1. Opening Scene

2. Maude Visits

+++++++

Ezra blew out a frustrated breath. It seemed all he did was sleep, and yet he was still tired.

"Patience, Darling."

He turned his head toward his mother and smiled.

"I haven't been very good company," he said.

"Nonsense. There's nothing wrong with a mother sitting with her beautiful baby boy while he sleeps." Maude patted Ezra's hand and then rested her hand on his, massaging it gently. 

"You go back to sleep, Son. You need your rest," said Maude. "We'll talk about New Orleans later."

Ezra's eyes closed. He hated not being able to stay awake, but * everyone * had told him how important it was to sleep right now. 

His breathing grew deeper and steadier and within moments he was asleep.

Maude squeezed his hand and kissed his forehead before leaving the room. 

As she paused outside his doorway, even all her years of keeping up appearances couldn't stop the tears.

"Maude?"

She dabbed her eyes, immediately recognizing the rich baritone voice of Josiah Sanchez.

"Josiah," she returned.

"Are you all right?" he asked softly.

Her lip trembled and her composure slipped even more. "My baby boy almost died."

Josiah quietly took her hand and led her to a nearby bench and sat down with her. It was a little unnerving to have the normally unflappable Maude in tears, but it wasn't every day that she was faced with her son's mortality. 

"I feel so helpless, Josiah," she said. "I don't know what to do for him."

"You're here. That means a lot to him."

"Oh," she scoffed, "He doesn't need me here."

"Yes, he does," said Josiah. "Whether he realizes it or not, this scared him. It scared all of us. And when you're confronted with the possibility of losing everything, it is a comfort to have those you love near."

"I wish I could have been here when…"

Her voice trailed off, not wanting to speak the words.

"You're here, now, Maude," said Josiah. "Two days ago Ezra wouldn't even have known you were here."

"It took so long to get here from Tokyo."

Josiah patted her hand reassuringly. 

"Do you have a place to stay?" he asked.

Maude nodded. "I'm staying at Ezra's condo. I have to leave in two days."

Josiah was surprised by the look on her face. It was as if she were asking him to say it was okay that she couldn't stay. 

"Ezra will cherish the time he has with you, however long it is."

"Oh, Josiah," she said swatting at his arm. "You know that boy of mine is as independent as a mule. He's never wanted his mother hanging around and doting on him."

Sanchez wanted to argue with her, that Ezra had in fact wanted her and needed her, but now was not the time.

"Can I take you to get something to eat?" asked Josiah.

"Oh, no," said Maude. "I'm headed back to the condo. I'll order in. I'm expecting a call from my husband, Peter."

She stood and Josiah stood with her. He watched her lost expression as she looked at the door of the room holding her son. 

"Do you think…" again her voice faded, but Josiah knew what she was asking.

"The doctors still aren't willing to say, but with each hour that passes that he doesn't have a complication, his chances are that much better."

Maude nodded. She understood the situation. There were any number of complications that could occur because of the large blood loss and subsequent transfusions. And the longer he went without developing a complication, the better his chances. She took a deep breath and was almost able to pull herself together, but she couldn't pass the doorway without going back inside and giving her son another kiss on the forehead before heading home.

+++++++

3. Ezra shakes

+++++++

Ezra jerked awake in a cold sweat. His heart was pounding and his breathing was too rapid. 

Gaining his bearings and recognizing he was in a hospital room, he willed himself to calm down. 

It was just a nightmare.

The nightmare from hell that played every time he slept.

Reaching a shaking right hand for the cup of water on his bedside table he almost wished he could remember the details of his nightmare. If he did, perhaps he could quell the dreams.

He steadied the straw with his left hand and took a slow sip of the tepid water. Usually the nurses kept the pitcher and cup filled with ice. Apparently in the middle of the night one was actually supposed to sleep and thus not need a drink.

Ezra sighed and shifted his aching leg with a grunt. 

Five days.  It had been five long days since he was shot. Five days of confusion, pain and hospital food. While he was grateful for the excellent care, he wanted nothing more than to get out of here and go home where he could forget everything.

He hoped he could forget.

There was just one hold-up. His body wasn't cooperating. Oh, his leg seemed to be healing well. It was painful to walk, or move at all for that matter, but that wasn't the biggest problem. Something was still screwed up with his blood chemistry and it seemed that every time he sat up, he passed out, or very nearly so. It was very disconcerting to have the world suddenly go black and find one's self on the floor.

Fortunately he had actually only hit the floor once. The other times he had still been on the bed and the person assisting him had kept him from falling. Once had been enough however as he now sported a butterfly bandage under his chin from his adventure. 

While unconscious he had missed the resulting controlled panic by the nursing staff trying to determine how seriously he had injured himself and if in fact he had done any damage to his leg. Too many things could still go wrong there and causing another tear in the artery could have cost his life.

He closed his eyes feeling the utter humiliation of waking up to find that he was in a fresh gown and that he no longer needed to "go." One of the nurses had tried to assure him that 'it was all right, these kinds of things happen all the time' but that had done nothing but magnify his shame. These kinds of things didn't happen all the time to Ezra P. Standish.

Ezra sighed. At least the split on his chin hadn't required stitches, and more importantly, no damage had been done to his leg. Still, it had restricted him to bed unless escorted by a hospital staff member. And after the doctor had scared him with the details of what could happen if the artery was reopened, well, Ezra was inclined to stay put. He didn't like being confined to a hospital bed, but it was a much better option than losing his leg or dying.

He'd only wanted to use the facilities on his own. Ezra sighed. He needed to go again. He just hoped the nursing staff wasn't too busy at this time of night. And he really hoped Eleanor was on duty. It was far less embarrassing to have the matronly woman assist him than one of the attractive young ladies from whom Buck was collecting phone numbers.

He placed the cup on the table and reached for the call button, bracing himself for the embarrassment that came from having his needs tended.

+++++++

4. Calm Ranch

+++++++++

For the first time in what seemed like weeks, the Larabee – Wilmington – Tanner – Dunne household slept the night through without nightmares.

The chirping of his alarm drew Chris from his much-needed sleep. He reached over automatically and shut off the alarm and turned on the bedside lamp. He groggily looked at his bed slightly surprised to find he was alone. 

He half smiled. Maybe visiting Ezra had done the trick for the boys. Maybe it had been enough to quell their fears and realize that Ezra was going to be all right.

Chris wasn't so sure about the rest of them. He hated to think about the fallout from Ezra's resignation. Perhaps he wouldn't have to deal with it. Maybe Ezra would rethink his position and change his mind.

Chris quickly extinguished the guilt he felt over the resignation. He'd had a good idea what the paper was when Ezra gave it to him at the hospital while the boys were visiting. He hadn't missed the fact that Standish couldn't look him in the eye. That had told him all he needed to know. 

Still, he had to be sure. He'd waited until Buck was getting the boys ready for bed before slipping the envelope from his jacket pocket and examining the contents. 

After reading the letter, he replaced it in the envelope and put it back in his jacket pocket. Then he had taken the jacket and put it in the back of the closet. 

He knew proper procedure was to turn in the request, but in this case procedure be damned. Ezra needed time to think this through. It was never good to make a major decision after or during a highly stressful time, and he was determined to give Standish all the time he needed. 

Chris shook his head. Ezra would know he hadn't really 'forgotten' the letter. Hell, they'd all know, but it didn't matter. For now the letter was lost. Standish was going to have to work hard if he really wanted to leave Team Seven.

++++++++

5. Chris & Ezra talk

++++++++

"Mr. Larabee, is there something you wish to talk about?" He was prepared for any argument Chris would give him about his resignation letter.

Chris shrugged and shook his head.

Ezra frowned. This was unexpected. 

"Did you even bother to read it?" asked Ezra with a slight hint of anger.

"Read what?"

Ezra huffed out a breath. 

"The letter I gave you two days ago."

"What letter?" Chris asked feigning innocence.

"The letter you put in your jacket pocket while the boys were visiting," Ezra growled.

"Oh, that?" said Chris. "I'm sorry, I forgot. I left it in my jacket in the closet."

Ezra looked away from him. They both knew Chris was lying. 

"You can't ignore it. You have to accept it," insisted Ezra.

Chris sat down in the chair next to Ezra's bed. 

"You've been shot."

"Well, that's news to me," Ezra growled sarcastically.

Chris glared. 

"And you are under a load of stress. And you know as well as I do, that you never make a life altering decision when you're under heavy stress, let alone when your under heavy medication."

"I have thought this through…"

"Hear me out," Chris demanded.

"I know you think this is best for the boys, but it's not. You've got four or five weeks of disability, and you've got two weeks vacation and 8 personal days accumulated. Take some time to think about this. Think of it this way, if you quit now, it would be like wasting all that money and time off you've earned. And you want to make sure all your medical bills are taken care of."  Chris paused and ran a hand through his hair. "I won't tell you what to do with your life. You need to do what's right for you. When you use up all your time, if you still want to resign…" Chris closed his eyes and blew out a sigh. "I'll hate it, but I'll accept your decision."

Ezra was quiet. He knew this was going to be hard on everyone, but he also knew that it was the right thing to do.  "Thank you."

"Don’t thank me, yet," said Chris as he got up to leave. "I have a feeling some folks are going to try to convince you to change your mind."

Chris pulled open the door. "Oh, and Ezra?"

"Yes?"

"I won't be the one telling the boys or the Team. You will."

Ezra nodded and watched the door close. 

+++++++

6. Ezra's Days – Boys visit

++++++++++

Ezra's waking hours consisted of blood tests, light physical therapy, eating, interviews and questioning by the review board. His sleeping hours were filled with nightmares. It was no wonder he was exhausted.

"Is Unca Ezra sleepin'?"

He'd recognize the 'whisper' of his youngest nephew anywhere.

"Shh, JD," warned the older boy. "Uncle Nathan says he can't get better unless he sleeps lots."

"It must be three thirty," said Ezra.

"Unca Ezra! You're awake!" JD announced loudly.

"Yes, JD. I am awake."

"How'd you know it was three thirty?" asked Vin.

"Because, that's when my nephews come to visit."

Ezra reached for the lever to raise his bed, but the control had slipped over the edge.

"Here," said Vin, reaching it for him. "Do you want me to help?"

Ezra looked at Chris pleading for assistance. He didn't want to tell the boy no, but he also didn't want to be jostled around by fumbling with the controls.

Chris nodded to Ezra. "Vin, do you know what those buttons do?"

"Uh-huh," said Vin. "This one makes the head go up and down and this one makes the legs go up and down. I learned how when I was in the hospital."

Chris felt a chill go through him. He hated that Vin knew how to operate the bed. He hated that Vin knew about IVs and visiting hours and worst of all, getting shot.

"Do you want your head to go up?" Vin asked.

"Just a little," Ezra replied, bracing himself for the movement. 

He smiled as Vin raised the head of the bed smoothly a few inches.

"Thank you, Vin."

Vin smiled shyly and put the control next to Ezra's hand. 

"We didn't bring you nothin' today," JD said with a frown at Buck. "Da says we ain't supposed to bring something every day."

"Aren't," Ezra corrected automatically.

"Is that true?" asked JD. "We always brung something for Vin."

"Brought something," said Ezra. "And it was different for Vin."

"Why?" asked Vin. "I got shot like you."

Ezra closed his eyes and took a breath. He hated to think of the fear and pain Vin had suffered, but right now he also didn't want to be reminded of what had happened at the bust.

"Because, Mr. Tanner," said Ezra, "When you were wounded, you were a small boy and you didn't have anything to speak of. But I'm an adult."

"And you got too much stuff?" asked JD.

"No… no," Ezra stammered.

"You mean you don't want the Jag?" asked Vin.

"Nooooo. THAT means the world to me," Ezra insisted. "I just meant that one gift for my entire hospital stay is plenty."  He reached out and patted the stuffed jaguar, which rested on his bedside table. "What did you boys do today at school?" he asked trying to change the subject.

"I got all my spelling words right," said JD.

Ezra glanced at Vin. His older nephew suddenly found the picture on the wall very interesting. Spelling was difficult for him.

"And Vin got almost all his math numbers right," JD added.

Vin blushed. 

"You did?" asked Ezra.

Vin nodded. “I only missed on.”

"Congratulations to both of you," Ezra said with a smile. 

The smile faded as the ache in his leg became more pronounced. He unintentionally let out a slight grunt as he shifted. 

Both boys watched with great concern.

"Does it hurt bad?" asked JD.

How was he supposed to answer that? He couldn't lie because it was obvious that it did hurt, but he couldn't scare them by telling them how much it hurt either.

"Sometimes," Ezra said. "But usually it's because the medicine is wearing off. When I take more it goes away. What else happened today?"

"Freddy and Eli Joe teased Vin," JD reported.

"JD, don't!" Vin said.

"They said he was a big baby because he cried on the playground."

Vin's chin dropped to his chest and his shoulders slumped. He avoided everyone's eyes. 

"They were wrong," said Ezra confidently.

Vin looked at his Uncle. 

"Vin Tanner and JD Dunne are the bravest boys I know. Crying doesn't mean you're a baby. It means you're hurt, or you're scared, or maybe lonely. Sometimes it even means you're happy. Kids like Freddy and Eli Joe don't understand that. I think maybe it even scares them, so they have to be mean so you don't see they're afraid."

Ezra was worn out from his speech, but he could still see the doubt in two blue eyes.

"Has your Dad ever cried?"

Vin looked at Chris for permission to say something. Chris nodded to him.

"Yeah, he cried when he was really sad. And he cried when I gave him a present because he liked it."

"And I bet Buck has cried, too."

Buck and JD both nodded.

"I cry, too, sometimes and I'm sure Josiah and Nathan have as well. Are we big babies?"

Vin shook his head.

"And neither are you. Right?"

Vin smiled slightly. He loved Uncle Ezra. He was so smart.

Ezra closed his eyes. He was too tired. Feeling his hand lifted, he opened his eyes as JD tucked the jaguar into the bed and Vin lowered his arm to rest on the cat. He smiled at them and closed his eyes as the need for sleep became too heavy to fight.

++++++++++

7. Ezra confronted by doubts (Jumpy 1 – chart falls)

BANG!

Ezra jerked and threw himself to the side instinctively. The bed rail kept him from going over the side and onto the floor. He clawed at the railing trying to release it so he could get to safety.

“Mr. Standish!” called the nurse. “It’s all right.”

She moved quickly to the side of the bed he was scrambling to escape and gently pried his hand off of the bed rail. 

“I’m sorry. I dropped a chart. I didn’t mean to startle you.”

Ezra took a couple of deep shuddering breaths as he tried to regain composure. 

“It’s all right,” she soothed, helping him to roll back onto his back and quickly checking his IV and then his leg wound. 

She finished and tucked his blankets around him. “I’m sorry,” she repeated. “Can I get you anything?”

Ezra shook his head quickly. He didn’t want anything other than to be left alone right now. He’d reacted like a frightened child and it was embarrassing.

“I’ll be back later,” said the nurse. “I’m really sorry,” she added as she left the room.

A falling metal case chart did * not * sound like a gunshot. 

Well, maybe it did just a little. Didn’t it?

Ezra shifted his arm and felt the stuffed jaguar beside him. Safely hidden from view under the blanket, he stroked the soft fur. 

It was a perfectly normal reaction to hear a gunshot and dive for cover. Wasn’t it? 

Taking a deep breath, he held it for a moment and then let it out slowly. 

No. It wasn’t a logical reaction when you were safe in a hospital bed and no one was shooting at you.

The image of Jeff Pearson with a gun pointed at him filled his mind and he shuddered. He pushed it away angrily and tried to focus on his breathing. His fingers gripped tightly around the jaguar as if he were going to squeeze it in two.

It seemed to take hours for his heart rate to return to normal, but just as it finally seemed to be slowing he heard a knock at the door. 

"Can I come in?"

Ezra was surprised to see Ken Torres at the door. He hesitated wondering if the Leader of Team Four should even be here while the investigation was ongoing. 

He nodded and Ken accepted the invitation.

"What can I do for you?"

Torres seemed startled by the question. "Uh, nothing,” he stammered nervously. “I just came to see how you are doing."

"You didn't come to plead Pearson's case?"

Ken closed his eyes at the hostile question. 

"No," he replied, keeping his temper in check at the less than subtle accusation. “I came to see how you are doing. And I know it won’t change what happened, but I want to tell you how sorry I am that you were injured and to tell you that I am doing everything in my power to make sure nothing like this ever happens again.”

“Does that include firing Pearson?” Ezra asked unable to contain his anger.

Torres closed his eyes and nodded. “If that’s what the Review Board recommends.”

Ezra frowned. He wasn’t sure what he expected, but this wasn’t it. 

“You’re not going to plead his case – ask me to give him another chance – maybe change my statement?”

Anger flared in Ken’s eyes, but his spoken words were calm. “No. I don’t work that way.”

“So you’re just going to wash your hands of him?”

Torres took a deep breath and held his tongue. He knew little of Standish’s background, but he knew enough to know that the undercover agent had been wrongly accused in his previous job and left dangling in the wind by those who were supposed to protect and support him. He knew that to Ezra, washing your hands of someone was maybe even a bigger sin than trying to get someone to lie to protect the person.

“No,” said Ken. “I’m standing by him every step of the way. He’s a good man and I believe him when he says he didn’t recognize you and believed you were a threat. It doesn’t mean he was right. He will question for the rest of his life whether he was too quick on the trigger, and I suspect you’ll wonder if there was something you could have done differently.”

“I’m tired.” It wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t the truth either. He wanted Torres to leave. He didn’t want to think about this anymore. He just wanted it to all go away.

Torres nodded. He knew he was being dismissed. “I know it seems trite, but if there is anything I can do for you, please call me. I mean it, Standish.”

Ezra nodded and closed his eyes.

He heard the door close as Ken left, but he kept his eyes closed. Maybe he could fall asleep and wake up and this would all have been a dream.

The pain in his leg as he shifted position nixed that idea. This was very real. Too real.

Ezra cursed. Why did Torres have to come in? It was a lot easier to picture Pearson as a green, gung-ho kid that was trigger happy, not as some guy who’d might have made an honest mistake and was torn up over it.

Pearson’s face filled his mind again. At the split second they confronted each other, Ezra had instinctively known that the young agent didn’t recognize him. That instinct had made him dive and resulted in a bullet to his leg rather than his torso. 

Was it possible that it was just a mistake?

+++++++

8. Chris/ team meet about shooting

Buck played the whole scene through his mind again. He could hear Josiah calling “Snake on the move” through the headset. Every agent would have heard the signal and known that Ezra was on the move. He wasn’t staying to be taken down in the bust.

Pearson should have known to watch for Ezra. He would have heard the call like everyone else. 

Buck slammed his hand on his desk before standing up and angrily shoving his chair, banging it into the wall.

“Buck? Don’t.”

Wilmington gave his boss a glare. How Chris knew he was going to go pound some sense into Pearson, he wasn’t sure.

“I’m angry, too,” said Chris, moving from his doorway to Buck’s desk and lowering his volume even softer. “A couple of years ago I might have taken it into my own hands, but now we can’t afford to do that.”

Buck remained silent. He knew where Chris was going.

“We have two little boys depending on us. They watch every move to see how they are supposed to handle things – to do things right.”

“Sometimes busting heads is the right thing,” Buck said angrily.

Chris nodded. “We play this straight. We let the Review Board do its job and then we stand with its decision.”

“It should never have happened,” Buck whispered.

“No, it shouldn’t. But it did. Now we support Ezra every way we can and leave the rest to the authorities.”

“Not very satisfying.”

Chris snorted. “No, it’s not. If it helps any, I wrote Pearson’s name on the heavy bag in the gym.”

Buck smiled. “Think I’ll go have a work out. Somehow I feel like boxing.”

Larabee nodded as he left the desk. “Be back in an hour.” Stopping, he added, “Two at the most.”

Buck grabbed his keys, locked his desk and headed for the Federal building gymnasium. He needed to pound something and the heavy bag was a better option than Pearson’s face. 

Pearson was lucky he didn’t have to go past Team Four’s office to get to the gym.

+++++++

9. Ezra meets with Doctor Will

“Doctor Lowry?” Ezra asked in surprise. 

He had been making a slow circuit of the hallway with the assistance of his physical therapist, when he saw the boys’ psychologist. 

Lowry did a double take before recognizing Ezra Standish, the ‘uncle’ of two of his most intriguing clients.

“Mr. Standish,” he greeted, offering a hand to shake, but pulling it back awkwardly when he realized that Ezra needed both hands to support himself on his crutches. “How are you doing?”

“All right,” said Ezra. “Visiting someone?” 

“Someone I know is in surgical ICU,” he nodded. “I was just going to say hi.”

“If you have a few moments sometime, I’d like to talk to you about the boys,” said Ezra.

“Sure,” said Will as he checked his watch. “I’ll stop by on my way back, if that’s convenient for you?”

Ezra hesitated. He wanted to talk to Dr. Lowry, but wasn’t expecting it to be so soon. “That would be fine. I’m in room 311.”

Lowry nodded to Ezra and continued down the hall and through the double doors into the surgical ICU area.

Ezra finished his lap of the hallway and had just settled back into bed when Doctor Lowry entered the room. The first thing the psychologist noticed was the large spotted jaguar on the bed beside Ezra.

Following his line of sight, Ezra flipped the blanket over the creature. “A gift from Masters Dunne and Tanner,” he explained. “It seems to distress them if I don’t keep it close by.”

Will nodded, his understanding going much farther than the other man expected. He sat down in the chair next to the bed. “Now, what can I do for you?” he asked. Buck Wilmington and Chris Larabee had signed release forms long ago allowing him to discuss the boys with any of their 'uncles,' as the men were so closely involved in their lives.

“I’m very concerned about the effect my injury is having on the boys,” said Ezra. “They’re frightened and worried and they don’t deserve to face this kind of situation.”

“They've dealt with stressful circumstances a number of times. I know some of your situation from discussions with Chris and the boys earlier this week. Perhaps you could fill me in on what exactly happened so I have the details?”

"This IS about the boys," Ezra replied.

"Yes," agreed Will, "But it will be helpful to know what they're dealing with."

Ezra nodded. He suspected that Dr. Lowry was seeking the background information, not for the boys, but for their Uncle. He would keep the man on course.

"I was gone for several weeks on assignment. I had very limited contact, and in fact only saw each of the boys once during that time period, and I wasn't even able to speak to Vin when I saw him. The absences seem to be hard on them, Vin especially. He understands that my job is dangerous and he worries for my safety. He's been having nightmares. JD's difficulty seems to be more because he misses my presence. I think he's too young to understand the danger."

Will nodded for him to continue. 

"A few days ago something went wrong on a raid and I was wounded…"

Ezra paused to gather his thoughts, or perhaps his courage. It wasn't going to be easy to keep this focused on the boys.

"Something went wrong?" asked Dr. Lowry.

Ezra took a deep breath and blew it out. "I was mistaken for a criminal."

Will's training came into play and his face remained impassive as he asked, "Do the boys know this?"

"No," Ezra said quickly. "No. That is something they don't need to know."

"How are you dealing with all of this?"

"This isn't about me," Ezra insisted. He toyed with the jaguar under the blanket unconsciously. 

Will nodded, allowing Standish to direct the conversation. 

"I've heard the fear in their voices, seen it in their eyes when they came to visit. I don't want them ever to feel that way again because of me. I, uh…" Ezra stammered, uncharacteristically finding words difficult.

"I've decided to do what I can to prevent that from ever happening again and I'm resigning from the ATF. I wanted you to know my plan in case the boys have trouble with it."

There. It was said. 

"I doubt that will work," said Lowry with uncharacteristic bluntness. This wasn't actually a therapy session after all. 

"What?"

"The boys will be concerned for you in whatever you do. They've adopted you into their family."

Ezra looked away. Under the blanket he pulled his hand away from the stuffed cat. 

"They won't have to worry if I’m dead or alive."

"Are you sure that's what you want to do?" Will asked.

"It's what's best for the boys," Ezra snapped.

"Is it best for you?"

"Yes."  Ezra yawned. The walk as well as the discussion was taking its toll. 

"Mr. Standish, you need to do what you believe is right, but do it for yourself, not for the boys. Vin and JD are amazingly resilient. They have a strong support system and they will learn to adjust to change. We all do. But your decision should be based on your needs."

Dr. Lowry was quiet for a moment, letting Ezra think about his words. 

"And I would seriously consider waiting to make such an important decision. Right now you are functioning under the influence of medication. Your body has gone through tremendous stress. It would be wise to wait until you've had time to heal before making a major change."

Ezra yawned again. His eyes started to drift closed, but he shook himself awake. 

"My apologies," he offered.

"No need," said Will.

"Thank you for your time. I'll consider your advice," said Ezra politely.

"You're welcome," said Will as he excused himself. 

He shook his head as he walked down the hall hoping that Ezra would officially seek counseling, although the agent had in essence come to him for therapy. He had easily recognized the call for help, despite what was said. The young man was frightened, and had good reason to be scared. But he was denying his fear and running from the situation with the boys' welfare as an excuse.

++++++++

10. Boys have a good day / night

Chris looked out the kitchen window with a smile. Vin and JD and the pups were racing around the yard. It was hard to tell just who was chasing whom. The squeals and giggles were a welcome change from the tears and screams of the past few days. 

The boys' visits with Uncle Ezra in the hospital had seemed to calm their fears. The doctors still held concerns for potential complications for Ezra, but in the boys' minds, he was going to be just fine.

Vin stopped running and JD bumped into him, both boys falling into a giggling heap. Seeing Chris in the window, the older boy waved at his foster dad.

Chris returned the wave, watching as the boys ran to the tree house. They pulled up the ramp leaving the pups below barking their protest at the exclusion. He could hear Vin and JD's excited yells as they played some game for which only the two of them knew the rules. 

"It's a nice sound, isn't it?" asked Buck as he stood in the doorway. He had been observing Chris watch the boys for a couple minutes.

"Too loud, too high-pitched," said Chris. "Yep, it's perfect."

Buck chuckled. "So what's for dinner?"

"Chicken and dumplings," said Chris.

"Yum," said Buck. "Gloria makes the best."

"I made it."

Buck laughed. "Should I call poison control now?"

"Get out of my kitchen!" Chris threatened, waving a spoon at Buck in a fair imitation of the late Sarah Larabee. 

Chris lowered the spoon as he realized what he was doing and a momentary sadness swept over him. 

"She was a great cook, and she taught you well."

Chris smiled and nodded. "Yes, she was. Now, get out of my kitchen."

Buck laughed and went out the door to see if he could join the boys' game.

++++++

"Can we go see Uncle Ezra?" asked JD as they sat around the dinner table.

Buck looked at the clock. "If we get everything cleaned up quickly, we have enough time for a short visit."

" 'Kay," said JD as he began to eat very fast. 

"Huwwee, Vin," he mumbled through a mouthful of food.

"JD," Buck cautioned. "Chew."

"Sowwee," JD said as he chewed as fast as he could.

When Buck grinned, Chris followed his line of sight to see what had caught his attention. He grinned as he saw what was watching.

Vin sat next to JD totally unfazed by the need to hurry. His plate was empty but he ran his fork across it catching the remnants of gravy from the dumplings. Holding the fork in front of his mouth, his small tongue darted out and licked the fork. The seven year old closed his eyes and relished the flavor for a few moments. When it was gone, the tongue flicked out again and he repeated the process.

Suddenly his eyes popped open as he realized the table was silent. His cheeks flushed as he discovered everyone watching him.

"Can I be 'scused?" asked JD, still in a hurry to go see Uncle Ezra.

Buck nodded and JD scrambled down to go and wash his hands and face.

"You really like that, huh?" Chris asked Vin.

The boy nodded. "It tastes like Mama."

Seeing the puzzled look on Chris's face, he continued, "Mama made me chicken and dunklings. She telled me –"

Vin stopped with a startled gasp.

"She told you what?" Chris prodded gently. 

"I 'member!" said Vin with a smile. He turned to Buck and repeated, "I remember."

"Remember what?" asked Buck. 

"Mama telled me I liked chicken and dunklings just like my daddy."

His eyes darted to Chris as he said "daddy" seeking reassurance that the mention of his birth father was all right.

"Your Dad had great taste," said Chris.

Vin grinned. "Could I have one more spoon, please?"

"Sure," said Chris, dishing up the dumplings for his son. 

"Vin!" 

JD sounded appalled.

"Don't you want to go see Uncle Ezra?"

Vin nodded as he took a bite.

"But we gots to hurry," insisted JD.

"Now, Little Bit," said Buck, "We can't dally, but we don't need to rush so fast that Vin can't finish his dinner."

"But we can't be late," said JD. "We have to be there so Unca Ezra can go to sleep."

Buck and Chris exchanged glances. This ought to be an interesting interpretation of things.

"Unca Ezra needs lots of sleep so he can feel better," explained JD. "And every time we talk to him, he falls asleep."

Buck nodded. So far, JD was accurate. 

"We have to hurry so Unca Ezra can go to sleep and get better."

Chris and Buck smiled. Leave it to JD to determine that Ezra couldn't fall asleep unless they visited.

Vin finished his last bite and hurriedly took his plate to the sink. "I'll be ready in just a minute." He trotted down the hall to wash his hands and face.

"Well, Little Bit," said Buck, "How 'bout you and me starting the truck?"

"Okay, Da."

Chris winced as the little whirlwind turned and yelled "HURRY VIN!"

Vin came running down the hall, hands still dripping as he hurried to join them.

"Ready!" he called following after JD and Buck.

Chris stood in the kitchen for a moment shaking his head. Life had certainly changed in the past few months.

11. Ezra Goes home

+++++++

Nathan couldn't help but smile at Ezra's triumphant grin. He shook his head and chuckled. Who would have thought Standish would be so proud of something as simple as sitting up, getting out of bed and walking across the room on a pair of crutches.

Ezra sat quickly on the bed, the effort of his walk perhaps a little more than he was ready to handle. 

"I've met your requirements," he stated to the doctor.

"I'm still concerned about your labs," the doctor replied.

"You said I only had to be able to get up and walk across the room without repeating yesterday's unfortunate slip," Ezra replied like a petulant child who wanted his way. 

"Do you have somewhere to stay?"

"I don't believe that was a pre-requisite to my emancipation," Ezra complained.

"Mr. Standish, you will need someone to keep an eye on you for a few days. To get you to your appointments. You won't be able to drive with that leg."

Ezra looked at his leg as if it had betrayed him.

"And you won't have the energy to prepare your meals, and right now it is essential that you have healthy, balanced meals to help stabilize your blood chemistry."

Ezra grimaced.

"Now, I can recommend a list of convalescent care centers," the doctor suggested.

"I am NOT going to a nursing home."

Nathan waved both hands forestalling the rest of the debate. "That won't be necessary, Doc. Ezra's got friends who will take care of him."

The doctor nodded. "All right. I'll get your release paper work started. I'll write out your prescriptions, set up a schedule of appointments for follow-up and therapy. It will probably be after lunch before everything is set. I'll come back about one thirty."

Ezra grinned as the doctor left. He was going home.

"Raine and I have the guest room. You can stay with us," Nathan offered.

Ezra shook his head. "I thank you for the offer, but you and your lady both work so hard. You deserve to spend your free time enjoying each other."

"Well, I'm sure Chris…"

"NO!" Ezra cut him off quickly. 

Nathan looked at Standish questioningly. Ezra's answer was too quick. Something was bothering him about staying at the ranch.

"No," Ezra said more softly. "Their lives have already been disrupted far too much by this entire incident. The boys need to get back into a normal routine. I would just be a distraction."

"Ezra."

"You know I'm right," the southerner declared. "My presence would continue to remind the boys of what could have happened."

Nathan didn't like it one bit, but unfortunately it was a reasonable argument.

"Besides, Josiah has already offered the use of the day bed in his study." Ezra looked out the window. "Actually, he offered me the use of his room, but I refuse to put him out any more than I already will."

+++++++

12. The Call

+++++++

"Sanchez."

"Hi, Unca 'Siah. It's me. JD!"

"Well hello, John Dunne. What can I do for you this time?"

"Can I talks to Unca Ezra?"

Josiah paused, looking to Ezra who was resting on his couch. The southerner was shaking his head vigorously, and Sanchez couldn't blame him in the least. It was JD's fourth phone call today alone. 

Compassion or cruelty?

Josiah grinned evilly and handed the phone to Ezra.

"Hello, Master Dunne."

If looks could kill, Josiah would not be long for this world. 

"Hi, Unca Ezra. What are you doing?"

"Just resting, JD," the southerner replied.

"Are you all better yet?"

Ezra rolled his eyes. Apparently the youngster had lost all concept of time. JD had been told it might be several weeks before Ezra was completely healed, but that fact hadn't seemed to penetrate.

"No, I'm afraid not."

"Did you do your sizes?"

"Excuse me?" Ezra asked. 

"Your SIZES," JD repeated, emphasizing the word. "You know, bending your leg and stuff."

"Ah, my exercises," Ezra clarified. "And no, I haven't yet. In fact, I'd better go and do them."

"Oh."  

The boy's disappointment was obvious. Ezra was grateful he couldn't see the 'big eyes' that he was certain were being displayed at the other end of the phone line. 

"You wouldn't want me to fall behind in my healing?"

"Ezra!" Josiah growled his disapproval. 

Standish simply turned his head so that Josiah was out of his line of vision. 

"No," said JD. Heaving a big sigh, he said, "I guess you'd better go do them. Bye, Unca Ezra."

"Goodbye, JD. Thank you for calling."

Ezra clicked off the phone and turned to set it on the table beside the couch, only to find Josiah standing over him, his frown clearly showing his opinion of Ezra's brushing off of their nephew. 

"You'd better get started," Josiah warned.

"Excuse me?"

"You weren't lying to that boy, were you?"

Ezra opened his mouth, but decided silence was the better option. He loved JD, but he was tired and the boy was calling him every hour or so. With a shake of his head he flipped the blanket off of his legs and started his series of exercises.

+++++++

"What did you do?" Vin asked accusingly.

JD jumped and almost dropped the phone he was trying to sneak back into place.

"Nothing!" 

"Did you call Uncle Ezra again?"

JD stuck his lower lip out in a pout. "I miss him."

"Me, too, but we ain't supposed to call him unless Dad or Buck says it's okay."

JD sighed. "Unca Ezra couldn't talk anyways. He had to do his sizes."

Vin frowned. Uncle Ezra always made special time to talk to them when they called. He knew that JD could be annoying sometimes, but something wasn't right.

"D' ya wanna go play in the tree house?" asked JD.

Vin shrugged but followed the younger boy outside.

+++++++

13. Jumpy 2

JD sat on the couch next to Ezra reading a book to the recovering patient. 

Vin was in the kitchen helping Uncle Josiah fill a plate with cookies, but it was taking longer than they thought because cookies were mysteriously disappearing. 

Josiah smiled at the seven-year-old with chocolate smudges on his lips.  "Now where did that cookie go?"

Vin shrugged mischievously. 

"Look over there!" Josiah said suddenly.

Vin looked, then turned back with a giggle as he caught Josiah sneaking a cookie of his own.

Josiah took a big bite and grinned.

"If we keep this up, there won't be any left for JD and Ezra."

He guffawed at Vin's expression which clearly said, "So what?"

"We SHOULD share," said Josiah.

Vin sighed. "I s'pose so."

"You might want to wash off the evidence," Josiah suggested drawing an imaginary line around Vin's lips.

Vin grinned and ran down the hall to the bathroom as Josiah refilled the plate. 

Carrying the plate in one hand, he tucked a stack of plastic cups under one arm and grabbed a pitcher of milk with the other and walked into the living room. The breeze flowing through the screen door was refreshing.

He had to grin at the suave undercover agent, in his pajamas and robe, head lolling to the side and then popping up as he tried to stay awake while JD read "Hop on Pop" for the fourth or fifth time.

Vin appeared in the hallway just as a healthy breeze blew through. 

They all jumped as the breeze caught the bathroom door and blew it shut with a sharp bang.

Seeing the surprise on Vin's face, he followed his line of sight to Ezra and JD, quickly setting the cookies and milk on the table so he could help.

At the sound of the door slam, Ezra had grabbed JD and dove to the floor covering his nephew protectively. They hit the floor hard, and it only took seconds before JD began to cry. 

Without a word, Josiah moved to help Ezra up. The undercover agent flinched, and tried to pull away.

"Ezra, it's all right. It was just the wind blowing the door shut."

The southerner looked at Josiah and then the crying child beneath him. He shook his head as the older agent helped him up onto the couch and turned back to help JD.

"You're okay, JD," Josiah said gently as he examined his swelling lip where he had bumped the floor. "Let's get a cold cloth to put on that lip, all right?"

JD nodded, wiping his tears on his sleeve. 

Vin watched as Josiah carried the five-year-old to the kitchen. He looked at Uncle Ezra on the couch. He looked upset. The little blond wasn't sure what to do, so he did what worked when he and JD were scared. He climbed up on the couch and sat beside Uncle Ezra.

Carefully he put his arms around his uncle, trying to hug him, but Ezra didn't hug back. Vin could feel him shaking. 

Ezra pulled away from the attempted comfort, embarrassed by his actions. 

Vin pulled away and sat next to his uncle quietly. 

"It's okay," he whispered. "It scared me, too."

Slowly Ezra reached his hand out and took hold of Vin's. The seven-year-old leaned his head on Ezra's arm. 

"I'm sorry," the undercover agent said softly. 

"Did you hurt your leg?" Vin asked.

"I don't think so."

Josiah came back into the room carrying JD, who had a folded dishtowel against his lip.

"Look, Vin," said JD moving the towel. "I got a fat lip."

"JD, I'm so sorry," said Ezra. 

"It's okay, Unca Ezra. Siah told me the door scared you. It scare-did me, too." JD tested his lip by running his tongue over it. "I think I can still have a cookie, Uncle 'Siah."

"Well, if you're sure," Josiah teased. 

"I can!" JD assured. 

Josiah let JD down and smiled as JD took a cookie and crawled up on the couch on the opposite site of Uncle Ezra as Vin.  He took a bite of his cookie and then held it up to share with Ezra. 

"Thank you for the offer, JD, but I'm not very hungry."

"It's okay, Unca Ezra. 'Siah closed the window so the door won't bang again."

Josiah could clearly see Ezra's discomfort over the embarrassing situation, but felt it would be more traumatic to the boys if he called them away from their still healing uncle. He brought the plate of cookies over and offered it to each of them. 

"If you'll excuse me for a few moments, boys," said Ezra, "I need to use the facilities." He waited while Josiah got his crutches for him, and then took his leave seeking the safety of privacy.

++++++++

14. Vin notices Chris' tension

15. Visiting the office

+++++++

Ezra cursed the copier. It was just his luck that the uncooperative machine was out of toner. Rearranging the manila folder so that he could again clutch it as he maneuvered with his crutches, he made his way to the opposite side of the secretarial pool to use the other copier. 

The office had pretty much cleared out for lunch, and as soon as he made the copies he needed, Ezra was going to catch a cab home… before he caught it from his teammates for being in the office at all. 

He placed the pages in the document feeder but a voice saying "Pearson" froze his finger before he pushed the print button. He didn't intend to overhear the conversation but he wasn't exactly nimble enough to avoid hearing it.

"He's coming unglued. They should have him on suicide watch."

"No, I don't think he'd do anything that drastic. I mean, he feels guilty and it's tearing him apart, but I don't think he'd kill himself."

"I feel bad for the kid. I mean, from what he said he really thought Standish was a threat."

"Yeah, and it wasn't like he was all clean cut like the photo in the briefing before the bust."

"I'm just glad it wasn't me. I'd sure hate to be in Pearson's shoes."

"Yeah, and it's too bad. Pearson was turning into a good agent."

"Damn. It's almost one o'clock. I've got to get this paperwork done."

"Yeah, I have to get back to mine, too. Catch you later, Bob."

Ezra's finger hit the print button and he watched his papers feed through the copier. The turmoil in his stomach almost made him leave the copier and head for the restroom.

He gathered up his copies and put them in the folder so he could carry them back to his desk. 

By the time he'd actually reached his desk, he knew he'd passed his limit. Shaking arms and legs betrayed him and he dropped harder into his chair than he'd planned. He winced and bit his lip waiting for the flare of pain to pass. 

He leaned forward and folded his arms on his desk, resting his head. He'd take just a minute to regroup.

The overheard comments stirred up the confusion he was work so hard to quell. 

He wanted to be angry with Pearson. Hell, he WAS angry with Pearson. But he was also angry at the niggling doubts and self-accusations that seemed to plague him more and more often. The conversation had dredged them up again.

Was he absolutely positive this was Pearson's fault?

Ezra closed his eyes. He didn't remember everything but he could remember Carson slipping away during the raid and making the conscious decision to go after him. He remembered a maze of crates and boxes and going around a corner, gun drawn and raised.

His body began to shiver and Ezra gripped his forearms just below the elbows in a futile attempt to stop the shaking. The cursed trembling started every time he thought of that moment.  Face to face with Pearson, both of them with guns raised. Sensing the lack of recognition and knowing that he couldn't kill a fellow agent. Diving to save his life. 

Pearson had fired, but had he given him cause? Had he raised his gun unintentionally? Could Pearson have perceived a small movement as a threat?

Why the hell did he chase Carson in the first place? He should have just let the team take him down. Carson would still have eluded capture and Ezra P. Standish wouldn't have a hole in his leg and a bigger one in his soul.

"Ezra?"

Standish jerked away from the hand touching his shoulder as if he'd been shot, sliding his chair away from the desk and reaching for his gun.

"Easy, Ezra," soothed Nathan. "It's just me."

Ezra gasped in a deep breath and let it out slowly, trying to calm his frazzled nerves.

Nathan gave him a moment and then asked, "Are you all right?"

The southerner took another deep breath and let it out slowly. He wished the cursed shaking would stop.

"You need to go home," Nathan said softly. 

Ezra nodded. 

"I needed…"

He broke off his excuse, unable to voice what he needed. 

"You needed to be in bed. Remember what the doctor told you about overdoing it with that leg?"

"I was careful," Ezra snapped angrily. "I didn't do anything stupid!"

Nathan bit his tongue. He worked hard to remind himself that Ezra wasn't himself right now. He was jumpy, nervous, and overly tired, and anger was his defense. 

"Why are you here?" he asked softly.

"I had to know," said Ezra.

"Had to know what?" Nathan urged.

Ezra rubbed his aching forehead. Now that the adrenaline was leaving him, he was suddenly exhausted.

"I don't know." The words sounded small and lost.

Nathan sat on the edge of the desk.

"What do you know about Pearson?" Ezra asked.

Jackson sighed wishing that Chris or even Josiah were here right now. 

"Not much. I know that he's got a wife and two little kids. Girls." Nathan shrugged. "He's a church going man and he's been with the ATF almost a year. Why?"

"What's going to happen to him?"

Nathan frowned wondering what was bugging Ezra. "You know procedures. He's on administrative leave. The shooting review board is studying the incident."

"Will he be let go?" Ezra looked at his friend with concern.

"If the review goes against him, yes," said Nathan. "If it's ruled a good shoot, well, I think it's likely that he'll quit anyway."

Ezra groaned softly.

"What is it?" Nathan asked in a whisper.

"What picture did they show at the briefing?"

Nathan sat back. "Excuse me?"

"What picture of me did they show at the briefing for identification?"

"That snapshot that Chris has."

Ezra grimaced. 

"What are you thinking, Ezra?"

"That we have a tragedy here, that didn't have to happen and I'm stuck in the middle of it and so is Pearson."

"Wait a minute," said Nathan. "This isn't your fault."

Ezra raised a hand holding off his teammate. "Hear me out. Ultimately Pearson made the decision to pull the trigger, yes. But the circumstances that made it happen were not within his control."

"Ezra," said Nathan, not wanting his teammate to absorb any blame, nor absolve Pearson of any.

"No. Think about it." Ezra ran both hands through his hair. "I broke protocol by chasing Carson."

"You have the option of making that choice," argued Nathan.

"Yes, but if I hadn't made that choice, Pearson wouldn't have made his choice."

Nathan leaned back. He really didn't want Ezra's argument to make sense. He wanted to be angry with Pearson.

"But, if Pearson had seen a photo that actually resembled me, he might have recognized me before he pulled the trigger instead of after."

Nathan cursed. Ezra was right. Even now, cleaned up after his hospital stay, he still didn't resemble that clean-cut picture, and during the case, his hair had been longer and darker, he had stubble and an earring. Even knowing him, it made you hesitate to be sure.

"I need to talk to Travis, and I'd appreciate it, if you'd ask the guys to lay off of Pearson."

Nathan nodded. "Agreed. But…"

"I'm too tired to fight with you, Nathan."

"I know," said Nathan compassionately. "I was just going to say, I'm going to take you home. I'll call Travis and see if he can stop by Josiah's. All right?"

Ezra nodded.

"Come on. Let's get you home."

++++++++

16. Conversation with Orin

17. Nasty dreams

18. Boys Visit Ezra – See him in a panic attack

19. Telling the team

++++++++++

The room was filled with a stunned silence. 

He had just finished telling his teammates that he was going to resign.

Team Seven would no longer be the same. 

"Are you sure about this?" Buck asked in disbelief.

"I am, Mr. Wilmington," Ezra replied. "I have given it a great deal of thought. I've heard and seen the effects of this… incident on those two boys and on my friends. They don't deserve to deal with this kind of trauma, and I have it within my power to keep it from happening again by removing myself from the situation. That is what I am choosing to do."

"You love this job," said Buck.

"I hate this job," countered Ezra. "I risk my life… WE risk our lives daily to put away criminals that are right back on the streets the next day. We get shot at by our enemies… and our friends…" Ezra took a deep breath and blew it out slowly. "I won't take that risk anymore. Not if it's going to hurt those boys the way it has. I'm through."

His words silenced them again. 

"What are you going to do?" It was Nathan's question this time.

Ezra glanced at Chris. The Team Leader had been listening, but not saying a word.

"I have a job offer," he said.

Chris looked up, surprised. 

"It's more than twice my salary," Ezra said with a shake of his head. "And I won't be shot at or wake up wondering who I am today."

"Where?" Josiah voiced the question he dreaded the answer to. He was certain the job offer had come from Maude.

"New Orleans."

Buck cursed angrily and stormed out of the room. Nathan shook his head in utter disbelief. Josiah stood and walked to the door.

"You're making a mistake," he said sadly before he left the room.

Chris glared.

And glared.

Ezra met his steely gaze.

"You could have told me you were leaving," Chris said with a harsh whisper.

"I didn't know I was when I spoke to you."

Chris stood and choked back his emotions. "You do what you have to do, but you make damn sure you know what you're doing before you break my son's heart. Or JD's."

Chris stormed out of the room.

"I have to do this," Ezra said softly.

"I know," said Nathan, as he rose to leave. "But you don't have to do it today, or tomorrow, or the next day. You need to give yourself more time, Ezra. You need to be one thousand percent sure that you are doing the right thing. And right now, I don't think you're even realizing the real reason you want to go. Think about it."

As his last teammate left, Ezra was the solitary figure in the room, and for the first time in a long time, he felt truly alone.

+++++++

20. Buck blows up

+++++++

"Damn it all to hell!" Buck yelled as he slammed his fist into the wall. "What does he think he's doing? He's going to rip those two little boys to shreds!"

Buck turned and leaned against the wall, sliding down to the floor in tears. 

"Buck."

"Don't, Josiah," said Buck angrily. "I don't want you to make me feel better. All I want to do right now is kick some southern butt from here to kingdom come."

Slamming the back of his head against the wall he continued to rant. "Can't he see that leaving will be just the same to those boys as dying? They don't get the difference. They just see one more person leaving them behind."

Buck cursed angrily and wiped his eyes on his sleeve. 

"Vin? He's gonna think that if Ezra leaves, Chris will leave and I'll leave and you'll leave and Nathan…" He sniffed. "And JD? He'll keep asking when Ezra's coming back and no matter how good Ezra's intentions, he won't be back often enough and that little boy will suffer."

Tears rolled down his face. "Damn it, Josiah. Haven't they suffered enough?"

Josiah sat down next to Buck and offered his silent support while the younger man wept out his anger. 

When Buck calmed, both men remained seated and shared the silence for a few moments. 

"You know, the craziest thing is that his argument makes sense," said Buck.

"It has to," said Josiah. "He needs to justify his actions."

"He's running," said Chris as he approached the two men.

"Yes, he is," said Josiah. "But I don't think he really realizes it. He truly believes he is doing this for the boys, not because he's scared."

"I can't imagine," said Buck, "being shot by someone who was supposed to protect you. I just might think about quitting, too."

Chris nodded. "I'm going to call Dr. Lowry. We're going to need every support system we've got to get through this.

He offered Buck a hand up, and then Josiah. Seeing Nathan emerge from the room Chris nodded for Nathan to join them as the walked down the hallway together.

+++++++

21. Chris meets with Dr. Will

22. Ezra tells the boys.

23. JD mad

24. Vin withdrawn

25. problems in the household
26. Goodbye Denver 

+++++++

Ezra looked at the family surrounding him as he prepared to board the private jet his mother had arranged. He hadn’t intended for them to come to see him off, knowing it would be much more difficult for everyone, but circumstances had a way of changing. Chris’ offer to store the Jaguar in his shed until Ezra could make arrangements to bring the vehicle to his new home had made it necessary for Ezra to have a ride back to the city so here he was with four teammates and two little boys as escorts.

He had no doubt that the entourage was intentional, that his teammates hoped their presence would change his mind and that he wouldn’t go. He’d struggled through his doubts and had settled in his heart that this was the right thing for him to do now.

One look at JD’s tears was almost his undoing. The younger of his two nephews had been very vocal about his ‘Unca’ leaving. He had cried, begged, pleaded, and even plotted ways that Ezra could stay. The tyke was quite creative in his reasoning and had even gone so far as to say that even if Uncle Ezra didn’t want to be an ATF man anymore, he didn’t have to go away somewhere to get another job. He could come and live with them so he wouldn’t be hungry. Young Dunne had even offered his bed, insisting that he and Vin didn’t mind sharing a bed.

The seven-year-old was a different matter. Vin stood a few feet away from his soon-to-be adoptive father, his physical distance reflecting the emotional status he tried so hard to hide. To the casual observer, Tanner appeared unconcerned, almost aloof, but to the men who knew him, it was obvious Vin’s heart was breaking and he was doing his best to pretend it didn’t matter. 

Ezra was surprised that Vin’s reaction to his decision had hurt so much. While JD had openly expressed the impending loss, Vin had said nothing, not even “I don’t want you to go.” There had been no tears, no hugs, just a growing distance that Standish understood all too well. The seven-year-old was pulling away to in an attempt to prevent pain.  

++++++++

27. Hello New Orleans.

28. Set up with new doctor. Visit new job

29. Emails from JD

30. Vin gets distant and Skittish

31. Settling into new job

32. Emails from JD

33. JD gets clingy

34. Visit with Dr Will

35. Emails from JD

36. Understanding his error

37. Emails from JD

38. Going home

39. Vin's Crisis

40. Ezra's Cure

41. Welcome Back Uncle Ezra.

Oh yeah, and whether you think Dr. Will would talk to Ezra about the boys -- not giving specifics, but what ifs.  I'm toying with the idea of Ezra talking to him about the effect that his leaving would have and would the boys be able to handle it. And Dr. Will making a comment about the boys needing to face that kind of adaptation at some point... which Ezra will take out of context (He's grasping for any justification) and use for trying to convince himself that it will really be for their good if he goes. 

If he has a signed release, he can talk to Ezra about just about anything.  I could see Chris and Buck allowing that sort of communication between the therapist and the boys' uncles.  If not before, certainly now, as they need all the help they can get in helping the boys.  And Unca Ezra ;)
THINGS TO DEAL WITH: 

Ezra dealing with his fear, by pulling away and deciding to take the job his mother and father-in-law have offered him. Almost dying has him running scared. He realizes how much he has to lose with his new family, and even with his mother. He doesn't want to deal with that potential pain so he pushes away. (Not realizing that the pain of cutting himself off is more severe because it IS happening, not just MIGHT happen). 

Hiding from what's really bothering him by creating a situation he feels he has control over, even though it's the more painful of the options?  That would work.  You might want to have some PTSD like symptoms - hyper vigilance, etc.  Nothing big, but just a hint here and there.
Confrontation between Ezra and Chris about his resignation Chris is unable to immediately change Ezra's mind but insists that Ezra use up all his disability leave, sick leave, vacation days and personal time before he will accept the resignation. 

Canon Chris would probably let him go, but I think LB Chris would def. do exactly this.  Maybe a little covertly, but he'd do it ;)
Once Ezra is out of the hospital, he puts the wheels in motion anyway for joining Maude and her husband in New Orleans as a VP of Security for the hubby's casino. 

NOOOOO!!!  EZRA COME BACK!!!!!  LOL
Ezra dealing with the fact of friendly fire Furious and terrified. Those emotions battle. He struggles through and believes that the young man simply made a mistake, is a good man, and at some point tells Josiah(?) to make sure he doesn't quit the force. 

Well if Josiah attacked the guy, he might not be the one to do that.  One thing I was thinking about.  What if Ken Torres came to apologize or check on Ezra or something?  Would that be something that would be a no-no?  Maybe he could call Torres and say that?  
The rest of the team dealing with the fact of friendly fire. 

     Angry 

     Helpless 

     Confused by Ezra's request to back off. 

Yeah, I think they'd all be feeling just that.  
Physical aspects of recovery. 

     Josiah finds him a fancy antique cane.  Ezra prefers to stay with Josiah for a couple of days, rather than Chris and the boys (starting to pull away). 

Makes perfect sense :)  I like the cane, too :)  Just right for Josiah to get him!
     Physical Therapy 

     Tires easily 

How does it affect the boys? 

Seeing Uncle Ezra like this?  They've seen Buck and Chris down, so I'm not sure the physical would be as traumatic to them as all the psychological aspects.
Chris has two little shadows. Vin is sticking very close and JD is sticking close to Vin… possibly leaving Buck out some? 

If he's pulling away, I don't think he'd be sticking close to Chris.  If he's protecting himself from future hurt, he's going to be going back to that little boy that doesn't like to be touched, startles, easily, etc.  Going back to what he knows works.
Vin is secretly glad Uncle Ezra doesn't want to be an ATF man anymore. (doesn't have to worry about him).  Vin is very upset that Uncle Ezra is leaving. Feels betrayed/Abandoned, but he doesn't verbalize it.  He begins to pull away from everyone (like Ezra) not wanting to be hurt anymore. 

And conversely, his rejection could also "help" Ezra decide that leaving is the best thing.  He's not "wanted" anymore.  
JD is also very upset that Ezra is leaving. But he is very vocal about it. He's mad at uncle Ezra. He cries. He tries everything he can think of that will make Ezra stay. Tells him it's okay if he doesn't want to be ATF anymore but he doesn't have to go away. He can come live with them so he doesn't have to have another job so he doesn't have to live in a warehouse. He volunteers his bunk because he and Vin can share. Maybe even badgers Ezra calling him all the time. JD will be scared because Vin is distancing himself from him, Ezra is leaving. Will probably be very clingy. 

I can see JD being very clingy.  Everything's topsy turvy and he can't make it better for anyone.  I could so see him wanting Ezra to move into their room.  I like the angle of calling him so much.  Maybe sneaking the cordless phone to make a call.
Buck? 

Buck will hold his feelings close. He doesn't want Ezra to go but he doesn't necessarily try to make him stay. He has to be there to support Chris when Chris finally realizes Ezra really is going to go despite all Chris has done. He has to be there for the boys, and may be the one who sees Vin withdrawing. 

Like I said last night (I think) I can see this. I'd think about having him have 1 little outburst somewhere; someplace where it's safe to let go.  With Josiah or Nathan maybe.  Or maybe with Inez?
POSSIBLE ANGLE:  The children find out that it was someone from Mr. Torres' Team that shot Uncle Ezra - and that causes friction between the Torres boys and Vin and JD. (Probably won't go with this idea. I think they will do everything possible to keep the boys from knowing it was friendly fire. Although if there's a big story on TV… well… oh brother). 

Well I think it would be an interesting angle, but not sure it would be necessary.
Okay, that's what I've got for now.  Hope it helps!! Let me know whatever else I can help with, or more on this stuff.
Lynn


THINGS TO DEAL WITH:

Ezra dealing with his fear, by pulling away and deciding to take the job his mother and father-in-law have offered him. Almost dying has him running scared. He realizes how much he has to lose with his new family, and even with his mother. He doesn't want to deal with that potential pain so he pushes away. (Not realizing that the pain of cutting himself off is more severe because it IS happening, not just MIGHT happen).

Confrontation between Ezra and Chris about his resignation


Chris is unable to immediately change Ezra's mind but insists that Ezra use up all his disability leave, sick leave, vacation days and personal time before he will accept the resignation. 


Once Ezra is out of the hospital, he puts the wheels in motion anyway for joining Maude and her husband in New Orleans as a VP of Security for the hubby's casino.

Ezra dealing with the fact of friendly fire


Furious and terrified. Those emotions battle. He struggles through and believes that the young man simply made a mistake, is a good man, and at some point tells Josiah(?) to make sure he doesn't quit the force.

The rest of the team dealing with the fact of friendly fire.


Angry


Helpless


Confused by Ezra's request to back off. 

Physical aspects of recovery.


Josiah finds him a fancy antique cane.


Ezra prefers to stay with Josiah for a couple of days, rather than Chris and the boys (starting to pull away).


Physical Therapy


Tires easily

How does it affect the boys?

Chris has two little shadows. Vin is sticking very close and JD is sticking close to Vin… possibly leaving Buck out some?

Vin is secretly glad Uncle Ezra doesn't want to be an ATF man anymore. (doesn't have to worry about him).

Vin is very upset that Uncle Ezra is leaving. Feels betrayed/Abandoned, but he doesn't verbalize it.  He begins to pull away from everyone (like Ezra) not wanting to be hurt anymore. 

JD is also very upset that Ezra is leaving. But he is very vocal about it. He's mad at uncle Ezra. He cries. He tries everything he can think of that will make Ezra stay. Tells him it's okay if he doesn't want to be ATF anymore but he doesn't have to go away. He can come live with them so he doesn't have to have another job so he doesn't have to live in a warehouse. He volunteers his bunk because he and Vin can share. Maybe even badgers Ezra calling him all the time. 

JD will be scared because Vin is distancing himself from him, Ezra is leaving. Will probably be very clingy.

Buck?

Buck will hold his feelings close. He doesn't want Ezra to go but he doesn't necessarily try to make him stay. He has to be there to support Chris when Chris finally realizes Ezra really is going to go despite all Chris has done. He has to be there for the boys, and may be the one who sees Vin withdrawing. 

POSSIBLE ANGLE:  The children find out that it was someone from Mr. Torres' Team that shot Uncle Ezra – and that causes friction between the Torres boys and Vin and JD. (Probably won't go with this idea. I think they will do everything possible to keep the boys from knowing it was friendly fire. Although if there's a big story on TV… well… oh brother).

Serious AAAAWWWWWW!!!!!  I bet you hear complaints, though, about ending part one here. LOL  Joy, this is wonderful.  

Hey, since Ken Torres is the father of the kids in Vin and JD’s class and the leader of the team that had the member that screwed up and shot Ezra, is that going to cause an added conflict between the boys?  Are they going to find out that it was their friend’s father that led the team the made the mistake?

So, tell me, what part will part two encompass?  From Ezra’s resigning to…..?????  Looking forward to that part.  As well as the part when Ezra realizes that he can’t really leave the team and the two little ones.

Marnie

+++++

JKersteter: And I need a reason why Ezra will contemplate quitting
 VinTanner2: he almost dies and Maude has wonderful offer for him
 Tanner Vin: Maude begs him to quit, and it's hard because now Ezra realizes for the first time that she loves him
Marnieisme: or Maude actually feels bad
Tanner Vin: But, he doesn't want to give up his career
Marnieisme: and what Nancy was saying LOL
 VinTanner2: Marnie she does feel bad
JKersteter: He will want to quit for awhile though. 
VinTanner2: she called in a dozen favors to get the wonderful offer for him, because she's scared to death for him
VinTanner2: and he nearly takes it
JKersteter: Maybe even turn in his resignation
 JKersteter: But the little guys (despite being terrified that he could be hurt again) help him remember why he does what he does
 Marnieisme: joy, they could ask him who will help lost kids like they were
JKersteter: Marnie, that's good. If Maude offered him something, they wouldn't want him to go away either
Marnieisme: yeah, joy and they could ask him so innocently
 

Complications
 

Are most likely to result from the replacement of so much blood. His
blood chemistry is going to be majorily messed up! There's a lot more
involved than just red cells and white cells here. Everything will be out of
balance and the body will be fighting itself as it tries to correct it.  The doctors will be monitoring it very closely and he will be
on several different meds. It could take weeks before he's fully stabilized. 

Complications that I suspect could happen are blood clots,
jaundice, edema, and stroke, and liver and kidney problems (as the liver and kidneys will be fighting to deal with the
byproducts of the chemistry issues). Secondary infection is also possible
because his immune system is messed up. Doctors will likely automatically
have him on some heavy antibiotics.

 

 JKersteter: Gina was worried that now I've hurt Ezra too badly for him to recover for the series
Tanner Vin: Joy, no, those symptoms were worse case scenarios...
 Tanner Vin: As one trauma nurse told me, "He could be out of the hospital in two days."
Tanner Vin: What fun is that? LOL
JKersteter: Well, his blood being messed up could be a problem
Tanner Vin: Joy, it *could* be, but doesn't have to be.
 JKersteter: He could be out of the hospital in two days, but he keeps sitting up and passing out
 Tanner Vin: Exactly, Joy.
Tanner Vin: LOL
 
 
JKersteter: one of the good guys (not team seven) shoots him thinking he's a bad guy
CarrieBM7: I like the "friendly-fire" scenario - lots of potential angst there
JKersteter: I can see him thinking, "Getting shot by a bad guy, I can deal with. But when my own people are shooting me, it's just not worth it."

JKersteter: Or maybe even, just the fear he sees in the boys is enough to shake him
JKersteter: and he's not sure he's willing to risk his life anymore
CarrieBM7: it was different before he became Uncle Ezra.... ;-)
 JKersteter: But being Uncle Ezra is what will eventually help him go back.




 
 JKersteter: Ezra will get to use a cane for a while after he's back "on his feet"
 JKersteter: And the boys will sword fight with cane. LOL
 Marnieisme: will they break anything in the process?
 JKersteter: I'm not sure if Ezra will have any complications, like blood chemistry problems
Tanner Vin: Joy, my mom used to have a cane that looked kind of like a microphone
JKersteter: Of course Marnie... although it may be each other. LOL
 Tanner Vin: My daughter used to sing Bruce Springsteen songs with it. LOL
 Marnieisme: one can use a light saber and the other one use the cane'
VinTanner2: oh man, neither one can have the light saber
Marnieisme: why?
VinTanner2: they'll be fighting like cats and dogs over it
 GDewey4497: joy I think that Josiah or buck should find Ezra and antique cane somewhere with a silver handle and tip
VinTanner2: "You use the stupid cane."
JKersteter: Cool Gina
VinTanner2: "It's not fair.  I want the good light saber."
Tanner Vin: Ooooo.... like Bat Masterson
VinTanner2: how about getting a big stick out of the yard
Tanner Vin: Or a toilet plunger. LOL
VinTanner2: oooh, here's a little britches injury to tuck away
Marnieisme: lol
GDewey4497: cause you know Ezra won't want the standard one the hospital issues
JKersteter: ROFL
VinTanner2: for future use
Tanner Vin: My brother actually put a plunger on his head one time.
anner Vin: He thought he looked cool that way. LOL



JKersteter: Face to face with the guy who shoots him, only he can't shoot at the other agent... just dive out of the was an hope for the best
 
 


 

 
JKersteter: Well this afternoon (Between cat naps) I was thinking out what will actually happen to Ezra
JKersteter: I was toying with Ezra chasing someone during the bust and being confronted by another agent
JKersteter: who doesn't know Ezra
 JKersteter: they may even have guns drawn on each other in that split second of time
 JKersteter: but Ezra remembers lowering his - because he can't shoot another agent
JKersteter: and realizes in that split second that the agent doesn't know he's the undercover
JKersteter: and he dives away hoping for the best.
JKersteter: Thus getting shot in the leg and not the torso
CRGTM7: but wouldn't the involved agents have been told whom the agent was/what he looked like?
JKersteter: which the agent would be aiming for
CRGTM7: last minute fill-in...maybe...?
JKersteter: Yes, but in the heat of the situation things could get confusing
CRGTM7: Ezra in disguise...?
JKersteter: Yes
GDewey4497: the other agent shouldn't have shot when Ezra lowered his gun
JKersteter: Maybe it won't work
CRGTM7: rookie agent looking to make a name for himself...acts before he/she thinks....
GDewey4497: no, it's good
GDewey4497: means Chris gets to go postal on someone
 JKersteter: Yes. I want it to be a mistake -- nothing intentional.
JKersteter: The guy could even realize a split second too late
 CRGTM7: So, the agent was briefed, shown a picture of Ezra but Ezra has a disguise on or looks a little different because of the length of time undercover so agent doesn't catch on fast enough and shoots...
 JKersteter: Right Chris
 GDewey4497: Uncle Ezra is quitting?
JKersteter: No, he just thinks he is
JKersteter: LOL
GDewey4497: Hey just counting up the number of times he's woken in a hospital bed would do it
JKersteter: The little guys will help him remember why he does what he does
JKersteter: Yeah, but I pretend in the LB world that they aren't bullet prone
GDewey4497: true
JKersteter: LOL


He pulls away so he won't get hurt
Marnieisme: so, who is going to point this out to Ezra?
JKersteter: Thinking about Vin on the private Jet, Ezra will come to realize it... Or maybe the first couple days on the new job. I'm not sure yet
 JKersteter: Anyway, that wasn't even the scene. LOL
Tanner Vin: Ezra's going to leave??????
 Tanner Vin: Acck!
GDewey4497: Joy if he quits the ATF how is he going to get his job back?  If you don't want to deal with that I can in my fic
JKersteter: Chris offered to let Ezra store the Jag in the garage until he can make arrangements
JKersteter: and thus he needs a ride to the airport
Marnieisme: will Vin 'move' out to the Jag?
JKersteter: of course he didn't plan on EVERYONE giving him a ride
JKersteter: But he knows they're all there in hopes that he'll change his mind
GDewey4497: Joy if he's on a private jet and decides he doesn't want to leave you could have him turn around in mid air
JKersteter: Yep
 JKersteter: So everyone is out on the tarmac saying good bye
JKersteter: JD's crying
JKersteter: Vin is standing a few feet away from Chris (and everyone else)
GDewey4497: He turns around, thinking no one will still be there, but Vin won't leave, he's pressed against the airport window watching the plane leave
Tanner Vin: Oh... but can they go out on the tarmac? Homeland Security and all that?
GDewey4497: so he's the first one to see it come back
Marnieisme: is Vin going to be refusing to come out of the car?
GDewey4497: Joy will have to use a smaller airport
JKersteter: But Vin won't say goodbye
mag7cowgirl: Vin won't even let Ezra touch him?
JKersteter: He just stands there trying his best to look totally unfazed.
JKersteter: and then...
JKersteter: (pull out your tissues now)
GDewey4497: Yeah he doesn't loose it until the plane leaves
 Marnieisme: then............??
GDewey4497: uh oh
JKersteter: Ezra heads toward the plane
JKersteter: and Vin can't stand it anymore. He yells, "Uncle Ezra, Wait!"
JKersteter: And runs to him and hugs him
JKersteter: Tears are there but he's not openly sobbing. 
JKersteter: He tells Uncle Ezra he loves him.
mag7cowgirl: Poor baby, still trying to hold it all in.
JKersteter: and then slowly goes back to Chris.
GDewey4497: Aw heck, everyone's crying at that point
Marnieisme: looking like a whipped puppy
JKersteter: It's not until he gets home that he falls apart.
JKersteter: Sorry, that's all my mind told me so far.
GDewey4497: Oooo, that could be good.  Ezra takes a taxi out to the ranch and finds them all trying to deal with his leaving
JKersteter: Other than Ezra turns around and comes back
JKersteter: Yep
GDewey4497: Vin is unconsolable and JD has cried himself to sleep
mag7cowgirl: I see Vin all hudled somewhere crying and not letting anyway too close
Marnieisme: or Vin has 'disappeared' in the Jag
GDewey4497: Josiah and Nathan are still there, everyone is just numb
GDewey4497: Ooo the Jag that could be good, then Ezra would have to talk him out
GDewey4497: Vin could be angry and they could have a big talk
GDewey4497: I want you to make Ezra cry too
Marnieisme: or Ez could be the one that discovers Vin hiding there
JKersteter: LOL, Gina
mag7cowgirl: He climbs in and locks the doors and only Ezra has the keys.
GDewey4497: that's good
mag7cowgirl: Literally and emotionally.
GDewey4497: Joy I think you should end your fic with the big emotional scene with Ezra and Vin
Marnieisme: good point, holly
GDewey4497: Leave Ezra's future up in the air
GDewey4497: We can drive everyone nuts for a week
GDewey4497: LOL
JKersteter: LOL Gina.
Marnieisme: who is up after you, joy?
GDewey4497: sides, I need a topic still
GDewey4497: I am
JKersteter: I thought about ending the second story with Uncle Ezra leaving, but that would be too mean
mag7cowgirl: Nah, not in this fandom.
Marnieisme: lol
GDewey4497: Well you could do that, then have him take a week to come back
GDewey4497: A very very horrible long emotional three visits to Dr. Will week
JKersteter: I thought about that too
Marnieisme: he could even get to where he is going only to 'see' Vin everywhere
GDewey4497: Chris and Buck are at their wits end 
 GDewey4497: when Vin locks himself in the jag
GDewey4497: They have Josiah and Nathan out there trying to help get him out
GDewey4497: when Ezra shows up
JKersteter: I'm not sure * I * could handle leaving people hanging with Uncle Ezra gone the second week. LOL
GDewey4497: Oh come on, sure you could
GDewey4497: LOL
JKersteter: I want to
JKersteter: But I'm "Miss Happy Ending"
JKersteter: LOL
mag7cowgirl: Heck, we have stories like that that may never see an end.  What's one week.
GDewey4497: Do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, 
JKersteter: LOL Gina
Marnieisme: but you will be..... just later than usual
GDewey4497: You get your happy ending the next week
JKersteter: Okay. I'll see what happens
mag7cowgirl: It only makes the happy ending that much sweeter.
GDewey4497: Do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it,
GDewey4497: Do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it,
Marnieisme: LOL
JKersteter: But I can probably leave the Ezra Job situation for you. 
GDewey4497: That will be the topic for my story, Ezra picking up his life
JKersteter: Chris is writing the week prior and she's dealing with the potential cutback of a position on the team for budget cuts
GDewey4497: Excellent
 GDewey4497: That means there could be some issues that might not let him come back
 JKersteter: She's going to work it so the higher ups realize they need the whole team, so they have to tighten in other areas, but Ezra could use it as one of his excuses to leave
JKersteter: Marnie, that's where she came up with the topic



 
 
JKersteter:  I've thought some more about the story, but haven't really done any more writing 
JKersteter:  Although I did figure out what makes Uncle Ezra come back... but I think I told you that in Chat 
GDewey4497:  I think so.  Well you still need him to come to some conclusions on the plane.  
JKersteter:  Right, that's what it will be. He'll be thinking about everything and thinking about Vin's reaction -- and some things Dr. Will told him and realize that he is doing the same thing that Vin is --- withdrawing so he "can't" be hurt. 
GDewey4497:  Good, there is nothing like raising kids to make men grow up too.  
 JKersteter:  But it means I'll have to have a Dr Will scene where he is saying "Vin" but meaning Ezra. LOL 
 GDewey4497:  Yeah.  Are you still going to have Vin lock himself in the Jag?  
JKersteter:  I don't know.  
GDewey4497:  I think Vin should get to yell at Ezra some.  After all adults aren't supposed to be stupid  
JKersteter:  Right 
GDewey4497:  I have the ending words  
JKersteter:  Oh? 
GDewey4497:  Ezra's tears were the final proof Vin needed that his Uncle was sincere.  With a sob of his own he threw himself into Ezra's arms.  Man and boy clung to each other, saying nothing yet saying everything.  
GDewey4497:  When Ezra finally looked up everyone had left the garage, except for Chris.  Ezra stared at the other man, unsure what to say.  Chris' own eyes were suspiciously bright as he whispered,   
GDewey4497:  "Welcome back Uncle Ezra."    
GDewey4497:  the end  
JKersteter:  Ahh 
GDewey4497:  You have to supply the big emotional scene that makes that work of course.  
JKersteter:  LOL 
JKersteter:  I was thinking about the job situation 
GDewey4497:  Then like the cruel writers we are we leave them hanging till next week  
GDewey4497:  <evil chuckle>  
JKersteter:  Thought that maybe Chris insists he take his full 30 days medical leave before submitting his resignation 
JKersteter:  But Ezra "moves on" as if he is quitting anyway 
GDewey4497:  So you mention that earlier in the story, then the next week I can pick up with Ezra coming back from the medical leave.  But he has to find a new place to live and get his stuff back which is on a moving truck somewhere in Arkansas  
JKersteter:  Cool 
JKersteter:  I still don't know where I was going to send him 
JKersteter:  It was a toss up between Vegas and Atlanta, but I'm up for suggestions 
GDewey4497:  Then it can be a funny story.  Send him to South Carolina.  Isn't Galveston one of the last bastions of the old south down there?  
JKersteter:  Sounds good to me. 
JKersteter:  I was thinking Maude found him the perfect position. 
GDewey4497:  Maude can have a true daughter of the south all lined up to marry  
JKersteter:  High class, high pay, but also a mental challenge 
JKersteter:  I want Ezra to go because it makes sense to him to go 
GDewey4497:  Hmmm, then maybe you should consider New Orleans.  They have legalized gambling there too.  
GDewey4497:  Vegas did a show where Big Ed and Danny went down there  
GDewey4497:  To visit a sister casino  
GDewey4497:  I see Ezra in New Orleans.  Managing a high-class hotel and casino.  Or being head of security at least.  
JKersteter:  Well, I want him to be a second in command (like a VP) so it doesn't kill the company when he changes his mind. LOL 
JKersteter:  But then, if a stepfather owned the casino... 
JKersteter:  it wouldn't be that big of a deal. 
JKersteter:  I'm thinking part of the reason he decides to go is that he really does love Maude -- and with his near death - he realizes he could die anytime or she could 
GDewey4497:  Good, or you know maybe the guy created the job special because Maude convinced him what an asset Ezra would be.  So Ezra would probably have something to do with security, but maybe also deal with high rollers 
JKersteter:  And this is where I have a catch. It could be so good to have Ezra actually there and working for a couple of days before he realizes it's wrong for him... or turning the plane around 
GDewey4497:  I like that, give Vin more time to bottle everything up.  JD's bawled himself out, he's starting to adjust a bit, but Vin is a powder keg ready to go off.  
JKersteter:  Yep. He could still lock himself in the car, but just not as soon 
JKersteter:  troubles at school, arguments with JD 
GDewey4497:  Sure, he's wearing his blank face.    
JKersteter:  Maybe even Mouthing off to Chris 
JKersteter:  OR.... Says something to Chris that Ezra would say 
GDewey4497:  Hey that could be the trigger.  Maybe Ezra has promised to call on a certain night each week.  But he doesn't call because he's on his way back.  Thinks he'll make it before the call is due, but the plane is delayed  
GDewey4497:  It's the final straw for Vin and he explodes.    
JKersteter:  awww 
GDewey4497:  "I knew he was lying.  I knew it" Vin screamed before darting out of the room.  
GDewey4497:  They let him go thinking he needs time to cool off then can't find him.  That would get Nathan and Josiah out there.  They wouldn't think of looking in the Jag at first.  
JKersteter:  No, they'd look in the tree house and the barn and maybe his "special place" overlooking the ranch 
GDewey4497:  Yep, then the out buildings, getting more frantic  
GDewey4497:  I say Ringo shows them where he is.  The pup can be scratching at the garage door  
JKersteter:  aww 
GDewey4497:  Or the shed.  Give Chris a shed big enough to put the Jag in.  
JKersteter:  So is Vin really angry, or is he scared that Ezra will never come back to visit, that he's forgotten them? 
JKersteter:  If he's mad, it might be natural to want to damage the Jag.  
JKersteter:  If he's scared, he goes there because it's uncle Ezra's 
GDewey4497:  No, let's not damage the Jag.  He's scared and upset.  The Jag is all he has left of Ezra.  
GDewey4497:  He's been sneaking in there all week.  They just didn't know it.  But the evidence will be there.  Ezra would have left the car covered, but Vin pulled it off.  So there will be dust on the car.  
JKersteter:  Hey, Vin needs to have Ezra's spare keys. Ezra would leave keys with Chris because Chris might have to move the car... but Vin can sneak the keys and have them in his pocket all the time to remind him of Ezra 
JKersteter:  So when he locks himself in the car, HE has the keys 
GDewey4497:  Oh yeah, that's a must  
GDewey4497:  He's locked in and won't come out.  
JKersteter:  Maybe a crumpled picture of Uncle Ezra and him that he's been carrying around too 
JKersteter:  Yep 
GDewey4497:  Yes, really twist that knife when Ezra shows up.  
JKersteter:  You said we'd always be family  
JKersteter:  You said..  
JKersteter:  Vin will keep on "You Saiding" him. LOL 
GDewey4497:  stab stab  
JKersteter:  the biggy...  
JKersteter:  You said it was okay to be scareded. But you left. 
GDewey4497:  I know Vin.  The only thing I can say is, sometimes adults get scared too  
GDewey4497:  And they do stupid, stupid things.  
GDewey4497:  And sometimes, they hurt the ones they love.  I love you Vin.  
GDewey4497:  I promise I won't run away again.  

JKersteter: so the crisis really is a combination of things.
 JKersteter: It's Ezra realizing he could have died -- and suddenly realizing what he could lose (his "family")
GDewey4497: But if he leaves he looses his family anyway
JKersteter: It's also the addition of being shot by a good guy -- even accidentally
JKersteter: Right. Which is what he will realize in the end
JKersteter: When Vin is doing the same thing
JKersteter: Pulling away to protect himself
CarrieBM7: oh yeah - how do you resolve all that comes with a "friendly-fire" type shooting...?
JKersteter: He doesn't blame the guy because the circumstances were to blame
CarrieBM7: ouch - I just thought about something
JKersteter: In a normal bust, Ezra gets taken down with the bad guys
JKersteter: even though we never write it that way. LOL
CarrieBM7: who holds Buck or Chris back when it's discovered who did shoot Ezra...?
JKersteter: But in this circumstance the ringleader is getting away and Ezra goes after him.
CarrieBM7: despite his big-brother act with JD - I can see Buck getting pretty righteous about Ez getting shot
GDewey4497: You know I'd be more afraid of Josiah than Buck or Chris
JKersteter: They come around a corner, Ezra with weapon drawn and are confronted by a young, overeager ATF agent
 JKersteter: Ezra realizes at that moment that there is nothing he can do. The guy doesn't recognize him
JKersteter: and in a split second of time recognizes the gun as a threat and fires
CarrieBM7: ya think Josiah would go off on the agent responsible Gina?
GDewey4497: Yes
GDewey4497: Josiah might get Old Testament
JKersteter: Ezra is diving out of the way and gets hit in the leg instead of the torso.
JKersteter: because he dove
GDewey4497: Joy I just read the scene.  It's great.  How long though will Ezra be laid up?
 JKersteter: Yes, it will be tough to deal with the agent.
GDewey4497: Three weeks doesn't seem like long enough
GDewey4497: I can see Josiah pulling Buck off only to then go after the agent himself
JKersteter: Actually, the wound can recover pretty quickly. It's the blood chemistry that can be messed up for awhile IF I let him have that complication
GDewey4497: Just pick the poor guy up and shake him a bit
GDewey4497: ahhhh, the big IF
GDewey4497: okay
JKersteter: Ezra will be on medical leave for awhile though.
GDewey4497: Well I plan to let him still be kind of an invalid in my story
JKersteter: Yeah, and probably the next one too.


JKersteter: My plan is that the shooter is really shaken by what happened. Knows it was a big mistake and is repentant. He also has a crisis of faith
GDewey4497: Very cool
JKersteter: and MAYBE Ezra asks one of the guys to make sure he doesn't quit
GDewey4497: ahhh
GDewey4497: that's nice
CarrieBM7: deft touch there Joy
JKersteter: Ezra sees the potential even though he isn't happy about what happened

What is hyper vigilance? I found this definition: Extreme sensitivity to cues that may signal presence of feared object or situation. How would that manifest itself? Being Jumpy? Hearing things that aren't really threats? 

Yeah, things like hearing something that "sounds" like a gun and reacting like it's gunfire.  Sort of like soldiers would experience after extended periods in a war zone, that's the best way I can think of it.  Maybe he could scare the li'l guys with a panic attack, reinforcing his decision to leave, even more.  I've got one client that's cut herself off from her grandkids because "I don't want them to see Grandma like that."
I was thinking that Ezra might have some nightmares too. 

Yep, maybe along the lines that Vin was doing - not being able to recall the dream, but being terrified, in a panic attack, upon waking.  Another way to scare the boys.  Maybe they come to visit him and he's in the midst of a nightmare.  They witness him panicking before the adults can remove them from the situation.
I can see all of this making him want to "get out of dodge" so to speak. 

Definitely.  
Okay, would it work better for Ezra to submit his resignation but make it effective after his medical leave (for his insurance to pay, etc)? Even so, he would go ahead and make the move even though it wasn't the "effective date" since he intends to follow through? Maybe even 'postdating' it - and in effect giving himself an "out" in case he changes his mind even though he doesn't think he will? 

Or... Chris takes it, but doesn't file it? 

Hmm. I want Chris to stay in character. 

I think having Chris accepting, or appearing to accept, the resignation and "misplacing" it would work VERY well.
That's good. They respect Torres and Team Four - and it was accidental. I think Torres would be careful not to plead the shooter's case, but I can definitely see him checking on Ezra and apologizing. And maybe Ezra would reject it at first - thinking he was trying to get the kid off, but later realize the truth and then maybe call Torres.  I don't want Ezra to be "saint Ezra" but I really like the dynamic of realizing it was an honest mistake - nearly deadly, but still an accident. 

Cool, I like it.  No, no St. Ezra... I'd have to come out there and slap you!!  ROTFLMAO  
Good point. That works better. And poor Chris helpless to keep him from withdrawing. 

Yep, adding to the Chris angst... yum!!  Secretly feeling like his entire world is falling apart - again - but hiding his feelings.
Good point. Ezra will be grabbing at anything he can to justify leaving. 

Right, because he *thinks* he's getting rid of the guilt that way, but of course it's just worming into his heart and soul, eating away... *sniff*
I like that. He does need to just "spew" and then regroup. 

Yep, sort of the 10-minute vent then get back into the game.  Always works for me ;) 
I'll hold off on this unless the story needs it. I think it probably has plenty going on already. LOL. 

That's what I'm thinking!
Thank you. I'm really open to anything else you might think of, especially with dealing with the emotional spots "correctly."  I know that at the end of three stories they won't be "all better"... but I'll get at least the boys as close as possible. 

Okay, I can see what I can come up with.  It's actually easier for me to see where you're going and give you my 2 cents on what I see going on.  Honestly, I think you've got a good - excellent - hold on things. 
One of the thoughts I toyed with is Vin maybe telling Dr. Will (or someone) he doesn't want to be adopted anymore. It won't be the deep down truth, but if he pulls away, I could see him equating the pain of losing uncle Ezra with an even greater pain if he lost Chris.  OR... is that too deep for seven years old? 

Well seven year olds in general or seven year old Vin?  LOL  Most of the time he's a bit grown up, I think ;)  I could see him denying that he wants to be 'dopted, but not being able to verbalize why.  Just a sort of "I just don't want to".  It would be less of a hold on him if he had to "cut and run" so to speak. Sort of like someone who's decided to commit suicide or is terminally ill will "give away" their prized possessions.  He doesn't have a lot of value, well outside of his jeep;), but he's got his place in the family he can give up  
Also, I thought today of JD and Uncle Ezra emailing back and forth while Ezra is gone. Ezra sends emails to Vin to, but Vin won't answer. He won't even check them (with anyone around) but maybe Buck or Chris discovers the emails have been read. ??? 

I LOVE that idea.  Maybe Vin could tell them he's not getting anything from Ezra?  Giving us a chance for Chris and Buck to get angry at Unca Ezra.  Okay, so what's his email addy gonna be?  We've got JD's ;)  LOL  And what about Unca Ezra?  LOL  Yeah, I've lost it... LOL
If I can think of anything else I'll holler :)
Lynn
This is me, J.D. Da said we didn't haff to write essays last week because of everything that happened. Unca Ezra getted to come home from the hops hasp hospital yesterday but he's staying with Unca Siah and not here. He still won't let me see where he got shot. He said maybe tomorrow.

J.D.

I don't want to write this essay. I don't have nothing to say. Last week was very bad. Uncle Ezra is staying at Uncle Josiah's house. Buck says it's because the bathroom fixing stuff for our bathroom is all over the spare room, but I think Uncle Ezra doesn't want to stay here.

Vin

