
 

Just Another Day 

Chapter 1 February 2006 

 

άaƻƳΚ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ Ƴƛƭƪ ŀƴŘ WƻǎŜǇƘ όму ƳƻƴǘƘǎύ ƛǎ ŀǿŀƪŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǇΦέ 

 

άhƪ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ Ψ[ƛǎŀ ƛǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΩ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ 

 

Pregnant at 37 was not the same as pregnant at 27. Not that Susan was complaining, too many of her 

friends suffered from infertility. She was grateful that God had been so gracious to her and Robert. This 

would be their tenth child on Earth if all went well. They had two more with God; Susan had miscarried 

twice in between Lisa and Beth. Of course having 3 babies in as many years had probably contributed to 

her feeling tired all the time. Most women have more space in between babies not less as they get 

older. Susan occasionally woƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ŘǿŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ 

 

6:45 am is what the clock in the dining room said when Susan came out to get breakfast going. Robert 

had started both the woodstoves and made coffee before he went to work, so the house was warm and 

the coffee was hot. A great start to the day, as Susan was definitely not a morning person, unlike Robert 

and their 13 year old daughter Lisa.  

 

άL ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ WƻǎŜǇƘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƳƻƳΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŜǘΦέ  

 

άhƪ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ out to the barn to milk. And thanks very much 

ŦƻǊ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴΣ LΩƳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛǊŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭΦέ 

 

άbƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ƳƻƳΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎŜǘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ у ǿŜŜƪǎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ƛǎ ŘǳŜ ƛƴ сΦέ 

 

Lisa gave Susan a hug, picked up the milk pail and headed out for morning chores. Susan smiled, sighed 

and started her day. She put the baby in his chair and got him his breakfast, started water in a pot for 

oatmeal and in the kettle for hot chocolate, and then went to check on Dad. 

 

wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ŘŀŘ .ƻō {Ǌ ƘŀŘ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǿƛǘh them since Mom died in 2000. Up till this summer he had been much 

more of a blessing to them than they had been to him, reading to the grandchildren and generally being 

ŀ ǘǊŜƳŜƴŘƻǳǎ ƘŜƭǇ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜǎǘŜŀŘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǊŀǇƴŜƭ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ brain gave him 

ǎŜƛȊǳǊŜǎΣ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ŜȅŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƭƻǿ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ƳǳŎƘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

wounded on Okinawa in WWII and even though the scars on his face were very visible, the love in his 

heart was even more visible to the childǊŜƴΦ ¦ƴƭƛƪŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

with disfiguring wounds or illnesses, since they were used to their Grandpa.  

 

Which is what made the diagnosis so much more difficult for everyone. Robert had taken Dad to the VA 



for his annual check up in July, just before he turned 81. During the regular mental profile the doctor 

had noticed signs of a decline. Further tests revealed what everyone worried about the most. Just like 3 

ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜǾŜƴ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ 5ŀŘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ !ƭȊƘŜƛƳŜǊΩs. At first it had been very hard to even 

discuss, and Dad never was told, since Robert and Susan both knew it was his worst fear, that he would 

become a burden on them. They never saw it that way and neither did any of the kids, but try 

convincing an 81 year old man of that. As the summer wore on they started noticing little things, but 

were very careful to try and let Dad do everything he could do so as not to speed up the decline. He had 

another appointment in October and the doctor was pleasantly surprised at how minimal the decline 

was. His theory was that the stimulation of interacting with the grandchildren was helping slow the 

progression of the disease.  

 

Then in November Dad had gotten pneumonia and had to be hospitalized for several days. Robert, 

Susan and their oldest son Julien 18, had taken turns staying with him so he was never left alone, but 

the break in his routine caused a rapid decline over the next month or so. He was much more forgetful 

and they had to be very watchful around the propane stove, he would turn it on and forget it was on. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƴŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƻǘ ƭƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ Ǝƻǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƴƛŦŦƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƻǘǘŜƴ ǾŜƎŜǘŀōƭŜ ǎƳŜƭƭΧΧ 

 

{ǘƛƭƭ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŜǉǳŀƭΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ Řŀȅǎ ŦŀǊ ƻǳǘƴǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ {ǳǎŀƴ 

knew that would change she was hopeful that they could care for Dad at home for a long time to come 

yet. Dad was still asleep, so Susan went to the bottom of the stairs to call the rest of the children. 

 

άWǳƭƛŜƴΣ wŜƴŜŜΣ .ŜǘƘΣ ƛǘǎ тΥмрΣ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǇΦέ ! ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ƎǊƻŀƴǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ Ǝǳȅǎ L 

ƪƴƻǿΣ LΩƳ ǎƭŜŜǇȅ ǘƻƻΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ 

 

άhƪ ƳƻƳ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŘƻǿƴέΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ 

 

Susan knew in about five minutes one of the girls or both would be down, but that Julien would require 

at least a second call, like her he was not a morning person. Susan finished her coffee and debated 

having a second cup but knew that the children would squeal and tell the midwife on her next visit. If 

the midwife had ƘŜǊ ǇǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΣ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƪŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛƴ 

the house, the midwife let it go. Susan was quite unpleasant without that one cup of caffeine to get her 

Řŀȅ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎ ƻƴŜ ŎǳǇ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅ ŘŀƳŀƎŜΦ 

 

The girls came down together, looking sleepy but not particularly cranky. Susan wished them both good 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƻƴ wŜƴŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ .ŜǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ 

chocolate. (Beth at 8 was a bit young for coffee.) IΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ 

ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōƻƛƭǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻŀǘƳŜŀƭ ƻƪΚέ  

 

άYŀȅ ƳƻƳΦέ 

 

When Susan came back out, they were both sitting at the table and Renee 15, had already gone out for 

the paper, she was reading the funnies. Susan went into the kitchen and sure enough the water was 



boiling merrily away. Ah well, no one said she was perfect either. She finished the oatmeal and dished 

ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǳǇΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ WŀƛŎƻō сΣ tŀǘǊƛŎƪ рΣ !ƴƴŜ пΣ ŀƴŘ wŀŎƘŜƭ о ŎƻƳƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ άGood 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ aƻƳƳȅέ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƘƻǊǳǎŜŘΦ  

 

άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŘǳƳǇƭƛƴƎǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇΚέ  

άDƻƻŘΣ LΩƳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣ L ƘŀŦǘŀ Ǝƻ ǇƻǘǘȅΣ L ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘ aƻƳƳȅέΦ ¢ǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻǊǘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

good brain building activity. Renee got up and took charge of Patrick (I had an accident) and Beth went 

ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ !ƴƴŜ όL ƘŀŦǘŀ Ǝƻ ǇƻǘǘȅΦύ WŀƛŎƻō όLΩƳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅύ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ŀ ōƻǿƭ ƻŦ ƻŀǘƳŜŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƻƴ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ {ǳǎŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ wŀŎƘŜƭΩǎ ŘƛŀǇŜǊΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ DƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ !ƴƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ Ǉƻǘǘȅ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƛƴ 

diapers was challeƴƎƛƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŦƻǳǊ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ōŀōȅ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ 

there would still be three.  

 

7:30 am. Lisa came back in and reported that all the animals were fed and watered and she just had to 

strain the milk. Renee took over feeding the rest of the children breakfast while Susan headed upstairs 

to wake her firstborn. She knocked on his door, and was rewarded (if you want to call it that) with a 

groan. She opened the door and spoke to the pile of blankets on the bed. 

 

ά{ƻƴΣ ƛǘǎ тΥол ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǿƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŦƻǊ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ пр ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦέ  

 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦέ  

 

άWǳƭƛŜƴ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘƛȊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ bh²Φ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ 

appreciate having to haul mȅ ǿƛŘŜ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘ Ŧŀƴƴȅ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ 

ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǎΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǿƻǊƪ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

having to do your wood hauling because you stayed in bed until five minutes before you have to go pick 

ǳǇ ǘƘŜ !ƳƛǎƘ ŎǊŜǿΦ {ƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǇΦέ 

 

άCƛƴŜΣ LΩƳ ǳǇ LΩƳ ǳǇΦ aŀƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǎǳŎƪǎΦέ 

 

άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘΣ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ǾǳƭƎŀǊΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǎǘƛƴƪ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘΦ L ŀƳ ǘƻƻ 

ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ L ƪƴƻǿΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ΨǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘΩ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǎΣ ŦƻǊ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘ aƻƳΣ L ƘŀǘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƻŦ ǾǳƭƎŀǊƛǘȅ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 

ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻƛƴǘΤ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƴƻǿ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΚέ άtƭŜŀǎŜΚέ  

 

ά{ǳǊŜΣ р ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǎƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ L ǎŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǎ ǳǇΦέ  

 



Susan smiled and left the room. Julien HATED it when the littles pounced. He loved them and all, and 

they practically worshipped him, but not first thing in the morning, especially before coffee. That was 

downright unfair.  

 

Perhaps she should lay off the language thing, Susan thought to herself. After all he was 18 and simply 

trying to find his place. He was a great young man in most respects and had no particular vices except 

for a love of coffee and the desire to solve his friends problems. Which was probably what he had been 

doing at 3 in the morning when he was still up on the internet.  

 

Dad was up when she got downstairs. Today was a good day. He recognized everyone and knew where 

he was. She got him breakfast, his medications, and settled him down with his paper. Renee and Lisa 

had things well in hand with getting everyone up and dressed so Susan decided to spend a couple of 

miƴǳǘŜǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΧΦΦ 

 

уΥлл ŀƳ Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻ ƴŜǿǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎΩ {ǳǎŀƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳΦ 

ά{ŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƛƳŜ ƎǳȅǎΦέ 

 

Everyone settled down with their books and the littles were put in front of a book on computer so Susan 

could work with the grade schoolers. Julien came in about 8:30 with several boxes of wood, enough to 

take them through the rest of the day until Robert came home. Susan thanked him and got no response. 

ΨIŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƛŎƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƴŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦΩ {ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΤ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƴŀǇ 

out of it, he always did. 

 

уΥпр ŀƳΦ άaƻƳΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳȅǎΣ LΩƳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƴΦέ 

 

άhYΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜΚέ 

 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΤ ƛǘ ŘŜǇŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŘƻƴŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀǊƴΦέ  

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΚέ 

 

άhƘ ȅŜŀƘΣ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǘŜΦ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ aƻƳƳȅΣ ōȅŜΦέ 

 

Yep, he was definitely over his snit and felt bad about it. He tended to call her Mommy when he was 

apologetic. 

 

άIŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ Řŀȅ {ƻƴΦέ 

 

He waved and lefǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƛƴƎΧΧΦ 

 

άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 

 



άIŜƭƭƻ .ŜƭƻǾŜŘΣ Ƙƻǿ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ Řŀȅ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ 

 

άtǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘΣ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ Iƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŘΚέ 

 

ά¢ǊŀŦŦƛŎ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǾȅ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ тΥпр ǎƻ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪΣ L Ŏŀƴ ƘƻƭŘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎΚέ 

 

άbƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ōŜŜŦ ƛƴ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǿΦέ 

 

άIƻƭŘ ƻƴ ƘƻƴŜȅ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŀƪŜǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΧΧέ 

 

άhI a¸ Dh5ΗΗΗΗ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ƛǎ WǳƭƛŜƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘƻƳŜΚέ  

 

άbƻΣ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŦǘΣ ǿƘȅΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ 

 

ά{ǳǎŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΦ ¢Ǌȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜ bh²Φ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ !{!tΦ 

{ƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƛǎ ƴǳƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊe it hits, my cell will probably be dead soon, get Julien back home and 

ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΦέ 

 

9:00 am The phone went dead in her hand.  

 

ΨhYΣ hYΣ ōŜ ŎŀƭƳΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΦ wƻōŜǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƘŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊ 

ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ WǳƭƛŜƴΣ LΩƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜȄǘΦΩ 

 

Susan reached Julien on the third ring. He had heard it on NPR and was already headed back home. 

/ƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ !ƳƛǎƘ ƎǳȅΩǎ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƪƴƻǿΚ 

 

ά{ǳǊŜ ƘƻƴŜȅ ƴƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƘǳǊǊȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ 

message on. Ok, that was done. Julien pulled into the drive just as she hung up the phone, he had 

probably not gotten that far before he turned around. 

 

άwŜƴŜŜΣ [ƛǎŀΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ .ŜǘƘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƪŜŜǇ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǎ ŦƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦέ 

 

The girls walked into the living room, and Julien walked in about that same time. 

 

άDƛǊƭǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ 5ŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƴǳŎƭŜŀǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ƻƴ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ and we are in the 

Ŧŀƭƭƻǳǘ ȊƻƴŜΦέ IŜ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƳŜ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ƛƴΦ WǳƭƛŜƴ 

go get the buckets and start filling them with dirt. I know it will be hard but do the best you can. Lisa, 



you put all the animals in the barn and then give your brother a hand. Make sure all the water troughs 

ŀǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ Ƙŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜŘΦέ 

 

Renee, you take Beth and Jaicob and get all of bedding and the canned food from the pantry into the 

basement, and I will take care of filling the extra water buckets and getting the littles and Grandpa 

ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ōȅ 

which time Dad will be home and we can finish.  

 

άaƻƳΣ ǿƛƭƭ 5ŀŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΚέ 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ wŜƴŜŜΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭΦ LΩƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ƻƴ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅ 

ƴŜǿǎΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ 

 

άahaΗΗΗΗέ  

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ [ƛǎŀΚέ 

 

ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ǎŀȅ ŀ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ŦƻǊ 5ŀŘŘȅΚέ 

 

ά{ǳǊŜ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛŘŜŀΣ ǿŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

 

They bowed their heads and asked God to get Robert home safely, and to help them prepare 

adequately. Then they asked the Blessed Mother and Saint Joseph to intercede for their family that they 

get through this ok. Finally Lisa asked Saint Christopher to help Daddy get home safe.  

 

They all felt just a bit better and went about doing their respective tasks. Susan could tell that Renee and 

especially Lisa were terrified about their father, well, so was she if anyone was asking, but she also knew 

that she needed to do her job right now, and freak out later. Julien had the same temperament as she 

ŘƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭƛȊŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ 

always healthy. 

 

ммΥолŀƳ άhƪΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ŝverything, except the buckets. Julien is there any way you could speed that 

ǳǇΚέ 

 

άbƻǇŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǎ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƛƳŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

 

άhYΣ Ǉƭŀƴ .Φ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎǊƻǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ ƛƴ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜΦ Cƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōǳŎƪŜǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘhe compost piles 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴǳǊŜ ǇƛƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƭƛŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƴƪ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōǳŎƪŜǘǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘΦέ 

 

άhYΣ [ƛǎŀ Ǝƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƛƴƪ ǘƻƻΦέ  

 

[ƛǎŀ Ǌŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΣ άaƻƳΣ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŀŘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ƴƻǿΚέ 



 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƘƻƴŜȅ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōǳǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΦέ 

Your father knows six different ways from here to there so it may take him a bit longer but he will get 

ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ [ƛǎŀ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ƛǘ aƻƳΦέ 

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƪŜŜǇ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΦ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ 

ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ wŜƴŜŜΣ DǊŀƴŘǇŀ ƛǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦέ 

 

Susan went back inside and listened for a minute to the radio. The reports were saying that one of the 

devices had been shot down but two more were headed for downtown. That was far south of the area 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΦ ΨtƭŜŀǎŜ DƻŘΣ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜΦΩ wƻōŜǊǘ ǿas late, but she 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǊΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǘ ȅŜǘΦ 

 

άwŜƴŜŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ DǊŀƴŘǇŀΚέ 

 

άIŜΩǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ DŜƻƎǊŀǇƘƛŎǎΦέ 

 

άI¦IΚέ 

 

άIŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŜΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƻƪΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ DǊŀƴŘǇŀ Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ 

ǘƘŜƳ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴΚέ 

 

ά¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ wǳōōŜǊƳŀƛŘ ǘǳōǎ aƻƳΦ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ōǳǘ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƳŀŘΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ǎŀȅǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀōƻǳǘ с ƳƻǊŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ 

ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ǎƻ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ǘŀǊǇŜŘΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǎ ƻǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ǿŀƛǘΚέ 

 

έaƻƳΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛŦ .ŜǘƘ ŀƴŘ [ƛǎŀ ŀƴŘ L ǘŀǊǇ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ DǊŀƴŘǇŀ ƭƛǎǘŜƴǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

 

άhƪ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ōǳǘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ [ƛǎŀΩǎ ƘŜƭǇ ǎǘƛƭƭΦέ  

 

wŜƴŜŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άaƻƳΣ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 5ŀŘ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ōȅ ƴƻǿΚέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ммΥпрΦ LΩƳ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŀǘ ф ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀƭǎƻ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ƛǎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜΦ {ƻ 

ƭŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǘΦέ 

 



ά/ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳΚέ 

 

ά{ǳǊŜ ƘƻƴŜȅ LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦέ 

 

άŞ̂ŀƘ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ǘǊȅ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ 

 

Susan dialed the phone and it rang and rang and rang until it clicked over into voice mail. 

 

ά{ƻǊǊȅ ƘƻƴŜȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƻǳǘΦέ 

 

άhY aƻƳΣ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎΦέ 

 

άaŜ ǘƻƻΦέ 

 

Renee and Beth went out to start tarping the gardens and Susan continued to pack clothes for them to 

take downstairs. The news continued to be bad, but at least it was still on. 15 nuclear devices had hit the 

ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ CƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ŦƻǊ {ǳǎŀƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ƙƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƧƻǊ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ so some of the networks were able 

to continue broadcasting. The entire state of California was completely gone, as was New York City. 

Chicago, Boston, Detroit and Washington D.C. had been hit by at least one device each that could be 

confirmed. 4 of the nukes had hit in California alone. There were several more still inbound, the military 

was trying to shoot them down. It was kind of weird, Susan thought, that most of the cities targeted 

were the really big ones with lots of people, but there were also middle of nowhere places like Kansas 

and Iowa that were on the hit list. Then she remembered that most of the food grown for the cities 

came from those states, and it made much more sense. She also remembered that if an EMP went off 

over Kansas it would take oǳǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎŀƭ ƎǊƛŘΧ 

мнΥолǇƳ ¢ƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŀƴƎΧΧ 

 

Startling Susan. She had just finished, getting some lunch for everyone and Julien was hauling the indoor 

supplies down to the basement. The little camp stove was already down there with a lot of propane so 

ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƻǘ ŦƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ DǊŀƴŘǇŀΩǎ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜǎΦ 

The boxes of earth and manure would be stacked on the floor above the shelter. The basement was 3 

feet of concrete all underground and had no windows, just an access door. They had stacked boxes of 

dirt on the stairs the previous autumn to provide some insulation. Susan was very glad of that, one less 

thing to deal with.  

 

άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 

 

άIŜȅ ƪƛŘΦ IƻǿΩǎ ƛǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ 

 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ 5ŀŘ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΦ άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜ 5ŀŘŘȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  

 



ά¸ƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴǇƛƪŜΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ нл ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ Lǎ wƻōŜǊǘ ƘƻƳŜ 

ȅŜǘΚέ 

 

άbƻΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ фΥллΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛŘǎ ȅŜǘΚέ  

 

ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ your sister Trina in the car with us and her three kids, and your brother Pat is behind us with 

YƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦέ !Ƴȅ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ wƻƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ 

ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

 

άhY 5ŀŘŘȅΣ Ŏŀƴ L ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ aƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΚέ 

 

άbƻΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƳ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ Řƻǿƴ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǇǊŀȅ ŦƻǊ wƻōŜǊǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ŀǎƪ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 

ά¸Ŝǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΦέ 

 

άL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

 

Susan hung up the phone. Her Dad had left the church before she was born, but he had never made fun 

of her or anyone else for their faith. That along with his genuine goodness, gave her hope that he still 

believed and might come back to the practice of his faith. 

 

²ŜƭƭΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƎǊƻǿƴ-up at home anymore. Julien had finished carrying things 

downstairs and asked what he should do next. Susan told him to start placing the boxes of dirt over the 

top of the basement area they were going to be sheltering in. Renee came out of the bedroom with the 

chamber pot.  

 

άaƻƳΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ōŀƎǎ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎΦ ²Ŝ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊƻŎŜǊȅΦέ 

 

άhƪΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘΣ ƛŦ DǊŀƴŘǇŀ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

 

Just then a car pulled up. It was RobeǊǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ōŜŀǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ wƻōŜǊǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ōȅ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ {ǳǎŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘ WǳƭƛŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ŀŎǘŜŘ 

ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ŀ ǊƛŦƭŜΦ {ǳǎŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ Φнтл ŀƴŘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ 5ŀŘΩǎ Φолу. 

 

wƻōŜǊǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōǳǘ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǊŀŘŀǊ 

ǿŀǎ ǊŜŘƭƛƴƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǊΦ  

 

Both men got out and turned around. Robert called for Susan. 

 

WǳƭƛŜƴ Ǌŀƴ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƳŀƴΦ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ wƻōŜǊǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ 



Julien, but he did see Susan walking towards him with the .270 trained on the man he was with. 

 

άIƻƴŜȅ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪΚέ 

 

wƻōŜǊǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳǇǎŜǘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛǎ ƳŀŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ L ŘƻƴŜΚΩ IŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ 

he realized that Susan was actually terrified. 

 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ DǊŜƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƻǊƪ ƘƻƴŜȅΦ Iƛǎ ŎŀǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ ŘƻǿƴǘƻǿƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǿhere else to 

Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŜƴŘŜǊ ōŜƴŘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƳŜΣ 

ōǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ōƻǘƘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΦ IŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ Ƙƛǘ ȅŜǘΚέ 

 

ά¸ŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ мр ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ Ƙƛǘ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƛȊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 

may have given that out in a later broadcast, but I have been trying to get the basement set up and 

ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦέ 

 

άhƪΦ [ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊŜŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭΦ 

Iŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ȅŜǘΚέ 

 

ά¸Ŝǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 9at ǘŀƪŜǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

cars. In the report I heard Kansas was one of the targets, and an EMP over Kansas would pretty much 

ȊŀǇ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦέ 

 

ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘΚέ  

 

ά¸Ŝǎ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ŦŀǊŀŘŀȅ ōƻȄŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

 

The men both started walking towards the house. Susan and Julien had put the guns down but not back 

in the basement with the rest of the firearms. They would take them down when they went. Robert 

ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ άǿŜΩǊŜ ƻƪ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ LΩƳ ƘƻƳŜΦ {ǳǎŀƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜΣ 

and then she started to cry. 

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ DƻŘΣ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ DƻŘέ ǎƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǊŜǇŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘŜr children were also crying, especially the 

girls but even Julien had tears in his eyes, and they all hugged whatever part of Robert they could reach. 

The littler children were happy to see Daddy but confused about the crying as was Bob Sr.  

 

Susan collectŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ά{ƻǊǊȅ ƎǳȅǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƳƻƴŜǎ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦέ 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǾŜǊƭȅ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǎƛƻƴΦ 9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ 

DǊŜƎ όǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƧƻƪŜύ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άIŜƭƭƻ DǊŜƎ ƛǘΩǎ ƴice to finally meet you in person. Robert 

Ƙŀǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 



άLǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƳŀΩŀƳΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

 

ά{ƻ Řƻ L ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ {ǳǎŀƴΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ƳŀΩŀƳΣ L ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘe 

ARNG and had picked up that joke along the way. It was a VERY old joke but it had the desired effect. 

Greg laughed and seemed to relax a bit. 

 

άhƪΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ wƻōŜǊǘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

 

ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŘƻƴŜ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘŀǊǇŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ōǳŎƪŜǘǎ ƻŦ ŘƛǊǘ ǎƻ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŦƻǊ DǊŜƎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƳƛǘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘΦ wƛƎƘǘ 

ƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀǘ ну ǎƻǳƭǎ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜƭƭȅΦ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ ǘƻƻΦέ YƛŘǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ 

help in a minute.  

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŦƻǊ DǊŜƎΚέ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƭŀǳƴŘǊȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜlter and he is going to 

ƘŀǘŜ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΦέ  

 

DǊŜƎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ōŜŀǘǎ ǘƘŜ ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦέ 

 

{ǳǎŀƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ άL ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ 

ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǿŜŀǘ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 

άaŀΩŀƳ L Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ .h. ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ L ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ LΩƳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭƻǿ ƻƴ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ 

ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŀƎΦέ 

 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎǳƴΚέ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 

Greg hesitated and then pulled out a .45.  

 

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ 

ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜƭŜǎǎΦέ 

 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ wƻōŜǊǘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜǎ ŀ Φоул ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǎǎΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ DǊŜƎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ 

back. 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ƳŀΩŀƳΣ ǳƘ {ǳǎŀƴΦέ 

 

Wǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǿƻ ŎŀǊǎ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛƴΦ wƻōŜǊǘ ǎŀƛŘ άIƻƴŜȅ ȅƻǳǊ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜƳ ōǊƛƴƎ 

ǎǘǳŦŦ ƛƴΦέ  

 



Greg volunteered to help as well, and shortly the basement was quite full. They had stacked everything 

they needed right away in the basement and everything else either on the stairs or on the floor above as 

ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ƪƴŜǿΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻǘƘing. 

 

3:30 pm: They had gotten everything ready and were monitoring the meters and listening to the news. 

There were still a few EBS stations on, they must have been protected from the EMP blast, that Susan 

was sure had happened over Kansas. The second wave of bombs had started making impact around 

1:30. Amy and Ron had gotten to the house about 1:45, walking. The car had stopped about 5 houses 

Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ wƻōŜǊǘ ŀƴŘ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŜŀǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾŀƴΣ ŦƛƎǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ 

help bringing it back. There was still no detectable radiation on the meters which is why Susan figured 

that there must have been a high altitude EMP detonation. They took the two wagons and Ron took 

Julien and Pat and went for their stuff. There were, in addition to the two suitcases of clothes, all of 

wƻƴΩǎ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƎŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŎŀǎŜǎ ƻŦ ōƻǘǘƭŜŘ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ 

They made it back to the house in two trips.  

 

4:45p.m. The news reports were quite garbled so no one was sure about what the true situation was. 

Large sections of the country were completely incommunicado. Supposedly, the surviving members of 

Congress along with the Vice President were in the mountain. There were about 15 members of 

Congress that made it, everyone else was caught in the blast that hit D.C. as was the President. The local 

ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ /ƻƴƎǊŜǎǎ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘΦ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǳǇǊŜƳŜ /ƻǳǊǘ 

Justices had made it, the entire judicial branch of the federal government was completely gone. 

Hopefully they could get a list when the VP, now the President addressed what was left of the Nation at 

5:00 pm. 

 

Ψ!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΩ {ǳǎŀƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŎǎΣ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀƭƳ Řƻǿƴ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƻƻƴ 

Susan was going to sedate her with a rolling pin or something. The carrying on was getting on her last 

ƴŜǊǾŜΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǿŜƭƭ ƛƴ ŀ ŎǊƛǎƛǎΦ  

 

{ǳǎŀƴΩǎ aƻƳΣ !ƴƴŜΣ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƳ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘren were in the family 

room playing. Thank God they were entertained, at least for now. They had a back up generator, it had 

ŀƭǎƻ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŀǊŀŘŀȅ ŎŀƎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

whole lot of gas, about 115 Ǝŀƭƭƻƴǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŎŀǊ ǘŀƴƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ нл Ǝŀƭƭƻƴǎ ƛƴ Ǝŀǎ Ŏŀƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƎŀǊŀƎŜΦ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ 5ŀŘ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŎŀǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ōǳǘ 

everyone in the county had the same idea and most of the stations were running out of gas or had run 

ƻǳǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ !Ƴȅ ŀƴŘ wƻƴ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ǘŀƴƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ŀƴȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ŀƴȅǿŀȅ ǎƻ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ 

ǿŜƭƭ ǇǳƳǇ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩt enough rainfall. That was another thing to add to her mental list, 

they were going to have to set up a rain collection system of some sort. Maybe they could use the trash 

Ŏŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǎƻƳŜ wǳōōŜǊƳŀƛŘ ǘǳōǎΧΧΧ 

 

{ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǳntil her father addressed her directly. 

 



ά{¦{!bΗΗΗ /ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 

ά{ƻǊǊȅ 5ŀŘΣ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀ ōƛǘΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōǳǎȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴƴȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭƻǳǘΦ Iƻǿ ōŀŘ ǿƛƭƭ ƛǘ ƎŜǘΣ Ƙƻǿ 

ƭƻƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ƛǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ ŜǘŎΧέ 

 

Susan was the most knowledgeable person in the room NBC had been her MOS in the Guard. She had 

ŜƴƭƛǎǘŜŘ ŀǘ му ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ с ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ ōȅ ŀƴȅ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ 

most of the people in the room, especially since she was the family tinfoil hat member (not really but 

she had more time to read up on things.) and tried to keep current. 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘŜǇŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ Ƙƛǘ ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ōƛƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻƳōǎ ǿŜǊŜΦ LΩƳ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ǿƛƭƭ 

stay on long enough to get an ideŀ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ LΩƳ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ƳƛƴƛƳǳƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΦ Lǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƭŜǎǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŜǊǎ Ǝƻ ŘƻǿƴΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ǘǿƻ 

ǿŜŜƪǎΦέ 

 

ά¢²h ²99Y{ΗΗΗΗ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎ ƳŜΚ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ weeks? Susan, there 

ŀǊŜ нт ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ н ǿŜŜƪǎΦέ 

 

άtŀǘΣ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǊŜǎƻǊǘ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƻǿŜƭǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ 5ŀŘ 

asked me a question and I answered it. If you want to take your chances with the radiation be my guest. 

L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ ±9w¸ 59!5ΗΗΗΦέ 

 

ά{ǳǎŀƴΣ ŎŀƭƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƛǎΦέ wƻōŜǊǘ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ tŀǘΦ 

 

PaǘΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ ²Ŝ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ ƳŀŘŜ Ŧǳƴ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ 

ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ I!{ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ bƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎǳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ [LY9 ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƻǳƎƘ ϝϝϝϝΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ 

ŘŜƳƻŎǊŀŎȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǾƻǘƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ ōǳǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀƴŘ L ŀǊŜ 

ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ LŦ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƴǇǳǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦέ !ƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΧΧ5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 9±9w 

raise youǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΚέ 

 

¢ƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ wƻōŜǊǘ ƛƴ ǘƻǘŀƭ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜΣ 

along with the fact that he had used a vulgarity, let everyone know that he was deadly serious. This was 

so unlike his usual diplomatic self, that it produced immediate results. Pat muttered an apology and sat 

down. 

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳέ wƻōŜǊǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻǿ ŀǎ {ǳǎŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ōŜƛƴƎ 

the case there are some very mundane things we need to worry about. The basement is already 

crowded without us storing our waste products too, so all the men will have to take turns taking the 



ǘǊŀǎƘ ƻǳǘΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀȊƳŀǘ ǎǳƛǘǎ ǎƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǎǘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ 

bagged so just put it on one of the buckets already up there. If nothing else it will be additional 

protection. We do have some face filters but not very good ones so be as quick as you can. Bob Sr. is of 

ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ŜȄŜƳǇǘ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƴ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǳǊƴΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΚέ hǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ƛƴŦŜǊƛƻǊΚέ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ 

wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŦŜƳƛƴƛǎǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ άǊƛƎƘǘǎέΦ  

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ǘǳǊƴ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ōŀƎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ Ǉoop out into the radiation 

ȊƻƴŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǘƻǿŜƭ ǘƻ ǿƛǇŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǊŎŀǎƳ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƛƭƭŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŦƭƻƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪΦ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ōƭǳǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ 

either. 

 

Robert was always a gentleman to Trina (well to any woman for that matter) and Trina was always rude 

ǘƻ wƻōŜǊǘΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ {ǳǎŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ bŜŀƴŘŜǊǘƘŀƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦ hŦ 

ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ άƳŜƴέ ǘƘŀǘ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ŘŀǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻŎƪ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ōǳǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀƴ ΨŜǉǳŀƭΩΦ  

 

{ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ ΨŜǉǳŀƭΩ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ΨǎŀƳŜΩΦ .ƻǘƘ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀƴŘ !ƴƴŜ ƘŀŘ 

tried to explain it to her, but she thought that because Robert was the breadwinner, took out the trash 

and did the butcherinƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǇǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōŀǊŜŦƻƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΧΦΦƻŦ 

ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ άƻǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƭƛŦŜέ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ΨǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΩ 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ōȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

ŀōƻǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀōƛŜǎΧΧ  

 

Susan sighed. It was going to be a LONG two weeks, but it was also a great opportunity for Trina to see 

true equality up close and personal. Hopefully Trina would get a clue.  

 

рΥлл ǇƳ άaȅ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǿƛǘh great sadness and anger that I address you as your commander 

in chief this evening. As you have by now heard, the President, the entire Supreme Court and most of 

Congress, died in the blast that struck Washington D.C. With me here I have the few that werŜƴΩǘ ƛƴ 5Φ/Φ 

when the bomb struck as they were either traveling or in their home states. Congress currently has 

about 6 members. Dr. Ron Paul and John Dingall are the remaining members of the US House of 

Representatives. Representing the Senate are Rick Santorum, Hillary Clinton, John McCain, John Kerry, . I 

am currently the sole surviving member of the executive branch that is here. The Secretary of State is on 

her way here but has not yet arrived. Until we get a firm grip on what is happening, I have the following 

directives. Go to your basement or nearest shelter underground. If you must leave home, please try and 

take food and water with you. All the churches have opened their doors as have the schools, but if you 

can stay home safely you are better off doing so. As you by now know, the entire eastern grid has been 

knocked out by EMP. We are broadcasting from our shelter, and will try and get updates from those 

areas that still have a functioning grid. If you can hear this broadcast, please understand that we will do 

everything we can to help everyone we can, but that for the most part you will have to care for 

yourselves for the next little while. 



 

ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦ !ƭƭ ŎǊƛƳŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ 

capitol crimes during this crisis. I have just deputized the entire nation and all citizens in all states have 

the right to protect themselves and their families. All gun laws are hereby suspended for the duration of 

this crisis and no law-abiding citizen will be ǇǊƻǎŜŎǳǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ άƛƭƭŜƎŀƭέ ŦƛǊŜŀǊƳǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

confidence in the citizens of this nation and I firmly believe that with the help of God we will emerge 

from this crisis stronger and more unified as a nation. This is not a weapons free declaration but you do 

have the right as well as the responsibility to protect yourself and your family. I am simply 

acknowledging that the federal government recognizes that right, not that we have the power to confer 

it. 

 

Please keep listening to your local emergency broadcast station they can give you updates on fallout 

activity and how long you will need to shelter. I wish I could send emergency workers out, but that will 

not be possible for several days or possibly weeks. To any store owners out there, please give people 

ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ƪŜŜǇ ǘǊŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ǊŜƛƳōǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 

bŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ƘŜƭǇ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΦέ 

 

άCƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜǊΩǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŀǎƪ DƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ the members of Congress that 

ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ DƻŘ .ƭŜǎǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ DƻŘ .ƭŜǎǎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦέ  

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ LΩƭƭ ōŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƻƘŜǊŜƴǘ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴΦέ {ŀƛŘ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΦ 

 

5ŀŘŘȅΣ ǎƘƘƘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴΧΧέ 

 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŎƻǳƴǘƛŜǎ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ WŀƳŜǎΣ IƛƭƭǎƛŘŜΧΦΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǎΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘΣ ƴƻǿΦέ 

 

They got the kids and went down to the basement. Robert, Greg and Charles moved the boxes in behind 

themselves to provide some protection. All of the gear was stacked around the perimeter and the 

ōŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǿƻ ŎƘŀƛǊǎΣ ōƻǘƘ Ŝŀǎȅ ŎƘŀƛǊǎΦ hƴŜ ǿŀǎ .ƻō {ǊΩǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

down with a blanket and a book. Everyone agreed to give Susan the other chair. Susan was most 

grateful. Right now she just wanted to sleep. Renee and Lisa had brought books with them and so had 

WǳƭƛŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ƎŀƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǊȅōƻƻƪǎ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ !Ƴȅ 

was reading a story. The men were sitting around making plans and talking about man things, and Trina 

was crying to her mother again. Susan grabbed a sleeping bag and covered up with it. It was chilly in the 

basement but not freezing and with all the body heat it was warming up rather quickly. Susan drifted off 

to sleep thinking about how grateful she was that her family had all gotten to safety, including her brat 

ǎƛǎǘŜǊΧΧΧΦ 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ нΥ Lƴ ǘƘŜ .ŀǎŜƳŜƴǘΧΧ 

 



ά{ǳǎŀƴέΦ ά{ǳǎŀƴ ƘƻƴŜȅ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΦέ wƻōŜǊǘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΦ  

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ¸!²bΧΧ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

 

ά!ōƻǳǘ уΥолΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻƪŜƴ ȅƻǳ ōǳǘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŜƭǇ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ƛŦ L ǎƭŜǇǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΧΦƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŎƭƻŎƪǎ ŀƭƭ ƳŜǎǎŜŘ ǳǇΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘΚέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴΦέ  

 

ά¦Ƴ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ LΩǾŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŀƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘΦ L ƳŜŀƴ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ 

we ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŦƛƴŀƴŎŜǎ ōǳǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ŀ ŘǳƎƻǳǘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ 

 

A few extra notes on what they had done. Susan was always the more paranoid one when it came to 

survival and preparedness, (her training had taught her quite a bit more than she EVER wanted to know 

about the possible threats to her family) and although they had very little money she had been quite 

ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǘƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴƎŜƴŎȅ ǇƭŀƴǎΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ƻŦ ǇǊŜǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

been a tremendƻǳǎ Ŏƻǎǘ ƻǳǘƭŀȅΣ όǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ 

{ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜύ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ƭŀōƻǊ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ǿŀȅ ƛƴ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳƛƭǘ 

of stone and concrete mortar that was 3 feet thick around the entire base of the house. The summer 

after they moved in, the entire family had basically back filled the entire foundation so that the base of 

the house was surrounded in dirt on all four sides. There were no windows, and the one set of doors 

leading directly to the outside was stacked full of boxes of earth to provide a barrier. It struck some of 

the neighbors as a bit weird but when one finally asked, Susan replied that it helped insulate the house 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘ ƳƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǎǘǊŀǿ ōŀƭŜǎ Řƛd. Since many of her neighbors put straw 

bales around their houses, the neighbor accepted the explanation.  

 

So the main weakness of the basement shelter was the ceiling above, which Susan had minimized as 

much as possible by stacking the boxes of dirt (manure & compost) on the ceiling above them. It was far 

from foolproof she knew, but it was much better than nothing. They had also kept all of their water and 

enough food for three months in the basement. Susan stored for thirty people at all times, knowing that 

ƘŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƎǳŜǎǘǎ όƭƛƪŜ DǊŜƎύΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƭƭ 

ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀƴŎȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƻƭŜǊŀōƭŜ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜƴǳ ŦŀǘƛƎǳŜΦ 

That was a concern, especially for the children.  

 

wŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΧΦέIŀǾŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ȅŜǘΚέ 

 

άbƻΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƴŜȄǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

ǿƘƛƴŜΦέ 

 



ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭŜƳan stove is over by the Aunty Em doors. For obvious 

ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎΦέ 

 

¢Ƙŀǘ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘ Ǝƻǘ ǉǳƛȊȊƛŎŀƭ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎΣ ǎƻ {ǳǎŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜƛƴƎ 

pregnant she was the last person that should be near an outside wall, as any radiation she absorbed 

would have a far greater impact on the baby than on her. Charles offered to cook supper; he was quite a 

good cook if a little fussy about his workspace.   

 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎΚ .Ŝŀƴǎ ϧ ǊƛŎŜΚέ WǳƭƛŜƴ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŀƭ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴ 

ǎŀƛŘ ƧƻƪƛƴƎƭȅΦ aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻ ƛǘŜƳǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǘŀǇƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜŀƭǎΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

a bad idea and they had a lot of both it was so cheap, but for the first night Susan thought something a 

ōƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ΨƴƻǊƳŀƭΩ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƛŘŜŀΦ  

 

άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ vǳŜǎŀŘƛƭƭŀǎΚ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǊ ŎǊŜŀƳΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ 

ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘΦέ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊǘƛƭƭŀǎ ϧ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƳ ǳǇ 

quite a bit in here over the next two weeks February or not. We have a lot of body heat in here, and I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƭŜǊǎΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŦǊƛƎŜǊŀǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

freezer into the big camping coolers that Robert and Susan and their children used when reenacting. 

Robert and Susan had in fact met at a reenactment for the War of 1812, and also reenacted the Civil 

War. 

 

This idea went over very well, and Charles started making quesadillas to order. The kids ate first, then 

adults, with the exception of Bob Sr., who actually got his supper at the same time as the smaller 

children. His schedule was very important to him and his supper was already late. After supper Anne and 

Amy collected all the trash (paper plates were shared to minimize this) and Robert got Bob Sr his meds. 

¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ Ǌƻǘŀǘƛƻƴ ōŜƎŀƴΧΧΦ 

 

The bathroom was an old metal chamber pot inside of a wooden box that had a seat cutout on top. The 

pot was lined with a small trash bag which had kitty litter in the bottom to absorb moisture. The wooden 

box also had a hinged lid that closed, which kept the odor to a minimum. Susan had found it at an 

antique store and had bought it to take reenacting. The plastic shacks usually available at events could 

get pretty gross especially when it rained. A sheet had been tacked up for privacy, but someone still had 

to stand watch to prevent the children from peeking. After everyone had used the facility, the bag was 

full and Robert tied up the bag and stuffed it over in the corner to wait for takeout. To try and further 

minimize the smell, he dropped several handfuls of ashes into the bag that were left over from the 

woodstoves upstairs. Susan had insisted on saving some for this purpose. She just hoped it kept the 

smell down a bit. Being pregnant her sense of smell was in overdrive to begin with, and this many 

people this close together was going to be really hard on her nose.  

 

Everyone got dressed for bed and the older children and adults took turns holding up a sheet so that 

people could have some privacy while dressing. Susan volunteered to read the bedtime story, (her 

family was in the middle of The Little House on the Prairie books) and although she was reading to the 



children, pretty much everyone listened. (Not thaǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƳǳŎƘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛƎΦύ 

Afterwards they said nighttime prayer and people participated or were simply silent as they wished. 

LƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎƭȅΣ ¢ǊƛƴŀΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ wƻǎŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜŘ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘΦ  

 

By now it was after 10:00 ŀƴŘ wƻōŜǊǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ΨCǳƴƴȅΩΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ΨǘƘŜ 

ƳŜǘŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǳǇΩΦ IŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ 

ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ 

 

So passed their first night. Not terribly bad although there had been a few tense moments, but Robert 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŀǎǘΦ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

also very opinionated (including Susan) and not shy about sharing those opinions which were sometimes 

wildly different. The basement was already quite crowded feeling and once the novelty wore off, the 

children were going to be a lot more difficult to contain, especially if they had to stay in the basement 

for two weeks.  

 

Robert also worried quite a bit about Susan. She had never had a baby early, but if something was going 

to send her into premature labor the stress of this situation was likely to do it. Tomorrow he would ask 

her about which of her midwifery boƻƪǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜΧΧΦ 

 

ά5ŀŘŘȅΣ Ŏŀƴ L ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΚέ wŜƴŜŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƴǳŎƪ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊΦ  

 

ά{ǳǊŜ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

 

άLΩƳ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳƻƳΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŜŀǊƭȅΚ ¢ƘŜǊe is no WAY the midwife can get here. And 

ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŜŀǊƭȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΚέ wŜƴŜŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŘŜŀŘΣ 

ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ƳƻƳ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΚέ  

 

άLŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ IƻƴŜȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ōƛǊǘƘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ŦƻƻƭƛǎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŀōƻǊ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

birth. That way the staff will have minimum time to intervene with the birth process but there will be 

ŎƻƳǇŜǘŜƴǘ ƘŜƭǇ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦέ 

 

άhƪΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΚέ 

 

άLŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ Ƙŀǎ 

already thought of this possibility, and has planned for it. You know how she likes to try and cover all the 

ōŀǎŜǎΦ LΩƭƭ ŀǎƪ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭƛƪŜΣ ƻƪΚ bƻǿ ǎǘƻǇ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ 

ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ 

 

άhƪ ŘŀŘŘȅΣ ƎƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ  

 



ά[ƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΦέ 

 

Robert smiled inwardly to himself. Renee was so much like her mother in wanting to make sure she had 

a plan for everything and always knew what was going on. Hopefully he had allayed her concerns a little 

and she could get some sleep. Which is exactly what he intended to do himself.  

 

Making his way over to the space on the floor next to Susan he laid down and put his hand on her belly 

just as he always did at night. His last thought before drifting off was that he really hoped his Dad slept 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΧΧ 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ оΥ ¢ƘŜ 5ŀȅ !ŦǘŜǊΧΦΦ 

 

Susan was the first one to wake up the next morning, which was very unusual. She woke with a start 

ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΧΦέhƘ ƴƻΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ Ƴƛƭƪ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƻǾŜǊǎƭŜǇǘΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ 

happened the previous day. Ok, weƭƭΣ ƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚ ¢ƘŜ Ŏƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ƳƛƭƪŜŘΣ ōǳǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌƛǎƪ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻǿΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ŜŀǊΣ άǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ƘƻƴŜȅ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΦέ 

 

Robert who was a ratheǊ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƭŜŜǇŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎΣ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǎŀǘ ǳǇΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΚέ 

 

άL ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎǘƻŎƪΚέ 

 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŜǊǎΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǾŜƭ ƛǎ ǎŀŦŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƻǳǘΦ LŦ ƴƻǘΣ ǘƘŜ animals will just have 

ǘƻ ŦŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦέ 

 

ά.ǳǘ ƘƻƴŜȅ .Ŝǘǎȅ ƛǎ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŀǎǘƛǘƛǎΦέ 

 

ά{ǳǎŀƴΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƭŜǾŜƭ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ƘƛƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴǎΦέ 

 

άhƘ ȅŜŀƘΣ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦŜǘŀƭ ōǊŀƛƴ ŘǊŀƛƴ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳǳŘ 

ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 

ά/ƻŦŦŜŜ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎƻƳŜΦέ 

 

Robert got up and started the Coleman stove and put the big percolator they used for campouts on the 

burner along with the teapot so that the children could have their hot chocolate. Meals were going to 

have to be in shifts with this many people, and he wished they had been able to afford a second stove. 

{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǊŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜǎŜƴǘŦǳƭ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ 

financially with the exception of Trina, and as soon as it hit the fan they had all showed up here, but not 

one of her siblings had ever offered to help with preparations. Charles and Anne had helped quite a bit 

with improving the homestead, and they had done their own stocking of foodstuffs as they were able. 



.ǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎΩǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŀƭ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ {ǳŎƘ ǎƘŜŜǇ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΦ wƻōŜǊǘ ƘŀŘ 

always planned to help the whole family of course, but some additional money to help with stocking up 

would have made the last ten years so much easier for him and Susan, and he imagined her parents as 

ǿŜƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǇƛŎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ 

 

The rest of the group was starting to stir and Charles came over to see if he could help. Anne and Amy 

were both trying to get the little people through the bathroom, and keep them quiet as Trina and Bob 

Sr. were still sleeping. Greg and Ron were cleaning up bedding to make room. Pat & Kim were searching 

through boxes for breakfast food and talking to Susan who along with Renee and Lisa, were getting 

children dressed as they were done with the bathroom. Once everyone was dressed and the hot drinks 

were ready, Greg passed out breakfast bars, while Kim went to wake up TrinaΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ 

breakfast but they were definitely easier than trying to cook. Bob Sr. woke up at this point and wanted 

his cereal, so Robert fixed him a bowl with some evaporated milk that he watered down a bit. They had 

done that before when Ƴƛƭƪ Ǌŀƴ ƭƻǿΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ŦǊŜǎƘ Ƴƛƭƪ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀǎǘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ 

could use the rest of the can for coffee creamer. 

 

With breakfast finished, they had Morning Prayer. It was probably past 6:00 am but they prayed the 

Angelus anyway and also prayed for the country and friends and family. Susan noticed that Greg knew 

the Angelus. So being Susan she asked him, and learned that he was a devout Catholic and a 

conservative, which explained why he and Robert had hit it off at work, they had been about the only 

two conservative Catholics in the entire building.  

 

Robert had checked the indoor meter, the radiation level in the basement still at background levels. 

After he ate he climbed over boxes and checked the meter by the door to the upstairs. It was reading 

ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƻǊ 

ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΦ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŜǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ the 

ǊŀŘƛƻ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦέ 

 

The radio was a small solar radio with a hand crank as a back-up. The adults collectively held their 

breath while he turned it on. Miraculously, the EBS was still on the air, and gave a county by county 

radiation reading. They listened and it seemed that most of the fallout was to the east of them, which 

made sense since at least two bombs had gone off on that side of the state.  

 

!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǊŜŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ƘƛƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƛƎƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘŜŎƛded that 

Robert would go out quickly wearing a face mask and check on the livestock. Greg and Charles 

ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳΤ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ƳƛƭƪŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ 

milk of course. 

 

All three men wore long sleeves and a poncho made out of a garbage bag. They worked quickly and 

ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƛƭƪ wƻōŜǊǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳƛƭƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǿ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ 



if she had a calf, but they had just purchased her a few months earlier and she was pregnant but not due 

to calf until July. They also had two pregnant goats, who were due in May. 

 

All the animals seemed to be doing alright even the chickens, but it was only the first day. Everyone was 

fed and watered, (There was a big barrel of water for the smaller animals and the larger ones had full 

watering troughs.) The guys were in the barn for about 15 minutes. The run to and from the basement 

took an additional 5 minutes, so they were outside the shelter a total of twenty minutes. They figured 

that they could get it down to 10 minutes in the barn in the future. They would go twice a day if fallout 

ƭŜǾŜƭǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ 

 

The barn was built of cement block into the side of a hill. It was surrounded by several feet of earth on 

three sides and this cut down radiation penetration considerably. They stopped at the top of the stairs 

and took off their outer layers of clothing. They also took off the robber shoe protectors they had on 

over their boots. These were left outside the basement. Susan had bought several pairs of sweats at 

goodwill for just this purpose. They were cheap (about 1.00 per outfit) and could be thrown away. The 

rubber shoe covers she got at Wal-Mart. They were made to be worn over shoes and were easier to 

walk in than garbage bags, but still protected the shoes. They cost a bit more than the sweats, but were 

cheap, and since the guys could walk faster in them than the garbage bags it kept their exposure down. 

This alone made the price worth it to Susan. 

 

According to the broadcast they should expect to shelter in the basement for at least another 5-6 days. 

Evidently not all of the bombs to their west had gone off and so the levels of expected radiation were 

less than first feared. Of course it helped a lot that this was an area not likely to get a lot of fallout to 

begin with. Something Susan had looked at when house hunting. 

 

After getting the update, they opted to turn the radio down and leave one person monitoring it, Charles 

volunteered for the task, he was something of a news junkie. 

 

άhƪΣ ƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΚέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƻƳ aŀƎŘŀƭŜƴ ƻǊ aŀƎƎƛŜ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

ƘŜǊŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ у ōǳǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎ ƛǘΦ  

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘan welcome to work with Beth if you want, 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƎŜΦ hǊ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ ŀ ōƻƻƪΦέ 

 

ά{/Ihh[ΗΗΗ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚΗΗΗέ 

 

άbƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΤ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ LǘΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ 

wanǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀȅΦέ 

 

!Ƴȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΣ ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛŘŜŀΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ Ǝƻ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ 

ƎƻƻŘ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

 



ά5ŀŘΣ Řƻ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΚέ  

 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ L ŘƻΚέ  

 

Like most institutionally schooled children Maggie was used to being told what she had to do all the 

time. Susan suggested that she find out what Beth was working on first and study with her. Beth at the 

moment was working on reading comprehension and so the two girls started reading aloud (quietly) to 

each other. The other children started their lessons and Julien took Jaicob, Patrick and Ron Jr. off to the 

ǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ŀ [ŜƎƻ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǿƻǊƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎΣ ōǳǘ 

actually it was helping them improve their fine motor skills. Boys had different educational needs than 

girls. Before the age of about 7, more active learning was much easier for them. Kim was working with 

Mandy in a phonics book that Susan had, at six she was just learning to read. Rose opted to pick out a 

ōƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǎǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƘŀŘ ŎǊŀȅƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƻǊƛƴƎ ōƻƻƪǎ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ άƭŜǎǎƻƴǎέ 

like the big kids 

 

With all of the children settled in, and Bob Sr. asleep once again (he napped off and on throughout the 

day), Robert asked Susan if they could talk. Most of the other adults were either talking or reading. 

Thank God that they had a lot of books and magazines. This was a reading family from top to bottom 

and they would have gone nuts without something to read. Greg had wandered over to the radio to 

listen with Charles to the news, and they were talking softly about what they were hearing. 

 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ōƻǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ L Řƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀōƻǊ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

 

At this Ǉƻƛƴǘ ōƻǘƘ wŜƴŜŜ ŀƴŘ [ƛǎŀ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

said anything Lisa was just as worried as Renee was. 

 

{ǳǎŀƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘƛƴƎΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǎ ǊŜŀŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ Ƙƻǿ 

to catch. The Hesperian foundation book for midwives (A Book for Midwives) has the most complete 

information in the most compact form. Then you should talk about who would do what, and what to do 

if there is a complication. Now we know that I have big babies, so Robert, you should practice how to 

get a sticky shoulder unstuck. It may not happen but better prepared than not.  

 

You also need to review what a complete placenta looks like. There are pictures in the book, and I can 

take a look at it too. If somethinƎ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƭƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

Ƴŀƴǳŀƭ ǊŜƳƻǾŀƭ ƛŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ  

 

wŜƴŜŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴƧŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǎƻ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜƴǘŀ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ƻǊ L ǎǘŀrt to bleed 

too much you need to be prepared to give me an injection. I have some oxytocin that we use for the 



cow in two prepared syringes for my body weight. I made them up yesterday, just in case. If you need to 

give the injection do it in my upper thigh where the most meat is. One should be plenty; the second is a 

ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ 

circumstances. Obviously cleanliness is very important, I have the birth kit down here just in case, and if 

you have to touch me or do anything internal use the iodine to wash your hands and use the gloves. Use 

them once and then get a new pair, I have an entire box. Better safe than sorry. 

 

Lisa, you are going to need to clean off the baby. You can use a cloth from the birth kit to wipe most of 

the gunk off, and then put the baby into a receiving blanket and make sure that the baby is warm 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ bŜǿōƻǊƴǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƻŘȅ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ нп ƘƻǳǊǎ ǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ 

that we keeǇ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ǿŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘΦ tǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǾŜǊ 

ƘƛǎκƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ōƻŘȅ ƘŜŀǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜǎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ 

 

bƻǿΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀōƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǘΣ ƛŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ LΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ǝƻ Ǉŀǎǘ 

duŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ LŦ ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎŜŎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǳƴƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀōƻǊΦ {ƻΣ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎ ŀǊŜ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘ 

ŦƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǎƛȄ ǿŜŜƪǎΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ 

ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǊ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ŀ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦέ 

 

ΨaŀȅōŜ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΩ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ Ψ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƭŀȊŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦΩ  

 

άIŜȅΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŎŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 

wŜƴŜŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ ά²Ŝƭƭ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ L w9![[¸ ƘƻǇŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ ƳƻƳΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦέ [ƛǎŀ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƳǳŎƘ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

moment.  

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōǳǘ L ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻǳǘŜ L ǿƛƭƭ 

ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƘŀǇǇƛŜǊ ǘƻƻΦέ wƻōŜǊǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ {ǳǎŀƴ ŦƻǊ 

all the other births but he would still be much more comfortable if the midwife made it. 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƴȅ Ŏƻƴǎƻƭŀǘƛon to the three of you, I have confidence in your ability to deal with it if it 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦ LŦ ƛǘΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŀǘƛƻƴ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ŀ ŎǊƛǎƛǎΦ 

But I really would like you all to read up on it first. You might haǾŜ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘΦέ 

DƛǊƭǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀǎǎƛƎƴƳŜƴǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǳǎǳŀƭ ƻƴŜΦέ 

 

άhY ƳƻƳΦέ .ƻǘƘ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ƻŦ ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜǊȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ! .ƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ aƛŘǿƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

sat down. Renee started reading out loud to Lisa and both became quite absorbed within seconds. 

 

άwƻōŜǊǘΣ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ hǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƎƻΚέ 

 



ά.ŜƭƻǾŜŘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƛǎǘƛŎ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳǳŎƘ rather they 

ōŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻǘΦέ 

 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƳŀȅōŜ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ƻǊ YƛƳ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ŎǊƛǎƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ YƛƳ ŘƻŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

do great, but she dƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŦǊŀƴƪƭȅ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ 

ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǿŜΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ōŜfore I have the baby, privacy is not exactly 

Ŝŀǎȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ōƛǊǘƘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǇŜŎǘŀǘƻǊ ǎǇƻǊǘΦέ  

 

άaŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ άhYΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜ 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ŎƻƭŘ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǿƻǊƪǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ƭǳƴŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŎƻƴǎǳƳƛƴƎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ 

LŦ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ǘǿƻ 

weeks, although I think we should sleep down here until the radiation is approaching background levels 

ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀōǎƻǊō ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 

ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŀŘǳƭǘΦ L ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ 9.{ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 

aboǳǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ tƻǘŀǎǎƛǳƳ ƛƻŘƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦέ 

 

άIƻƴŜȅΣ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻȄȅƎŜƴ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΚ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ōƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ L 

am a little concerned aboǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀŎƪǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƭŜǎ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ L Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ IŜǇŀ ŦƛƭǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǊƴŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƛǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎƻ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΦ 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭŜƳŀƴ ǎǘƻǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ Wǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ 

track of the meters down here and by the stairs, if we see an increase in radiation down here then we 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦέ  

 

άhƪΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ōut the one at the top of the stairs is 

ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘΦέ 

 

άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘΚέ 

 

ά!ōƻǳǘ оw ǇŜǊ ƘƻǳǊΦέ 

 

ά²ƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ ƎŜǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ǎŀȅΚέ 

 

ά¢ƘŜƛǊ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ рw ǇŜǊ ƘƻǳǊέ 



 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΦ !ǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ōǊƻŀŘŎŀǎǘƛƴƎ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ƘƛƎƘƭȅ 

Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŀŦŜΦέ 

 

άLǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎǳƛǘǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀǿ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƳǇǊƻǾƛǎŜŘ ǿƛƭƭ ǿƻǊƪ 

ŦƻǊ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇŜǊƛƻŘǎΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǎǇŜƴŘǎ ƻƴŎŜ ƘƻƴŜȅΦ tŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅ L ǿƛǎƘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ IŀƳ ǊŀŘƛƻ ǎŜǘ-

ǳǇΣ LΩŘ ŘŜŀǊƭȅ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ ŜƭǎŜ ƛǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 

άhƘ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƘƛƴŘ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ нлκнлΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŜǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭǎΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǎŀŦŜΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǊŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ŦƻǊ 

ƭǳƴŎƘΚέ 

 

ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ /Ƙƛƴese. Seriously, I was thinking something low key like soup and sandwiches, 

ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉƭŀƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦ LΩƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǳǇ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƭŜǊǎ 

ŜŀǊƭȅΦ {ƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǿƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

 

Robert went and got out the last packages of steak they had from the last beef they had butchered. If 

they had to throw meat out because it spoiled he would much rather it be burger than steak. Cooking on 

the Coleman stove was goiƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ŀ ƎƻǳƭŀǎƘ ƻǳǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ IŜΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ 

ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŘΦ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŀƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŦǊŜŜȊŜǊΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ 

occurred to him that it was full to the rim with all the hamburger and poultry they had. 

 

Susan decided to read also, but about five minutes into her book she fell asleep. 

So, what was everyone else doing? Charles and Greg were still talking about this that and the other 

thing, mainly getting to know each other. Charles had never met a stranger and this was coming in very 

handy since Greg felt rather uncomfortable as the only non-family member in the basement. Greg found 

himself telling Charles that he was the only child of immigrant parents from Poland. Both of his parents 

were deceased and he had no other family in the United States. He had graduated from a small Catholic 

ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƛƴ IŀƳǘǊŀƳŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƻ aƛŎƘƛƎŀƴ {ǘŀǘŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ Ƴŀƛƴƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

ƘŜǊ ȅŜǘΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ a devout Catholic girl.  

 

He had met Robert one day at church believe it or not. It had been a Holy day and they had gone to 

noon Mass at the same nearby church on their lunch hour. Robert had seen Greg pull into the parking 

lot and had recognized him. So he had said hello, and they ended up eating lunch together pretty often. 

Robert had told Susan about Greg, and both had been praying for him to find a good wife for some time. 

Greg told Charles pretty much his life story, and Charles just listened and let him talk, once in awhile 

asking a question or two.  



 

Anne was reading a book on gardening. She had a green thumb and had gardened extensively but was a 

little rusty and decided to refresh her memory. Being the smart woman that she was, Anne knew that 

they were most likely going to be growing all their own food for awhile and that Susan was going to 

need help coordinating things since she would be caring for a new baby soon. Pat was reading a medical 

book, Susan had quite a few and he had studied nursing before family obligations and interest made him 

decide to go the business route instead. Now however, he knew that someone needed to know what to 

do in case of emergency and he was worried about his sister giving birth down here too. Ron and Amy 

were helping ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǎǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǇŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ άǎŎƘƻƻƭέ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǊ 

children. Trina was reading a cookbook written in the early fifties, back when people cooked their food 

from scratch. The recipe for baked chicken had you start by removing the head and plucking the 

ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊǎΦ Lǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎǊƻǎǎ ǘƻ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ 

meat for several years now so that was probably what they did. Actually for all her griping Trina was glad 

her sister had beŜƴ ǎƻ ǿŜƛǊŘΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƪŜŜǇ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ƘŜǊ 

ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊŀǇΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǳōƳƛǎǎƛǾŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻΧΧ 

 

Susan woke up abouǘ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƭǳƴŎƘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ŀōƻǳǘ 

ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΤ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜǿ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻŎƪ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ 

discussed what to do about dinner. Robert brought up the goulash idea and everyone said that sounded 

fine so they went with that.  

 

After lunch the younger children started playing card games and board games while the older children 

and the adults sat down for a planning meeting. Robert asked Susan to sum up what needed to be done 

and her plans for how to do it. She was really much better at people management than he was and he 

was more than happy to defer to her on this type of thing. 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΣ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ р-6 more days according to the radio and also 

our own meter readings. The children and I should at least sleep down here for awhile after that, but as 

ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ 

the day. The adults will have to be responsible for most of the decontamination and also burying the 

ƭƛǾŜǎǘƻŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻǿΣ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ Ǉǳǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǇŀǎǘǳǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΤ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎΦ 

We have enough hay for a year if we have to go that route, and until we can talk to the vet, or test her 

Ƴƛƭƪ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƛǘΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƴ ǎƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ {ŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƻŜǎ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴǎ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜǎΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ŜǾŜƴ Ǝƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŦŦ 

but hopefully we can find out.  

 

L Ŏŀƴ ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǿƘƛƭŜ ȅŜǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

shower and be in fresh clothing when you come to talk to me. Unborn babies are extremely vulnerable 

and I want a healthy baby born. 

 

Next, we need to hook the big freezers up to the generator. Seeing as its February, the contents should 



stay frozen since the freezers are out in the garage, but you never know, and we have a lot of meat in 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƛƴǾentory of the freezers in the food storage binder, so we 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƴ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀǘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘ 

ƻŦ Ǝŀǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ƻǊ ƛŦ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳƻǊŜΦ IƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜƳǇty the 

freezer before we run out. Once the gas cans are empty, we may need to siphon gas out of the 

automobiles until we can get that meat processed.  

 

We have the propane stove until we run out of propane and the tank is almost full. We heat with wood, 

so that should last us a long time. If we do run out of propane we can also use the woodstove to can, but 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ŎŀƴƴŜǊǎ LΩŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŀƴŜΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŀǘŎƘ ǎƻ ǿŜ 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ IƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ōȅ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜar we can get more propane for the stove. If not, 

ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎǘƻǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴƴŜǊǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘƛƴƎ 

it.  

 

²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛŘ ƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜǎǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŜŎƻƴƻƳȅ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴow 

ǿƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŦƛƴŀƴŎƛŀƭ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜΣ ǎƻ LΩƳ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΦ ²ƛǘƘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜōƻǳƴŘ 

for a bit so I can do most of the cooking and with some help from the middle children maintain the 

household. That will free up the adults for the heavier work outside. If things do get back to normal, you 

Ŏŀƴ ŀƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ LŦ ƴƻǘΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǿƛƴǘer.  

 

CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀƭŀǊƳƛǎǘΣ ōǳǘ L ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ 

of long term situation. Once they run out of food they will be getting desperate, and some may even 

find their way out here. We are pretty far away from any urban area, but still better to be safe than 

ǎƻǊǊȅΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǘŎƘΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ 

tried to cover the most important stuff.  

 

L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǳŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

мутлΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳ ƛǎ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Ǉick up 

on how to do things pretty quickly. Since we reenact quite a bit, Robert, Julien and the girls do know 

Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎƭŀŘ L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ōǊƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ άŘƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŜŘέ ŀǎ ƛǘ 

were.  

 

That brings us to laundry, and other mundane things about non-ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ 

laundry by hand until the power comes back on. There is no way that I can do that by my self, not for 

ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭŀǳƴŘǊȅ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǇŜƻǇle take turns. 

It also means that as soon as radiation levels are way down people are going to have to change their 

clothes less often. Not that I expect you to stay in filthy or wet clothes but we are going to have to be far 

more conservationist in outlook and that means conserving our energy too. 

 

Did I forget anything? Oh, well, yes one more thing. Our septic system is not going to handle this many 



people for very long, so as soon as possible we need to get an outhouse dug and set up. We can use our 

rinsŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŘǳƳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŀǇȅ ƪƛƴŘΣ ōǳǘ 

ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƛƴ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ .ŀǘƘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǳō ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǊŜŎȅŎƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ƛŦ 

ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ƪƛŘǎ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ōŀǘƘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀlly since the water will have to be heated for each 

ōŀǘƘΦ aŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŎƻǳǇƭŜǎ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ 

 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƴƎ ǘŜǊƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ !ƳȅΦ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ  

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ ƳŜ ǘƻƻΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΚέ  

 

ά{ǳŎƘ ŀǎΚΦΦΦΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ōǊŜŀƪǎ ŀ ƭŜƎΣ ƻǊ ƎŜǘǎ 

ǎƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

 

ά!ƳȅΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ōƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ but I would be really happy if someone else would start really 

ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǎǘǳŦŦΦέ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ōƻƻƪǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƳ 

ŀƭƭΦέ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƳƛǎƘΦέ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƛŦ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ Ŏould pick a 

specialty get up to speed and then start cross training everyone else that would be great. I for one 

would hate to have one medical person, because what happens if that person gets sick or hurt? Same 

with everything else. Does that make sense tƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΚέ 

 

tŀǘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƭƭ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǎǘǳŦŦΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ 

ƴƻǘ ǎǉǳŜŀƳƛǎƘΦ aŀȅōŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƪƛŘǎ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘǳŘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΚέ  

 

άLΩƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘ ¦ƴŎƭŜ tŀǘΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǉǳŜŀƳƛǎƘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ [ƛǎŀΣ ǿƘƻ although young was definitely NOT 

squeamish. 

 

This got the ball rolling and pretty soon everyone had volunteered for something. People drifted away at 

that point and started looking through the boxes of books for relevant material. Robert and Susan were 

both bibliophiles (book lovers) so there were plenty of relevant books to go through. Not to mention all 

the stuff that Susan had downloaded off the internet. 

 

The older children were told that they could use whatever they were studying as their reading 

assignments, literature is all well and good but survival was more important at this time. Even with the 

older children pitching in they were still a rather small group all things considered.  

 

No-one had volunteered for security, mainly because no-one was sure what to do. Charles had been in 

ǘƘŜ !ǊƳȅ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ YƻǊŜŀΣ ŀƴŘ {ǳǎŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ улΩǎ ōǳǘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƎǊǳƴǘΦ {ǳǎŀƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

NBC, which was great as far as knowledge went but not so much security. Charles had been in 



electronics. But you work with ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƎƻǘΦ {ƻ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀƴŘ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

They counted up all the adults they had and the older children that could shoot. Not all of the adults 

could shoot, so they were put on watch with someone that could until they could be trained. Pat, Anne, 

Trina and Amy were not shooters and Charles freely admitted that he was a bit rusty. Greg was a 

shooter, although he mostly shot handgun (he had a CCW license) and wanted some practice with a 

rifle. Ron was a hunter and had lots of experience with his rifles, but not much with a handgun. Robert, 

Susan and their three oldest children were all very experienced with both, they had practiced quite a bit 

and both Robert and Susan had CCW licenses. So, they decided that shooting school was first on the 

agenda when they finished detoxing the house and yard. 

 

{ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ŀƴŀƭ ǊŜǘŜƴǘƛǾŜ ǉǳŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴŘΦ {ƘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƘŀŘ 

tarped all the gardens while waiting for Robert to get home. So when the time came they would just 

have to remove the tarps very carefully and then test the soil underneath. 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ п /ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ¦ǇΧΧ 

 

The next few days in the basement were very uneventful. Everyone read a lot and talked a lot about 

what they would do and the order in which they would do it. Bob Sr. was a bit confused as to what day it 

was but he seemed to remain pretty with it otherwise. 

 

It was exactly one week when they announced on the radio that radiation levels had dropped enough 

that it was safe to go out. Susan and Amy stayed in the basement with all of the children except Julien, 

ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘǊȅ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ 

cleaning up. 

 

First they checked on the livestock. Surprisingly, all of the animals were still alive except two of the 

chickens. The water troughs were filled, which took a long time pumping water by hand. Robert checked 

on the amount of feed available and although they had plenty of hay for awhile, chicken feed was going 

to run out in a couple ƻŦ ǿŜŜƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ 

free range. 

 

The next step was cleaning off the roofs and dusting the house. This took about four days of working 

steadily in shifts. Susan was just glad the fallout had been so mild, otherwise it would have taken a lot 

longer. Finally 12 days after the bombs had gone off Susan and the children came out of the basement. 

{ǳǎŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƭƻƴƎΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƻǾŜǊǊŜŀŎǘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ǎǘƛǊ ŎǊŀȊȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

basemŜƴǘ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ Ǌǳƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻŦ 

the house during the day, but everyone slept in the basement for the rest of February. They moved back 

up into the house in mid March. 

 

The house had four bedrooms, a living room, and a family room that were being used as sleeping space. 

Anne and Charles were the smallest family so they took the master bedroom. Bob Sr. kept his room, he 

was familiar with it. Ron and Amy and their kids went into one of the upstairs bedrooms and Trina and 



her kids went into the other. Pat and Kim and Mandy took the living room and Robert and Susan and 

their children took the family room since it was the biggest room in the house. It was also the room 

where the heating woodstove was located. So Robert was able to keep the stove going all night which 

ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƘŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ CƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎǘƻǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŀƎŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ 

fallout on it to worry about. The kitchen woodstove could also heat and Pat kept that going throughout 

the night since it was right next to the living room. 

 

The last week of March rolled around and the phones were still out as was the electricity. Working hard 

they had managed to get all of the meat canned before they had run out of gas for the generator. In 

ŦŀŎǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ǘŀƴƪ ƛƴ WǳƭƛŜƴΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇƛŎƪ-ǳǇ ǘǊǳŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊƻǇŀƴŜΤ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

used it for anything but canning. They had water thanks to the hand pump, and the animals were still 

doing ok. Robert had made contact with their vet who lived about a five minute walk from the house. 

5ƻŎ .ŀƪŜǊΣ όǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΣ ƴƻ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŀƛǊƛŜ ƧƻƪŜǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜύ ƘŀŘ ǘŜǎǘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ 

and told them that the animals were fine. So they even had milk and eggs again. They had not been able 

to contact the midwife, she lived about 15 minutes away by car, which was several hours by horse, and 

ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘǳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƳƛŘ 

April and Susan always wŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊŘǳŜΧ 

 

άwƻōŜǊǘΣ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

 

ά!ōƻǳǘ нΥолΦ IƻƴŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ǌǳƴ ƳŜ ŀ ōŀǘƘΚέ 

 

άbh²Κέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǇŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ .ǊŀȄǘƻƴ IƛŎƪǎ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇΦέ 

 

άIƻǿ ŦŀǊ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚέ 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƭŀōƻǊ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŘǳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

ǿŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ L ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ƻǾŜǊŘǳŜΣ ǿƘȅΚέ 

 

άWǳǎǘ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ōŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

 

άhƪ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΦέ 

 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ƻƪΚέ 

 

άhƪΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ƪŜǇǘ ŘƻȊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ΨŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΩΣ ŀƴŘ wƻōŜǊǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

bath was ready. She got into the bathtub and left the door to the bathroom open so the heat would 

come in from the stove. Robert sat right by the door to keep watch and also to time contractions. He 



had a bad feeling that this was labor, early or not. The contractions were coming five minutes apart and 

were lastƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦ aƻǊŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

talk to him while having one. 

 

ά{ǳǎŀƴ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ƭŀōƻǊΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎŜƴŘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜΦέ 

 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ƭŀōƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 

άhYΣ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜƭŀȄ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘŜŀΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

 

άhƪΦέ 

 

wƻōŜǊǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ WǳƭƛŜƴΦ ά{ƻƴΣ ƳƻƳ ƛǎ ƛn labor and you need to go get 

5ŜōǊŀΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƛǎ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ƭŀōƻǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǎƻ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǎ 

ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦέ 

 

άhƪ 5ŀŘΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΦέ WǳƭƛŜƴ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƻ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳΣ 

and waited until he was at the end of the driveway before putting the pedal to the metal.  

 

wƻōŜǊǘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜǘǘƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎǘƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅ ƛǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ƘƻƴŜȅ L 

wanted to check on the fire while I was out ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪΣ L ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎǘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǳǇ ŀ ōƛǘΣ LΩƳ ǘƛǊŜŘΦέ 

 

wƻōŜǊǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΤ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘƭȅ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

midwife soon.  

 

Meanwhile, Julien was breaking all sorts of lanŘ ǎǇŜŜŘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 5ŜōǊŀΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ IŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ мр 

minute drive in about 8, praying the whole way that the midwife was home. When he pulled into the 

ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅ ƘŜ ƭŀƛŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 5ŜōǊŀΩǎ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ²ŀȅƴŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ 

shotgun at the ready and asked Julien what he wanted. 

 

άIƛ aǊΦ ²ŀȅƴŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ WǳƭƛŜƴ {ŎƘƴŜƛŘŜǊΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ƛǎ ƛƴ ƭŀōƻǊ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ aƛǎǎ 5ŜōǊŀΦ Lǎ ǎƘŜ 

ƘƻƳŜΚέ όtƭŜŀǎŜ ǎŀȅ ȅŜǎύ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 

 

ά59.Σ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ {ŎƘƴŜƛŘŜǊ ōƻȅΣ {ǳŜΩǎ ƛƴ ƭŀōƻǊΦέ ό¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ WŜǎǳǎύ ǿŀǎ WǳƭƛŜƴΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ 5ŜōǊŀ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ WǳƭƛŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎŀǘŎƘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ƘƻƭŘ ƻƴ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƪƛǘ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ  

 

²ŀȅƴŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

getting to D@mn old for these middle of the night wake-up calls. 

 



A few minutes later Debra came out the door lugging her kit. Julien jumped out of the truck and took it 

ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊΦ ά/ŀƴ L Ǉǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ aƛǎǎ 5ŜōǊŀΚέ  

 

ά{ǳǊŜΣ ƛǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ōƛǊǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘƻƻƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ƭƛƪŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ 

 

5ŜōǊŀ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ōƛǊǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

want it getting cold on the drive over. Julien helped her in and shut the door for her before sprinting 

over to his own side and off they went. They made it back in about 6 minutes, as Julien was really 

ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻƳΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀǊǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ [9hΩǎ 

ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ Wǳƭƛen was on. 

 

{ǳǎŀƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ WǳƭƛŜƴ Ǉǳƭƭ ƛƴ όƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘύΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŦǳǎǎƛƴƎ ŀǘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ 

άIƻƴŜȅ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊ 5ŜōǊŀ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǾŜ ǿŀǎǘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ Ǝŀǎ ŀƴŘΧΦΦέ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ {ǳǎŀƴ Ǝƻǘ ŀ 

very peculiar look on her face and stopped talking. Debra walked in at that moment saw the look and 

ŀǎƪŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΧΦ άIƛ ƘƻƴΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ  

 

άIƛ 5ŜōǊŀΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōŀƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƻƛǘǳǎΦέ όōƛǊǘƘ ŎŀƴŀƭύΦ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƻƪ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǿŀǎƘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŎƘŜŎƪ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦέ 

 

Debra washed her hands and after Susan had gotten out of the tub and onto the birthing stool, Debra 

checked her. 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƘƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŜŦŦŀŎŜŘΣ ŀǘ л ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ у ŎƳ ŘƛƭŀǘŜŘΦ όLƴ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŜǊǾƛȄ Ƙŀǎ 

completely thinned out, the baōȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŜǊǾƛȄ ƛǎ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

completely-мл ŎƳ ƛǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜΦύ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ƛƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǇǳǎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀōȅ ƻǳǘΦέ 

 

άL ŀƳΚΗ .ǳǘ LΩƳ ŜŀǊƭȅΦ L ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻ ŜŀǊƭȅΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜǘ that the added stress of the last month or so has probably altered 

ȅƻǳǊ ŎȅŎƭŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀōȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 

Susan looked around for Robert; he was right behind her massaging her lower back since it always hurt 

her more there. 

 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŘŜŀǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŎŜ ƻǊ ǘǿƛŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ wƻōŜǊǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƪƛǎǎ 

and smiled. 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƻƪΦ hƘ Ƴŀƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜΦέ CƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ 

breathe loudly but that was about it. 



 

Two contractions later, Susan got pushy and about five pushes later the head crowned. 

 

άhƪ {ǳǎŀƴ ǎǘƻǇ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŜŎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻǊŘΦέ 5ŜōǊŀ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŎƻǊŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

ōŀōȅΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŀōȅ ǊƻǘŀǘŜŘ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ǘǳǊƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ was normal, and Debra told Susan she could push 

ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ƻǳǘΦ άDƻƻŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ L Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ 5ŜōǊŀ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŘƛŘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ 

push out she came. The first sound she heard was laughter. That was a good thing. 

 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ {ǳǎŀƴΦ hƘ ƳȅΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ {ǳǎŀƴΦέ wƻōŜǊǘ ƎŀǾŜ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀ ƪƛǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ 

he did at every birth. No matter how many times he saw it, every child was a miracle. Susan was also 

crying and welcoming her new daughter. She was perfect. Everything was in order and functioning 

properly. She even pooped right away so they knew that part worked too. 

 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ !ǎƪŜŘ 5ŜōǊŀΦ  

 

άaƛǊƛŀƳέ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ  

 

Miriam looked around and although she had cried for about 30 seconds, as she was born she stopped 

soon after and started looking around at her mom and dad and the new place she was in. 

 

ά{ǳǎŀƴΣ ƛǘǎ aƻƳΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΚέ 

 

άCƛƴŜ aƻƳΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŘ ǳǇΦέ 

 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ǿŜ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ /Ƙŀrles said with a smile in his voice.  

 

άwƻōŜǊǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜǿ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎΦέ  

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘ ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ŘǊȅ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ 

 

This process took about 30 minutes since they had to wait for the placenta. Debra like most midwives 

was very hands off. Unless there as a problem, she was more than willing to wait for the natural process 

to complete itself. Thankfully, there were no problems in this instance and 30 minutes later Robert 

helped Susan into the bed in the family room. Renee who had woken up when Julien left had already 

come in and was holding Miriam. She had even gotten to cut the umbilical cord this time. 

 

They got Susan and Miriam all settled into the bed and Susan asked if there was any steak left. She 

usually had a really good steak and some eggs, juice and toast right after giving birth. Every time she had 

a baby she was ravenous and the steak was her reward for a job well done. Due to the strike and the 

after effects all the steak was gone, so she settled for three eggs, toast and juice. After eating heartily, 

Susan promptly fell asleep. It was still pitch black outside since it was only 5 am. Debra wanted to stay 

ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ǇƻǎǘǇŀǊǘǳƳ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƭƛƪŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ŜǘŎΧ {ƻ ǎƘŜ 



sat down and slept in the easy chair for awhile. Robert went to sleep also, but Anne and Charles got up 

and started breakfast for everyone.  

 

At about 9 that morning Debra checked Susan for the last time, left instructions with Robert and Renee 

about what to do if there was a bleeding problem, and Julien took her home. She told him to come and 

ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ōƛǊǘƘΦέ  

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ LΩŘ ǳǎŜ {ǳǎŀƴΦ {ŎŀǊȅ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ 9ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ 

ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ /ƭŜƻǇŀǘǊŀΦέ 

 

άtŀǊŘƻƴΚέ 

 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ vǳŜŜƴ ƻŦ ŘŜ bƛƭŜΦέ 

 

άIŀ ƘŀΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŎƻƳŀŘƛŀƴΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ aƛǊƛŀƳ ŀǊŜ ƻƪΦέ 

 

άaŜ ǘƻƻΦ IƻƴŜȅ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƛǊŜŘΦέ  

 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ 

ƎƻƛƴƎΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǎŜŜŘǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ  

 

άhƪΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎΚέ 

 

ά¢omatoes and Peppers. The Celery was started back in February, and we have to transplant it to bigger 

ǇƻǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƭƻƴǎ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΦέ 

 

άIŀǾŜ ŦǳƴΦέ 

Chapter 5 The New Normal 

 

While Susan slept and the rest of the family started seeds, the world around them was starting to crack 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀƳǎΦ /ƛǾƛƭƛȊŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ 

 

President Cheney was still in the mountain, along with what remained of the Federal government. 

Secretary of State Rice had made it; and along with President Cheney, Congress (what was left anyway) 

and several military officers was meeting to discuss how best to get things under control.  

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴΦ CƛǊǎǘΣ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ 9ǊƛŎƪǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ŀƴ ƻǾŜǊǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ 



wƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ {ƛǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿǎΦ !ǎ ƴŜŀǊ ŀǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴǎ 

in or over the following US cities. 

 

The following we have confirmed were nuclear devices. 

Detroit, Michigan, New York, New York, Chicago, Illinois, Columbus, Ohio, Los Angeles, California, 

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, Washington D.C., Phoenix, Arizona, and finally Charleston, South Carolina. 

 

In addition there were conventional munitions explosions in the following cities. 

Atlanta, Georgia, Boston, Massachusetts, Las Vegas, Nevada, Salina, Kansas, Billings, Montana, 

Minneapolis, Minnesota, Des Moines, Iowa, Burlington, Vermont, Jacksonville, Florida, and Memphis 

¢ŜƴƴŜǎǎŜŜΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ άŘƛǊǘȅ ōƻƳōǎέ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘΣ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ 

spotty at best. We have reason to suspect however, that some of them were.  

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜǎǘƛƳŀǘŜŘ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǘƻƭƭ /ƻƭΦΚέ !ǎƪŜŘ {ŜƴŀǘƻǊ {ŀƴǘƻǊǳƳΦ 

 

ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ȅŜǘ {ƛǊΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƴ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ƎǳŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƻŦ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦέ ²ŀǎ {ŜƴŀǘƻǊ /ƭƛƴǘƻƴΩǎ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘΦ IƛƭƭŀǊȅ 

distrusted the military to begin with and this idiot Col. hemming and hawing got on her nerves. She 

ΨƪƴŜǿΩ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎΣ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 

the same, keep congress in the dark. After all she and Bill had done it all the time when they had been in 

the white house. Poor Bill, he was probably trying to lie his way into heaven right about now. She 

thought with a smirk. 

 

άhǳǊ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ōŜǎǘ ƎǳŜǎǎ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŀǇǇǊƻȄƛƳŀǘŜƭȅΣ нр Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ ¢ƘŜ /ƻƭΦ 5ƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƳŀƛƴǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇƻǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎǘŀǘƛng that 

figure.  

 

¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŀǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƻŎŎǳǇŀƴǘǎ ŀōǎƻǊōŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜƴ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ /ƘŜƴŜȅ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƻǊǎΚέ 

 

ά²Ŝ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ ōǳǊǎǘ {ƛǊΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ 

our fƻǊŎŜǎ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǎǘŜǊƴ {ǘŀǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŦƭȅƻǾŜǊǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƴŜ 

ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƙƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǎŀŦŜ ǘƻ 

send in ground troops without the heavy armored vehicles. Until we can get supply lies in place to fuel 

those vehicles and supply the personnel manning them the unit commanders are hesitant to send 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀǊŜŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƘƛǘΚέ 



 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǎƛǊΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƻǘŀƭ ŎƘŀƻǎΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǳǊōŀƴ areas all across the country, they 

are running out or have run out of food. Transportation is at a complete standstill, no drivers are willing 

to run the risk of getting hijacked. Immediately after the attack the truckers were the only means of 

delivery and things were fine for the first few weeks. But as supplies started getting scarce and rationing 

ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǎƻ ŘƛŘ ƘƛƧŀŎƪƛƴƎǎΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ǘǊǳŎƪŜǊǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ 

they have an armed escort. This has had the effect of causing many urban residents to either flee 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǊǳǊŀƭ ŀǊŜŀǎ ƻǊ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘƭȅΦ [ƻŎŀƭ ƭŀǿ ŜƴŦƻǊŎŜƳŜƴǘ ƛǎ 

completely overwhelmed. Many are no longer even trying to do anything about the crimes, they are 

concentrating on protecting hospitals and other essential services. Every government entity that has 

ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŎŀǇŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ƛǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΦέ 

 

ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΚ hǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ 

 

άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ {ƛǊΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ DǳŀǊŘ ŀnd many Governors have already done so, but 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǊŜŀƭ ƭƻƎƛǎǘƛŎŀƭ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ 

ŀǊŜ ōǊƻŀŘŎŀǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ǳǇ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻΣ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦέ  

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǳǇ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳǊǘ ƳŀǊǘƛŀƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ōŜƛƴƎ !²h[Φέ 

 

ά{ŜƴŀǘƻǊ YŜǊǊȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ŘǳŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΣ {ƛǊΣ L Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ ǳƴƛǘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƛǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǳƴƛǎƘ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ǊŀŘƛƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ Ŏŀlled up. We are attempting to get a 

hold of as many as we can, and about 63% of our guard units are at reasonable manpower levels at this 

ǘƛƳŜΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŦŜŘŜǊŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŜƳ aǊΦ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΚέ 

 

άbƻΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŜǎǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƳŜ ǎǘates and helped out there. Is there anything 

ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜǎ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ǿƛǎŜΚέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ {ƛǊ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŜƭǇ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ǘǊƻƻǇǎ ǘƻ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǳǊōŀƴ ŀǊŜŀǎΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΦέ 

 

ά±ŜǊȅ well, convey the necessary orders. Get a hold of all the governors or whoever is in charge in the 

individual states and ask them to get a list together of what they need the most. We have a limited 

amount of fuel, but what we do have will go to the hardest hit states first. Try and get updated death 

Ŏƻǳƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ǘƻ ōǳǊȅ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳŀƎŜΦέ 

 

ά{ƛǊΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴǎΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǊǳǊŀƭ ŀǊŜŀǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭǎ ǘƻƻƪ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ 

burying their own dead, so our major efforts will be in the cities. We do have one other problem though 

{ƛǊ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ 

 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΚέ 

 



άaŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦƭŜŜƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ {ƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǊŜ ōŜhaving rather like 

feral dogs. They are forming packs and ravaging the countryside. In turn many of the residents of the 

ǊǳǊŀƭ ŀǊŜŀǎ ŀǊŜ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŦŜǊŀƭ ŘƻƎǎΦέ 

 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎΚΦΦΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōǳǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ {ƛǊΦέ 

 

άLǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴŀǊŎƘȅ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƴŦƛǎŎŀǘŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǳƴǎΦ ±ƛƎƛƭŀƴǘŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 

ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭǎΦέ 

 

ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇ IƛƭƭŀǊȅΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻǎŜŎǳǘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ 

themselves and I will also not remove their ability to protect themselves. I do think that we need to get 

ŦƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀƭƭŜǾƛŀǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘΦέ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ 

Cheney had finally lost his temper with the Senator from New York. Hillary Clinton looked outraged, but 

ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƭŀǎƘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜ ǘƘŀƴƪŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭΦ ǘƻ 

please get him those lists as soon as possible. Then he walked from the room. The Secretary of State 

quietly excused herself and went to check with the logistics officer and find out how much help the 

federal government could actually offer. This left the 6 Congressmen alone in the room. 

 

ά²Ƙƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ IŜƭƭ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇΗΗ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƳƛǊƪƛƴƎ {h.Σ Ƙƻǿ ŘŀǊŜ ƘŜΗΗέ 

 

άIƛƭƭŀǊȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΤ ƘŜΩǎ ƎǊƛŜǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǎ ƻŦ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

Ƴŀƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ǘǊŜƳŜƴŘƻǳǎ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǎǘǊŜǎǎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅΦ IƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 

ƘŜ ōŜ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ ǘƘŀƴ /ƻƴŘƛΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŦƛƴŜ ŀǎ {ŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅ ƻŦ {ǘŀǘŜ ōǳǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŦǊŀƴƪƭȅ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΦέ WƻƘƴ YŜǊǊȅ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ 

ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΣ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ǳƴŜƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ IƛƭƭŀǊȅ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

 

άDŜƴǘlemen, Lady, I think we are going to have to adjust our thinking here. This is not a normal situation 

and right now I think the best thing we can do is to support each other and the president. He is making 

the best decisions that he can under the circumstances, and given the magnitude of the crisis, the last 

ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƛǾƛŘŜŘΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǾŀŘŜŘ ōȅ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊŎŜǎ ȅŜǘ L 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ōǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŀŦŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΦ LŦ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƻǳǊ ƻwn 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾŀǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƭŀƴŘǎΣ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ŎƻƴƎǊŜǎǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ŎƻƴƎǊŜǎǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ {ƻ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ 

some suggestions to help Dick; rather than getting in a snit ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǿΦέ 

Rick Santorum never had gotten along with Hillary politically but he was at the moment more concerned 

with the nation than with his personal likes and dislikes. Very rare in a politician but there it was.  

 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ wƛŎƪ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǾǳƭƴŜǊŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¦b ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΚέ  



 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ L Ŏŀƴ ƎǳŀǊŀƴǘŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ 5ƛŎƪ 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ ²ŜΩŘ ƭƻǎŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǎƻǾŜǊŜƛƎƴǘȅ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎǊǳŎƛŦȅ ǳǎΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōŜǊŀƭǎ 

would. Too many of them like their hunting weekends. Trust me on that one, it cost me the election in 

нллпΦέ 

 

ϝϝ!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƛƎƻƭƻ ǘƘat cost you the election but you think it was gun owners 

ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΦϝϝ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƻǳŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ YŜǊǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƘŀŘ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘŜŘ WƻƘƴ aŎ/ŀƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǎǿƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜly ally 

with people like that. He agreed with liberals on many things, but their value systems were just beyond 

his ability to comprehend.  

 

CƻǊ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǎŀǘ ŀƴŘ ōǊŀƛƴǎǘƻǊƳŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ 

anything, but it made them feel like they were helping. (Sort of like when your three year old helps you 

bake a cake.) 

 

So, just what was happening outside? Who had done this, how and why had they done it? Most 

importantly, could the United States survive it? 

 

Well, in the urban areas it was pretty much as the Col. Had described it. There are three types of people 

in the world. Sheep (people who are basically clueless) Wolves, (Predators) and Sheepdogs (those willing 

to protect Sheep). Urban areas had lots of sheep and lots of wolves, with very few sheepdogs and some 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭǾŜǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ {ƘŜŜǇŘƻƎǎ ōǳǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǾŜ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΦ aǳǊŘŜǊ 

was common, as were rape and assaults. These all happened in broad daylight and many city dwellers 

cƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƴŘκƻǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƻǿƴ ŦƛǊŜŀǊƳǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǾǳƭƴŜǊŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊǎΦ hŦ 

course those houses containing sheepdogs, were not as vulnerable and many of the criminal element 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǎƪƛƭƭǎΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ Ŏrazy gun-nut was the most popular person on 

the block. Politics as usual was hindering relief efforts rather than helping. (Go figure.) 

 

Rural areas were faring much better. Most of this was simply location. Rural areas had fewer sheep, 

more sheepdogs, and the skill level that comes with being too poor to live that consumerist lifestyle, so 

ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ ƛƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ !b¸ ǎƘŜŜǇΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŜǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ 

was easier for the sheepdogs to protect a smaller flock. The few local wolves were dealt with rather 

quickly, and the wolves that spilled over from the cities usually met with strong, organized, armed 

resistance. Since most of the gangs were still in the cities fighting over what remained there, these 

groups of wolves were on average 10-20 people strong. 

 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǿƘƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ 

from several fronts. The explosives had been planted by Muslim terrorists who were members of Al 

Qaeda. The nuclear missiles were Chinese. The Chinese government had been told that Al Qaeda was 

planning this attack and jumped on the bandwagon.  

 



Now for the second question, why? Well for Al Qaeda that was easy to answer. The U.S. was considered 

the decadent great Satan that must be eliminated from the Earth. Only then would the worldwide 

conquest of Islam become a reality. As for China; it had reached critical mass with their woman shortage 

ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭŘ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴŜŘ ǿŀǊ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƭŜ ƘŜǊŘΦ Lƴ ŎŀǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻw it the Chinese 

ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǇƻƭƛŎȅ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŘŜǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊΩǎ 

way off. In Chinese culture, a boy child will care for his aged parents. A girl child on the other hand, will 

ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ So if they could only have one, parents opted for the boy. The 

government has finally tried to address the inequity but at the moment there are 120 boys born for 

every 100 girls. In a country with 1.3 billion people this translates into between 40 and 60 million fewer 

girls than boys, which translates into a lot of frustrated men. In order to prevent them from violently 

overthrowing the government, those in charge decided to focus them on another enemy, the U.S. There 

were some members of the Chinese government that raised the point that China would be shooting 

ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŎƻƴƻƳƛŎ Ŧƻƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ŜȄǇƻǊǘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¦{ ŎƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘŜŘ ол҈ ƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ олл ōƛƭƭƛƻƴ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ƻŦ /ƘƛƴŀΩǎ 

GNP. These members pointed out that the U.S was not likely to continue buying from China if the two 

ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǿŀǊΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǾŜǊǊǳƭŜŘ ōȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ ǿƘƻ 

thought that the market in the Middle East would make up the difference. Oh and yes they were 

planning to invade, troop transports were being loaded with troops and supplies. Those cargo 

containers that China ships to the US are also capable of being Trojan horses, lots of military supplies 

will fit in those things. The same ships can carry people just as easily as they can carry cargo containers, 

and as ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ƻƴ ŘŜŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƻƴ 

satellite. 

 

Which leads us to answer the question of how. Again a simple answer. Cargo containers. Over 24 million 

containers enter the country, and approximately 60% of those containers are never inspected. So it was 

quite easy for Al Qaeda and their allies to ship in massive amounts of explosive, hidden in ordinary 

shipments. They had been doing it for years, and sleeper cells in the U.S had been squirreling it away in 

various cities. In February of 2006 all the elements were in place, the signal was given and 20 cities 

exploded. Some were targeted because they had huge populations, some like Salina Kansas were 

specifically targeted with the nuclear missiles because they were food producing areas. The idea was to 

destroy the soil and make it impossible for the United States to feed itself. Of course by killing 25 million 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŦŜǿŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘǎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ƻŦ олл ƳƛƭƭƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ enough to 

ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǎǳōǎǘŀƴǘƛŀƭ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ {ƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǊǳƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŜΧ 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ с ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿŀǾŜΧ 

 

April 1st 2006. 

 

Things were slowly stabilizing for Robert and Susan and their family. They had invited Greg to make his 

home with them for as long as he needed to, his was pretty much dust. Everyone capable had been 

trained to use a firearm and they took turns keeping watch 24/7. Of course everyone went outside 

armed and most of them were armed even inside. It was easier to wear it than to worry about one of 

the smaller children getting a hold of a loaded gun. Of course the children had all been thoroughly 



ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΣ ōǳǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƭŘΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ 9ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ-four 

year olds.  

 

They had suffered one loss. Not from wolves, but from Nature. Bob Sr. had passed away in his sleep, the 

day after Miriam was born. He had been on a number of heart medications and blood pressure 

medications, and those had run out about two weeks before his death. With no way to get more, it was 

just a matter of time. Robert and Susan knew it was coming and had spent much of the previous two 

weeks building memories with Bob and the grandchildren. Although saddened by their loss they were 

happy he had been able to greet Miriam, and consoled themselves with knowing that he was with God 

and his wife. Susan was also privately relieved somewhat, knowing how agonizing it had been for Bob, 

knowing that he was declining and not being able to stop it. Not to mention what it had done to Robert 

helplessly watching his father slip away slowly. They buried him under the cherry tree in the side yard. 

That way, he would be close enough for the grandchildren to safely visit. The cemetery and funeral 

home were too far away especially since no-one had any gas and they only went to church once a 

month by horse and wagon. It was 8 miles one way, which took about 45 minutes by horse. Percherons 

ŀǊŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘǊŀŦǘ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǎǘΦ  

 

Speaking of wolves, they had a few incidents, but nothing really seǊƛƻǳǎΦ aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ōȅ ǘƘŜ άƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘ ǿŀǘŎƘέΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀ 

including in town owned some form of firearm even if it was just a .22 for shooting raccoons or 

possums. After they had all come out of their basements they had passed the word, almost from house 

to house, to be on the lookout for looters. John Hill, who lived next door to the Schneiders was a HAM 

ƻǇŜǊŀǘƻǊΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛŦǘ ƳǳŎƘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŀōƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŀŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ Ŏƻǳld and did communicate 

with the sheriff in town and also the other HAMs in the area. Communication was slower but just as 

effective. So when the reports of illness in the cities started coming in, they heard all about it in Hillside. 

 

Remember that bird flǳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƛƴ !ǎƛŀΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƻƴ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΦ /Ƙƛƴŀ ƘŀŘ 

been working on a bioweapon for over a decade. Scientists had warned that a virus would continue to 

mutate, which would make a vaccine less effective. If the communists had any respect for human life 

ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ !ƴȅ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾŀǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŜŘ ǿŜǊŜ 

considered an acceptable loss. So along with explosives, vials of the virus had been shipped into the 

country. They were given to different operatives in other parts of the country. Other sleeper cells, made 

up of Chinese with student Visas were on college campuses in all sorts of areas. Mostly, smaller 

ŎŀƳǇǳǎŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ aƛŘǿŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘΦ bƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀǊƎŜǘŜŘ ōȅ the bombing campaign, 

those had been aimed at large population centers. College students who all went home in May when 

ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŜƴŘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻƳōƛƴƎǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

somewhat affected by the attacks they were in less urbanized areas and were far more able to keep 

things going with local assistance. Many were even able to arrange transportation for those fewer 

students who lived a distance from the college. All it takes is one person with the flu to infect the whole 

ōǳǎƭƻŀŘΧ 

 

John came over and knocked on the door at 9:30 on the morning of April 1st. Susan was into clothes, but 



pretty much still laying around, the baby was only four days old after all. That along with the death and 

funeral of Bob Sr. had pretty much worn her out.  

 

άIƛ WƻƘƴΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΦέ 

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ {ǳǎŀƴΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΚέ 

 

ά¢ƛǊŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ wƻōŜǊǘ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜƛƴƎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƘŜƴƴƛǎƘ ǎƻ LΩƳ ƭȅƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƭƻǘΦ IŜΩǎ ŜǾŜƴ Ǝƻǘ 

ƳŜ ŀ ōŀōȅǎƛǘǘŜǊΦέ 

 

άL ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅΦ Iƛ WƻƘƴΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ !ƴƴŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ WƻƘƴΩǎ 

ƘŀƴŘΦ ά!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ {ǳǎŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ƭƛŜ Řƻǿƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ 

ƻǳǘΦέ {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ {ǳǎŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪΣ ŀƴŘ {ǳǎŀƴ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ !ƴƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŜr 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ aƻƳΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƻƴ ŀŘǳƭǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ  

 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻŘŀȅ WƻƘƴΚέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊƻǳǇ 

to attend. The sheriff sent word through the line that some convicts have escaped from the state prison 

ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΦ ²Ŝ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŘŀȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƻƴ Ŧƻƻǘ 

ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ 

ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀǾƻƛŘƛƴƎ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ ά 

 

άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ WƻƘƴΚέ 

 

ά¢ƘŜ ǎƘŜǊƛŦŦ ǎŀƛŘ ŀōƻǳǘ мр ŀǎ ƴŜŀǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

convicts even after they had released all the non-violent offenders. The prison had 250 convicts left, and 

they rioted. 73 were killed in the violence along with 5 guards. When the rest had been rounded up and 

counted there were 15 missing. The HAMS started reporting incidents going south from the prison 

about two days after the riots. Break ins and robberies, and a few shootings. No rapes have been 

reported yet, though. These guys seem more interested in food, water, booze and weaponry than 

ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜΦέ 

 

άDǊŜŀǘΣ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛŜǾƛƴƎΣ ƳǳǊŘŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƘǳƎǎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǊŀǇƛsts. That makes me feel a 

ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƻǘ ǎŀŦŜǊΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǎŀǊŎŀǎƳ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ  

 

άIŀǎ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŘƛŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎǎΚέ !ƴƴŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ 

 

άbƻǘ ȅŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ L ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ƛǎ ŀǘ оΥлл 

this afternoon. That gives the farmers and the homesteaders time to talk and still get back home for 

ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ŎƘƻǊŜǎΦ ά 

 



ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘ WƻƘƴΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƪƴƻǿΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦ ά 

 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƴΦ /ƘǊƛǎ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ƭŀǘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ǳǇΦέ 

 

άhƘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪΦ 5ƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ŘǊƻǇ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

ƘƻǳǎŜΚέ 

 

άbƻΣ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƻǿƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ р ƳƛƭŜǎ ƻǊ ǎƻΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ Ǉƛǎǘƻƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ 

ǘƘǊƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŘŀǊƪΦ /ƘǊƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ŘŜŀƭ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΤ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǾŜ 

ōŜŜƴ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎŀƭƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǿŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜƭƭƻΦ !ƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜŀǾŜƴΩǎ ǎŀƪŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ 

ƻŦ ŀ ŦƻǳǊ ƭŜƎƎŜŘ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ {ǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊǎΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ 

ǎǘƻŎƪ ǘƻ ŘƻƎǎΚέ 

 

άbƻΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƘƻǘ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪΦ ²Ŝ Ǉǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƴ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎŜŎǳǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǘŀƪŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ /ƘǊƛǎ ƛǎ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ŜȅŜǎ 

ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

ƎŜǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǊŜǎǘΦέ 

 

ά{ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭΣ ƛŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƛŜ ƘŜǊ ŘƻǿƴΦέ !ƴƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƧƻƪƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƳƻǎǘƭȅΦ  

 

John left right about the time Miriam woke up and wanted to eat. Susan nursed her and talked with her 

mother about what they might do to improve security. Not much more than they were doing now, was 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƴŎƭǳǎƛƻƴΦ aƛǊƛŀƳ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŀǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ 

when the baby slept was the only way to get a decent amount of rest with a newborn. Anne left the 

room and went about cleaning the house and getting lunch together. Everyone else was outside, the 

adults working in the garden or improving the fence around the place, the children playing under the 

watchful eyes of the adults. It was pretty cold for April, not nuclear winter type cold, but colder than 

usual. Everyone was still wearing coats, and the children would be staying in after lunch. Normally they 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ну ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

children needed to burn off some energy. 

 

Robert had started a fire in the burn barrel with cardboard trash that was in the garage. That way the 

children could warm themselves if they got cold, without coming into the house and disturbing Susan 

and the baby.  

 

At noon sharp, Anne rang the lunch bell. It was a large farm type bell mounted on a 4x4 post by the back 

ŘƻƻǊΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘǊƻƻǇƛƴƎ ƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ Ŏƻŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŘǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊǳǎƘŜŘ 

and hung up after lunch. The adults hung their things on the line behind the woodstove in the kitchen. 

That way, they would dry and be warmed when people went back outside to work after eating. Robert 

washed up first and then went to wake Susan while the others cleaned up. 



 

ά{ǳǎŀƴΤ ƘƻƴŜȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƭǳƴŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΦέ 

 

άIƛ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΚέ 

 

ά{ǳǊŜΣ L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŦǳƴƴȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ 

ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩƳ ƘƻƳŜ L ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǎ ƴŜǿōƻǊƴǎΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘ ƘƻǳǊǎΦέ 

 

As they walked towards the dining room, Robert told Susan what they had accomplished that morning. 

They had finished wiring the back fence; there was a solar battery that charged the hotwire. Unlike John 

they had too much stock to put it all in the barn and the feral dogs had gotten into the pasture the night 

before, through a hole in the fence. Greg had been on watch and shot three of the dogs, but one of their 

sheep had been killed. The hole had been repaired and the whole back fence had been hotwired, so the 

next dog to try coming through, was going to get a nasty shock.  

 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƘŀƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǇΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎ ƘŀŘ 

chewed on, Greg and Robert had dressed out the sheep and it was currently hanging in the garage for a 

couple of days to age. Normally April was a bit warm for hanging meat, but this year it was still getting 

below freezing at night, and the high temperatures were only in the 40s during the day.  

 

ά.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜŜǇΚέ 

 

ά²Ŝ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎƪƛƴ ŀƴŘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻƭ ƻƴ ƛǘΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƛǘΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴΣ [ƛǎŀ Ŏŀƴ ǎǇƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ 

knitting or felting or whatever we need. Then you can proŎŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴ Ƙƻǿ ŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΦέ 

 

άaŀȅōŜ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƴ ƛǘΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ǳǎŜ ŀ ǎƘŜŜǇǎƪƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚέ 

 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ L ǊŜŀŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΚ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ 

being bored out of my skullΦ L ƳŜŀƴ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ōŀōȅƳƻƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ aƛǊƛŀƳΣ ōǳǘ ŀ 

ǇŜǊǎƻƴ Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 

 

άLΩƭƭ ǊŜŀŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƛǘ {ǳǎŀƴΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛŘǿƛŦŜǊȅ ǎǘǳŘƛŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 5ŜōǊŀ ƛǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳŜŘ 

since the only OB in town left and nobody can get to Jackson right now. I saw Wayne at the last watch 

meeting and he said she is attending births every single day, and sometimes two or three a day. He 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΣ ōǳǘ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ I9 ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƛǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀΦ L ƪƴƻǿ {Ŏƻǘǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ōƛǊǘƘǎ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǿƻΚέ 

 



ά5Ǌ ¸ƻƎŀ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΤ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ CƭƻǊƛŘŀ ǘƻ ōe with her family. They left 

ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘΦ 5Ǌ ²ŀȅƴŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƭǳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎƘƛƭŘ ōƛǊǘƘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 

ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƻƭŘŜǊΦ {ƻ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ 5ŜōǊŀ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƘƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƴƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ²ŀȅƴŜ ƛǎ ǳǇǎŜǘΦ .ŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ !ƳƛǎƘ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ she usually does anyway, she has everyone 

ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ƳƛƭŜ ǊŀŘƛǳǎΦ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ  

 

ά²ŀȅƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ŘƛŜǎŜƭ ǘǊǳŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǘŀƴƪ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ōƛƻŘƛŜǎŜƭΦ bƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ 

that a lƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ǝŀǎ ƻǊ ŘƛŜǎŜƭΦ {ƻ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǳǎƛƴƎ ²ŀȅƴŜΩǎ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŀƴŘ ōŀǊǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ƎŀǎƻƭƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ 

 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

 

ά[ƛƪŜ L ǎŀƛŘ L ǎŀǿ ²ŀȅƴŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ²ƻƳŜƴ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜǎ 

ǿƘƻ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎΦέ 

Susan laughed at that and they went into the dining room. Everyone was assembled and waiting so they 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŀȅ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨƻƛƴ ƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ Ƴŀƛƴǘŀƛƴ ŀ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŦǳƭ ǎƛlence while 

ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŘƛŘΦ 9ǾŜƴ ¢ǊƛƴŀΩǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴΦ 

 

Lunch was simple but palatable. Anne had made chicken and rice soup with some canned green beans 

as a side dish. She had also made two loaves of sourdough bread. They had yeast left, but were making 

sourdough bread every other time they baked. This would let them have yeast bread for a longer period 

ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŎŎƭƛƳŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

sourdough. Conversation around the table was lively. 

 

Susan led off by asking the children if they enjoyed the outdoors. 

 

ά²Ŝ ƘŀŘ Ŧǳƴ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƭŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ !ǳƴǘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ LΩŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎΦέ 

 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ wƻǎŜΤ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǿƻǊƪ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦέ 

 

άhƘ ƳŀƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ wƻǎŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀƪΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜƭƭ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ [ƛǎŀΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ 

 

άaŀȅōŜ ƴƻǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦέ 

 

άI9¸ΗΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǊƻƴΦέ 

 

ά[ƛǎŀΣ wƻǎŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ [ƛǎŀΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ 

argument, you can clean out the pigpen after your lessons are finished. Rose, since you continued it, you 



can clean out the goat pen after your lessons are finished. And while you are doing that I suggest you try 

ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƴ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƴǎ ƻǳǘΦέ  

 

ά!ƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘƻ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƛǇƭƛƴŜ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘ wƻōŜǊǘΚέ 

 

ά¢ǊƛƴŀΣ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƎƻΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ 

 

άbƻ 5ŀŘΣ L want to talk about it now. Robert I asked you a question. Just who the Hell do you think you 

ŀǊŜ ǳǎǳǊǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘŀƭ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ 

 

Amy and Ron looked at each other and with Greg, Pat and Kim, quietly took all of the children into the 

ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǿƻǊƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ 

When Trina got going it could be really ugly. 

 

ά¢ǊƛƴŀΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜΣ ōǳǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƛǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŜǇ ƛƴ to stop Rose and 

it is not safe to let them have at it that way. All of the children need to learn to work together. These are 

not normal times and that bickering has no place here. What happens when they start fighting outside 

ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ to their surroundings? We have feral dogs all over the place. They could be 

ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǇŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇŀǘΦ L ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏƻƴǎǳƭǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Ǉǳnishment in mind, she is your 

daughter and you have every right to discipline her. I thought that by having the girls clean out pens 

next to each other I could also talk to them about the seriousness of the situation, and their need to get 

along without frƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ .ǳƭƭϝϝϝϝΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ 

remind everyone yet again that you are the Boss around here. I am so sick of your crap and how you 

order people around all the time. You ŀŎǘ ǎƻ ōƛƎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜƴŜǾƻƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ .9 ƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛƴ 

things will be back to normal by then. So all you are doing is taking advantage of the unpaid labor force 

to get your garden in this year, since your usual slave is recovering from squirting out yet another baby 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 

²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀǊƻǳǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘŜƳǇŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōƛǘ ŀǎ Ƙƻǘ ŀǎ ¢ǊƛƴŀΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ²9w9 

sisters after all. 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ¢Ǌina while we are laying it all out in the open I have a few facts for you.  

CŀŎǘ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ 

right along with you. 

 

CŀŎǘ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘǿƻΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ϝϝϝ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǇŀǊŀǎƛǘŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŀŘǳƭǘ ƭƛŦŜΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻǊ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴŜȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ 

clueless. So having you decide when the garden gets planted or how much we plant would be risking all 



of our lives since we need to eat what we grow. 

 

Fact number three. Things will NOT be back to normal anytime soon. You are going to have to get used 

to a new normal. Try paying attention to the radio broadcasts and the news that the guys bring home 

from the ǿŀǘŎƘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎǎΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 

on your dead *** while everyone else protects you.  

 

¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ŦƛǊŜ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǎǘȅ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƳ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ мм 

year old daughter clean it up. You have the nerve to sit there and ***** because Robert stepped in to 

ŘƛǎŎƛǇƭƛƴŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƻ ǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎ ƛǘΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŀōƭŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻǊ 

when someone calls you on it you scream at them. Mom and dad have been doing more parenting of 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǊƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƻƪΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΣ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ ŀƭƭ 

ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƛǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǊŜŀŘ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦ L 

have had enough. Either get your **** together and start actually pulling your weight around here, or 

ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ LŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

basement.  

 

Fact number four. We have 10 children ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ мл ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ 

wƻōŜǊǘΩǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƳǇƭȅƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ L ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ŎƭǳŜ ōȅ four and beat you 

ǎŜƴǎŜƭŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ ά 

 

άaƻƳΣ 5ŀŘΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ƛŦ L ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ¢ǊƛƴŀΩǎ ŎǊŀǇΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƎƻΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ {ƘŜ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ƛƴǎǳƭǘǎ ǳǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƘƻǳǎŜ 

and aŎǘǎ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇƻƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŀǎƪ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ƘŀǊŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ  

 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŘŜŀǊΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǾǳƭƎŀǊ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΦέ 

 

ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ !ƴƴŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŀƪŜΦ bƻǿ ¢ǊƛƴŀΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ Ƴȅ 

two cents worth. Your sister is right. You have been nothing but deadweight around here and you need 

ǘƻ ƪƴƻŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ϝϝϝϝ ƻŦŦΦ L I!±9 ōŜŜƴ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ōŜǘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ 

are going to be here for a very long time. Instead of complaining that Robert is being high handed, you 

might try being thankful that you and the children have someplace safe to be right now. The chaos in 

the urban areas is horrific and getting worse. Just how long do you thƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻƴ 

your own in your apartment? You want to talk slavery, think about what would happen if you were still 

there when the gangs took over. Not just to you but also to Rose. Start using your head for something 

other than a hat ǊŀŎƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 

¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ {ŀŘƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǊŀƎŜΦ Iƻǿ ŘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƎŀƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΦ 

She was in the right here.  

 

άCƛƴŜΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŀƴŘ L Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ 



 

ά!ƴŘ Ǝƻ ǿƘŜǊŜΚ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀŦŜǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ 

other people, family preferably who love you and are willing to help you take care of yourself and the 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 

 

άhƘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ 5ŀŘΦ bƻΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 

ŜȄŀƎƎŜǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ aƻƳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻǊ Ƴȅ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΣ 

ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ōȅ ǎŎŀǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƛǎƻƭŀǘŜ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊŀǇΣ LΩƳ ǎƻ ƻǳǘǘŀ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 

άCLb9Φ ¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳƛǘ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜΣ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƘŜŀŘΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ¢ǊƛƴŀΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ 

ǘǊȅ ƛǘΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎƘƻƻǘ ȅƻǳ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 

 

άahaΗΗΗΗέ 

 

ά!bb9Ηέ 

 

Trina was stunned. Her mom had always been the one who tried to keep her in the family and 

sympathized with her situation. For her to turn on Trina like this was a serious blow to Trina. But before 

she could respond Anne went on. 

 

ά¢ǊƛƴŀΣ LΩƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ .ǳǘ L ŀƭǎƻ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ол ȅŜŀǊǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ 

put someone else ahead of yourself and I have finally realized that you never will. This whole rant you 

just subjected us to was about how we are cramping your style and ruining your good time. You 

impulsively decided to endanger the lives of those children, simply because you are mad at your sister 

ŀƴŘ Ƴƛǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ {ƻΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ 

want to leave then do so, but the children stay. If you do stay, I suggest that you try really hard to 

remember that none of us HAVE to house you or care for you or care for your children. We do so 

because we love you, and the children. I further suggest that you try really hard to remember that this is 

wƻōŜǊǘ ŀƴŘ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭȅ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘƻ ƛƴǎǳƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ a safe 

ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƻŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΦέ 

 

With that, Anne got up and left the room. She was so upset, angry and sad at the same time that she 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ IƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ LŦ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ 

wouƭŘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ōȅ ŀƴȅ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΣ ōǳǘ 5ŜŀǊ DƻŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΦ 

Chapter Seven: Reality Bites 

 

Trina was still furious, but she was also scared. Her mother had never turned on her before. In fact, 

Anne had always been her defender. Her threat to leave had been a bluff. She wanted the family to beg 

ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ όƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ¢ǊƛƴŀύΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ōŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ 

let the door hit on the way out.  

 



Self preservation is a marvelous motivator. 

 

άCƛƴŜΣ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƳΩǎ ǎŀƪŜ LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀȅΤ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳƭƭ ƎǳŀǊŘ ŘǳǘȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ǳǇǎŜǘ ƳƻƳΦέ 

 

{ǳǎŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴǿŀǊŘƭȅΣ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ ƻǊ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ΨLΩƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƳΩ ōƛǘ 

was garbage. But since Susan really did love her sister despite everything, she let Trina climb out of the 

hole she had dug for herself with some grace. Robert also wanted to smooth things over. He loved Trina 

and her kids too, and was truly frightened about what would happen to them if they did leave. 

 

άLΩƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΣ ǿƘƻ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŦǊƻƳΚέ 

 

άLΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ǎƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŎƘƻ ŎǊŀǇ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ǿƛƭƭΦέ 

 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΤ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ {ǳǎŀƴΚέ 

 

ά{ǳǊŜΣ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜŘ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ Iƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΚ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ us should 

stick close to home and keep a look out. Robert, you are going right? Who did you want to take with 

ȅƻǳΚέ 

 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ 

need most everyone here to look ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ 5ŀŘ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎŀǾǾȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅΣ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ 

That way she can check out the local situation at least. Trina, did you want to attend the watch 

ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΚέ 

 

ά{ǳǊŜ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ 5ŀŘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ 

 

{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ {ŀƛƴǘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǇƭȅ ǘƻ ¢ǊƛƴŀΩǎ ōŀǊōǎΣ ōǳǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ 

ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŘƛǇƭƻƳŀǘƛŎ ǎƪƛƭƭǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŘŜƭŜƎŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¦bΣ 

ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊǳƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ  

 

Lunch being pretty much over, the rest of the family got up and went back to whatever chores they had 

ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎΣ 

and help Lisa with her math (Algebra ½). Anne came back to the dining room where Trina was still sitting 

and began to clear the table. 

 

άaƻƳΚέ 

 



ά¸Ŝǎ ¢ǊƛƴŀΦέ 

 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƳŜΚέ 

 

άIƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ¢ǊƛƴŀΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǿŀȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ 

reaƭƭȅ ōŀŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ LΩƳ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦ 

²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎŀŦŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǊǳǊŀƭ ŜƴǾƛǊƻƴƳŜƴǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǳǎ 

ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀƴŘ wƻōŜǊt are so well known and have good relations with 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎΣ ƻǊ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀǎ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƛƴ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŦŜŀǊ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 

ǎƻƻƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘΦέ 

 

¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅΦ άaƻƳΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ L Řƻ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘ ōȅ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŘƛǎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ !ƴŘ 

¢ǊƛƴŀΧΦǎǘƻǇ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŘŀǊǘǎ ŀǘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ IŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ to do his best for 

all of us. Furthermore Susan is wildly in love with him and the way you treat him really hurts her.  

 

You may not know this, but she and Robert have spent the last ten years stocking up for all of us 

including you and your three childrenΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳǊ 5ŀŘ ŀƴŘ L ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ 

ƘŜƭǇ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪΦ 9ǾŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƻ 

ensure that we all eat this coming winter. So you might consider being a little niŎŜǊΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǿƘȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪΚ !ƴŘ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǎƪ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΚέ 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ¢ǊƛƴŀΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

 

They finished cleaning up after lunch in silence and then Trina went to wash up for the meeting. Anne 

went to help in the garden. 

 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ у tƭŀƴǎΧ 

 

оΥлл ǇƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΧwƻōŜǊǘΣ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ нΥолΦ 

{ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘΦ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ŦŀǊƳ όƻǾŜǊ олл ŀŎǊŜǎύ ŀōƻǳǘ 

a twenty minute walk or a mile by car. Robert knew Henry although not well, as well as many of the 

other people that were arriving on foot or horseback or wagon. By 3:00 there were about 60 people 

representing every household for a five mile radius around HŜƴǊȅΩǎ ŦŀǊƳΦ 

 

Henry stepped up to the front of the crowd and asked for quiet. 

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƎǳƛŘŀƴŎŜΦέ !ƭƭ ƘŜŀŘǎ 

bowed and Henry began. 



 

ά5ŜŀǊ [ƻǊŘΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊŜ ǎŀŦŜƭȅ today. Please guide us as we decide how to best 

protect our families and neighbors and friends. Help us to work together and be a witness for you in all 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ƛƴ WŜǎǳǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŜ ǇǊŀȅΣ !ƳŜƴΦέ 

 

ά!ƳŜƴέ 

 

άbƻǿΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ LΩƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴg over to Jeffrey since he works for the sheriff and 

Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŘŀǘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ IŜƴǊȅΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ŦƻƭƪǎΣ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ōŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘǎ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴ ǳǇ 

ƛƴ WŀŎƪǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƻǳǊ ŀǊŜŀΦ bƻǿ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜ 

ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ ǎǇŜŜŘΦ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘǿƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ōǳǘ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǾƻƛŘƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦǊƻƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΦέ 

 

άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ WŜŦŦǊŜȅΚέ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ƴŜȄǘ ŘƻƻǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ WƻƘƴΣ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ WƻƘƴ ŀǎ ƴŜŀǊ ŀǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

prison, but three of the prisoners were recovered alive not far from the prison and one was found dead 

about 10 miles south of Jackson. The last prisoner is in the hospital recovering from a gunshot wound to 

ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻƛƴΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ƎǊƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƛǘΦ 

 

άhƪΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΧƘƻǿ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƘƻǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀŎƪŀƎŜΚέ DŜƻǊƎŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƻŎŀƭ 

farmer was still laughing as he posed the question. 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ DŜƻǊƎŜΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƳƻǊƻǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ǳƴǿƛƭƭƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ 

ŀǊƳŜŘΦ 9ǾƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏountry girls, he was very indignant that she was armed and 

worse for him, a decent shot. The young lady on the other hand was quite disgusted with herself for 

merely grazing him, seems she was trying to shoot his family jewels clean off. Said that nervousness 

ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƛƳΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ǘƻƻ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ƎǊƛƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ ōǊƻŀŘ ƎǊƛƴǎ 

in the crowd. Trina took all of this in and it rather startled her. Most of the men seemed happy that the 

girl had shot the criminal, and none were upset that she had been armed in the first place. But these 

same guys expected the women to do all the cooking and cleaning and womanly stuff. She just did not 

get it.  

 

άhƪΣ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜǊƛŦŦ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ ƻǳǊ ƻǿn area in teams 

and report anything to his office, so he can coordinate the capture of these idiots without people getting 

ƘǳǊǘΦ 5ƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎΚέ  

 

Just about all hands shot into the air, men as well as women. 

 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘǊƻƭǎΦέ 



 

Well, as one might have guessed this set Trina off. 

 

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻ ǿƻƳŜƴΚ ¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ƴƻ ǿƻƳŜƴΦ 

WHAT is it with you people? Women are ok if no man is around, but if you big brave strong men are 

ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΚέ 

 

WŜŦŦǊŜȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ǊƛƴŀΩǎ ǘȅǇŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΣ ǿŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

response. 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƳŀΩŀƳΣ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŎŀǇŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ 

around here are better shots than the men. However, women are susceptible to getting raped and men 

ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

concern. Besides, with the men out on patrol someone is needed to protect the homes and children. I 

would rather my wife be protecting our children since she IS a better shot than I am. Actually because 

she is very accurate with a gun, the bad guys are much less likely to get anywhere near my children 

while she is present. Besides on a very mundane note, I would rather not have a woman other than my 

ǿƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘǊƻƭǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘ 

otheǊΩǎ ǎƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 

¢ǊƛƴŀΣ ǊŜŘ ŦŀŎŜŘΣ ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǾŜǊȅΣ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōŜǊŀƭ .{ ǎƘŜ 

had heard at school and in the media for most of her life. Now, she was beginning to get the idea that 

ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŝƴǘƛrely accurate.  

 

While Trina was sitting there pondering, the men who had volunteered went up to the front and started 

organizing themselves. Jeffrey was coordinating pairs based on where everyone lived, using a county 

map on the table set up for the purpoǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ 

knew the area they were supposed to cover and all the patrols overlapped a bit. Once this was all 

accomplished, many people left for home wanting to get there before dark. Trina missed all of this she 

was so deep in thought, and looked up confused when her father called her name. 

 

ά¢wLb!ΧŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƴŘ wƻōŜǊǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 

ƘƻƳŜΦ ά¢ǊƛƴŀΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 5ŀŘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ I need to talk to Mom and Susan when we get home. I just am not getting 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

 

άLǎ ƛǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΚέ  

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ wƻōŜǊǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘŀƭƪ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ aƻƳ ŀƴŘ {ǳǎŀƴΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ŘƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

completely new. 

 



ά.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ wƻōŜǊǘΦέ 

 

ά¸Ŝǎ ¢ǊƛƴŀΚέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǿƛǘŎƘΦέ 

 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΦ !ƴŘ L ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ wƻōŜǊǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ άǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪέΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǉǳƛŎƪ 

to forgive someone when they apologized. 

 

The rest of the walk home was in near total silence. Both men were thinking about what they could do 

to improve security, and Trina was thinking about life, the universe and everything. Her world was 

completely different and she was finally beginning to realize that. 

 

The three arrived back home just in time for supper. It was about 6:00 and they were having a simple 

ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ƻŦ ōŜŀƴ ǎƻǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǊƴōǊŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǊƴōǊŜŀŘ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ 

some other things and they wanted to use it up before it became rancid. Susan had stored whole corn 

from the feed store to grind into cornmeal once they ran out of the already ground stuff, so they would 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻǊƴōǊŜŀŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƭŀōƻǊ ƛƴǘŜƴǎƛǾŜΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘ ǘƘŜ 

Amish lived so far away, (about 20 minutes by car) they had a miller in their community. 

 

ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΚ /ŀƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŜŘΚέ tŀǘ ƘŀŘ 

wanted to go, but once Charles had mentioned the need for someone to keep watch back at home had 

been fine with staying back, as long as someone gave him all the important details about the meeting.  

 

άbƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƻƭƛŘƛŦȅ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǘǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘŜƴ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

on the loose, and the sheriff is hopƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘǳǊǘΦέ 

 

ά{ƻ ǿƘƻ ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǇŀǘǊƻƭΚέ 

 

άWŜŦŦ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀŎƘ ƘƻƳŜ ƻǊ ŦŀǊƳΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ 

manpower than some of the other areas so he delegated this area to us and I figured we could sit down 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ǉƭŀƴ ǎƘƛŦǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 5ŜŜǊǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ±ƛŎǘƻǊƛŀ 

and Brad, none of their children are here, although a couple of their granddaughters were staying with 

them when TSHTF. BradΩǎ ту ŀƴŘ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎƛƎƘǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 

{ƻΣ ƛŦ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŀƎǊŜŜǎ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƛŘ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ IŜΩǎ ǊŜǘƛǊŜŘ ōǳǘ 

he was in family practice for about 20 years. That way he is stiƭƭ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ Ƨƻō ǎƻ ƛǘ 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ƻŦŦŜƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛƎƴƛǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊŜŀ ǘƻƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ōǳǊŘŜƴΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ 

ƘŜΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘƭȅ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ŦƛǊŜŀǊƳǎΦ !ƭǿŀȅǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴΦ Iƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƪŜŜǇǎ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘƻuch 

ƛǘΦέ 

 

άIƻǿ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƛǊŘΦέ 

 



άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ tŀǘΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴŎȅ ŀǘ ŀ 5ŜǘǊƻƛǘ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƎǳƴǎƘƻǘ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƎŀƴƎ 

ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜΦέ 

 

άDŀƴƎ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜΚ ²ŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΚέ 

 

άbƻǇŜΦ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƻƴΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ор ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƴŜŀǘ 

story. Victoria was pregnant with their eighth child and he told her he wanted to become a doctor. She 

was tremendously supportive and ran a hair salon out of the house to put him through school. So he 

was in his forǘƛŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴŎȅΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ мфтлΩǎΦ DŀƴƎ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ ōŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘΦ 9ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ 5ŜǘǊƻƛǘΦέ  

 

άhƘΦ ²Ŝƭƭ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘŜƴΦ {ǳǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅ ǘƻƻΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭΣ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ ±ƛŎǘƻǊƛŀ ŀǊŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿŜƭƭ ƭƛƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ IŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻǳǘ 

ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƪƛŘǎΤ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ƘƛƳΦ !ƭǿŀȅǎ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ 

something out, even took his payment in the form of food sometimes. Even made house calls, right up 

until the time he retired. Not many doctors did that; even thirty years ago. Both of them are very active 

at Church and in the community. Victoria ran the crisis pregnancy center, probably still runs it if 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ ƴƛŎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

 

ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅǎ 

do the actual patrolling. Seems at least one of the escapees tried to assault a teenage girl last week. He 

Ǝƻǘ ǎƘƻǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜǊƛŦŦ ŀƴŘ WŜŦŦ ŀǊŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙƻ ǎƘƻǘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΚέ DǊŜƎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ 

 

ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǎǎŀǳƭǘΣ ǎƘƻǘ ƘƛƳΦ Dƻǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎŜƴǎƛǘƛǾŜ ǎǇƻǘ ǘƻƻΦέ  

 

ά.ǿŀƘŀƘŀƘŀ ƻƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ƘƛƭŀǊƛƻǳǎΦέ Lƴ DǊŜƎΩǎ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ [ƛƴŘŀ IŀƳƛƭǘƻƴ 

from the Terminator movies. 

 

άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ LΩŘ ōŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ traumatizing for the girl. She now has to live with shooting 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΤ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ƛǎ ŦŀǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜǎΦ Lǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦŀƪŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǊŜŀƭ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 

 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ {ǳǎŀƴΣ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦέ 

 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ DǊŜƎΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǊŘ 

ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ƛƴƧǳǊŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦέ 

 

άIƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ !ǳƴǘ {ǳǎŀƴΚέ 

 



ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ wƻǎŜ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƻƴŎŜΦέ 

 

Everyone at the table except Robert was totally stunned by this announcement. All conversation 

stopped dead and they all collectively stared at Susan. 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ǿƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΚέ 

 

άLΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ 5ŀŘΣ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻΦέ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ǘƻƴŜ ǘƻƭŘ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ 

he really needed to let it go. 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΧ ƻƪΦέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ƴƻǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ wƻōŜǊǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ {ǳǎŀƴ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ 

ΨŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘΩΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪ wƻōŜǊǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘȅ ǘƘŜƴΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ Řƻ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ŎƘƻǊŜǎΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΚέ aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

children opted to go to the barn with Robert. The littler ones loved collecting eggs still, and the older 

ones realized that they needed to be out of the house just then. Ron and Pat both went too, they 

wanted to talk more about patrolling the area. Chores went smoothly and with those out of the way, the 

children were sent back into the house while the three men went to each of the neighbors homes and 

enlisted their help in securing the area. Everyone including Brad was whole heartedly in favor of 

wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜ wƻōŜǊǘ ƘŀŘ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǿŀǎ 

WƻƘƴΩǎ ƴŜȄǘ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ǿƻ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘ ƘŀŘ ŀƎǊeed to 

patrol on the first shift. Robert and Pat had the third shift and they both wanted to get some sleep. 

 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘΦ WƻƘƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ /ƘǊƛǎΦ WƻƘƴ 

was a widower his wife Kathy had died of cancer the previous year. 

 

άIƛ WƻƘƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ 

and Chris have the 4-у ŀƳ ǎƘƛŦǘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƭƭ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L Ƴŀȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōƻǊǊƻǿ one of you guys to replace Chris 

ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ŀȅǎ ƘŜΩǎ ƴŀǳǎŜŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜΦ L 

ǎŜƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƛǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŦƻǳǊ 

ǎƘƛŦǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 

ά{ǳǊŜ ŘƻΦέ 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŀŘΣ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǿŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǳǇ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪΦέ 

 

άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ wƻƴ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛŦǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ wƻƴΚ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ 

Chris is just tired, he needs a full nigƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ LΩƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘ ƴƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ LŦ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƻŦŦ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ 



 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ wƻƴΦέ 

 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘΦέ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƻǳǊ ǎƘƛŦǘ ǎǘŀǊǘǎΦ {ŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ŦƻǳǊ WƻƘƴΦέ 

 

άhƪ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

 

The three men went home and went straight to bed. Robert had a Baby Ben wind up alarm clock that he 

set for about 3:30am.  

 

It was about 9:00 p.m. when the men went to bed. The children were all in bed also, and the women 

were sitting at the dining room table having a cup of herbal tea before turning in themselves. They were 

talking quietly so as not to disturb the rest of the household. While the men had been planning patrols, 

the women led by Susan had been planning home security.  

 

άL ǘƘƛƴk Trina and I should go to the range tomorrow Mom. Can you look after Miriam for a couple of 

ƘƻǳǊǎΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭƻǳŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅ L Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ ƻƴ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ¢ǊƛƴŀΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ 

men are gong to be tied up patrolling the area, we all need to be able to take care of things here so they 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƭŜƎƎŜŘ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ 

ōŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳǊ ƭŜƎƎŜŘ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƛƭƭΦ ! ŦŜǊŀƭ ŘƻƎ ƛǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƴŜƎƻǘƛŀǘŜ 

wƛǘƘ ƻƴŜΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƻƴŜΦέ 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚ {Ƙƻƻǘ ŀƭƭ ŘƻƎǎ ƻƴ ǎƛƎƘǘΚέ  

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ !ƳȅΣ ƛǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŘƻŜǎ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ LŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƻƴ ƻǊ ƴŜŀǊ ƻǳǊ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜŘ 

as fŜǊŀƭΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ 

ƻƴŜ ŘƻƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǇŜǘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻŎƪ !b5 ǘƘŜ 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǎ ŦƻƻŘΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƪƛƴŘŜǊ ǘƻ put them down than to have them starve to death. By 

ƴŜȄǘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƎŀƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎŎŀǊŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƎƎǊŜǎǎƛǾŜΦ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘŀƪŜ 

them out now while they are still somewhat civilized relatively speaking. At least right now they are 

ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜ ŀ ōƛǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǾƛƴƎΦέ 

 

άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǎŜƴǎŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ōŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

 

άbƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƻƻΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎΦέ 

 

ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΚέ 

 

ά¸ŜŀƘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǎƻ YƛƳΦ ²ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōŜǊŀƭǎ ōŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ YƛƳΣ !ƳȅΣ !ƴƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ 

Trina grinned back. 



 

άhƪΣ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊǘƛǊŜŘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǇǳƴŎƘȅΦ LΩƳ Ǝƻing to bed. Trina, how about we go right after 

ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΚέ 

 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ {ǳǎŀƴΦέ 

 

άDƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦέ 

 

άDƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 

άDƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘέ 

 

άbƛƎƘǘ IƻƴŜȅΣέ 

 

άbƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 

άDƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘ WƻƘƴ .ƻȅΣ ƎƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘ aŀǊȅ 9ƭƭŜƴέΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜŘΦ ¢Ǌƛƴŀ ǿŀǎ really 

ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΧ 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ фΥ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ŦƭǳΧ 

 

The night passed pretty peacefully. The convicts were still holed up somewhere to the north; evidently 

enjoying the plunder they already had. Robert had asked John how Chris was feeling when they had 

changed shifts. John said that Chris was feeling pretty bad. He was running a fever and said he felt all 

stuffed up. Robert suggested that John ask Brad to stop by in the morning and check on Chris if he 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ 

 

Ron came in when they were relieved and said that they had stopped in and asked Brad to go over and 

check on Chris, he had headed out with them and the two had dropped Ron at home and gone on to 

WƻƘƴΩs. 

 

уΥол ŀƳΥ wƻōŜǊǘ ŀƴŘ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ .ǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ōŜƛƴƎ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 

ready for church. Susan had forgotten that it was Sunday, she and Trina had agreed to put off target 

practice until after church. Normally they would have waited until Monday, but with the situation being 

ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ {ǳǎŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƴƎΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƎƻƴΣ .ǊŀŘ 

ŎŀƳŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ȅŀǊŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

 

άIŜƭƭƻ .ǊŀŘΣ Ƙƻǿ ƛǎ /ƘǊƛǎΚέ 

 

Brad stopped about ten feet from the wagon and looked at them soberly. 

 

άwƻōŜǊǘΣ {ǳǎŀƴΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀŘ ƴŜǿǎΦ /ƘǊƛǎ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 



 

ά²I!¢ΗΗΗ Ih²Κέ 

 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ȅŜǘΦ CǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ WƻƘƴ Ƙŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎȅƳǇǘƻƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƭǳΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƭǳ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

cause of death, at least not directly. Chris had an acute Asthma attack. Whatever illness he had triggered 

his asthma, and by the time I got there it was too late. He died shortly after John and I got to John's 

place. 

 

ά hƘ ƴƻΣ Ƙƻǿ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭȅ ǎŀŘ ŦƻǊ WƻƘƴΦ LϥŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ see him, but what about the flu Chris had? Is it 

ŎƻƴǘŀƎƛƻǳǎΚέ 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘƘƛƴƪ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ 

ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ȅƻǳ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀōȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜ out what this is. 

{ƛƴŎŜ /ƘǊƛǎ ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΣ LΩƳ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǾƛŀƴ Ŧƭǳ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ 

of from the cities. Chris was going to a smaller school, but it had a very similar symptom pattern. even 

though Chris didn't die from it he did have some type of flu and I DO know the flu in the cities is pretty 

ƭŜǘƘŀƭΦέ 

 

ά hƘ .ǊŀŘ L ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘ ƛǎƴϥǘ ōƛǊŘ ŦƭǳΦ WƻƘƴ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΦ Iƻǿ ƛǎ WƻƘƴΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΚέ 

 

άIŜΩǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻƪΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ƎǊƛŜǾƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƘŀǊŘΦ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŀǘ L 

ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǉǳŀǊŀƴǘƛƴŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀōƭŜΦέ 

 

ά.ǊŀŘΣ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƘƛƳ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ 

needs to go sit with him. He still ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ YŀǘƘȅΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ LϥƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜϥǎ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ƻǾŜǊ 

ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ /ƘǊƛǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǇŀǘǊƻƭΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ 

ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳ ōǳǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎΦέ 

 

άL ƪƴƻǿ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀǎƪ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ L Ŏŀƴ 

ƎǳŀǊŀƴǘŜŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΦέ 

 

άLΩƭƭ ƎƻΦέ DǊŜƎ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ 

loss.  

 

άDǊŜƎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘ ŦƭǳΚέ  

 

άLŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ LΩǾŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴŦŜŎǘŜŘΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ WƻƘƴ ƻƴ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƻǇŜǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ 

radio for the past several weeks. I was over there most of yesterday too. John said he wanted a younger 

man to know how to work the HAM system in case Chris diŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘκƻǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΦ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ǝǳȅ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ {ƻΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ 

 

DǊŜƎ Ǝƻǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ 



 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǿŜ ǎŜƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ DǊŜƎΦέ DǊŜƎ ǿŀǾŜŘ ŀǘ {ǳǎŀƴ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

heard. 

 

ά²Ŝƭƭ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƛƴ ŜȄǇƻǎƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΦέ ²Ŝ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ ŘƛǎƛƴŦŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊƪƴƻōǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǳŎƘΦ LǘΩǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀt but it will give us 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ !ƴƴŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ  

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀ aƻƳΦ {ǳǎŀƴΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀ ǎƛŎƪ ǊƻƻƳ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ 

down with this thing. Even if it isn't the bird flu there's no sense in getting everyone sick. I think we 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ aƻƳ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜ tŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ 5ŀŘ ŀƴŘ aƻƳ ǎƭŜŜǇΚέ 

 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƛnto the living room with Kim and Mandy and I. The other sleeping areas are 

ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳƭƭΦ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ 5ŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ aƻƳΚέ 

 

ά LǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǉǳŀǊŀƴǘƛƴŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 

set up before hand ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǿŜ Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ LΩƭƭ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ 

disinfecting. Susan, I think you should go lie down. The best way to keep from getting sick is to stay 

healthy. That means getting enough rest, and you just had that baby 5 Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 

 

ά¸ŜǎΣ 5ŀŘΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƳƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ 

ƘŜƴǎΦ wƻōŜǊǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŜƴ 

her all they wanted to. Susan had a terrible habit of trying to do too much too soon after the birth of a 

baby, and this time around it was a lot more dangerous than usual, especially if they WERE dealing with 

ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘ ŦƭǳΧ 

 

 

Chapter 10: This makes no sense... 

 

In case you were wondering, it WAS the avian flu. Poor Chris had been roommates with a very nice Asian 

student. Well at least he seemed nice. Kim was actually a member of the Chinese military and had 

volunteered to take the virus to the United States. Kim's superiors had told him that his parents would 

be taken care of; and that the illness was designed to make people sick but was not lethal. His superiors 

had lied of course, but Kim was far too dead to care. The lethality rate was about 75%, but there was no 

rhyme or reason to who died and who lived. Well, not one that human beings understood anyway. God 

has a plan remember. When the flu hit the community that Robert and Susan lived in though it was 

going to be very difficult for some to remember that... 

 

Sunday afternoon, around 2:00p.m. 



 

Susan woke up from her nap feeling well rested and bored. However, she had read the book The Great 

Influenza and knew that her best hope of remaining healthy was to be careful and not push it, so she 

nursed Miriam and then sat around and read for the afternoon. At 3:00 p.m. she prayed a Divine Mercy 

chaplet and asked God to watch over her family and community and to please give them the grace to 

cope with whatever trials He sent their way. Since their property was fenced, they had let the children 

go outside along with the usual supervision. It would actually be more dangerous to keep everyone 

cooped up in the house. Besides they were setting up an to irrigation system with the well and some old 

hose and water jugs, in case the rainfall wasn't all that stellar. They needed the garden to produce this 

year. Another couple of weeks and the cold weather crops could go in...maybe. It was still a cold spring. 

 

Anne had spent the bulk of the afternoon cleaning everything in the house with bleach and water. 

Doorknobs, stair railings, even the walls that the little people tended to touch. She had all of the 

toothbrushes soaking in hydrogen peroxide and planned to give everyone their own glass for tooth 

brushing. Dixie cups would have been better, but they had run out and so would have to make do. She 

was feeling a little tired now but chalked it up to all the work she had done... 

 

"Hi Mom, you look beat, why don't you sit down in here for awhile? Someone else can make dinner I'm 

sure." 

 

"Trina's already taking care of dinner, and I am a bit tired. But the entire house is clean and the bedroom 

is set up in case someone gets sick." 

 

"Mom, you didn't clean all by yourself did you? You were exposed yesterday too you know." 

 

"Actually the girls helped quite a bit, but some things I just felt better taking care of myself." 

 

"Just be careful Mom, you DO NOT need to be getting run down right now." 

 

"I know dear. But if I get the flu, I get the flu. There isn't a whole lot I can do about it either way." 

 

"No, but you can try and minimize the chances that you'll die from it." 

 

"Honey, if God decides it's my time then it's my time. I'm not worried about it." 

 

"Well I am. I'm not ready to lose you ok?" 

 

"You'll never be ready dear. I wasn't ready to lose my parents either. But it's one of those things that 

you learn to bear." 

 

"Ok, this is really creeping me out. Let's talk about something else." 

 



This they proceeded to do for the next two hours until supper. Everyone seemed healthy all evening, 

and after evening prayer, they turned in around 9:00 p.m. No one had watch until the midnight to four 

shift. Most of the neighbors were either the only man in the house or older so Robert, Charles, Ron and 

Pat had agreed to take the midnight to four and the four to eight shifts every night. That way, an adult 

male would always be home at night at the other houses, and there would be at least two present at 

Robert and Susan's. The shifts were the same for everyone each day, consistency made it easier to plan 

chores and things. It also made the people on patrol more familiar with how their area looked normally 

during their watch shift. Theoretically this would make something unusual more easily noticed. John and 

Greg had been excused from patrol, John because of his grief and Greg because he needed to stay with 

John and take care of the radio system. 

 

At midnight when Charles got up for his shift, he noticed that Anne was tossing and turning in the bed. 

He checked on her and discovered that she was running a fever. Charles was normally the calmest of 

men, but he absolutely adored his wife and he was instantly terrified. 

 

"**** **** ****!!!! Pat, WAKE UP!!!! Your mother has a fever!" 

 

"WHAT!!! Oh God, please! NO!!" Pat sprang out of bed and threw some pants on. He went to Anne and 

checked on her much as Charles had done. She was feverish to the touch and was very restless. "Ok Dad, 

we need to get her into the other room now. Can you open the door for me?" 

 

"No but you can open it for me." Charles had already picked Anne up and was carrying her towards the 

master bedroom. He gently laid Anne down on the bed and turned to Pat.  

 

"I'm going to wake up Ron, he'll have to take my shift for me, I'm not leaving your mother." 

 

"I'm already up Dad and I agree, you should stay with Mom, Robert and I will just take both shifts." 

 

"Pat, I'm taking the walkie talkie with me, please ring if you need us." Robert didn't say it but what he 

meant was, if Mom gets really bad. "I'll stop at John's and ask Greg to ring up Fr. Tom on the HAM. 

Maybe he can get out here to give Mom the Sacrament of the Sick." 

 

"Your Mother-in-law does NOT need Last Rites Robert!!!" 

 

Robert, as a home schooling Dad slipped into teaching mode without even thinking about it. 

 

"Dad, it's not referred to as Last Rites anymore or Extreme Unction, or any of the other things people 

used to call it. It is properly referred to as the Anointing of the Sick. The purpose of the sacrament was 

always to anoint an ill person and lay hands on them, (just as the Bible says) it was just that the English 

translation was lacking in earlier times. A person can get anointed as many times as they are ill. Since 

Mom is a practicing and devout Catholic it will bring her consolation and comfort."  

 



Robert abruptly realizing what he was doing, and that this wasn't one of the children; stopped at that 

point and abruptly shifted topics. 

 

"Pat, I think the best thing you can do is keep her hydrated and provide comfort measures. If it looks like 

she is having difficulty breathing, put her upright and do your best. And PRAY." 

 

Robert and Ron took off to relieve the watch patrol. Robert did stop and ask Greg to call Father Tom, 

and check on John. John was still healthy physically but not so well emotionally. He was grieving pretty 

hard and had even gotten angry with Greg when Greg suggested prayer as a way to relieve his anguish a 

bit. John was a believer, just mad and not quite ready to forgive God for taking his family. Greg 

understood and kept his peace for the moment. He reached the rectory (another man from the parish-a 

widower with grown children, a HAM set-up and license, and a diesel truck had moved into the rectory 

with Fr. Tom. His name was also Pat, and he figured he could be of more help by driving Fr. Tom around 

to minister to the faithful, than he could patrolling (his eyesight wasn't the greatest anymore) and since 

the phones were out he could help people get in touch with the good priest. Pat took the message and 

said he would inform Fr. Which he did as soon as he got off the phone. There were, however, several 

other calls at the same time for the good padre's services, the flu it seems had infected more than one 

person in the area. Fr. Tom got his oil for anointing and his prayer book and they went to the people 

that needed him. Pat handed him a box of disposable masks. 

 

"Here Father, wear one when you are in with the sick people. If this is that flu that's going around, you 

need to stay healthy, to help the rest of us." 

 

"Thank you Pat, that's a good idea. I'll do just that." 

 

Since the Schneiders were rather far out their house was one of the last on the list although one of the 

first to call. Such is reality in a rural area, when fuel is low. Fr Tom did not reach the Schneiders house 

until after 6:00 a.m. 

 

"Thank you for coming Fr Tom, please come and see Mom right away, she is having a hard time 

breathing and I'm really afraid." 

 

"Hello young man, and who are you please?" 

 

"I'm Pat, Susan's brother. I've been nursing my Mom since I have the most experience except Susan. 

Susan is really upset because we won't let her near Mom but she just had the baby and..." 

 

"Whoa, slow down there Pat. I'll talk to Susan when I've seen your mother, but I think you are entirely 

prudent to keep her away."  

 

Fr. Tom walked into the bedroom as he and Pat were speaking. Anne was awake and restless.  

 



"Mom, Father Tom is here". 

 

"Hello Father, could you hear my confession, just in case I..." 

 

"Certainly my dear. Pat I'll need you to step out. If your mother needs you I'll call you right back in. "  

 

Pat left the room and Anne made her confession. Then Father anointed her with oil and laying his hands 

on her, prayed for her healing if it be God's will. This process left Anne pretty tired and she fell asleep 

during the anointing. She did seem to be breathing easier, although since he wasn't a doctor Father Tom 

couldn't really be sure. After washing his hands, the priest went out to talk to the rest of the family. 

 

"How is she Father? and thank you for coming." 

 

"Your mother seems to be holding her own in there Susan." 

 

" Pat said you had several other calls. Has anyone died besides John's son?" 

 

"No, although there are a couple of people in the hospital with breathing trouble. They are both on 

ventilators but the hospital in town only has three. We called up to the city hospital to see if they had 

more, but they have flu cases too and most of their ventilators are being used already."  

 

"What about you Father, it would be horrible if you got sick." 

 

"I'll certainly be taking precautions, but I'm not going to stop ministering to the sick. Hopefully there 

won't be an epidemic. So far the only people to get it besides your mother are the college kids that just 

came home. If everyone just stays home for a couple of weeks this thing will burn itself out. I suggested 

to Pat that he announce that over the HAM and hopefully the people with working radios will hear the 

message from EBS. They are announcing it in the major cities to try and get a handle on the outbreak 

there." 

 

 

 

 

"Fr. I'm worried about my father. He stopped practicing the faith before I was born and no-one can pin 

him down on what he believes. Mom always said he was just mad about his childhood, but I'm really 

scared that if Mom dies it will just make him more angry with God. Mom was his whole world and I don't 

know how he'd deal with the loss. I honestly don't know how I'd deal with it and I DO believe." Susan 

started crying again. 

 

"Pray Susan, that's all you personally can do. Leave the outcome in God's hands, both concerning your 

mother, and your father." 

 



"I'll try Father but it's hard." Susan was about to continue when Julien came into the room. 

 

"Mom, I don't feel well." 

 

"Ok honey, why don't you go lay down?" 

 

"Mom, I think I should go lay down in the sick room..." Julien turned green and ran for the bathroom. 

 

"PAT!!!! Julien is throwing up! I think he has the flu!" 

 

And so it went. First Julien then one by one everyone else in the house came down with the flu. 

Everyone that is; except Pat, Renee, Susan the two youngest babies; Jade and Miriam. Most members of 

the family had lighter cases and Fortunately Susan had read up on the subject enough to confine 

everyone strictly to bed upon onset of the first symptoms. Then she kept them there until well after 

they proclaimed they felt better. The original sickroom was obviously too small so the living room and 

the dining room had the beds placed in them as more and more of the family became ill. It was not only 

closer to the bathroom it was also closer to the kitchen and it was easier for the healthy to care for the 

sick that way. Pat was still adamant that Susan not get too close to the sick members of the family and 

so he and Renee cared for them while Susan cared for the babies and did the cooking. Thankfully among 

their preps were a large amount of disposable dishes and napkins which certainly helped make clean up 

easier, Pat just burned everything once a day in the burn pit. The plastic kind of smelled, but it was 

better than their other options and prevented the infection from hanging around. Pat did make sure to 

stand upwind from the smoke though. 

 

As a result, not one member of the Schneider family died. For the better part of four weeks, they didn't 

see anyone except for Fr Tom twice. The first time he simply came, anointed the entire household and 

heard everyone's confession that wanted to confess, and had reached the age of reason (around 7). The 

second time was during the funeral Mass for the dead, after the epidemic had swept through the 

community. The dead had already been buried by then, but a Mass of resurrection was celebrated for 

them by the parish once the danger of contagion had passed. 

 

Most people buried their dead on their home property since getting to the cemetery wasn't easily 

accomplished and many of the living were still recovering from the flu. As a community they had been 

hit but lightly, distance between houses having a lot to do with that. 

 

The final death toll for the entire county was only around 150 people. In a county with around 25,000 

souls, this was very good news. Most of the dead were the elderly or those with compromised immune 

systems. However, there was a problem. Those that became ill but survived had a rather long recovery 

time. This meant that many of the farmers put in very little in the way of early crops or none at all since 

they were either ill or recovering from the flu. The only farmers that got most of their crops in on time 

were the Amish. They already had a cooperative system in place and those farmers that were sick had 

their fields planted by neighbors and healthy family members. The Amish even planted some of their 



non-Amish neighbors crops or cared for their livestock. This would become VERY important later on. 

 

In the more urban areas however, the story was completely different. Population density had a lot to do 

with it. People living closer together passed on the infection more easily. The sheer number of people 

getting ill overwhelmed the health care infrastructure. Water, and sanitation crews became 

overwhelmed since a large percentage of the workforce got sick. So trash in the streets fed the rats, and 

sewer backups caused more problems which led to secondary epidemics of cholera, dysentary and other 

water borne illnesses which in turn made the sanitation and healthcare situations worse. People who 

could flee the cities did so in short order. People who couldn't died by the millions. 

In the Mountain:  

 

Dick Cheney reluctant president, sat in his office and tried to absorb the information he was getting. 

Death tolls, lack of food, lack of people for food production, etc... it was just too much bad news. And 

now, Senator Clinton was in front of him screaming that they needed to call in the UN.  

 

"Dick, (She couldn't bring herself to call him Mr. President), you've got to call in the UN to restore order. 

It's total chaos out there and people are looting and rioting in all the cities." 

 

"What could the UN do that we can't do with our own Military Hillary?" 

 

"Not a thing except confiscate food & firearms and redistribute the food."  

 

"We all know how much you hate the UN Rick, but this is a crisis. People are dieing all across the 

country." 

 

"Hillary, I'm not going to use that as an excuse to violate the Constitution. I don't plan to govern by fiat 

here, and I'm certainly NOT calling in the UN." 

 

The President came to a decision and turned to the Marine standing to his right. 

 

"Please ask the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs to join us in my office." 

 

"Yes Sir." The Marine who was an aide to the Chairman, saluted, left the room and within ten minutes 

the Chairman joined them. 

 

"Good morning Kevin." 

 

"Good morning Mr. President." 

 

"Kevin, call me Dick. I'm not at all in the mood to be formal. Could you give me a briefing on the current 

state of the military in the country?" 



 

"Yes Sir, We've had most of the active duty people confined to base since the epidemic started. Those 

that had been on leave were quarantined for 14 days before being returned to their units. As a result we 

have had about 2000 fall ill service wide and less than 50 die most of secondary pneumonia infections." 

 

"That's the first good news I've heard all day. How soon can we get them MOPPed up and bringing in 

food and supplies to the urban areas? Can we provide any medical support?" 

 

"Well, Sir, we've been standing by awaiting your orders, we can probably have our people moving within 

hours. If you'd like to give me a list of the areas you want us to go into first...?" 

 

"Honestly Kevin it doesn't really matter. Start with the areas closest to the bases and then move 

outward increasingly. That will get the maximum number of people help in the shortest amount of time. 

I assume you've already been taking care of the dependants?" 

 

They were moved onto base right after the first attack sir. Our people can do their job better if they 

aren't worrying about the safety of their families. I'll pass the word to the base commanders and we'll 

get moving on this right away." 

 

"Fine. Make sure the base commanders know we are on an AID mission only. I do NOT want to hear of 

any confiscation of any property, food or otherwise. My previous order about capitol crimes still stands. 

If a crime is committed by a civilian, turn it over to the local law enforcement if there is one. If not, 

detain the suspect until a civil authority can take care of it. I'm not going to turn this country into a 

police state. That's just what the terrorists want." 

 

The General saluted, and left. Hillary who had been present for the entire exchange sneered at his 

retreating back.  

 

"Are you out of your mind? This is the perfect opportunity to restore law and order. If we have to use 

the military at least use them to get control." 

 

"Hillary, you are beginning to sound like a broken record. I'm not going to turn this country into a police 

state. I've already made that perfectly clear. Now get off it." 

 

"Fine!!! And what happens when people start shooting at the military?" 

 

"I expect them to shoot back. Which Kevin knows perfectly well. Look, just because some people are 

idiots or criminals, doesn't mean that everybody is."  

 

Hillary started to go on, but the President cut her off. 

 

"Hillary, if you don't want to come up with some concrete solutions to this problem, please leave. I've 



had about all the stress I can handle today. In fact, I'm going to take a nap." 

 

And he walked out, again leaving the Senator from NY furious and sputtering behind him. As he walked 

to his personal quarters, Dick reflected to himself that ****ing off Hillary was about the only bright spot 

these days.... 

 

Meanwhile back at the ranch.... 

 

Over at John's house, Greg was kept very busy calling people on the HAM. Brad and Fr Tom, as well as 

Keith, the Lutheran pastor, and Jamie; who was a Non-denominational pastor in town were all called 

upon by those stricken. Some of the people calling went to different churches but couldn't reach their 

own pastor. None of the three men asked about membership. In the spirit of true Christian charity, they 

went wherever they were called. Keith and Jaimie were both married with children, and exposed 

themselves again and again to the contagion. After the first rash of cases Fr Tom invited them to stay at 

the rectory with him. In this way, they could be available to anyone that needed them, (neither had 

access to a HAM) and they wouldn't expose their own families to the disease. The Anglican pastor, 

whose church was next to the Catholic church, was also living alone (his wife had died many years 

previous and his children were grown) but he continued to abide at home since he was a HAM operator 

himself. When he was called out he just walked next door and asked Pat to drive him wherever he 

needed to go.  

 

Neither Greg nor John was stricken with the Flu, which would have been terrific, except for the deep 

depression that John slipped into. He just couldn't seem to get over the death of his son, and at the 

funeral, during the first week of the epidemic, he hadn't said more than two words to anyone including 

the pastor. (Keith in this case-John was Methodist, but the Methodist pastor was one of the earliest 

people to come down with the virus.) Greg tried to talk to John and Keith reminded him that his loved 

ones were with God, but it didn't seem to make that much of an impact. With everyone else being so 

busy taking care of their loved ones, during the next several weeks, John didn't get many visitors other 

than the occasional person coming over to request that a pastor be called. One night, about eight weeks 

after his son's death, John took his own life. He hung himself. Greg found him the following morning 

along with a note and a will that left all of his worldly possessions to Greg. The letter read... 

 

Dear Greg, 

 

Thank you for your support and encouragement these past weeks. I have come to the realization that all 

my loved ones are already in Heaven and I want to be there too. In the drawer is my will. I wrote it and 

Keith witnessed it the day of the funeral. I'm leaving everything to you, since my family is all gone and 

you've been so good to me. Thank you for trying to help, but obviously with everything going on God just 

forgot to come and get me so I'm taking care of it myself. Sorry if there's a mess. 

 

John 

 



 

The funeral for John was very small just Greg, pastor Keith, Fr Tom and the Schneiders. It was all the 

more sad because unlike the flu deaths, this one was avoidable. 

 

"Fr Tom, what happens to Mr. John now?" Lisa had really liked their neighbor and wanted to be told that 

he was in Heaven.  

 

"You mean does he go to Heaven or Hell?" 

 

"Well, yes. I know that suicide is considered a mortal sin, but John wasn't Catholic, and I also think he 

wasn't in his right mind. Is there a chance for him? I mean what if he didn't know it was a sin?" 

 

"Too bad for him. He's going to Hell." 

 

"Actually Charles, that's not what the church teaches." 

 

"Since when? I went to Catholic school for 12 years and the nuns told us suicides went to Hell. Along 

with people who eat meat on Friday, get divorced and remarried and a whole bunch of other things." 

 

"Unfortunately a lot of people your age have told me similar stories. That list of things however is overly 

simplistic and doesn't take into account the mercy of God at all. If you'd like I can explain what the 

Catholic church does teach about it." 

 

"Sure go ahead. This ought to be good." Susan thought this was not going to be a civil discussion and 

shepherded all the children back into the house. Trina quietly asked her to take baby Jade too, she 

wanted to hear the discussion. 

 

"Let's start with what I'm sure, you were taught. Someone who commits a mortal (deadly) sin and 

doesn't repent goes to Hell. Right?" 

 

"Yep." Charles was smug. 

 

"Ok, what constitutes a mortal sin?" 

 

"Grave matter, full knowledge, full consent of the will." Charles was still smug. 

 

"What does THAT mean?" Trina wanted to know. 

 

"Well Trina, your father is right, but let me rephrase it for you. In order to be mortal (deadly) sin, the 

church teaches that the action has to be a serious sin, you have to know it's a serious sin, and you have 

to do it anyway without coercion. If one of those conditions isn't present it is not a mortal (deadly) sin 

although it is still a sin." 



 

"Hold on there Tom. I understand what you are saying but I'm not sure I agree with you. Sin is sin is sin. 

There aren't degrees of sin. That just isn't Biblical." Keith knew that Catholics were also Christians, but 

some of their beliefs were just, well, unbiblical. 

 

"Actually Keith, the church bases the teaching of mortal versus venial sin upon 1 John 5:17 "All 

wrongdoing is sin, but there is sin that is not deadly. Catholic belief about sin is this; Venial sins damage 

our relationship with God, but they are not deadly. Mortal sins however destroy our relationship with 

God and unless we repent, a mortal sin will eventually separate us from God for all eternity. Since we 

don't know John's state of mind when he died, one of those conditions may not have been fufilled and 

therefore he might have been in a state of Grace when he died." 

 

"And according to you, if he WAS in his right mind, he wouldn't be "in a state of Grace" as you put it. But 

that would mean you could lose your salvation." 

 

"Yes, Catholics believe that you must die in a state of Grace to go to heaven. Which really; is not that 

different from what many Christians believe." 

 

"Well now I know that's wrong, Once you are saved you are saved. That is very different from what you 

just said." 

 

"In verbiage maybe, but in actual belief not really. Let me put it this way. If someone who believed they 

were 'saved' their whole life and was active in church read their Bible etc...started having an affair, 

divorced their spouse, publicly rejected God and His rules and then died while acting like that, what 

would you say about that person?" 

 

"Well that they were never really saved to begin with." 

 

"Well, ok, but the person and everyone that knew them thought they were. So my question to you 

would be how can anyone ever really be 100% sure that they aren't just fooling themselves? How can 

you know you're saved?" 

 

"By their fruits." 

 

"Ok, but up until the last month of our example person's life they had produced great fruit. How can you 

KNOW 100% that it isn't an illusion?" 

 

"well, when you put it that way, I guess we just have to trust." 

 

"Which is the same as the Catholic position. We've all been redeemed by the blood of Christ, and we 

must work out our salvation in fear and trembling. We trust in the mercy of God but we don't presume 

on it. In other words, I do my best to pick up my cross and follow Him and trust him to catch me when I 



fall. But I still have to do my part." 

 

"Which is also relevant to the question Lisa asked. Lisa I can't tell you where John is. I don't know what 

was in his heart or mind when he died. But I do trust in the Mercy of God and I will be praying for his 

soul. And before you can ask Keith, yes I think we should pray for people who are no longer with us. The 

church is one body. Catholics believe that the church Militant (Those on Earth), the church Suffering 

(those in Purgatory) and the Church Triumphant (those in Heaven) are all members of one body and 

should pray for one another. Now I know you don't believe in Purgatory Keith but that's a whole other 

topic, that maybe we can discuss later." 

 

"Sure Tom, I'd like that." Keith still didn't agree with his friend on much of what they had just discussed, 

but it was fascinating to him to learn how the Catholics developed their beliefs.  

 

"Anyway, Charles, does that clarify things for you at all?" 

 

"Yes actually it does somewhat." Charles was thoughtful for the rest of the walk back to the house. Trina 

was very thoughtful too. 

 

As they were nearing the house, Trina asked a question. 

 

"Father Tom?" 

 

"Yes?" 

 

"What about someone who's done really bad stuff and is sorry for it. I mean I know about Confession 

and everything, but aren't some sins unforgivable?" 

 

"Trina, God can forgive anything we repent of. The only 'unforgivable' sin is the one we don't repent of." 

 

"Oh....Father Tom?" 

 

"Yes Trina?" 

 

"Do you have time to hear my confession?" 

 

"I always have time for that." 

 

"It's probably going to take a long time Father. I haven't been to Confession since the second grade." 

 

"And I would imagine you don't remember every sin you committed since then either do you?" 

 

"No Father I know I don't. Can I still go to confession?" 



 

"Of course Trina. We'll go through and help you to remember as much as you can, and then you can also 

tell God that you are sorry for all your sins even the ones you don't remember. That is still a valid 

confession. Then if you remember something later you can confess it the next time you receive the 

Sacrament. But it will be forgiven whether you remember it or not. The important thing is to have 

repentance in your heart for ALL your sins, even the ones you've forgotten, because they have offended 

God. And Trina, one more thing." 

 

"Yes Father?" 

άWelcome Home." 

 

"Chapter Eleven: Working together... 

 

They were quiet for the rest of the walk home and when they got there, Trina and Father Tom 

went off and Trina made her confession. When she came out she had obviously been crying but 

she also looked happier than anyone had seen her look in a very long time. Susan asked Father 

Tom and Keith (who had waited) to stay to supper, which they both politely declined citing a 

need to get back to the rectory.  

 

Dinner was a silent, rather somber affair. People were trying to absorb all that they had been 

through over the past four months. So let's bring us up to date... 

 

Mid February:  A Nuclear Strike takes out half the country and most of the government. Dick 

Cheney succeeds to the presidency when George W. Bush is killed during the attack.  

 

End of March:  Robert and Susan's baby Miriam is born. 

 

Beginning of April through mid June:  An Influenza pandemic further devastates the cities. 

The more rural areas see far fewer fatalities, but due to illness many farmers are too late to get 

their staple crops into the ground. The Amish however do get most of their fields planted. It is a 

cold spring but not excessively so, just 5-10 degrees cooler than usual on average.  

 

Mid June: where we are at the moment. Been a busy five months hasn't it? 

 

"So, Keith, it looks like this epidemic has about burned itself out. Not that you aren't welcome, 

but maybe you can go home to your family pretty soon." 

 

"Actually Tom, I wanted to talk to you about that. How would you feel about joining our family 

at my home? There is strength in numbers you know and maybe it would be better if all of us 

pastors were easy to reach. I don't have a HAM setup, but I do have a large house." 



 

"Well, normally Keith I'd say sure, but you live really far out. It would actually make more sense 

for your family to join us here at the rectory. People are already used to contacting you here and 

since we are in town, it would be safer. Your congregation is more than welcome to use the 

church for Sunday Services. We could either stagger the times or you could use the social hall. 

We also have the old school building to use and we could ask Jaimie if he wants to join us as 

well. Being as Saint Anthony's is centrally located, it would provide the most access to the most 

people. It would also enable us to coordinate relief efforts. I have a feeling it's going to be a lean 

year for a lot of people." 

 

"That's actually not a bad idea Tom. We could ask Brad if he doesn't mind opening his church 

for services too since he's right next door to you. Are you sure you won't mind all the children 

though?" 

 

"Heh heh, I raised three of my nephews, their parents not being exactly up to the task. The only 

difficulty we might have is that the bedrooms are rather small and we'll have to double up the 

children some. Let's sit down with Jaimie and Brad and figure this out when we get back." 

 

"Sounds good to me." 

 

And that's what they did. Once they had discussed it, it was decided that Jaimie and his family 

would move into the Anglican Church rectory with Brad, and Keith and his family would move 

in with Tom and Pat. For Sunday Services, Brad would use the Anglican church, Father Tom 

would use the main sanctuary of the Catholic Church, Jaimie would use the social hall (his 

congregation was about 200 people and the social hall sat 250) and Keith would use the gym 

from the old school, which sat about 600 people. His congregation was normally about 325, but a 

large number of people from the other churches in the area had started going to his services when 

they could no longer reach their own pastor. So his services had been hovering around 450-500 

people on a given Sunday-before the epidemic. Sometimes people got in from outlying areas and 

sometimes they didn't. 

 

The change of venue was announced over the HAM radios and also over the local radio station 

which had begun broadcasting pertinent news at noon each day. Gasoline was running short 

although there was bio-diesel from a plant in the area. The Sheriff was driving his personal 

vehicle which was a diesel pick-up, and the gasoline was being rationed to the radio station and 

the ambulances. The electric grid was still down but the local hospital had solar back-up believe 

it or not, so they had electricity, although it was being utilized for critical needs only. 

 

Meanwhile back at the farm... 

 



"Do you guys plan to start patrolling again soon?" 

 

"Actually we have been all along. People just filled in as people got sick." 

 

"Oh." 

 

"Don't feel too bad Susan, you can't notice EVERYTHING." 

 

"Honey, we need to talk about the garden." 

 

"What about it?" 

 

"Well, I put in tomatoes, but I don't know how much of a harvest we'll get. I used the short 

season seeds because I was worried about a shortened growing season, but even so, it's still 

pretty cool out. I also got them to plant the seed potatoes before the epidemic started, so we 

might be able to harvest those and the peas, but I didn't get any melons at all, no cabbage, and we 

aren't going to be able to plant corn or grain this year. Winter Wheat maybe, but that won't be 

until later in the year and we'll run out of grain before we harvest it. We just didn't have the 

money to put up enough for everyone. I can plant beans still, I can put in carrots and mangels for 

the cow, and squash, if we plant a short season variety I might get pumpkins but I just don't think 

we are going to have a lot of variety this coming winter. We can't afford to butcher anything 

except the hogs, we need more breeding stock. I was thinking about riding down to Levi's and 

asking about trading our bull calf for one of his so I can breed the cow again. I'd like a second 

cow, but no-one is taking money anymore and we don't really have anything of value to trade. 

 

"Well, maybe we can trade squash and tomatoes with somebody for grain." 

 

"Who? Most of the farmers around here didn't get their crops into the ground either. The ones 

that did are going to have planted their own house gardens and won't need to trade. Most of the 

skills we have are the same skills that everyone who we would want to trade with would have. I 

can sew, and you can farm and build things, but so can everyone we know. I think we're in 

trouble here honey." 

 

"Let me talk to the neighbors and see what we can come up with." 

 

"Ok. I'm not going to mention this until I can get the adults alone, I don't want to start a panic 

among the children." 

 

"Just put in everything seed wise that you think we can still grow. How about planting the 

cabbages in a shadier part of the property so it doesn't get bitter?" 



 

"We could try it but I don't want to use up all the seed in case it doesn't work, we don't have 

more for next year. Hey, I just had a thought, if you and the guys could get us a greenhouse built 

with some wood and some of that 6 mil plastic we have in the garage, I could plant some stuff in 

pots and extend out the growing season a bit." 

 

"How about if we try planting a section of land and raise a plastic canopy over it to extend out 

the growing season?" 

 

"We could try it, but I don't know if it would work. Again, let's not use all the seed. What do you 

want to plant?" 

 

"Corn. It doesn't have as long a seed viability as the grain and even if we just plant enough to 

save for seed next year we'll be better off than we otherwise would be. I can talk to Greg about 

using John's grazing land, since he left everything to Greg and he's pretty much eating over here 

most of the time anyway. Then we wouldn't have to worry about where to get feed for the 

animals." 

 

" That would be a pretty tall greenhouse. And what about radiation in the grass, won't that hurt 

the animals or at least make them unfit for human consumption?" 

 

" Well I have some 12 foot 2X4's that should be high enough for corn. On the grass, if we had 

gotten higher levels of fallout it would probably be a factor, but we didn't really get much so I'm 

not too worried. I can ask Tim (the vet) if you want." 

 

"Well, it can't hurt to ask, but you're probably right." 

 

"Let me go talk to Greg before I forget...hmmm I wonder who that is." 

 

Robert looked out the window to see Wayne, Debra's husband pull up. He went to the door to 

greet him, but the look on Wayne's face stopped him cold. 

 

"Hi Bob, is Susan here?" 

 

"Yeah Wayne she's inside." Robert wanted to ask what was up but couldn't quite bring himself to 

do so. He'd find out soon he knew. 

 

"Hi Susan, how are you feeling?" 

 

"I'm fine Wayne, what's the matter? Is something wrong with Debra?" 



 

"No, well, yes. She died about a week ago. She went to a birth and caught that da** flu. She was 

gone within two days." 

 

"Oh Wayne, I am SO sorry." Susan set down the baby and gave Wayne a hug. He was very stiff 

in her arms for about thirty seconds, and then she felt him give in to the grief. He started sobbing 

in her arms, and she just held him and let him cry. Robert took Miriam and quietly left the room. 

For several minutes everyone in the house could hear the sobs, and then they quieted, and from 

the next room Anne and Robert could hear Susan talking quietly to Wayne and then they heard 

them praying together.  

 

"Thanks Susan, I'm sorry I lost it like that." 

 

"Wayne don't be silly. You loved Debra very much and grief is a healthy thing. Besides you were 

more grieving for your loss than for her. Debra was a very devout Christian and she is going to 

God." 

 

"Yeah, I know. She kept trying to get me to go to church with her, but I never would. It's not like 

I don't believe you know, I just am not sure about this whole organized religion thing." 

 

"So Debra told me. Did you have a funeral service for her?" 

 

"No, I couldn't get a hold of her pastor." 

 

"Who was that?" 

 

"The church over on Bayside road." 

 

"Oh, that would be Jaimie. He and his family moved in with Brad, the Anglican Pastor in town to 

be more accessible. We could have Greg call them on the radio, I'm sure he'd come out." 

 

"I'd like that. Maybe I'll talk to him about going some Sunday." 

 

"I think Debra would like that Wayne." 

 

"Yeah. Say Susan, I actually came over for another reason. Just before she died, Debra made me 

promise to give you all her midwife stuff. She also told me to send her ladies to you." 

 

"WHAT!!! Wayne, I'm not a midwife yet, just a student. I can't possibly take over Debra's 

practice." 



 

"That's what she thought you'd say and she told me to tell you something...His Grace is 

sufficient." 

 

"Oh MAN, that is not fair Debra." 

 

"Probably not. But seriously thinking about it, who else is there? None of the Doc's in town 

know what to do and there are probably 15 women due within the next month. If you don't help 

them out they'll be on their own. Anyway, I have her stuff in the truck. I'm also going to give you 

the little truck that she used. It's a diesel and you can put bio-diesel in it. I don't need it anymore. 

The only problem is that it's a stick shift, which I know you don't drive." 

 

"Robert can drive one and so can most of the men. Until I get up to speed I'll just have one of 

them drive me. Whoo boy I was NOT expecting this today. Say, Wayne, did you get your crop 

into the ground?" 

 

"Most of it. I didn't get any corn in this year but I did get wheat and soybeans. I figure I can use 

the beans for fuel and the wheat to help feed people. I don't figure it'll go far but we have a mill 

in town and people are going to need the food." 

 

"Maybe you should talk to the pastors about how to distribute it to people." 

 

"Say, now that's an idea. I'm not expecting to make a lot of money, but I have the seed and I don't 

feel right about letting people go hungry just because they can't pay for it." 

 

"Maybe you could do a work for food thing on your place Wayne. That way people will feel like 

they are working for it instead of getting a handout and you'll get some help. I don't imagine it'll 

be easy to do by yourself, especially come harvest time. Even if they just help you with the 

machinery, or bagging stuff or something." 

 

"That's true enough. There are a lot of little jobs around the place that I never can seem to get to, 

maybe it would help me get caught up and I could pay people in food. I will talk to the pastor 

about that. Anyway, I need to get going home, can someone ride back with me to get the truck?" 

 

"Sure. let me go ask Robert. He needed to go talk to Greg about grazing on his place, he can ask 

about raising Jaimie on the radio at the same time." 

 

Julien was dispatched to go bring back the little truck and Wayne took a great deal of time and 

effort explaining all the quirks of it to Julien. Being a natural mechanic, Julien was by far the 

wisest person to delegate this job to. Robert walked next door and got Greg's ok to use the 



grazing land. He also put the call in to Pat to let him know about the need for Jaimie's services. 

 

After supper that night all the adults were sitting around the table in the dining room. The older 

children had taken the younger ones into the family room to wind them down before bed. 

 

"Whew, this has been a busy day. And I fear it's going to get a lot busier. How are you doing 

Susan?" 

 

"Besides being scared out of my mind? I'm fine. Mom, what if I make a mistake and a baby or a 

mom dies?" 

 

"Honey, you heard what Wayne said, there is no one else. Do the best you can and trust God to 

make up for what you lack."  

 

"I just feel so inadequate. I don't know nearly enough." 

 

"You know more than anyone else around here. Besides, you've had ten of your own. In terms of 

practical experience with labor and birth you know more than most doctors." 

 

"Thanks Amy. I hadn't really thought of it that way. I'm still nervous though." 

 

"That's natural, but you'll be fine." 

 

"If you say so Dad. Listen while we're all here, and the children aren't, we need to talk about the 

food situation a bit. Robert and I were discussing it this morning, and we are going to have to 

really work hard to have enough to eat this winter. With everyone down with the flu we didn't 

get a lot of the stuff into the ground that we need. So, starting tomorrow, we are all going to have 

to get busy and get stuff in the ground as fast as possible. I know that Dad and Kim are still not 

back to 100%, so I was thinking that they could kind of run things in here and supervise the 

littler ones. That way, they can rest if they need to. Renee has asthma so she can't work outside, 

but she can definitely handle the cooking, and she can help with the smaller children so that Dad 

and Kim don't have to work as hard.  

 

Robert is going to try and rig a greenhouse and a growing canopy so we can maybe get some 

corn in the ground for seed if not for harvest. How many people do you think you'll need to help 

honey?" 

 

"Probably if there were four of us, we could get it done. That would leave the rest of you to 

plant. I was thinking of Julien, Ron, Pat and myself." 

 



"Ok, that leaves Mom, Trina, Amy, Lisa, Rose and myself, unless we get Maggie and Beth to 

help. They need to be supervised, but they are both old enough to put seeds into the ground. Jake 

could help too, but he'll want to be with his Dad. I thought he could fetch you tools and stuff 

Robert." 

 

"That's fine. Beth definitely. Ron, Amy, how do you feel about Maggie helping. She'll have to 

take a break from lessons, but many hands..." 

 

"Oh absolutely. Maggie can work with me and I assume that Beth will work with you Susan?" 

 

"Most of the time although I'll have to go in and nurse the baby periodically so I'll pair her up 

with Lisa and just work closely to the both of them. Does that sound alright to you Trina?" 

 

"Yeah I guess so, although I don't know much about gardening. Maybe Ron should help you and 

I should help with the greenhouse." 

 

"I see your point Trina, but the greenhouse is going to require upper body strength and you just 

don't have it like a guy does. Besides, Susan and your Mom know exactly what to plant and 

where. Someone is going to need to supervise anyway, so just plant to the depth and distance that 

they tell you. You'll catch on pretty quick though I'm sure." 

 

Trina didn't say anything else although privately it bothered her. Division of labor along gender 

lines was not something she liked, it smacked of oppression of women. After supper, Trina and 

Susan headed over to the range. The baby had been fed and Trina still needed practice. Susan 

had been able to teach her the basics, but like any other skill practice makes perfect. 

 

"Susan, doesn't it ever bother you?" 

 

"What?" 

 

"The whole man's work, woman's work thing," 

 

"No, but then I'm not insecure about my abilities." 

 

"Meaning that you think I am?" 

 

"Sometimes. Look Trina, it's a fact of life that men have more upper body strength. Men also 

tend to be very focused. They do one thing at a time and do it very well.  

 

Women on the other hand tend to be able to multi-task better and have better fine motor control. 



It's one of the reasons that women in general tend to be more accurate with a firearm than men.  

 

It's not that men are better because they can lift more, it's not that women are better because we 

can shoot more accurately (generally-there are obviously exceptions), it's just that we are wired 

differently and we should play to our strengths.  

 

I can't lift as much as Robert. He can't do six things at the same time while thinking about five 

more. But because he can do what he can do and I can do what I can do, we both have a higher 

quality of life. I can chop wood, but he does it faster. Robert can cook a meal, but I do it faster. 

He is far more logical and better in a crisis.  

 

These things don't make him better or me better. It just is. Trina, your biggest problem is that you 

feel you have to prove that you are as good as a man. That's like comparing apples to oranges. 

They are both really tasty, but completely different fruits. 

 

You aren't a man. You are a woman, and rather than comparing yourself to men you should 

really be asking yourself, am I being the best woman I can be?  

 

See that's the big lie of feminism. A feminist says 'I am as good as a man'. To that I say, so what? 

Are you as good as a woman?" 

 

"Well, I kind of see your point, but it still bothers me. What about guys that treat women like 

their inferior or stupid or whatever?" 

 

"That's a problem of the individual man, not men as a gender. I would suggest that any man that 

treats a woman as an inferior is also very insecure. I would further suggest that you not have 

anything to do with such a man." 

 

"I guess I know a lot of insecure men then." 

 

"Probably. Look any man worthy of the name, treats all women like ladies, whether they are or 

not. If you find a man like that, thank his parents, who raised him to respect women. Not 

feminists who usually just rail at him and tell him what an animal he is. The problem as I see it is 

that the feminists got all of the media time. So that was the message that most men and women 

got bombarded with growing up. I know I did." 

 

"Well, how did you get past it then?" 

 

"Grace." 

 



"Again with the Grace." 

 

"Well you asked the question. Look I used to be all sorts of a feminist. But I wasn't very happy. I 

always felt like I had to prove myself. Then I met Robert.  

 

It was this huge joke in our reenacting unit that he should have been born in the 1800's not the 

1900's. He opened doors for all women, took off his hat when entering a building and stood 

when a woman entered a room. Any woman. I thought it was quaint, and that he more did it 

because we reenacted the Civil War. Then I started dating him and by golly, he did it all the time. 

 

I discovered I liked being treated like a lady. I met his parents and his dad treated his mom the 

same way. It actually kind of scared me. But he was so easygoing and laid back I thought that he 

wouldn't actually boss me around or anything. And he doesn't. BUT. He definitely takes the 

leadership role in the family. He puts his foot down when he feels that it's important to the family 

to do so.  

 

You know me Trina. I am incredibly strong willed and I'd be willing to bet that sometimes it 

would be much easier for him to just let me have my way. But he doesn't if he thinks it's better 

for me and for the family if I don't get my way. 

 

And in all the years we've been married, he's not been wrong much. Once or twice, but that's a 

much better track record than most leaders you could name. Besides, he also takes responsibility 

for making the decisions. The couple of times I was right, he said so right away and took 

responsibility for getting us back on track or fixing whatever it was.  

 

It finally dawned on me that he didn't feel threatened by me because he was very sure of who HE 

is. He could enjoy my strengths and support and encourage me in them because they didn't 

diminish his. But I think the biggest secret to our success is that neither one of us EVER puts the 

other one down.  

 

I did put him down at the beginning of our marriage, but he never did it to me. He did however, 

tell me one day that it really hurt his feelings when I put him down especially in public. Then I 

had a choice to make. Did I keep on doing it, or did I stop? I chose to stop.  

 

Don't get me wrong it was really hard at first, but like any habit it got easier the more I did it. I 

will say that we have an incredibly strong and happy marriage because of that one little choice I 

made to consider his feelings. Life is about choices and sometimes the seeming little ones make 

the most impact. 

 

Sorry, I didn't mean to ramble. Let's shoot." 



 

So they did just that for the next hour. Trina was thinking about what Susan had said. She did 

seem very happy and Robert was quite openly head over heels in love even after so many years 

of marriage. Maybe there was something to what Susan said. She just didn't know... 

Chapter 12: There's gardening and then there's Gardening... 

 

Early the next morning everyone was hard at it. Chores and breakfast were accomplished as quickly as 

possible before daybreak (5:00 am) to give maximum daylight hours to getting the garden in. It's one 

thing to plant a small plot, but the Schneiders had about two acres of garden going in just for vegetables 

to feed everyone. This didn't count the acre plot that was already planted to cool weather crops and 

tomatoes. Susan felt the need to hurry. If they didn't get a good harvest, they wouldn't have enough 

food to last another year. 

 

The four men got the greenhouse up in just one day. two men would dig a hole four feet deep, one 

would put rocks at the bottom for drainage then they would put a post in and backfill the hole. This 

made the height of the greenhouse 8 feet and a few inches. They made a ceiling on the top with 8 foot 

2x4s. So it was a series of upright square arches. The greenhouse was 8 feet wide and twelve feet long 

with a pole every two feet. So this meant four poles across the front and four across the back and four 

along each side (the corner poles were the fifth and sixth poles on the side.) Concrete would have been 

nice, but they didn't have any so they did the best they could. In order to cut down on the amount of 

wind coming at the greenhouse they put it against the east side of the house, and used brackets to 

attach one of the long sides to the house itself for some added stability. This way it would get the 

morning sun, but not the wind which usually came in from the west. After all the poles were in they 

stapled the 6 mil plastic to the poles and stretched it as best they could. It wasn't permanent, but it 

would do for a start. They also piled dirt along the bottom of the plastic burying about six inches of the 

plastic. Then dirt was piled along the outside also, to create something of a seal. They would wait a day 

or two and then plant the corn and see what happened. 

 

That first day the women planted one acre. They were dead tired when they came in, and Robert told 

Susan to slow down. 

 

"Honey, two or three more days will not make THAT much of a difference and you can't afford to lose 

your milk. We can't get formula for Miriam. Stop pushing yourselves so hard." 

 

"I know Robert but I just feel like I have to hurry or we won't have enough." 

 

"I do understand, but I mean it slow down. You plant 1/3 of an acre tomorrow and then stop. It's mostly 

beans left anyway right?" 

 

"Yes, Beans and the mangels for the cow." 

 



"Fine. Plant the mangels and one row of beans. Then plant a row of beans once a week until you run out 

of rows. That way they won't all ripen at once and we won't lose food trying to put it all up at the same 

time. I think we should start work on enlarging the root cellar tomorrow. Once you finish with the 

mangels, send everyone over to help shovel that can do that. You Susan need to go into the house and 

rest at that point. Help the children with school or something." 

 

"Ok. In fact I'm going to bed right after supper. I'm really tired." 

 

Everyone went to bed early (8 pm) except for the watch shift. The men were still taking turns patrolling 

and keeping watch in the area although they hadn't heard anything about that group of convicts or 

anyone else roaming with evil intent. Better safe than sorry. 

 

About 2:00 am Robert went in and woke Susan. 

 

"Susan, Susan honey, wake up." 

 

"What? Oh Robert, What time is it?" 

 

"About 2." 

 

"In the morning!!? I thought you wanted me to slow down." 

 

"Honey, you need to wake up. Jacob Weaver is here. His daughter Nettie is in labor, and he came to get 

you." 

 

"In the buggy?" Susan was wide awake now and jumped out of bed. "That must have taken him two 

hours. Crap!!! I need to go." 

 

"Whoa, honey he came on horseback, he said he ran the horse the whole way and it took about 45 

minutes. You'll need to drive him back the horse needs to rest. I told him we'd get it back to him later. 

Here's a cup of coffee. You drink that and get dressed, I'll get Julien up and pack up the baby." 

 

Susan drank her coffee and jumped into her clothes. Fortunately Debra's bags were already in the car 

and Susan packed her bag the same way since Debra had been her teacher. Robert got Julien up and let 

him know what was going on. Meanwhile Jacob stood quietly by the door waiting. 

 

"Hello Jacob." 

 

"Hello Susan." 

 

Julien pulled the truck up to the door and Susan and Jacob got in.  

 



"How was Nettie when you left Jacob?" 

 

"She was having some pain, but not too bad I think." 

 

Since the Amish didn't really talk about their pains this didn't help Susan much. 

 

"How long had she been having the pain, did she say?" 

 

"Oh, since around 8 this evening she said. I knew you'd ask so I asked her straight out. She said it felt like 

we should be getting you and so I came. She wanted Willie (her husband) to stay with her." 

 

OH Crap. She had been in labor for six hours and this wasn't her first. Susan didn't say anything, but she 

did give Julien a look behind Jacob's back. Julien didn't say anything either, but he knew his mother and 

stepped on the accelerator. They got to Willie and Nettie's at about 2:30. 

 

"Hello Susan." 

 

"Hello Willie, where's Nettie?" 

 

"Oh she's in the room there. I was with her, but she sent me out to get you, said to ask you to please 

hurry a bit." 

 

"Julien, bring the bag!!!" Susan took off at a dead run. She got into the bedroom and saw that Nettie 

was pushing. 

 

"Water Willie NOW!!!! I need to wash my hands." Just then she saw that the baby was crowning. 

Crap!!!! So much for sterile technique. Just then Willie came to the door with a jug of water. Susan 

already had her hands on the perineum, trying to gently ease the baby out so Nettie didn't tear.  

 

"Please pour the water over my hands Willie, it's going to slop on the floor but I don't want Nettie to get 

an infection." Willie did what she asked. 

 

Another contraction started and Nettie started to push. 

 

"That's great Nettie, but breathe. The baby still needs oxygen. Here comes the head.....OK, the baby's 

head is out. Nettie, you need to stop pushing and pant like a dog for a minute I want to make sure the 

cord isn't around the baby's neck." Susan slipped a finger around the baby's neck and mercifully the cord 

wasn't there. 

 

"Ok Nettie, one more big push. Here we come, ok, YES!!! Willie, would you like to tell Nettie what you 

have?" 

 



Willie looked and told Nettie, "we have a son." The Amish are not a showy people, but they do have 

deep feelings. Willie was no different. There were tears in his eyes as he looked at his wife and she 

smiled at him. Susan finished cleaning off the baby and gave him to his mother. Nettie immediately put 

him to the breast. She was not a first time mother and the other midwife had told her to do this right 

away to help with the bleeding. 

 

It was true. Most homebirth midwives didn't even take clients that weren't planning to breastfeed. All 

other considerations aside, the act of nursing the baby stimulated the production of oxytocin, which was 

the hormone that produced contractions. In the hospital, doctors can use the synthetic pitocin to 

produce contractions, but it's a controlled substance and midwives didn't have access to it unless they 

could get a doctor to write a prescription for it. However unless the midwife was also a nurse, which 

many weren't, it was illegal for the doctor to write the prescription. A few doctors felt strongly enough 

about homebirth that they did it, but very few were willing to take the chance of being prosecuted. 

Although, Susan thought she knew a couple that might do it under the current circumstances, she'd still 

be hampered by a lack of availability of the drug. 

 

Nettie's baby was nursing well. About 10 minutes after he was born Susan saw something coming out of 

the birth canal and it wasn't the placenta. 

 

"Oh my Lord. Nettie, you have another baby in there, give the boy to Willie, I need you to push. Wait, it's 

coming out feet first." OH Crap. Susan had never seen a twin birth or a breech birth. 'Think, girl think. 

Ok, make sure it's both feet. Check. Ok, check for a cord. CRAP. "Ok Nettie, the cord is coming out with 

the baby, we have to get this baby born fast. Push for everything you are worth on this contraction." 

Nettie looked scared but bore down and pushed for all she was worth. Susan reached her hands up 

inside and tried to keep as much pressure off the cord as possible. The good news was that this baby 

was a bit smaller and this left room for Susan to maneuver. Nettie was still pushing and the baby came 

out fairly easily. He was a little blue, but Susan cleared out his mouth with a bulb syringe and started 

massaging him (another boy) vigorously. 

 

"Ok Nettie, talk to your baby. tell him you love him and he needs to breathe for you." 

 

"Levi, Levi, you need to breathe for Ma. Please Levi, let me welcome you to the world." 

 

"That's good Nettie, here help me rub him." Nettie started mimicking Susan's movements and kept 

talking to her baby. Suddenly the baby gulped and started to breathe and then cry. Susan was sure she 

had never heard a sweeter sound. Nettie kept touching little Levi and cooing to him. 

 

"Oh thank you God! Oh thank you Sweet Jesus!" Susan couldn't even think of anything else to say. She 

then noticed Willie, who was holding the first boy. He wasn't saying anything but tears were steadily 

running down his cheeks and he was rubbing his son's small back. 

 

"Well Levi has a name, have you picked one for his older brother?" 



 

"Jacob for Nettie's father." 

 

"That works out just perfect. Now each of your father's have a grandson named for them. Willie, why 

don't you go over and sit by Nettie and little Levi? I'm sure young Jacob is not happy about being taken 

from his meal." Jacob most assuredly was not as he was crying quite loudly. 

 

Susan got Nettie set up with some pillows so she could nurse both babies, and watched very carefully 

for the afterbirth. It came out shortly after (about 15 minutes after the second twin was born). Susan 

checked it over carefully and made sure it was intact. Thankfully it was. She also watched Nettie's 

bleeding very carefully. With twins there is a larger placenta which means a larger open area to bleed 

after the birth. 

 

Nettie however did very well. She was young and in very good physical shape. Still, Susan wasn't taking 

any chances. She cleaned up Nettie very well, checked for tears (there were none, just a small skid mark) 

and asked Nettie's mother Alice to make her a hearty breakfast. There were eggs and whole wheat 

bread and even some smoked ham.  

The Amish didn't refrigerate anything but either smoked or canned it. That along with fresh milk made 

for a good and protein filled breakfast.  

 

While Nettie was eating Susan did the newborn assessment on both babies. Jacob was perfect and 

weighed in at 7 pounds 1 ounce. Levi was also perfect and weighed in a 6 pounds even. 

 

Susan stayed for several hours to make sure all was well and then sat with Nettie's mother and gave her 

many instructions about what to look for and how to handle it. She checked Nettie again and told them 

she would be back in two days. If there was anything that worried them they should go down to Chuck's 

house (he was an English neighbor with a CB) and have him call the sheriff, who would in turn get a hold 

of her via Greg on the HAM. Susan finished cleaning up and had some breakfast herself. Then she 

packed up and she and Julien headed home. It was about 11:30 am. 

 

"You ok Mom?" 

 

"No. I'm still scared. That could have gone sooo badly. What the heck am I doing. I am NOT ready for 

this." 

 

"Look Mom, I know you were really scared but you did great. You didn't panic and you did everything 

you knew how to do. You're always telling me to trust that God will make up for your lack, right? I think 

maybe you should listen to your own advice. Besides, what would they have done if you hadn't been 

there. They really didn't know what to do." 

 

"That's true. SAY...when did you go getting all smart on me?" Susan smiled at her beloved first born. 

 



"I don't know about smart mom, but I do listen to you occasionally." Julien smiled back at his mom. 

 

When they pulled in everyone stopped and came into the house. They all wanted to know how it went. 

Fortunately it was about lunchtime so it didn't disrupt things too badly. Susan filled everyone in with 

Julien adding his impressions. Everyone was very glad things went well and were full of praise for Susan 

and the job she had done. Robert too was very proud of his wife, but knew her much better than the 

others.  

 

After lunch, Julien was sent out to help Ron and Pat with the root cellar (he had napped much of the 

time at Willie and Nettie's, and besides, he was pumped on adrenalin). Susan went to lay down and 

nurse the baby again. Robert followed her into the bedroom. 

 

"You alright beloved? Or are you second guessing yourself?" 

 

"Ah how well you know me. What if she had bled too much. What if the second baby had gotten stuck?" 

What if..." 

 

"Susan you'll make yourself sick with worry. None of that happened. If it had, God expects you to do 

your best and no more. However, I do want you to turn over the garden to your Mom and spend more 

time with your books. These sorts of things will come up and I'd rather you feel prepared for them as 

much as you possibly can.  

 

I also think you need to take on an apprentice. Sometimes you need two midwives, especially at a 

multiple birth. And what happens if two women are in labor at the same time? We need to start sharing 

information here. I think Debra should have looked for more apprentices than you, but I also understand 

that homebirth was much less common three months ago, and she just didn't have the business to 

sustain more than one midwife. That is no longer true and this is not a good situation for the 

community." 

 

"OK." 

 

"Ok? I expected more of a fight, or at least discussion." 

 

"I'm too tired to discuss, and you're right so why should I fight about it?" 

 

"Get some sleep my sensible beloved wife." 

 

"I love you Robert." Susan was alseep about 3 seconds later. Robert took the baby and put her in her 

snuggli while he went out to check with the rest of the family. the three men were digging out the root 

cellar and seemed fine so he went out to the garden. 

 

"Hi Mom, can I talk to you for a minute?" 



 

"Sure Robert what's on your mind?" 

 

"How's planting going?" 

 

"We're just about finished with the row of beans. The mangels were all planted this morning. I'm using 

some of the dirty animal bedding for mulch, it should cut down on the weeds. Susan had already done 

that around the tomatoes and things, and I'm all about saving labor." 

 

"Me too. Listen Mom, I wanted to know if you'd be willing to take over supervising the garden. Susan 

was really shaken this morning and I want her to have some time to study up a bit. She's the only game 

in town right now, and we both know she won't turn anyone down. I just don't want her to worry 

herself to death in the process. I really don't want a baby dying on her or a mother because of a lack of 

knowledge on her part. Or even a perceived lack of knowledge." 

 

I think that's a great idea Robert, I don't mind taking over the garden. Has Susan thought about training 

another midwife to help her out?" 

 

"I suggested it, she said it was a good idea. The only problem is that I don't know who would have the 

desire to learn it or the aptitude for it. Midwives are very special people." 

 

"Why don't you ask the pastors? Surely among their congregations someone is right for this task?" 

 

"Thanks Mom, that's a great idea, I'll do that." 

 

They finished planting at about 3 pm that afternoon. Susan was still tired but Robert woke her up 

anyway so she could sleep that night. She spent some time with the children while Renee and Kim got 

supper. Then they all ate and went to bed.  

 

The last thing Susan thought before drifting off to sleep was how nice it would be when things slowed 

down a little... 

Chapter 13: When Things slow down... 

 

 

Susan woke up the next morning and after breakfast she hit the books. The rest of the family (minus 

patrol people) went to work finishing the garden and the root cellar. So Susan, Renee and the two 

babies were the only ones in the house. The other young children were close by the adults, but children 

needed to get fresh air and playtime in the sunshine. About 10:30 that morning, a truck pulled up. It 

wasn't one Renee recognized, so she ran to get her mom. 

 

"Mom come quick, there's a truck out front." 



 

"Here take this, the baby is asleep so leave her there." Susan came out of the room with her 9mm which 

she handed to Renee. Susan had the shotgun and a round was already chambered. 

 

"Slip out back and let the rest of the family know we have company." 

 

"Ok Mom. Be careful." 

 

"I will." 

 

Susan was already to the door at this point and looking outside at the truck. There was a man and a 

woman in the front with a car seat in between. 'Hmmmm, they don't look threatening, who IS that?'  

 

"HELLO THE HOUSE!!" 

 

"WHO ARE YOU AND WHAT DO YOU WANT?" 

 

"SUSAN? IS THAT YOU?" 

 

"I REPEAT!! WHO ARE YOU AND WHAT DO YOU WANT?" 

 

"SUSAN IF THAT'S YOU IT'S YOUR COUSIN NES." 

 

"PLEASE GET OUT OF THE TRUCK AND STAND WHERE I CAN SEE YOU." 

 

"OK IF YOU POINT THE GUN SOMEWHERE ELSE." 

 

'Fair enough' Susan thought 'I can always bring it back on target pretty fast.'  

 

The man got out of the truck and by golly it WAS Susan's cousin. She opened the door and ran out into 

the yard. She caught up with Nes (short for Nestor-it's a family name no jokes please) just as he rounded 

the front of the truck, and gave him a fierce hug. Then she and Nes walked around to the other side of 

the truck and Susan grabbed Nes's wife Sherrie and gave her a fierce hug too. 

 

"Where have you been? How did you get here? Who's truck is that? Where's the rest of the family? Are 

you guys healthy? Is the baby with you?" Susan probably should have asked the last two questions first 

but family was family and she hadn't thought about it. She was just so glad to see family. 

 

Nes started laughing. "Yes, the baby is with us, all three of us are healthy, the baby and I got the flu but 

Sherrie knew enough to put us both right to bed and we recovered. The rest of the family didn't make it, 

and the truck is a neighbor's who also didn't make it. He told me to take his truck and get Sherrie and 

the baby the He** out of the city right before he died. Nes wasn't laughing anymore and Susan wasn't 



either. She had a million more questions, but knew that Nes probably didn't want to tell this story more 

than once. So she just turned to Sherrie and said: "Come on, let's get your stuff unloaded and get you 

guys something to eat. It's about time for lunch anyway." 

 

Sherrie started to tear up. "Thanks Susan, it's been a pretty rough couple of months and we weren't sure 

you'd still be here or if you had room for us. But we don't really have any other place to go. It's an 

absolute nightmare out there." 

 

"Well, we'll have to double up a bit, but for you, we'll make the room. My Mom will be so thrilled that 

you are here. She's been very worried about you both and the baby. I probably should have told her to 

tell you to come here in the first place. I mean obviously we don't have room for the ENTIRE family, but 

a couple more we can handle. Pat will be pretty glad too." 

 

While she was talking (remember that conversation about women being able to multitask?) Susan and 

Nes and Sherrie were busily unloading the baby and their gear from the front of the truck. Nes Jr. wasn't 

really a baby anymore he was 2, but all children under 5 were called baby by Susan. 

 

By this time Renee had notified the rest of the family that someone had arrived and they came into the 

house just as Susan and the cousins walked in. There was much rejoicing and hugs and tears and 

busyness getting food ready. Everyone wanted to hear the story, but it's always better on a full stomach 

you know? 

 

They sat down and Robert said a long prayer of thanksgiving for the safe arrival of the cousins. Then 

they ate. After lunch the men got the little ones settled down for a nap and the women made short 

work of the dishes. People were very anxious to hear the news, but the garden and the root cellar 

needed daylight to finish. Nes said that was fine, and asked if he could help with the root cellar.  

 

"Sure Nes, but don't you have to finish unloading?" 

 

"Actually all we have in the back is food and tools. Our neighbor had some stuff that he told me to take 

along with his guns and I have some stuff from my dad's house, tools and mementoes and things and we 

had a bit of food left. So the truck bed is pretty full, although we don't have any extra gas. We just about 

coasted here on fumes. I was afraid we'd have to walk the last couple of miles."  

 

"So you didn't bring a lot of clothes then?" 

 

"No, I think we brought like four days worth for each of us. I figured we could wash clothes and the food 

was more important." 

 

"Good thinking. How about ammunition?" 

 

"We have three of those green military cans full. Our neighbor had a shotgun and a rifle he used for 



hunting." 

 

"So you don't have any handguns?" This came from Susan. 

 

"No." 

 

"Ok. Well, how about if you all go back out and finish what you were doing and Sherrie and I can carry 

stuff in and Renee can watch the little ones. She wanted to bake bread this afternoon anyway." 

 

"That sounds good. What's for supper tonight?" 

 

"I'm not sure actually. Renee?" 

 

"I thought we'd have chili. We have a bunch from last year's canning and I can make some bread to go 

with it. The lettuce is doing pretty good in the lettuce beds so we can have salad too." 

 

"That sounds good Princess. Well, we'd best get back to it gentlemen." Robert and the men went back 

to work and those on garden detail also went back to work. Susan and Sherrie went to the truck and 

looked in the back. It had a bed cap on it and was stuffed to the top. 

 

"Well, let's work smarter not harder. Robert has a small dolley that we move boxes and stuff with, I'll get 

that out of the garage and we can take heavier loads without hurting ourselves." 

 

"That sounds pretty good to me. I'm not sure what all we have, I know that Nes & Mike put a bunch of 

already loaded boxes in the back from Mike's basement. I don't even know if Nes knows what's in there, 

but we didn't really have time to look." 

 

"You mentioned that before. I know we agreed to wait until this evening, but is it really THAT bad in the 

city?" 

 

"It is in ours. And we live in a pretty nice area." Sherrie paused. "Well, it WAS a pretty nice area." 

 

"Well, I'm relieved you guys made it out alright then; and even more relieved you made it here safely." 

Susan's curiosity was driving her nuts, but she was determined not to push. Something had happened 

that had really spooked Sherrie. 

 

It took them a little over two hours to completely unload the truck. Some of the boxes were quite heavy 

and a few were also rather large leaving Susan and Sherrie both wondering how Nes & Mike had 

managed to load them in the first place. (Sherrie had been in the house watching the baby while they 

had loaded early that morning.) Nes was over 7 feet tall and quite strong, but he wasn't Ahnold or 

anything. And according to Sherrie, Mike was about 5'9" and not super muscular either. Yet another 

question Susan saved for later. 



 

Out in the garden the woman and children had worked very efficiently and had the garden completely 

planted. Anne and Amy and Trina sent the children into the house to wash up for supper while they 

finished the last row. 

 

"I am so glad Nes and Sherrie thought to come here." 

 

"Why didn't you just tell them to come here if things got bad Mom?" 

 

"Because it isn't my house. I knew your sister was putting things by for our family, but I didn't know if 

she had enough extra for anyone else. I also didn't know how to just invite a few and not invite the 

whole bunch. Robert and Susan don't have enough land to support that many people for one thing and 

they aren't that close to most of the extended bunch anyway." 

 

"Yeah but we've always been pretty close with Nes and his family." 

 

"Your dad and I have, but Susan hasn't really gone to many family things in quite awhile." 

 

"I wonder why?" 

 

"Well Trina, she got rather tired of all the sarcastic comments about how her family chooses to live. 

Especially since some of the family didn't bother to wait until the children weren't within earshot. 

Rather than subject her children to that sort of thing, she and Robert just decided to stop attending 

family gatherings." 

 

"Oh. I didn't know they were that bad about it." 

 

"I don't think she told anyone. The only reason I know is because I asked her about it directly one time. 

Your sister isn't into confrontation, she would rather just withdraw." 

 

"Yeah I can see that." 

 

"We're about done here, let's get the tools cleaned up and go wash up for dinner." 

 

Supper was a very pleasant time for everyone. The table was quite crowded with the additional people 

but that was ok. Susan had invited Greg for dinner so he could meet Nes and Sherrie, and because she 

hated the thought of him eating alone every night. After supper, the men did the dishes and the women 

got the children dressed for bed. There was story time and prayer time and then the children were 

tucked in. Susan made some herbal tea and hot chocolate for those that wanted it, and the adults and 

oldest three children settled down to hear how Nes and Sherrie had gotten to them. 

 

"Ok so, where do we start?" 



 

"Let's start at the beginning. How did your family do after the bombs went off?" 

 

"There was a shelter in the basement where I work. Sherrie and Junior came to the office and we spent 

two weeks in the shelter there. It was not what I'd call a pleasant experience, but we lived. There were 

about 200 people in the shelter and they really didn't have enough supplies for that many people. By the 

time they said it was safe to leave it was really gross in there. It smelled and the food was just about 

gone. I'm mightily relieved that we didn't have to stay longer. 

 

We went to our apartment, but the electric and the water weren't working so we grabbed some clothes 

and headed over to my dad's place. He and his wife were still there, they had stayed in the basement. I 

think they had some radiation poisoning, although I'm not sure. My Dad complained that he was tired a 

lot. We never did hear from my sisters. Things were going ok and the local Red Cross was giving out food 

and water at Saint Joe's down the street. We still had a little bit, but my dad and I both went to get the 

Red Cross stuff every day, especially the water. We cleaned out some garbage cans and caught rain 

water and stuff for bathing and washing stuff with, but fortunately we didn't have to drink it. 

 

Then the flu hit and everyone got it except Sherrie. Dad's wife got it first and she was gone within 24 

hours. That was really hard on my dad. He didn't think he'd outlive my Mom, much less his second wife. 

Then my Dad and Junior and I came down with it all at the same time. Sherrie told us all to go right to 

bed, but you know how stubborn dad can be. He didn't listen and then he got really bad. I honestly don't 

think he really cared anymore. The phones were out and we couldn't get gas, so we had no way to get 

him to the hospital. Our neighbor Mike had some gas, but he was already at the hospital with his wife 

and some of his kids. 

 

Sherrie did her best, but she didn't have a ventilator or anything and Dad didn't make it." 

 

Nes paused and took a deep breath and went on. No one said anything to interrupt, but everyone was 

visibly upset and many were silently crying. 

 

"Anyway, after Junior and I got over the flu, we pretty much limped along on what we had. We were 

starting to run low on food, the Red Cross stopped giving out stuff about a week ago. The gangs had 

come in and it was getting pretty dangerous. We almost didn't make it out ourselves." Nes stopped 

talking and sat back. It was obvious there was more to the story, but he needed to get himself back 

together. 

 

"Nes, how did you get Mike's truck to drive here? If he died from the Flu..." 

 

Sherrie answered. 

 

"Susan, Mike didn't die from the flu. He was shot. He and his one son made it through the flu although 

his wife and other children didn't survive. His son got shot a week ago when gang bangers tried to break 



in. We figured they started looting houses when the Red Cross stopped handing out food. Nes ran over 

to Mike's and helped fight them off, but Jess, Mike's son, was shot in the stomach. I applied pressure 

and we all went with Mike to the hospital. 

 

It was surreal, we were in the bed of the truck Nes was holding the shotgun and I was trying to keep Jess 

alive until we got there. Junior was in the front seat with Mike, and thankfully he fell asleep. It was like 

driving through a war zone. 

 

We finally got to the hospital and the only reason they treated him was because one of the nurses used 

to work with me and vouched for us that we weren't gang members. The hospitals are completely 

overrun and they didn't have any blood products available at all.  

 

The ER doctor tried really hard to stop the bleeding but Jess had simply lost too much. He died from the 

blood loss. The staff was setting up so we could give direct transfusions but he didn't live long enough. 

 

They buried Jess near the hospital, in a mass grave. There just isn't room or time for single burials 

anymore. I'm glad we were there for Mike, most people didn't even have someone there to pray for 

them.  

 

Afterwards we went back home. Mike had a little over half a tank of gas left in his truck.  

 

We were the only ones left at our house and he was the only one left at his, so we decided to try and get 

to your place. Mike & Nes were loading our combined stuff in Mike's truck when someone started 

shooting." 

 

"Did the gang come back?" 

 

"No, at least I don't think it was the same gang. This was just a couple of guys. Mike shot one and Nes 

shot the other one. They both crawled away, but Mike got hit in the chest in the process. I thought it 

was a glancing wound, but now I think it must have hit his right lung.  

 

He wouldn't let us take him to the hospital; said we wouldn't have enough gas to get to your house if we 

did that. Nes argued with him but he locked himself in the bedroom and refused to come out." Talked to 

us both through the door and told us where the rest of his stuff was. Nes agreed to load the truck; I 

think he figured eventually he could talk Mike out. Like I said, it didn't seem that serious of a wound, so 

we thought we had a little bit of time.  

 

I stayed inside with Junior and talked to Mike through the door while Nes loaded. I could hear him 

getting weaker and after about 25 minutes he stopped answering me. I yelled for Nes and he decided to 

break the door in. He yelled to let Mike know it was us and kicked the door in. Mike was already 

unconscious. The wound had been a lot worse than I thought, I hadn't gotten a good look at it, but it got 

his right lung pretty bad.  



 

He had left us a note that said not to bury him but told Nes to get me and the baby to safety. Not to 

make his sacrifice a vain one by doing something stupid and getting ourselves killed, just to put his body 

in a hole in the ground. Nes didn't really say much just a prayer over the body and then finished loading 

the truck. Then we left for your place. 

 

Nes wasn't kidding when he said we coasted here on fumes. I don't know if it will even turn over again. I 

have never been so scared in my life. We took the turnpike but no one was manning the tollbooths. 

There were cars all over the road but no place was completely blocked. We drove on the side a lot.  

 

Once we got into Michigan we started looking for someone to tell us your street address or something. 

We knew the general vicinity of where your place was, but we didn't remember exactly how to get here.  

 

We were really worried about running out of gas, when we saw a police officer on a horse down the 

road a bit from us. We drove up to him and Nes asked if he knew where you lived. He didn't seem to 

want to tell us at first, but Nes pulled out his driver's license and told the police officer that he's your 

cousin. About the same time, the Officer saw Junior. I guess he figured we weren't lying because he gave 

us directions." 

 

"You're lucky. Nowadays, most people wouldn't have told you even with Junior in the truck. And the 

police are spread pretty thin so it's rather amazing that you ran into one." 

 

"I don't think it was luck at all Uncle Charles. I think a lot of people in heaven were interceding for us. 

That is the only reason we got here." 

 

Charles looked thoughtful. "You could be right about that Nes. You could be right." 

Chapter 14: The Simple Life... 

It was pretty late when Greg went home and they all went to bed. Some of the men had missed the 

story as they were on patrol, but were filled in after a late breakfast the next morning. Robert had 

gotten up when the children had, letting Susan sleep in. Robert was a morning person anyway, and liked 

to do start his day off with prayer while watching the sun come up. Eventually everyone was up (by 8:00 

which is considered sleeping in on a homestead or farm), and plans were made for the day. 

 

"So, what's on tap for today?" 

 

"Well, first we need to get Nes and Sherrie up to speed on firearms. I'm sure you recognize the need to 

be firearms capable right?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

"Absolutely." 



 

"Robert, how about if Susan works with Sherrie and I'll work with Nes. That will free you up to handle 

things here." 

 

"That sounds good to me Dad." 

 

"Is that ok with you Susan?" 

 

"Sure, but it will have to be this morning. We need to unpack and inventory what Nes and Sherrie 

brought this afternoon, especially the clothes since tomorrow is laundry day." 

 

"Laundry day?" 

 

"Yes, laundry is a lot more labor intensive when you do it by hand so we have one day a week that 

everyone pitches in and does the laundry together." 

 

"Oh. I see." 

 

"Speaking of which is there any word on when they'll get the electricity back online?" 

 

"The last I heard they were still working on restoring power to the major cities. Out here it's going to 

take a bit longer." 

 

"Be glad that's your problem. I'd rather do without electric than have to depend on the Red Cross for 

food." 

 

"I hear you there Sherrie." 

 

Nes and Sherrie both did very well on the range. Susan started Sherrie off with the .22 since it didn't 

have much recoil and got her used to the operation end of things.  

 

Of course Charles started both off with the usual safety lecture. Some might think it was overdone, but 

each firing session was always started with a review about range safety and awareness of where the 

muzzle was pointed at all times. Review never hurt anyone, and with all the children, it was better to be 

safe than sorry. 

 

That afternoon they unpacked the boxes. Since the garden was done, all the women worked at it 

together. While they worked they talked. 

 

"Susan, I was wondering, why doesn't Renee go outside much?" 

 

"She has severe Asthma. Since we only have one inhaler and her oral medication is running low, she 



stays inside much of the time to prevent triggering an attack. We are currently trying to change her diet 

to help." 

 

"Really, what are you doing? Nes had really bad asthma as a child and I'm concerned that Junior may 

develop it too." 

 

"Well, she takes 1000mg of vitamin C twice a day and she doesn't eat wheat bread, that's why she 

always bakes two types. We don't have enough rye berries for everyone, but she needs to eat rye bread. 

In fact we plan to sow rye this fall when the garden is harvested." 

 

"I thought you planted in the spring?" 

 

"Well most crops yes, but Winter Wheat and Rye are sown in the fall. Which is a good thing for us, we 

only have ten acres. We'll put the rye and the wheat in the garden patches. Not only will it keep the 

topsoil from eroding, it will also help keeps the weeds down since they won't really have any place to 

grow since the grains will be there." 

 

"That's pretty neat."  

 

"Yeah I love lazy gardening."  

 

"Anything else for the asthma?" 

 

"Oh yeah, right. She doesn't eat a lot of dairy, although she drinks the goat milk and uses that in baking. 

It doesn't seem to bother her as much. We're eventually going to run out of vitamin C, so I'm hoping 

that it'll be easier for her this summer since they won't be spraying the fields the way they usually do. 

There aren't a lot of the chemicals available that they usually use and some of the fields didn't get 

planted because the farmers were down with the flu." 

 

"Won't that cause a food shortage in the cities? " 

 

"It will cause a food shortage everywhere. That's why we offered all of our neighbors seeds and advice 

on when to plant and how to control pests. We'd rather help our neighbor a bit to provide for himself 

than to worry about him taking our crop. Actually a lot of the neighbors do know how to garden they 

just didn't have enough seed to completely depend on their garden. We've been in the habit of buying 

the 10 cent end of the season seed packets for awhile. Some seeds like beans and things stay viable for 

quite awhile if you store them right." 

 

" What made you think to do that?" 

 

"Honestly Amy because I know myself well enough to know I couldn't turn away a hungry child and I also 

know we can't grow enough food to feed all of our neighbors and all of us." 



 

"Hmmm. Well, we really need to get this finished, it's about two hours until supper." 

 

The big boxes that had come from Mike's were mostly food and ammunition for the rifles and the 

shotgun that Nes and Sherrie had brought with them. There were also some books a photo album of 

Mike and his family and a Bible. 

 

"What should we do with the photo album and the Bible?" 

 

"I think we should keep them and hopefully we can get them to his extended family eventually." 

 

They finished up right about supper time. Since the next day was laundry day they all went to bed early. 

Truth be told, they were still tired from the late night before. 

 

It was Pat and Ron that were patrolling about 2 a.m. when all heck broke loose... 

Chapter 15: Judgment Day... 

 

 

They had started a night watch at the house too. Ron and Pat were out on patrol and Amy was taking 

her shift in the house. She saw Greg (with flashlight in hand) running towards the house. Amy met him 

at the door. 

 

"Hi Greg what's up?" 

 

"Ron and Pat just radioed in that there is a group of people headed this way. They don't know if they're 

friendly or not but they said it looks like a bunch of men. No women and no children. So we're assuming 

they aren't selling Avon." 

 

"Ok I'll wake the house." 

 

"Wake Susan up first I also got a call just before Ron's that there's a lady in labor in town. I wrote down 

her name and directions to her house." 

 

When it rains it pours. Amy started rousing the house. Susan woke up and got her message, Greg 

offered to stay at the house and help watch while Julien drove Susan. They took the baby with them and 

Trina and her baby as well. Trina had expressed interest in helping with midwifery and since she had a 

young baby also this was deemed a good thing; to get her out of harm's way. 

 

There wasn't really room in the truck for everyone and in normal times they wouldn't have held the 

babies but these were obviously not normal times. So off they went to town. By this time it was about 

2:30a.m. 



 

"Susan, what if I freak out?" 

 

"I'll kick you out of the room. But really Trina, it isn't really that freaky usually. Seriously though, if there 

is a complication I really need you to hold it together and if I tell you to do someting do EXACTLY what I 

tell you. When the problem is resolved, THEN you can freak out all you want." 

 

"Ok I'll do my best." 

 

"Really Aunt Trina it's actually pretty awesome to be at a birth. You get to hear the baby's first cry and 

the Mom and Dad crying with happiness. Everybody is so happy and full of wonder at the miracle of the 

whole process. I mean I've never actually SEEN the birth part, but just being in the house is cool." 

 

"How many births have you been to Julien?" 

 

"Well 7 of my siblings and the Amish twin birth the other night. THAT was a little freaky ." 

 

"Yeah I guess it would be. Hey, are you going to be ok taking care of both the babies?" 

 

"Unless they both have blowout diapers at the same time no sweat. I watch my little brothers and 

sisters all the time."  

 

"Here we are, I think." 

 

Susan got out and was met by a very relieved looking man (she assumed it was the father). Julien and 

Trina unloaded the babies and her birth kit, other than the small bag she carried with her. The mom was 

looking very tired and didn't really acknowledge Susan's greeting. 

 

"I'm sorry I didn't catch your name?" 

 

"Fred and my wife's name is Karen." 

 

"How long has Karen been in labor Fred?" 

 

"I don't know I think a couple of hours." 

 

"Has she given birth before?" 

 

"No, this is our first." 

 

"Ok, I may need your help here so stay close... Karen, I'm Susan the midwife, I need to check you and see 

how far along you are. Can we go into the bedroom? It's far easier on you if you lay down." 



 

Karen didn't respond, just went into the room. Susan looked at Fred. 

 

"Has she talked at all?"  

 

"Well, at first she did, but not for about the last hour. She doesn't make any noise." 

 

"Ok." This did not bode well. Susan had never met this couple so she was going to have to do a lot of 

guessing here, but the fact that Karen wasn't responding verbally indicated that she was not coping well 

with labor. 

 

Susan did an internal exam and discovered that Karen was about 4 cm dilated, 60% effaced and -3 

station.  

 

(In English that means.....) 

 

The cervix is the opening to the uterus and is shaped like a thick donut. As the woman labors, it opens 

(to a total of 10 cm) and thins out (effacement). The baby's head pushing on it helps facilitate this 

process. For a mental picture think of putting a tight turtleneck over your head. A baby has to do that 

with the cervix in order to be born. -3 station meant that the baby's head was very high up in the uterus 

and not really pushing effectively yet. 

 

The good news was that the baby was vertex or in a head down position, perfect for being born. 

 

"Ok, Karen you are doing well, and the baby is in a perfect position and the heartbeat sounds really 

good. It will be a little while yet though and you look like you're feeling quite a bit of pain am I right?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

"I thought so. It's tiring you out too I'm sure. What I'd like to do with your permission is get you into a 

comfortable position and help you use these contractions more efficiently. Hopefully we can speed up 

the process a bit and relieve the pain some." 

 

"I can't take this anymore." 

 

"Karen, I know it feels that way, but I promise if you work with me it won't hurt as bad. It will still hurt, 

but not as bad. Fred do you have running water?" 

 

"No, but I have several garbage cans full of water out back." 

 

"Ok. I'd like you to boil a bunch of water and put it in the tub. We'll need that later. Fill the tub about 

half full. I'd like you to do that now so it's more or less sterile water but it cools down before we need it. 



The babies are sleeping so Trina, Julien, can you give Fred a hand?" 

 

"Ok" 

 

"Sure" 

 

"Ok, Karen while they take care of that, I want you to lie down in whatever position makes you 

comfortable." 

 

Karen laid down on her right side, with some pillows supporting her back and belly. 

 

Ok, Karen, I'm not going to examine you or even touch you again but I do want to talk you through some 

relaxing tricks I use when I'm having a baby." 

 

"Do they work?" Getting comfortable and having Susan there seemed to be relaxing Karen a bit and she 

was getting more responsive. 

 

"I think so. I've had ten children so far and no drugs with any of them." 

 

"You have TEN kids?" Karen looked amazed. 

 

"Yes, so I do know something of what you're feeling." 

 

Just then another contraction started and Karen immediately started to tense up. Susan immediately 

started speaking in a soft pleasant voice, to try and relax her. 

 

"Ok, Karen, try and relax.  

 

The uterus is a muscle and the more you tense the more it hurts.  

 

I know the temptation is to tense away from the pain but honestly it just makes it hurt worse.  

 

Try and ride the contraction like a wave or a roller coaster. The peak of the contraction is the top of the 

wave, after that it's all downhill....  

 

Ok, you're doing great,  

 

relax,  

 

breathe normally, just like when you try and go to sleep. 

 

Great,  



 

relax,  

 

breathe, almost there,  

 

can you feel it going down,  

 

breathe,  

 

ok good, that is one contraction you never have to have again.  

 

How was that? A bit easier?" 

 

"Well, it still wasn't great but it hurt less." 

 

"Good. When you have the next one remind yourself and I will too, that the more you relax, the more 

that contraction can open your cervix. The more each individual contraction opens things up the fewer 

contractions you'll have.  

 

So the more you relax, the sooner you'll have that baby.  

 

In between, I'd like you to try and rest. If you fall asleep that wouldn't be a bad thing either. Don't worry 

you won't miss the birth." 

 

"Ok. Thanks. I'm sorry I don't remember your name." 

 

" Susan. And you're most welcome." Susan sat quietly in a chair and timed the contractions, they were 

about 15 minutes apart and lasted about 30 seconds. Still very early labor. Karen was relaxing and even 

dozing in between. Hopefully things would speed up after she rested a bit. This had all the earmarks of a 

long morning... 

Meanwhile back at the farm.... 

 

Everyone was up, armed and ready. Ron had radioed again (they had walkie talkies that someone in the 

neighborhood had donated to the patrols) and told Greg that as near as they could figure there were 

about 20 men and they were headed towards the farm. 

 

Most of the houses in that area were empty, people had begun to double up for protection and many of 

the farmers hadn't gotten crops in or if they had were coming in during daylight to work the fields.  

 

Robert and Susan's farm was on a paved road, and they were the only ones in their immediate area with 

livestock. There were lots of other animal farms south of them, but this group was coming down from 



the north. 

 

So they waited. Ron and Pat were staying well hidden, but they followed behind to keep the group in 

their sights both figuratively and literally. The men weren't very quiet; although they weren't being 

overly loud it was obvious they weren't really familiar with the country. When they reached the farm 

and recognized it as occupied, they tried to quiet down even more. The men didn't approach the house, 

but went to the barn. Upon finding the doors locked one of the men shot the lock off. At that point, 

Robert had a decision to make. Should they attack, or should they wait and see what the men would do. 

Robert decided to wait. 

 

The men came out of the barn rather quickly, about 10 of them were carrying chickens. They went 

around to the garden and started picking things that looked edible (which wasn't much. Some peas and 

a few beans and radishes). Again, Robert decided to wait.  

 

Then one of the men caught a glimpse of a curtain moving.  

 

"HEY. Rod, someone's awake in there. I think they saw us." 

 

"SHEEIT. I was hopin' we could do this quiet. Well, I guess we'll have to do it the hard way. Ok, guys we 

have a witness, we need to take the house." 

 

"Aw Fu**. Rod I'm hungry. I don't want to mess with this Sh**. It's probably some old couple anyway. 

He**, whoever it was is probaly dyin of a heart attack anyway. Let's just get going. 

 

"Mike, I don't want any of your sh**. I'm the boss and I said we need to take the house. RFN." 

 

The men put their loot down and prepared to take the house. As they moved forward, Robert made the 

call...."Defend the house." Everyone acquired a target and took their shot. 9 of the men went down. The 

remaining men dove for cover, except there wasn't really any. Those in the house acquired another 

target, and took their shot. This time 10 men were hit. (Lisa being young and nervous had missed her 

first shot.) The remaining man, started running away. He was shot, by more than one person. 

None of the bad guys had gotten off a shot unless you count the wild firing they did as they hit the dirt.  

 

"IS anyone in the house hurt?" 

 

"Dad, Lisa's throwing up." Renee was next to her sister, and Lisa was indeed throwing up. Everything she 

had eaten in the last 24 hours. 

 

"Lisa, honey, are you hurt?" Robert had run to his daughter. Charles meanwhile was checking on the rest 

of the house, no one had gotten hit by the wild shots. 

 

"Oh Daddy I shot a person." Lisa wasn't physically hurt but she was reacting to what she had just done. 



 

"I know honey." Robert held his daughter, while Greg radioed Ron and asked him to check for survivors.  

 

"And Ron be extremely careful, if they aren't all dead they are still armed."  

 

Ron and Pat checked and determined that two of the men were still alive. One didn't look like he would 

be for long though. They disarmed and bound the man that wasn't too badly injured, and disarmed all of 

the other men just to be safe. Greg called the sheriff and told him there were two wounded men and 18 

dead ones at the farm could they hurry up, one of the men was in bad shape. 

 

"Are any of your people hurt Greg?" 

 

"No, just the men that were robbing the place." 

 

"Ok, we'll be there as soon as we can. It'll probably be a couple of hours though." the sheriff wasn't a 

callous man, but his compassion for criminals who attempted murder wasn't always in ample supply.  

 

He was at the house the men in question had just left. Fortunately there was no-one living there, (they 

had doubled up) but the men had trashed the place and shot the dogs left to guard the property at 

night. One had been alive and in great pain when the sheriff and deputies arrived. The sheriff had just 

finished putting the dog out of it's misery when Greg reached him on the radio. (Did I mention that the 

sheriff is a dog lover?) 

 

Next Greg called Father Tom and asked him to come out. Lisa was sobbing on her father's shoulder and 

kept repeating that she had murdered someone. Father Tom said he would come and was there within 

about 20 minutes. By this time it was almost dawn about 5:00 am.  

 

Upon arriving the priest first went to the wounded men and anointed the critically wounded man who 

was no longer conscious. He also prayed for healing, and repentance. The other man didn't seem that 

interested in talking to the priest, but he did ask if he was going to be executed. 

 

"I doubt it son, the sheriff is on his way to get you." 

 

"I'm not your Fu**ing son old man. Save your religious crap and your prayers for those who want them" 

 

" I pray for everyone who crosses my path and so I'll pray for you too, but you need to know that my 

praying for you doesn't guarantee anything. You have to want redemption and ask for it, to get it. It's a 

free gift but you do have to tell God you want it. You see, God is a gentleman; so if it is your wish to go 

to Hell he will let you have your way, although it would break His heart." 

 

"Yeah right like God cares about me. He doesn't give a Fu** about me." 

 



"You are so wrong. He cares enough that he freely offered himself for your Redemption. He also cares 

enough that you didn't die just now like all of your friends did." 

 

"Yeah well, I deserve to go to Hell, just like they deserve it." 

 

"So do I. So does everyone else. But YOU don't have to. All you have to do is repent and turn to the Lord 

Jesus Christ. Ask Him for forgiveness. Ask Him for mercy. Ask Him for the grace of Baptism. " 

 

"Whatever" The man turned his head away from the priest. 

 

Sighing inwardly, Father Tom went into the house. He would pray for the man, and he always tried to 

reach every non-Christian he met, but sometimes it was very difficult to remember to be charitable. He 

was only human after all... 

Chapter 16: Beginnings.... 

 

It was now 6:00 a.m. Karen had been able to relax with Susan's coaching and had even slept for a couple 

of hours. Now however, the contractions were getting stronger and closer together.  

 

"Ok Karen let's get you into the tub. Trina, did you put the Epsom salts in the tub?" 

 

"Yes, I did. What is that for anyway?" 

 

"It's to kill germs and help prevent infection. I wouldn't have Karen get into the tub if her water had 

broken, but since it hasn't we should be fine." 

 

"But we boiled the water; that should have killed any germs." 

 

"Yes, but we didn't boil the tub." 

 

"Ahh." 

 

Karen got into the tub. She was getting to the last bit of labor (called transition) when the cervix opens 

from 8cm to 10 cm. Most women agree that this is the most painful portion of labor. Having Karen finish 

off labor in the tub made it easier for her to cope with the strength of the contraction.  

 

"Oh that feels better it's not so hard to deal with. Why didn't you have me get in here sooner Susan?" 

 

"Well, the danger is if you get into the water too soon it can stall your labor. Now some women don't 

have that problem and there are different schools of thought. My personal attitude is that labor hurts 

and I would rather get it over with. So I generally only use the water therapy for transition or if the 

mother won't relax and help herself. Since you did beautifully once you knew what to do, water wasn't 



needed earlier on." 

 

"OOOOH FRED.... here comes another one." Fred was at Karen's side and started lovingly talking her 

through the contraction. 

 

"Ok baby, breathe easy," 

 

"relax" 

 

"I love you" 

 

"Our baby is almost here" 

 

"Breathe, hang on... almost over" 

 

"Ok. All gone?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

Karen rested her head on Fred's arm. 

 

Susan had been working with Fred, trying to get him more involved. He obviously loved his wife, and 

was just as obviously at a total loss in this situation. It would have been much easier for Susan to just 

take over, but it was better by far to encourage the father to be as involved as possible, helping his wife 

bring their child into the world. Some fathers wouldn't or couldn't and some mothers didn't want that 

either.  

 

Susan always respected the couple's wishes but encouraged as well. Her theory was that if the woman 

felt she could rely on her man to get her through childbirth it also helped her feel she could rely on him 

in other areas. For the man it not only gave him an outlet for his desire to cherish and support his wife, 

(which made him feel more manly) it also helped him bond with his child. This strengthened the whole 

family unit and made a better situation for the child to be born into. 

 

This philosophy was Susan's and the result of her beliefs about male female relationships and 

experience at births. Many other midwives (mostly of the feminist persuasion) vocally disagreed with 

her at midwifery conferences she had attended, but Susan had seen it in action too many times. The 

more supportively involved the man was in the birth (not talking about those that took over the birth-

different subject entirely), the closer the entire family was after the birth. 

 

Karen continued to labor for about 20 minutes and then.... 

 

"Karen, do you feel like pushing?" 



 

"YEASSSS." Feel like it....well she already was. 

 

"Ok, let's get you on the birthing stool after this contraction." Since this was a first baby pushing would 

take a while. Susan was in no hurry, but it was easier on the woman if she didn't have to move around 

much after pushing started.  

 

Karen's water still hadn't broken, and since she was pushing Susan wanted to figure out where the baby 

was. 

 

"Ok Karen, I'm going to check you after the next contraction is finished. It might send you right into 

another one but I'd like to find out where the baby is ok?" 

 

"Ok." 

 

Some midwives would have checked before this and some checked during a contraction. Susan checked 

when she did for the following reasons.  

 

Susan knew that the baby was presenting head first, she had checked Karen right before transition had 

started, and the baby had been at +1 station (head right at the opening to the cervix and coming 

through a bit with the water bag bulging around it). She didn't check during a contraction unless she 

absolutely had to because it hurt like mad. Labor was painful enough without adding to it unnecessarily. 

At least in Susan's opinion. 

 

"Oh God here comes another one..." 

 

"I know honey I'm sorry, everything is looking great though so you can just push out that baby." Susan 

would explain the rest after the contraction ended. 

 

"Whew that was a strong one." 

 

"I know they usually are which is why I try not to check too often. Ok here's the good news. The baby's 

head is at the top of the birth canal and Baby's heart tones are really good.  

 

So let's try and shorten the pushing stage. Fred, you need to get right behind Karen and support her 

back.  

 

Karen when you want to push, I want you to breathe normally and try not to tighten up your face.  

 

Put all your energy into your bottom which will make the push more effective.  

 

And don't hold your breath. Remember you are still breathing for the baby, and the baby is working 



hard too. You both need the oxygen. 

 

Working together with all three of them, (Karen, the baby and Fred) Susan coached over the next half an 

hour. Then.... 

 

"Karen, the head is crowning....Push hard now....Push....." 

 

The head was born and Susan had Karen pant instead of push. She checked for a cord, explaining to 

Trina and the couple what she was doing. There was no cord but the baby didn't rotate by itself. Susan 

gently rotated the baby and the rest of the birth was uneventful. 

 

"Well, Fred what do you have?" Susan knew but liked to let the Dad make the announcement. 

 

"Oh Karen, she's a girl. I love you Baby." Fred was crying as he kissed his wife. 

 

Karen was crying too and said, "Oh Fred she's beautiful." 

 

"Yes she is just as beautiful as you are." 

 

"Oh yeah, I'm so gorgeous with my hair all sweaty and crap running down my legs." 

 

Fred meant every word when he looked at his wife and said. "You are the most beautiful woman in the 

world to me." 

 

Susan was teary eyed herself. No matter how many times she witnessed this scene it always touched 

her. 

 

And Trina? She was absolutely stunned by what she had just seen. She had never been present at one of 

Susan's births and her boyfriends (only one had stuck around long enough for the birth) hadn't been 

exactly supportive during the process. Her Mom and sisters had been there of course but they couldn't 

support her like the father could have. Trina couldn't help thinking....'I've been robbed.' 

 

Susan and Trina cleaned up Karen, the baby and the bathroom. Susan set the towels and other things to 

soak in cold water and told Fred how to wash them. the placenta was born with no problem and after 

about 4 hours Susan prepared to leave. She told Fred just to take Karen to the hospital if there were any 

concerns. Being in town they were much closer to the hospital than Susan was to them. 

 

"I'll be back in a day or two to check on you, and I'll stop at the hospital to let them know you are here." 

 

"Thank for you help Susan, I don't know if we can ever repay you. I don't have any money and we're 

getting our food from the church kitchen." 

 



"Don't worry about it Fred. You're a plumber right?" 

 

"Well yeah, although I'm unemployed." 

 

"Susan he's the best plumber in the area." Karen was all sorts of ready to brag on Fred.  

 

"Well I'm ok. I haven't gotten a lot of calls for plumbing lately though. People aren't using their drains 

with the water out." 

 

"I'll tell you what Fred. I'll talk to Robert and the next time we need a plumber for something we'll call 

you and you can do the job in exchange for me helping with the birth. Deal?" 

 

"That sounds great. Thanks." 

 

"Don't mention it." Susan highly doubted she'd need a plumber anytime soon but it didn't cost her 

anything to help Fred retain his self respect. No one likes to be a charity case, least of all a man with a 

family to provide for. Susan wrote it down on the labor chart and Fred signed it. 

 

Susan had no set fee, but let each client pay what they felt they could afford. Usually the poorer families 

paid more than the wealthy ones. For some reason some wealthy people didn't have an accurate picture 

of what someone's time and knowledge were worth. Susan didn't worry about it though. Robert had 

always been the bread winner in the family and God had always provided.... 

Chapter 17: Endings...  

 

Father Tom reached the house and went directly into Lisa's room. Robert was still with her and although 

she was no longer crying, (or vomiting), she was still obviously very upset. 

 

"Lisa, Father Tom is here, would you like to talk to him?" 

 

"Yes. Father Tom can I make a confession?" 

 

"Of course Lisa" 

 

"Can I do it in front of my Dad?" 

 

"If you'd like." 

 

"Ok" Lisa was trying to hold it together but she started crying again. "Bless me Father for I have 

sinned...." "Oh Father I murdered somone!!!" 

 

"No Lisa you didn't. You shot someone and probably killed them but you did NOT murder anyone." 



 

"But..." 

 

"Lisa. I know that this is hard and I know that you feel really bad because you caused another person's 

death, but it's very important that you understand the difference between protecting yourself and 

murder.  

 

You did not ask those men to attack your house. They chose to do that evil thing. You defended yourself 

and helped to defend your little brother's and sisters and cousins. If you hadn't done that, those men 

would have hurt you or someone you love very badly. Those men out in the yard have already killed 

people. 

 

That is not murder. That is self defense and self defense has always been perfectly acceptable for 

Christians. It is also perfectly acceptable to defend the helpless. Now, if you would like I will pray with 

you for those poor men's souls. There are a couple that are still alive and we will pray especially hard for 

them. The one's that are dead we will just pray for God's mercy on them. The ones still alive can still 

make the choice for repentance and conversion so let's pray for them first. Ok?" 

 

"Ok. Father are you sure it wasn't a sin?"  

 

"I'm sure. Now let's pray..." 

 

So Lisa and Father Tom, (and Robert) prayed for the conversion and salvation of the men still alive and 

for God's mercy on those that had died. Afterwards Lisa felt much better and consented to take a nap 

and let her Dad go out into the living room with the priest. 

 

"Thanks Father. I tried telling her the same thing, but she didn't believe me." 

 

"Well, sometimes children need to hear it from someone not their parent." 

 

"Being a priest didn't hurt either." 

 

"No, probably not." 

 

Charles motioned to Robert. 

 

"The sheriff is here and the unconscious man is dead." 

 

"Ok thanks Dad." 

 

Robert walked outside to greet the sheriff. 

 



"Hi Dennis how are you?" 

 

"Pretty good Rob, although it's been a right busy morning." 

 

"Here too. We got a call for Susan to go to a birth in town at the same time we got the call about the 

group of unfriendlys headed our way." 

 

"Did Susan make it out alright?" 

 

"Yes. She took her sister and Julien and the two babies with her. We figured they'd all be safer in town 

and Susan really needs to get some other women up to speed, she isn't going to be able to handle all the 

births in the county by herself." 

 

"And that number is probably going to go up in about nine months." 

 

"Why do you say that?" 

 

"Oh didn't you know? There isn't any birth control left in the entire county. The hospital and every drug 

store is out of everything. The hospital is still getting calls for IUDs but they don't have any more. I put 

out a call to the surrounding counties, but they have the same problem. It isn't being shipped in and 

everyone has run out." 

 

"Oh boy." 

 

"You can say that again." 

 

"You know Dennis, there are several people at our church that know how to use Natural Family 

Planning. Maybe you should ask Father Tom about offering some classes." 

 

"Hey that's a great idea. I'll do that. Now, let's go see how they are doing processing that thug in your 

back yard." 

 

Both men walked around the side of the house into the backyard. Two deputies were in the process of 

giving first aid to the wounded criminal. 

 

"How is he Jeff?" 

 

"He'll be fine sheriff. It's just a flesh wound on his leg. We read him his rights and put the cuffs on him. 

He says he wants a lawyer." 

 

"Oh really? Well son, if you want a lawyer you're going to have to wait until we can locate one. In case 

you hadn't noticed it, this isn't the big city and we don't have a lot of lawyers around here. But I'll see 



what I can do for you. In the meantime, you'll have to accept my hospitality down at the police station." 

 

"Aren't you even going to take me to the hospital?" 

 

"Nope. I have a doctor friend that makes prison calls. He can patch you up in a cell just as easily as he 

can a hospital room and that way I don't have to waste an extra deputy guarding you. We're a little busy 

tying to help folks out right now and quite frankly I've spent about as much time on you as I care to." 

 

The two deputies loaded the sulking prisoner into the squad car, and waving at Robert and Dennis 

pulled out of the driveway headed to town. A few seconds later Julien's truck came into view. They 

pulled up and Susan greeted Dennis as she got out. 

 

"Hi Dennis what brings you out here?" 

 

"Well you missed some excitement. There were about 20 thugs that decided to pick on the wrong house 

and we just came out to get the one remaining thug. I'll send someone out to get the rest of them for 

burial later on this afternoon. Please don't touch them, I'll send a photographer out too. Have to be as 

official as we can be under the circumstances." 

 

"I'll make sure no one goes out there until your man arrives, but could you send him out soon? Today is 

laundry day and I don't want to have to look at dead bodies while we're doing it you know?" 

 

Dennis laughed. "Sure Susan, I'll call it in now." He walked over to his truck shaking his head. If anyone 

had told him he would be having this kind of conversation with Susan Schneider six months ago he 

would have called them looney. Calmly discussing moving the dead bodies out of her yard so she could 

do laundry in peace.  

 

Well any way you looked at it life sure had changed since February. 

   

 

 


