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                        By Terri Spencer

This story takes place in the months between "Family Reunion" and "Without 
Reservations"

    It was all his  fault.  He had come back and destroyed everything.  And 
now he was dead.  But to the heart of a man bent on revenge, it didn't 
matter. He may be dead, but someone else would suffer because of it..   
    Jacob Edwards looked around his empty house.  Everything was gone.  The 
paintings, the furniture, and his wife.  His wife, who couldn't live with the 
shame of the crimes that her husband had committed.  Crimes that Jacob 
Edwards would never admit, publicly or privately, that he had done.  So while 
Jacob Edwards was trying to get out of jail, his wife of over thirty years 
had left him.  
    Edwards sighed loudly.  Everything was gone all right.  His job, his 
livelihood, respect from his peers, and the power that came with a man in his 
position.  Everything that he had worked for. Nothing was left now but a 
stack of papers, bills from his lawyer, and the divorce papers from his wifes 
lawyer.  And all because of one man: AJ Bancroft.
Well, Bancroft wasn't around anymore.  But Edwards was going to get his 
revenge.  And Ellen Bancroft was going to pay for her fathers misdeeds.

    "Sleep in Heavenly Peace, Sleep in Heavenly Peace." 
    Templeton Peck finished his favorite Christmas carol.  He looked out at 
the congregation and smiled.  He saw his friends there, and his younger half 
sister Ellen.  Ellen had tears in her eyes, and Murdock had a comforting arm 
around her shoulders.  Silently, the man his friends called Face thanked God 
for the gift of having a sister.  
    He still couldn't believe it, even after a month.  He found out that he 
had a sister on Thanksgiving Day, after he found out that he had just 
unknowingly finished burying his father.        It had been a difficult time 
for all of them.  Both Face and Ellen had to adjust to having a sibling.  But 
now, it was wonderful.  Ellen fitted in well with the other team members.  
And the others treated her just like a younger sister.  Hannibal of coarse 
treated her like she was a daughter.  Ellen had spent the entire month of 
December with her brother and his "adopted" family.    And now, they were 
going to spend their first Christmas together.



    There was also another advantage.  For the first time in more then a 
decade, Face could go to Christmas Mass in Church.  He was surprised about 
how much he had missed going.  The one time he had gone before, three
years 
ago, he had almost been arrested by Decker during Mass. The only reason
that 
Decker wasn't able to  drag him off to prison was because Face had asked
for 
Sanctuary from the Church and had received it.  So he had spent Christmas
Eve 
at Church, Christmas morning at the orphanage that was a part of the
Church, 
and Christmas afternoon sneaking out of the orphanage by way of a garbage 
truck.  And even though he would be able to get Sanctuary if he went to 
Church on a regular basis, Face refused to use the a House of God like that.
    "Thank you very much." Face said.  "Now, I would like to invite my sister 
Ellen up here." Ellen came up, and kissed her brothers cheek.  She clung to 
him, with her arm around his waist.  "You'll do fine." he whispered.  Aloud, 
he said: "Ellen and I found out that we were related close to a month ago.  
And I am so grateful that we can spend our first Christmas together.  I have 
the only gift that I ever really wanted.  I have a family.  My sister, and my 
friends."  He paused briefly.  " Ellen and I are going to sing 'O Holy 
Night'." And with that, he started to sing in his soft tenor voice.  After a 
second, Ellen joined in with a First Soprano voice that to Face sounded like 
an angel singing.  The whole congregation joined in, raising their voices in 
praise of their Savior, and in happiness for the two siblings.
    It was a lovely Christmas Mass.  Hannibal, BA, Murdock and Frankie beamed 
with pride and happiness for their friend.
    And in the back of the Church, unnoticed, one man sat watching silently, 
stewing and plotting his revenge.

    Face literally jumped out of bed the next morning.  He felt like he was a 
little boy again. Pulling on his bathrobe, he left his room and bounded down 
the hallway,  and almost knocked over Hannibal.  Face caught the older man in 
a huge hug.  "Merry Christmas, Hannibal!"  He greeted his commanding
officer. 
 "It snowed last night Hannibal!  Did you see?"  Face added excitedly, and 
hugged his friend again.  
    Hannibal smiled as he patted the younger mans back.  Face had never had
a 



real Christmas before.  Not the way that he grew up, or in Nam, or on the run 
since then.  Hannibal couldn't blame the boy for being excited.  Having found 
a blood relative the month before, and having a home right now, was what
Face 
had always craved.  The snow just put the finishing touches on his childhood 
dream.  "Yes, I saw it Face.  And after we celebrate, you and Murdock can go 
out and make a snowman."  He said in jest. He couldn't help but want to 
indulge the younger man. 
    Face gave an excited squeak, and hugged his friend again.  "Race you 
downstairs!"  he cried excitedly, and almost knocked over Mrs. Baracus in his 
haste.  "Sorry, Mrs. Baracus.  I didn't hurt you, did I?"  Mrs. Baracus shook 
her head,  much to Faces' relief.  
    But BAs' mother wasn't going to let him off that easily.  She shook her 
finger at Face, making him feel like a small child.  "You just be more 
careful.  Here, now be a gentleman and  walk down to the kitchen with me." 
And she firmly took Faces arm.  Face smiled, and led her down the stairs.  
    In the kitchen, she found Ellen and Murdock trying to get breakfast 
ready.  Murdock was making a nuisance out of himself, giving her the 
instructions on the proper way to beat an egg.  Ellen looked at her brother 
with pleading eyes.  
    "C'mon, Murdock.  Let's go out and build a snowman!" Face said.  "I don't 
know how to, so I could use some help."  
    Murdock came over and draped a arm around his best friend, then ruffled 
Faces carefully combed hair.  "Race ya, Faceman."  And squealing like two 
young boys instead of two grown men, Face and Murdock raced on who got 
dressed faster, and who got outside first.  And the rest of the team stood in 
the kitchen window and watched the two men build a snowman.  They soon
got 
into a snowball fight.  Murdock playfully pushed Face down in the snow, and 
showed him how to make snow angels.  

    Later, in the den, with hot chocolate to warm their insides, the team had 
their Christmas.  Mrs. Baracus had knitted scarves and hats for all of them.  
Ellen gave some small trinkets to them all.  But she gave Face a photo album 
with pictures of AJ with newspaper clippings.  She had discreetly taken out 
the clippings dealing with his crimes however. Face didn't need something 
like that about his father.  He knew all that, and Ellen wanted to give him 
some good memories of their father, even if they were her own.
    Ellen was amazed how protective she felt of her brother.  Even though she 
was younger by at least 5 years, she felt that she was older in a few ways.   



 There was something about Face, a vulnerability, that made her want to 
protect him.  She felt eyes on her, and looked up into Hannibals.  Hannibal 
nodded.  She understood that he felt Faces vulnerability too, and also felt a 
strong need to protect the young lieutenant.  
    Face for his part was sitting on the floor next to Mrs. Baracus'chair, 
reading to her from one of the books that he received from Hannibal.  On 
occasion, Mrs. Baracus would reach out and comb her fingers thorough Faces 
hair.  Face would grin, and go on reading.  But without realizing it, he 
scooted closer to the womans leg after each gentle caress.  Mrs. Baracus
gave 
her son and his friends a gentle smile, and stroked Faces hair again.  He 
almost had his head on her lap.  One more gentle caress, and Facemans head 
was cradled in Mrs. Baracus' lap. She gently stroked his hair and patted his 
cheek, and started humming.  Face was soon asleep, a contented smile on his 
young looking face.
    For him, it was the best Christmas.

    The next day, brother and sister tearfully hugged good-bye.  "I'm going 
to miss you, Ellen."  Face said against his sisters hair.  He was trying to 
fight the tears, with little success.  Ellen kissed her brothers cheek.
    "I have to go, Face.  I have to get back to work.  But I'll phone you 
very soon, I promise."  She gently kissed him again.  "I had a wonderful 
month here, with my newfound family." She turned to Hannibal, still holding 
her brother. "You take care of my big brother, Hannibal."She said tearfully, 
giving Faces waist another squeeze.  
    Hannibal stepped forward and hugged and kissed the young woman, while
at 
the same time putting a arm around Face's shoulder.  "We'll take good care
of 
him, Ellen.  You have my word."
    "That's good enough for me,"  Ellen smiled through her tears.  "After 
all, you always have."  And now that Face wasn't clinging to her, she hugged 
and kissed the rest of the team good-bye.. Then she got into her car.  
    "Call us when you get there, Ellen."Murdock said. "We'll be waiting for 
your call."  
    "I will, I promise.  You take care of yourselves." And with a last glance 
at her brother, who was being held in Hannibals protective arms, she drove 
away.  
    "Take care, Ellen."Face said softly, watching his sister drive out of 
sight.



    For the first hour of the drive back down to Florida, Ellen wept.  Even 
though she had spent an entire month with her brother and his friends, Ellen 
still felt like she barely knew Face.  She had eventually complained to 
Murdock a few days ago.  "At times, he is so...distant.  He just seems to cut 
me off when I start getting close.  I just don't understand it."  
    Murdock had smiled at his best friends younger sister.  "I know Ellen, it 
does get frustrating.  Even after eighteen years, I can't say that even I 
know Face that well, and I know him better then anybody. But you have got to 
try to understand something.  Face has had a lot of disappointment in his 
life. Just about every person that he has ever loved has abandoned him, so 
he's built up a suit of armor in order to protect himself.  He's had to. It 
was the only way that he was able to survive.  He's also been through things 
that I wouldn't wish on my worst enemy.  The most that you can hope for 
sometimes is putting a chink in that armor of his."  Murdock put a 
understanding hand of her shoulder.  "I know that you want him to love you 
Ellen, and he wants to love you. And he wants to be loved by you.  But he's 
afraid that you'll disappear like most others have done.  His past left a big 
mark on him.  And unfortunately, he doesn't feel that he's worth being 
loved."  
    "What do I do in the meantime?"
    "Same as the rest of us.  Keep chinking away at his armor."  Murdock had 
smiled.
    
    "Not too long now,"  Ellen thought as she passed a huge sign welcoming 
her to Georgia. "I should be home by tomorrow afternoon."  She couldn't fight 
a yawn that decided to come out right then. It had been a rather long drive, 
almost two days behind the wheel.   She glanced down to her tape collection, 
quickly selecting Billy Joel.  Slapping it into her tape deck, which had been 
a  gift from her brother and  that BA had installed in her car, she started 
singing along.  "You may be right, I may be crazy.  But it just may be a 
lunatic you're looking for..."  Ellen didn't see a dark car pull out from the 
trees.  She didn't see the car gain on her.  She didn't even know the car was 
there until it deliberately read ended her.  "What the hell?"  The car bumped 
her again, Ellen fought to keep her car on the road.  
    The car started pulling up aside her, and knocked against her side.  "Are 
you crazy?!!!" She yelled, and then she saw the cars driver. It was her 
fathers former partner:  Jacob Edwards.  
    His face twisted with hatred, he slammed her side again, hard, driving 
her off the road.  Ellen screamed, and tried to block her face and head. The 



car went over a embankment,  and flipped three times.  The sound of
breaking 
glass was followed by absolute silence.
    Edwards got out of his car, and looked into Ellens.  Ellen was 
unconscious, a large bruise on the side of her head.  Broken glass was all 
over her, some embedded into her flesh.  Blood was everywhere.  And the
only 
sound I the wooded area was the labored breathing of Ellen Bancroft.
    Jacob Edwards smiled evilly.  "Say hello to your father for me, Miss 
Bancroft.  I'm sure that he is waiting for you and your brother in Hell."  
And with that, Edwards got into his car and drove away, trying to think of 
how to get rid of Richard Bancroft, also known as Templeton Peck.  It 
wouldn't be as easy, especially with the A-Team around.  But vengeance
would 
be his.
    He didn't notice a pair of eyes that had seen it all. 

    The ringing of the telephone woke Hannibal up from a sound sleep and a 
wonderful dream.  In his dream, he had been with Maggie Sullivan, a doctor in 
California that he had been seeing occasionally for the last few years. He 
had just about started slowly taking off her cloths when the phone started
to 
ring.
    Cursing up a mild storm, Hannibal looked at the alarm clock.  "Who the 
hell would be calling at 2am?"  He growled as he picked up the receiver.  
"Hello?"
    "Colonel, it's General Stockwell."Hannibal heard.
    "Doesn't the man ever sleep?"  Hannibal wondered sleepily.  Then he 
abruptly sat up in bed when Stockwell told him why he was calling.  "What?"

    Face ran down the hospital corridors, followed closely by Hannibal and 
Murdock.  Stockwell had flown the three of them down here, while BA and 
Frankie were to drive the van down.  And even though BA wanted to be with
his 
friend, the thought of flying terrified him.  And there wasn't enough time to 
knock the big man out.  And BA wasn't about ready to let Frankie drive his 
beloved van.  It was bad enough when Murdock did.
    Face found the nurses station.  "Where is Ellen Bancroft?"  he asked the 
duty
 nurse. 



     The nurse turned her gaze on him. "And you are?"
    "Templeton Peck, her older half brother.  Please tell me where she is."
    "Let me check."  Going through her files, she found what she was looking 
for.  "Miss Bancroft is in Intensive Care.  If you'll have a seat, I will 
page the doctor."  Face nodded numbly, and felt a strong arm go around his 
shoulders.  Hannibal led the distraut young man to the nearby chairs, making 
him sit down.  Keeping a hand on his shoulder, Hannibal tried to reassure the 
younger man.  "It's going to be okay, Face.  It's going to be all right."
    Face heard him, but it was like Hannibal was standing at the end of a 
long tunnel.  He felt Hannibals hand on his shoulder, but it was like it 
wasn't really there.  All he could think of was that his sister had to be 
okay.  He distantly heard the doctor being paged to the nurses station.
    After what seemed an eternity to Face, a doctor came over.  He was a 
heavyset man about Hannibals age with dark brown hair, with graying
temples.  
He was dressed in dark blue hospital scrubs.  "Mr. Peck?"
    "Yes, that's me."  Face replied, standing with Hannibals help.  "How is 
my sister?'
    "My name is Doctor Clifford Wheater."  Getting no response, the doctor 
continued. "I won't lie to you, Mr. Peck.  Your sister is in very critical 
condition.  She had internal injuries, including a ruptured spleen, which had 
to be removed.  Bruising of the liver and one of her kidneys.  But what has 
my worried is the fractured skull and the subderal hemotoma in her brain. We 
may have to operate. But right now, we are giving her medication to reduce 
the swelling."
    Face went white, gasping for breath. He felt like he was going to faint.  
He dimly felt Hannibals strong supporting arm go around his shoulders.  He 
leaned against his friends solid strength for support.  "Is she going to 
die?'  He managed to ask.
    The doctor shrugged his shoulders.  He didn't want to lie to the young 
man, but he didn't want to hold out any false hopes either.  "I don't know 
Mr. Peck.  I promise you that I'll do everything I can to keep her alive."
    Face nodded his head.  "Thank you." he whispered.  "Can I see my sister 
now?  Please?" 
    "Of coarse."When Hannibal and Murdock started following his though, the 
doctor said.  "I'm sorry Mr. Peck.  Only family is allowed."
    Face turned to the doctor, then glanced at Hannibal and Murdock.  "These 
two men are my family, doctor, and Ellens.  We may not be related by blood, 
but we are by love.  And in a few days, two other men of the family will be 
here."  And leaving the stunned doctor standing in the hallway, Face made his 



way to the Intensive Care Unit being supported by his two friends.

    Face walked into the room where his sister lay.  Hannibal and Murdock 
stayed outside. Hospital Regulations said only one visitor,and that visitor 
had to be family, so the two remained in visible sight of Face.  Regulations 
or no regulations, Hannibal wasn't' about ready to leave Face alone.  And 
neither was Murdock.
    Face looked at his younger sister,  lying there so helpless.  Ellen was 
unconscious, with intravenous tubes everywhere.  A ventilator was helping
her 
breath.  There was white gauze wrapped around her head, but even so Face
was 
able to faintly make out a bruise on her temple.  "Oh, God."  Face whispered, 
bringing up his hand to his mouth.  He bit down on his lip, fighting back 
tears that threatened to spill down his cheeks.  Thus composing himself, he 
took his sisters hand in his own.  He was surprised about how small it was, 
much like his own hand which was also small and somewhat delicate.  At least 
that what was BA always said, comparing Faces small hands to his larger
ones. 
 BA had said on more then one occasion that he could crush Faces hands with 
only a mere squeeze if he had a mind to do so.  And Face didn't doubt it.  
Finding a chair nearby, he sat down.  "I'm right here, Ellen.  I'm here, and 
I won't leave you.  Please, don't leave me."
    The whoosh of the ventilator was the only answer.

    Hannibal Smith gazed into the window, watching his lieutenant.  He ached 
to go in and wrap his arms around the young man.  Face had had more then 
his 
share of pain in his young life, from being abandoned by his birth father to 
being abandoned or abused by anybody who he ever cared for.  With the 
exception of the team, of coarse.  Hannibal wasn't sure that Face could 
survive if anything happened to Ellen.
    Hannibal felt a hand on his arm, and turned to face Murdock.  Murdock 
held out a Styrofoam cup of coffee to Hannibal.  Hannibal nodded his thanks.  
It was going to be a long night.
    
    Murdock quickly realized that they were going to need some coffee.  If 
they were going to be alert to support Face, that is.  None of them had got 
much sleep the night before, when BA had called him at his apartment to tell 
him the news.  "Wake up, fool!  Ellen Bancroft has been in a car accident.  



We'll be there in fifteen minutes." Click.
    Exactly fifteen minutes later, the A-teams van rolled up.  Murdock hopped 
in, instantly sitting next to Face and putting a hand on his shoulder.  Face 
had leaned against him, seeking comfort.  Murdock had put his arms around
the 
younger man, and started rocking and humming to him.  Face snuggled
closer, 
and soon dozed off.  
    "I slipped him something a few minutes ago."  Hannibal stated, seeing 
Murdocks puzzled look.  "He was nearing hysteria.  Since he's asleep now, I 
can tell you what I know.  Ellen was in a car accident, and in critical 
condition down in a hospital in Georgia.  Now here is what  the plan is.  
Murdock, Face and I are going to go down to Florida on Stockwells plane 
tonight.  BA and Frankie will drive down tomorrow, after getting some rest 
tonight.  I get the feeling that this was deliberate, so I want to have the 
van."  Hannibal noticed that BA nodded.  BA hated to fly. "We'll meet you 
down there."  Face softly whimpered against Murdocks chest.  Murdock 
tightened his hold around his young friend

    Murdock sighed against the plate glass window now.  He wanted to find 
whoever did this to his friend.  "Who do you think did this, Hannibal?"
    "I don't know, Murdock.  So far, I only have suspicions.  But now is not 
the time to go looking.  Right now, Face needs us." Hannibal looked at the 
pilot.  He knew that the sensitive pilot was suffering for his friend.  Face 
and Murdock were the best of friends, closer then any two people could be.  
They were closer then brothers, and even closer then lovers.  It was like 
they talked to each other without saying a word.  Two halves of a whole.  
    Hannibal knew that they had had similar lives.  Murdocks mother had died 
when he was five, as had Faces.  But Murdock had been raised by his father 
and grandparents.  Face had been raised by the state of California.  But what 
the two men shared in common made a unbreakable bond. And Hannibal was
hoping 
that bond would be enough for Face in Ellen didn't make it.

    The last fifteen hours had taken an emotional and physical toll on Face.  
He sat beside Ellens bedside, talking to her and stroking her hair.  "Your 
going to be fine, Ellen.  You have to be.  There's still so much to learn 
from and about each other.  Please Ellen.  Please wake up."  Ellen didn't 
respond however to Faces pleas.
    Desperate for some comforting words, Face reached into his jacket



pocket 
and took out a little hand Bible and a rosary.  The Bible was worn down, well 
used and much read.  Father Magill had given it to Face when Face came back 
to the orphanage one day and announced that he had joined up.  Many times 
during the war and the years since it ended Face turned to the little Bible 
for comfort.  He often read it and night.  Or when a nightmare happened and 
he couldn't get back to sleep, read it out loud at sunrise to meet the new 
day.  
    Now, he read it to Ellen, in hope that the words would reach her.
    Face read to her for some time, until his voice was raw and his throat 
scratchy.  Holding his sisters hand in his left hand and the little Bible in 
the right, Face laid his head on the bed.  Promising himself just a minute to 
rest, Face dozed off, and slept.

    Peering into the ICU window, Hannibal saw Face sleeping.  He looked so 
young and vulnerable that Hannibal wanted to smash in the doors and go wrap 
his arms around the younger man.  But he couldn't.  All he could do is be 
here for Face when he woke up.  
    Hannibal needed to think.  He needed to stretch his legs.  And he needed 
out of this hospital for a few minutes.  "I need to get a cup of coffee and 
stretch my legs, Murdock.  How about you?" 
    "Sure do.  That and a cigarette."  Murdock replied, looking into the 
window.  A sad tender, gentle, smile pulled at his lips when he saw Face 
sleeping.  Like Hannibal, he wanted to go in and hold his friend.  His brown 
eyes welled up with tears at seeing his best friend looking so vulnerable, 
and Murdock loving him so much.  He turned and started walking down the 
corridor with Hannibal.  
    "I thought you quit smoking, Murdock."
    "I did,years ago.  But I feel like having a cigarette now."
    "Well, let's go get the coffee and then step outside for a smoke."  
Looking behind him to the ICU. Hannibal sighed at the helplessness he felt.  
Feeling that Face and Ellen were safe at the moment, Hannibal walked with 
Murdock downstairs to the cafeteria, unaware that in fifteen minutes all hell 
was going to break loose.

    The shrieking of the EKG woke Face.  "Ellen?! Ellen?!" Face yelled, 
squeezing his sisters hand.  Ellen seemed to be in convulsions.  Face 
distantly heard the nurses page that there was a code blue in ICU.  All he 
was aware of was Ellen spastically grabbing his hand. 
    Suddenly, he was surrounded by doctors and nurses.  A nurse tried to pull 



him away, but the siblings hands were tightly clenched.  She forced their 
hands apart and pushed Face out of the room.  Face desperately looked into 
the glass, yelling his sisters name and promising that he wasn't going 
anywhere.  The nurse who had pushed him out finally closed the shades of
the 
ICU so that Face couldn't see in.  It was then that Face looked around him, 
noticing that he was alone. "Hannibal?Hannibal, where are you?"  Face 
whimpered.  
    With his back against the wall, Face slowly slid to the floor.  Drawing 
up his knees to his chest, he curled his body into a ball.  And started to 
rock.

    Outside the hospital, completely unaware of what was happening inside, 
Hannibal and Murdock were enjoying a cup of coffee and a smoke.  It wasn't 
often that the two men got to talk this way, because they were hardly ever 
alone.  There always was a mission, or the others were around.  And often 
when Murdock was with the others, he hung around Face, who was his best 
friend.  Now though, it was just the two of them, and they were determined
to 
take advantage of it.
    They looked up when they heard a honk of a horn, and saw a familiar black 
van with a red stripe on the side.  Realizing that their talk session was 
over for now, they exchanged silent "thank you" smiles, and went to meet
the 
rest of the team.  
    "We weren't expecting you till tomorrow." Hannibal smiled as he shook 
BA's hand.  
    "We took turns driving, though I drove most of the way."  BA growled.  He 
hadn't been happy about having Frankie drive his precious van, but he had no 
choice.  He wanted to get down to Georgia to be near Face.  And the only way 
to do that was have Frankie drive while he slept.  "Frankie is asleep in 
back.  How's Ellen?"  
    Hannibal sadly shook his head.  "She's still hanging on.  But they won't 
let us into ICU because we're not family."  He put a steadying hand on BA's 
shoulder, knowing that the big sergeant was going to explode.  "BA, we have 
to hold it together, for Faces sake."  The soft words had the right effect on 
the volatile sergeant.  BA calmed down, as Hannibal knew he would.  BA would 
never do anything to hurt Face.
    Taking a final puff of his cigar, Hannibal led his team into the 



hospital, leaving Frankie asleep in the back of the van.

    The first thing that the team noticed when they got to the ICU floor was 
Face sitting on the floor, curled into a ball and slowly rocking himself.  
Memories of Vietnam flashed through Hannibal mind.  Often he had seen Face 
curled up after he had been tortured, or even worse, raped at the POW
camp.  
Hannibal glanced over at BA and Murdock.  Murdock had gone pale upon seeing 
his friend.  He remembered too. 
     BA put a strong supporting arm around the pilot.  Even though he was 
close to Face, Murdock was closer. It often seemed to BA that the two of
them 
communicated without speaking.  BA almost envied them.  But right now, he 
knew that the sensitive pilot was hurting for his friend.  And BA knew that 
he had to be strong for them both.
    Mentally kicking himself for leaving his friend alone, Hannibal quietly 
went over to Faces side and knelt down beside the younger man.  Putting a 
hand on Faces head, he gently spoke.  "Face?"
    After a moment, Face answered.  "Hannibal?"
    Hannibal smiled.  The kid was back with them.  "Yes, kid, I'm here."  
    Face launched himself at Hannibal, grabbing him by the throat.  "Where 
the hell were you?!" He cried, tightening his fingers around Hannibals 
throat.  "Ellen went into convulsions!  Why weren't you here?"
    Hannibal gasped for air, trying to pull Faces hands away from his throat. 
 Even though he was stronger and larger then Face, Face had surprise and
rage 
on his side.  Just as Hannibal was about ready to black out, BA was able to
break Faces hold around Hannibals 
neck, and Murdock dragged him away.  Moving faster then anyone would have 
thought possible, BA pounced onto Faces struggling form.  "See to Hannibal" 
BA said curtly to Murdock.  While Murdock saw to Hannibal, who was still 
gasping for air, BA restrained Face, who was still trying to get to Hannibal. 
 Even with all his strength, BA was having a difficult time holding the 
little hellcat down.  
    Finally exhausted, Face collapsed against BA and started to cry.  "Ellen 
went into convulsions, and they pushed me out.  For all I know she is dead.  
Where were you, Hannibal  needed you." He wept against BA's shoulder.
    Hannibal, having regained his breath, scooted over to Faces side.  Gently 
he took Face into his arms, and started to rock him.  "I'm sorry Face." He 
whispered into Faces hair.  "I'm so sorry.  I just stepped outside for a 



breath of fresh air.  I won't leave you alone anymore.  I promise." He 
continued to stroke Faces hair.  Face quieted down. "We okay now?"  He felt 
Face nod a little and sniff against his chest.  He gave the young man a 
handkerchief.  He then helped the young man up and guided them over to the 
chairs.  They had no sooner sat down when Ellens doctor came out, followed
by 
another man.  The team stood again.
    "How's Ellen?"  Face asked.
    Dr. Wheater looked at the young man.  "I won't lie to you, Mr. Peck, it 
was close.  Your sister had a seizure, and she needs immediate surgery in 
order to save her." He noticed how Peck seemed to sink against Mr. Smith.  
The young man was almost at the breaking point, and couldn't take much
more.  
"Mr. Peck, this is Dr. Shamus MacKindrey.  He's our neurologist, and one of 
the best in the country."  
    Dr. MacKindrey was also about Hannibal's age, with flaming red hair, and 
blue eyes.  As Peck shook his hand, MacKindrey studied the young man, and 
noticed the man supporting Peck, watching him closely.  MacKindrey knew
that 
he had met the famous A-Team. 
    He had heard of the A-Team.  A cousin of his was helped by this group of 
men a few years before, and had taken a liking to them all.  Especially the 
young man who now clung to his commander for support.  "If it takes the
rest 
of my life, Shamus, I'm going to pay them back.  Especially young Peck.  
Beneath that demeanor of his, that lad has a good heart.  Saved my life, and 
almost paid for it with his own."  Sadly, Shamus' cousin had died the year 
before of heart failure.  And Shamus was determined to help the A-Team on
his 
late cousins behalf.
    As gently as he could, he told the team what he was going to do and why.  
He held out the consent form for Face to sign, giving them permission to 
operate on his sister.  Face had turned completely white, and looked like he 
was going to pass out.  Leaning heavily on Hannibal, Face signed the consent 
form, and started handing it back to Dr. MacKindrey.  But Hannibal took it 
out of Faces hands, and signed below Faces signature.  Then Hannibal handed 
the form to Murdock, who signed it and gave it to BA to sign.  After he was 
done, BA gave it back to Dr. MacKindrey.  "We're family, an' no-one is gonna 
keep us from our little sister."  
    Dr. MacKindrey nodded, and told them to go on in.  They all sat around 



Ellens bedside and talked with her.  When the orderlies came to put her on 
the gurney, the team gently kissed her and promised her that they would all 
be there when she woke up.  
    They walked beside the gurney to the operating room.  And sadly watched 
her being wheeled where they could not follow.
    Face leaned against Hannibal, and silently prayed.

    Face paced the floor in front of the doors of the surgical theater.  It 
had been two hours since they had taken Ellen to surgery, and nobody had
told 
him anything.  So he paced. 
    "Anybody want some coffee?"  Frankie asked.  After coming in from the 
van, and being told about Ellens condition, the young man had made eight 
trips down to the cafeteria.  Face didn't want anyone else leaving. He needed 
the others too much.  But he didn't need Frankie.
    "How long has it been, Hannibal?"  He asked.  He knew that it hadn't been 
long.  After all, he was also wearing a watch.  But he needed to hear some 
voices.  Right now, he clung to the few words that were spoken between his 
friends.  
    "About two  hours, Face." The older man answered.  He stretched out his 
arm towards Face, inviting him to sit down next to him.  
    Face immediately sat down, and leaned his head on Hannibals shoulder.  He 
hated being this dependent on anyone.  His youth had taught him not to be.  
But right now, like many times in the past, Hannibal was the anchor that he 
needed.  And except for that earlier incident, had always been here when
Face 
needed him.  "What is taking so long?"
    "Ellen is having brain surgery, Face.  That takes time." Hannibal said 
softly into his hair.
He wanted to point out to Face that if they rushed, they would make a 
mistake.  But Face didn't need to hear that right now. He was scared enough 
as it is.  He looked down, and noticed that Face had fallen asleep.  And 
smiled.

    An hour later, Face woke up.  "Anything?"
    "No, not yet.  Do you want some coffee?" Hannibal asked, then noticed 
that Frankie had fallen asleep.  
    "Yes, and some food.  I'm getting a little hungry."  Face noticed that 
Hannibal was about ready to shake Frankie awake.  "Don't wake him, Hannibal.  
Fact is, I need to stretch my legs."



    Hannibal nodded.  Face was the most complex person that he had ever
met. 
He always seemed to be at war with himself.  Hannibal looked at BA and 
Murdock.  "We're going to go get some coffee.  If you hear anything, send 
Frankie to get us."
    "Can't BA or Murdock come and get us?  I much rather one of them do it."  
Face stated.  He liked Frankie, he just didn't trust him as much as he did 
the others.  
    "OK, either BA or Murdock comes."  Hannibal ordered as he stood up, and 
stretched.  The last few hours of sitting in a chair had made him stiff.  
That struggle with Face earlier didn't helped matters either.  "We'll be in 
the cafeteria, guys."  
    "Or the Chapel."  Face added, while walking ahead. 
    "Or the Chapel".  Then Hannibal followed Face down to the cafeteria.

    The two men had stopped in the Chapel on the way back from the
cafeteria. 
 Face said a prayer for Ellen, and the two men then rejoined their friends.  
Two hours later, they finally got word.
    Dr. MacKindrey came out to speak with them.  Before Face could ask how 
Ellen was, the doctor stated:  "It was touchy, but she pulled through." He 
sat down across from Face.  "I won't bore you with all the medical terms, Mr. 
Peck.  But the bottom line is that your sister had a blood clot due to a 
skull fracture.  That blood clot put pressure on an area of the brain.  The 
damage could range from minimal to severe."  He watched Face  turn pale 
again, and again lean heavily against Hannibal.  There were some parts of 
being a doctor that Shamus MacKindrey hated, and this was one of them.  He 
took a deep breath.  "The next twenty four hours are critical, Mr. Peck. 
Anything can happen.  She might wake up, and have minimal brain damage.  Or 
she might not.  If she doesn't wake up, it could mean that the trauma was
too 
much.  She might spend the rest of her natural life in a coma.  In any case, 
some hard decisions may have to be made." He said as gently as he could.  He 
watched as tears flooded Faces eyes again, and he buried his face in 
Hannibals chest.
    "Can we see her, doctor?" Murdock asked.  "Maybe she'll hear us." While 
in the psychiatric hospital, he had read that people in comas could hear 
their loved ones talking to them.  He had never witnessed it himself, but he 
had heard of  other patients recover just by their families talking to them 
and touching them.  He was willing to do anything for Ellen.  Just to see 



Face smile again.  
    "Yes, of coarse.  In fact, I've cleared all of you to sit with her while 
she is in this hospital. But only two at a time.  I can't bend the rules any 
more then that.  I already have the upper brass angry at me as it is for 
allowing all of you in there before I took Miss Bancroft into surgery."
    "Thank you." Hannibal said.  "Murdock, take Face into recovery.  We'll 
take shifts sitting with her." Murdock helped Face to his feet, and gently 
took him down the hall to recovery. When they were out of earshot, Hannibal 
turned to the doctor.  "I appreciate what you've done, Doctor.  But I do have 
a question.  Why?"
    The doctor looked at Hannibal and the rest of the A-Team.  "Do you 
remember a man you helped a few years ago by the name Thomas
Donnelley?" 
    "Yes, I do.  He was having some scum bags threaten his land.  They ended 
up being some other military fugitive group. Face almost got killed while 
trying to protect him. We ended up gift wrapping them for Decker."
    "Yes, that's right.  Well, Mr. Donnelley was my cousin, Colonel Smith.  
He never forgot what you did for him.  He always swore to try to help you in 
return. Unfortunately, he died
last year of heart failure.  The ironic thing is, he was next in line for a 
new heart. I want to help you on his behalf."
    "You have done that, and we appreciate it.  And I know that Face does 
too."  Hannibal shook the doctors hand, and the doctor walked away.  Turning 
to BA and Frankie, Hannibal spoke again.  "Sergeant, Frankie, I want you two 
to start looking for the person who did this.  There has to be some lead.  
Find it."  The two men nodded.  "One of us will stay with Face and Ellen at 
all times.  I don't think Face'll leave Ellens bedside.  I wouldn't.  But 
when you're  not with them, look for this scum bag.  We'll take shifts for 
leads, sitting with Ellen and Face, and resting." Having their orders, BA and 
Frankie left the hospital.  Hannibal put in a call to Stockwell to let him 
know what was happening.

    In the recovery room, Face and Murdock gazed down at Ellen.  To Face, his 
sister looked even worse then she did before surgery.  Her head was wrapped 
in bandages, and the bruises that had been attained in the car crash stood 
out more against her pale skin.  
    Murdock wasn't only seeing Ellen, he was watching Face.  He wanted to 
offer words of comfort to his friend, to assure him that Ellen was going  to 
be all right.  However, he couldn't do that.  It may turn out to be a lie,  
and Murdock had never lied to his friend.  He had held back the truth 



concerning AJ Bancroft, but he didn't lie to him.  
    And after the truth was revealed, Face was a little colder to him until 
just before the Christmas holidays.  It was then that Face took him aside and 
they really talked.  Face apologized to Murdock for being so distant.  It had 
been a tough thing for him to accept.  Finally finding out a parent had been 
alive, and never being able to get to know him because it was too late.  The 
two men had talked for a long time,and had wept together for the things that 
could never be.
    "Face, you've gotta talk to her.  She may hear you."
    "Murdock, I did talk to her.  I even read to her from my Bible.  But she 
didn't wake up." Face sighed.  He was so tired.  He felt that everybody had 
deserted him, even God.  "She doesn't hear me, Murdock."
    "She hears you, Face.  She just can't answer you.  We have to try to get 
through to her.  C'mon, take her hand." After a moments hesitation, Face
took 
his sisters hand.  Murdock went over to the other side of the bed and sat 
down.  He picked up her hand, and spoke.  "Hey Ellen.  It's me, Murdock.  I'm 
here with Face right now.  He's holding your other hand.  Can you feel it? 
Can you feel my hand holding yours?"  
    Murdock looked up at his friend Face.  Tears were silently running down 
his cheeks.  Murdock leaned closer to the injured woman.  "I know that you 
can hear me Ellen.  I know it.  Can you hear Face, though?  Can you hear him 
silently pleading with you to come back to him?  He's crying Ellen.  Face is 
crying for you.  He needs you to keep fighting.  He needs you, Ellen.  He's 
lost so much in his life.  He can't lose you too."  
    Ellen didn't respond.  Face cried even harder, but made no sound.  It was 
something that he had learned to do when he was a child.  He had perfected it 
while he was in Vietnam.  He had always thought that showing emotion made
you 
weak.  And since he wanted to be accepted in that macho world, when he
cried 
he cried alone.  He didn't trust himself to try to talk right now.
    Seeing that his best friend wasn't going to say anything, Murdock went 
on.  He started stroking her arm.  "Ellen, remember when I told you that you 
have to work on getting to know Face?  He wants to get to know you better, 
Ellen.  He wants to get to know what your favorite color is, what kind of 
music you like to listen to.  He wants to get to know everything he can about 
you.  He missed that opportunity with AJ.  In part because I made a promise 
to AJ to let him tell Face about his parentage.  But AJ died before he could. 
 Please keep fighting Ellen.  Keep fighting for that opportunity."



    The only answer was the whoosh of the ventilator.  Faces silent tears 
continued.  

    Hannibal Smith gently draped a blanket over Faces slumped form.  The last 
sixteen hours since the surgery had taken their toll on the young man.  He 
was exhausted, physically, mentally, and emotionally.  And Hannibal wasn't 
far behind.  When he wasn't sitting with Face and Ellen, he was helping BA 
and Frankie with trying to find the person who did this, and taking short 
naps in between. 
    Hannibal began to nod off, but jerked himself awake.  He had to stay 
awake.  For Faces sake and Ellens. 
    Ellen still hadn't woken up, and Hannibal was worried.  He felt the clock 
ticking away.  The longer that Ellen remained unconscious, the more chance 
there was of brain damage.  And with each passing second, the likelihood of 
severe brain damage came more realistic.
    Somebody had already contacted Face about the possibility of terminating 
life support, and donating Ellen's organs if she didn't make it.  Could Face 
actually sign the papers to discontinue life support if Ellen didn't wake up? 
 Could he sign the papers to donate her organs if they could be salvaged?  
Hannibal wasn't sure that Face could do that.  Hannibal wasn't even sure if 
he could do that if it were Face who was laying there instead of Ellen.
    Hannibal shook himself.  "Stop it Smith," he angrily told himself.  "Stop 
those morbid thoughts.  Face doesn't need them and neither does Ellen.  They 
need positive thoughts, not doubts."  Hannibal stroked Faces soft blond hair, 
and bent down to kiss it.  He knew that he would never be so openly 
affectionate if the others were around, or if Face were awake.  It would be 
embarrassing.  But Face was asleep, and Hannibal felt like a little contact.  
    Thus pulling himself together, Hannibal went over to the other side of 
the bed and sat down.  He picked up Ellen's limp hand and continued his 
stories of the A-Teams exploits.  Hannibal heard a clock from a nearby
church 
toll midnight.  It was now New Years Eve.

Two hours later, Murdock came in to start his six hour shift sitting with 
Face and Ellen.  And was surprised to find Hannibal asleep and Face reading 
to Ellen from his Bible.  Face finished the passage that he had been reading, 
then looked up at his friend.  "I still don't know what to say to her.  It's 
easier for me to read to her instead" he stated.  He tried to smile at his 
best friend, but the smile failed.
    Murdock nodded.  He didn't' know what to say to Face.  All the words that 



needed to be said had already been said.  Instead, he gently shook Hannibal 
awake.  "Hannibal, wake up.  You're in my seat."
    "Hmmmm, what time is it?"
    "Oh two hundred."
    "Oh," Hannibal said as he yawned and stretched.  He then looked at Face, 
who was watching him carefully. "Sorry about falling asleep, kid."
    "It's okay, Hannibal.  I know that when you're not here, you're out there 
trying to track down who did this." Face sighed.  He was so tired.    No 
matter how much sleep he got, it wasn't enough.  "What did you say to her, 
Hannibal?  I can't seem to tell her anything."
    "A little about Nam, and quite a bit about what we've done through the 
years.  You might want to try it." He told the young man.  He knew that Face 
was having a difficult time talking to Ellen, more now then when she was 
visiting them.  
    "I will.  Thanks." 
    Hannibal left the room, leaving the two men alone with the unconscious 
woman. Murdock started rubbing Ellens legs.  and met her brothers
questioning 
look.  "Massage reduces the chances of bedsores, Face.  That's why I'm doing 
this, that and to keep the circulation going.  And just because someone is in 
a coma, doesn't mean that they shouldn't be touched.  Go ahead, try it."
    Face stared at his friend for a moment, then nodded his acceptance.  
After all, Murdock was the expert in the team about what people can feel or 
understand while asleep.  And Face trusted his friend without question.  So 
Face started running his hands up his sisters leg, towards the heart.  Not 
realizing it, he started to sing "You are my Sunshine."  After a moment, 
Murdock joined in. 
    For the next six hours, the two sang to Ellen, hoping the combination of 
touch and words would reach the soul inside.

    Dr. MacKindrey tried to give the young man some comforting words.  "She 
is still alive, Templeton.  And what's even better, she's breathing on her 
own."
    Face was inconsolable though.  Wrapped in Hannibals embrace, he felt his 
world caving in.  "But she is still unconscious, doctor.  She can remain that 
way for years to come." He said against Hannibals shirt.  He felt angry.  
Angry at God, angry at AJ, angry at Ellen for being hurt, and angry at 
himself for loving her.  And the anger that he felt towards the person who 
did this knew no bounds.
    Dr. MacKindrey put a hand on the young mans shoulder.  "You have to have 



faith, Templeton."
    "Faith?  I do have faith, Doctor.  Or at least I did," Face moaned.  He 
sat up.  "I need some fresh air.  I'm going for a walk."  When he saw 
Hannibal start to get up, he added, "alone."  He walked away, getting away 
from the others, and trying to get away from his pain. The others watched
him 
go.
    "I'm sorry about that, Doctor," Hannibal told the physician.  "I know 
that you're doing you're best, and Face knows it too.  I hope that you can 
understand."
    "Yes, Hannibal, I do.  And I'm not giving up on Ellen.  I'm trying to 
make sure that he doesn't either."  The doctor sighed.  It had been a long 
week, seeing his regular patients and dealing with Peck.  But he was 
determined to see the siblings through.  He had seen other family members 
give up, and the patients die.  And he wasn't about ready to see that happen 
here.  He owed it to his cousin.  "If you'll excuse me, I have other patients 
to see." And saying that, the physician turned and walked away.
    Hannibal turned to BA and Murdock.  Since Face wasn't' here, it seemed a 
good thing to check on how the investigation was going.  "Any leads, BA?"
    The big man nodded.  "There was a witness to the accident, a young man 
who not only got a look at the plate, but identified  the man who forced 
Ellen off the road.  It was Jacob Edwards, Hannibal."
    Hannibal looked at his sergeant, stonily.  But BA and Murdock knew that 
Jacob Edwards had made a new enemy.  And was going to pay.

    Face stepped outside the hospital, for the first time in days.  It was a 
bright and sunny day in Georgia, but Face didn't see or feel the warmth.  All 
he felt was anger at the man who had done this to his family.  And a pain at 
the core of his very soul.
    It wasn't fair, just when he finally found a family member, they may die. 
 Face knew that the team loved him.  He had always felt loved, protected,
and 
safe with them. More so then he had while growing up.  He had been loved at 
the orphanage, but it was difficult for Father Magill and the other priests 
and nuns to divide their love and time one hundred different ways.  With the 
team though it was different.  They gave their time and love freely, and Face 
lapped it up.  For almost eighteen years, they had been his family.
    But it wasn't the same, not really.  As much as he loved Hannibal, BA, 
and Murdock, he really wasn't family.  In Nam, he would listen to the others 
speak about their families.  Both Hannibal and Murdock had been estranged 



from their fathers when Face first met them.  But one night, after hearing 
Hannibal and Murdock grouse about their fathers, Face had snapped.  "At
least 
you guys have a father.  You know where they are.  You still have a chance to 
talk with them.  I would give up my very life to belong to somebody, if even 
for a moment.  Think about that."  
    Face had run out of the GP small, away from the pain and humiliation of 
showing so much of himself.  But it had worked.  Later that day, when he had 
cooled off and returned to apologize, Hannibal and Murdock had told him that 
they had talked with their fathers.  They were going to take leave to Hawaii, 
and meet their parents in Honolulu.  Would Face like to come?
    Face hadn't wanted to.  It was a family thing, and he would be intruding. 
 But the team had talked him into it, and he met Hannibals and BA's parents, 
and Murdocks father.  The mothers instantly started mothering their
children. 
 But when they realized that neither Face nor Murdock had mothers, they 
really started mothering them.  And before they went back to Vietnam, both 
Mr. Smith and Mr. Murdock took Face aside.  "Thank you" Mr. Murdock said.
    Mr. Smith was even more eloquent.  "Thank you for bringing my son back
to 
me." He said, then hugged Face.  They then said good-bye to their children, 
saying that they should get together again on the teams next leave.
    But it wasn't' to be.  Two weeks later, Hannibal told Face that his 
father was dead.  When Face started expressing his sympathy, Hannibal
smiled. 
 "I was the closest I had been to my father in twenty years Face.  I have 
some good memories now, instead of bitter ones.  You, Murdock, and BA are
my 
family now." Then he had hugged Face.  
    And even though Hannibal, BA, and Murdock treated him like he was family, 
Face knew he wasn't.  He didn't belong to them.  But he did belong to Ellen.  
    Seeing BA's van parked in the parking lot, Face started walking over to 
it.  He needed something familiar and comforting right now, and the van was 
just that.  He didn't want to go back into the hospital right now, and talk 
to someone who didn't' talk back.  He wanted to wrap himself in one of the 
warm blankets that were kept in the back near the weapons, and curl up on
the 
shaggy carpet on the floor.  Just thinking of lying down on the floor of the 
van almost made him smile with anticipation.  
    As he drew closer, he noticed that the van was occupied.  Frankie was 



sitting in the front seat, behind the steering wheel, talking on the phone.  
Face instantly slowed down.  He didn't like the sight of Frankie sitting 
behind the wheel of BA's van as if he owned it.  Unbidden memories of 
Frankies betrayal of the team came to Faces mind.  And even though Frankie 
had helped save the team from the firing squad, and given up his own
freedom 
to do it, Face still didn't trust him completely.
    Face low crawled over to the drivers side of the van, intending to yank 
the door open and demand what Frankie was doing in the van.  But instead he 
listened to words that weren't intended for his ears.
    "No Stockwell, the team's inside with Face and Ellen.  She hasn't woken 
up yet." There was a brief pause before Frankie continued.  "I don't know.  
Hannibal and Murdock have been the only ones in there with them up till now.  
BA and I have been trying to find out who did this."  There was another brief 
pause before Frankie started to speak again.  "Yes, we did.  There was an eye 
witness.  And after some checking, I found out that Jacob Edwards had been 
let out of jail."
    There was a long pause this time.  "OK,OK, BA found out about Edwards.  
But it was my charm that got the kid to talk." There was a very long pause 
this time, during which Face could have sworn he heard Stockwell laughing at 
Frankie Santanas' delusions of grandeur.  "OK, so BA charmed the kid."
Pause. 
"Yes, we found out that Edwards is staying at the Lone Peach Motel, room
127. 
 And no, we haven't been over there yet.  We've been waiting to hear about 
Ellen."
    The longest pause yet happened as Frankie listened to what Stockwell was 
saying.  During which one thing kept going through Faces mind.  "Edwards.  
You son of a bitch.  You son of a bitch."
    Faces thoughts were interrupted as Frankie spoke again, this time in a 
soft voice.  "Yeah, me too.  Ellen is a nice woman.  And I don't know what'll 
happen to Face if she doesn't make it. Johnny is real worried about him.  
Look, I have to go.  They're waiting for me inside.  Bye."
    Frankie opened the vans door slightly, and Face crawled underneath the 
van.  Luckily, he was slightly built, so there was plenty of room underneath. 
 The only other person on the team who could do this was Murdock, since he 
was also thin.  Not even Frankie could, and BA and Hannibal were out of the 
question.  So Face knew that he was safe from detection.
    Finally, Frankie had rolled up the windows and secured the van.  The 
young man walked across the parking lot and entered the hospital.  From 



underneath the van, Face watched him go.  
    Face waited a full five minutes under the van, scarcely daring to 
breathe, expecting the rest of the team to come out and look for him.  All 
the pain, grief, and anger of the last week turned into a knot in the pit of 
Faces stomach, and found a focus in the name of Jacob Edwards.
Face felt the knot freeze, when he recognized an emotion that he had never 
felt before.  Hatred.
    Never in his life had he felt such hatred before.  Not at the father who 
had abandoned him, not at the foster parents who had abused him, not at the 
North Vietnamese who tortured him.  He didn't hate Decker, even though he
had 
chased the team for three years.  He didn't even hate Stockwell, even though 
he seemed to take great delight in making the teams lives a living hell.  But 
he felt an ice bound hatred for Jacob Edwards, who had attacked his younger 
sister.  
    Ellen was lying in a hospital bed, almost dead to the world.  And if 
Ellen was going to die, then Face didn't care if he died.  But he was going 
to take Jacob Edwards to hell with him.
Reaching behind his neck, Face took off the small golden cross that he wore 
around his neck.  He then took out the little Bible, and put the cross inside 
of it where he had been reading to Ellen.  Calmly, he pushed himself out from 
underneath the van, and took out his lock pick kit.  Picking the lock of the 
van was child's play, and didn't even take him five seconds.  Ten seconds 
later, he had hot wired the van, and on the way to meet Jacob Edwards at the 
Lone Peach Hotel.  

    While Face was lying underneath the van, Frankie decided that he needed 
to get something to eat.  For almost a week, he had been eating on the run, 
barely having time to stuff a donut down his throat and get a cup of coffee.  
When he had complained to Johnny, he had been shoved up against the wall.  
"You listen to me Frankie, and listen good, because I'm only going to say it 
once.  Ellen has been attacked, and Face isn't going to leave her.  Murdock 
and myself are pulling double shifts between sitting with Face and looking 
for the slimeball who did this.  All you are doing is helping out, and 
whining.  So if you can't take it, there's the phone.  Call Stockwell, and 
have him come and pick you up.  But if you stay here, you'll do what you're 
told when you're told to do it.  And you'll do so without questioning or 
whining.  Do I make myself clear?"  When Frankie squeaked out a yes,
Hannibal 
let him go.  "I'm also tired, Frankie.  So it BA and Murdock."  Then Hannibal 



had laid down on the bed, and rolled over onto his side to take a nap.  
    Well, now the team was upstairs, and he was near the cafeteria.  And he 
was going to get something to eat, then take a nap in the van.  "Sounds like 
a plan."  He smirked, then make his way to the cafeteria.
Hannibal was really worried.  Face hadn't come back from his walk yet.  He 
had been gone for over thirty minutes.  It was time to take action.  He asked 
a nurse to stay with Ellen, and took BA and Murdock downstairs to the
parking 
lot.  The first thing they all noticed was that the van wasn't there.  
    "Where's my van?!" BA bellowed.  "If Frankie is out joy riding in my van, 
Ahm gonna kill 'im!"  
    "Calm down BA.  He may be a bit of a pain, but I don't think even Frankie 
is dumb enough to take your van. Let's look around."  Hannibal said, trying 
to remain calm.  But he started to have a sick feeling in the pit of his 
stomach.    
    The first place they checked was the cafeteria, and sure enough there
was 
Frankie, taking a sip out of his coffee cup.  He smiled broadly, saying "hi 
guys."  The next thing he knew, he was being shoved against a wall again, 
staring into three angry scowling faces.
    "Where's m' van, sucker?" BA growled
    "And where's Face?" said Hannibal.
    "F...F...Face?  I haven't seen him.  I thought he was with you.  And the 
van's outside, BA."
    "No it's not Frankie, the van is gone.  And so is Face."  Hannibals gut 
gave another twist.  There was no way that Frankie would risk BA's wrath
and 
forget to secure the van.  And Face was an expert at picking locks and 
hot-wiring cars.  And right now, Face was maybe beyond caring about
anything. 
 "Let's go to where the van was."  They all walked outside to where the van 
had been parked.  "Nothing.  He left nothing."  Hannibal said.  He was beyond 
worried now/  He was downright frightened for his young lieutenant.
    "Yes, he did, Colonel."  He heard Murdocks soft voice say from behind 
him.  It sounded like the pilot was near tears.  When they all turned to the 
pilot, he held out the object that he had picked up off the asphalt.
    It was a small Bible with a golden cross necklace stuck between the pages.
    Hannibals face drained of all color when he saw the little Bible that 
Murdock held. He had often seen Face reading out of that little Bible in 
Vietnam, when he didn't think anyone was watching.  He knew that Face often 



read from it now, finding comfort in the words that were written.  Now 
though, it had been left in a parking lot.  The meaning of Face leaving the 
Bible was clear.  He had felt God had abandoned him.
    As if the little Bible was made of the finest crystal, Hannibal took it 
gently from Murdocks hand.  Flipping it open to where the cross was placed, 
he silently read one of the highlighted passages.  He finally finished, and 
closed it up again and turned to Frankie.  "Did you see him?" He asked.
    Frankie shook his head.  "No, Hannibal, I swear.  I called Stockwell and 
updated him as best I could on Ellens condition.  Then I went inside to get a 
bite to eat."
    "Did you mention to Stockwell where Edwards was?" Hannibal asked coldly.  
He wasn't really angry at Frankie, he was just worried about Face.  In the 
condition that he was in, there was no telling what the young man would do.  
But if leaving his Bible and Cross were any indication, he mustn't feel like 
he had much to lose.
    Frankie nodded his head.  "Yes, I told Stockwell that Edwards was staying 
at the Lone Peach Motel, room 127.  Why?"
    "You idiot!  Do you have any idea what Face could do?"  Murdock exploded. 
 He couldn't believe that Frankie was acting like it was no big deal that the 
van and Face were missing.  "He has the weapons!"
    "But they're under lock and key.  He can't get to them."  Frankie stated, 
trying to defend his position.
    This infuriated BA.  "Oh yeah?  Well, take a look around ya, fool!  Face 
stole m'van.  And he's been able to pick locks and hot-wire cars since he's 
been able to crawl."
    "Look, I didn't know that he was out here!  I thought that he was inside 
with you!  BA, you ordered me to contact Stockwell and update him while you 
were inside with Face!"  Frankie was really angry now.  He had been following 
BA's orders, like he had been told to do by Hannibal, and he was still 
getting into trouble.  "Hell, if you guys let me in on what's going on, 
instead of keeping me in the dark, this wouldn't had happened.  I AM  A 
MEMBER OF THE A-TEAM, AREN'T I?"  He yelled.
    "NOT BY CHOICE!"  BA and Murdock yelled back, advancing on the younger 
man.  
    "THAT IS ENOUGH!" Hannibal roared, stepping between Frankie and the 
advancing BA and Murdock.  The three men fell silent.  Hannibal took a deep 
breath, bringing his own temper under control.  "This isn't helping anything. 
 It doesn't matter who is at fault, because there is enough blame to go 
around.  What we have to do is get to Face before he does irreparable
damage 



to himself or someone else.  Do I make myself clear?"  The three men
nodded.  
Hannibal went on.  "OK.  Now Frankie, how long has it been since you talked 
to Stockwell?"
    "About twenty minutes.  He said that he was one his way over here from 
the airport.  He wanted to check up on Ellen himself for some reason."  
Frankie answered, still shooting daggers at BA and Murdock. He thought that 
he had been accepted as a member of the team, and it hurt him that neither
BA 
or Murdock thought of him as one.  BA and Murdock glared back.
    "Well, speak of the devil. Here comes Stockwell now."  Hannibal said, 
ignoring the other three as he watched the long black limousine pull into the 
hospital parking lot.  
    When the limo pulled up beside them and stopped, BA yanked the drivers 
door open and pulled out the terrified chauffeur.  "Gimme the cawkeys,
sucka! 
 Or Ah'll break you in half!"  The chauffeur surrendered the car keys, as the 
rest of the team clamored into the back-seat and filled Stockwell in on Faces 
disappearance.
    Stockwell crisply ordered the chauffeur, a young man who had only been 
working for him a week, to go in and sit by Ellens bedside.  The young man, 
who was trying to keep control of his bodily functions, mutely nodded.  And 
as the limo sped away, the young man thought that he needed to get into 
another line of work.  Then he walked into the hospital.  

    Face drove the van through the early morning traffic.  The road was 
crowded with cars either going to work or going to pick up loved ones at the 
airport.  But Face didn't see them or care who they were or what they were 
doing.  One of his loved ones was lying in a hospital bed because of one man. 
 Jacob Edwards.  
    Figuring that he had plenty of time before the others started missing 
him, Face took his time getting to the motel.  After all, Hannibal would give 
him the time and space that he thought Face needed.  And Frankie hadn't
heard 
or seen him, Face was sure of that.  And Frankie was too inexperienced and 
self-absorbed to notice Face was gone until it was pointed out to him.  He 
hadn't proved himself, not the way that Amy or even Tawnia had almost five 
years ago.
    Face had a momentary feeling of guilt for stealing the van from under 
Frankies nose.  No  doubt that BA would be livid with Frankie after he 



discovered the van was missing.  But the feeling quickly passed as he drove 
into the Lone Peach Motel parking lot.
    "How the mighty had fallen,"  Face thought.  "What a dump.  But it's 
nothing compared to the place where I'm going to dump you, you bastard."  
Face quickly located room 127, noticing a black colored Lincoln town car 
parked in front of it.  The right side of the car looked smashed in, and 
paint was scraped off, like it had hit something numerous times.  It was the 
car that car that Edwards had used to try to kill Ellen.
    Face parked the van out of sight of the motel, and climbed in back to 
where the weapons were kept.  The weapon box resembled a metal foot
locker, 
and had padlock on it to make sure that nobody ever got the weapons and
ammo, 
particurely children.  
    Face smiled grimly.  A padlock, as if that would stop him.  Face took out 
the lock pick that he always carried with him.  It was in his jacket pocket, 
where his little Bible and Rosary used to be.  Again, he felt a momentary 
feeling of guilt.  He wasn't a killer, no matter what the government thought 
of him.  Except for his time in Vietnam, he had never taken another life.  
And that was a case of kill or be killed.  Deliberately killing someone went 
against everything he had ever believed in.
    Again, the feeling quickly passed.  Jacob Edwards had basically killed 
Ellen, and he was going to get off scott free.  Face had never killed anyone, 
outside of combat,  yet he was a convicted killer.  It wasn't' right.  And 
God had chosen to ignore Faces prayers.  Face felt abandoned by life, by his 
country, and by God himself.  To him, God no longer existed.
    Face quickly unlocked the metal foot locker, and took out a .357 Magnum.  
"This should let out some air from his chest, not to mention other things.  
Ought to make a nice sized hole, too."  He then quickly cleaned the weapon, 
and put 3 bullets into the chamber.  Two bullets for Edwards, one bullet for 
himself.
    After he finished loading the weapon, Face looked both ways in the 
parking lot.  Seeing nobody, Face crossed the parking lot and camouflaged 
himself in some bushes next to room 127.  And waited.

    Inside his motel room, completely unaware of Peck's presence, Jacob 
Edwards slammed the phone down.  You would think that with all the money
and 
power that he had, he'd be able to find out information on Ellen Bancroft. 
Correction, all the money and power that he used to have.  All his power was 



gone, his phone calls to old friends went unanswered, and his money and 
property  was tied up in his impending divorce.
    All that he had been able to find out was that Ellen Bancroft had 
survived the "accident" and that she had been taken to a nearby hospital.  He 
had not been able to find out what her condition was however. That 
information only went to family.
    "No matter," Edwards said out loud.  "I know where she is.  And I have 
what is necessary to disguise myself so that I can sneak in and finish what I 
started."  He looked at the items that were one his bed.  There was a 
surgical mask, surgical scrubs, a syringe, and two small vials.  Inside the 
vials were poison, in which Edwards planned to put into Ellens IV.  And if 
that brother of hers, Templeton Peck, got in the way, Edwards would kill him 
two.  That was why he had two vials of poison.  
    Edwards didn't know how he was going to be able to overpower Peck. 
After 
all, Peck was a good twenty-five years younger then Edwards, and a former 
Green Beret. But he may not have had much sleep in the last few days, and
be 
exhausted.  This is what Edwards was banking on, and hoping for.
    Edwards packed his items in a small bag, then put on a jacket and tie.  
After he was finished grooming himself, he pick up the bag and his car keys 
and headed out the door.  He was just about ready to unlock the car when he 
heard a noise behind him.  He turned around, only to find himself staring at 
the barrel of a .357 magnum, and the cold blue-green eyes of Templeton
Peck.
    "Going somewhere?"  Peck asked.
    
    Meanwhile, the black limousine carrying the rest of the A-Team and 
Stockwell sped toward the Lone Peach Motel.  Hannibal Smith tried to think of 
what he was going to say to Face that hadn't already been said.  He could 
reassure Face, but now those words would seem empty since Ellen still hadn't 
woken up.  Hannibal had never lied to Face, and wasn't going to start now.  
It was one of Faces complexes that for a man who could lie with such ease to 
have to hear the absolute truth from those around him.  Anything else fed 
Faces already shaky insecurities.  
    Hannibal looked up, noticing for the first time Murdock and Frankie 
glaring at each other.  "You two stop trying to stare each other down this 
second.  You're not helping any!" Hannibal growled low at the two young men.  
They both knew better then to disobey when they heard that kind of voice 
coming out of Hannibal.  It was the "if you don't listen to me, then you're 



going to be sorry" voice, and the two men looked away.  "BA, hand me that 
phone."
    BA handed the phone back to Hannibal.  "Who are you going to call, 
Hannibal?"  He asked.
    "The Orphanage.  Hopefully Face would listen to one of the priests who 
raised him.  I don't think he's going to listen to me now."  Hannibal replied 
while he dialed the number that he knew by heart.  Face had given the team 
the number years ago, when they first went on the run, just in case
something 
ever happened to him.  Well, something had happened to Face,  and Hannibal 
was going to call out the reinforcements.  
    "Hello, Father O'Malley.  This is Hannibal Smith.  No, you're not hearing 
things, it's me.  Look, I will be happy to explain things to you later, but I 
don't have time now.  Something has happened to Face."  There was a brief 
pause before Hannibal continued.  "We discovered that Face has a younger 
half-sister named Ellen Bancroft.  One of AJ Bancrofts enemies tried to kill 
Ellen, and now she's in a coma.  Face found out who it was, and has now gone 
off to confront him.  Face even left his Bible and cross behind. He also has 
access to our weapons."  There was another brief pause as Hannibal listened.  
"Yes, I believe so.  Please Father, I need your help.  Face needs your help.  
What do I do?"  Hannibal listened to the old mans words.  He then turned to 
Murdock, who was still looking away from Frankie.  "Murdock, give me his 
Bible."  Murdock gave him the little Bible, and Hannibal turned to the pages 
that the priest said.
    The limo finally pulled into the Lone Peach Motels parking lot.  They all 
saw Face holding a .357 on Edwards.  Praying to God for help, Hannibal told 
BA to park the limousine.  He gave the phone to Stockwell, telling him to 
keep the connection going.  Then the team got out of the car.

    Jacob Edwards stared down the barrel of the gun, then nervously looked 
into the eyes of the man holding it.  The blue-green eyes of Templeton Peck 
were like steel, staring down into the pit of Edwards soul.  "C...C...Can't 
we talk about this, Peck?"  Edwards asked, stalling for time.  He had never 
looked down the barrel of a gun before, and had never fired one.  
    Peck shook his head.  "The time for talking is finished, Edwards." He 
answered in a low, cold voice that chilled Edwards to the bone.  "You drove 
Ellen off the road.  She is still in a coma, and might not ever wake up 
again. You killed her, you bastard.  And now, I'm going to kill you."
    Edwards clasped at words.  "Peck, don't do this.  You'll be a convicted 
killer."



    "I am already a convicted killer, Edwards.  Or have you forgotten?  I've 
already been convicted of a crime that I didn't commit, so what difference 
does it make if I kill you?  I may as well pay for the crime that I did 
commit then one I didn't.  Besides, after I'm standing over your miserable 
carcass, I plan to end my own existence.  There is nothing more for me to 
live for.  So say your prayers, you miserable bastard, because I'm sending 
you to meet your master."  Faces    finger started to tighten on the trigger 
when a black limousine drove into the parking lot, and parked nearby the two 
men.  
    "Face, no."  Hannibal said, having got out of the car.  "Put the gun 
down, Lieutenant.  That's an order."
    "Stay out of this, Hannibal!  It's none of your concern.  And I'm not in 
the Army anymore!  So save your orders!"  Face said hotly.  "Don't you 
understand, Hannibal?  He killed Ellen, and because of his connections, he'll 
get off scott free.  Well, this time I am going to carry out my own justice." 
 He didn't even look at Hannibal while he said this.  His eyes were intent on 
Edwards.  
    For once, Hannibal didn't know what to do.  He couldn't shoot Face.  But 
he couldn't stand by while Face committed cold blooded murder.  And for
once, 
Face wasn't listening to him.
Trying to come up with a idea though, he was startled to see Murdock step 
between Face and Edwards.
    Face looked at his friend.  "Murdock, step aside."
    Murdock sadly shook his head.  "Not this time, Face.  I'm not going to 
let you commit murder.  If you are going to kill Edwards, you're going to 
have to kill me first."  
    Face shook his head.  "No, Murdock.  I can't kill you.  Please, step 
aside.  He's not worth it."
    Hannibal noticed BA and Frankie get behind Edwards, possibly to keep him 
from running away.  If Edwards made a break for it, there was no telling what 
Face would do.  Hannibal inched his way toward Face.  "But you are worth it, 
Face.   We care about you, Face.  Please, give me the gun."  
    "No."  Face shook his head.  He couldn't believe that his friends were 
betraying him.  They were trying to save Edwards, the man who had left Ellen 
for dead. "I hate to do this, Murdock.  But if I have to shoot you, I will."  
    Murdocks voice dropped to a gentle, soothing voice like one would use to 
a frightened dog.  "You're not a killer, Face. You've only killed in self 
defense, but you have never killed in cold blood.    Remember the time in 
'Nam when you had to kill for the first time? It was a young Vietcong, about 



your age.  And the only reason that you killed him was because if you didn't, 
he was going to kill you.   Remember you crying half the night in my arms? 
You were so green, fresh out of Special Forces school.  But you had realized 
that learning how to kill and actually killing someone are two different 
things. Do you remember?"
    "Yes."  Face answered in a small voice.  The hand holding the gun started 
to shake.
    Hannibal stepped forward, talking in the same low, gentle, soothing voice 
that Murdock had used.  "Do you remember coming upon that village later
that 
week, Face?  You picked up the body of a little girl and cradled her in your 
arms.  You sat down in the middle of the village in the mud, which was 
turning red with blood, and rocked that little girls body.  And you kept 
asking me why.  Do you remember what I told you?"
    "Yes." Face answered, tears coming to his eyes.  "You said it was because 
somebody wanted revenge.  And killed an entire village to get it."
    "That's right, Face.  For one person, Charlie killed an entire town.  
Men, women, children.  Old and young died.  And they had nothing to do with 
the war.  They weren't soldiers, they were farmers, trying to eke out a 
living in a middle of a war that was none of their making.  Do you remember 
what you said, Face?  Do you remember what you did?"
    Tears ran freely down Pecks face, and he didn't seem aware of them.  
Though he stared at Edwards, he was seeing in his minds eye that little burnt 
out village of long ago.  He could smell the smoke, and the horrible stench 
of death and destruction.  He could feel the little girls body in his arms, 
and see her brown eyes staring up at nothing.  The body had already started 
to decompose, the maggots crawling all over her lifeless body.  And he 
remembered what he had said.  "Revenge isn't mans to give.  That belongs to 
God.  And then I started to prey."  
    Hannibal took another step towards Face, coming in kitty corner so that 
Face could see him and Murdock. After all, it wouldn't do any good to startle 
a man holding such a powerful weapon. Hannibal spoke again in the low voice.  
"You started to prey, and you insisted that we bury all those people.  Then 
you read something out of the Bible.  Do you remember what it was?"  Face 
didn't answer.  Seeing that he wasn't going to get an answer, Hannibal held 
out Faces little Bible.  Opening it up, he read the passage that Father 
O'Malley had told him to.  It was the same little passage that Face had read 
over the graves in that burnt out village so many years ago.  
    Hannibal looked up, seeing the effect the words were having on the young 
lieutenant.  Face was shaking from head to foot, tears streaming down his 



face, staring at Murdock.    "You can choose to kill Edwards, Face.  But 
killing Edwards won't change things.  Ellen will still be in the hospital, 
and you would be in jail or dead.  You can't help Ellen either way Face."  He 
held out the little Bible towards Face.  "Here's your Bible, Face.  Your 
cross is inside of it.  Give me the gun, Face, and I'll give you the Bible.  
Make your choice, Face.  Will it be the Bible, or the gun?"  
    Face heard the words, and looked at Murdock with pleading eyes.  He 
couldn't shoot Murdock. And it was obvious that Murdock would take the
bullet 
himself before he'd allow Face to kill Edwards.  
    Face held out the gun towards Hannibal.  Hannibal took the gun, and 
placed the Bible in Faces hand.  And as Face sunk to his knees, overcome
with 
sobs, he felt strong arms go around him in a tight embrace. Face  buried his 
face against Murdocks chest, and sobbed.  
    In the meantime, Hannibal went up to Edwards, and backhanded his across 
the face.  Blood spurted out of Edwards nose, and Hannibal grinned.  "Damn, 
that felt good.  Now, Edwards, let's see what you have in that little black 
bag."

    Leaving Edwards tied up in his hotel room, along with the evidence of his 
intention to kill Ellen Bancroft, the team drove back to the hospital.  
Hannibal, Face, and Murdock were in Stockwells limousine, and BA and Frankie 
in the van.  Face clung to both Hannibal and Murdock, begging them to forgive 
him.  They assured him that there was nothing to forgive.  Stockwell, who
was 
driving, handed the phone back to the young lieutenant.  "There is someone
on 
the phone who wants to talk with you, Lieutenant."
    Face hesitantly took the phone from Stockwell.  "Hello?"  There was a 
brief pause, and Face started crying again.  "Father O'Malley."

    A short time later, the team was again gathered around Ellen Bancrofts 
bedside.  When they first arrived, they were surprised to find the young 
chauffeur playing Billy Joels Greatest hits on a tape recorder.  When the 
team confronted him, the young man stated that Ellen had seemed to
respond to 
the music, especially the song, "You may be Right."  Clinging to any hope 
that was given, Face had rewound the tape to that particular song.  And he 
started singing along with Billy Joel and Murdock.  



    Ellen started to tap her hand, and soon her eyes opened.  The first 
person she saw was her older brother.  "Face...?" She said weakly, holding 
out her hand to him. 
    Face clasped it in his own. "That's right, Ellen.  It's me.  The whole 
A-Team Family is here."  Ellen gave a brief smile to her brother, and fell 
back asleep.  Hannibal, who had been standing next to Face, pulled Face 
against him as the young man started to cry with happiness.
Hearing a distant bell toll the hour, Hannibal ruffled Faces hair.  
    "Happy New Year, kid."

    Two days later, Hunt Stockwell came to visit Ellen Bancroft at the 
hospital.   He also brought news of the arrest of Jacob Edwards.  He 
overheard an  intense conversation between Ellen and the A-Team, and
stopped 
to listen at the door.  
    Ellen had suffered minimal brain damage because of  the accident and the 
coma.  She was slower of speech, and she had trouble with mobility in her 
right hand.  Physical and speech therapy were needed, and Ellen was unsure 
how she was going to pay the bill.
    "Don't worry about it, Ellen." Face said softly to her. "As a team, we 
made some very good investments while on the run.  More then enough to
cover 
your hospital bills."
    "But that is your money, Face.  You earned it.  And you have to save that 
money for when you get your pardons."  She hesitantly answered.  It was 
frustrating for her to speak.  She had trouble thinking out the words that 
she wanted to say.  Then even more trouble forcing them out of her mouth.  
    Hannibal stepped forward, and took her other hand.  "We want to Ellen.  
You're a member of our team, our family, and we take care of each other.  
Don't we, guys?"  Even though it was a general question, he glared at 
Murdock, BA, and Frankie.  The three had called a tentative truce, for Face 
and Ellen's sake. And had promised to talk to each other some more that 
night,  before the rift between Frankie and the other two got too big. 
Murdock and BA had to learn how to trust Frankie, and Frankie had to learn 
how to trust them as well. They were a team, after all.
    While the team were assuring Ellen, Stockwell came into the room.  "Good 
Morning, gentlemen, and lady."  The others acknowledged him with nods.  
"You'll be happy to know that Edwards is now on his way to a high security 
prison.  And he's going to be there for a good long time." He smiled, looking 
very pleased with himself.  "But consider this, gentlemen.  To most of the 



world, you're either dead or fugitives.  You would have to prove who you are 
before you could get hold of your money.  And your being fugitives would
make 
it even more difficult."
    "Then we're back to square one."  Ellen stated, with tears in her eyes.  
"I don't have very much money.  And my boss has fired me.  How am I going
to 
pay for all this?"  She started to cry.  Face held her against his shoulder, 
glaring at Stockwell.  He didn't want to have her worry about paying the 
bills, and he had her calmed down.  And now, thanks to Stockwell, those fears 
started again.
    Stockwell looked straight at the young woman.  "I've taken care of 
everything, Miss Bancroft.  I'll be paying for the hospital and the therapies 
that you need.  I've even arranged to have you transferred to a hospital in 
Langley when you're strong enough, so that you can be close to your brother. 
You don't have to worry about a thing."  He then turned to Hannibal and Face. 
 "And before you ask, you'll pay me back, with interest, when you're able to 
get the money from your investments.  That can wait until after your
pardon.  
As for right now, Ellen is taken care of. Isn't that what's important to you?"
    "Yes, it is."  Face stood up, and held out his hand. Stockwell took it.  
"Thank you." Face said, meaning every word.  Releasing Faces hand, Stockwell 
nodded to them all and walked out the door.
    Face embraced his sister, as did BA, Murdock, and Frankie.  Hannibal 
slipped out of the room.  Down the hall, Hannibal finally caught up with 
Stockwell.  Before he could say anything, Stockwell turned to him.  "Yes 
Colonel?  What is it?"
    Many things flashed through Hannibal Smiths mind.  Questions, 
accusations, and statements all wanted to be said.  But there was only one 
question that came out.   "Why?"
    Stockwell gave a sad smile, and turned away.  When he spoke again, his 
voice was very quiet.  "Let me tell you a little story, Colonel.  A story of 
a father and son.
    "The father and son had not seen each other very much during the time
the 
boy was growing up.  The father was a powerful man with many connections
in 
both business and politics.  Some bad decisions were made on the fathers 
part, and the mother of the boy divorced the father.  
    "Years later, the boys mother died, and the boy came to Washington DC in 



a attempt to get to know the father a little better.  The boy was smart, and 
the father used his influence to land the boy a job at a newspaper as a 
investigative reporter.  Right away, the young man started tackling the big 
stories.  He made his father proud.
    One day though, the boy uncovered a scandal that to some degree involved 
the father.  When he confronted his father, words were exchanged, and the
boy 
left his fathers house forever.  He exposed the truth, then left  town, away 
from his fathers money and influence.  It hurt the father, he felt betrayed.  
After all, helped set the boy up, didn't he?  Didn't the son owe him a little 
respect?  At first, the father thought so.  Then he realized that he had 
never been around when the boy was growing up.  He hadn't raised him at all.  
And realizing that, the father felt a little ashamed of himself.  And more 
then a little proud of his son for standing up to the father.  But even so, 
they didn't speak for another five years.
    "Then one day, the father got a call from his son.  The son told him that 
he had uncovered another story, and was tracking the proof.  But that
wasn't 
the reason the son was contacting him.  The boy had found a lovely young 
woman and had fallen in love with her.  Would the father please come to the 
wedding?  Of coarse, the father said yes.  He also found out later that the 
fiancée twisted the boys arm to get him to make that phone call.   The phone 
call was quickly followed by a wedding invitation. She wanted a nice wedding 
with family members witnessing the exchanging of vows.  Of coarse, the boy 
would deny her nothing.  And the father prepared to go and see his only child 
get married.
    "Two weeks before the wedding however, there was a terrible car
accident. 
 The boys car was driven off the road and down an embankment.  There were
no 
witnesses, and no suspects.  The father and the fiancée kept a vigil by the 
boys bedside, talking with him.  The father told him all the things that they 
would do together as a family when the boy got better.  The fiancée talked 
about the lives they would make together, and the children that they would 
have.  But it wasn't to be.  Three days before the wedding day, the doctors 
told them that brain function had ceased.  The boy was gone.  So both the 
father and the fiancée signed the papers to terminate life support.  Three 
days later, on the day that he was going to see his son get married, at 
exactly the same time, the father buried his son.  He didn't even get a 
chance to say good-bye to his son, or to tell him how proud he was.  He 



always believed that he buried his soul when he buried his son.
    "Having no-one else but each other, the fiancée started working for the 
father.  It took them six years to discover who had killed the boy, and were 
able to make them pay.  The killers name was Jacob Edwards.  The boys name 
was Michael James Stockwell."  
    Stockwell turned around and looked at Hannibal.  Hannibal couldn't think 
of anything to say, he was so stunned.  Stockwell gave Hannibal a very sad 
smile.  "I couldn't do anything for Michael, no matter how much money I had.  
But I can do something for Ellen.  I can give Face and Ellen the chance that 
was denied me."  He started to turn around, then looked back at Hannibal.  
"Vengeance, Colonel, is mine."  And Stockwell walked out of the hospital
    Hannibal stood there for a minute, thinking about what Stockwell had told 
him, not just with words.  Taking a deep breath, Hannibal walked back to 
Ellens room, determined not to waste a single second with his children.

The end.


