
                        Severed Ties
                        By Terri

This story takes place after the A-Team episode, "Without Reservations."

1.
    He awoke with a terrible hangover.  One of the many he had suffered over 
the years.  Whenever her birthday, his, or their anniversary rolled around, 
he hit the bottle.  He knew that he shouldn't drink so much.  Not for the 
reasons that the doctors told him.  He didn't care if his liver did explode 
into his face.  No, he knew that he shouldn't drink is because it wouldn't 
have been what she would have wanted.  But after the first drink, what she 
would have wanted was no longer the issue.
    He sighed.  Thirty one years.  Thirty one years they would have been 
married, six months ago.  Yesterdays drinking binge was because thirty one 
years ago, she had died.  Her and her little boy, Richard.
    He rolled over onto his side.  Tried as he might, he couldn't stop the 
tears.  Not only had he lost his wife and unborn child that day, he lost the 
little boy who had for far too brief a time had called him "Daddy."  Richard 
had started calling him "Daddy" the day of his wedding, and called him 
"Daddy" until the day he died.  
    He gingerly stood up, holding his head.  The world tilted.  He ran for 
the toilet, barely making it.  After he finished vomiting the previous nights 
alcohol, he showered, got dressed, and went out to start the day.
    Like she would have wanted.

    Face groaned, scrunching up his face.  " Do I have to, Hannibal?"
    The older man looked at Face with strained patience.  Ever since he had 
returned from the hospital, it was a battle to get him to take his medicine.  
He acted just like a two year old.  So the whole team found different ways of 
making him do it.  BA threatened him, Murdock told him funny stories until he 
laughed, then shoved the spoon into his mouth.  A cookie and a glass of milk 
quickly followed.  Frankie forced his mouth opened by squeezing his jaw.  And 
Hannibal condoled him.
    "Yes, Face.  You have to take your medicine.  Now be a good boy, and open 
wide." When Face didn't open wide, Hannibal added.  "Or I'll start using 
Frankies method of persuasion."  He chuckled when Face opened his mouth 
quickly, taking his medicine.  This battle went easier then some of the other 
times, so Hannibal rewarded Face with a cookie and a glass of milk.  



    Two weeks.  Two weeks since Face and Frankie had visited Murdock at
work. 
 Two weeks since Face had been shot in the stomach, and almost bled to
death 
in the kitchen of the Villa Cuchina restaurant.  Hannibal still remembered 
how helpless he had felt as he held Face in his arms on the way to the 
hospital.  How helpless he'd felt when the doctor came out and told them that 
Face barely pulled through the operation, and that his heart had stopped 
twice while on the operation table, and that he still may die.  How helpless 
he'd felt as he sat by Faces bedside that whole night, watching the young
man 
fight for every breath.
    "Hannibal, you all right?"  
    Hannibal smiled at the younger man.  "I'm fine, Face.  Just thinking."
    "So am I.  I've been thinking about something for a long time.  Only up 
until tow weeks ago, never constantly about the same thing."
    "Oh really? What's that?" Hannibal tucked the blankets around Faces slim 
shoulders.  Slightly built to begin with, Face had lost more weight in the 
past two weeks. And Hannibal was worried. 
    Face yawned widely.  The combination of the medicine and the milk always 
made him sleepy.  "Hannibal, I want to find out where my mother is buried."
    Hannibal looked closely at the young man.  Face had never mentioned 
finding out where his mother was buried before.  In fact, Face never 
mentioned his mother at all.  He hardly ever mentioned AJ Bancroft, his 
father.  " Why's that Face?"  He didn't want to see Face get hurt.  He could 
still remember how Ellen had reacted when Face had told her the truth about 
their father. Her initial reaction had not been favorable.  And since being 
shot, Face was still weak and vulnerable.  
    "Well, I know that I died in the hospital." Seeing Hannibals reaction, 
Face added.  "Don't look surprised Hannibal.  I know I did, my heart stopped 
twice."  
    Hannibal took a deep breath to steady himself.  He got his voice under 
control.  " Yes, Face, it did.  But why do you want to find out where 
Samantha is buried?  After all this time?"
    "Well, during the first time, I just hovered over the operation table.  
But the second time, I saw you and the others in the waiting room.  I wanted 
to go to you and tell you that it was all right.  But I was drawn down a 
tunnel with a most lovely light at the end.  I felt so loved and safe.  Then 
I saw my parents.  It was AJ and two women.  One was Samantha, even
though I 



couldn't see her face.  The other was Ellens mother I am sure.  They told me 
that it wasn't my time yet, and to go back.  I didn't want to, it was so 
beautiful there.  But I finally did come back.
    "Hannibal, I've heard all of you talk about visiting your loved ones 
graves.  I know where AJ is buried.  Ellen and I got a exhume order and 
reburied him next to Ellens mother.  Ellen bought the plot next to her 
mother.  I want to be buried next to mine when I die." Unbidden tears came to 
Faces eyes, threatening to roll down his cheeks.  
    Hannibal reached out, and pulled the young man against his chest.  He 
knew that Face was vulnerable as far as family was concerned.  More then
any 
other member of the team, Face dreamed of houses with whit picket fences.
He 
longed for stability, something he had never had as a ward of the state of 
California or even now.  Ellen Bancroft, Faces younger half-sister, was the 
only blood family he had that he knew of.  The A-Team was the only family he 
had for almost twenty years preceding that.  And both families loved him 
dearly.  
    "We'll start searching in the morning, Face."  He said softly, and he 
felt Face relax in his arms.  
    "Thanks Hannibal." He said as he drifted off to sleep.  And Hannibal 
tucked him in again.

    Hannibal went downstairs the next morning, greeted by the smell of fresh 
brewed coffee.  He walked into the kitchen, surprised to find Faces sister, 
Ellen Bancroft, sitting at the kitchen table talking with Murdock.  She had 
left a week ago, at the insistence of her boss.  She looked up and smiled at 
him.  When she smiled, she looked like her brother.  "Good Morning, 
Hannibal." She said, getting up to hug him.  
    Hannibal hugged her back.  Despite a unfortunate beginning, she was now a 
member of the A-Team family.  Hannibal thought of her as a daughter, and
her 
brother as a son, and they both loved it.  "Good Morning yourself Ellen.  I 
wonder who had made such a aromic pot of coffee.  Everybody else brews it
up 
like mud." Murdock stuck out his tongue at him, and Hannibal grinned.  
Murdocks coffee was the worst.  "What brings you up here?  Your boss is
going 
to be upset."
    "Actually, he is pissed off.  I quit.  He was totally insensitive about 



Face, even said that he wished Face would have died.  I couldn't stand 
working for a person like that anymore.  And almost losing Face made me 
realize how little I know him.  So I quit.  Packed my bags and came up here.  
I want to be close to my family."
    Hannibal hugged her tighter to him.  "Well, we're glad that you are here."
    "We sure are."  A new voice said.  They all turned to see Face standing 
there, being supported by BA.  Frankie was close behind.  Face stepped 
forward and embraced his sister. "Welcome, Ellen." 
    Ellen kissed her brothers cheek, then greeted BA and Frankie.  She 
noticed that Face leaned heavily on BA.  Even though he looked better then 
the last time she had seen him a week ago, he was still too thin and ashen, 
she thought.  Well, he would get better soon if she had anything to say about 
it.  "Face, sit down before you fall down." She said, pushing him into a 
chair.  "Now, where is your medicine?"  Hannibal quickly gave it to her, 
looking pleased.  Ellen wasn't going to take any of Faces nonsense.  With 
Ellen around, he was going to get better if it killed him.  And for once, 
Face took his medicine with no problems.  
    Over breakfast, Face mentioned his near death experience, and how he
was 
resolved to find out where his mother was buried, and the reason why.  Ellen 
and the Team immediately volunteered to help him.  When they were talking 
about how to get the information, a black limo pulled up.  Face went a whiter 
shade of pale.  It was Stockwells car.  
    Sure enough, it was Stockwell.  "Ah, good morning gentlemen, Miss 
Bancroft," he smiled.  Honestly, that man can charm the skin off a snake.  
Ellen thought.  Not hard, considering they were of the same species.  
Stockwell smiled that reptilian smile of his.  "It's been two weeks.  And I 
have a job for you."
    "Face isn't strong enough yet."  Hannibal said coldly.  He hated the idea 
going anywhere undermanned.   It could be fatal for all of them.  And Frankie 
really wasn't up to par in Hannibals eyes.  He especially hated leaving Face 
at Stockwells tender mercies.  
    Stockwell smiled broader.  Face gripped Ellens hand.  Face didn't hate 
anybody, but he didn't like or trust Stockwell.  He didn't like the idea of 
having to deal with Stockwell by himself.  Ellen clasped his hand in both of 
hers, offering unspoken comfort, and glared at Stockwell.  
    "I don't think any of the rest of your team are injured, Colonel. Shall 
we adjourn to the study?"  And the team went into the study, Face leaning on 
Hannibals arm.  
    Face hugged his friends good-bye two hours later.  "Watch yourself out 



there, eh, Hannibal?"  He said, as he hugged his commander good-bye.   Tears 
came to his eyes, he was afraid for his teams lives.  He couldn't lose any of 
them.  Please God, take care of them.
    Hannibal patted the young mans back.  "It'll be all right, Face.  We'll 
see you soon."  Letting the young man go, Hannibal turned to Ellen.  "Take 
care of him."   And kissed her cheek.  Ellen nodded.  Hannibal got into the 
waiting van and the team drove away. Faces strength deserted him, and he
went 
up to his room to rest. 
    Ellen turned and glared at Stockwell.  God, how she detested this man.  
"Stockwell, I want you to give me all the information you have about
Samantha 
Bancroft."   She somehow managed to say it politely.
    Stockwell turned his snake smile on her.  "What makes you think that I 
have any information, Miss Bancroft?"  
    "Don't play games with me General!" she hissed.  "You got the information 
concerning  AJ very quickly. And I know that you have the information 
concerning Samantha.  I want the information, and I want it now.  And I am 
not going to leave you alone until you get the information I want."
    Stockwell nodded.  he liked this woman.  She had spunk and tenacity.  
Someone would do well with her in their corner.  If only he could find a 
place for her in his organization.  Oh, well, can't have everything you want. 
 "I'll give you the information that I have, Miss Bancroft." He went to his 
limo, and reached inside, pulling out a briefcase.  He had thought that she 
would want the information, so he had brought it along with him.  He gave the 
briefcase to Ellen.  And thinking that her former boss was a fool for letting 
her go, he sped away.  

2.
    He had always hated these family get togethers, he didn't know why he 
ever came to them.  You would think that he would know by now. Most of his 
wifes family treated him like dirt. His mother in law certainly did.  "No 
wonder Samantha married AJ.  It was the only way that she could get away
from 
you!"  He wanted to scream, but didn't.   And just about no-one had the 
gumption to stand up to her, including himself.    His various brother and 
sisters in laws looked on sympathetically, but said nothing. Most of the 
nieces and nephews he couldn't stand, with the exception of one.   His name 
was Robert.
    Love them or hate them, they were the only family he had.  He went down 



to dinner.

    Face had slept the entire afternoon away.  It was close to seven by the 
time he went downstairs for dinner.  He noticed his sister hard at work on 
the computer, and nodded on his way into the kitchen.  His stomach growled.  
He hoped that there was some leftover pizza from Villa Cuchina.  A wry smile 
touched Faces face.  Sal must think that since I got shot while in his 
restaurant, he has to supply me with free pizzas for life.  I can live with 
that.  Instead of pizza, he found meat loaf, baked potatoes, and corn waiting 
for him. He grinned. Ellen was going to make sure he regained his strength.  
After taking a small portion of each, he went into the den and rejoined his 
sister. 
    Ellen looked up at him, and noticed how much he had on his plate.  
"Aren't you going to eat anymore?"   She had always believed Face to be too 
thin.  Now, two weeks after being shot, he still looked positively gaunt.  
She suspected that the others were just feeding him pizzas, not a more well 
balanced meal.  
    He grinned back at her, as if he had read her mind.  " I don't have my 
appetite back yet.  If I'm still hungry after eating this, I'll get some 
more.  I promise.  What are you doing?"
    "I'm seeing if I can find anything on Samantha.  I told Stockwell that I 
wanted information on her, and he gave it to me."  Face groaned, and Ellen 
looked at him with a worried frown.  "Are you all right, Face?  Do you need 
to lie down?"
    "I'm fine.  Just watch out around Stockwell.  That man is dangerous, and 
I don't want you to get hurt."  
    Ellen smiled at him.  "Don't you worry about me, Face.  I can handle the 
likes of him."
    Face smiled back.  " I don't doubt it.  So, what do you have so far.  
Anything to tell us where my mother is buried?"
    Ellen shook her head.  She hated to disappoint him.  But, she had just 
started her investigation two hours ago.  "Not yet, I'm still working on it.  
But Stockwell did give me some useful information, like their marriage 
license and your birth certificate."  Ellen looked sheep fully at her older 
brother.  She didn't know how he would take the next thing she had to say.  
"Face, you were born five months after the wedding."  
    Face nodded his head.  "It's all right, Ellen.  Murdock told me that my 
parents had to get married.  It was the way things were back then." He
yawned 
widely.  god, he was tired, and he had already slept most of the day!  "I 



guess I should go back to bed.  Goodnight, Ellen."  As he started for his 
bedroom, he heard his sister behind him. Knowing what she wanted he turned 
around before she said anything, mouth open and waiting for the spoon.  She 
laughingly gave him his medicine, and promised that she'd come up with milk 
and cookies in a few minutes.  How he loved being babied!  Ellen figured that 
the team, especially Hannibal,  spoiled him.  As if trying to make up for 
things not of their own making.  And with them gone, Ellen took over spoiling 
him.  
    After cookies, milk, and prayers,( which surprised Ellen) Face went to 
sleep and Ellen went back to work.  She was closing in on something 
important.  She traced Samantha up north, and then west to California.  She 
had apparently found work though it must have been hard working  and
tending 
a small child.  Samantha Bancroft was gutsy, and Ellen admired her.  She 
wondered if, had they ever met,  Samantha and her own mother Catherine,
would 
have been friends. Ellen believed that they would have. 
    Ellen found Samanthas divorce decree.  Samantha had gotten a divorce
from 
AJ Bancroft on March 31, 1953, on grounds of desertion.  She had also been 
granted sole custody of her son, Richard.  She had applied for a marriage 
license on August 12,1955 in Barstow, California, near Fort Irwin.  Ellen was 
almost panting with excitement.  If she could find out who Samantha was
going 
to marry, or who performed the ceremony if she did, she could give the 
information to Face.  She finally found the Marriage Certificate, dated 
August 25,1955.  And who the lucky groom was.
    Ellen blinked, shaking her head.  There had to be some mistake!  But 
there it was in black and white.  She took a deep breath and let it out, 
saying under it;  "Oh, no."     

3.

    For four days, Ellen kept the secret to herself.  She felt guilty about 
keeping the information from her brother, but she couldn't tell him just yet. 
 Face was almost frantic about the rest of the team.  She couldn't add more 
stress to him.  Plus, she wanted the A-Team there to back her up, and to 
support her brother.  He was going to need them.  So she kept her silence, 
and preyed that the team would return soon.  
    The team finally returned on the fifth day, literally to open arms.  Face 



flung himself into Hannibals arms when the man was barely out of the van.  
Hannibal smiled, patting Faces back.  "Well, hello yourself.  Did you miss 
me?"
    "Heck no.  I just wanted to see if you brought me a present."  Face 
replied.  
    Hannibal shook his head, and put his arm around Faces shoulders.  "Let's 
go inside, kid.  I want to debrief Stockwell as soon as possible, then take a 
nice hot shower." And he led the young man into the house,  followed by 
Ellen, BA, Frankie, and Murdock.  
    After the team debriefed Stockwell, Ellen took Murdock aside.  She 
nervously showed him the information she had found.  Murdock sat down,
blood 
draining from his face.  "Have you told him, yet?" Ellen shook her head.  "We 
have to tell him right away, Ellen.  We can't keep this from him."
    "Maybe we should ask Stockwell to verify...?"
    "No, we can't do that.  When AJ told me that he was Faces father, I kept 
the information from him.  Instead I asked, or blackmailed, Stockwell into 
finding the truth.  When I told Face the truth after we buried AJ, he was 
furious. I didn't let him make his own decision about AJ.   My trying to 
protect him almost cost me his friendship.  I swore that I would never lie to 
him again.  The price is just too high."
    "You're right Murdock.  I just hate to hurt him.  He's had more then his 
share of pain already."
    "None of your making though, or mine.  We just have to let him know that 
we are there for him.  C'mon, let's go tell him."  And clasping hands, the 
two went into the house.  They found BA and Frankie playing pool, and a clean 
Hannibal sitting on the couch, talking with Face. Murdock cleared his throat. 
 "Face, Ellen found out something about your mother."  
    Face looked at his younger sister.  Ellen's found something? Why didn't 
she tell me right away?" He thought. 
    Ellen sat down, and took her brothers hands into hers.  "Face, this isn't 
going to be easy for you to hear.  And the reason that I didn't want to tell 
you right away, in case you're wondering, is because I wanted the team to be 
here, too.  Face, Samantha divorced AJ in 1953, on grounds of desertion."
And 
as gently as she could, Ellen told her brother the name of his stepfather.  
Face blanched, and bent over as if he had taken a punch in his gut.  Ellen 
continued.  "She went west to Barstow, California after AJ left her.  There 
she met him, I guess at the place where she was working.  She married him in 
August of 1955.  A few months later, she died."



    "Did he kill her?"  Face asked in a low, choked voice.
    "There is no evidence of that, Face.  From what I found out, she died in 
a car accident.  There's no evidence of foul play."  Ellen and the others 
were really concerned.  Face had gone a dead white, and looked like he was 
about to faint.  Ellen put her arms around him, drawing his head to her 
shoulder.  Face clung to her, and let the tears fall.

    Later that evening, Ellen gently closed the door to her brothers bedroom. 
 She turned and looked into the worried eyes of Hannibal Smith.  Ellen laid 
her head on Hannibals chest, and started to cry.  Hannibal gently stroked her 
hair.  "There now, it is going to be all right."
    "How is it going to be all right, Hannibal? How could he do that to his 
own stepson?"  She sniffed.  Hannibal shook his head.  Face and Ellen were 
alike in so many ways.  One way was that they let their hearts lead their 
heads.  And that quality only endeared them to him more.  
    " I don't think he knows that Face is alive.  Or that Richard Bancroft 
did not die all those years ago.  If he had known, I believe he would have 
turned over Hell itself to get the boy.  And before you ask how I know this, 
I knew him back then.  We didn't like each other.  But I remember that he was 
going around with a young woman who had a small boy.  I couldn't understand 
what she ever saw in him."
    "You knew Samantha, Hannibal?  Why didn't you ever tell Face?" Ellen 
lifted her head from his shoulder.
    "I didn't know her.  I never even connected the dots until you found out 
the truth.  And since I was never one of that mans favorite people, there
was 
no point.  But I do remember how bad he was after her death.  Almost drank 
himself to death a few times."
    "Didn't he ever look for Face?"
    "I heard he did.  But after finding her car, with her body in it, but no 
little boys, I guess he gave up.  The terrain was awful.  There was no way a 
small child could have survived without some help.  I left soon afterward, 
and didn't see him again until years later in Vietnam."  Hannibal looked at 
the young woman.  "You go to bed.  We'll figure out what to do tomorrow."
    Ellen nodded.  "Goodnight, Hannibal." She kissed Hannibal on his cheek, 
and went to her room.  After she was gone, Hannibal snuck into Faces room.  
He gently kissed the young mans forehead, and settled down is a nearby
chair 
for the night.



4.

    He looked at his watch.  One hour before his meeting with Ellen Bancroft, 
the daughter of AJ Bancroft.  He name Bancroft galled him.  Not only had AJ 
Bancroft walked out on Samantha and Richard, but Ellen summoned him to
her 
house as if it were her right to do so.  Though he knew that he shouldn't 
dislike the daughter for what the father had done, he couldn't help it.  
    He looked at a old battered photograph.  It was a picture of Samantha and 
Richard, the last one taken of them before their deaths.  Fighting the tears, 
he decided to go to meet Ellen Bancroft.  He would be a little early.
  
There was a knock on the door.  The visitor was early.  Ellen hugged her 
brother, then nodded to Hannibal to take him to the den.  A hidden camera
had 
been set up to record the meeting.  The team would watch the meeting via a 
monitor. When she was sure the team was where they should be, Ellen
combed 
back her hair behind her ears, took a deep breath, and opened the door.
    And stared into the ice-cold blue eyes of Roderick Decker.
    Ellen forced a smile onto her face, and pulled the door wide.  "Welcome, 
Colonel Decker.  Please come in."
    Decker stepped into the young womans house, feeling uncomfortable.  And 
no wonder, he thought, You are standing in the house of the daughter of a
man 
you have detested for over thirty years. 
    "Would you like something to drink?"  Ellen offered.  The man was 
ice-cold, and she despised him.  Of coarse you despise him.  He helped send 
you brother to prison, and almost to his death she thought.
    "No thank you, Miss Bancroft, I'm not thirsty.  But I would like to know 
why I'm here."  Ellen was momentarily startled.  I must give him that, he is 
a direct son of a... Ellen shook off what she was thinking.  That kind of 
thinking wasn't going to help Face.  She led the older man into the living 
room, and asked him to sit down.  She sat down on the chair across from
him.  
The silence got uncomfortable.
    "Colonel Decker, I'm doing research for a book I am writing about my 
father, AJ Bancroft.  I am not just writing about his crimes, but the man as 
well."  She looked at the mans startled expression. " I do not deny what my 
father did.  That would be ludicrous.  ButI also want to write about the man,



to give the story more balance. And I 
hope that you can help me."
    "I never met your father, Miss Bancroft.  I am afraid I would be of no 
help to you."  Decker answered truthfully.  And if I had ever met him, I 
would have torn him limb from limb.
    Ellen went on.  " On the contrary, Colonel, I believe that you would be a 
great help You see, during my research, I found out that my father had been 
married before.  Her name was Samantha,"    When Decker said nothing, she 
went on. "I also found out, that you married Samantha a few years later.
    Decker was beginning to get angry.  "Why do you want to talk to me, Miss 
Bancroft?  I never met your father.  And what business is it of yours who I 
was married to?"
    "It's my business because I also found out that Samantha had a child by 
my father.  A little boy named Richard."  She looked at him closely, making 
him feel like he was under a microscope. His face drained of all color.  Dear 
God, she knows of Richard. he thought.  Ellen knelt in front of him.  "You 
are the only one who ever knew my brother, or his mother.  What happened
to 
them?"
    Decker looked at the young woman, tears in his eyes.   "Samantha and 
Richard died over thirty years ago, Miss Bancroft.  They died in a car 
accident.  A terrible fiery accident."  He paused, trying to collect himself. 
 He felt like he should let Miss Bancroft know what had happened to her older 
brother.  "Six months after our marriage, Samantha and Richard went out,
and 
never returned.  Their car went off the road somehow, and apparently burst 
into flames.  Samantha and our unborn child died in the flames.  I never did 
find Richard."  He looked at the young woman.  She had tears in her eyes. "My 
child would have been about your age, Miss Bancroft."
    " Didn't you look for him?  Didn't you look for Richard?"
    "Of coarse I looked!  I looked everywhere, but I found no body! Richard 
must have wandered off and died in the desert.  There was nothing for miles 
around.  In my worst dreams, I see the buzzards circling, wild animals 
tearing his little body to shreds.  My poor boy!" Overcome with emotions that 
he had kept contained for thirty years, Decker covered his face with his 
hands and shook.  
    Ellen spoke softly.  What she was going to say was going to hurt the man 
even more.  But the words had to be said.  "He wasn't your boy, Colonel.  He 
was AJ Bancrofts boy."
    Decker angrily stood up, glaring at the young woman.  "He was my boy, 



Miss Bancroft! AJ Bancroft gave up any rights to Richard when he walked out 
on him and Samantha.  I was the one that Richard ran to when he fell and 
scraped his knee!  I was the one who taught him to ride a bike!  I was the 
one who chased away the monsters under his bed! And I was the one that he 
called Daddy!"
    Ellen looked into Deckers red face.  So much pain for so many years, she 
felt sorry for him. There was no doubt that he had loved Samantha and
Richard 
and grieved for both.  And now Ellen had to break the truth about why she
had 
invited him to her "house".  Seeing no way to sugar coat it, she decided to 
be honest with him.  "Colonel, Richard didn't die thirty years ago .  He's 
very much alive.  And he desperately wants to know were his mother is 
buried."   She told him bluntly.  The blood drained from his face again, and 
he slowly sat down.  
    "How can that be?  There was nothing but open desert around that 
accident.  How could he have possibly survived?" He asked in a choked voice.
    "I don't know, I only know that he did.  After the accident, he wandered 
into an orphanage.  From what he told me, he didn't talk for some time.  He 
also told me that he had been brutalized before he got to the orphanage."  
Ellen shuddered.  The idea of anyone brutalizing a child sickened her.  But 
Face told her that he had been a victim many times during his life.  " What 
I'm about to tell you won't be easy for you to hear, Colonel.  But it's the 
truth.  So please don't interrupt."
    Decker nodded, numbed by the news.  Richard had survived.  And Miss 
Bancroft knew where he was.  The euphoria that Decker felt though was 
blackened by one thought.  Richard had been a victim of...of...he couldn't 
stand the thought.  His poor beautiful son!
    Ellen took Deckers hands in hers, as if trying to give him strength.  The 
previous disclosures were tough to say.  This was next to impossible.  
"Colonel, you've seen my brother many times in the past few years without 
realizing who it is.  The last time was back in September of 1986.  Colonel, 
my brother now calls himself Templeton Peck."
    Decker shook his head, staring at her in shock.  No, it can't be true! He 
wanted to scream.  Not my beautiful Richard!  There's got to be some
mistake! 
But looking into Ellens eyes, he knew it was the truth.  Templeton Peck was 
Richard Bancroft.  The little boy whom he used to sing to and read to at 
night. And the same man that you chased for three years.  And the same
man 



that you helped convict of murder.  "Oh no," he moaned, "that means that I 
helped send my own stepson to his death."  Decker bent over, softly saying; 
"I'm sorry Sama.  I didn't know.  I didn't know."
    Ellen squeezed his hands.  She felt sorry for him.  So much pain for so 
many years.  "Colonel, like I said, my brother is alive.  The A-Team made a 
deal with a man who can arrange a Presidential Pardon for them.  Face is 
alive, but he wants to know where his mother is buried.   Can you help him? 
Please?"
    It was then that the team entered the room.  Hannibal had a protective 
arm around Faces shoulders, and Face was leaning on him.  It had been a 
difficult time for him.  Gazing at his former stepfather, Face slipped away 
from the comforting arm.  "Don't go anywhere." he said quietly to his 
friends.  And he went over to the couch, and knelt down beside his sister.  
In front of his former stepfather Roderick Decker.  "Do you know where my 
mother is buried, sir?"
    Decker looked up, and into Faces eyes.  My God, he looks like her.  He 
has her eyes.  No wonder I could never shoot him, or look at him during the 
trial.  Only when they pronounced sentence was I able to do that.  And I saw 
her is him.  Without thinking, Decker reached out and pulled Face against 
him.  The younger man clung to Decker as if his very life depended on it.  
"I'll take you to her." He said softly.  And Roderick Decker heard a muffled 
sob against his shoulder.

5.

    They were on their way up north, to upstate Vermont.  Decker commented 
wryly that this was the first time that he'd ever been  on the inside of the 
van instead of shooting at it.  It was a bit of a tight squeeze with 7  of 
them inside, and everybody was a bit uncomfortable.  But Face had wanted to 
talk to Decker and get some answers about his mother, and going by van 
provided the time, not to mention a security blanket. Face was a little shy 
at first about asking them, but suddenly he couldn't stop asking the 
questions that he had wondered about for years.  
    "What color was her hair?" Blonde.  "What color were her eyes?" Blue.  
"Was she pretty?" Yes, very.  But Face couldn't ask the one question that he 
really wanted to know.  Decker reached into his jacket pocket, and took out 
his wallet.  He took out a small photograph that he had carried around for 
years.  It was a picture of a very pretty woman with her arm around a little 
boy, no more then 5 years old.  Both were beaming at the camera.  " That's 
your mother, Peck.  That 's the last picture that was taken of the two of you 



before she died." Face said nothing, just held the picture in his hand as if 
it were gold.  Tears came to his eyes.  This was his mother.  He gazed at the 
picture, as if trying to engrave the picture into his memory.  Decker 
continued.  "We had no sooner got back from our honeymoon, when I got TDY 
orders overseas. I had to leave in less then two weeks.  I was only going to 
be gone for a few months.  So you asked if a picture would prevent me from 
forgetting you.  And then you gave me the picture."  He smiled at the
memory. 
 "You should have seen him, Smith.  Standing up as tall as he could saying 
that he would look after his mom for me.  Then he burst into tears and
begged 
me not to go.  When I told him that I had to go,  he made me promise to come 
back."  He turned back to Face, who was still gazing at the picture.  "Keep 
it," he told the young man.  Face tucked it into his wallet, and started 
asking questions again.

6.

    Decker made his way to the hotel bar.  He wanted a beer, especially since 
he was going to meet his in-laws tomorrow.  He hoped that this family
reunion 
would put Faces questions to rest.  The boy didn't stop asking questions 
until they gave him some medicine.  It had knocked the kid out.  
    Decker noticed Hannibal, sitting reading a newspaper.  He took his beer 
over, and sat across from his former enemy.  A truce had been called, for 
Faces sake among other reasons.  "Mind if I sit?" he asked
    Smith shrugged his shoulders.  He didn't mind, since Hannibal wanted to 
ask some questions about Faces family.  Before he could say anything
though, 
Decker spoke again.  "You're worried about Peck, aren't you?"
    Hannibal nodded.  Since they were alone, he could now voice his concerns. 
 "Face has always worn his heart on his sleeve.  I'm just worried that these 
people will hurt him.  He is so vulnerable, and very insecure."
    Decker nodded.  He had gotten that feeling too.  He was glad that Smith 
was as always, trying to protect Face.  "He's just like his mother.  But, if 
it means anything to you, I'm worried as well.  That's why I'm going to visit 
them before you.  To prepare them for meeting their long lost family.  Then I 
can come back and tell you what their reaction was."
    Hannibal looked up from his drink.  Something didn't feel right here.  
Why would Decker go ahead and see Faces family and then want to report



back 
to him and Face?  "You're worried that they are going to reject him, aren't 
you?" Oh Please No!  Face has been through enough rejection already! he 
thought.
    Decker grimly shook his head.  Smith deserved to know the truth.  "In all 
the years that I've known them, the family has never discussed Samantha in
my 
presence.  And when her own mother has discussed her, she never had
anything 
nice to say about her.  I'm afraid that they'll reject him, just like they 
rejected her all those years ago when she came to them for help.  You may 
have to prepare Peck for that.  Goodnight, Smith."  Draining his drink, 
Decker left. And Hannibal Smith found himself praying silently.  Oh Please 
God, No.  Don't let them reject him too.  

7.

    True to his word, Decker set out the next morning to visit his in laws, 
Faces family in a rented car.  Decker shook his head.  He still could hardly 
believe that one of the men he had tried to capture for three years, one of 
the men who his testimony had sent to prison, was his own stepson.  Forgive 
me Sama.  I didn't know.  I didn't know, he silently prayed.  Well, he 
couldn't do anything about the last three of thirty years, but he could do 
something for young Peck now.  
    Thank God Smith is there for him, Decker thought.  This morning, Smith 
had to convince Peck to stay behind with the team.  The boy had badly
wanted 
to go with Decker, but Smith gently reasoned with him.  "I know that you
want 
to see them Face.  But they don't know that you are alive.  Let Decker 
prepare them for you."  The boy saw the reason to that.  
    Privately, Decker envied Smith.  It was Smith that Peck turned to for 
"fatherly advice". Decker couldn't help but envy that adoration that Peck 
showed Smith.  If the fates had been kind, he would have been the one that 
Peck had turned to.  But then again, if the fates had been kind, Sama 
wouldn't have died and Peck wouldn't have grown up the way he did.  
    Decker pulled his car into the long driveway that would take him to the 
mansion.  Parking in front, he took a deep breath and got out.  He went to 
the front door, and rang the doorbell.  The butlers, Sampsons, showed him in. 
 "Mrs. Peterson is waiting for you in the library, Colonel.  She has been 



expecting you." Sampsons informed him. 
    "Thank you Sampsons.  How did she know that I was coming?"
    "It is a small town, Sir."  And Sampsons led him to the library, where 
his mother in law waited for him.  
    "Good morning, Roderick, please come in.  Sampsons, get the Colonel some 
coffee.  And close the door behind you."  Sampsons bowed and left, leaving 
Decker alone with Mrs. Peterson.  Mrs. Peterson looked at him with cold blue 
eyes.  "Well, Roderick.  Tell me why you're here."
    Decker sat down, and looked at Samanthas mother. Oh, how he detested
her. 
 He detested her for the way she spoke about Sama, and the way that she 
treated everyone else.  She obviously thought that everyone was below her.  
Even her own children were treated like bugs under her feet.  But she was 
still Faces grandmother, so Decker had to tell her the good news. 
    "I've got some great news, Mrs. Peterson.  Samanthas son, Richard, didn't 
die in a car crash thirty years ago.  He's alive.  And he wants to see 
Samanthas grave, and get to know his family."  He watched her as he told her 
the news.  Surprisingly, she didn't react at all.  
    Sampsons arrived with the coffee.  After pouring out, she took up her own 
cup and looked at her son in law.  "And how do you know this, Roderick?"
    "Because I have met him.  AJ Bancroft had another child, a daughter, and 
she found me and told me.  I didn't want to believe it at first, but he's 
alive."
    Mrs. Peterson put her cup down.  "Yes, Roderick, I know.  I also know 
that he goes by the name Templeton Peck now.  And that he is a member of
the 
notorious A-Team.  I will tell you how I know of my lost grandson." And Mrs. 
Peterson proceeded to tell him all she knew of young Templeton Peck.  And 
Roderick Decker could only listen, and wonder how anyone could be so cruel.  
And how Samantha had ever been her daughter.  
8.

    Decker sat outside the hotel in his rented car, feeling sick.  He didn't 
know how he was going to get the strength to go in and see the team.  But he 
had to.  Wishing that he had a drink, he went in to face his stepson.  
    They were all in Faces and Murdocks room, Face, Ellen, and the team.  
They all looked at Decker and made a collective gasp.  Ellen and face came 
over and grabbed a arm each, helping him to a chair.  He grasped their hands 
as he sat down.  Face took another look at him, and tears came to his eyes.  
"They don't want me."  It wasn't even a question.  The answer was written all 



over Deckers face.  
    Roderick Decker shook his head.  "May I have some water, please?"  As 
Frankie got his water, Decker squeezed Faces hand. "I am sorry, Peck."
    Face looked down at the floor.  It was the same old story, nobody wanted 
him around.  He felt a hand at his shoulder giving it a comforting squeeze.  
He knew that it was Hannibals.  Well, next to nobody.  "Are they going to 
allow Face to visit his mothers grave?"  Face heard Hannibal ask.  He didn't 
dare look up. He didn't want anyone to see the tears in his eyes.  
    Decker nodded.  "I was able to talk Mrs. Peterson into it.  But she wants 
Face and the rest of the team to be gone by the time the family gets back 
from Church tomorrow."
    That seemed to startle Murdock out of silence.  "She knows about the 
A-Team?"  He put his hand on Faces other shoulder.  It was trembling with 
Face trying to fight the tears that threatened to spill down his face.  
    Decker got a odd look on his face.  "She not only knows about the team, 
Captain.  She knows every single thing that has happened to Peck since he
was 
five years old.  She always knew that Richard didn't die in that car crash.  
She knew that he was in that orphanage.  And every time someone want to
adopt 
him, she blocked the adoption, making it impossible. She turned her back on 
him, but she wouldn't let him go.  She wanted him to suffer."
    That was too much for Face.  A loud sob broke from his throat, and he 
buried his face in Hannibals shoulder.  Sobs wracked his body, and he felt 
Hannibals strong arms go around him.  "How can anyone be so evil?" He wept.  
"How could anyone be so cruel?"  Hannibal shook his head.  He had no
answers.
    Frankie, who had been silent, gently coughed.  When all eyes were on him, 
he shifted uncomfortably.  "When do we go to see her grave?"  BA glowered
at 
him, and Hannibal shook his head.  He wasn't about ready to subject Face to 
any more pain, and said so.  
    Face looked up from Hannibals shoulder.  "No, we came all this way to see 
my mothers grave.  And I'm going to see it!"  Both Hannibal and BA looked 
like they were going to start arguing with him, but Murdock spoke up first.
    "Are you sure Face?  It's going to be painful for you."  The pilot said 
gently.
    "More painful then what, Murdock? Then watching my mother die?  Then 
listening to her screams?  I have started having dreams about the car crash.  
I can remember it now.  Can visiting my mothers grave be more painful then 



the memory of the foster parents who raped me when they were supposed
to 
protect me?  Can it be more painful then being abandoned by my country, and 
being tried and convicted of a crime that I didn't commit?  What more can 
they do to me?  What can be more painful then what I've gone through
already? 
 What'll be most painful is leaving and never seeing her grave.  What's more 
painful then not being able to say good-bye?" He looked at his friends, his 
adopted family, then finally at his sister and former stepfather.  "I won't 
let them win, not this time.  If she doesn't want to see me, fine, I can live 
with that.  But not going to see her grave would be an insult to her.  I 
won't allow them to do to her what they have done to me.  I am going to see 
my mothers grave!"  He looked at Colonel Decker.  He was the only one who
had 
the answers to Faces questions.  "Colonel Decker, what was her favorite 
flower?"
    Hannibal was stunned, and he could see the others were as well.  This 
seemed to be a different man then the one he had known for more then a 
decade.  And it was in a way.  That boy needed him, but this man didn't.  
When Decker gave Face the answer, Hannibal put a arm around Faces
shoulder.  
Face leaned against him slightly, as if to say "I still need you."  Squeezing 
Faces shoulder, he looked around at this Mulligan Stew family.  "Shall we go 
buy some flowers?"  he asked.  And was rewarded with a radiant smile from 
Face.

9.

    They had raided every flower shop in that small town.  Samantha 
apparently loved white and yellow tulips mixed with wildflowers, especially 
daises.  So while Decker, Ellen, Hannibal and Face got the tulips, the rest 
of them went out to pick some daises.  
    It finally came time to visit Samanthas grave.  Face dressed in his best 
suit and carefully combed his hair.  Finally deciding that he looked all 
right, he meant the others at the van.  Face sat between his best friend, 
Murdock, and Ellen.  Despite his bravado earlier, he needed their support.  
The van followed Deckers car out to the Peterson home.  
    After what seemed an eternity to Face, they reached the driveway up to 
the house.  Hannibal reached back his hand.  Face grasped it tightly and 
nodded.  He was ready.  



    They parked behind Decker.  Decker nodded at them, and started into the 
trees.  Face followed, with Ellen and the rest.  Being the newest member of 
the team, Frankie brought up the rear.  
    They finally stopped.  Roderick knelt down beside some sunken earth, 
crossed himself, and started to prey.  The grave was neglected, with weeds 
growing all around it.  Tears came to Faces eyes when he realized that this 
neglected piece of earth was his mothers grave.  he was relieved when he
felt 
the reassuring comfort of Hannibals strong hand on his shoulder.  Taking out 
a rosary, Face knelt beside Decker, crossed himself, and also started to
prey.
    When Decker finished preying, he patiently waited for Face to finish.  
When he did, Decker put a hand on Faces shoulder.  "Sama, I brought you 
someone.  It's your son, Richard.  As you know, he goes by the name
Templeton 
Peck now."
    "Hello, mama." Face choked out.  He suddenly couldn't say anything.  So 
much to say, but he couldn't think of anything! He looked at his former 
stepfather.  "Colonel, what was her favorite song?"
    "She loved to sing to your,  'You are my Sunshine.'  She would cradle you 
like you were a baby, and sing it to you till you went to sleep. Sometimes, 
you would even sing it as a duet."  Decker smiled, caught up in the memories 
of yesteryear.  He didn't notice the shocked expressions on the teams faces.
    Hannibal remember how back in Vietnam in the POW camp after 
interrogation, Face would rock and sing that song to himself.  And while on 
the run, he and Face would often sing that song as a way of distracting a 
unsuspecting person.  He stepped forward and put a hand on Faces shoulder.  
And softly he started to sing, "You are my Sunshine".  Murdock, BA, Ellen, 
and Frankie joined in, blending their voices in harmony of a childs song.  
Afterwards, Face led them in the hymn "Amazing Grace" and they finished up 
the "service" with the song "You'll Never Walk Alone" from Rogers and 
Hammersteins "Carosel."
    It was a long quiet drive back to Langly, VA.

    Hannibal Smith stepped quietly out of Faces room  He had been worried 
about him before, and wanted to try to comfort the younger man.  For a
while, 
Face had clung to him and talked.  He regretted that the only real memory 
that he had of his mother was her death.  He talked about growing up in the 
orphanage, and the pain of seeing other children adopted.  He always thought 



that he wasn't good enough to be adopted.  That was the reason that nobody 
wanted him. "Except mama, and you. And the team."  He talked about the 
comfort of having the team with him, especially during the past two weeks.  
He couldn't even find it in his heart to be angry at his grandmother.  "I 
feel sorry for her, Hannibal.  She has money, but she doesn't have much else. 
 I just find it ironic that I always wanted wealth and position, to be in the 
society column, because having money meant having security.  Now I find out 
that I always was a part of a wealthy family, but my grandmother didn't want 
me.  I wonder which one of us is poorer."  
    Hannibal shook his head.  He didn't have an answer.  So he held Face to 
his chest, and sang to him "You are my Sunshine".  Soon, Face was asleep.  
Now, as Hannibal left the room, he bumped into Decker.  Motioning Decker
down 
the hall, Hannibal made his way to the living room. He poured a glass of 
sherry for Decker, then one for himself. They drank, and prepared to say 
good-bye.
     The two former enemies stared at each other.  Finally, Decker gave Smith 
a box.  Inside the box were old photograph albums, a few tin reels of film, 
some old fashioned audio tapes, and other things.  Including a childs stuffed 
bear.  "These used to belong to Sama, except for the toy.  That was
Richards. 
 Now they belong to Face. They are pictures of Richard as a baby, some 
pictures of AJ holding him, things like that.  I had them all these years.  I 
could never part with them, until now." He smiled thinly.  "I made copies of 
all the photos that I wanted to keep." 
    Hannibal nodded.  "It's still rather sad, though.  Face started this in 
hopes of one day being buried next to his mother.  But with Mrs. Peterson 
making it clear the he isn't welcome..." He shrugged.  For once, he was at a 
loss for words as well as a plan.  
    Decker grinned then.  "I've always hated where Sama was buried.  It was 
as if she wanted to forget that Sama ever existed.  Now I am determined to 
get an exumination order and move her body.  And since I am her widower, I 
think that I have a good chance of having her remains moved.  Of coarse,
Mrs. 
Peterson is going to fight it.  But I already have someone in the family in 
my camp." When he saw Hannibal perk up, he added: "No promises, Smith.  So 
don't tell Peck."
    "Who is going against her?"
    "Her grandson, Robert Peterson.  A very nice young man.  I've always 
liked him.  And he happens to be heir apparent of the Peterson holdings.  And 



when I called him earlier this evening, when you were upstairs, and told him 
the whole sordid story, he promised that he would do  everything in his power 
to help.  He also mentioned that the A-Team is always welcome in his            
             

    home.  And that he looks forward to meeting his cousin."
    Hannibal smiled.  But he still had to ask one last question.  He felt 
that he had to protect Face.  "What about when you die, Rod?  Didn't you
want 
to be buried next to your wife?"
    "Yes, but I already have a reservation at Arlington National Cemetery.  
And Sama never wanted to be buried there.  She hated it the one time that
we 
visited it.  And Sama should be buried next to the first man that she loved, 
and the son that she adored."  Decker stuck out his hand, and Hannibal took 
it.  "Keep your head low, Smith."
    "You too, Decker.  And thank you."
    "No Smith. Thank you."   And feeling at peace for the first time in 
thirty-one years, Decker left the house.  And drove off into the night. 
    And the next day. The A-Team Family was treated to watching old movies
of 
AJ Bancroft, Samantha, and Richard Bancroft.  And listening her sing to her 
young son; "You are my Sunshine."  
    And Face held the old childs toy.  A teddy bear that he dimly remembered 
his Mommy had given him for his fifth birthday.

The End                         


