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For a time, my son Derreck and I were assigned to the same Air National Guard unit, and we traveled to drill together since we lived just a block apart. One weekend, Derreck drove. On Sunday evening, we pulled up to my house to find the trusty green Saturn SL2 damaged. Shocked, Derreck and I looked the car over. The front hood was tented, folded up like an A-frame cottage, but mysteriously without damage to the bumper.
We speculated a hit-and-run but there wasn’t a bit of debris on the street. I noticed our Suburban was gone but wasn’t surprised. Lisa and our youngest, Joseph, planned to visit the Commissary at Carlisle Barracks for our annual pilgrimage for imported German chocolate. 
Inside, I found no note from Lisa. I contemplated calling the police, but the lack of debris perplexed me. I decided to wait for Lisa to come home. Derreck left.
When she arrived, Lisa had the whole story. She and Joseph had indeed headed down Highway 15 South for chocolate. But, near Lewisburg, about fifteen miles into the trip, the car ahead of her stopped suddenly to make an illegal turn into a service road cutting across the median. Lisa didn’t stop in time. Her car, under heavy braking, dove under the rear bumper, which explained the tented hood and untouched front bumper.
Undeterred, Lisa drove the car home despite the diminished visibility. Thirteen-year-old Joseph says he slid down in the seat so no one he knew saw him. When they arrived home, Lisa parked, grabbed the Suburban keys, and she and Joseph took off, anxious to get to the Commissary before it closed. No time to write a note.
I should have known. Lisa, a military veteran, is Mission First. And yes, the mission was accomplished.
