The small, single engine Cessna made a perfect approach to the runway and touched down with the grace of a swan on the water. With the engine idling, the plane made a short taxi down the runway toward the hangar in which it was stored.

“Another beautiful flight, Scott.”

“Thanks, Alan. There’s nothing like the feeling of flying around like a bird on a nice Saturday afternoon to put everything in perspective.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean. Let’s put this baby away for the day and head over to the bar for a drink. My treat.”

“Now you’re talking,” Scott replied as he applied brakes outside the hangar. 

After tying down the plane and going through the post-flight checklist outside the hanger at the Ruston Municipal Airport, Scott and Alan made their way to the parking lot to Alan’s waiting Chevy pickup. 

“Man…today has been perfect. A nice round of golf this morning. A quick flight around town this afternoon. And now we’re going to the bar for some suds. Does life get any better than this?” Alan asked.

“I don’t know, man…I really don’t. If it does, I don’t know if I could handle it!”

“I know something that would make life better for ya. You need to find yourself a woman to settle down with. Have that family you’ve always wanted to have,” joked Alan.

“Yeah, that’s just what I need. Someone to make my life a living hell again. Alan, I’ve finally gotten over all the crap that I went through the last time…I’m not looking forward to experiencing that again.”

Alan stopped walking as he reached the door to his truck and turned to his friend on the other side of the truck bed. “Not all marriages are like that, Scott. My marriage, although rough sometimes, has been great. It’ll be that way for you one of these days…I promise.”

“I know, I know. It’s just…well, my parents have had some seriously rough times, and that doesn’t do much to give me any faith in the whole marriage thing. Sure, it works for some people, but I don’t think it’s going to work for me.”

“Time heals all wounds, my man,” replied Alan. “Give it time.”

 
“Time also wounds all heals. Don’t forget that,” Scott said seriously as he opened the door to the truck and got in.

“I hear this place has some good grub,” Alan said as he parked the truck outside The Sundown Tavern. 

“Yeah. Richard, a really good friend of mine, and I used to come here often and eat lunch. They had some of the best sandwiches in town. No lie,” replied Scott as he walked around the truck and across the street.

After opening the door for his friend, Alan turned to the waitress and said, “Ma’am, my friend and I here would like two of your coldest Bud Lights, and some of your best sandwiches.” 

The waitress handed both of the guys a beer and directed them to an open booth along the wall. “What kind of sandwiches would you guys like?”

“I’d like a ham and cheese with cheddar, extra mayo and some fries,” Scott said.

“Sounds good. Make that two!” Alan said.

“Be right out in a couple minutes,” the waitress said and she walked off toward the kitchen to put in their order.

“Damn, now that’s a nice looking lady,” Alan said as he smiled slyly. He turned and noticed his friend hadn’t seen her. “Scott, come on man. You have to start opening your eyes and noticing the things around you.”

“I notice things. I notice more stuff than you think. I just choose not to acknowledge it. There is not a single person in this town that I’ll ever fall in love with. I’ve been too hurt in the past to allow myself to be burned like that again, and I’m going to have to leave this place before I even start looking.”

“Why do you have to leave? You have a good life here. You have a great job. You have a great apartment. You have great friends, present company especially! Why leave Ruston?”

“Ruston is full of bad memories for me. I know I have all of those things, but that is no reason to stay in a place. Besides, I am staying here to remind myself of the mistakes of my past. Once I’ve learned my lesson, I can move on to bigger and better things.”

“What about that girl you liked for awhile last year? What was her name? Beth? Brittany?” 

“You know about her man. I was used and abused by her as well. I’m not going to allow myself to be manipulated by someone that is just in it for the friendship. I’m too old to be playing games like that.”

“Too old, he says. Too old! Thanks a lot, man…I’m 5 years older than you are!” joked Alan. “I know what you mean, though. You’re nearing thirty now. A lot of things change from your twenties to your thirties. Nobody bothers to tell anyone about the changes, but they happen anyway.”

Scott noticed the waitress bringing the food from the other side of the bar and said, “Here comes our food.”

“Here you go guys,” the waitress said with a smile as she placed the sandwiches on the table. “Hope you enjoy them!” she said, and she walked away.

“Yeah, you’re right about her. She’s too perky,” Alan said, and then burst out laughing.

Scott laughed and bit into his sandwich, which was just as good as any sandwich he had ever had there.

“Wow…that place IS good,” Alan said as he started up his truck. “The best damned sandwich I’ve ever eaten. Hands down.”

“I’ll be sure to tell that to your wife!” Scott jokingly said.

“Bah, you would do something like that, wouldn’t you?”

“You and I both know it. Hey,” began Scott, “instead of taking me to my apartment, can you drop me off at the library?”

“The library? Um…yeah, I can do that. You have some heavy reading to catch up on?”

“No, no. There is someone there that I want to go talk to. I can walk home from there without any problem.” 

“Is it a lady? Is she hot? Does she wear glasses and have her hair in a bun?” Alan joked.

“Yeah man, she’s hot and wears glasses and everything. You would like her.”

“Ok, man…I’ll drop you off there and then head home.”

Scott got out of the truck and made his way toward the front door of the new library, when Alan yelled at him, “Scott, you know I’m just worried about ya. You need, and deserve, companionship as much as anyone else.”

“I know, thanks for the concern Alan,” Scott replied and then went through out the door.

After watching to make sure that his friend left, Scott walked back outside the door and made his way across the parking lot toward the road. He felt bad about lying to his friend of many years, but he couldn’t stand the thought of telling him that he was simply doing that so that his friend wouldn’t worry so much. 

“I’ll go get me a cigar from the gas station over there and will walk home while I smoke it. That would be the perfect end to the perfect day.”

Scott made his way across the street without incident and entered the gas station there. After purchasing a cigar and a lighter, he left the store and began walking down the sidewalk toward his apartment. He saw a small dog along the side of the road and ignored it. He didn’t notice the dog run out into the street after he passed it.

The screech of tires was enough to startle Scott into turning around, which was the only thing that saved his life. Barreling down upon him was a luxury car that had swerved to miss the small dog, but had, instead, run off the road. The car was sliding through the just watered lawn and wasn’t slowing at all. 

Scott jumped and brought his shoulder down as he twisted. The car hit him in his right ankle, which caused his right shoulder to slam into the roof of the car. The car slammed into an oak tree and stopped with enough force to crush in the front half of the car. Scott’s unconscious body rolled for several feet before coming to rest next to a hedge in front of a house. 

A strange smell was the first thing he noticed. It was that medicinal smell. The smell of a hospital. Then he noticed sounds. Beeping sounds. He tried to open his eyes, but the lights were turned up far too bright. 

“Wh…wh…where am I?” Scott croaked out. “What happened?”

“You were involved in an accident, Mr. McCombs. You’re in the recovery room at the Lincoln General Hospital. You’re going to be just fine,” a disembodied voice replied. 

Scott tried to open his eyes again, and found the lights to not be as harsh as they were before. Slowly, they opened and began to focus on things. He noticed a nurse that was checking the IV machine.

“What happened to me, ma’am? I don’t remember anything.”

“The doctor will be in here shortly to explain everything. I can tell you that you are lucky to be alive, and that you are going to recover nicely,” the nurse replied. “My name is Jessica. If there is anything that you need, press this button,” she said as she gestured at the handheld button, “and ask for me specifically.”

“Thank you,” Scott replied.

“No thanks is necessary, Mr. McCombs. I’m just doing my job.”

At that moment, the door opened and a doctor walked in wearing green scrubs. “Mr. McCombs, welcome back to the land of the living. You gave us quite a scare there for a while.”

“Doctor, please tell me what happened. I don’t remember anything about what happened.”

“Believe it or not, that’s normal. The mind tends to forget traumatic experiences. Anyway, you were involved in an accident. A car ran off the road and would have pinned you to a tree had you not tried to jump out of the way. You have a broken ankle, a broken clavicle, a broken scapula and several fractured ribs. Your body went into shock during the time that you were hit at the time that you were found. You rolled under a small bush and weren’t noticed until the driver of the car asked where you were. The paramedics found you shortly after that.”

“Oh my God. I almost died.”

“Yes, you almost did, but you’re ok now,” replied the doctor.

“How is the driver of the car? Are they ok?”

The doctor and the nurse exchanged a glance. The doctor turned back to Scott and said, “I’m afraid not. The last thing he did was ask about you. He died in the car before they were able to remove him from the car.”

“No…please tell me that isn’t true. Today was such a good day. Nobody should have died,” Scott said as tears welled up in his eyes.

“I’m sorry, but it’s true. Actually, it is the drivers wife that has come forward to pay all of your medical expenses, and has even hired on Jessica here as your own nurse. Now please, Mr. McCombs, don’t worry about a thing. Everything has been taken care of,” the doctor said. He looked over at Scott and noticed that he had fallen asleep. “You are a lucky, lucky man.”

Early the next morning, Scott awoke to the smell of perfume in the air and quiet voices. He kept his eyes shut so that he could listen to what they were saying. 

“Don’t wake him,” one voice said. “I’ll talk to him eventually, but not now. I have too many things to take care of right now to have to talk to the man that my wonderful husband almost killed. I want you to continue taking good care of him, Jessica. Make sure he has everything he could ever need.”

“Yes ma’am. He’s not a bad guy. From what I can understand, he’s been through a lot of stuff over the last year with a failed marriage from an unloving wife and everything. Poor guy talks in his sleep and I can tell that it has torn him up inside,” the other voice, which Scott assumed to be Jessica, replied.

“His personal life doesn’t matter to me at all,” the first voice replied indignantly. “As long as he is happy and doesn’t sue me, everything will be fine. Now, come with me into the hallway, there is something else I want to talk to you about.”

Scott heard the soft click of the latch, and then muffled voices from beyond the door. “What in the world was that all about, I wonder,” he said to himself. “Why would I want to sue someone who is trying to take care of me, regardless of the fact that I almost died. That just wouldn’t be right.”

Scott tried to sit up in bed, but instead cried out in pain as his ankle bumped the railing. The door swung open and Jessica hurried in. “Are you ok? What happened?” she asked.

“I was trying to get out of bed and I bumped my ankle.”

“Why did you want out of bed? All you need do is buzz me and I’ll get you whatever you want,” replied Jessica with some concern.

“You’ll get me whatever I want? Anything at all?” Scott questioned.

“I’ve been requested to get you anything that you might need, no matter how strange the request.”

“Then go back out into the hall where you were and bring me whoever was just in here talking to you.”

The color drained from Jessica’s face, but she tried to play it off by asking, “Who ever do you mean? The doctor?”

“You know exactly whom I mean,” he replied angrily. “The wife of the man that died yesterday in the accident. I know she was in here because I heard the two of you talking at length about things.”

“Mr. McCombs, please…there was nobody here. You must have been dreaming,” she pleaded.

“Jessica, unless you want me to report you to the state nursing board for dereliction of duties, I suggest you level with me. I want to know who she is, and why she’s taking care of me.”

Jessica sighed heavily; she knew that he had the power to report her, even if it was over something as trivial as this. “Ok, Mr. McCombs…I’ll tell you, but please, promise me that you won’t let her know that I told you anything. I would lose my job, and quite frankly, this is the best job I’ve ever had.”

“I won’t say anything if you are honest with me, and please, call me Scott.”

“Very well, Scott. Her name is Laura Allen. Her husband was Dr. Ben Allen, the neurosurgeon here at the hospital.”

“Ok, so she’s the rich widow of a doctor. Why is she trying to take care of me?”

“You want me to be honest, so I’m going to be honest. She is afraid of you suing her for everything that she has. If you did that, she wouldn’t be able to maintain the lifestyle that she is used to because, quite frankly, two-thirds of the money is willed over to the children.”

“You mean to tell me that she’s worried that I’m going to sue her and make her live as a pauper? I’m not that kind of guy! I would never do something like that to someone. It was an honest mistake that, quite frankly, I’m glad I lived through,” Scott stated.

“You have to understand, though, that there are going to be many lawyers that are going to try and convince you otherwise. That you are entitled to a large majority of the money that she has.”

“I didn’t earn it. I’m not entitled to anything. She’s paying my medical bills, which, I’m sure, are going to amount to something substantial. Why would I need anything else?”

“I don’t know Mr. Mc…sorry, Scott, I just don’t know. You probably aren’t like anyone that she’s ever met before. Then again, you aren’t like anyone that I’ve ever met before either.”

