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Lynda was about to give birth to their third child, but she seemed to be having many complications. Brian was incredibly worried. For the fourth time in what seemed to be as many days, Lynda said she felt like she was going into labor, so now Brian was taking her back to the hospital to see if she was in labor.  

Doctor Ryan was telling Brian, “Brian, we’re going to have to induce labor,”

Brian’s imagination went off on a wild goose chase, and he imagined all sorts of potential problems. Questions of all sorts ran through his mind, as he asked, “What will that involve? Will it be dangerous?”

“No, it won’t be dangerous. Inducing mostly involves a lot of drugs. Don’t you worry, your wife is safe in our hands.”

“Thanks, Doc.” 

Brian went to sit down on a couch, because the hospital staff decided that Lynda shouldn’t feed off Brian’s nerves. The reasoning was because they didn’t want to cause complications to the birth of the baby. Brian made Lynda nervous the other two times she gave birth, so Brian had never seen his other two children born in person.

In times like these, Brian reminisced about his life so far. He’s thirty-four years old, the middle child of three, married to Lynda, and they had three children, including the one that’s being born. Brian currently worked as a field agent for the FBI in Omaha, after having served as a military policeman at Barksdale Air Force Base in Louisiana. Brian and Lynda were originally from a little tiny town in northern Nebraska, called Delaney. The town was closer to Rapid City, South Dakota, than it was to Nebraska’s state capital. Brian’s grandparents moved there right after his grandfather was mustered out of the Army after Vietnam. The older Atwood wanted to try his hand at farming, which didn’t work out, because he ended up selling John Deere tractors to the farmers in that part of the state.

Brian’s parents met and married at their Baptist church. Shortly after their marriage, the terrorist attacks on September 11, 2001, occurred. Brian’s dad, Joshua, felt it was his patriotic duty to join the military campaign to rid Afghanistan of the Taliban, which took a whole lot longer than anyone even anticipated. He came home three years later with a Purple Heart. Fortunately, Joshua was missing no limbs, but did have a problem with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder for a few years afterwards. He followed his father into the selling of farm machinery, until Brian’s parents died in a car wreck four years earlier while Brian was attending classes to be an FBI agent. The business landed in Frank’s lap, the older brother of Brian, who had worked with their father since he was sixteen. Brian’s sister, Melissa, is the youngest, lives in Dallas, and works for the Dallas Mavericks as one of their public relations people.

Lynda’s family settled in Nebraska in 1870, five years after the Civil War, since Nebraska had become a state three years earlier. They dropped stakes, built a couple of buildings, named it Delaney, which is their family name, and began farming. The Delaney’s lived close to Sioux lands, but the Sioux never troubled them, even during the Indian Wars, because the Delaney’s treated the Sioux fairly. The Delaney’s continued to farm through wars and depressions, and even through heavy-handed government regulations. Lynda’s younger brother, Mike, continues to farm the land, claiming he makes a lot of money off all those people who still think ethanol is the future of fuel.

Brian and Lynda’s moms were best of friends from the moment they met in school. Lynda’s mom met her dad as a teenager, when they were introduced at a church social. Lynda’s parents married after 9/11, right before her father was sent to Iraq for combat. He went on four tours of duty. Each time he visited home, nine months later another child was born. Lynda was the third of the four. Unfortunately, her father was one of the last killed two months before the withdrawal of Iraq by the United States military. Lynda’s mom never re-married, and continues to live on their family farm. Lynda’s other brother, the second oldest, is James. James currently serves in the Army. The oldest of the four children is Heather. She lives in Colorado and is the webmaster for Focus on the Family’s website.

Because their mothers were best friends, Brian and Lynda have known each other their entire lives. Lynda is a year younger than Brian is, so neither had the same classes together in school. They always saw each other while waiting for the school bus, at church, and other events around town. Before Brian left to join the Air Force, they only saw each other as good friends. While Brian was in the Air Force, Lynda went to Pensacola Christian College in Florida to get a teaching degree so she could teach in Christian schools.

Brian returned to Delaney after serving his four years, and Lynda returned to town the same time during a summer break. The first time they saw each other again, at church, they fell instantly in love.

Brian thought Lynda looked like the actress who played Scarlett in Gone with the Wind, but didn’t have the same attitude as the character. Lynda is five-five, chestnut brown hair, blue eyes, tanned because of the Nebraska sun, and is slender. She’s an extrovert and can talk about anything under the sun with no trouble at all. Most people ask Lynda if Brian even knows how to talk, since he’s an introvert. She assures everyone that he’s a chatterbox when he’s comfortable with people. Lynda loves children and loves being a teacher.

Lynda claimed that Brian looked a lot like that guy who played Greg in that old 1990’s sit-com, Dharma and Greg, and he also played an FBI character in the crime drama Criminal Minds that was on when they were kids. Brian usually disputes that, saying that even though both were FBI agents, he thought the resemblance ended there.

The two married a year later. Brian was recruited by the FBI, so they moved to Omaha to work in the office there. Brian heard rumors that the Treasury Department wanted to recruit him to work on the President’s security detail, as a member of the Secret Service. Brian thought an assignment like that would be a great opportunity, even though he didn’t vote for the man, but he thought he could lay his politics aside to protect a President of the United States. Of course, Brian figured it was only a rumor, so didn’t really think about it happening.

While he waited for news about the birth, Brian picked up his Kindle to read one of the novels he’d recently downloaded. He’d had this Kindle since he was a kid and had never felt the need to replace it with the smaller ones that had streaming capabilities and other high tech gadgets that were currently available. Figuring that since all he did was read on it, he could use either his computer or television for everything else.

Brian’s nerves had finally settled, until three hours later, when Doc Ryan came out, shook hands with Brian, and said, “Congratulations, Brian, you have a baby boy. There are some problems, however,”

Brian’s happiness went to concern in a matter of seconds, “What’s wrong?”

“Your son had the umbilical cord wrapped around his neck, which is why your wife had false labor a couple of times. He came out blue due to lack of oxygen, but he appears fine otherwise. There’s also another issue,”

Brian knew that babies died from being choked by their umbilical cord, so he was glad to hear that the baby was fine. However, Doc Ryan saying there was another issue seemed just as grave. “What is it?”

“He has Down Syndrome. He can live a normal life, but you need to know that the United States Health Administration is on the lookout for children that will cost them a lot of money. Normally, I’m supposed to report this, and I know you’re FBI, but they’ve taken way too many children and it needs to stop,”

“The USHA takes kids?” Brian asked, since he’d never heard that before.

“Yes. Ever since the health care bill became effective in the mid-2010’s, the government has taken newborns they think will cripple our economy. I’m sure the only reason you haven’t heard about it, is because parents are threatened with jail, and there’s a tight control of what’s said online about it. I just thought I’d warn you of that possibility,”

“Thanks, Doc. Will your nurses support your decision?”

“Yes, they feel the same way. Be lucky that you found me as your Doctor. Would you like to see your son now?”

“You bet.”

Doc Ryan led Brian to Lynda’s room, while thinking about Ryan’s warning about the government taking away sickly children. Brian decided not to tell Lynda for now, because he knew how upset she gets with most of the government’s policies. He really didn’t want her to worry about something that may not even happen. Brian figured old Doc Ryan was just paranoid.

Brian walked into Lynda’s room to see her beaming with pride and holding their baby. He walked over to her, gave her a kiss on the forehead, and asked, “How are you two?”

“Other than being tired and sore, I’m wonderful. What do you think we should name our son?”

“How about Joshua James, JJ for short?”

“After our dads? I like that idea. I like the fact that we left this as a surprise. Getting a sonogram would’ve left all the fun out of it. Doc, when do we get to take him home?”

“Would tomorrow suit you?”

“Are you sure it wouldn’t harm her?” Brian asked with worry in his voice.

“Yeah, don’t worry about it. This is the wonders of modern medicine - mother and baby get to go home within twenty-four hours. Lynda, we need to let you get some rest, so we’ll put little Joshua here in the nursery and he can get some sleep too. Brian, why don’t you go home and get some rest? You can come back to the hospital bright and early tomorrow to take them home,”

“Can’t I just stay here?” protested Brian.

“Doctor’s orders. Your wife needs her rest and sleep. If you stayed here with her, she’d probably worry more about you. Go on now.”

Brian went home only because Doc Ryan insisted on it. Brian couldn’t get his brain to stop running a thousand miles an hour, so he stayed up past midnight watching old movies from the 1990’s. At eight in the morning, Brian discovered that he’d fallen asleep watching the second Jurassic Park movie. After shaving, taking a shower, and eating breakfast, Brian went back to the hospital to retrieve his wife and son. Their other two children were staying with their grandma back in Delaney, so Brian didn’t have to worry about feeding them or sending them off to school, even though this was summer vacation. Next week, Lynda and Brian would drive to Delaney to introduce the family to JJ and to bring the kids back to Omaha.

Lynda was dressed and waiting for Brian when he arrived, while one of the nurses went to the nursery to retrieve JJ. Lynda was told to sit in a wheelchair, since that was hospital regulations, and the three left the hospital for home an hour after Brian had arrived there. He put JJ in the safety seat in the back of their car, and helped Lynda into the front seat. Brian waved at the hospital staff. Doc Ryan and his staff waved back as they watched the Atwood’s leave. 
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It took Brian and Lynda a little over three hours to get to the family farm outside of Delaney. Grandma Elizabeth Delaney and their two children, ages four and seven, were waiting for them as they drove up to the Victorian style farmhouse. As they got out of the car, the kids and Lynda’s mom, Elizabeth, hugged Lynda and Brian. “I’m so glad to see you. I bet you’re tired, Lynda.”

“I am, Mom. I’ll go inside to rest, but let me introduce to you your grandson, Joshua James Atwood. Ron and Suzie meet your new brother,” Lynda picked up JJ out of the car and showed him to the three. 

“You named him after both grandfathers?” asked Elizabeth.

“Yes, Mom. Brian and I wanted to honor both,”

“If they were still alive, I’m sure they would be honored,”

“By the way, where are Mike and Traci?” Traci was Mike’s wife, they’d only been married two years, and she helped Mike run the Delaney family farm.

“Oh, they’re in town getting supplies for the party we’re going to have for you and little Joshua tomorrow. They left an hour ago, so they should be back any minute. A lot of people are eager to meet the newest member of the family. Come on, let’s all go inside.” 

Elizabeth ushered everyone into the house, but told Lynda to go to the bedroom to rest. Lynda took JJ with her, while the kids and Brian sat down to watch television. Elizabeth said she had some cookies and other treats cooking in the oven, so she went back to the kitchen to check up on them.

“Daddy, can we play with JJ?” asked Suzie, who’s four.

“No, silly, he ain’t a doll,” remarked seven-year-old Ron.

“Ron, be nice to your sister.” Brian ordered his son.

“Ok, Daddy.”

“Sorry, pumpkin, but JJ is too little to be played with. He also has some special issues, so when he’s a little older, you’ll have to be careful when playing with him. Do you understand?” Her head bounced up and down, indicating that she was saying yes. “So, what have ya’ll been doin’ with grandma, Uncle Mike, and Aunt Traci?”

“We got to ride the horsies again, Daddy,”

“Really? Did you have fun?”

“Yeah! I got to ride a black and white horsie that grandma said was a baby horsie. Ron got to ride a grown-up horsie. It was black.”

“Ron, did you have fun?”

“Yup. Uncle Mike led us to that river that’s near here and then we had a picnic. We even got to go swimming, while Uncle Mike tried to fish. He didn’t catch anything though,”

“Did you do anything else?”

“Um.... we got to go up in a hot air balloon once, but I don’t ‘member how long ago that was.” Ron said, with a scrunched-up face, trying to remember how long ago they went in a hot air balloon.

“Wow. It wasn’t scary, was it?”

“Naw. Suzie was kinda a scaredy cat at first, but then she wasn’t a scaredy cat no more. We got to see the town and farmland and even mountains from way up there. I had fun!”

“Have you met any of the kids from town?”

“Well.... we played with some kids at church, but I don’t ‘member if we saw them after that. We did get to see a movie on a big, huge screen though,”

“What did you see?”

“I think Grandma said it was a movie that was made before you were born, Daddy. It was called Toy Story. The graphics were kinda lame, but I thought it was a good movie. Suzie thought it was the bestest movie ever, but she’s just a kid. But, we missed you and Mommy real bad. When are we gonna go home?” 

Ron and Suzie then went over and hugged Brian, he hugged them back, and said, “I missed you too. We’re going to go home in a couple of days, and then you’ll get to see your friends who are back there.” 

Elizabeth then called the three into the kitchen for some fresh baked cookies.

The next afternoon, the friends, family, and neighbors of Brian and Lynda who could come arrived at the house to meet the newest member of the Atwood family. While the women were cooing and fawning over JJ and the kids were playing, the husbands went outside to talk about world events. Since Brian was an FBI field agent, he couldn’t exactly reveal classified information, but he could still talk about stuff that everyone else knows. Mike began, “I hear tell that our government wants us exclusively on ethanol soon. The events in the Middle East are creating problems for the oil producers,”

“The government has been saying that about the Middle East and oil since before some of you were born. So far, none of this talk of trouble has really come to pass. Sure, Iran has blustered about using nukes since the early 2000’s, but they never have. Plus, you know that the Bible says that there will always wars and rumors of war, so this is just another rumor in another long line of rumors. I don’t think we should get all worked up gentlemen.” remarked Pastor Justin Hammond of the Delaney Independent Baptist Church, which most of the people who came to this party attended every Sunday and Wednesday. 

Pastor Hammond was nearing retirement age, but kept his congregation from going off the deep end like some Baptist churches had done over the last few decades. They continued to sing the old Gospel hymns from the hymnals, still used the 1611 King James Version of The Bible, and the few visitors the church did get (since it is a small town after all), would never get the impression that they were attending a rock concert. Pastor Hammond preached in meat and potatoes style, or fire and brimstone to some, which is to say that he preached to a lot of older in spirit Christians who didn’t need all that pap about their best life or whatever that some mega-church pastors preached. 

When he was in the Air Force, Brian had attended those kinds of churches, but never felt like he grew as a Christian while attending. In fact, he felt like he’d regressed. In Omaha, Brian and his family attended a church that was the combination of the two. The first service was for traditional folks who wanted their spirits refreshed and the other service is for the people who need their fleshly tastes, mostly in music, satisfied. Brian’s mom used to say that their family probably could’ve fit right in at churches run by Jonathan Edwards, Cotton Mather, or even the Amish and Mennonites.

While Brian was letting his mind wander, the men continued to talk. Brian finally focused back on what they were saying. Mike was talking, “Well, if we do have a war, this farm by itself could take care of a lot of people in this area if we lose electricity. I would start plantin’ wheat in the field that I don’t use now, but the government would throw a fit, so I can’t do that without bein’ heavily fined. Back in our shed, we still have old-fashioned plows, and even a couple of very old International tractors that run on steam, so we could do it, if the need arises,”

“Could you convert all of this corn into fuel if you had to?” asked Mr. Meyer, an older man who owned some land himself twenty miles from the Delaney’s.

“You’re kidding, right? Nobody in this family has ever made moonshine, so do you think we have a big ol’ still out in the barn somewhere?”

“Well, no, as a matter of fact, but I know some folks in town who could help you convert it to what the government calls ethanol. Most of our machines can run on it, but I was just wonderin’ if the farms around here that grow corn could produce enough to last for a few years?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea, Mr. Meyer. Most of the farms around here are owned by major corporations, so we’d have to find that out if a crisis ever occurred. The foremen of those corporate farms might not be open to the idea of letting a bunch of local townspeople be the only ones to run our machines off their potential profits. Luckily, if a crisis did occur, the major cities are too far away for a mass of city people to descend on these lands and strip the land bare. I’d rather they all cannibalize each other,” 

All the men laughed.

“That’s just so funny, Mike,” replied Brian.

“Well, I thought it was,” he sheepishly said.

“You know, you read far too much post-apocalyptic fiction,”

“That may be true, but I can see where the authors are getting their ideas. Sometimes, I think the Mormons have it right...”

“Mormons have what right?” interrupted Pastor Hammond.

“Uh... they prepare for disasters by havin’ root cellars and closets full of food and emergency supplies, that’s all I was saying,”

“Got it. I was hoping you weren’t planning on converting or something.”

“No, no, I wouldn’t do that, Pastor. But, don’t you guys think havin’ a disaster kit ready is a very good idea?”

“It may be a good idea, but my fellow agents in the FBI would get alerted to too many big purchases of certain kinds of supplies you would need for disaster readiness. I don’t want any of you to be arrested for suspected terrorism just because you were preparing for a possible disaster. It’s a fine line we walk, my friends, because you wouldn’t believe just how paranoid our government is. Remember to be careful, got it?”

The men indicated they understood and continued to talk about politics, sports, and agriculture prices. Hours later, Grandma Delaney told everyone to go home, since Lynda and JJ needed their rest. When Brian and Lynda were alone in bed after their somewhat very long day, Brian asked Lynda, “Did you have fun today?”

“Totally. It was great to see all our old friends, and to hear all the gossip going on in town. I miss living here, Brian. I wish we could move back and raise our children here.”

“I wish we could too, but we need our jobs. You would have to home school our kids if we lived here, but at least you have a Christian school that you can teach at in Omaha. I personally can’t see being a County Sheriff or the town’s Police Chief, because being an FBI agent has so much variety to it, and the most important detail of all, I get paid really well to do it. Maybe when we retire?”

“Yeah, maybe. I’m too tired to talk about this right now, so I really want to go to sleep. Love ya.” They kissed, she turned off the light on her nightstand, and almost instantly fell asleep.

“Love you too.” Brian turned off his nightstand light and fell asleep an hour or two later.
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