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A Plan Of War (The Mountain Series, #8)

Epilogue

While reviewing who had signed up to join them for the war, Rosie wondered what Henry truly wanted out of all this. After thinking for a minute, she realized that having Deana in office would benefit him. Deana would be told how to vote on certain upcoming issues, and by putting Deana Jay into office, Henry would remain the head of the firm.

There would be a clash between Rosie and Henry—this had already been foreseen. Each faction brought with it both help and problems. The show Deana put on at the Country Club would be a Sore, contentious point with Henry’s board of directors. Henry also, knew that the wording about “no mixing” would cause a burn in Deana J.’s saddle, So, to speak.

“Starting off by looking to the stars,” Rosie gently touched Denny’s shoulder.

“And so, it begins. Plans for war will be necessary to accomplish the goal,” Rosie said Softly. “I know you have concerns, but we know what our word means to those men. Sending them straight to hell still rings in their ears.”

“I understand how you feel about the war,” Denny replied, “but those self-centered pricks thought nothing about ordering our demise for no other reason than we wanted to homeschool our children. We wanted to live life on our own terms. The love of family is the greatest thing to have.”

“They flat-out murdered Fly for pulling a comb from his back pocket. Your job as a junior senator is to go through all the paperwork and find out who signed off on the murder of our family.”

“Let’s slow down. Let’s slow this down a bit,” Rosie said. “From what I understand, governors don’t have the juice to make that Sort of decision, which means a senator signed off on it.”

“They killed that poor reporter who tried to tell our truth,” Deana replied. “Think about his family. There was no reason for his death. A hard pill to swallow. Reporters are seekers of the truth.”

As tears fell from Deana’s eyes, she had vivid memories of how Sally Jean was treated. The townspeople she knew had been tortured and abused at the hands of Jimmy Joe Ellsworth. No one offered a helping hand, not even the police. So, when her mind finally said enough, she began treating people the way they had treated her. The locals blamed her.

When the sheriff came to deliver her bench warrant, she chose to go out on her own terms and leave a reminder for all to see. What had once been a beautiful home became a hole where her place had stood. Dressed in her wedding gown from Gary, she was ready. The dead-man switch sent them all to their graves on her terms.

“So, Deana,” Rosie continued, “we have always been prosecuted in one form or another. These events are what you need to keep in the back of your mind as you look for evidence of who signed off on our deaths.”

Hanging her head, Deana knew they were all depending on her—but she had to get elected first.

Rosie gave her a reassuring hug. “We are in this together.”

Chris added, “Children were never used as Soldiers in our country.”

Thinking for a moment, Rosie cleared her throat. “I do not want to put a rifle in the children’s hands, but they still need to be trained in case there ever needed.”

The air rushed out of Deanna’s mouth like she’d been gut-punched. “Rosie... the idea is repulsive. But even rolling bandages or helping prepare for injuries—arming our children must be a last resort.”

Curtis stood in the shadows, listening to the conversation. Even though he had never known Sally Jean, he could feel the pain she had suffered. He didn’t remember being picked up or where they lived, but bullies have a way of finding your worst fear and capitalizing on it.

In Sally Jean’s case, because she accidentally killed a kitten while trying to feed it milk, her own parents pawned her off on Ma. 

Ma showed her that life is important and death is beautiful. Jimmy Joe treated her terribly. He cheated with everyone and anyone, and the misery showed in Sally Jean’s face. So, no one thought it odd when he ran off with Some girl who was pregnant by him, never to return.

Thinking about the treatment the family had endured, Curtis understood why this war was necessary. Vengeance was the only punishment that would be accepted.

As Curtis and Deana headed back from the compound, the silence was deafening.

Kaylin proudly announced, “We have new friends! Mama, did you help those people So, their kids will get presents from Santa?”

“Sort of,” Deana said. “By helping their parents get the pay they deserve, the parents can pay bills and buy food—and maybe presents too.”

Bobbie Sue snuggled against her. “I’m glad you aren’t mean like that Millie lady.”

“Why, thank you, honey. But we need to pray they learn kindness and empathy.”

“I know Sometimes they’re just bad. I do understand, Bobbie Sue.”

“Elsie says to do what you did.”

“Well, thanks for the vote of confidence. Let’s just see if I get elected.”

“Mama, everyone loves you just like we do.”

Something between a laugh and a cry escaped Deanna. “Thanks, girls.” She whispered, “Talking them into it was the easy part. Home base... I don’t want to crush their enthusiasm, but with Henry and the board of directors pushing back, it will be an uphill battle.”

“So, what happens next?” Curtis asked.

“I must put in the notice to run for public office. How are you gonna keep Rosie on the sidelines?”

Curtis sighed. “I believe that if Henry keeps his word, she will too. But if she even thinks he’s playing dirty, the gloves will come off, and she’ll make him Sorry he was ever born. So, at this point, it’s wait and see what happens.”

“I need to hit the rack, boss. We start again in the morning,” Rosie said.

Curtis seemed a bit nervous—scared, even. From his perspective in the war, he always knew who the bad guys were. It wasn’t So, easy to tell when they were wearing three-piece suits and considered the good guys.

“Never judge a book by a pristine cover,” Rosie added. “It means it’s never been enjoyed. Now get Some sleep. Today was a victory, but I jotted down Some ideas on what we stand for and what could help local communities. I’ll leave them on your briefcase. Goodnight.”

As Deana readied herself for bed, she had an uneasy feeling—almost like she was being watched. Grabbing a flashlight and a sidearm, she walked the perimeter. Nothing was disturbed.

Behind her, Curtis crept up and whispered, “What’s up, boss?”

“I felt like Someone was watching me. I thought Someone was out back, but I found no disturbances. This brings back memories of Jake and his cronies trying to intimidate us.”

Curtis nodded. “Well, he’s dead, So, we know it’s not him.”

“That doesn’t mean the bodies aren’t still pissy with me,” Deana muttered.

Heading back toward the house, they saw Rosie standing on the front porch, holding a double-barrel shotgun. Then Curtis noticed a brave on horseback, taking slow steps toward them. JB announced himself.

“Heard voices,” JB said. “So, we figured we should check out the area. Our friend isn’t good with English, but he knew enough to know they meant harm. He brought me to listen to their plans.”

Rosie smiled. “Seems our inventive friends knew you were in trouble and wanted to protect you. And we should be protecting them.”

Deana nodded, understanding exactly how she felt.

JB explained what he heard. “You know—just good old boys testing the waters to see if you could defend yourself.”

“Maybe the kids should spend time at the compound,” Deana said.

Looking at JB, Curtis knew how protective Deana was when it came to the children. 

“I can see the girls spending time with the other children from each faction. They’ll become each other’s friend-slash-Soldier, standing together as a unit.”

Curtis continued, “I can also, see extra cadet training being needed, along with traveling in pairs or as a group. No more going alone until we figure out who has a problem with me.”

Sunrise came early for Monday morning. At 7:00 AM, Rosie called Henry’s home phone.

“Who the hell,” Henry started. “Which Son of a—who is this?”

Clearing her throat, Rosie answered, “That’s no way to talk to your friend, Henry.”

“Rosie? Yes—Rosie, it’s me. How in the hell did you get my home number?”

“It wasn’t difficult. Plus, I went through our girls’ roll with eggs.”

Being out of sight, Henry asked, “What can I help you with?”

“One of our Braves from the reservation heard Some men in town talking. He didn’t understand all the slang, but he knew the tone was threatening, So, he grabbed JB to listen. We thought Someone was prowling around. It brought back memories of Jake and his crew’s intimidation tactics.”

Thinking back, Curtis remembered the rude awakening Jake and his crew once got.

“Henry, our potluck went well,” Rosie continued. “Most everyone is on board with Deana being in public office. But imagine our surprise hearing what the men in town were saying. I would ask that she not be penalized if she’s late. She didn’t sleep—her eyes closed at sunup.”

“Okay,” Henry replied. “She needs to see me in the office to look over the announcement of her running for office.”

“Rosie also, feels the kids should spend time at the compound,” Curtis added. “The easiest way to get to Deana is through her children. And since you’re going to manage this, you need to be prepared for questions about Deana. You need to understand—our girl will never ask for help.”

“Understood, Rosie. Thank you for letting me know. What about last night?”

While cooking breakfast, Rosie told the girls, “Don’t disturb Mom. She had a long night. Curtis too.”

“Yes,” Kaylin said. “They heard noises and checked the perimeter.”

“Wow, Aunt Rosie, you know cadet terms.”

“Yes,” Rosie smiled. “I had family in the military.”

“So, you know how to march?”

“Yes, I know my left foot from my right foot.”

Giggling, Kaylin said, “The boys don’t have rhythm.”

“Don’t laugh,” Rosie replied. “My brothers and I took dance and gym class, So, they can march too. Uncle Rusty doesn’t practice marching with us—he prefers the hunting aspects of being prepared. Hunting was Something all my brothers enjoyed as kids.”

“Fishing too, Aunt Rosie?”

“Yes, Bobbie Sue, they liked fishing too. We learned how to cook over an open fire for our camping test. I’m sure you girls will be a great help to Rusty and Leroy.”

“Can Aunt Lenny camp too? She always got the biggest fish and cooked over an open fire.”

Lenny listened to their questions, a smile spreading across her face as she thought, those girls are mine.

As the horn honked, the girls ran for the bus.

The noise woke Curtis. Heading for the kitchen, he realized he would be late. Running in, he saw Rosie standing at the door.

“Deana is still sleeping,” Rosie said. “I called Henry and explained last night’s events, and that you two would be late.”

Curtis whispered, “You called Henry at home?”

“Yes. He was not pleased about his early morning call. Once I explained things, he understood. He’ll need her to be okay with the announcement written for her run for public office.”

Deana had heard all the talk, even the girls’ questions. “Rusty has two left feet,” she muttered. “Dance class for gym he did not enjoy, but square dancing he could manage.”

“So, you called Henry at home, Deana?”

“Yes,” Rosie said. “He reacted exactly like that.”

They laughed.

“Oh Lord,” Deana groaned. “I know—I need to see him, correct?”

“Yes. Approval of your big announcement. Now, get dressed. Or do I need to do that for you too?”

“No thank you, Aunt Deana.”

As Deana dressed, she knew this meant another slow day, maybe with extra time to think.

This morning Curtis shot Deana a look that asked, “So, what are we? Fired?”

“Well,” Deana said, “if Rosie spoke with him after calling him at home, I imagine backlash will come loudly. But Rosie mentioned an announcement. I would think it’s my candidacy.”

“So... he’s actually going to sponsor you for junior senator?”

“Yes. If Rosie stays off the campaign trail.” Taking a final sip from her coffee cup, she added, “Let’s go get our morning ass-chewing from Henry and the board.” The silence was deafening as they drove to town.

“Boss, are you angry that Rosie called Henry at home?”

“Yes and no,” Deana answered. “Yes, because she should leave his domicile alone. That should be a sanctuary from the outside world. And no, because she wanted to show Henry he could be gotten to at home.”

“Christ... do you know why?” Curtis asked.

“In Curtis, it’s a chess match between those two. He could have hung up, but he chose to stay on the line. So, he knows she will be his match—and no one likes to lose.” Pulling into the parking lot, Curtis mumbled, “Here we go again.”

“Stop it, Curtis. You’re a war veteran from Vietnam. You eat danger for lunch.”

Laughing, Curtis realized he was being silly. Arriving at the second-floor main lobby, the buzz was almost unnerving. Nodding to Julie and Savannah, he asked, “What’s going on?”

“Heard you had company last night,” Savannah said.

“Yeah,” Deana replied. “Some guys in town were talking about me needing to ‘learn my place.’ One of our Indigenous friends told JB, and they came out to warn us. So... not much sleep.”

“That is definitely an understatement,” Julie said.

“I feel Sorry for whoever was caught,” Deana continued. “Curtis and I were both armed, and our matriarch stood on the front porch with a shotgun in hand. All of this means the boys are upset that I’m not controllable and obviously not taking orders from the male population. We’ll do perimeter checks after lights out. I know I ruffled feathers by getting people paid what they were worth. Plus, we took out Jake and his tyrannical mom, So, I’m sure that makes me a threat—not a crusader—to them. It’s an old-boy network here. I won’t stand for it.”

“You’re being summoned to the meeting,” Savannah said, as Deana and Curtis
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