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Chapter One

Joe Reynolds scanned the letters in his hands,
making sure they all had stamps. More than once Mrs.
Granlund had forgotten to pay that little “toll,” and then
complained to Joe when her letters were returned from
the post office marked INSUFFICIENT POSTAGE. “I
wish you had told me I forgot a stamp!™ she would scold,
then huff back into her house. She was a complaining,
quarrelsome woman that Joe was happy to miss seeing
on his route.

The three outgoing letters today all had stamps, so he
slipped them into his mail satchel, adjusted the strap a
little to make it more comfortable, and stepped off the
porch, a porch he had stepped off at least a thousand
times in the last ten years. He did so without really
thinking about it. That was a mistake that he later hoped
never to repeat.

Just as his feet hit the sidewalk leading from the
porch, without a warning of any kind, a missile struck
Joe’s left side, catapulting him several feet to the right of
the sidewalk with an ominous cracking sound. Joe
landed mostly on his stomach, then rolled over and over
before coming to an abrupt stop, thanks to a couple of
garbage cans and some recycling bins.

Joe was confused. It had all happened so quickly
and without warning. He had seen nothing, heard
nothing. The peacefulness of the beautiful day was
shattered, replaced with pain.

Whao shot at me? he asked himself dully, not even
trying to get up. And why? Why didn’t I see him? He
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knew he should open his eyes and try to find some way
to escape or get help, but he didn’t have the energy.

Joe felt increasing pain in his chest. [ can 't breathe!
Please Jesus, I need to breathe! Help me! His eyes
opened and with blurred vision, he began scanning back
and forth trying to find some way out of this madness.

As he did so, he looked at his left arm. The sleeve of
the U.S. Postal Service shirt that his wife, Amy, had so
painstakingly ironed last night, was a bloody, ripped-up
mess. Tilting his head down a little Joe saw that his
pants legs were torn and blood was starting to ooze
through where his knees were.

A scream filled the air, from the direction of the
porch. Joe braced himself for another missile he felt sure
was going to hit. But nothing happened. Joe was able to
breathe a little and his lungs tried desperately to suck in
larger and larger volumes of air.

There was more noise from the porch direction and
then Joe heard an excited voice shouting. “Cameron, are
you hurt?”

Boy, I must be confused, Joe thought, weakly. My
name s not Cameron. At least I'm pretty sure it's not
Cameron. No, he decided with increasing confidence in
his own mental ability, /'m Joe. That shouting voice,
coming from a woman running toward him, was getting
closer. Then it let out another scream. Does she have to
scream? Joe's head was beginning to ache.

“Oh no! Oh! Oh no! It’s Mr. Reynolds! Some-
body! Hey, sommmeeeebbbody, help!” Joe turned his
head to the right and immediately recognized the panic-
stricken face of Mrs. Granlund. She kept calling for
help, louder and louder, but instead of stopping to help,
she moved quickly away from Joe. He couldn’t see what
she was running toward because he didn’t feel like tilting
his head back far enough to see.
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In a continuing answer to his prayer, Joe's mind
cleared quickly. He was able to hear the muffled voice
of a young boy, who was crying and groaning at the same
time. “Are you all right, Cameron? Talk to me!™ Mrs.
Granlund shouted.

Joe could hear people running toward him. [
suspect the whole neighborhood heard Mrs. Granlund's
scream! He finally summoned the strength to tilt his head
backward. Doing so, although it was indeed a painful
thing to do, he saw Cameron lying next to a bent and
twisted bicycle. Cameron’s mother was leaning over
him.

“Are you all right?” a man drawled, bending down
to look at Joe. “Are you breathin’ mister?”

Joe was breathing better now, and the pain in his
chest was rapidly subsiding. Thank You Lord, he prayed.

However, Joe felt it would be too much effort to try to
speak to the man. So, he just nodded his head a little bit,
instead.

“Hey, I think this guy is probably goin’ to be okay,”
the man said, addressing a small crowd that was gather-
ing to watch. “How’s that youngun® over there?” he
asked Mrs. Granlund. '

Sobbing, Mrs. Granlund was able to get out a weak,
“I think he’s okay.” Hugging her son closely, she
repeated with a slow drawl, “Yeah, I think he’s okay.”

“Someone better call an ambulance,” the man said to
no one in particular.

“Are you sure that’s necessary?” a lady’s voice
asked. “Hadn’t we better ask the man if he needs one or
not?” Then turning to someone else who had just rushed
up to the scene, the lady continued, “Look, Marge, it’s
the postman. Looks like Cameron ran over him with his
bicycle.”






