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  SEASON OF DANGER is dedicated to children everywhere, the magic of snow, and to the joy that the December holidays bring. 






  
  Previously. . . 


STUART 
The grid has been down for several years; it’s been hard because in addition to electrical power, the economy, government, law enforcement, and everything we’d taken for granted collapsed with one exception: family and friends.
Probably the best decision Aimee Louise, Rosalie, and I made was to come to my dad’s farm in Georgia. We expected a short visit to help him out, but when the murdering gangs swept Florida, we stayed; Major, who is Angel and Red’s grandfather, fled Florida with his wife; Mr. Young, an elderly neighbor; my former boss, Sheriff Jack Starr, his wife, Molly, and their children.
I’ve known since the first day I gazed into her blue eyes that I would marry Angel; she is the smartest and the most talented girl I’ve ever known. I was happy to wait until she finally came around to my way of thinking. Actually, I take back what I said: the best decision Angel and I made was to be married at my folks’ farm. 

RED aka ROSALIE
Besides the fact that people say Angel is autistic, and those who know her think she’s brilliant, I have something else to add. We have eight families in the four farmhouses that are in close proximity of each other with a total of eleven children in addition to dogs, chickens, goats, and cows. I’ve got a list, if you need it. Angel’s original name was Aimee Louise, but we all call her Angel now, except six-year-old Henry: he calls her Mama Angel because she and Stuart have kind of adopted him.  
Stuart left off the most important detail of all: we had a double wedding, and my Andy and I were married at the Newtons’ farm too. I have so much more to tell you about Andy, who is absolutely dreamy; Angel wants me to wrap it up, but first I should probably mention her clouds. 
Angel can’t see facial expressions and says it’s the autism; instead, she sees clouds that kind of hang over people’s heads, or maybe they obscure their faces. Who knows? I can’t explain it, but the clouds reveal a person’s true feelings and nature. She’s saved us more than once when she spotted what she calls a danger cloud.






  
  Chapter One


Angel and Red raced down the stairs, and Red grinned as she and Angel dashed into the kitchen. “We just heard the most exciting news on the ham radio this morning; we weren’t sure if it was important to keep it a secret.” 
Stuart’s mom, Sandra, brushed back her graying hair that had fallen over her eyes when she pulled out the biscuits from the oven. She straightened her back and smiled at the two young women. “I need a haircut, but that’s no secret. What’s your news?” she asked.
Stuart’s dad, Scott, rose from the dining table, drained his coffee cup, and snatched two biscuits from the pan. “Ouch, hot. I’ll leave you all to your secrets.”
After Scott grabbed his jacket, Henry’s lab, Brody, and Brandon’s lab, Tracker, rushed outside with him. 
Red brushed her untamable red hair away from her face and tugged at the bottom of her sweatshirt as she glanced down the hallway then whispered, “Christmas is next week.”
“Seriously? Christmas is actually next week? I’ve lost track. Have I missed any birthdays?”
“Aunt Molly keeps track of the birthdays,” Angel said. 
“That’s right.” Sandra fanned her face with a potholder.
“We heard it on the ham radio, so it must be true,” Red said.
Sandra asked, “Did you just bite your lip, Red? You always bite your lip when you’ve said something that’s not completely accurate. What’s the secret? That it’s Christmas, or who said it on the radio?”
Red giggled. “Angel told me it wouldn’t take long for you to figure it out.” 
Sandra flipped the biscuits upside down onto a plate then turned on the gas burner to heat water for Angel’s tea.
“All I know is that Christmas is next week.” Sandra grinned as she put another pan of biscuits in the oven. “It’s cold enough, and Farmer Blanche told me yesterday that her old bones told her it’s going to snow. Of course, I told her that wasn’t possible because we live in Georgia.”
Blanche came into the kitchen; she wore her favorite overalls and a red and black plaid flannel shirt. “And what did I tell you, Missy?”
Sandra snorted. “You told me I was an old fuddy-duddy and needed to believe snow is possible, even in southern Georgia.”
Blanche nodded. “Well then, next week is Christmas, and we’ll have snow. Do we get to pick which day?”  
“Are all the children outside?” Louisa asked as she came into the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee then held it with two hands. She wore a turquoise turtleneck that was complemented by her dark skin. “It was never this cold in south Florida, and it’s definitely too cold out there for me. Why are we picking a day? My favorite day is Thursday because both Mandy and Jimmy were born on a Thursday, and Thursday’s child has far to go.”
“What a coincidence,” Sandra said. “It’s Thursday, isn’t it?”
“Yes, Thursday.” Red elbowed Angel. 
Angel quietly left the kitchen then slipped up the stairs.
“I’m just going to mosey on outside for a breath of fresh air,” Blanche headed toward the back door. 
“Oh no, you won’t, you old sneak,” Sandra growled. “It’s all or none.”
The three women grabbed their coats and had a minor collision in the rush to be first out the door. 
“Age before beauty,” Blanche cackled as she tried to close the door behind her. 
Louisa caught the door, then she and Sandra pushed past Blanche and hurried outside. 
When Angel returned and sat with Red at the table, she whispered, “Mr. Young said Thursday is good for them too.”
“Truthfully, it’s too cold out there for a foot race.” Blanche returned to the stove to pour herself a cup of coffee. She joined Angel and Red and sipped her coffee. “What gave you the idea of celebrating Christmas? Are we going full bore?”   
“The works,” Angel said. “I learned that from Henry.”
“We’re talking Santa Claus, Christmas dinner, presents, Secret Santas, a decorated tree, a turkey, a goose, or whatever our hunters can harvest,” Red said. 
“Dibs on the decorations,” Blanche said. 
“They’re yours, but in the spirit of the season, you might want to share,” Red said.
Blanche snorted then flounced out of the kitchen with her coffee cup in her hand. “I planned to share the entire time.” 
“That walk of Blanche’s was a classic example of what Henry would call busted.” Red giggled. 
“It’s more fun when you add your interpretations,” Angel said. 
The back door flew open, and Henry, eight-year-old Brandon, and Louisa’s six-year-old son, Jimmy, burst inside. Angel covered her ears as they squealed, and Blanche hurried to the kitchen as Sandra, Louisa, and Mandy followed the boys inside.
Jimmy shouted, “Mom told us Christmas is in five days, and we have to get ready. Farmer Blanche, Mom said you were our Christmas expert and had everything under control. What’s our plan? What are we going to do first? Are we going to get presents?” Jimmy hung his head as he asked softly, “From, you know, Santa?” 
Ten-year-old Mandy sniffed at her brother. 
“Funny you should ask, Jimmy; let’s go into the living room, and I’ll tell you a story after I grab a bit more chuckwagon coffee.” 
Red put her arm around Mandy. “There’s a big advantage to being a little kid at Christmas, which is exactly what Angel and I plan to do.”
“You and Angel? I can be a little kid too, right?” Mandy stared at Red.
“Of course, you can.”
Mandy followed the boys. 
“Sorry to break our pact, Sandra, but I can’t pass up a Farmer Blanche story, especially one about Christmas.” Before Louisa left the kitchen, she whispered, “I’ll tell you the story later.” 
“Do we need to go to Major’s farm to tell the rest of our families about the upcoming holiday?” Sandra asked.
“Angel told Mr. Young on the radio,” Red said. 
Sandra asked, “What is it that Molly always says? ‘This family is a well-oiled...’” Sandra was interrupted by a loud crash from the living room. “Except when we aren’t,” Sandra continued. 
“Do you want me to see what happened?” Red asked. 
“No, Farmer Blanche will have it all cleaned up and the evidence well-hidden by the time you get in there. I learned that lesson not long after Cal and Blanche moved in with us. She covers for her buckaroos.” Sandra chuckled. 
Scott came inside. “I’m going to save the rest of my outdoor chores for this afternoon when it’s warmer; Stuart, Andy, and David will be in soon. Why is everyone smiling?”
“Christmas is next week,” Red said. 
“Christmas is exactly what we need after our two recent deaths: Peyton, then Jennie died the next day after suffering from cancer so long. We’ve all been down since Peyton and Jennie died,” Sandra said. “We’ll always miss Peyton, but I know she’d agree that the children, and the rest of us too, need Christmas.”
“Is a big holiday celebration going to be too much for David and Brandon? Peyton was your best friend, Sandra, but to lose a wife and mother…” Scott’s voice trailed off.
“We kind of talked to David last night; you know, just general what if stuff,” Red said. 
“David agreed with you, Mom.” Angel said. 
“Well, that sneaky polecat. David didn’t say a thing this morning,” Scott headed toward his coat.
“Don’t run off,” Sandra said. “I’ll finish frying bacon then scramble a big mess of eggs, if you’ll make pancakes. I already mixed up your batter for you.”
“What about the biscuits?” Scott asked. 
“I was planning on biscuit and ham sandwiches for midmorning snack or lunch.”
Red cut off a large piece of smoked ham, then she sliced ham while Angel assembled the sandwiches. Red nibbled on the last bit of the salty ham. After they finished, Sandra said, “You two are fast.”
“I need a platter for the pancakes,” Scott said.
“Did someone say pancakes?” Doc Larkin asked as he and Noel, Mandy and Jimmy’s dad, came into the kitchen. Angel poured their coffee, and Red set the table. 
When Farmer Blanche, Louisa, and all the children came into the kitchen, Brandon said, “Wow. Papa Scott’s making pancakes.”
“I assume everyone has made their bed and picked up their clothes in their room,” Sandra said. 
When the children raced upstairs, Sandra called out, “Wash your hands before you come to the table.”
“You live for that, don’t you, honey?” Scott asked. 
“Sure do; it never gets old,” Sandra said.
“Can I check my room later?” Doc Larkin said. “I’m too old to run to make my bed.”
Noel smirked. “I’m still recuperating, so I shouldn’t run because we don’t want me to relapse.”
“You two get a pass, just this once.” Sandra waved her wooden spoon at them then smiled as she turned her attention back to the eggs on the stove. 
After Doc Larkin and Noel sat at the table, Mandy hurried down the stairs. 
“Daddy, next Thursday is Christmas, and I’m a kid.” Mandy beamed.
“I think I might be a kid too if next Thursday is Christmas,” Noel said. “Do you think that’s okay?”
Mandy nodded. “Being a kid at Christmas is the best.” 
While the children, the two men, Louisa, and Farmer Blanche ate, Red asked, “Shall we round up the men from outside?”
“Good idea,” Sandra said. 
When Angel and Red joined Stuart, Andy, David, and Cal in the barn, Red said, “Pancakes are on the griddle, and we’re cleared for Christmas next Thursday.”
“Christmas is next Thursday?” Cal narrowed his eyes at the other men. “Was I the only one who wasn’t in on that?”
“You talk in your sleep,” David said. “We had to come up with something to lift everyone’s spirits, but Angel’s idea of Christmas was the best, and we needed a few details ironed out first.”
“Is it even December?” Cal asked.
“Of course.” Red snorted. “It couldn’t be practically Christmas if it wasn’t December.”
“Blanche said it will snow for Christmas,” Angel added.
“I’m sold; if my wife says it’s going to snow in south Georgia next week, then it must be Christmas. I suspect Sandra and Blanche will take charge of all the details, and the rest of us will wait for our orders.”
“Exactly,” Angel said. 
“Did you have any doubts?” Stuart chuckled. 
On their way to the farmhouse, Red said, “One more thing: Mandy has agreed that Christmas is for kids, so she, Angel, and I are kids.”
“You are too, honey,” Angel said as Stuart put his arm around her shoulders while they walked. 
“Is there a test I can study for?” Andy asked. 
“You’ll always be a kid.” Red giggled as Andy swaggered to the house.
David chuckled. “Peyton always said I was an overgrown kid, so I’m covered too.”
When they reached the house, Cal said, “I’m married to a kid, so I must be a kid too.” 
Red went to the living room to join the children while everyone else sat at the table for pancakes. 
When Andy stared at Red as she left, Sandra said, “Red sliced the ham for me; I suspect she may have filled up on ham for her breakfast.” 
After breakfast, Angel and Louisa cleared the table while Stuart and Andy washed dishes and pans.
“I’d like to go to Major’s and talk to Molly about Christmas. What’s your schedule, Blanche? Could you go with me?” Sandra asked.
“My morning’s yours,” Blanche said. “I’ll have my rifle and my pistol.” 
“I need Noel to train me on a rifle; I’ll leave my shotgun, but I’ll have my sidearm,” Sandra said.
“Angel, could you drive them in the utility vehicle that Red named 48-4?” Scott asked.
“Certainly.”
“As tempting as that is, we don’t need to use our precious supply of gas just to go to Major’s for a chat with Molly, and I need to walk off a few pounds anyway,” Sandra said. “Is that okay with you, Blanche?”
“I’d much rather walk, and we can plan on our way there.”
Scott wrapped his arms around Sandra’s ample waist. “Don’t walk off too much because you’re perfect the way you are.”
“Oh, you,” Sandra tittered as she lightly smacked his arm. 
“I’ll let Mr. Young know they’re going to have two visitors.” Angel dashed upstairs to the radio then returned. 
“All set,” she said.
After Sandra and Blanche left, Angel slipped her handheld radio into her belt as Red said, “Let’s all go for a run.”
“Me too?” Andy asked. “You leave me when we go running.”
Red raised her eyebrows, and Andy shrugged. When Angel followed them, Stuart followed her.
Red and Angel led the way as they trotted around the house, and David joined the four of them as they ran along the path to the Smith barn that was between the Newton farm and the Webster farm, owned by Andy’s uncle, Leo. 
When they reached the Smith barn, David said, “You never ask Andy to run with you and Angel, Red. Something’s up.”
“He’s right.” Stuart crossed his arms. “Does the militia need us?”
“The militia is holding their own, but there’s a part of a gang from Atlanta that learned there was a doctor in south Georgia and is on their way to kidnap him,” Red said.
“We’re certain they are coming for Phil’s son,” Angel said.
“Doc Scooter is still at Major’s farm,” David said quietly. 
“We didn’t want to postpone Christmas because everyone needs it, but Mr. Young will suggest that Major’s farm and the farm next to them, the Cabellos’, have Christmas together, and we have Christmas with Leo,” Angel said.
“I have a little more information about Leo,” David said. “Cal has been an intermediary for Mr. Young and has been talking to Leo about opening his home to Doc Scooter, his family, and his parents. Leo admitted the only reason he didn’t want anyone staying at his house was because Jennie was so ill and couldn’t tolerate any noise at all. As long as he has his radio room with the door he can close if the household becomes too noisy, Cal thinks it would work.”
“I’d worry less about Uncle Leo if there was another family with him, and if Doc Scooter is at Leo’s, we can defend the house. Do we put a push on that, so it happens before Christmas?” Andy asked.
David exhaled. “I don’t think we should.”
“We’ll take direction from the experts,” Stuart said, “but at least we’ll be ready.”
“I’ll check our transport trucks to be sure they all start. I’ve needed to do a little maintenance on them for a while. I know Cal will help me, then we’ll gas up one of them for a move,” David said.  
“Leo knows about Christmas and the gang headed this way,” Angel said. “I want to talk to him.”
“Now?” Stuart asked. 
“Yes.”
“We’ll go too,” Red said. 
“No one travels alone. Go back with David, so he can talk to Cal, then you and Andy can run to Leo’s, but don’t leave Andy behind,” Angel said. 
“You’ve gotten really bossy, Mrs. Newton,” Red grumbled.
David chuckled. 
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Angel ran alongside Stuart, so he could set the pace. “Why are we going to talk to Leo?” he asked. 
“His equipment is better than mine, and so is his antenna. He may have more information about the gang, and I’d like to understand how amicable he actually is to Doc Scooter, his family, Phil, and Deana moving in with him. Maybe it’s something that could happen tomorrow or at the latest, the day after that. One good thing is that the gang will be looking for Doc Grayson.” 
“Who’s Doc Grayson?”
“Scooter’s name is Grayson; they called him Doc Grayson in Atlanta.”
“How do you know all these things?”
“I pay attention to details, but you knew that,” Angel said. 
“Doc Scooter doesn’t seem like a very professional name. Should we switch to Doc Grayson?”
“No, because that’s who the gang is looking for.” 
“Right; you just told me that.” Stuart chuckled. “I amaze myself with how quick I am sometimes, and that’s sarcasm.”
“Maybe we should drop the doc part,” Angel said.
Stuart nodded. “I’ll mention it to Scooter to see what he says.”
When they reached the house, Angel clicked the squelch on her radio twice then knocked twice on the door and went inside. 
“Why did you knock then go right in?” Stuart whispered. 
“It’s our code.” 
“Hey, Angel. Come on back,” Leo called out. 
Stuart hung back, so Angel could talk to Leo alone. 
“Are you here about the splinter group from that large gang in Atlanta?” Leo pulled off his headset then inserted an earbud.
“Yes, your radio is better than mine. I heard they were coming to south Georgia to kidnap an ER doctor, but I don’t know when to expect them or if they are likely to come here.”
“I think they are headed here because the last I heard, they were headed toward the interstate and then will continue toward the Alabama state line. My guess is that they would be here in no more than three days.”
“Do you know who they are looking for?” she asked.
“I heard Doc Grayson on the radio.”
“Did you know Doc Grayson is Scooter?”
“Are you certain? Of course, you are.” Leo exhaled. “Cal, Mr. Young, and I have been talking about my old friend, Phil, and Phil’s son, Scooter, moving here to give some relief at the Cabellos’ house. There are a passel of kids at the Cabellos’ as it is; Phil’s family would be better off here, and it would be easier for you and your team to defend them.” Leo sighed. “Jennie always loved a good fight. I’m sorry she’ll miss out.”
Angel examined his cloud. Tinges of sadness but mostly a strong sense of duty to serve. Interesting.
“Are you ready for an invasion of small children and a bossy woman? Phil’s wife Deana won’t let you skip meals or not bathe,” Angel said.
“I’ll deal with it. How quickly can we move them here?” Leo asked. 
“We’re checking the transport trucks, so we can move them in only one trip; if we have a truck ready, we could move them tomorrow if they can pack that quickly. I suspect they unpacked only the necessities for the families because the Cabellos’ house was full before they showed up.”
“They could move in today, as far as I’m concerned. There’s plenty of room. There are no sheets on any of the beds, and I haven’t cleaned in ages, so I think Deana will be kept busy for a while. I’ll enjoy having Phil around; he’s a long-time ham like me, and maybe we can come up with more ways to boost the signal here.” 
Angel rose. “I’ll see how fast I can get everyone moving.”
Before she reached the door, Leo said, “Thanks, Angel. I needed a chance to talk it out but come back anytime I can help.”
Angel almost bumped into Stuart, who was lurking in the hall outside the radio room. 
After they were outside, he said, “I heard everything. I love how you operate.”
“What do we do next?”
“Check in with Dad then decide who goes with us to tell Phil and Scooter they can move anytime.”
On their way back to the Newton farm, they met Red and Andy. 
“That was fast. Did Uncle Leo refuse to talk to you?” Andy asked.
“Let’s get back to the house, so we can tell you and Dad at the same time,” Stuart said. 
Angel and Red took off at their fastest pace. “We’ll meet you in the barn,” Red called out. 
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He shook his head. You’d think Red would learn.
“You might as well tell me what Leo told you; after all, Stuart told Andy on the way here, and you know it,” Red said.
“No, he didn’t because they would have run as fast as they could and wouldn’t have time to talk.” 
“Why? Just because it’s logical? You don’t know how fast they ran,” Red snapped.
When Stuart and Andy walked into the barn, Scott was smiling as he leaned against the back wall. He winked at Stuart. 
Andy strolled to the fiery Red and when he put his arm around her, Red leaned against him and smiled. 
“Leo said Phil and his family could move into his house any time,” Angel said.
“You went straight to the punchline,” Red growled. “I wanted to hear the whole story.” 
Stuart smiled. “It was beautiful. Angel asked Leo if he was ready for an invasion of small children and a bossy woman, Deana, and Leo asked how quickly we could move them. David and Cal are checking the transport trucks and will have one ready to go to the Cabellos’ house.”
“David and Cal? How did they get involved so quickly?” Scott asked.
“When Red invited the three of us to go for a run, David tagged along because he said he knew something was up.  Red never invites me to run with her and Angel because those two don’t know how to slow down when they run together,” Andy said. 
Stuart stepped closer to Angel, and she leaned against him. “Angel asked Leo what he’d heard on his radio because it has a better range than ours does.” Stuart shook his head. “I thought she was just trying to warm him up by talking about radios first, but I was wrong.”
“We’ve heard a faction of a powerful gang based in Atlanta is headed toward south Georgia to kidnap an ER doctor for their front lines. Leo said they were looking for Doc Grayson from Atlanta and are headed toward us. Leo thought they’d be here in less than three days,” Angel said. 
Scott frowned. “What am I missing?”
“Scooter was Phil’s son’s nickname when he was a kid; he was called by his given name, Grayson, at the hospital in Atlanta,” Stuart said. 
“Sandra’s going to ask me, so I need to know: wouldn’t we be better off bringing Scooter’s wife and children here?” Scott asked.
“I don’t think that’s our choice, Dad, but we can offer; I think you and I should go to the Cabellos’ to talk to Phil and Scooter,” Stuart said.
Red narrowed her eyes. “Why can’t…”
Stuart interrupted Red. “We’re short four shooters; if Dad and I leave, we’ll be short six. We can’t empty the house.”
Red glared at him; Andy elbowed Red. “Logical.”
Red giggled. “It’s all around us, isn’t it?”
“Let’s go inside and tell Noel, Louisa, and Doc Larkin what we’re going to do,” Scott said. 
“David and Cal need to know too,” Angel said. 
Red gazed at Andy, and he said, “Go ahead; I’ll stay here.”
As Angel and Red dashed out the barn door toward the shortcut to the Smith barn, Andy said, “I can talk to the folks in the house about what’s going on while you get ready to leave, and I’ll alert Mr. Young on the radio.”
“Do you want to take 48-4, Dad?” Stuart asked after they gathered their rifles and were headed outside. 
“No, I’ll be fine as long as I don’t have to run with Angel and Red.”
Stuart snorted. “It took me forever to work up to running fast enough to keep them in sight. I still can’t keep up when the two of them run together.” 
Scott jogged, and Stuart trotted along beside him on their long driveway. When they reached the road, they stopped to check the road then continued to the Cabellos’ driveway. 
“It’s a lot smoother and a little easier to run on the pavement because the uneven gravel threw me off balance.” Scott picked up his pace. 
After they reached the Cabellos’ driveway, Scott said, “It always surprises me how close this is to Major’s driveway. I don’t think I paid much attention to it until Major and his family moved here.”
When they approached the house, Phil and Major were waiting for them near the driveway. 
“Sheriff, I mean Jack, and I came to tell Phil you were on your way here, and we stayed because we’re nosy,” Major shook his head. “I’m still having trouble remembering to call him Jack. Do you want to go inside?” 
“No, let’s talk first,” Stuart said as Jack joined them at the driveway, then Nate Cabello came out of the house and stood near the trees. 
“Phil, Leo has invited you, Scooter, and your families to move into his house with him anytime,” Scott said.
“Who cracked open the old coot’s calcified mind?” Phil asked. 
“Angel,” Stuart said.
“That’s my Angel.” Phil laughed. “She’s a miracle worker, isn’t she?” 
Stuart nodded. “Did you hear about the gang coming this way because they wanted to find the doctor from Atlanta?”






  
  Chapter Two


Major frowned. “We knew they were looking for a doctor they’d heard was in south Georgia or North Florida, but we didn’t know they were headed west.” 
“Leo heard they were looking for a Doctor Grayson from Atlanta,” Scott said.
Phil’s face tightened. “That’s Scooter. How far away are they?” 
“Leo estimates no more than three days.” 
Nate left then returned with Scooter.
“I don’t get it; why would they come all this way for a doctor?” Jack asked. 
“I wouldn’t think there would be any doctors left in Atlanta since the collapse and the rioting. It’s not unusual for a disgruntled lieutenant in a gang to pull away a few followers, especially as the gang grows in numbers and geographically. This could be a faction that was familiar with the hospital and has been looking for doctors, so they can be independent of the larger gang,” Major said. 
“That’s along my line of thinking, Major, especially since they were in Atlanta and headed south to find Doctor Grayson,” Stuart said. 
“Maybe they’ll go to our hometown,” Phil said. 
Nate shook his head. “Everybody knows your hometown was overrun, and I’ll bet everyone who took off when you did knew that you headed northwest.” 
Phil nodded. “Everybody knew about Angel, and a lot of people would have known that we would have tried to find Major.” 
“I’d be willing to be the optimist and say they’ll never find their way here, but the realist in me says that we should prepare, just in case,” Scott said. 
“I’ve been thinking about Leo’s offer, and it would ease a lot of day-to-day pressure on all the families at the Cabellos’ if we moved to Leo’s farm,” Phil said. 
“I agree, Dad,” Scooter said. “How soon can Leo be ready for us? It will take us only a few hours to pack up, but it will take us quite a while to move because we have so much stuff put away in the barn.” 
“Leo said any time. We have a heavy-duty transport truck that we can load here then unload at Leo’s,” Stuart said.
“What about Christmas?” 
When all the men stared at Nate, he shrugged. “Some of us have priorities.”
“Christmas is still Christmas. We may consider not trying to pull everyone together at one house, but we might want to plan on our closest farms getting together on Christmas Eve or Christmas Day for the children,” Scott said.
“Do we want to slow down that high-powered Christmas planning session going on at our house?” Major asked.
Scott sighed. “Yes, I’ll leave Stuart here to work out the logistics for the move and go right now.” 
“I’ll back you up,” Jack said. “That’s a rough crowd over there.”
Scott nodded as he followed Jack to the shortcut. “Tell me about it.”
“Show me what’s in the barn, so I can see if we’d need a second truck,” Stuart said. 
“Follow me,” Scooter said. 
Major accompanied them to the barn. 
On the way, Stuart said, “I don’t know how much of the conversation you caught, but Leo told us there is a gang from Atlanta that is looking for Doc Grayson from Atlanta.” 
Scooter’s face tightened. “No, I didn’t hear that. Does anyone know why?”
“Not really; we hoped you might,” Stuart said. 
“We’ll talk later. What about the transport truck, Major?” Scooter asked.
“One of the transport trucks will be fine.”
“So what’s our plan?” Scooter asked as Phil joined them at the barn. 
“We can bring the truck here in the morning and load it then take the truck to Leo’s. Do you have enough fuel to follow us? It would be ideal if we could move the truck and all of y’all in one trip.” 
“I’ve got enough gas in my truck to make it,” Phil said. “Worst case is we all pile into my pickup.”
“Are you a runner, Scooter?” Stuart asked.
“Sure am.” 
“Our runners can easily run from here to Leo’s farm,” Stuart said.
“My wife is a runner too; we’d be fine with running, and the kids would love riding in the truck with Grandma and Grandpa,” Scooter said. “I’d like to talk to my wife, though, before you leave.”
“Go right ahead; we may be here a while,” Stuart said.
“I didn’t want to say anything in front of Scooter,” Phil said as he and Stuart strolled back to the house, “but have there been any thoughts about the children if we are attacked?”
“One option we’ve considered is that Scooter’s children could come to my parents’ farm. We were attacked not long ago and have some good defense barriers in place, but we never came up with a defensive strategy for Leo’s house, and I’m not sure that three days is enough time to put anything in place. Another option is we have a sizeable group of excellent marksmen, and we would be close enough to assist you before or even after an attack begins. Red, for example, is stellar. We named her Dead Eye Red long ago, and she’s only improved.”
“Thank you, we have four shooters, and all of us are good shots, but the children will require close supervision, which leaves us with three.”
After everyone else went into the house, Stuart waited in the driveway for Scott. 
Scott came through the shortcut. “I told Deana, Molly, Sandra, and Blanche about the plan to move Deana’s family to Leo’s and about our idea of two houses joining together for Christmas rather than coordinating one big celebration, and all of them loved the idea. Sandra told me I was brilliant, then she and Blanche left, and they will get with Deana after the move. What do you think about the timing?” 
“Scooter asked me to hang around until he talked to his wife, so we’ll see.”
Scooter came out of the house. “Joyce has already started packing, so we’ll be ready when the truck shows up in the morning,” He waved then went inside.
“Sounds like we’re scheduled for an early morning start.”
As they jogged together back to the farm, Stuart asked, “Are we making a mistake moving Phil and his family to Leo’s when we have an army headed our way to kidnap Scooter?” 
“I expected the four women to jump down my throat for disrupting their plans for Christmas, but I was the hero of the day. I suspect things have been tense at the Cabello house, and Molly must have been worried about them because she hugged me and told me I was awesome then gave me a small box to give to Sandra. When I was walking back from Major’s, I realized that an overcrowded house, especially one with five small children and a pregnant woman, would be difficult to defend.” 
“You’re right, Dad. I’ll put my energy into moving Phil, getting ready for Christmas, working with David to come up with fortifying Leo’s house, and keeping Angel happy.”
“Can’t think of anything you’ve left out, Stuart.” 
Sandra met them at the back door before they made it inside. “When will Deana move to Leo’s?” she asked.
“Tomorrow,” Scott said. 
“Good; come inside and have

      [image: ]




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
JUDITH A. BARRETT

»GRID-DOWN CONSPIRACY THRILLER BOOK 5





OEBPS/images/ca57c5ff-b0fe-4794-ba35-127ee5f71a60.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Previously. . . 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  



OEBPS/images/3950b791-4fbd-4177-aa5c-0282e4904a25.png
Wobbly Creck






