

    
        
          Not Enough Words

        

        
        
          The Hurricane Helene Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          anthony bradshaw

        

        
          Published by C & C Publishing Company, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NOT ENOUGH WORDS

    

    
      First edition. September 12, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 anthony bradshaw.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231366828

    

    
    
      Written by anthony bradshaw.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by anthony bradshaw

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Dying Church Series

          
        
          
	          How Do You Live Without Love?

          
        
          
	          I Don't Know Who I Am Anymore

          
        
          
	          What You Don't Care For, Will Die

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Hurricane Helene Series

          
        
          
	          Not Enough Words

          
        
          
	          Not Enough Paint

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Music of Us

          
        
          
	          The Life and Loves of Lucky the Dog

          
        
          
	          He Played for His Daughter

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at anthony bradshaw’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By anthony bradshaw

Dedication

Epigraph

Not Enough Words (The Hurricane Helene Series, #1)

Other members of the church

Named Biddies

Named Members of the Youth Group

Other Members of the Community

Deceased Characters

Wednesday, 9/25, 11:00am

Wednesday, 2:30pm

Wednesday, 5:00pm

Wednesday, 7:00pm

There were over 250 deaths associated with Hurricane Helene. | Total damages estimated at over 160 billion dollars.

Thursday, 09/26, 6:00am

Thursday, 8:00am

Thursday, 3:00pm

Thursday, 5:00pm

Thursday, 6:00pm

Thursday, 7:00pm

Helene left 500 miles of destruction from Florida to Virginia. | Over 4,000,000 people were without power.

Thursday, 8:00pm

Thursday, 9:00pm

Thursday, 10:00pm

Thursday, 11:00pm - Hurricane Helene makes landfall in Florida’s Big Bend region which is 40 miles southeast of Tallahassee.

Thursday. 11:00pm

Friday, 09/27, 12:00am

Hurricane Helene caused more than 2000 landslides. | More than 400 roads closed in Western North Carolina. | At least 6000 miles of road damage. | Over 1000 bridges were damaged.

Friday, 1:00 am

Friday, 2:00am

Friday, 3:00am

Friday, 3:30am

Friday, 4:00am

Friday, 4:00am

Friday, 6:00am

Friday, 7:00am

63 Rivers and streams were measured at or above flood level.

Friday, 12:00pm

Rainfall levels reached 31 inches in parts of North Carolina. | At least 40 trillion gallons of water dumped over the Southeastern part of the United States from Helene.

Friday, 1:00pm

Friday, 1:15pm

Friday, 2:00pm

Friday, 3:00pm

Friday, 3:30pm

Friday, 5:00pm

822,000 acres of timberland damaged | 190,000 acres of US Forestry Service land in NC affected. | 900 miles of road in State and Federal parks | 822 miles of trails

Monday, 09/30, 3:00pm

After the Storm

Wednesday, 10/2, 9:00am

It is estimated that the Arts community contributed a billion dollars to the Western North Carolina Economy. | 80% of the River Arts District was damaged.

Thursday, October 3, 2:00pm

Friday, 10/4, 3:00pm

Tuesday, 10/8, 4:00pm

Thursday, 10/10, 9:00am

Saturday, 10/12, 9:00am

Tuesday, 10/15, 2:00pm

Tuesday, 10/15, 3:30 pm

Sunday, 10/20, 6:00pm

Monday, 10/21, 9:00am

Saturday, 10/26, 10:00am

Friday, 11/01, 9:30am

Friday, 11/08, 1:00pm

Thursday, 11/14, 3:00pm

Wednesday, 11/20, 10:00am

Saturday, 11/23, 3:00pm

Thursday, 11/28, 11:00am

Residents were advised to write their names and date of birth on their bodies in case they were needed for identification later.

Coming next... | follow Wesley and his congregation as they navigate the aftermath of Hurricane Helene and struggle to find a way through the desolation and return to normalcy.

Book Club Questions to Ponder

Sign up for anthony bradshaw's Mailing List

Further Reading: How Do You Live Without Love?

Also By anthony bradshaw

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This is dedicated to the people of Western North Carolina. 
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            For you have been a stronghold to the poor, a stronghold to the needy in his distress, a refuge from the storm, a shade from the heat, when the blast of the dreaded ones is like a storm against the wall.
Isaiah 25:4

      

    


This is a novel. All the characters and events are purely works of fiction. However, I hope to capture a small part of the anxiety, the pain, the loss, and especially the heroism of everyone who survived, or supported survivors of Hurricane Helene.

There are plenty of organizations that provide wonderful assistance throughout the community. One such is beloved Asheville. Anyone wishing to make a donation to help the survivors of Hurricane Helene and the community at large should contact www.belovedasheville.com.

For every book sold (paperback and ebook) between September 2025 and  October 1, 2026, $0.50 will be donated to www.belovedasheville.com.
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Wednesday, 9/25, 11:00am
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“WHATCHA THINKING ABOUT?”

Wesley turned. Gary Meade stood in the doorway, leaning against the doorjamb. “The storm.”

“The storm?” Gary shook his head and stepped into the room. “Why? We don’t get hurricanes in the mountains.”

“That’s not what the weather people say. Ninety percent chance.”

“Ninety percent chance of them being wrong.”

Wesley smiled. “Still. I’d hate to be unprepared.”

“I’ll put that on your tombstone.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Right as rain.”

“Ugh. Bad pun. How’s the ticker?”

“Oooh. Don’t remind me. Rebekah does that enough.”

Wesley smiled, thinking of Gary’s wife. “You’re lucky you got her.”

“She reminds of that every day, too.”

Wesley heard the smile in Gary’s voice. Looking at his friend, he saw the changes that had occurred since Gary’s heart attack in May. He had lost weight. He looked to have lost about twenty pounds. Gary looked fitter and trimmer. And he smiled more. 

“How are you guys weathering the storm?”

“I’ll probably be working.”

“Huh? A lot of homicides during the hurricane?”

“Nah. Thank God. No, I’ll be patrolling. Trying to help out those that need it and get people off the road that simply need to be at home.”

“Oh, gotcha.”

“Anyone respond to your invitation to hang out here at the church?”

“We got all the biddies, I think. Susie and Loftin. I hope Casey, Michelle, and Matthew. Mamie and Simon. I’m hoping Thad comes and brings his grandmother, but he says she wants to stay at home. So, we’ll see. Cam and Cora, of course. And I thought about Abraham and Janice and their roommate. I forgot her name.”

“I thought you said he was hard to get along with.”

“Despite how well he plays the sax, Abraham is a first-class asshole. But I hate the thought of them stuck in that trailer during the storm. And I can’t very well invite Janice, but not the other two.”

Gary nodded. “Gotcha. What about all the other people stuck in trailer parks?”

Wesley looked at his friend. “Now you know why I don’t sleep at night. And,” he paused, “why I yell at God.”
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Wednesday, 2:30pm
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WESLEY TOSSED A PIECE of popcorn into the air, and Lucky caught it. Just like the other fifteen pieces. “I don’t know how you raise up on only one leg and not lose your balance. Not that it wouldn’t be funny to watch you fall over.” Wesley tossed another piece. Which Lucky caught.

“Don’t be mean to my dog.” Cameron and Cora walked into the living room of the parsonage and tossed their book bags on the sofa.

“Hello, my darling. Hey Cora. And by the way, ‘my dog.’”

“Yeah right. Watch. Lucky, come here.” Cameron sat on the sofa and patted the cushion beside her. Lucky abandoned Wesley and walked over, but stood at her feet. “He never jumps on the furniture. I don’t know why.” She leaned over and scooped up the little dog. “I know he can jump up this high.”

“Even with only three legs. I think it may have to do with his training. Whatever it was,” said Wesley.

“One of the great mysteries,” said Cora as she rubbed behind Lucky’s ear before she plopped down on the other side of the sofa opposite Cameron.

“Classes good today?”

Both girls shrugged. “All right.” “The same.” They answered together and grinned. Cameron was a freshman at the University of North Carolina at Asheville while Cora was a sophomore. They shared an apartment, paid for by Wesley, and commuted to school.

“You working today, Cora?”

“No, I’m off today and they told us to expect to be closed tomorrow due to the storm.”

Wesley nodded. “Not a bad idea. I doubt restaurants will be getting too many customers today or tomorrow. Look, I need to talk to you guys about tomorrow and, well, whatever happens with the storm.”

“The way people talk, there’s nothing to worry about,” said Cora.

“Yeah. I keep hearing that too. ‘Hurricanes don’t hit the mountains.’ Let’s hope they’re right. But, just in case, I want the both of you here well before the storm hits. I’d prefer right after class. One less thing for me to worry about.”

“Sure, Wes.” “But, Dad.” The girls answered together again. And laughed.

Cameron shrugged. “Okay, fine. You win.”

“I’ve invited about twenty-five people to stay in the church. If this storm drags out, some of the older ones may be sleeping in the bedrooms. This may mean you’ll be sleeping on cots and using sleeping bags. Can you guys be available to help?”

“The Biddies? I love the Biddies.” “Of course, Dad.” The girls answered together again. And giggled.

“Looks like I need to teach you two how to take turns. Or something.”
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Wednesday, 5:00pm
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WESLEY SLID THE VEGETABLE peeler down the length of the potato for a few swipes and started cutting. He cut larger pieces for about two-thirds of the potato and smaller pieces for the remaining third. Finishing the potato, he lifted the cutting board and slid the pieces into the pot of water with his knife. “Only five hundred more to go.” He raised up on his toes and peered into the 42-quart capacity pot. “That’s a lot of taters.” He shook his head and resumed cutting.

David Sanborn grooved in Wesley’s ear pods as he sliced and diced vegetables for the massive pot of beef stew he was making in preparation for the coming storm. Ten pounds of stew beef boiled in the pot as Wesley added carrots, onions, and potatoes. In the other pot, seasoned tomato sauce simmered. Tomatoes, onions, and mushrooms made up the bulk of the sauce which, in conjunction with the beef stew, would be used to help feed twenty-five stranded church members and friends and provide a little variety. Not to mention a vegetarian option for the vegetarians. Sad, sad, weak people. There had better be a massive storm. This food cannot all go to waste.

<There will always be hungry people.> Wesley could hear his wife, Elizabeth, now.

Keeping me straight, my love.

<I always did. I always needed to.

A light touch on Wesley’s shoulder startled him. Turning, he saw Casey and Michelle. Wesley pulled the earbuds from his ears and said, “Hey guys, sorry. Didn’t hear you come in.”

Casey, older than Wesley by ten years, giggled like a kid and said, “We knew you’d be listening to music. I personally thought we’d catch you dancing.”

Wesley grinned. “If you’d only come earlier, I was moonwalking when I cut the onions.”

“We had a bet,” Michelle started, “about what you’d be listening to.”
“I said ‘something classical’ to relax you while you worked.”
“And you thought I’d be dancing to Bach?”

“Oh. I guess I didn’t think that through. Wait! Maybe a minuet to Beethoven?”

“Nice recovery, sweetie. Very nice. Yes, I can see it now. Wesley dancing a minuet to Beethoven’s Third movement to his Fourth Symphony. All alone.” Michelle deadpanned.

“What? A minuet to Beethoven? Is this an inside joke or something?” asked Wesley.

Casey giggled. “Musician-speak. In many symphonies there is a minuet in the Third movement.”

Wesley shrugged. “Oh. Okay. If you say so. Well, I was listening to David Sanborn by the way.”

“I said Norah Jones,” offered Michelle.

“Yeah, dancing to Norah Jones,” mumbled Casey.

Wesley laughed and pointed at Michelle. “I did consider Norah. But I think Sanborn kinda fits in between you two. So, it’s a tie.”

“We both win,” said Casey as he leaned over and kissed Michelle on the lips. “Anything we can do to help?”

“Well. I need to finish filling this bathtub they call a pot with vegetables, and I need to organize the storage room so we have easy access to cots, sleeping bags, and the rest of the camping gear. I have the water and food separated, so I feel good there. But if the power goes out, I don’t want to be stumbling around in the dark any more than we have to be.”

“Easy peasey. I’ll finish with the vegetables and you two big strong men go move things.”
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Wednesday, 7:00pm
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WESLEY LEANED BACK against the cold boulder and scratched Lucky behind the ear. “Probably the last hike for a while, pal.” Cool wind whipped around Wesley and Lucky. Green leaves vacated their trees and swirled in the wind’s wake. The weak September sun settled below the tree line and robbed the pair of hikers of its warmth. “It’s too pretty. No one could ever see this and think a storm was coming. Well, I hope they’re right. Of course, if they are, we’ll be eating beef stew and crow for weeks. I can freeze some of the beef stew, but I’ll have to choke on the crow. Tomorrow, I’ll drive down to Charlotte and buy up all the water I can find. Everyone around here is out.” Wesley repositioned Lucky so they could look eye to eye. “Yeah, you’re right. People are crazy. They cleaned out the bread and milk from the grocery stores first thing. They acting like it’s going to snow. That’s the only time you need bread and milk.” He shook his head. “Everybody knows that.” He leaned over and placed Lucky on a soft spot of grass. Standing, he stretched and said, “Mind if I listen to the Ninth on the way home? I know you prefer Zeppelin, but tonight, I need Elizabeth.”

<Dumbass.>
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