
 

 

Monika Rock yawned loudly, exhausted from another night of tossing and turning. 

Sleepless nights; unexplainable bruising; joint pain…Arthritis, they said. Arthritis? 

That was for old people and athletes. And she was neither. She was an army 

veteran with seven years under her belt and no real combat time, although she 

did spend nine months in the Middle East doing administrative support. During 

the last two years of her reenlistment, Monika was drafted to support a classified 

mission. Her assignment had been to document training sessions and PT 

performance scores of a small unit of about 100 women trainees who were part 

of an experiment the army was conducting to see how well a platoon of all 

women would perform in frontline combat. Primarily, she acted as a sentry to the 

office where those files were kept. She had been issued a handgun and given a 

bunk within close proximity of the location of those files, along with strict 

instructions to keep all unauthorized personnel out. She and a select few from the 

fifteen to twenty people who staffed the small training sector were given access 

to that room and that paperwork. Though the women were trained like men, 

other than the routine calisthenics Monika did with the rest of the support crew, 

her duty remained fairly light. That’s why she was baffled as to what was causing 

all these medical issues now. It was almost as if her body was suffering from 

battle fatigue. 



 

 

Monika Rock pulled her lean, supple body upright, groaning as she did. The 

creaking of her knees and popping of her ankles made her cringe. She sounded 

like the tin man from the Wizard of Oz. Shaking her head at herself, her neck 

popped. “Damn it,” she muttered, grabbing her head to steady it on her 

shoulders. She needed to call and make herself another appointment at the VA 

Hospital. These symptoms were starting to get out of hand. Each day, it was 

harder to get out of the bed. Glancing at the clock on her way out of her room, 

she shuffled into the kitchen. It was 7:40. She would be late for work and she 

hated giving people opportunities to call her out on her shortcomings. She wasn’t 

a perfectionist, but she prided herself on always following the rules and doing the 

right thing. She decided to put on a pot of coffee. A cup of coffee would clear her 

head.  

Once the coffee began to perk, she grabbed her cellphone to call her job at 

the VA Hospital. Monika pushed the button on her phone for the screen to 

appear. “Humph,” she said looking at the phone. According to the time and date 

display, the day was Saturday. That can’t be right, she thought. I must need a new 

phone. She glanced over her shoulder to check the date on her Annie Lee 

calendar hanging next to her desk in her home office space. According to her 

recollection, it was Friday, and she was supposed to be at work five minutes ago. 



 

 

Monika left the coffee percolating in the kitchen and went to turn the TV to her 

favorite news channel. The news wasn’t on. The national morning show wasn’t 

even on. There was a Nutri Bullet infomercial playing.  

Monika felt panicked, and she wasn’t quite sure why. “I know I’m not 

crazy,” she muttered to herself as she sat down at her computer booting it up. 

They say you’re not supposed to believe everything you read on the internet, she 

thought. But surely, she could confirm the real time and date. With the computer 

on, she confirmed the day of the week was indeed Saturday. She was not losing 

her mind, but somehow she had managed to lose an entire day.  

She had never been in any real trouble on her job before. Maybe they 

would forgive her this one time for being a no call-no show. She did have a rough 

night the night before. Although she was sure no one would believe that she had 

proceeded to beat to a bloody pulp and left for dead the guy who tried to accost 

her and attempt to steal her purse. The thief had gotten in a couple of good ones 

on her, and Monika’s face looked like raw hamburger meat. With her whole body 

almost entirely covered with bruises, and her head throbbing so bad, she was 

sure he gave her a concussion, her black eye and busted lip felt like the least of 

her troubles.  



 

 

Monika had been too shaken to call 9-1-1 and chose not to go to the hospital, 

opting instead to go home to her own bed and rest. She decided to wait until the 

next morning to figure out what to do. By the time she went to bed that night, the 

swelling had started to go down and she was pretty sure she could cover the black 

eye with concealer and extra foundation before work.  

Now, it was morning. Although not the next morning as she originally 

thought. Besides the fact that she was officially AWOL from work, Monika realized 

she had another problem. If she had indeed lost a whole day, then she had also 

stood up her date from the previous evening. She sighed and drug herself down 

the hall to the bathroom. This day keeps getting better and better. Monika 

jumped, startled at her reflection in the mirror. “I know my face couldn’t have 

healed that fast after the ass whuppin I took last night,” she said out loud, 

incredulously patting her face. “And I thought losing an entire day was strange.”  

In fact, there were no marks on her at all. Her skin was back to its silky smooth 

texture and original hue of Hershey’s Special Dark chocolate. No bruises or 

scratches adorned her neck or shoulders. Even the three fingernails she lost in the 

brawl had grown back.  

One thing she was certain of, she could not call the police and tell them she 



 

 

had been attacked with no evidence to prove it. And now she had to pray that her 

attacker didn’t dime her out to the police. Even though he attacked her first, 

there was no way Monika would be able to justify the beat down she dealt him 

without a scratch on her.  

 

 

(The night before) 

Monika had always tried to make sure that she was conscious of her 

surroundings. She took care to double check that her doors were locked before 

she went to bed at night. She carried a stun gun and pepper spray in her purse. 

She even made sure she parked in well-lit areas whenever she was at the mall or 

shopping for groceries. This time she’d been in a hurry to pick her dress up from 

the cleaners before they closed because she had a date the next night. Excited 

and a little nervous, she wanted to have everything in place so she could take her 

time getting ready and have a glass of wine to calm her nerves before the date.  

The cleaners didn’t close until seven, but Monika had gotten tied up in a 

meeting with her supervisor and the head of VA domiciliary services. They wanted 

her to head a new project that focused on the growing female veteran homeless 



 

 

population in the city. Her passion for her fellow sisters in combat had been 

noticed by upper management and it appeared she was finally starting to gain 

some recognition for all of the extra hours she put in as a social worker and some 

of the issues she felt strongly about were finally going to be addressed. To top it 

off, she had a hot date with Prize, the director of the homeless shelter downtown. 

Smart, chocolate, and eligible, he had introduced himself a few months ago when 

she was at the shelter to initiate a new case. The spark had been instantaneous, 

but Prize waited until her client was placed in affordable housing before he 

approached her on a personal level. Monika fondly remembered how he had 

called to check on her client. Toward the end of the call, he shyly asked her to 

dinner. She was slightly taken aback by his lack of confidence. Prize was indeed 

just that, a prize, and she couldn’t imagine he would be worried about being 

turned down for a date. It was his idea to meet at an agreed upon spot rather 

than pick her up at her house. They would have drinks and dinner and then see a 

movie at a nearby theatre. 

Monika had been so absorbed by thoughts of her impending adult 

encounter, the first in many, many months that she didn’t notice she was 

receiving some unwanted attention as she left the cleaners with her dress in 

hand. A man posted up near the drycleaners started off behind her, as she made 



 

 

her way to her car.  Sensing someone was behind her; she picked up her pace a 

little. Her car was parked all the way down the street at the corner. Shoot, she 

muttered to herself. She didn’t think to grab either of her weapons out of her 

purse before she left the store.  

Just as she was contemplating whether or not to stop and try to fish one 

out of her bag, the guy walked up to her. “Any chance you got change for a five 

for the bus?” Not bothering to slow down, Monika offered a brusque, “No.” The 

guy continued to follow her.   

“Well, do you have a couple of bucks?” he asked. “I just need to get home, 

and the last bus will be here soon.”  

“Sorry,” she replied firmly, “I don’t carry cash.”  

The guy looked around and then in one swift motion, grabbed for her 

purse. The echoes of her screams bounced off the deserted street as she clung to 

her handbag for dear life. “Let go, bitch,” he snickered arrogantly. “Ain’t nothing 

in that bag worth risking your life over, is it?”  

He shoved her hard enough to knock her off balance, but Monika still hung 

on to her bag. Amazingly, she wasn’t afraid. Her only thought being the 

pocketbook she was risking her life defending was the one she bought to go with 



 

 

her date dress. The man violently slugged her, connecting with her left eye. For a 

moment, she was stunned. She thought she could hear those little tweety birds 

chirping as they danced around her head. She shook her head back and forth and 

looked at him. Something snapped in her mind as she locked gazes with her 

attacker. He looked both amused and worried that she was able to bounce back 

so quickly from his punch.  

“Run that bag, bitch! I ain’t gonna tell you…” Before he could utter another word, 

there was a loud smashing sound. The man jerked his face back. “Oww, my face. 

Bitch, you punched me in my tooth.” He swung again. This time, splitting her lip. 

Then he reach out and grabbed Monika by the throat and began choking her. 

Towering over her, he smirked menacingly appearing to take pleasure in the fear 

he detected on her face.  

 His pleasure soon dissipated, as Monika’s neck dissolved in his hands. In 

fact, her entire body disintegrated into grainy molecules and disappeared right 

before his eyes. The man wiggled his fingers as if releasing a palm full of sand, and 

then stared in disbelief at his now open fist that had previously been set to cause 

harm. It was empty and so was the spot where his victim once stood. He looked 

around frantically in fearful confusion, and then poised himself to cut his losses 



 

 

and run. A tap on his shoulder caused him to lurch around and look behind him. 

Monika had reemerged. No longer the puny, defenseless creature he 

originally thought would be an easy mark, her face was contorted in rage.  She 

took note of the expression of terror on his face. The man shook his head as if to 

clear it, “Ain’t no woman gonna beat my ass.” Refusing to be emasculated by a 

woman, special powers or not, the assailant lunged at her again. Monika grabbed 

him by the shoulders and delivered an ample head butt followed by a knee to the 

groin that sent the man airborne with as little effort as a football player might 

punt a football. She rushed at her assailant to retrieve him from the asphalt 

where she had originally deposited him. With her opponent on the ropes like 

Mortal Kombat, anger and adrenaline coursed through her veins. He had attacked 

her without cause and she was going to finish him.  

Monika heard a siren. Dropping his limp body on the ground with a thud, she 

froze and turned her head in the direction of the sound. Her eyes darted quickly 

back to her aggressor turned victim, who now lay moaning softly on the ground. 

Reality set in. What just happened? She felt like Lamont Sanford in that episode of 

Sanford and Son after his second encounter with his much bigger and stronger 

opponent, Jo Jo Jackson. Smiling sheepishly to herself, she sidled over to her new 

submissive and bent over him. Through clenched teeth, breathlessly she said, 

“No, ain’t nothing in this bag worth risking my life for, but I’ll still kill your ass to 

keep it.” She stepped over her defeated challenger and snatched up her dress 

that had fallen on the ground during their scuffle. “And if I get home and find out 

my dress got dirty, I ’ma come back and find you so I can whup your ass again.” 

With that, she again dissolved into thin air, just as the police pulled up to find the 



 

 

man battered and bloody, pointing at nothing and murmuring incoherently. 


