’ve just seen. So get at me!”

A smiled played at her lips as she double clicked on his name, his picture began to download and once it was complete she just couldn’t help but gasp.  “Damn he’s fine.”

She scrolled down to his intro and read, “Single, sexy male seeing intelligent, loving, compassionate woman.  5’10, rocking a solid, athletic build at 185 lbs, Give me a chance at what you seek, I can promise you will find all you’ve desired in me.”

Sitting back in her chair she kept staring at his picture.  A warm feeling began to spread in her belly.  “Wonder where he’s from…”

She scanned the rest of his page and was happy to see he wasn’t that far away.  “Seattle, that’s not too bad, well sexy, let me write your fine ass.”

“Thanks for the hit.”  She began to type.  “And thanks for the kind words, I must admit you are looking pretty hot yourself, but I know you already knew that.  How you found me it’s crazy, but I’m glad you did.  Hope to hear from you again.”

After she clicked the send button, Carson stood up and changed out of her BDU’s and into her gym clothes.  Since the gym wasn’t too far away she decided to walk instead of driving her black Acura MDX.

Since Darla’s death she was forced to get rid of anything that brought memories of her best friend, including her car.  The past year had been a serious struggle for her, after spending the better part of the year in the hospital Carson wasn’t sure if she would truly have to end her military career.

But with the help of doctors and counseling she was able to pull through, although her attitude had turned dark and becoming more secluded and withdrawn, she refused to let anyone get close to her she just locked herself away in her room once she was finished with work.  She found peace in chatting online, there she could be who she wanted and whether she felt like having anyone see her picture.
In the gym she did her usual routine, hitting the weights and then going for a run.  Today was upper body
PAGE  
50

