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 Dedicated to my beautiful daughters and wonderful husband, along with all the Folks at SB.
 You know who you are…
  
  
  
  
      
 
       
       	  
  
      
 
     
    
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    
      
      	  
  
     
 
    
   
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It's Tuesday, December 17
              
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It’s Tuesday, December 17
 
                 Marisa called last night to tell me she’d taken Amber to the Urgent Care Center for her persistent cough and stuffiness. Marisa’s my oldest daughter and Amber is my only grandchild.
 
                 Results from Amber’s strep test came back positive, and Marisa was surprised. There hasn’t been any fever and, other that the cough, Amber has been playing as usual.
 
                 The doctor prescribed antibiotics and a couple of steroid doses for the inflammation. Of course, she’ll have to stay home from school today, so as not to “spread the wealth.”
 
                 Marisa said the Urgent Care Center was packed to the hilt. It took a total of five hours for them to be seen, and then exit the premises.
 
                 Marisa was diagnosed with Multiple Sclerosis last year, but she hasn’t let it hinder her in the least. Now, she blames any silliness on her “brain lesions.”
 
                 The kids have only three days left, and then they’re out for Christmas break. Hopefully, that’ll allow all the germs to die off on school desks, door knobs, and every computer keyboard at the school.
 
                 Carisa’s my youngest daughter. She’s fifteen, and at that stage where shared illnesses are not as prevalent as they were in elementary school. I hope she can stay away from sickness for the next three days. Still, it’s a worry.
 
    
 
   Wednesday, December 18
 
                 Amber feels better today even though they had to wait to get her prescriptions filled until last night. Because of the vast number of sick folks, the pharmacies are running out of medications quickly. Marisa had to wait on their daily shipment to arrive.
 
                 She sent Amber to bed last night with a horehound cough drop, and put out the cool mist humidifier to keep her moisture level up. It seems to have helped, and although she says sleep was sporadic for her, Amber slept well.
 
   The news is reporting that widespread flu, strep throat, and various other kindred illness is running rampant this year. It makes me wonder... I always have a suspicious mind.
 
   I sent Mick to Super Walmart for groceries last night. He's a night owl and he’s always up for a midnight shopping run. The only problem is that, when you send Mick to the store alone, he always comes back with twice the amount of things he went in for.
 
   The bread and milk aisles were almost wiped out. We're expecting big thunderstorms this weekend, and possibly severe weather..
 
   Marisa has a single wide house trailer at the bottom of our property. She never goes for milk and bread, so I have to make sure I have enough for Marisa and Amber, as well as Marisa's boyfriend, Jason.
 
   We live in a nice cozy little house at the top of the hill. Currently there is myself, Robin, my husband, Mick, and our youngest daughter, Carisa. We are the Kappers. Marisa and Amber's last name is Phelps, from Marisa's ex-hubby.
 
   We have nearly five acres fenced in behind our house. We have a little barn and a small herd of goats back there. 
 
   Our property is surrounded on three sides by a total of about thirty acres of wooded property. 
 
   On the right side is eight acres of woods we tried to buy once. Past those eight acres are several country houses and a couple of house trailers.
 
   On the left side, there's a lot of wooded property. 
 
   The only buildings close to us is a new house built by one of the relatives of Mr. Stang and his mother's old home which sits empty right at the bottom of his property, parallel to Marisa's house trailer and near the road.
 
   The new house is up the hill and back in the woods past the old Stang house. You can't see it from the road. You'd only know there was something back there because the driveway spills out onto the main road.
 
                 Past that there are tons and tons of wooded property. I have no clue how many acres of woods there are between us and the next house. 
 
   Across the main road from our property is a huge empty field with Mr. Peterson's log cabin style home on the left border. There's a little creek that runs parallel to the field. Behind that creek, the landscape goes up the side of a mountain. If you’re from the Rockies or the Smokies, you'd probably call it an anthill. It's actually a foothill of the Appalachian Mountain Range.
 
   Behind the right border is a big ol' house with a big' ol pond. They have a dirt and gravel driveway, and you can only see the house in winter when the trees are bare of leaves. We don't know who lives there. We never see them out and about and we’ve never met them.
 
   Behind us is woods, and woods, and more woods.
 
   So, anyway, I need milk and bread for six. No problem.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, December 19
 
   Something's going on. There were two newborns who died in the hospital last night. No one knows why, or they aren't telling. 
 
   Rumor mill says that both babies had been suffering from something akin to a cold or flu for the past few days, but there were no expectations of serious illness. Both babies were sleeping when last reports were made. They were just, dead, when the evening shift came on duty. 
 
   I'm somewhat of a "prepper." Now, don't get me wrong. I'm not the "tinfoil saving, margarine bowl hoarder" that I've seen in others. I'm just very mindful of waste, want, and need. I tend to think ahead these days. It must be age and the realization that I won't live forever. 
 
   Last year, the 2012 predictions crawled into my daily thinking. I wanna say that I'm too smart to believe in that type of baloney, but what if the terrorists or some other loose cannon does believe in it and goes around making life hard for the rest of us? I'm just sayin', you know, nothing wrong with being a little extra prepared.
 
   I need to get out of here and watch the news to find out if there’s anything new.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   Friday, December 20
 
   Woo hoo! School's out 'til January 6th. I'm looking forward to Christmas, and family, and all that good stuff. I really like it when my kids are home. I'm one of those parents who actually likes their kids, but I’m not disciplined enough to homeschool them. I wouldn't be a good school teacher. My mom and sister both have that talent. Mom is retired and in a few years my sister will retire as well. I'm a bit of a free spirit and I’ve held several different jobs and a double handful of hobbies in my 50 years of life. I like the simpler things like homemaking, pottery, gardening, quilting, knitting, and stuff like that. Mick's a computer programmer for a large company, and he's forty-four. Yep, I robbed the cradle.
 
   Amber is both doing much better. We're in "prepare for Christmas" mode, trying to get last minute gifts wrapped and decorations done. 
 
   We're also getting ready for our parts of the big family get-together. I've gotta run to Super Walmart later today. I hope there's not too many "family reunions" blocking the aisles and I can get in and out fast(ish).
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, December 21
 
   Super Walmart was miserable. There was no place to park and we had to drive around the lot three times before we got a spot. I should've gone earlier in the week, or had Mick pick up the extras with his prior grocery run.
 
    It took a good two hours to get what little supplies I needed. There were "family reunions" everywhere and the line to pick up lay-a-ways reached into the grocery section.
 
   Stock boys and girls were rolling out pallets of food to try and refill the shelves faster than the items could be taken for purchase. It wasn't working, and we ended up standing and waiting for brown sugar and pecans of all things! Of course, on the way home I realized that I knew how to make my own brown sugar and I was just as mad at myself as I was at all the crazy shoppers. I have pecans hidden away, but I wanted to rotate those with new ones. I hope I got everything because there is no way I'm going back there until after New Year's Day is in the books. I might plop out a buffet of PB & J for the day after Christmas. Nah... We'll still have plenty of leftovers.
 
   Jason called today and asked if I'd mind feeding the goats so he could go deer hunting. No problem. Half of them are mine. I need to get out to see them more often. They’re sweet little goats and just as cute as buttons. Before all my back problems, I spent a lot of time with 'em.
 
   Jason wanted his own little herd, so we allowed him to house them here if he promised to do the daily feeding and maintenance. It was a good deal, and it's working great. We sell the babies in the spring and usually make enough money to cover feed and other needs for the herd until the next kidding season. I haven't thought of getting rid of them. They're a part of the place, and we enjoy kidding season with little baby goats jumping all over the place.
 
   I hope tomorrow's a good day.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, December 22
 
   The Sunday paper came with strange news today. There’s overwhelming numbers of sick folks, but that's not the strange part.
 
   Our small hospital lost four patients yesterday to an unknown illness. One of the patients bit one of the nurses, and now she's sick and in the hospital for care. Oh man! This sounds too much like those fiction novels I've read. I hope they get this figured out soon. Our little hospital doesn't usually lose four patients in an entire week’s time. They say that this illness isn't what killed the babies.
 
   I'm nervous about all the illness going around. I hope Christmas visits can be limited to just the two family suppers. 
 
   I intend to spend some serious time today, down in the basement with a clipboard and my prep supplies. I need to know exactly what we have for my own peace of mind. I also need something to keep my mind off these strange deaths. 
 
   Thank goodness Amber is almost over her own sickness. We're all feeling fine and peppy except for me, of course. I have that little devil on my shoulder telling me to make sure all my "goods" are still good.
 
   Sometimes I can be over zealous in my preps, especially when something bad is happening in the world or there’s an unbelievable sale. It'll all get eaten one way or another. I might be eating 20 year-old-oatmeal with Red Feather butter when Mick retires and the pay goes down, but that's okay, at least it'll be "paid for" oatmeal and butter.
 
   We never got those severe thunderstorms, but we're getting a nice soaking rain right now. The weather man says it should rain until mid-morning tomorrow and then be clear and cooler than last week.
 
   The phone's ringing... Gotta run.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, December 23
 
   The nurse didn't make it. She went out in a blaze of glory after going crazy and running around the second floor for thirty minutes before security was able catch her and get her restrained. 
 
   They sedated her heavily and put her back in her room with a guard at the door. Two hours later, according to all wires and cords she had hooked up, she was dead but continued to convulse, snap her teeth, try to bite, and be violent. I'm thinking the rumor mill got that part of the story wrong. "Life after death" isn't supposed to mean getting back up and eating someone else for supper. 
 
   No one is reporting what happened to her after that. There's a private funeral scheduled on the 26th at the Methodist Church in town. Nana says it'll be a "closed coffin" funeral. My suspicious mind wonders if the nurse' body will actually be in that coffin. 
 
   Nana called to tell me the news. It seems this unknown illness is not restricted to our neck of the woods. Several of my relatives are hearing news of it in Georgia and Oklahoma. 
 
   The hospital has six more patients with the unknown illness. 
 
   It was discovered that the nurse visited several rooms on her half-hour crazy tour. The hospital contacted the CDC in Atlanta and they're sending a team to investigate. No one can get in or out of the hospital until the team arrives, determines the origin and threat, and releases the hospital from quarantine. 
 
   Meanwhile, the Urgent Care Center is closed to new patients. There were enough patients in the waiting room and lined up out the door to cover all blocks of time for the full day. You can expect a 6-8 hour wait to see the doctor. I'm glad I never went into the health care field because I'd be a nervous wreck right about now.
 
   Carisa's piano teacher called to cancel her lesson for this afternoon. She's feeling ill and plans to "stay in bed with chicken soup" hoping to thwart the illness. I'm glad she canceled. If I'd seen her sniffling and sneezing, I might have grabbed Carisa and high tailed it away from there with no thought at all to my manners.
 
   Mr. Peterson's knocking at the screen door and he has a solemn look on his face. I need to find out what's wrong.
 
   Be right back…
 
   Whew! Mr. Peterson's son is very sick and they won't send an ambulance unless he's at deaths door. 
 
   Mr. Peterson wanted to know if Mick or Jason could take his son to the hospital in Birmingham. I told him that Mick and Jason were working and I have kids to care for and Christmas things to prepare. I feel bad about it, but I don't want any of us near anyone that may have the unknown illness. I sent Mr. Peterson home with peppermint tea, a big apology, and half a loaf of banana bread we had left from last night. 
 
   I'm glad that Christmas is two days away. I wanna get it over with so I can get back to worrying over my supplies and the crazy news in town. I can barely keep my mind on sweet potatoes and Christmas presents right now. 
 
   Carisa's been on the computer in her room all day. I hope she's feeling okay. I know she'd come to me if she was feeling ill, but, oh hell... I'll just go check on her.
 
    
 
   9:00 PM...
 
   Carisa's fine. She's in an online chat with friends and they've been on and off all day. She has a nice group of friends. I like them all. They're the "smart" kids in school but they’re not nerdy or geeky, nor do they run in the pancake-makeup/cheerleader/football jock crowd.
 
   Carisa's favorite thing, second to band, is her computer. In my opinion, she's on that thing too much. She's a very quiet, polite, and respectful teenager. She makes A's and B's and she's never late for anything. She grew into the sweetest, most tenderhearted and loving teenager I've ever known.
 
   I see a police car turning into Mr. Peterson's driveway. I hope it's a friend who can take his son to some type of medical facility. 
 
   It's dark now, and these old eyes are wanting to close. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   11:40 PM... 
 
   I barely got to sleep when the sirens started. There's police cars and a fire truck at Mr. Peterson's house. I have no clue what's going on but I pray it has nothing to do with his son's illness. Mr. Peterson's had a couple of strokes. We've seen police and ambulances at his place before. Hopefully, he hasn’t had another stroke.
 
   The goats are making strange sounds. I'll get Mick up to check on them and see if it's just the lights and sirens that have them stirred up.
 
    
 
   12:05 AM... 
 
   I sent Mick out with my 9mm Glock to check on the goats. They're raising a ruckus. 
 
   There's a helicopter shining a spotlight on the woods to our left and right. The only other time I've seen a helicopter and spotlight around here was when two convicts escaped from a prison in Huntsville and were last seen taking the exit off the Interstate a few miles from us. I hate nights like this whe...
 
   I just heard a gunshot and it was loud! 
 
   It has to be Mick!
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, December 24
 
   Yep, it was Mick. He saw something looking large and in charge in the pen with the goats. He shot in the air to scare it off, and it hopped the fence and took off through the woods. A few minutes later, we had visitors from Mr. Peterson’s driveway. They hollered for Mick to "drop the weapon and get down on the ground" until they could secure the area and find out exactly who Mick is and what he was doing, firing a gun in the middle of the night. I was laughing my rear end off while they sternly questioned him.
 
   Anyway, we learned from the police officers that Mr. Peterson's son, Steven, became so delirious that he ran out of his father's house butt naked and hasn't been seen since. Mr. Peterson said black foam was coming from his mouth like a rabid animal.
 
   The police spent most of today looking for Steven. They searched the woods and up the side of the mountain behind Mr. Peterson's property. They followed the little creek at the base of the mountain as far as they could, but found no sign of him. Mr. Peterson's beside himself with worry. I really hope they find Steven before Mr. Peterson suffers another stroke.
 
   One of the neighbors past the right woods has two large dogs that often give us problems. Once, I had chickens free ranging about the place. Those stinkin' dogs caught and killed all my chickens. I threw one heck of a hissy fit on the neighbor's front porch, but they still allow those dogs run loose. 
 
   The "thing" in the goat pen was running on all fours, so we don't think it was Steven. I'll bet it was one of the neighbor’s dogs. Please Lord, let them find Steven soon.
 
   We’ll be limiting our time outdoors today in fear of Steven Peterson. I'm trying hard not to think on it too much but it's there, right on the edge, all the time. I immediately think of it with every bleat of a goat, bark of a dog, or scratch of a limb on the window. Please Lord, let them find him today.
 
   What a fun day this is gonna be. I've been up most of the night and I still need to get sweet potatoes and a couple of desserts ready to go for Christmas Eve at my parent's house.
 
   We call my parents "Pop and Nana." Mick's parents are "Grampa and Gramma." 
 
   Mick's family lives in Michigan. It’s beautiful there, during winter. I always pray for snow when we go to Michigan in winter so that Marisa, Amber and Carisa can go sledding. 
 
   Please Lord, Let them find Mr. Peterson's son today. 
 
   Mick was in the Navy and he and I met in Connecticut after my divorce from Marisa’s dad. She and I were renting a condo so I could continue making a living by running a little retail gift shop I owned and she could stay near her Dad. The rent was so expensive that my only choice was to find a roommate. 
 
   Mick came into the shop a couple of times to get gifts for his mom or a girl he was dating. I liked him right away. I knew he was tired of staying in the barracks and asked if he'd be interested in renting a room. 
 
   He moved into one bedroom of our little condo and I shared the other bedroom with Marisa. 
 
   Several months later, Mick and I were truly "together." I'd planned to stay in Connecticut and work but, if you are Southern you know, there’s no place like the South. 
 
   I sold my little shop and told Mick that Marisa and I were moving back to Alabama, and if he wanted to be with me, he could come along. If not, then, it was a good time and no hard feelings. Of course he came with us 'cause I'm a good catch and so loveable (snort). About a year later we were married and along came Carisa! She was a very good surprise. 
 
   Yes, my kid’s names rhyme. I'm Southern and we do that with our kids name sometimes. So what? What does it hurt? 
 
   My ex-husband passed away a few years ago. He suffered from severe diabetes. He didn't take care of himself and, after several years of illness and having an insulin pump implanted, he died. I hope he's resting in peace. His parents passed away several years ago and I'm glad they didn't have to see their son die.
 
   We lost power for an hour this afternoon and it screwed me over with my time plan on getting everything done. We'll be a little late, but this time we get to blame it on the power outage.
 
   I gotta get going on the sweet potatoes.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, December 25
 
   Merry Christmas! I guess.
 
   Everything went according to plan at Pop and Nana's last night, even if it was a little late. We all had a great meal and I got to spend time with my sister who I hardly ever see. We live in the same town, but she’s always busy.
 
   My twin nephews are fifteen years old, same as Carisa. They're into basketball, football, and drag racing. Most of their summer weekends are spent at a drag strip. They stay busy and spend more time away from home than they do at home. When they aren't racing, they're at the lake, or mud boggin' with their friends. 
 
   Everyone's worried about the unknown illness and the hospital situation. We all agree that we should take precautions when we're around groups of people.
 
   They found Steven Peterson early this morning, and he is not okay. He was frozen in place among the cattails of a local farmer’s pond. When they got him thawed out, he was still kickin'. They had to "eliminate" him.
 
   Otherwise, it was a pretty good day. We had a great Christmas morning with all the kids here, opening presents. We had a big ol' lunch of leftovers from Nana's. Then, we went out and did some plinking and target practice with the rifles and pistols. 
 
   Carisa's really good with the rifle. We'll get her a .22 LR of her own when tax money comes in.
 
   It's late now and I can barely keep my eyes open. Christmas is over tomorrow. Hallelujah!
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, December 26
 
   Can I take it back? 
 
   Can we go back in time a couple of weeks so I can be better prepared for everything that's happening? Just two weeks. That's all I really need.
 
   The hospital is still on lock down. They have twelve more cases of the unknown illness. These new cases are people that were inside the hospital at the time of the lock down.
 
   No one is allowed within 500 yards of the hospital. 
 
   The CDC is there, and one of the new cases was a CDC researcher who got a little too close to an infected patient. The patient bit through the elbow of his HAZMAT suit. 
 
   One little tooth broke through the skin, and within twenty-four hours the researcher was dead and back up. He was trying to bite his colleagues who were sleeping in the makeshift barracks they'd set up. He didn't tell anyone he had been bitten, much less that the skin had been broken when that one little tooth got through. 
 
   He was put down by a hospital security guard who was not usually armed, but was carrying a weapon due to orders from the head of security when the "well" or "almost recovered" folks in the hospital were told they couldn't leave. Thank goodness the security head had the forethought to arm his guards.
 
   The local National Guard was sent to secure the entrances, exits, and public areas of the hospital. People are sleeping on the floor, on chairs, in the staff rooms, and in the sick-bed with their loved ones. It's a mess.
 
   There was a big ruckus at the end of our street this afternoon. Mick ran into the fray when he was on his way home from picking up a carton of cigarettes. 
 
   The farmer who owned the pond where Steven Peterson was found has (had) three children. His six year old daughter became ill Christmas morning. She was feverish, lethargic, and her eyes were glossy. She chewed the insides of her cheeks until they were raw and bleeding. 
 
   The family decided to wait ‘til after Christmas to take her in for treatment. Three hours later was too late. She passed away and got back up before the coroner could be called. She bit her two older brothers, ages nine and eleven. She was fast, and was chasing everyone in the house. Her cousin took her out with a wooden baseball bat to the head. 
 
   Men in official looking uniforms came to pick up the two boys, but could only take the nine year old and the body of the little girl. The eleven year old escaped up the mountainside. He wasn't sick at the time, but he was very frightened. They haven't found him as of 9:00 PM and have called off the search until morning. I don't know where they've taken the nine year old, but they took his parents with him. The body of his sister went along for the ride.
 
   The CDC is making public announcements on local radio that the unknown illness is a virus and it’s mutating quickly. They've second guessed their prior assumption that the first two babies died from an unrelated cause. They know that being bitten guarantees almost 100% infection. (How do you get 99.5% infected?) Several people who've passed away were not bitten at all. 
 
   They have no idea what the "end game" of the virus will look like. The latest cases have all been bite victims, including the farmer’s daughter who had a bite wound on her lower back. I don't know if her parents knew about the bite wound.
 
   Sometime after 6:00 PM, the local LEO's were driving down every street in every neighborhood with their speakers blaring loudly. They "encouraged" us to stay indoors, keep pets indoors, lock all the windows and doors, and call 911 if we see or hear anything suspicious or if anyone in the family has bite wounds and/or becomes suddenly ill. 
 
   I'm ignoring them and sending Mick and Jason to the gas station to fill up our two vehicles, bring them back, and then take off again to fill Jason's Dodge and Marisa's Saturn. I told Mick to take our gas cans and fill them as well. I think we have four empty cans that hold five gallons each. 
 
   They have orders to pick up as much soda and fast food as they can get, along with lighters, charcoal, and anything that might be useful and in stock at a small roadside gas station, slash convenience store, slash hunting store. They can leave the live bait, but I want any fishing rods and lures they can find. Heck, I'll even take the deer pee, or pheromones, or whatever that stuff is.
 
   Nana spoke with her sister in Georgia. They've lost an entire Boy Scout troop to this illness. 
 
   The boys were collecting food and donations for poor families and were set up in front of a grocery store two days before Christmas when a car came speeding toward the front of the store. It struck the table where the boys had their gear and went straight into the front of the store, shattering the glass window and injuring an elderly lady who was on her way out. 
 
   A sickly looking "man" crawled out of the broken driver’s side window and bit three boys before the local police officers made it on the scene. The boys were placed all together, including the bitten ones, in one of those police vans that's used to raid drug houses during sting operations. They rushed all the boys to the hospital at the same time. 
 
   By the time they arrived, all eleven boy scouts had been bitten by either the car driver or one of their scout mates. The entire troop was "eliminated" as a risk to public safety. No one knows exactly how they were "eliminated." 
 
   Rita (Nana's sister) says the whole town is reeling and no one is going anywhere outside their homes. They don't know where the crazy driver came from or who bit him. He has no family in the area and lived alone. There was no sign of a disturbance in his apartment.
 
   Mick and Jason returned from their last trip to the gas station. Jason said they left just as a "crap load of cars" were pulling in. 
 
   We have four vehicles full of gas, about twenty chocolate bars of varying brands, several small bags of assorted chips, twenty or so assorted moon pie/apple pie type pastries, and a couple boxes of Kraft Mac 'n Cheese with dust on the top of the boxes and an expiration date of July of last year.
 
   They got a box of saltine crackers with dust on the top, four cans of pork n beans with dust, three 48-pack cases of soda, seven bottles of single serve juices, and several packs of chewing gum (I have no idea why they grabbed chewing gum). 
 
   They also got a large bag of Ruffles with Ridges and two leftover ham, egg, and cheese biscuits from this morning’s breakfast spread, but I can't count those since they ate them on the way home.
 
   They were also able to get two bags of charcoal, a container of lighter fluid, a manual can opener, four fishing rods, and a bag full of lures. There was no deer pee o the shelves. Darn my luck!
 
   I had Mick and Jason gather the goats and lock them in the barn. 
 
   Jason, Marisa, and Amber are spending the night here with Mick, Carisa and me. We have everything locked up and closed down. 
 
   I'm frightened because of the windows. Any old thing could crash right through. Mick will head to Lowe's tomorrow for enough plywood, lumber, and nails to board every darn window in this stinkin’ house. 
 
   I'll be shopping my rear off for food and other vital items. 
 
   I'm praying that we make it through the night without any excitement. I know I won't sleep. I wish the stores were open this late. I'd be at Super Walmart stuffing my cart with flour, sugar, cornmeal, and you name it. 
 
    
 
   12:23 AM... 
 
   I can't sleep. I turned on the television, hoping to watch the national news stations. They're mostly playing reruns from the Sunday “talking heads” and half the stations are not on the air. I can't even find a decent infomercial. I just want to close my eyes, just for a couple hours at least.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, December 27
 
   They found the farmer’s son this morning. He’d slipped into a little cave on the mountain side and wedged himself into a crevice between two large rocks. The "cave" is really more of a hollowed out overhang than a real cave. I suppose he was trying to hide.
 
   The boy had become a slobbering, teeth snapping, monster and was stuck in the crevice. It was evident that they couldn't remove him without risking life and limb of their own. They "eliminated" him to get him out. 
 
   While pulling his body out, they discovered that he was stuck by one his shoelaces which was wedged underneath a boulder. Thank goodness for shoelaces.
 
   I made it to Super Walmart today. I know I said I wasn't going back until after New Year’s Day, but all the craziness in the news made me reconsider that vow.
 
   Funny thing. There was no one in line at the “returns” registers where you could return your Christmas gifts "for any reason."
 
   I picked up another 25 pounds of flour. I almost had 30 pounds, but a wild-eyed, meth-head-looking girl tried to grab the last bag out of my hand. We ended up ripping it apart and showering everyone near us with beautiful White Lily all-purpose flour as I was screaming at her to "get the eff outa my way." That's exactly the way I said it. I'm a southern lady, and we never actually say the eff word, especially in pub lick. I wanted to grab several 25 pound or 50 pound bags, but there was none left by the time I fought my way to the baking aisle. She's lucky I didn't use my little finger to fling her into one of those meat bins across from the end of the baking aisle.
 
   I was able to grab 15 pounds of cornmeal, five cans of baking powder, two cans of baking soda, 10 pounds of sugar, a small bag of brown sugar, and several muffin mixes, I also got a bottle of almond extract and two brownie mixes before I had to escape from that aisle just to catch my breath and not pass out from the feeding frenzy and the White Lily flour in my lungs.
 
   Asparagus wasn't on sale, but I didn't care. I got thirteen cans. 
 
   I got six cans of store-brand cream corn, three cans of store-brand green beans, six cans of stewed tomatoes, two cans of diced tomatoes, and a four-pack of english peas that was on sale. I also got eight cans of pineapple slices, a six-pack of tropical fruit cocktail, and the last three cans of mandarin orange slices. 
 
   I didn't even attempt the dairy section. I have a good bit of butter and cheese in the basement freezer. There's also a few gallons of goat milk from my very own little dairy goats, thank you very much. I needed sour cream but I knew I could use goat milk to make my own. I really wanted to get eggs but figured my life was worth more than a few eggs, and there probably wasn't any left to get. I swear I saw people standing on each other's shoulders to get to the stuff off the overflow shelves on every aisle.
 
   Meat section. Feghetaboutit. I have a freezer full of meat and a pantry full of canned meat at home. I couldn't get within thirty feet of the meat section, anyway.
 
   The produce section was just about wiped out but I did manage to grab two bags of those little "cuties" tangerines, a half-way crushed bunch of romaine lettuce, and a 10 pound sack of potatoes that had gone unnoticed because it was hidden between the giant cardboard box it had been in and the end of the retail display. Oh, I also got one head of garlic and a smooshy lemon.
 
   There were four large cans of Nido dry powdered milk left in the Hispanic section and I took all of them. 
 
   There was hardly anyone in the clothing section. I was able to grab extra socks and underwear for everyone, along with some basic white t-shirts. I grabbed a couple of Carhartt jackets that I was surprised Walmart was carrying. 
 
   I felt like everyone else was on safari and I, with my overflowing cart, was the prey. I wanted out of there bad. I was ready to head to the camping section, but I heard fights break out near the condiment aisle. I wanted out of there real bad.
 
   There was confusion everywhere, and I think I got charged double for a couple of things and not charged at all for a couple more, but I wasn't staying around to figure it out. I practically ran to the Jeep, threw open the rear hatch, and started chucking my haul inside. 
 
   Panic attack! I had to get out of that parking lot. I was able to get out of my parking spot after waiting ten minutes before a nice man/woman/person decided to let me pull out. 
 
   I almost hit a preacher on the corner near the entrance to the store. I recall noticing that he had perfect hair, perfect teeth, a perfect tan, and a perfect suit. He was standing in front of the local "mega church" perfect bus that had a perfect paint job. That paint job probably cost more than Mick's little 2000 Chevy S10, and my 2006 Jeep Cherokee combined. There were cars and trucks going every which way down the rows, and the line at the exit was pretty long. 
 
   After thirty minutes in line and a Xanax from my purse... Breathe, breathe... I was out and I was going straight home, and only a semi-truck or God could stop me. I was sweating even though it was forty-five degrees outside and the air conditioner was on full blast. My knuckles were white because I had the steering wheel in a death grip. I was having a hard time not plowing my way to the head of the line and taking off with a screech of the tires. I impatiently waited my turn and down the road I went, maybe a little faster than usual. I was so relieved when I pulled into my spot of the garage that I laid my head on the steering wheel and cried while the automatic garage door went down. 
 
   My shoulders felt like they had been carrying the weight of the world plus Venus and Neptune. My knees were knocking together and I was fully and completely exhausted. The Xanax didn't even phase me. What the hell is going on?
 
   
6:00 PM... 
 
   Mick and Jason are back from their Lowe's run. They were able to get enough plywood and lumber to board up most of the windows and doors. They don’t know if they got enough plywood for all the windows. I guess the little bathroom windows don't really need boarding since they are too small to fit a person through.
 
   From Mick's description, it sounds like Lowe's was a lot tamer than Super Walmart. There were still quite a few 2x4's, but the plywood section was looking needy. He and Jason had to wait in a long line to check out. Mick said it was mostly men in line, and they busied themselves talking about the happenings in town and looking around to see if they wanted anything else within reach.
 
   It's not fair. There he was, chattin' up the local boys, while I was at Super Walmart, fighting like a Jersey girl at a Bloomingdale's clearance sale.
 
    
 
   9:30 PM... 
 
   Mick and Jason spent the last three hours hammering up plywood and 2x4's across the windows. They munched on a few hearty beef burritos I made up for supper. They also went through half a bag of chocolate chip cookies. 
 
   All the windows in the house have been secured, even the little bathroom windows have a couple of 2x4 pieces nailed across them. 
 
   Marisa was late coming home from work and I was just about to go into panic mode when she pulled in the driveway. Despite the "encouragement" from the local LEO squad, none of the businesses have closed their doors and town is full of traffic going every which way. 
 
   It took her an hour to drive twelve miles from work to home. It usually takes only fifteen minutes, with her lead foot and ability to somehow make it through traffic lights just as they’re about to turn red. 
 
   I shoved a plate of burritos toward her and came in here to gather myself and look at this stupid computer.
 
   Jason, Marisa, and Amber are staying up here with us until things are back to normal. I feel better with them being behind brick walls instead of the thin house trailer walls.
 
   The national news is horrible and I have a major headache. It's so bad that I might just bite somebody for the hell of it. 
 
   I'm heading to bed with a couple of Advil and a warm glass of milk on board. I'll write more tomorrow, if my head doesn't explode overnight.
 
    
 
   Saturday, December 28
 
   We're all staying home and everyone is staying away from me. I'm banned to my bedroom. 
 
   My loving family is placing food on a tray at the bedroom door and backing away before I open it. Hey, at least they aren't turning me over to the goons who might do experiments on me. 
 
   I have a fever and a killer sinus headache.
 
   Marisa added a pack of leftover antibiotics (that Carisa couldn't take) from last year to my breakfast tray. I hope they're still good and I hope there’s enough to get me through this. It feels like a big ol' sinus infection, but the whole family is nervous. 
 
   My head hurts so bad that I can barely think. I knew I should have stayed away from Super Walmart. I just knew it.
 
    
 
   
Wednesday, January 1
 
   Hello Gentle Reader (snort) betcha didn't think you'd hear from me again. Happy New Year! Yeah, right. The ball didn't drop in Times Square last night. There must be some sort of apocalypse.
 
   Antibiotics are awesome! I feel much better. The headache’s gone, but I still have the sniffles and a cough. My energy's coming back and I no longer think I'm dying. 
 
   I've seen the local and national news and I've listened to several phone calls from Nana, who keeps up with everything.
 
   I am flat out determined to hide my family away from the world and keep us all safe and healthy, no ifs, ands, or buts about it. 
 
   Secretly, I'm scared outa my skin.
 
   Mr. Peterson passed away the same night that I fell ill with the sinus infection. His niece found him the following day, lying on his living room floor. He had not "come back" in any fashion and was simply lying there like he was sleeping. They suspect a heart attack or stroke but the hospital and coroner are not taking dead bodies with no signs of the unknown illness. 
 
   His family was forced to bury him under a big oak tree at the back of his property. They buried him in a wooden box that was hastily thrown together from scraps they found in his little wood shop behind the house.
 
   During my withdrawal from humanity the last few days, a lot has happened. There are food riots in New York City, Chicago, Los Angeles, and just about all big-to-medium sized cities. People have been shot, stabbed, beaten, bitten, and many have simply vanished. 
 
   To our surprise, the power is still on and running steady. Marisa has been thawing meat from the downstairs freezer so we can get it into canning jars in case the electricity goes off. All of our meals for the past few days have come directly from the freezer. We'd rather use it than lose it.
 
   Mick's still working. He has an office here in our home. I am so thankful that the company he works for is "sensible" and allows some of their employees to work from home. I don't know what I'd do if he had to drive an hour to work and an hour back every day.
 
   Marisa's employer called and told her not to come into work the rest of this week. She works in an office building near the hospital, making sure the insurance companies are billed correctly. I guess the hospital and doctors will have to wait to be paid for this week’s treatments. I'll bet the insurance companies are doin’ a little dance. 
 
   Jason's a fry cook at a local truck stop, but he is supposed to start school next week to become a big rig trucker. He recently had his thirty-first birthday. I'm thankful he has some sort of ambition. He has a five-year-old son named Michael who lives with his ex-wife about fifty miles from here. We get to see Michael every two or three weeks.
 
   Nana and Pop are snug as a bug in a rug in their big ol' house a couple of miles from us. Their neighbor of forty years helped Pop board up the windows. 
 
   Pop is seventy years old now. He needs a little “window-boarding-help” when times get tough. Nana says they have enough food to last a couple of months and for us not to worry. I won't worry as long as the power is up, the phones are workin', they have all their medications, and Pop doesn't have to go out in the yard and play cowboy with some lowlife trying to take advantage of him. 
 
   Pop has a very nice collection of burglar deterrent devices and he knows everything there is to know about each and every one of them. He can out-shoot me, and I'd bet he could out-shoot you. He was raised with three very competitive brothers. They probably had their first .22 LR's before they were out of diapers. 
 
   Pop spent several years as a motorcycle cop when I was a kid. A revengeful drunk driving client took care of that career when he ran his big ol' Ford truck at full speed smack dab into the side of Pop and his motorcycle. 
 
   Pop flew over four lanes of roadway and landed in a ditch. He got a pin in his hip, several broken bones, lots of cuts and bruises, and lots of weeks of therapy to learn to walk again. He also got a lifetime of pain. After that, Pop held a couple different positions at a couple different companies and then, retired. Now he's a full time fisherman and grandchild spoiler.
 
   Nana can make a killer chicken and dressing, but she's not fond of the bang bang, slice 'em up, side of things. Her parents had a huge garden and they canned and preserved from the time they could walk until the day they died. Anything they had in abundance was given to family, neighbors and friends. They'd give you the shirt off their backs. 
 
   Nana knows how to "put things up." She may have to reach way back in memory to get it done, after all, she spent thirty-nine years in a classroom. She's an energetic little thing who spends forty minutes every day except Sunday on a treadmill, and about five hours every day cleaning house. She's a church goin' southern lady and she's also a grandchild spoiler.
 
   My sister and her husband are stuck with my nephews in Bristol, Tennessee at a hotel near the big racing arena. She says the owners have boarded up all the windows at the street level and there's plenty of food in the kitchen and plenty of drink at the bar. Their racing buddies are with them. They'll take care of one another. I know my sister can take care of her family. If you cross her, she will take your lunch money.
 
   Rumor has it that the school re-opening will be delayed indefinitely. Amber and Carisa are not sad about that. They're spending time at the piano with Carisa trying to teach Amber a few things. She's picking it up quickly, the little sponge.
 
   Anyway, there are numerous breakouts of the unknown illness in the cities and sporadic breakouts in the suburban and rural areas. Being bitten now carries a 100% infection rate. They are calling it HDI which is short for "Human Death Immunity."
 
   Several trucks on the Interstates have been ambushed. The drivers have been killed or beaten and the trailers have been emptied of all contents. Big rigs carrying food are now escorted from point A to point B by at least three armed law enforcement teams per truck. Big rigs carrying things other than food are left to their own demise.
 
   The National Guard has been called to active duty over the entire USA. They're standing guard at highway exits, receiving docks of grocery stores, and other essential-living type businesses. This is still in the planning and staging process for many areas. Some areas have it fully in place while others are just getting started.
 
   Ten people are allowed into a grocery store with a limit of $50.00 per household to spend. After those ten leave, another ten are allowed in. There are National Guard troops, taking down names and addresses and walking the aisles to make sure food doesn't accidently find its way into someone's waistband or coat pocket. 
 
   Food is being sold on a "cash only" basis. It doesn't matter if you have the biggest, baddest platinum card on earth. No cashy, no carry. 
 
   You can visit the grocery store once a week and add $25.00 to your weekly limit if you, or someone in your household, volunteers to join the National Guard. 
 
   Nothing, except food, is allowed to be delivered to the big super stores. Super Walmart and stores like it can sell only food. You can’t buy clothing items, personal hygiene items, or frivolous items. All areas of the stores that aren't dedicated to food have been barricaded or blocked off and guarded by National Guard troops. They believe that the stores will be easier to guard under these restrictions.
 
   The pharmacies are giving a two week supply of all long term medications. You can't get your monthly supply, or your ninety day supply. You can only get enough to last two weeks. There's no walk in traffic allowed. You must go through the drive up window, or walk up to the door at pharmacies without drive ups. The pharmacy techs meet you there wearing full HAZMAT gear. 
 
   You may buy one bottle of shampoo, one bar of soap, one container of deodorant, one tube of toothpaste, one box of feminine products or diapers, one four-pack of toilet paper, and one razor per pharmacy visit. You can visit once every two weeks. Your total cost per visit for these items is $150.00, and that's in addition to the cost of your medications. Again, no cashy, no carry. I don't need any of this stuff. I have toilet paper in storage and I just picked up my ninety day medicine supply a week ago when I took Nana to pick up hers and Pop's.
 
   The gas stations are closed. You must go to town hall to get your fuel. They have big gasoline tanker trucks there, and you can pull up to some kind of rigged gas pump and get $20.00 of fuel per vehicle, per week. You cannot fill gas cans or any other containers. There are several tanker trucks there. Each truck has a different "flavor" of fuel. You guessed it, no cashy, no carry.
 
   There's a small, temporary propane stand near the tankers. You can get your tank filled or buy a new tank already full. For some reason, there’s no limit on the propane, but one of the little 20 lb canisters costs $200.00. Yep, you heard me right. No cashy, no carry.
 
   There are many reports of people being bitten and becoming HDI's in the cities. They "eliminate" these monsters with a bullet through the head or a bashing of the skull. It seems that no other wound will permanently disable them. 
 
   The bodies are being taken for observation and research, but there’s so many of them that it's taking hours, and sometimes days, to get them off the streets where they lie oozing brain matter and other body fluids. 
 
   The authorities have no idea how many people and HDI's are hidden in little apartments, abandoned buildings, schools, and boarding houses throughout the city. There are plans to begin a door-to-door inspection, but it's taking a lot of time and manpower to clear the streets. They don't know when they'll get to the door-to-door plan.
 
   People are being advised to boil all water before using it for cooking or drinking, even if it comes directly from the tap. I suppose they're worried that the delayed body pick up will cause leeching into the ground waters and poisoning of the water supply.
 
   There was a "nest" of HDI's in the subway tunnels of New York City. They were living in the tunnels and snatching unsuspecting passengers when they got the chance. These unlucky passengers were either turned into monsters, or eaten by the HDI's. The nest was discovered when several of the infected found their way out into the open and attacked waiting passengers. 
 
   The subway system in New York City is now closed. They lost two NYC police officers while trying to clear out the nest. They believe they have the entire nest cleaned out, but it's possible that a few HDI's escaped or went further back into the dark tunnels than the officers were willing to go. As a result of the discovery, the decision was made by Pentagon officials that all subway systems in the country will be closed until they can be cleared of any hidden death traps.
 
   The girls and I got three canners full of hamburger meat and two canners full of chicken done today. Tomorrow, we'll start on the turkey and ham that have been sitting in the sink, defrosting, for the last twenty-four hours.
 
   Mick worked twelve hours today, writing code to prompt emergency phone calls and instructional calls to everyone in the nation with a telephone.
 
   I'm dead on my feet from trying to get all the meat canned, and I'm still recovering from my icky sinus infection.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, January 2
 
   Hey Ya'll. The phones and electricity are off. 
 
   I have a huge turkey and a huge ham thawed in the kitchen sinks. We might try canning them on the propane grill. Maybe the generator is strong enough to run the electric smoker. 
 
   Mick just looked over my shoulder and said "yes, the generator can run the smoker."
 
   We heard sirens way off in the distance all night. I have no clue what's going on, but we were all up by 5:00 AM, trying to figure out what we should do next.
 
   We have a doe missing this morning. Jason noticed her absence when he went out to feed the herd. The fence is bent in one spot, but it hasn't been pushed down all the way to the ground. 
 
   There's no blood or hair on the barbed wire we have running along the top of the field fencing. We'll have to check along the entire fence line, looking for evidence of something going over or digging under. I don't know whether to send the men out looking for her, or just lock the rest of the goats in the barn and hunker down.
 
   Mick’s dragging the generator out and getting it set up to run the smoker, refrigerator, TV, and my computer so we can get the news.
 
   I'll write later, if I can. 
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   The electricity's back on. It came on right after Mick and Jason got the generator set up on the back deck. 
 
   They were in the back yard, chasing the neighbor's dogs who had come up to bark like crazy at the goats. I ran out to tell Mick that the power was back and I was just in time to see him slip down on his butt as a barking mutt dodged his reaching hand, but didn't run away. 
 
   There was no way those dogs would come within reaching distance of Mick or Jason, but they wouldn't leave. They ran around with their tails waggin' and kept right on barkin' like it was a game. 
 
   Jason and Marisa's Bulldog, Opie, was taking a mid-afternoon nap and couldn't have cared less about the neighbor’s dogs. He's no kind of guard dog and will run from strangers with his tail tucked up under him, the big wuss.
 
   Anyway, I had an idea and pulled open the screen door to yell back into the house for Carisa and Amber to join me on the deck. Sure enough, as soon as those two girls started sweet talking those pooches, they came right up on the deck and we were able to get baling twine tied onto their collars so that we had some kind of leash on them.
 
   Mick was cussing a blue streak and wiping goat poop and hay off his rear end. He took the dogs and loaded them in the back of his little truck. He tied the "leashes" to his big tool box and said he was taking them to town. 
 
   When he got back, I found out that he had driven up to town hall, walked up to one of the officers guarding the fuel trucks, and handed the leashes to the man. Mick said "Here's two damn dogs that keep chasin' my livestock. Thanks for takin' 'em to the animal guy for me." He jumped in his little truck and headed home before the officer could close his gaping mouth. 
 
   He turned into the neighbor’s driveway, got out of the truck, and knocked on the door. No one answered. He wrote a note on the back of an oil change receipt with one of Amber's "half melted but back to solid" crayons and stuck it in the screen door. The note said "Your dogs are at town hall and don't wanna come home."
 
   Mick has found himself on the ground too much in the last few days. He's sleeping in his favorite recliner, trying to snore the house in on himself. He's off work tomorrow and not going back 'til Monday.
 
   We smoked the turkey, baked the ham, and packed it all up into jars to save for later use. We had almost two canners full of meat. That made me happy.
 
    
 
   9:00 PM... 
 
   The electricity's still on and the phones are back. I called Nana to make sure they were doing okay, and they are. 
 
   She's worried about my sister and the boys. She hasn't heard from them today. 
 
   Last she heard, they were gonna drive back today in a "convoy." They were still shy of getting everyone's vehicle gassed up and were working it out. I told her they should all jump in a couple of those big motorhomes they have, pool their gas, and come home. They can go back to Bristol later for any vehicles or trailers they left. She said she would tell my sister that when she talks to her again.
 
   I'm tired from my meat packin' day. I'm gonna read a few posts on the forums and lay down my weary head. 
 
   A couple of people on the forums actually think space aliens brought this unknown illness. I'm pretty darn sure that if there are such things as space aliens able to visit different planets, they're far smarter and more advanced than we are. They'd take one look at us and laugh as they jet off to some place with more desirable life forms. They might check up on us in a couple thousand years.
 
   Mick and Jason are going out early tomorrow morning to search for our missing doe and check the fence line. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, January 3
 
   We found our doe, and then some. It was horrific and almost bowel losing scary. She was... Well, I better just start from the top.
 
   Jason went out to feed the goats this morning and came running back about ten seconds later, screaming "There's a human kid in the barn, not a goat kid, a real human kid!" Mick tried to climb out of the recliner but was having trouble because Opie was laying half way across his legs and up onto his chest. 
 
   We looked around the breakfast table at one another like "what the heck?" Then, I was up. I grabbed my jacket, and headed toward the barn. Marisa and Jason were close on my heels and Mick followed as soon as he got himself untangled from Opie. 
 
   Sure enough, right there in the corner of the barn stall, all mixed up with hay, was the cutest little boy I've ever seen. When he saw us, he sat straight up, jammed his little thumb into his chest, and said "I Cab!" just as proud as you please. He giggled and snorted a little while wrinkling his eyes and smiling with his baby teeth shining. I couldn't wait to get in there and gather him up.
 
   I went to open the gate and Mick grabbed my arm. He told me to be very careful and make sure there were no bite marks on the boy before I touched him. As soon as I swung the gate open, “Cab” pointed to Marisa and said "You Momma!"
 
   I approached him cautiously and couldn't see any bite marks. He looked chubby, pink, and fully alive. I noticed he was shivering a little but seemed too proud to let it show, even at his tender age. I held my arms out to him and he willingly came up and tried to crawl inside my jacket. I wrapped the sides of my jacket around him and held him close while heading for the house and the warmth inside.
 
   He was dressed in nothing but a pair of soaked Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle underwear and a camo t-shirt. There was hay in his blonde curls and a few "goat berries" stuck to the back of his t-shirt. Marisa and I got him undressed and into a warm tub. He played in the water like it was his every day routine. We finally got him out and put a pair of Amber's little panties on him (God forbid his future wife or drinking buddies ever see this diary). We dressed him in a pair of Amber's sweatpants and a little black t-shirt. The look was complete with a pair of Amber's socks, flopping off the ends of his little feet. 
 
   I remembered a visit I had last spring from three little boys who lived in the new house back in the woods. The boys came through the woods to see the goats when they heard them calling for their afternoon meal. 
 
   They were cute little stair-step boys, and the youngest was a blonde angel who looked like he was still trying to get his legs to work right. They had an older cousin with them, and he introduced himself and the boys. They played with the goats for a while and then went marching merrily back through the woods, swinging stick swords.
 
   I was trying hard to pull the content of that conversation to the front of my brain and suddenly remembered the name of the blonde angel. "Are you Caleb?" I asked the boy. He vigorously nodded his head up and down, He popped that little thumb back up to his chest and said proudly "I Cab! Momma uh boo boo! Unky Bo uh boo boo!" We stared at him for a good solid minute.
 
   Marisa spoke first. "What does he mean? Do you think his mom is just sick, or maybe she has the virus? Who's Unky Bo?" she asked. "I have no idea" I said, "but I'll bet Unky Bo’s an Uncle, and he has a boo boo along with Momma. We better take this little guy home and check on ‘em." 
 
   Mick just about came apart. There was absolutely no way on this green earth that he would allow Marisa and me to trudge through the woods alone, looking for Momma and Unky Bo. I told him it was possible that the boy just slipped away, and they might be out looking for him, so we needed get him back pretty fast. 
 
   After a few minutes of sorting it out, we headed to the path and through the woods toward the new house along with Sam Colt of the 1911 .45 style and Mr. Winchester of the .30-30 Buffalo Bill Tribute style. Carisa kept Amber inside the house and locked the doors with strict orders not to open them to anyone.
 
   When we got close to the house, Caleb started pointing and jumping around in my arms. He was yelling "Unky Bo! Unky Bo!" We looked in the direction he was pointing and saw a man hobbling towards us, walking in a drunken-like swagger. 
 
   He was tall and wearing a nasty red flannel shirt with filthy blue jeans that were definitely wet. His face was as white as the driven snow, and there were big red bubbles coming from the tear ducts of his flat black eyes. The skin on his face was hanging like he was 100 years older than he could possibly be. Half of his left ear was torn off and the flapping remains were swinging back and forth in rhythm with the hanging skin of his jowls. Dry, caked blood covered the side of his neck and disappeared into his shirt collar. 
 
   He was carrying something that looked like a turkey leg wrapped in a big ol' cloth napkin in his right hand. His left hand was reaching toward us. He was making a gurgling sound in his throat, like he was gargling on a bite of whatever was in his hand. That left hand looked like it had been gnawed on by a squirrel or raccoon. 
 
   "I think we found Unky Bo" I said, turning my head towards Mick. 
 
   Almost immediately, Mick took Unky Bo out with a head shot from Mr. Winchester. I was shocked and Caleb was screeching. Mick wasn't fooling around.
 
   "You and Rissa take yourselves back to the house now while Jason and I look for the rest of 'em!" Mick shouted at me, "and take the boy with you!" I could barely hear him because my ears were ringing from the loud gunshot that came from within three feet of my head.
 
   It isn't in my nature not to argue but, after the sight of Unky Bo, I decided that Mick was right, especially since I didn't have my trusty Glock 17 with me. 
 
   I grabbed Marisa's arm and we jogged back down the path towards home. I just knew "Momma" was gonna jump out at us somewhere along the way, but we made it safely inside to the frightened Carisa and crying Amber who had heard the gunshot and was afraid of what might've happened. 
 
   I heard a goat fussing out at the barn. It was our missing doe and she was trying to get back in the gate. I handed Caleb off to Marisa and ran out there. I pushed the doe through the gate and ran back into the house. All I could do was pray. 
 
   Marisa had her hands full with a crying little boy who was arching his back, throwing himself around, and yelling loudly for Unky Bo. Sorry little one, Unky Bo won't be around anymore.
 
   I tried to call 911 and got a busy signal. I looked for the number to the county police and tried to call them as well. "All circuits are busy, please try your call again later, for a charge of blah, blah, blah" echoed in my head while Marisa called out the number to the sheriff's department. I dialed, and someone answered! 
 
   The woman took my information and told me she would get someone out here as soon as possible. She said she would notify child services about Caleb, but that was a lie. I could hear it in her voice. 
 
   For the life of me, I can't remember Caleb's last name. I wanted to try and call some of his kinfolks. Maybe it'll come to me later.
 
    
 
   11:45 AM... 
 
   It’s been well over an hour since we left Mick and Jason at the new house in the woods. We heard two gunshots within fifteen minutes of getting inside but we haven't heard anything since. I'm worried. I want them back, and I want them back now!
 
    
 
   12:15 PM... 
 
   Somehow, Nana's call got through to me. I almost jumped out of my skin when the phone rang. 
 
   She heard from my sister, Rona, today. I don't know how Rona got through to Nana, but she was using her cell phone. The racing convoy made it as far as Chattanooga before they ran into a National Guard roadblock. All of their equipment, vehicles, and trailers were searched and a lot of things were "requisitioned" by the national guardsmen, including my fifteen-year-old nephews, Luke and Larson! I don't know about you, but I'd call that an involuntary draft, or more like… Kidnapping. Those boys are only fifteen, for Pete's sake! 
 
   The guardsmen took all the boys and girls that were over the age of fourteen as well as a couple of the "daddy's" who were under the age of thirty. This is a junior racing group. There were lots of kids in that convoy. 
 
   My brother-in-law, Kevin, tried to hold his boys back, but he was threatened with an M16, hit in the head with a club, and warned to stand back unless he wanted to die right there. GULP! 
 
   The boys have been taken to some sort of training camp. The guardsmen assured my sister that they'll only be trained to help guard places like grocery stores, roadblocks, and other public places. 
 
   The racing convoy is not able to leave Chattanooga because all of their extra fuel has been "requisitioned" and all of the gas stations are closed. They've circled their motorhomes up in the Appalachians, somewhere near Lookout Mountain. 
 
   My nephews know where they are and those boys are very smart. Smart runs in our family. 
 
   My sister's a big ball of upset and fire-breathing furious. Nana and Pop are almost worried out of their minds and so am I, for that matter. I told Nana I'd try to call her back tonight to see if she's heard any more news.
 
    
 
   12:45 PM... 
 
   Mick and Jason are still out there and I want them back bad! I hear footsteps on the porch. I'm going to see if it's them!
 
   Be right back…
 
   YAY! They're back. I gotta put some food in 'em and hear about what happened after Marisa and I skedaddled home. Then, I have to call Nana back.
 
    
 
   5:00 PM... 
 
   Wait 'til you hear what happened! It is scary. It’s very scary. Nope, its capital letters BIG BAD SCARY!
 
   After Marisa and I left, Mick and Jason decided to get a closer look at Unky Bo. Jason bent down to identify the "thing" in Unky Bo's hand. He slid it away from Unky Bo with a stick and discovered that it was the leg of a child. Unky Bo had been gnawing on it like a KFC drumstick. When he realized what it was, Jason had to turn away and call Ralph in the bushes. 
 
   Mick said that Jason looked green when he came back over to Unky Bo's body. He held the rest of breakfast down, if there was anything left to hold down. 
 
   There wasn't much else to describe about the remains of Unky Bo. His skin was loose and hanging. His hand looked like it had been chewed on, and when Mick used the barrel of Mr. Winchester to raise his pant leg, they saw a dirty bandage with a perfect shaped bite mark bleeding through. Mick thinks the big red bubbles were blood bubbles coming from the tear ducts of his eyes, and he wasn't about to burst them and risk getting any blood on himself or Jason. 
 
   Black, thick blood was oozing from the back of Unky Bo's head along with a side dish of skull fragments and brain matter. There was a big ol' bullet hole right smack dab in the middle of Unky Bo's forehead. Thank you, Mr. Winchester.
 
   They decided to check the outbuildings before venturing into the house. As they approached the enclosed shed, Jason tripped on a tree root and shot a maple tree with Sam Colt. Mick almost smacked him in the head before he bellowed at him to put his safety on and keep goin'.
 
   They sneaked up to the enclosed shed and took a look in the window. There was nothing except piles of junk, a bunch of sand, and leftover bricks from the recent construction of the house. They opened the door as quietly as possible and made sure there was no living creature inside. It appeared that someone was building a blacksmith oven at one side. They closed the door and headed toward the tractor shed. 
 
   At this point of the story, I just about laughed my rear off. I asked them if they really thought they could sneak up on someone after letting loose with two big ol' gunshots and Jason loudly calling Ralph a few minutes prior. They just stared at me. Marisa and I giggled off and on until Mick threatened not to tell us anything else. We shut up and let him tell his tale.
 
   They sneaked up (giggle) to the west side of the tractor shed. 
 
   Jason went around the back as quietly as he could and came up to the front on the east side. Mick motioned to Jason, and they both jumped to the front of the shed with Mr. Winchester and Mr. Colt pointing straight ahead. They saw a Kubota tractor, a riding mower, a good sized flatbed trailer, and a few yard tools. 
 
   Jason told Mick there was a little goat path behind the tractor shed, so they went to see where it led. It took them into the tree-line and straight to one of those tornado shelters buried most of the way in the dirt. Mick opened the door and looked inside. There was a couple of lawn chairs folded and leaning against the wall, but that was all. They closed the door and headed back up the path.
 
   They decided that it was time to go inside the house, and they were going in by the back door. There's a wraparound porch that goes from the back door around the west side of the house. Mick said there are pots of dead flowers and herbs all over the back porch. 
 
   They noticed a few spots that looked like dried blood and drag marks leading up the porch steps, disappearing underneath the back door. When they reached the door, they saw that it was cracked. 
 
   Just above the doorknob, stick to the door and frame, was a lot of blood and pieces of flesh. I'm guessing that Unky Bo might have gotten his fingers slammed in that door and had trouble pulling them out. Mick guesses the same thing. 
 
   They slowly pushed the door open and stepped into the kitchen with Mr. Winchester and Mr. Colt leading the way. 
 
   Mick said they stepped into the kitchen. Jason said they stepped into hell itself, and Mick decided to agree. 
 
   Between the oven and the little kitchen island was a gurgling, snarling young woman, or what used to be a young woman. She was bent down, sitting on her knees and having a feast from the midsection of a young boy. The boy was snarling and gurgling himself but, even with half his midsection and one leg gone, he was still alive... err... undead. 
 
   Jason pointed Sam Colt and relieved the woman of the top of her head. She fell on the floor beside the still gurgling boy. She was covered in blood and entrails from head to toe. Mick said he wasn't interested in rolling her around to look for a bite mark. It was obvious she'd been bitten.
 
   Blood, guts, gore, and some type of fettuccini dish is spread all over the kitchen. There are bits of flesh and hair stuck to the walls, laying among broken plates and appliances. 
 
   The gurgling boy was confused as to whether he should reach out to his mother, or reach up to Mick and Jason. He was snapping his teeth and almost convulsing. He couldn’t roll himself onto one side or the other. The little stump where his leg used to be had black goo oozing slowly into a puddle on the floor. Mick didn't shoot him at that time. He said he just wasn't ready yet.
 
   Jason had become very still and quiet. Mick decided to get him moving by checking out the rest of the house. Sam Colt and Mr. Winchester led the way into the remaining rooms. 
 
   Mick said three of the bedrooms upstairs have homemade name plates on the doors. They read "Caleb, Frankie, and Davis" respectively. I remembered that those were the names of the three little boys who'd visited the goats last summer. 
 
   Mick sent Jason to check out the front porch while he went back downstairs and relieved little Davis/Frankie of the torture he had must have been feeling. They dragged both bodies outside and laid them beside Unky Bo. They made sure the doors were closed and locked before heading home.
 
   Jason's expression is very solemn and he's going to lie down for a while. I'm afraid he was thinking of his young son when he saw that gurgling boy being eaten by his own mother. 
 
   I'm goin’ in the kitchen and put together something for supper. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   I'm lying on my bed, watching reruns of Letterman from the nineties. The TV stations still on the air are playing reruns of old shows. I can't sleep. 
 
   Caleb has attached himself to Marisa and he's asleep between her and Jason. Amber's sleeping in Carisa's bed, snuggled up against Carisa's back. Amber has about three-quarters of the bed and Carisa looks like she's about to fall off the side. 
 
   Mick's in the recliner, staring at the walls. His head falls to the side every once in a while and it looks like he might sleep, but he jerks back and continues to stare. 
 
   He's thinking. I can almost see the wheels turning. Mr. Winchester's on his lap. 
 
   Opie's asleep on the floor at the base of the recliner. He has doggie running dreams every so often and his legs twitch like he's running through a meadow.
 
   The goats are locked in the barn again.
 
   Mick and I are both concerned that they didn't find the other brother or the daddy. I told him that he had to go back in the morning and grab a family bible, or mail, or something else so that I can get Caleb's last name. I also want him to grab any photo albums he can find so we can determine which brother was "Momma's" victim and which one might still be out there. 
 
   We need to figure out a way to find out where "Daddy" is. I might go back with Mick, if only to grab some clothes for Caleb. I'll keep trying to call but, if the sheriff or coroner’s office hasn't come for the bodies by tomorrow afternoon, we'll have to bury them. We can't risk illness from dead bodies lying around, especially HDI infected bodies. 
 
   Carisa's not allowed in public at all. I’m afraid she'll get "requisitioned." I'm worried they might want Jason and Marisa too, maybe even Mick.
 
   I wish he would come in and hold me. I know he has to mentally come to terms with what happened today, and he will protect his family at any cost, so I will not push him. Nothing is funny anymore.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, January 4
 
   2:00 AM... 
 
   We heard a huge explosion from the direction of town. It was so loud that it shook the ground and rattled the windows. If we didn't live where we do, I would've thought an earthquake had just occurred. Mick said he came up out of the recliner so fast that he almost hit his head on the ceiling. Marisa and Jason are coming down the hallway to see what's going on. I just heard Carisa's door open and she's headed out as well. Caleb, Amber, and Opie are still dead to the world asleep. I don't like using the d-e-a-d word to describe them. I might have to edit that out for my own sanity. 
 
   We'll be up for the rest of the night.
 
   The power's out again and the phones are out as well, at least for us. We don't have any corded phones in the house so, when the power goes out, our wireless phone base goes dead and we can't use our phones. We have our cell phones but can't get through to anyone, not even by text, which makes them basically useless. 
 
   Mick says the phone company relay stations usually switch to battery power when the electricity is off, and they could last as long as four hours. If I ever get to a store again, I plan to pick up a corded phone or two for "just in case." This will only work if the person I'm trying to call also has a corded phone, so I'll pick up a couple extras for Marisa and Nana.
 
   Mick and Jason are planning to head into town this morning and see if they can find out what the loud explosion was. We've put off going back to the new house, now called "Caleb's house," until they get back from town. I'm afraid for them to go into town, but we need to find out what happened and we need any other local or national news we can get. I don't want either of them to go into town alone.
 
   Mick's in a snit this morning, worrying over his family in Michigan. There's no way we can hop in the Jeep and make a fourteen-hour trip to see about them. We can't get through to any of them on the phone. 
 
   They're prepper's too. They have goats, chickens, rabbits, and pigs. I know they have plenty to eat. I just worry about someone attacking them and trying to take over their farm. Grampa also has an assortment of burglar deterrent devices and he's pretty darn good with a bow and arrow. I still worry about them. Mick has two brothers and two sisters who are all good with weapons. I pray they're all together and safe.
 
   I couldn't get through to Nana last night. I couldn't get through to the sheriff's department either. I hope Pop and Nana will stay inside and be on alert. I hope my sister, brother-in-law, and nephews are okay. Please Lord, let them be okay.
 
   Jason seems to be in a better mood and ate a big breakfast to make up for the empty stomach he had most of yesterday. His eyes still have that haunted look, but I think he has come to terms with the fact that he did what he had to do. We had cold cereal and fruit cups since I couldn't cook with the power out. 
 
   Caleb won't allow Marisa to get more than five feet away. He's clinging to her like a small cashmere sweater on a big college girl. He's still calling her "You Momma!" and I believe she reminds him of his own Mom. Marisa and the girls spent an hour this morning, drilling him with subtle questions to try and find out where his brother and daddy might be. 
 
   They found out that he's either two or three years old. Every time they ask how old he is, he holds up two little chubby fingers, then slowly puts a third finger up. He goes into snort giggle mode and pulls the third finger back down. We are dubbing him two and a half until we can get paperwork or the family bible from his house and find out his actual birth date. 
 
   When asked where his brothers are, he says "scoo." I suppose he thinks they're at school, but that's not possible since school's out for the Christmas break. Daddy is at "wok" and I'm sure that means "work" but he can't tell us where daddy works. Momma, Unky Bo, and Frankie/Davis are in "hebin." Bless their souls. I don't know how Caleb figured that out.
 
   Carisa says staying inside is driving her bonkers. I may take her with us when we go back to Caleb's house but I don't want her to see the kitchen or the bodies of Unky Bo and the gang. I think, if we go in the front door and straight up the stairs, we can avoid the side yard and the kitchen. Marisa can stay home with Caleb and Amber. 
 
   Carisa will grab every piece of boys clothing, shoes, and toys that she can find no matter what size they are. We plan to use the big wheelbarrow, Amber's little red Radio Flyer wagon, and a couple of laundry baskets to bring back whatever we find. Mick said he could drive the S10 up the driveway, but I'm worried that someone might see us going up the drive and coming back down with a loaded truck. For now, we'll take the path through the woods.
 
   We'll grab any frozen food in the house. Actually, we'll grab any food we can find no matter what it is, as long as it's still good and isn't covered in guts and blood. With the power off, the freezer and refrigerator stuff will go bad in a hurry and we want to get as much use out of it as possible. I might talk Mick into checking out Mr. Peterson's house to see if any food is left in the kitchen. I haven't seen anyone there in the past few days, but the windows are boarded up. I hope we don't do something that might cause trouble or land us in the pokey. It'll all depend on what Mick and Jason find out in town.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   Mick and Jason came back from town around 10:45 this morning and the news isn't good. We're preparing to go back to Caleb's house right now, so I'll write more after we eat supper and the dishes are clean. We wanna get back before dark, and that happens around 4:30 or 5:00 this time of year. That gives us a couple of hours to spend there.
 
    
 
   9:00 PM... 
 
   I don't know where to begin.
 
   After Mick and Jason got back, we geared ourselves up for the trek over to Caleb's house. We went with the same weapons that accompanied us yesterday. Marisa stayed home with Caleb and Amber so that Carisa could get out of the house
 
   When we walked toward the front of the house I could see, out of the corner of my eye, the three dead bodies. Carisa was on my right. I kept glancing at her and hoping she wouldn't turn her head. 
 
   I was surprised when Mick flipped over a little frog statue on the front porch. He took a key from underneath, stuck it in the door lock, and pushed the door open. He wouldn't let us in until he'd cleared the house. I wanted Jason to go with him, but he wanted Jason to stay outside with us. Jason stayed outside with us. 
 
   After a few minutes of twiddling our thumbs, we heard Mick stomping back down the stairs. We all jumped sky-high when he jerked the door open and told us it was safe to go on inside.
 
   I sent Carisa up the stairs with Jason and a couple of laundry baskets to gather stuff for Caleb. Mick and I decided to head for kitchen. 
 
   It took everything I had to lift my foot off the dining room floor and step into the kitchen. I could see a lot of the horrific mess from where I stood. I could see drag marks where Mick and Jason had taken Momma and Frankie/Davis out the back door to lie beside Unky Bo. 
 
   I pulled my collar up over my nose because the smell in there was almost overwhelming. I thought to myself "pieces of human flesh are rotting in front of my eyes." I had to shake that off, and I had to do it fast, before I chickened out and bolted back the way I'd come. I decided to look at it like it was a movie set or some awful room in one of those homemade haunted houses that pop up every Halloween. I pulled on my latex gloves, gathered myself, and headed toward the refrigerator.
 
   It was still somewhat cool in the 'fridge and nothing in the freezer section had thawed. I pulled out a pork roast, two six-packs and one four-pack of pork chops, six pounds of ground beef, a six-pack of boneless chicken breasts, two packages of sliced bacon, two boxes of fish sticks, three packs of hot dogs, a half empty gallon of strawberry ice cream, and $1400.00 cash wrapped in white butcher paper. I could feel something snarky about "cold, hard, cash" getting ready to come out of my mouth, but decided to keep it in check and have a little respect for the homeowners. I'll put the cash away to save for Caleb.
 
   The 'fridge held no big surprises. There was your basic gallon of milk, which was barely touched, along with butter, eggs, cheese slices, yogurt, bottled water, jelly, pickles, ketchup, mayonnaise, mustard, a six-pack of Bud Light beer, several containers of leftovers, and a half empty pizza box. There was a head of lettuce, a couple of navel oranges, a bag of purple grapes, and a bag of baby carrots in one of the crisper drawers. The other drawer held more bottled water and various name brand sodas. 
 
   It took me two trips with the laundry basket to move everything to the wheel barrow. I didn't take the containers of leftovers, or the pizza, because I didn't know how long they'd been there. I left everything on the counter tops including the canisters, counter top appliances, a loaf of bread, a bag of coffee that looked like it had just been opened, and a container of lumpy coffee creamer. Everything there had icky stuff on it and I wasn't about to risk bringing it home. 
 
   I told Mick I was heading home to put the food in our 'fridge since we’re running it with the generator. He told me I was going absolutely nowhere without him and the rest of the crew, so I toured the house while Mick took all the canned goods, boxed goods, and spices he could find from the cabinets and out to the wheelbarrow. 
 
   There was a sack of potatoes and an open bag of onions in one of those little potato/onion bins. It was a closed bin, so he took them. He had to leave a few canned goods because the wheelbarrow was too full to add anything else, and almost too heavy to push.
 
   The remainder of the house was clean and well decorated. Looking at the family photos made me sad. I grabbed two photo albums off a bookshelf and went outside to wait for everyone else.
 
   Carisa and Jason came downstairs with two pillowcases and two laundry baskets full of little boy’s clothes and toys. They said there was more up there, but I was ready to go and Mick was finished loading the kitchen stuff, so we came back home. 
 
   Carisa and I cried all the way home. We couldn't hold hands because we were both carrying full laundry baskets. Jason was pulling a red Radio Flyer wagon full of little boy’s toys. Mick got the heavy wheelbarrow.
 
   Marisa will go through the photo albums with Caleb so we can figure out if Momma's victim was Frankie, or Davis. 
 
   I grabbed a few pieces of mail from a little table by the front door. They were the Baldwin's. Mark and Melanie Baldwin, and three beautiful little boys.
 
   Unky Bo was Robert Driscoll. Jason found his wallet in one of the bedrooms upstairs. He was a first Gulf War Veteran and was 48 years old. 
 
   Daddy is still missing. Jason couldn't find any uniforms or clothing that might give a clue as to his workplace. There was a couple of suits in the closet, but those may’ve been for church. Most of the other clothes were blue jeans and pull-over shirts with a few casual clothes mixed in. 
 
   Momma's clothes were regular old housewife clothes like jeans, skirts, blouses, t-shirts, and a few nice dresses and slacks. Momma's victim was Davis. He was the middle boy and Frankie is the oldest. Good luck Frankie, wherever you are. 
 
   Caleb turned three years old last month. I found his birth date on one of those photo's they take in the hospital on the day you're born.
 
   Marisa cooked hamburgers with baked potatoes on the propane grill. I didn't eat much. I couldn't.
 
   I can't write anymore tonight. I'm depressed after going in that little house and taking things that belonged to them. I know it won't be the last house we go into because of the news Mick and Jason brought from town. 
 
   No one is going out after dark. You'll understand that decision tomorrow. 
 
   Tonight, I just want to crawl into my comfortable bed and pray for my family and the Baldwin's.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, January 5
 
   'Take the children, and yourself, and hide out in the cellar. By Now the Fighting will be close at hand. Don't believe the church and state, and everything they tell you. Believe in me, I'm with the high command' - Mike & The Mechanics, Silent Running 
 
    
 
   We didn't bury the bodies yesterday. Mick and Jason are over there now, getting the job done.
 
   The big explosion was two fuel trucks at town hall. A big rig tanker truck came careening over the curb and hit a parked tanker truck at about fifty miles an hour. The impact caused the parked tanker to blow, and the careening truck to blow as well.
 
   There are three trucks still there. There’s burned bodies of national guardsmen, police officers, and "citizens" lying dead all over the place. Mick doesn't think anyone there was infected because they were not back up and trying to eat him. Burned out cars are still in line to get fuel. Their occupants are either long gone, or dead inside. 
 
   They saw a little dog lying in the middle of the road with its head raised and Jason asked Mick to stop the truck so he could check on it. It wasn't a puppy. It was a full grown Chihuahua mix and he is suffering with, what looks like, a broken leg. I think he’s mixed with dachshund ‘cause he’s a long, little doggie. Mick says it doesn't look like he was hit by a car. He thinks he might have been attacked by one of the larger dogs that are on the loose since there are a couple of puncture marks on the leg. It didn't even occur to him that the puncture marks may be from an infected person.
 
   Jason picked up the little dog and stuck him inside his coat. When he got back in the truck, he took two of Amber's non-melted crayons and splinted its leg. He wrapped the shoelace from his boot around the crayons and the leg. Jason and Marisa now have a new dog and his name is "Tig." Jason named him before they could even get him home.
 
   The hospital parking lot is filled with cars and there’s a lot of HDI's roaming around, bumping into them. Car alarms are going off and it seems to drive the HDI's into a frenzy every couple of minutes when a new alarm is added to the mix. They run and bump into things, and then they settle down for a few minutes before one of them bumps into another car with an alarm, and the frenzy starts all over again. 
 
   Marisa's office building also has all the windows broken out. The doors are standing wide open and the parking lot is bare. They didn't see anyone near the building but they did see a couple of "figures" moving in the public park behind the building.
 
   The remaining buildings in town are either/or. Either they have the windows broken out with merchandise strewn about, or they look like they haven't been touched at all and might open their doors for business at any moment.
 
   They met a dirty, soot covered Mr. Peindhart (we've always called him Mr. P) walking down the road. They had to look twice to make sure he wasn't undead. He was carrying a Louisville Slugger that had bits of blood and flesh on it and he looked ecstatic about seeing a running vehicle with living occupants. He asked them to take him to the newspaper office where he's editor. He'd been receiving, and printing, news articles until the moment the power went out. He'd tell them what was going on when they got to the office. 
 
   They put him in the tiny back-seat of the S10. 
 
   On the ride over, he told them what happened to the tanker trucks. He didn't mention the reason for the blood and flesh stuck to the Louisville Slugger. Mick didn't need to ask about it. He assumed that Mr. P had to protect himself somewhere along the way. 
 
   As an afterthought, Mick wondered if Mr. P had any bite wounds. He asked about it and Mr. P told him he was good to go. I could smack Mick in the head for not checking before he let Mr. P climb inside the truck.
 
   They arrived at the newspaper office and Jason decided to take Tig inside with them. Mr. P didn't seem to mind. He gave them a ton of information and a stack of articles to bring home. 
 
   Mick tried to talk him into coming home with them, but he said he was headed to South Alabama to stay with his son and daughter-in-law. He said he had plenty of food and fuel to get there along with a companion of the .38 special variety and his Louisville Slugger. He was planning to fill several gas cans with fuel from the remaining tanker trucks and head down the road. His car was there, at the office, so he had a ride back to town hall. 
 
   They offered to follow him back and help him fill the cans. He told them he’d be fine and insisted that they head home as soon as they could. They left Mr. P at the newspaper office and headed back.
 
   The following information is in the capital letters BIG, BAD, SCARY, category. I’ll try to get it all written before I head out to make lunch. 
 
   There's a lot of blah, blah, blah in the articles, so I'll basically hit the highlights and give you the shortest versions I can. I'm having to write this out by hand.
 
   Electricity is out in all areas of the United States and Canada.
 
   The President and Vice President along with his cabinet and their families are at an undisclosed location(s). The congressmen and senators along with their staffs and families have been left to fend for themselves.
 
   Martial Law has been declared for the entire United States of America. Thousands of military troops from around the world are on their way home by air, water, and land. The National Guard has been ordered to keep some sort of lawful order until more troops can get home and in place. 
 
   The troops that were filling spots at bases on US soil are almost all in place near the towns and cities where their bases are located. They've lost control in all major cities and most of the suburbs and smaller cities. There are riots, muggings, rapes, murders, arson, theft, gang violence, kidnapping and any other crime you can think of happening in these cities. 
 
   The National Guard is trying to control traffic in and out of the areas. Each National Guard unit is responsible for their own area. No vehicle is allowed in or out of the cities unless it is a military vehicle under orders. 
 
   There's a "dusk to dawn nationwide curfew" and any violators will be met with whatever force deemed appropriate. All deliveries of food and other goods have come to a halt, and many big rigs are parked at rest stops along the sides of the Interstate with nowhere to go and no way to refuel. All freight carried by these trucks is now the property of the United States Military, and breaking into them will be considered looting. 
 
   The airways are closed to private and commercial travel and can only be used by military aircraft under orders from White House or Pentagon officials. 
 
   No ships are allowed to leave port, and none are allowed to come within eight miles of our coasts without the risk of being fired upon until they sink to the murky depths of the oceans. Quite a few large yachts, fishing boats, and houseboats have headed out to sea, anyway.
 
   People are trapped in airports, national parks, office buildings, apartment buildings, buses, and cars on the side of the road along with any other building and area you can think of. 
 
   People are abandoning their cars and walking. 
 
   Anyone traveling without identification will be dealt with swiftly and in whatever manner the national guardsman on duty deems appropriate. 
 
   Most hospitals are no longer operational, and those that are taking patients are doing it on a small selective scale, and in secret. 
 
   People are already beginning to get hungry, and people who are ill or injured are already dying from lack of care and medication. 
 
   We are no longer "encouraged" to stay close to our homes, we are now "ordered" to stay close to our homes. 
 
   Looters will be shot on sight. 
 
   Officers and national guardsmen who are still active and on duty have permission to eliminate any HDI infected person they come across.
 
   Border patrol has been completely wiped out and refugees from Mexico are flooding into the United States on foot, carrying only what they could grab at the last minute. 
 
   Much of the Mexican population already in the USA is flooding back into Mexico.
 
   Refugees from the United States are also flooding into Canada and the Canadian wilderness. 
 
   Many Northerners are heading out to the deep waters of the Great Lakes on multimillion dollar yachts, fishing vessels, houseboats, pontoons, and any other watercraft that has enough room to hold a few supplies. Others are headed south to warmer climates and a better chance at surviving.
 
   People are fleeing into the mountains and deserts of the Western United States. 
 
   The Eastern Seaboard is almost overtaken by criminals and criminal elements.
 
   Southeastern residents are fleeing into the Appalachian Mountains and the Florida and Louisiana swamps. 
 
   Livestock, Zoo animals, and pets are being left behind to fend for themselves. 
 
   Northeastern folks are headed either South to warmer climates, or into the Catskills and into Canada.
 
   There are watercraft traffic jams all along the Mississippi river. 
 
   Mid-westerners are locking themselves in their homes and shooting anyone who steps foot on their property, or hiding out in community tornado shelters and event centers.
 
   Boatloads of refugees from Cuba, the Dominican Republic, and Haiti along with other island nations are being blasted out of the water before they can get anywhere near the Florida shores. 
 
   The Gulf of Mexico is closed to any incoming vessel and is heavily guarded by water, and by air.
 
   Hawaii is reporting no casualties or problems with only sporadic and manageable outbreaks of HDI. Every island port is off limits and heavily guarded.
 
   The US has gone to hell in a hand basket.
 
    
 
   And if that isn't bad enough...
 
    
 
   Europe is in much the same shape as the USA. Heathrow has been bombed, the subways have been bombed, and chaos has ensued. Paris is burning and the Louvre is being looted. 
 
   
  
 

There's not a lot of reliable information coming out of Europe, and the numerous news reports conflict one other left and right.
 
   Ireland, Scotland, and Wales are dark, and last reports say there are numerous bombings, rioting, and destruction. 
 
   I have no reports from Germany or Russia.
 
   In Asian countries, reports of HDI outbreaks and victims are too numerous to count. Japan's infrastructure has collapsed and people are fleeing to outlying areas or boarding themselves up in tiny little skyscraper apartments and office buildings. 
 
   The countryside near Tokyo is experiencing such a large influx of people from the city that crop fields and farms are being destroyed. Farmers, along with their families, are being murdered at alarming rates. 
 
   North Korea has attacked South Korea with ground troops, tanks, and massive bombs. The ground troops are ordered to march from the top of the country to the bottom of the country, killing any South Korean they come across including women and children. The South Korean military and citizens are responding and there is all out war.
 
   I have no news from the Vietnamese.
 
   Iran attempted to fire nuclear weapons at Israel.
 
   Israel has intercepted every one of these weapons and, basically, taken Iran and much of Iraq off the map. Refugees from all over the Middle East are swarming into, and out of, Saudi Arabia, Turkey, Sudan, Afghanistan, Egypt, Pakistan, Jordan and Syria. All law and order has been lost.
 
   No new reports are coming out of Australia. The last reports claimed overwhelming numbers of attacks in Sydney with huge numbers of casualties from dirty bombs and chemical weapons. They're such a peaceful country. Why would someone attack them on such a grand scale?
 
   There are no reports from South America or Africa in the handful of articles that Mick and Jason brought home.
 
   Mr. P gave Mick several other articles describing local events and small outbreaks of HDI in the rural areas and little towns across the country. It's all the same.
 
    
 
   Caleb is stuck to Marisa and Amber’s getting a little jealous. I need to find time and play a couple hands of "Go Fish" with her today.
 
   We're gonna spend the remainder of this day gathering firewood, taking inventory, cleaning our weapons, and licking our wounds. Actually, Tig is licking his wound and trying to gnaw off the Ace bandage we used to splint his leg.
 
   We’ll prepare to be completely on our own. I have a large amount of water stored in twelve 55 gallon barrels. I also have water stored in two-liter bottles and water jugs. There’s a little stream that runs down the hill in the woods to the right of us, and there’s the big pond on the other side of Mr. Peterson's field along with the little creek behind his house. It won't be enough. It'll never be enough.
 
   We have the generator shut down to try and conserve our gasoline. I know Mick can go back into town and get more from the tanker trucks, but I want to keep his trips to town down to a minimum. 
 
   I'll ask him about driving an entire tanker truck back here to our property. He’s driven construction equipment but he's never driven anything that big. I don't know if he can. 
 
   Jason said he drove his uncle's big rig one afternoon a few years ago. Maybe he can get the tanker here. Maybe I’ll be too nervous to have a tank of explosive, flammable, gasoline in the yard... Oh, I don't know. I'll figure it out tonight when we all sit down together.
 
   I plan to send Mick to Nana and Pop's tomorrow and insist that they load up everything they need and come stay with us. I hope they're still okay. 
 
   We're having a family meeting tonight to decide what kind of steps we'll take to keep ourselves, our family, and our property safe.
 
   I hear Mick and Jason talking on the front porch. It's cold out today,so I'll ask Mick to build a fire as soon as he comes in the door. 
 
    
 
                 Lunch will be sandwiches and some kind of canned soup heated in my cast-iron hanging pot over the fire.
 
   Writing all this out has worn my pencil to a nub, cramped my fingers, and fried my brain. I’m gonna lie down and try to sleep.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, January 6
 
   The generator is running, so I can use the computer!
 
   The phones and electricity are still down and I doubt they'll come back in my lifetime. The only good thing about having no Internet is that I'm not receiving dozens of spam emails to sort through each day.
 
   I don’t need to send Mick for Nana and Pop this morning. They showed up in their big ol' motorhome, packed to the gills, right as we were about to sit down for the family meeting last night. They got that thing maneuvered around and parked in the back yard near the barn. They have propane for heat and cooking. 
 
   I told them that Mick and I would take the pull out couch and they could have our bed, but they insisted on staying in the motorhome overnight and I don't blame them 'cause it's downright freezing outside. We may sleep on the pull-out tonight, anyway. It's near the fireplace in the living room, and I know it'll be even colder outside tonight than it is this morning.
 
   Our porch thermometer says the temperature is 28 degrees this morning. Nana's feeding everyone pancakes with syrup, on paper plates, out the door of the motorhome. That thing is so packed that there isn't enough room for anyone other than her and Pop. Thanks for breakfast, Nana. God Bless You! 
 
   Mick has a fire going in the fireplace and I have a little foot heater plugged into the generator strip. Carisa’s playing Candy Land with Amber and Caleb in front of the fireplace.
 
   Marisa and Jason are at Caleb's house "looking around" (snort). Mick made sure Jason took Sam Colt along. I'm surprised that Caleb let Marisa go without him, but he seems to trust Carisa almost as much as he does "You Momma," and he absolutely idolizes Amber. 
 
   Our meeting was more fruitful than I expected because Pop and Nana were able to be here. Pop and Nana know a lot about a lot of things. 
 
   First of all, there is no news from my sister. Nana’s so worried about them that she’s been sick at her stomach. She had to stop Pop from getting in his big pickup truck with an assortment of weapons and heading out to find them. I'm at a loss about what to do, but I don't think that sending the men after them is a good idea. They could be anywhere between here and Chattanooga and that's a four hour drive on a normal day. I pray they can get home somehow and that we can figure out a way to get the boys back. One of the articles Mr. P gave us has a list of the National Guard training camps in the Southeast and their locations, which might be helpful.
 
   We all agree that we need to have a fence of some sort around the entire property. Mick wants to fence in Caleb's house and the old Stang house with our house and Marisa's trailer. 
 
   Marisa and Jason wanna move into Caleb's house with the kids. They plan to completely gut the kitchen and add things as they can. There's a fireplace in the living room and the master bedroom, so I know they'll stay warm.
 
   We'll need a large amount of fencing. We decided to go with chain-link, if we can find enough. We'll take it from any abandoned business or house we come across, and we'll need to find some way to reinforce it. 
 
   We have plenty of trees around here, but we only have three men and a bunch of inexperienced females. It would take years to build a strong, solid fence out of logs. I don't want Pop out there, at age seventy, trying to show us that he still has mad skills. 
 
   We'll have to cut away any trees that are tall enough to fall over and be used as bridges into our property. We also need concrete for the chain-link fence posts. Pop says we can "stretch" the chain-link by using a 2x4, a heavy duty strap, and his pickup truck. 
 
   We all agreed that we need to visit the properties near us and find out if there’s other people hiding out in the community. We'll need to be very cautious doing this and we'll have to take along Mr. Winchester and Mr. Colt. 
 
   I hope we find someone out there. I hope they’re not infected and we can use each other as partners in keeping ourselves safe and healthy. I told everyone we need to approach with caution, but also with a friendly attitude. We don't want any enemies, especially living close to us.
 
   Pop says he’s gonna "outfit each of us with more suitable weapons." So, I guess I'll be getting a new gun. I like my Glock (pout).
 
   If the houses are empty, we'll loot them. Yep, we're gonna be looters. We’ll take all the food and personal hygiene supplies, and anything else that might be of value in keeping ourselves alive. 
 
   I have a good number of plastic totes full of personal hygiene items. I got them a couple of years ago when I decided I wanted to be a coupon queen. I'll bet there's still 50 bottles of shampoo and 25 tubes of toothpaste in the plastic totes downstairs. I also have mouthwash, toilet paper, paper towels, soap, body wash, shaving cream, razors, deodorant, dish liquid, washing powder, fabric softener, candles, bleach, Lysol, Clorox wipes and a bunch more that I'll spare you the pain of reading about. 
 
   My coupon queen totes take up an entire corner and a good part of one wall in the basement. There's all kinds of “over-the-counter” medications. There’s also band aids, antibiotic creams, Ace bandages, leg and arm braces, lotions, gauze, and other medical supplies 
 
   Even though we have all this stuff, we'll still take any we find from empty houses. Those things will be good for bartering or selling. The only thing I think I'm low on is toilet paper. There’s a lot of butts around here these days.
 
   We'll take any ammunition we find, regardless of what caliber it is.
 
   We need gardening equipment and a tractor to help in making a big garden without throwing our backs out, digging and weeding manually. My back is terrible. You don't wanna know about it. 
 
   I reminded Mick of the Kubota in the tractor shed at Caleb's house and, after Mick told him what it was, Pop said that's exactly what we need. 
 
   Pop was a little worried about seeds until I told him that I have two shoe boxes full of heirloom seeds in the freezer downstairs.
 
   Pop was also worried about having enough gasoline to run the tractor and continue running the generator so our freezer won't defrost. 
 
   I mentioned the tanker trucks at town hall and Mick said "hell yeah, we're going to get those trucks 'n camouflage 'em somehow." I told him to check and see if there was anything left at the propane stand. Pop's eyes lit up because more propane means he can continue sleeping in a warm motorhome.
 
   I hope we can find the gardening stuff we need in people's sheds. Maybe we'll loot Lowe's, Home Depot, and TSC! (TSC stands for Tractor Supply Company). Pop says we probably won't find a lot of seeds at Lowe's because it isn't garden time yet.
 
   We'll take any dog food and cat food we find. We need every pellet of goat feed we can find at TSC. We should loot the feed store for goat feed and other grains, but its twenty miles away. I don't know if we'll be able to get that far.
 
   I’d like to find a wood cook stove for the kitchen. Our family spends a lot of time sitting at the table, eating, playing games, and talking. We'll probably be spending a lot more time there now, for family meetings and planning. It'd be nice to have some heat in there. Besides, we need it for canning any kind of meat Jason brings home and any produce we get from the garden.
 
   Pop says he knows how to run the pipe and ventilation for a cook stove. He says we'll need bricks or flat stones to build a base for it to sit on, and we'll need to brick up the wall behind it to keep the heat reflected.
 
   I have a good supply of my medication because I started saving it a few years ago.
 
   Nana says she doesn't have any extra of hers and Pop's medications saved up. She only has what’s left of the 90 day supply she got before all this started happening.
 
   We'll have to loot pharmacies because Pop and Nana can't go without their medications for long. 
 
   Nana said she could start taking hers every other day, but I don't want her to do that unless she absolutely has to. She needs that medication, especially the blood pressure stuff and the diabetic stuff. 
 
   Pop needs his pain medications for his rheumatoid arthritis and the nagging pains left over from the motorcycle incident. 
 
   I want to loot Super Walmart. Nana told me not to get my expectations up because there’s probably a lot of people still alive, getting the same ideas I'm getting. That means we need to start the lootin’ as soon as possible. We can save the house looting until we finish the pharmacy and store looting. 
 
   I feel like a criminal, planning my next heist. It's causing a little upset in my tummy.
 
   The remainder of this day will be spent planning our loot run and moving stuff to the attic so we'll have room for anything we bring home. I told Mick we need more outbuildings for storage and he just looked up at me and said "check," before he went back to planning with Jason and Pop.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, January 7
 
   It's pouring down a cold rain outside and we can't go lootin'. I'm depressed and disappointed. Oh well. Maybe tomorrow.
 
   I feel bleh.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, January 8
 
   It's still raining, but has slowed to a cold misty drizzle. It's the kind that makes you feel like you are sittin' in a steam room, and the steam is really cold and hurts your lungs a little.
 
   Everyone’s running around, trying to find a spot for anything that's non-essential so we'll have room for our loot if we ever get the chance to go. The attic’s getting full. I hope it doesn't fall in on us.
 
   We're having an early supper tonight. Mick has the pork roast we took from Caleb's house on the grill. We'll make cornbread muffins in Nana's motorhome oven and heat up some of my home canned carrots and red baby potatoes on her stove top.
 
   For dessert, we'll have a loaf of zucchini bread that I baked and froze a couple of months ago. I'll let it thaw in the motorhome 'cause I think it's too cold in the house to get it completely thawed. I might put it on the hearth, near the fire. 
 
   We can snack on the remainder of the loaf or a bowl of popcorn if we get hungry later in the evening. 
 
   Mick and Pop headed to town hall to try for one of the tanker trucks before we eat. We found out that Pop has experience driving a big rig but it was a long time ago. He says it'll be like riding a bike and it'll probably come right back to him. I'm in charge of watching the pork roast while they're gone. 
 
   Jason's quiet today. I wonder what’s bothering him. He's in the deer stand again. I'll bet he needs to look for his son. He's been watching Caleb play with hot wheels cars and Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle figures. Yep, I'm pretty sure that he needs to find his son.
 
   We'll have another family meeting tonight and plan to go out tomorrow, good Lord willing, to start our looting. We'll probably head to the pharmacies first, then food places, and then Lowe's if we have time and all goes well. 
 
   Hopefully, Mick and Pop will be able to get one of the tankers this afternoon. 
 
   Nana's plans to make muffins for us to take as "breakfast on the run." we'll have coffee, Gatorade, juice, or water in our thermoses. That woman has endless energy. .
 
   I'm going out to the living room and get into a game of "Go Fish" with Amber. I might write more tonight, or I might not. It depends on whether the generator is running and if I feel like it. I'm not writing anything out by hand tonight. 
 
   I wanna sleep in the room with Carisa tonight. I'm missing her, even though she is right here in the house. I want to make sure she's staying strong and able to deal with the position we find ourselves in.
 
   3:30 PM... 
 
   I heard a horn tootin' really close to the house and rushed to the front door to see the beautiful vision of a big tanker truck coming up the driveway with my favorite Chevy S10 following. We have a tanker truck! I'll have my computer and foot heater, and we can keep the 'fridge running for a while.
 
   Pop parked the tanker behind the house. Mick says it isn't full, but it's pretty close to three-quarters. It's the flavor we need to run the vehicles and the generator. Woo hoo! 
 
   They found four 20lb propane tanks, so Pop can sleep in the motorhome and we can use the propane grill. 
 
   Mick said there's another tanker truck there, and they think it has diesel fuel. They'll try to get it in the morning before we go looting. We'll park it in the front yard because the back is getting a little crowded. Mick says he'll put it up against the tree-line and cover it with camo netting and tree branches. We don't have any smaller diesel vehicles, but we can loot some! 
 
    
 
   9:00 PM... 
 
   Jason and Marisa moved the rest of their clothing and food up from the trailer while Pop was parking and admiring the monster tanker. They left all the furniture and non-essential things. We have plenty of furniture here and at Caleb's house, but we could use another bed or two. I just don't know where we'd put them.
 
   Amber and Caleb are already asleep on pallets in front of the fireplace. I had them put the pallets a good distance back, just in case a spark was to jump out and ignite a fire. We have the screen up, but anything is possible. Carisa says she'll sleep on the couch out there tonight, because it's cold in her bedroom.
 
   We held our meeting and decided that, while Pop and Mick head out before dawn tomorrow to try for the diesel tanker, Nana and Carisa will be packing up the muffins and filling the thermoses for our first lootin' trip. 
 
   They'll also pack four backpacks with stuff like instant oatmeal, dry soup mix, Kool-Aid mix, chocolate bars, coffee, bottled water, matches, and a few other things, in case any of us need to abandon ship and run for the hills. The backpacks will hold a little ammo for each gun we're taking. They'll all be filled the same, so we can just grab one and go.
 
   Mick's afraid to leave the property without a man left behind to guard it, so Pop and Nana will be staying behind with Carisa, Amber, and Caleb. 
 
   Pop says he won't outfit us with new weapons yet because we need to practice with them before we can count on ourselves and each other to use them properly. 
 
   We'll take Mr. Colt and Mr. Winchester along with my Glock 17 and a cute little Walther P22 we keep hidden in the garage. Mick wants to pull his AR-15 out of the gun safe, but he hasn't decided whether he'll take it or not. 
 
   We're also taking a couple of heavy flashlights in case we need to use 'em in dark places, or to bonk someone over the head. It's cold as the dickens outside, so we'll be wearing our big coats, hats, scarves, and gloves along with our most comfortable pairs of heavy duty boots. 
 
   We're hitting the pharmacies first, and then heading to anyplace that might have food. We will take... hold that thought. I hear yelling out front... something about a guy...
 
    
 
   11:55 PM...
 
   We have a guest. 
 
   Jason interrupted my typing earlier by screaming "There's a guy out here on the porch!" Mick and I grabbed the kids, practically threw them into Carisa's room, and told them to lock the door. Mick grabbed Mr. Winchester and we and headed for the front door. 
 
   It was a pitiful sight. On the porch near the door was a young man lying on his side in a fetal position and shivering up a storm. He was soaked to the skin. 
 
   Mick and Jason brought him into the living room and laid him on the pallet the kids made. We wouldn't have discovered him 'til morning if Jason hadn't been up with his insomnia when he heard a noise out front. I wanted to smack him in the head for opening the door without telling Mick, but he'd let Tig and Opie out for a potty run a few minutes prior and thought they were ready to come back inside.
 
   The "guy" has been severely beaten. His face is bruised and covered in dried blood underneath his swollen nose and down the sides of his mouth. His lips are split on top and bottom. Both eyes are bruised and his left eye is puffed up so much that it's almost completely shut. He's peeking out at us with a big, brown right eye that looks distant and confused. He's barely coherent and seems to be suffering from hypothermia along with his injuries. 
 
   He's wearing a thin button up shirt that's torn almost to shreds. His jeans are so filthy that I can't tell if they're blue, or black. He's wearing a black Converse sneaker and sock on one foot, and a filthy, shredded sock on the other. 
 
   He has nicks, cuts, scrapes, and bruises all over his body. Mick and I undressed him completely to look for bite marks. We found none, but he's covered in bruises. 
 
   We washed him up and put some antibiotic ointment on his cuts and some deodorant in his pits before we put him in a pair of Jason's sweatpants and a thick, long–sleeved shirt. 
 
   He's a long, tall glass of water and the sweatpants are too short for him. We moved him onto the couch, then covered him with a big fleece blanket which was already there since Carisa was asleep on the couch before the ruckus. He kept on saying "hep me, hep me God." 
 
   We stood back for a look at him. Marisa added a quilted throw on top, put his old clothes in a plastic bag, and set them out on the porch.
 
   We headed to the kitchen for a mini-meeting to decide what to do about him.
 
   Marisa knows him. He "was" a cousin by marriage to her ex-husband, and his name is Jeremy Caldwell. His side of the family split off from her ex's side, so he isn't a cousin by marriage anymore. 
 
   Marisa says he's a really nice kid and swears that she's not gonna let him die or send him back out into the cold, even if she has to cut her food portions in half to feed him. She has a hard time seeing anything suffer, man or beast, and she can get very dramatic about it. She thinks he's twenty, or twenty-one, years old by now. I have no idea in the world how, or why, he ended up on our front porch. 
 
   We heated some chicken noodle soup over the fire and tried to get him to drink the broth. He took a few sips, and one bite of the noodles, before he shut his mouth and shook his head against anymore. I gave him one of my heavy duty pain pills, praying he isn't allergic to it. He finally took a few more sips and is now sleeping soundly. The shivering has stopped.
 
   Marisa's sleeping on the pallets tonight, so she can keep an eye on Jeremy. Mick made her put the Walther P22 under her pillow. 
 
   Mick's sitting in the recliner, going in and out of sleep, while trying to help Marisa keep an eye on Jeremy. 
 
   Caleb, Amber, and Carisa are sacked out in Carisa's bed under two blankets and a thick comforter. 
 
   I'm going back to bed and try to figure out where we'll put Jeremy. It's a fact that Mick will not allow a twenty-year-old, unrelated, good looking kid of the male variety sleeping in the same house as our beautiful fifteen-year-old daughter. 
 
   I hope the crack of dawn sleeps in a little tomorrow, 'cause when it appears, Pop will be in here to call us out of bed for the looting run. I told Carisa to keep her bedroom door locked and I'll do the same. I'm nervous and excited, but I'm also scared.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, January 9
 
   We didn't need Pop to wake us up this morning. The whole house was rudely awakened when a blood curdling scream came out of Jeremy about 4:30 this morning. I ran to the living room and saw Mick standing, swaying, and half asleep beside the recliner. His hair was sticking out all over the place and he had Mr. Winchester in his hand. Marisa was sitting on the floor beside the couch with her hand on Jeremy's shoulder, trying to comfort him. 
 
   Jason was banging into the walls, half asleep, as he came down the hallway. Carisa was still in her room, behind the locked door with the kids.
 
   Opie and Tig were doing pee pee dances and Pop was banging on the back door for us to let him in, which we finally did. He was ticked off about how long it took. He looked at us and Jeremy, listened to a short explanation from Mick, and without a word went tromping back to the motorhome where his warm bed was waiting.
 
   Jeremy turned his head toward me and said, clear as can be, "sorry, I had a bad dream." I guess it's true what they say about young people bouncing back fast. Oh Lord, thank goodness he's coherent, but I'm having a hard time forgiving him for waking us with a screaming alarm clock.
 
   Jeremy's in a lot of pain, but he is absolutely starving. He ate two muffins and an apple along with a tall glass of milk before I could get the water pot off the fire in order to make coffee. Caleb and Amber were having fun "feeding him." Carisa looks like she couldn't care less one way or the other. She grabbed an ink pen and a Word Find book, and plopped herself into Mick's recliner. 
 
   As we were having coffee, Jeremy started looking paler that he already was. He half crawled, half stumbled out the door to call Ralph all over my big ol' heirloom rose bushes. I found the mess, and almost called Ralph myself, when I stepped out for a cigarette. He ate too fast. I knew it was bound to happen when I saw him scarfing that stuff down. 
 
   I gave him another pain pill and water to wash it down. I told him that I wanted to hear what happened, but I had to get ready to go out lootin'. He looked at me like I was crazy and sank himself back down into the blankets, moaning, and holding his stomach. 
 
   I thought Nana would look after him while we were out, but Pop said Nana was staying in the motorhome and that he would watch Jeremy. 
 
   Mick was itchy about leaving him here, but I told him that Pop would sit in that recliner with one of the meanest-looking weapons he has and guard him like an escaped felon. Guarding him was easy, he slept for six hours after taking that pain pill. Pop probably got a little shut-eye himself, but he'll never admit it.
 
   Mick and Pop went back to town for the diesel tanker and it was gone, so they came straight back and helped me load up the Jeep with the backpacks, weapons, a crow bar, and a bolt cutter in case we needed to pry open a door or cut a lock. 
 
   Mick drove the S10 and Jason drove the Jeep. Marisa rode with Jason and I rode with Mick so there would be a "man" in each vehicle (snort). We ate our muffins on the way to town. 
 
   When he climbed into the S10 this morning, Mick found a nice shiny Benelli M4 12 gauge shotgun leaning against the steering wheel. 
 
   In the driver’s seat was a full box of "Benelli feed." Mick looked back toward the house and saw Pop watching from the open door. He waved, and Pop waved back. Mick climbed in the truck with new determination. His ears were red and his eyes looked a little misty but other than that, he was his same old cheery self (snort).
 
   Carisa and the kids went out to the motorhome to stay with Nana and play board games and listen to tales about the good old days. They had hot dogs and mac 'n cheese for lunch, and they had ours waiting when we got back from lootin'. That meal used up the last of my hotdog buns from the freezer.
 
   We got a lot of stuff we needed, and a couple things we didn't. I'll write more about the lootin' trip after supper. Right now, we need to unload the trucks. See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:15 PM...
 
   Jeremy was just waking up when we walked in the house. Mick sent Pop over to the motorhome so he could eat his own mac 'n cheese, and I gave Jeremy some saltine crackers and ginger ale to keep his stomach steady while we were eating the good stuff. 
 
   The expression on his face was that of a skinny dog at a butcher shop window when he saw us gobbling down our mac 'n cheese, but he needs a bland diet for a day or two and I mean to hold him to it. We took our plates to the kitchen so we wouldn't torture him any more than we already had. He’ll us his story after we get the trucks unloaded. 
 
   Pop kept the fire stoked while we were gone, and it felt wonderful in the living room. I have a full tummy, a warm room, and I'm tired. I want a nap and don't wanna go back out and help unload, but I know that I have to. We need to get everything under cover and out of sight.
 
   Jeremy told us he'd help unload. We laughed our rear ends off when he stood up, swayed, and plopped right back down on the couch. It's weird to look at that swollen up eye while trying to talk to him. I almost feel like I'm talking to a pirate, arrrgh
 
    
 
   4:00 PM... 
 
   There's a big pot of pinto beans on the top of Nana's motorhome stove. There's a quart jar's worth of ham chunks that I canned last year in the pinto beans. When they get closer to being done, she'll put on a pot of rice to go with them. I think I over did it a little when I was prepping pinto beans and rice, I have about 400 lbs of each. Nana's making cornbread muffins and we'll have all that for supper along with a sliced raw onion, of course! 
 
   Jason and Marisa are at Caleb’s house, working on the kitchen. Carisa and the kids are sitting in the living room with Mick, getting to know Jeremy better. The trucks are unloaded and loot is stacked all over the place. I should be putting it away but my back is hurting and I don't wanna make it any worse.
 
   I have a couple hours to spare so I thought I'd pop in here and type out Jeremy's story. I'll do the lootin' run story after supper, closer to bed time. 
 
    
 
   Jeremy and his friends were taken from a fast food place around lunch time, two days after Christmas. 
 
   He was taken by the National Guard. They took everyone in the place who was over the age of fourteen and under the age of thirty which included just about the entire crew of cashiers and cooks working in the kitchen. They left any customer who was there with children. 
 
   They herded everyone into the parking lot of the mall behind the fast food joint, took their cell phones, and told them to stay put until it was time to go. 
 
   Jeremy says there were about 75 people from all the different restaurants on the road in front of the mall. A lot of the girls were holding one another and crying. Most of the guys were either standing in groups, or pacing back and forth. There were a few couples who were standing off to the side, clinging to one another. 
 
   The national guardsmen forced everyone, by gunpoint, into two school buses. When they were full, the buses headed out of the parking lot. Jeremy saw several more buses at the far end of the parking lot. He believes they were taking people out of the mall to fill them. 
 
   His bus pulled in line behind other buses and followed them to the on-ramp of the interstate, heading west toward the Mississippi state line.
 
   A man in a National Guard uniform stood at the front of the bus and told them they were going to a training camp to be "trained to defend their country." Several young girls began wailing, and the national guardsman yelled at them to "shut their traps," and that "everyone their age was gonna get trained." 
 
   One of the boys up front asked what would happen after they were trained. The guardsman said they would be "assigned to their duty stations." He didn't say anything about what their duties might entail. Everyone was in shock because they'd been taken at gunpoint, without any choice, in the good old U S of A.
 
   The remainder of the bus ride was silent except for gasps that came from passengers when the bus in front of them veered off the side of an overpass and onto the paved road underneath. Later, there were rumors that a few members of a high school football team had decided they were gonna get off that bus, and they had attacked the guardsmen in charge as well as the bus driver. Jeremy's bus kept right on going. 
 
   Jeremy was at the end of a week of boot camp style training, at gunpoint, before he saw his opportunity to escape. Oh yeah, he had a gun, but he didn't have ammunition. He spent many hours with that weapon, learning to break it down and put it back together. A couple of times he caught himself mimicking the motions in his sleep.
 
   The trainees were fed a lot of bland food like plain oatmeal, cream of wheat, clean sandwiches and beans with rice but there was plenty of it, so he didn't complain. "Clean sandwiches" are what we call the ones missing mayo, mustard or ketchup.
 
   He could see the entrance to the base from his second story barracks room. 
 
   One night, while staring at a line of buses that pulled in bringing new "recruits" for training, he began to form a plan. He waited and watched for two days before putting his plan into action. 
 
   Sure enough, on the third night, the line of buses pulled through the gates. After the buses had been emptied and the recruits had been herded into the main building, he saw the bus drivers head to a burn barrel near the front of the line to warm their hands, smoke, and "shoot the breeze" with one another. 
 
   An extremely large, incredibly fat, bus driver cut off from the group and Jeremy heard him bellow towards the others that he was goin' to the "head." 
 
   Jeremy knew exactly which bus that driver had come from because he’d watched him try to get his blubbery bulk out the bus door after the recruits had disembarked. It was the second bus from the rear, and it was parked in the dark shadow of a building. That area was cut off from most of the streetlights. Everything was going according to plan.
 
   In the semi-dark room, moving in extra-stealthy mode, (he didn't want to wake his roomie) he threw on his civilian clothes and shoes, grabbed his lightweight denim jacket, and went out the door and down the stairs to the side entrance of the barracks. 
 
   He sent a thank you up to Jesus that he only had to descend one flight of stairs. He cracked the door open, winced when it made a little sucking sound, and carefully stuck his head out for a look. 
 
   Seeing no one close or patrolling other than the drivers at their barrel 40 yards away, he duck-walked behind the hedge row on the side of the building. He banged his knee on a water spigot and went into "still as a statue" mode. He saw one of the drivers glance his way, but the man must have convinced himself that it was nothing because he quickly turned his attention back to the group. 
 
   Jeremy started off again and kept going until he came to a stop across from the second bus from the rear. It was about 10 feet away. It took him a good two minutes to muster up his courage. His heart was about to jump out of his chest as he crawled on his belly out of the hedges and up the steps of the bus. He stayed on his belly and made his way to the rear. He climbed onto the last seat, laid on his side with his knees pulled up to his chest, and waited. 
 
   He said his brain kept trying to say "that was too easy, fella," but he pushed the thought back so he wouldn't jinx himself. 
 
   He knew that the drivers usually checked the buses over before they pulled out, but he'd seen the driver of this bus before. He was counting on the fact that he’d never seen the man haul his large rear end down the aisle to check each seat.
 
   He felt himself dozing off until the bus shook when a massive, wheezing, hulk came up the stairs and stood near the driver’s seat looking back into the shadowy interior. The hulk flipped on a flashlight and shined the light across the tops of the seats and down the center aisle, then he flipped it off and turned toward the front. Sure enough, the big fat slob was too lazy to physically check each row and he practically fell into the driver’s seat while letting out a groan. 
 
   The whole bus shook like a belly dancer when that man hit that seat. Jeremy was almost dislodged from his sideways perch at the rear of the bus. The driver groaned again, then sighed and started the engine. He put the bus in gear and followed the line of buses out the main gate.
 
   They drove for several hours. Jeremy had no idea how long they drove, or which direction they went, but it was well past dawn and the hairs on his neck were standing at full attention. 
 
   He felt the vehicle slow down, make a couple of turns, and come to a full stop. The driver hauled himself out of the seat with a great amount of effort. He went down the stairs and out the door. 
 
   Jeremy could hear voices but he couldn't make out what they were saying. He turned his body and took the risk of sticking his head out past the seat near the bottom window of the rear door. Before peeking out the window, he noticed that the entire door had been welded shut. That meant there was only one way out, and it was straight up the center aisle and out the front door.
 
   He slowly moved his head forward enough to see out the small window. He saw mountains, farm land, and an Interstate off-ramp. He figured that he was at a roadblock and the bus was waiting to haul passengers taken from vehicles trying to get through. He knew he'd be seen by the first "recruit" or guardsman that stepped on the bus.
 
   The bus door opened and he jerked his head back to his seat perch, peeking under the seat in front of him. He had a mostly blocked view of the top of the stairs at the front of the bus. He waited. 
 
   A young guardsman stepped aboard. He could hear the guardsman coming down the aisle and he had only one option if he was going to make it out. 
 
   As soon as he saw the man's feet near his position, he reached out and grabbed him by the ankles, pulling his feet out from under him. The man fell backwards onto the deck of the aisle. 
 
   Since he had the element of surprise on his side, Jeremy was able to wrestle the M16 away from the guardsman and bash him in the head with the stock end before he could call for help. The man was unconscious and sleeping like a baby while Jeremy quickly removed his uniform and pulled it on over his own clothing. He wore everything but the man's shoes because they were too small. 
 
   He was extremely nervous, but finally found enough courage to come to a full stand at the rear of the bus. He walked to the front slowly, with every fiber of his being screaming out for him to run and hide. 
 
   He stepped off the bus and shouted "goin' to take a dump," in the most casual voice he could muster, toward the crowd of guards gathered at the roadblock. 
 
   He walked slowly but deliberately into the woods and when he was sure he could no longer be seen, he took off at a sprint. He ran for 20 minutes, zigging this way and zagging that way around trees, dead falls, bushes, and little streams, before he stopped to catch his breath. 
 
   Then, he realized he'd left his jacket and the M16 on the bus with the unconscious, mostly naked guardsman. He didn't go back for them. 
 
   He decided to make his path parallel to the highway, but hidden in the cover behind the tree-line, until he could see some kind of sign that would tell him where he was. 
 
   After a half hour, he saw a sign that read "Tupelo 29 miles." He knew where he was. The Interstate in front of him was I-22, better known as Corridor X. 
 
   He wasn't far from the Alabama line and he headed east at a fast clip. He knew it was pretty woodsy and barren with big tracts of farmland from there into Alabama, but he was sure he could make the trip in just a few days. 
 
   It was midday and he decided he'd keep going until the sun set. Then, he'd find a place to hole up and hide for the night. 
 
   There was a granola bar, a Bic lighter, and a piece of Double Bubble bubblegum in the guardsman's uniform pockets. That granola bar would be supper. 
 
   He found a little stream to drink from. It looked pretty clean and he took his chances. He didn't have a water filter and couldn't remember how to make one on the fly. 
 
   He settled up against the trunk of a huge oak tree, behind a massive boulder, and covered himself the best he could with leaves and debris from the forest floor. He was grateful for the extra layer of clothing. It was pretty darn cold but he slept like a log until the sun came through the treetops and hit him in the face the next morning.
 
   He got up, brushed himself off, took care of nature, and headed east. Two hours later, he needed to find water and stop for a break. He was hungry, so he popped the piece of bubblegum in his mouth to try and quiet his growling stomach. There were squirrels jumping around in the trees, but he had no way to kill them. He tried throwing a few rocks to knock one out of a tree, but he couldn't make contact. 
 
   He found water dripping from a rock crevice on the side of an incline. He scooped the water into his hands, drank as much as he could, and continued heading east. 
 
   After another hour or two, he came up on an old abandoned shack that had a collapsing roof which was sagging almost to the ceiling of the first floor. There was garbage all over the place, and he found an old glass bottle that he decided to take along for collecting water. He didn't dare go in the house because the roof looked like it could complete its journey downward at any minute. 
 
   There were several rusted out barrels that had water pooled on their shallow tops, but he decided not to collect rusty water. 
 
   He noticed fresh tire tracks at the back of the house, leading off into the woods along an overgrown trail. The trail was once wide enough to be a driveway, but Mother Nature had taken a lot of it back. He was just about to turn and continue on his path when a man who looked like he'd just stepped off the set of "Deliverance" came out of the woods with a big ol' shotgun pointed straight at him.
 
   "Well, lookie hur what we got" the old man said. He was wearing an assortment of filthy clothes and smelled like he hadn't bathed in a month. Jeremy was surprised he didn't smell him before he saw him. He was rail thin and had a long gray beard hanging down the front of his shirt. His hair was long and oily looking. It was so filthy that Jeremy couldn't figure out what color it was. On his head was an old, red baseball cap. 
 
   The hands holding the shotgun were wrinkled, with brown spots all over them, and the fingers were shaped funny at the oversized knuckles. The fingernails were long and looked like they had enough dirt underneath to start a small garden. The man had all his fingers on one hand, but the other was missing at least two. 
 
   Just as Jeremy finished looking him over, and preparing to take off like a cat with its tail on fire, a blinding pain slammed into the left side of his face and he felt himself fall to the ground. 
 
   He counted three sets of dirty boots standing near his head as his eyes tried close on their own. Someone kicked in him in the ribs and he felt intense pain. He saw a bright light before fading into blackness just as the boot that had kicked him pulled back for another blow.
 
   It was dark when he finally opened his eyes. He could barely see out of his left eye and could feel the heat in it from the sucker punch and swelling that followed. His arms felt like they were on fire and he realized they were pulled behind him and wrapped around a large post. His hands were almost numb and he could identify, by touch, a zip tie that had been used to bind his wrists. 
 
   He had no idea how long he'd been there. He realized that he was extremely cold and looked down to discover that he was missing the guardsman uniform. He thanked God that he still had his civilian clothes and shoes
 
   He was inside a barn type building with built in stalls. Everything around him looked only like dark piles in different shapes and sizes. There were little slivers of moonlight coming in between the cracks of the door and walls, but it wasn't enough to make a positive identification of anything around him. He saw moonlight glancing off bits of metal here and there. 
 
   He was sitting in dirt with his legs sprawled out in front of him and there was no one else there. His face felt like it had met up with a freight train and his jaw hurt too much to even try to open his mouth. 
 
   He tasted blood and figured it came from his nose, which he assumed must be broken. He couldn't inhale through his nose, and his lips were heavily chapped from mouth breathing. His tongue felt dry and brittle, and he couldn't even wet his lips. His ribs felt like he had been stabbed several times with a red hot poker. Every bone in his body was aching and it hurt to breathe. 
 
   The night was silent, and stayed that way, as he laid his head against the post and faded in and out of painful consciousness.
 
   He woke hours later when sunlight came glaring through the open door. There was a figure standing in the door. It looked simply like a dark human shape because of the sunlight glaring in behind it. A rank smell was floating across the breeze. "Mornin' boy" the figure said. "You dun gotchersef sum truble."
 
   As the figure stepped into the building, two similar shaped figures followed behind and the rank smell tripled in strength. Once inside the building, they closed the door. Jeremy recognized the old man from the woods. The other two looked like younger versions and they were just as filthy and smelled just as bad. Each man was holding a shot gun in his arms like it was his favorite girl.
 
   "Whur'd ya get dem close ya had on" the older man asked. "Who wants to know?" replied Jeremy. The words came out like a course whisper. One of the younger men kicked him hard in the thigh and told his to "keep'is smart elek remarks to 'isself and ainser da durn queshton." 
 
   Jeremy told them he’d found the clothes on a dead guardsman and had taken them because he was freezing and didn't have a coat. "Whur ya headin' to?" the old man asked. "I'm trying to get home" Jeremy replied. "Whur's home?" the old man said. Jeremy told him home was across the Alabama line and he needed to get there because his Mother was sick, and he hoped he didn't have the same sickness she had, because he hadn't been feeling good. One of the younger men took a couple steps back. 
 
   "Do ya know whur yer at right now?" said the older man. "I guess I'm in your barn" Jeremy said. The closest man kicked him in the already injured ribs and Jeremy screamed out in pain. Then, the man punched him in the mouth and told him to "shutcher pie hole." 
 
   He knew his lips were busted and a new trickle of blood ran down his chin. The thought came to mind to ask them how he was supposed to answer questions if his pie hole was shut, but he kept that thought to himself.
 
   "We gon' letcher go but it'd be a dam shame if ya tell inywun whur we's at 'cause we'd huntcha down an' whup ya reel gud, an' skin ya livin" the old guy said. "Wur keepin' dem clothes so's if'n we need um. Jay heer's gon' cutcha loose and ya bes' high tail it outa heer fas' as ya kin. Yer gittin' sompin' ta 'member us by on yer way." 
 
   "Jay" pulled out a knife that looked as big as a machete, and Jeremy felt a chill run down his entire body. His heart felt like it jumped up into his throat. He almost passed out again when "Jay" went around to the back of the post and split the zip tie around his wrists.
 
   Jeremy slowly pulled himself to his feet by holding to the post for support. His shoulders and ribs were screaming in pain, and he saw a few traveling light spots. 
 
   He started for the door, and Jay put a big ol' nasty fist into his face again. Jeremy hit the ground, rolled over, spit blood out of his dripping mouth, and pulled himself up on all fours. He headed toward the door. He couldn't believe they were actually letting him go.
 
   All three men began hitting and kicking him, and hootin' and hollerin' in some strange swamp language as he crawled toward the door. He went down several more times and that was the last he saw of the "inbred assholes." 
 
   When he finally got out the door, he slowly rose to his feet and walked away as quickly as he could put one foot in front of the other, which wasn't always right in the front of the other and wasn't very quick. He made it into the trees before he had to call Ralph a couple of times. He was still scared and wanted to lay down and die, but he kept going. 
 
   He was sick in the woods several times and fell to the ground too many times to count.
 
   He ripped his clothing on tree branches and briars, crawled through brush and brambles, and fell over rocks. He threw himself face first into mud puddles and sucked the dirty water down his throat. 
 
   He lost his shoe when he had to jump in a cattle pond to get away from a pack of dogs that were snapping at his heels. He had to stay in the pond, shivering with cold, for several minutes before the last of the dogs lost interest and skedaddled off to chase something else. 
 
   When night threatened to come, he crawled into the hollowed out base of a huge tree and closed his eyes. He was tired and hurt too much to pull any leaves or forest debris over himself. He felt lucky to be alive, and he fell into a restless sleep while shivering from the cold and crying from the pain.
 
   He woke when the sun was coming through the trees. He was so cold that he couldn't feel his feet or hands, and he stumbled east until the feeling came back in his legs. His entire body screamed with every step until he got so cold that he could hardly feel a thing. 
 
   He stopped only when he found water. 
 
   He was afraid to go to sleep, so he kept stumbling east through the night. He saw eighteen HDI's in total outside a gas station and an old farm house, but he stayed downwind and far away from them. He just wanted to get home. He'd left Corridor X a ways back and knew he needed to find I-65.
 
   He began having flashbacks of his parents, placing presents under a brightly lit Christmas tree and turning to tell him and his sister that it was time to open gifts from Santa. He said he almost felt warm and the memories seemed real. 
 
   He kept heading east, stumbling, falling, and getting back up to push on. He traveled for three days and nights without eating or resting. He drank from mud puddles and anywhere else he could find before it started to rain. He'd lost his green bottle when the Deliverance guys took the uniform from him, so he tilted his head and drank whatever rain water he could catch in his mouth. He kissed the "Welcome to Alabama" sign and trudged on. 
 
   Finally, he came across I-65 and began heading north. When he came to a familiar exit off the Interstate, his mind told him he was almost home and he snapped back to reality for a short time and headed toward a place he recognized... Marisa's trailer. It took him the entire day and into the night just to make it the three miles from the Interstate to our property. 
 
   He made it up our hill but, to him, it seemed to take forever. Night had closed in around him. He fell when he tried to raise his hand and knock on the door. His voice was too weak to call out, so he laid there and slipped back into his memories. He doesn't remember anything about last night except the sight of me shoving soup in his face and feeling warm in front of a fire. 
 
   You know what happened from there.
 
    
 
   8:30 PM... 
 
   We know where Jeremy will stay. He'll be staying in one of the bedrooms at Caleb's house when Jason and Marisa get moved in or when he’s strong enough to keep a fire going. We need to get more food in him so he can regain his strength. Right now, he's sleeping on the couch and he's been able to hold down a small amount beans and rice along with half a cornbread muffin. He's allowed only water, coffee, or juice at this time. 
 
   His clothes are beyond repair and Mick says he'll burn them when he gets a chance.
 
   Marisa says his nose isn't broken and neither are his ribs, although they’re as multicolored as the samples in a New York hair salon. He talked non-stop after supper about getting to his parents place to find out about them. I suppose we'll take him there when he's able to travel without calling Ralph. 
 
   I gave him another pain pill, even though he didn't ask for it. Marisa cleaned and put fresh ointment on his cuts and bandages on the ones that needed them. He’s apologized over and over for showing up at our home, and screaming us awake this morning. That’s okay Jeremy. You're lucky to be alive. God, Bless Your Soul.
 
   And now, on with the lootin' story.
 
    
 
   We pulled out of the driveway sometime between 6:30 and 7:00 AM. We were loaded with blueberry muffins, lots of coffee, and a shiny Benelli M4 12 Gauge. Mick had Mr. Colt keeping his side warm. I had my Glock 17 and some kind of big knife called a "Ka-Bar" on my belt. Pop said I might need it. 
 
   I had a little notepad in my pocket with a list of the clothing sizes each person wears. We need to get something for Jeremy so he can get out of those high water sweatpants and into something more respectable. I gave him a pack of the new underwear I'd picked up at Super Walmart on crazy day, so he's good in that department. 
 
   We don't need anything for Caleb because he's all set with clothes in his own size and a bunch more in the next three sizes up. I think Caleb has the best wardrobe of us all.
 
   Carisa has a bunch of "new to her" clothes because she's the same size as "Momma," but I want to get her more things just in case she feel icky about wearing "Momma's" clothes. Jason has a lot too. "Daddy's" clothes fit him and he doesn't feel icky about wearing them. 
 
   I had a list of Nana and Pop's medications along with a list of things I'd written down from my "Nurses Guide to Medication Dosages" book. We knew we were gonna grab any medication we found and research it later, but I wanted to make sure we got the ones we need most of all. I was praying we'd find at least one pharmacy that hasn't been looted.
 
   Mick and I led the way in his little Chevy S10.
 
   Jason and Marisa were in the Jeep Cherokee right behind us. Jason was armed with Mr. Winchester and a nice big Bowie knife in a pouch on his belt. Marisa had Walther P22 along with her own Ka-Bar knife. They also had a nice basket of muffins and thermos' full of whatever.
 
   We felt like we were a force to be reckoned with.
 
   At the end of our street is a pretty large pull-off that belongs to the county. They keep gravel, rock, and roadwork equipment there when they're workin' down this way. The crossroad is the road that heads straight into town if you turn right, and straight to the Interstate if you turn left. There is a little teeny little town called "Nickel City" right past the Interstate ramps. If you blink, you'll miss it. 
 
   The pull-off is on the corner of our street and the main road. Town is about five miles from this corner. 
 
   We saw a group of three motorhomes and a white Chevy truck with an attached pop-up trailer parked at the pull-off. There's a camper on the bed of the truck. Two motorhomes look old(ish), worn, and dusty. The third one is bigger, and dusty. The ground was clean around them. 
 
   There's two motorcycles parked near the white truck. No one was outside, but it looked like they've been cooking over a fire pit with a homemade wooden tripod over it. There's a cast iron pot hanging down a piece of rope from the center where the wood meets. The tripod is lashed together with some sort of rope. 
 
   Four or five lawn chairs are sitting around the fire pit and a rectangle fold up table with no chairs around it is up against the side of one of the motorhomes. There's a 55 gallon barrel and a small charcoal grill sitting beside the table.
 
   We decided to stick to our plan and didn't stop to knock. We need food and meds more than we need neighbors at this time. We'd check those motorhomes on our way back from town.
 
   I knew of five big pharmacies and several little locally owned "Mom & Pop" pharmacies. This town is infiltrated with pharmacies for such a small population. 
 
   We have about 15,000 folks in the city limits and another 18,000 or so out in the county and smaller towns. We decided to try Walgreens first, because it was the closest. Then, we'd head to the CVS and Rite Aid on the south side of town. We'd continue on to CVS and Rite Aid on the north side if we needed to.
 
   We saw no one on the five-mile ride into town. The streets were deserted and about half the houses we passed had a vehicle of some sort in the driveway. Only a few houses looked completely empty. Right as we went past the first shops and businesses, I saw my second HDI. The first was Unky Bo at Caleb's house, remember?
 
   Suddenly, a huge mass appeared, standing on the road in front of us. She seemed to come out of nowhere. I figure she came out from behind one of the cars lining the street. 
 
   Mick had to slam on the brakes to keep from plowing into her. We came to a screeching halt and I heard Jason come to a screeching halt behind us.
 
   There was an unbelievable amount of flesh standing smack dab in the middle of the road. I didn't want to look, but I couldn't tear my eyes away. 
 
   She was a large, fat, woman in her previous life and was wearing a faded housecoat with a faded nightgown underneath. Her once fat legs stuck out from the bottom of the housecoat. The skin was sagging down around her ankles and her bare feet were black, with numerous chunks of skin missing. Oozing thick, black fluid was coming from the wounds.
 
   Her hair was halfway full of those big pink rollers that you need to use bobby pins with. The parts of hair where rollers had fallen out were curled in perfect, medium sized spirals and were bouncing around as she moved. 
 
   She had big black eyes that had no depth, just darkness. The fat on her dirty face was hanging down both sides and almost reached the base of her neck. Her mouth was bloody, and when she opened it to howl, we could see that the teeth she had left were covered in blood, maggots, and black goo. One side of my brain asked "how can there be maggots in the middle of winter?" The other side kept searching for a reasonable answer.
 
   She shuffled up to the front of the truck and started banging both fists on the hood. Each time she landed a fist, the cut and scraped skin hanging from her arms moved like ripples on a lake. 
 
   Chunks of her hands and fingers began sticking to the hood, and pieces of meat were flying off to land on the street below. She reached up and ripped a big, saggy, flap of skin off her jowl. She looked at it, licked it, and then flung it to the ground. Thick black fluid began oozing from her new injuries. She was howling so loudly that I wanted to plug my ears and crawl down on the floorboard, but my eyes were fixed on her and I couldn't pull them away.
 
   Jason was out of the Jeep, behind the driver side door, yelling at Mick to "SHOOT 'ER, SHOOT 'ER!" Mick opened the door and stepped out, standing behind the protection of the door. He raised the Benelli and took aim. 
 
   The shot hit her smack in the face. 
 
   Almost her entire face disappeared with the pellet facial she had just taken, and she stood glaring at us from fleshless eye sockets for three or four seconds before she dropped to the ground with a loud splat. I opened my door, leaned out, and called Ralph.
 
   We climbed back into the vehicles and locked the doors. Mick looked back, put it in reverse, and turned the wheel so we could go around the sprawled out body. I saw movement at the side of a building on our right. I didn't say a word but started bouncing in my seat and frantically pointing. 
 
   There were two HDI's coming around the side of the building with their arms stretched toward us like they wanted a big ol' hug. I think they were father and son, but I really didn't want to hang around and find out. I screamed for Mick to "get us the hell outa here," and he slammed it in drive and floored the gas pedal.
 
   We kept heading into town proper. We had a mission and Mick was not about to abandon it. I looked in the side mirror so I could check on Marisa in the Jeep behind us. She was sitting in the passenger seat, as still as a statue. 
 
   Mick and I didn't talk. We were both quiet and trying to silently talk ourselves into believing that we "didn't see what we just saw." It didn't work, and I had to tell him to pull over in front of a little jewelry boutique so I could call Ralph again. 
 
   We made it to Walgreens and pulled in the parking lot. There were four cars there, but the remaining spots were empty. Mick pulled the truck right up beside the front door. Jason and Marisa parked directly behind us.
 
   Glass from the windows was laying in shattered piles on the sidewalk in front of the building. Mick and Jason got out to check the inside of the building before allowing Marisa and I to get out of the vehicles. They came back about five minutes later and said we could go in, but not to expect much because the place looked like it had already been looted. 
 
   There wasn't a crumb of food left in the place. Marisa and I began grabbing soap, shampoo, toothpaste, and other hygiene items, but there wasn't much of that left either. 
 
   The aisle with the paper goods was a mess, but there were several unopened packages laying on the floor. I grabbed as many toilet paper packages as I could find and went to toss them in the bed of the S10. Marisa was behind me with an armload of paper towels and a pillowcase full of baby wipes. I threw the toilet paper into the truck bed and turned to head back in.
 
   I paused before re-entering because I thought I’d heard something shuffling between the truck and the building. I looked to my right. 
 
   About five feet in front of me was an HDI who wanted me for breakfast. I was just in time to dodge a grasping hand. 
 
   He was wearing a white lab coat, and he looked "fresher" than the lady who attacked the front of the truck, but he was scary as hell and his eyes were black and flat. I felt his hand brush the sleeve of my coat and I almost wet myself. I kicked out at him, and my foot connected with the side of the truck. He kept coming. I almost fell to my knees from the pain, and he would have had a handful of my face if I hadn't crouched down to grab my screaming foot and ankle. 
 
   It threw him off balance. He fell forward and slid down between my body and the side of the truck. He was partially underneath the truck and was pushing his body back around to come at me again. He got a hold of the door handle and pulled himself back up. 
 
   I had backed up a few feet, and was pawing frantically at my holster, trying to get my Glock and take him down when he suddenly stopped moving and stood completely still. I looked closer and saw a big ol' Ka-Bar knife sticking out of his right eye socket. He fell to the ground in a heap. 
 
   I looked for Marisa and saw her standing off to the side, shaking like a leaf, with an empty Ka-Bar pouch on her belt and a Walther P22 dangling from her hand. 
 
   I couldn't help myself. I screamed "you missed one!" into the building toward Mick and Jason. They dropped everything and came running out of the store with guns in the air. 
 
   When he saw we were okay, Jason gathered the still shaking Marisa into his arms and began walking her back to the Jeep. I stopped him long enough to ask her if she was okay, and she nodded her head up and down. I asked if she had been scratched or bitten and she shook her head from side to side. She said "I couldn't shoot 'cause I was afraid I'd hit you." Jason, Mick and I all assured her that she had done the right thing. 
 
   She burst into tears and pulled me in for the tightest hug she's ever given me in her life. I was clinging to her and crying along with her. After a minute or two she let go of me and Jason continued walking her to the Jeep. He opened the passenger door and put her inside. 
 
   He stood there, talking quietly with her for a few seconds, and then he shut the door and headed back to Mick and me. I heard the locks of the Jeep doors click down as Jason was walking toward us. He came up beside us and said "let's get this done," in a solemn voice. 
 
   Mick raised Sam Colt and pointed over the pickup bed. He took out an elderly lady who was infected and shuffling toward us. She fell to the ground, and Mick turned and headed back into the building without a word.
 
   I wiped my eyes and decided to head straight back to the pharmacy counter to get any medicine I could and get out of there as fast as my weak, trembling legs would carry me. There was only one thought on my mind - get Nana and Pop's meds and get out of this place. Lucky for me, the glass across the front of the prescription drug area was already broken. 
 
   I climbed over the counter and headed toward the drug shelves. There were no narcotics or drug-addict favorites left in the place. I tried to calm myself by focusing on my list and the task at hand. It was difficult, but after several minutes I was fully into my work and concentrating on finding the right medications. 
 
   The drug shelves were arranged much like a grocery store. The medications were stored in sections, with each section related to a specific need, company, or related disease. Several shelves were completely empty. I walked the aisles, finding bottles here and there, until I came to sections that were hardly touched. There were a lot of medications in the mix and I didn't know what most of them treated, but I took them anyway.
 
   I was able to get two industrial sized bottles of Nana's blood pressure medicine and three 100 count bottles of Pop's Celebrex. I also got a 100 count bottle of Nana's diabetic medicine along with two, new in the box, glucose monitors.
 
   The antibiotic shelves were missing about a quarter of their stock and were across the aisle from the empty narcotic shelves. I swept my arm along the shelves and landed what was left into one of the plastic pharmacy bins they get their daily deliveries in. When I bent to pick up the bin, I saw a bottle that had rolled under the shelf, so I grabbed it. It was a small, half full bottle of Lortab. I didn't have time to see what strength or count they were. I threw the bottle in the bin with the antibiotics, said "ha ha, you missed some" to some invisible drug fiend. 
 
   I filled another bin with prescription medications for children whether I was familiar with them or not. 
 
   I took all the bags of "fluids" that were left. I'm guessing they're used for re-hydration.
 
    I took all sorts of little medical gadgets even though I have no clue what many of them are intended for.
 
   There was a refrigerated storage container with vials and bottles still inside, but I left it alone. I figured that everything in there had gone bad since the electricity has been off, and I didn't want to take a chance with them. I didn't open it because I was afraid some rotten, stinky bacteria from a man-made science experiment would float out and get me. 
 
   As I filled each bin, Jason grabbed it and took it to the Jeep. 
 
   Mick was stuffing bandages, splints, crutches, leg braces, peroxide, witch hazel, bleach, washing powder, over-the-counter medicines, and anything else he came across into several small, wheeled shopping carts. 
 
   He got one of those metal adult "walkers" and a couple of walking canes. 
 
   He got several small bags of dog food and cat food. He tossed in a few pairs of panty hose, a couple brooms, a bunch of feminine hygiene supplies, and several instant cameras for some reason known only to him. 
 
   He grabbed manicure sets, hair clippers, scissors, barrettes, hair brushes, and other hair supplies. 
 
   He picked up a couple of toilet seats and threw them in. I laughed and he said "What? We can put 'em on top of the buckets." I have to admit, I thought that was a good idea.
 
   He took scarves, hats, and gloves along with socks, gimmicky pajama pants, and a pile of white t-shirts that were on clearance.
 
   He got every vitamin left in the place for children and adults, and any dietary supplements he could find including the "build stronger muscles" protein powders. 
 
   He finished clearing out the toilet paper aisle and found an overflow shelf full of condoms and sexual "enhancement" products. He took the condoms and left the rest. 
 
   He also left the makeup and perfumes. It took him four trips with the carts to get it all on the truck. We threw everything in willy-nilly except for the medications which we put in the rear of the Jeep. 
 
   We left all the Christmas decorations, greeting cards, and gift cards, but we did get a good little haul of Duracell batteries from the Christmas section. We left all the "as seen on TV" cheap gadgets that were only good enough to stuff a box.
 
   We had no more encounters with HDI's near the store.
 
   Both vehicles were full. We needed to head home and unload before we could go back to any clothing or food stores. Jeremy would have to wear his high-water sweatpants for another day or two. Mick was cussing a blue streak and said we have to find a way to haul more stuff if we were gonna keep on lootin'. 
 
   We heard two gunshots as we took off down the street. None of us were in the mood for target practice and none of us wanted to be the target. Marisa was still in shock, so we high tailed it out of there lickity split.
 
   My heart was thumping in my chest and my breath was coming fast and shallow. I tried to get it back under control and pulled my purse out of the glove box so I could get a Xanax in me. When we got within shouting distance of our street, I looked to my right and saw a little HDI infected girl jumping around on a closed in trampoline. I let out a little whimper, then turned my head back to the watch the road and concentrate on my breathing.
 
   We didn't stop at the little motorhome camp. For one thing, we didn't want them to see what we had in our vehicles, and for another thing, our nerves were shot and we felt like we would make poor company. 
 
   There were two middle-aged men and a tall girl standing near the fire. The girl was stirring something in the pot. Mick waved at them and they waved back as we turned the corner and headed down our street. 
 
   By the time we reached home, I was feeling a little better. We practically fell out of the vehicles. It took about thirty minutes before I felt normal again.
 
   Marisa was still slightly in shock. She went straight to her bedroom and came out only to eat a little supper since she missed the hot dog/mac 'n cheese lunch. She ate a tiny bowl of rice and about half a cup of pinto beans, but she refused the muffins. She gave me a hug and told me she needed to have some peace and quiet. 
 
   Nana told her we'd take care of the little ones and not to worry. I gave her a big, motherly hug and sent her to bed. I doubt we'll see her again until morning. Jeremy can take care of his cuts and bandages by himself tonight.
 
    
 
   11:15 PM... 
 
   Mick, Pop, Jason, and Jeremy are sitting at the kitchen table, cleaning all of our weapons even though only two of them saw action today. 
 
   I'm feeling a little washed out from the Xanax along with more adrenaline than my body has seen in years. I'm a little nauseous and fear I might have to call Ralph again. I plan to sleep late tomorrow. God help anyone who tries to drag me out of my bed before I'm good and ready. 
 
   Oh, while we were unloading today Mick found two bullet holes in the rear fender of the Jeep. Ain't that grand?
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, January 10
 
   When I walked out of the bedroom this morning, Mick was already up and coffee was waiting. He had a thermos in his hand and was headed out the door. I asked where he was going and he said he's taking the Jeep over to Caleb's house to hook up the flatbed trailer from the tractor shed, then he's headin' to TSC with Jason to see what they could find. 
 
   I rolled my eyes. I told him to grab any animal feed he could find. 
 
   I told him to check the clothing area for anything he, Pop, Jason, or Jeremy could use, and handed him my list with their sizes written down. He said "will do" and went out the door. 
 
   I sat down for my first cup of coffee of the day as they were heading down the driveway. Jeremy wanted to go with them but he's still not strong enough to protect himself, or anyone else, for that matter. I forgot to tell them to grab animal care products and animal maintenance supplies, darn it!
 
   Carisa sat down beside me while I was having my coffee. She grabbed a soda and sat in the chair next to me. I looked at her like she was crazy for having soda at 8:00 in the morning. She looked down at the shiny can, shrugged her shoulders, and popped open the top. She took a big ol' swig. 
 
   I think it was her version of liquid courage 'cause she had that "I need to talk about something serious" look on her face. I took a sip of my coffee and waited for her to speak.
 
   "Well, Mom" she said "you know I'm fifteen and I know how to shoot a gun, and I'm not stupid." She looked at me for assurance. "Yep, I know all that. I gave birth to you" I replied, then paused to let her continue. "I was thinking that maybe you guys could let me go on one or two of the lootin' runs so I could help gather stuff, or shoot the bad guys when they get too close" she said. "I'm sick of always being the babysitter and running to my room when something happens."
 
   I sat my coffee mug on the table and turned to look at her while I spoke. I wanted to be careful. I didn't want to make her feel like I thought she was still a little kid who needed her parents to take care of her at every turn, or that her opinions didn't matter. "You have no idea how important it is to us that you, Caleb, and Amber are kept safe. We rely on you more than we should." 
 
   She started to turn from me, so I put my hand on her knee and continued. "I know you can take out the bad guys with the best of 'em, but I'm your mother and you’re still young. I'm responsible for making sure you’re safe and able to grow into the incredible woman you are becoming. It's a responsibility I don't take lightly. I'm afraid the world has hit rock bottom and the only chance it has to regain its strength is through young people like you, Amber, Caleb, Marisa, Jason, and Jeremy. You guys are our future. We need to learn from experienced people like Pop and Nana who have lived through some tough times themselves. If we can’t keep all of you safe, there is no future." I stressed that last sentence strong and hard.
 
   I had her full attention, so I continued. "We're in for tough times ahead. We don't know if the military plans to attack and raid us, or if they’ll leave us alone to take care of ourselves. We don't know if they'll try to take you, or Jason, or Marisa, or me and Dad for that matter. We don't know if other survivors will join us, or try to take what we have and kill us. We have no idea what's happening in the world, and we don't know what's gonna to happen tomorrow, or the day after."
 
   She started chewing her bottom lip. She was listening intently and getting a worried look on her face as I continued speaking. "I need you. I need you to take care of Caleb and Amber while we're attempting these necessary looting runs. I need you to watch out for Nana while we're off on some fool's errand. I need you to help Dad and me when we come in, completely worn down, from doing work we aren't used to doing. You’re an important part in our survival plan, maybe the most important part. When we've done all the looting we can and gathered all the supplies we can, we'll build a fence and plant a garden. We’ll preserve any bit of food we can and keep trying to survive. We'll need your help with all of that. Until then, my goal is to keep you safe, healthy, and happy enough to do your part when the time comes."
 
   Carisa pushed back from the table and said "Okay, I understand what you're saying and I wasn't thinking about it being that bad, and I think I'm having computer withdrawal symptoms. I was feeling left out and didn't think I was really keeping Amber and Caleb safe and watching out for Nana. I'll keep doing whatever you and Dad need me to do. I don't wanna do all the babysitting, but if you really need me to, I'll do it. Can you tell Marisa not to be so bossy about it though?" I nodded my head and she stood up to go on with her day. 
 
   "Maybe when we go to loot Mr. Peterson's house, or another nearby, you can come with us" I said. She grinned at me, grabbed a book off the bookshelf, and plopped down in Mick's recliner to read. "I love you" I told her. "I love you too, Mom. What's for breakfast?" she replied. "What do you think?" I asked. She tilted her head and guessed "cold cereal?" I gave her a little grin and said "you got it, sister." Lord, I love that girl so much. Thank you for giving her to us.
 
   I stood up to go in the laundry room and put a couple of potholders in the dirty pile and I almost choked. We must find a way to wash clothes. I swear, the dirty pile is above my knees. I looked around the house and came up with a plan, but it won't be fun.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   Mick and Jason haven’t made it back. I'm getting worried about them. I hope they're finding lots of stuff at the TSC and not fighting for their lives against a mob of HDI's. I hope they get back soon. I need Mick to dig a good sized fire pit so I can wash clothes.
 
    
 
   4:30 PM... 
 
   Nana's sportin' a new pair of cowgirl boots!
 
   Mick and Jason pulled in about 1:30 this afternoon. 
 
   The TSC looked horrible when they first pulled up. All the windows are broken and there's tons of merchandise strewn all over the parking lot. They decided to take a look anyway. They found a few things we can use.
 
   The fenced area outside is still fenced. The gate’s open and there's a lot missing, but not the rolls of fencing. "Heck yeah, it's six feet tall" Jason said, grinning. They already have it on their list of "places that might have chain-link fencing."
 
   There isn’t one pellet of animal food left in the entire place, even the bird seed section is bare. 
 
   The section that holds lawn care items was untouched and so was the clothing section. Just about every other area looks looted, destroyed, or bare. The front of the store is covered in a bunch of decorative stuff and toys like Christmas decorations and little animal figurines. Jason stepped on a horsy and fell into the register counter, shoulder first. He says he's fine, just a little sore. Marisa told him she'd "check it out later" and he turned beet red.
 
   There used to be a working, antique soda machine between the main doors. The front is busted out and all the contents have been removed. 
 
   Mick found a couple bottles of cattle wormer that we can use on the goats, but he had to fish them out of a puddle of purple stuff on the floor. The refrigerator that held all the animal medications needing to be kept cold has the glass busted out and is laying on its side.
 
   Jason took every foot of chain he could get from the big rolls where you buy it by the foot. He said the pile of large link chain was so heavy that he had to drag it to the truck.
 
   He found a box of six honey buns in the workers lounge. There was also a mini fridge with a bunch of moldy, rotten food inside. He found a dozen little "one-pot" packages of coffee and an abundance of coffee stirrers. There was a half empty package of filters, a half empty jar of non-dairy creamer, and a few packages of Sweet 'n Low. He took all of it. There were a few stained coffee mugs on a shelf above the ancient coffee pot, but we have mugs and, ewww.
 
   Jason had the idea to take the shelving. He told Mick we can use it to organize everything in the basement along with whatever else we bring in. They spent most of the day taking apart shelving and loading it on the flatbed trailer. That's what took them so long. It takes quite a bit of time to take apart shelving and save all the screws and bolts to put it back together. 
 
   The last thing they did was "go shopping" in the clothing section. I had no idea the TSC has women's clothes. You learn something new every day, I guess.
 
   We all got a new pair of boots and Carisa got two pair! Mick and Jason chose work boots and picked out the same for Jeremy and Pop. They brought home every pair of work boots they could find, regardless of size. We all got new socks. Pop and Mick got a new cowboy hat each, and Jason picked up several baseball caps. 
 
   Each of us got several pair of blue jeans. Jeremy can finally take off those sweatpants that are getting get a little ripe. 
 
   They got several John Deere t-shirts along with several long sleeved t-shirts that have hunting and farming logos. The shirts are in all different sizes, and we'll let everyone go through them and pick out what they need. Mick got several pairs of overalls for himself and Pop along with a bunch of button up and snap up western shirts for all the men. 
 
   Caleb and Amber have new jeans, t-shirts, and cowboy boots. It feels like Christmas all over again! 
 
   They threw four rolls of 6' fencing on top of the shelves, tied everything down with about a gazillion bungee cords, and came home starving. Nana took care of their tummies with grilled cheese sandwiches and warm tomato soup.
 
   We've been taking bird baths out of the sink with water heated on the motorhome stove and the propane grill. We don't stink yet, but I’d do just about anything for a nice, hot, bubble bath. If I don't get laundry done tomorrow or the next day we'll be stinkin' to high heaven by next week. 
 
   Pop still says we can't use the propane for hot showers in the motorhome. It'd be a waste of both propane, and water.
 
    
 
   9:00 PM... 
 
   Nothing else happened today. Mick wants to start hitting food places, but he's too tired for trip planning. I want to hit more pharmacies and look for more of the medications we need.
 
   We've turned the generator off tonight. It's colder outside than it is in the freezer, so I'm sure the food we have left will be fine. 
 
   The kids are already in bed. Carisa told Amber and Caleb to sleep with Jason and Marisa tonight. I guess Marisa won't be "checking that shoulder wound" after all (snort).
 
   Mick and Jason got the flatbed unloaded, and we had spaghetti with meatballs and garlic bread for supper. 
 
   I didn't ask Mick to dig the fire pit 'cause he is wore slap out. I mentioned my idea to him and he says there’s a few of those big metal water troughs at the TSC. He'll get them in the next couple of days. I took down the antique washboard I had on the wall and pulled off the fake flowers and ribbons that someone hot glued to the top. 
 
   Mick says he has a "water idea" for one of those big, above-ground swimming pools, some 6" PVC pipe, and the little stream in the woods to the right of our property. He fell asleep before he could explain it to me. We'd better come up with something soon. We've used over a quarter of the water I had stored. 
 
   I'm about to lay myself down, try to get warm, and wait for whatever tomorrow brings.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, January 11
 
   Good Morning fellow campers! 
 
   I slept pretty good last night. We had three blankets and a comforter on the bed. I snuggled up against my warm hubby and felt safe.
 
   We're up. We had coffee and muffins at the table with Pop and Nana. Jeremy has come around and is eating like a horse. It's time to get some pay back for those groceries he's been packing away. He'll be put to work today to see if he can handle it yet. He gets to put together shelving. Yay for him!
 
   Mick just blew my laundry idea out the window. He mentioned that I won't be able to use the washboard in the trough 'cause I'd get burned standing that close to the fire. He said he'd get some boat paddles out of Pop's barn to stir the clothes in the troughs. He needs to take Pop over there to get the canned food and other things they didn't have room for when they left. Pop wants to bring his F350 back with him.
 
   Hey, I can wash cold water stuff with the washboard, or I can scrub the hot water stuff before stirring it into the laundry soup. It'll go into cold rinse water anyway. 
 
   Wait a minute! I can dip out buckets of hot water and move it to a smaller tub to scrub, so there! We can dip out hot water and put it in a trough for a nice warm bath! 
 
   I hope Mick has time to get those troughs today.
 
   I told him about my conversation with Carisa and he said I could take her along to loot Mr. Peterson's house after breakfast, as long as we take Jason, Mr. Winchester, and Sam Colt. 
 
   Carisa's very familiar with Mr. Winchester, but I think we'll leave him in Jason's hands today. Mick told me to bring back the screens off the windows. I wonder what he has in mind for those.
 
   Jeremy just headed downstairs, with a toolbox and a little hop in his step, to put together shelving. I wonder if he'll have that hop when he comes back up.
 
   Pop says the time has come to outfit us with new weapons. Mick has the Benelli, an AR-15, Mr. Winchester, and Sam Colt. He's all set, but the rest of us could use a new weapon or two. I want the AR-15 to go along with my Glock and Ka-Bar knife, but Mick says "not a chance." We'll work on that after lunch. 
 
   Pop's thinking about heading out in a few days, and taking Jeremy with him, to look for my sister and her family. I'll highly discourage that idea. I love my sister, well, like a sister, but I love my Daddy too and I'm afraid to send him out there in all this mess, especially since the National Guard would rip Jeremy away from him at the first roadblock. I hope he thinks this over thoroughly.
 
   Well, time to go lootin’ at Mr. Peterson’s house. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:45 AM... 
 
   THERE'S A WOOD COOKSTOVE IN MR. PETERSON'S SHED!
 
   It's a "Kitchen Queen" brand. I'm unfamiliar with that brand but I don't know squat about cook stoves. 
 
   I want it, and by golly Mick better get it for me. Jason thinks it'll take all of us to lift it, including Amber and Caleb. Yeah, right. It can't be that heavy. Mick and Jason better figure out a way to get it up here and to its new home in my kitchen.
 
   We broke the lock on Mr. Peterson's front door. I felt guilty and didn't want to go in, but I did anyway. Carisa ran right in and straight to the kitchen. 
 
   The refrigerator and freezer doors were standing open. Someone has cleaned them out. I assume it was his niece who cleaned them after his burial. We found a total of five cans of food in that house. The cans were pushed way back in the cabinet and were hard to reach. 
 
   We wandered around the house and took all the personal hygiene stuff. I took the toilet paper left on the roller. Half a roll is better than no roll at all, right? 
 
   There wasn't much else there to take.
 
   I took a couple pieces of cast iron cookware, a tea kettle a speckle ware water bath canner, and all the silverware that was left. 
 
   We took several quilts and blankets along with a couple of sheet sets and every pillowcase we could find. Pillowcases are good for carrying loot, especially the king sized variety. 
 
   Jason went around the entire house and took all the screens from the windows. The windows were boarded up on the inside, so the screens were easy to get.
 
   We loaded the loot into the S10 and went to check the outbuildings. 
 
   I could see where they buried Mr. Peterson. I thought about the coffin they had to make to bury him in, so I headed over to the wood shop. There's a lot of wood in that little wood shop. Jason and Marisa will be able to use some of it to board up windows at Caleb's house. I looked around for a minute and then headed to the enclosed shed.
 
   It's a pretty good sized shed and I had guilty daydreams about what I might find as I stepped through the door. Then, I saw it. In the front left corner was the cook stove peeking out from under one those furniture moving blankets. It's dusty, and will need a good cleaning inside and out, but it's beautiful and in perfect condition! I did a little dance right there. 
 
   I told Jason and Carisa that it was time to go, and they finished loading up the things they had in their hands.
 
   I ran back in the house and grabbed the flower arrangement off the dining table. I also grabbed a picture of Mr. and Mrs. Peterson when they were younger. I ran out the back door, placed the flowers on Mr. Peterson's grave, and told him "Thank You." I climbed in the truck with the photo in my hand and we headed back up the hill to home and family. I'll hang the photo on our wall. I sure do miss Mr. Peterson and I sure do thank him for that cook stove.
 
   Mick didn't make it to TSC today but says he'll head there first thing in the morning. He felt a little under the weather today, and spent most of this afternoon in his recliner with a notepad and pen. 
 
   We have a few sets of clean clothes left only because of the TSC run. I fully expect the dirty pile to be up to my neck soon. It's a woman's worst nightmare.
 
   Nana's says she has lots of clothes in the closet back at their house, but she's short. Carisa's the only one who’d be able to wear them. Nana's pants would be serious high-waters on me and Marisa, and maybe a little on Carisa too.
 
   Jason has split a lot of wood in preparation for the fire pit and cook stove. He's dirty, sweaty, and wore out. I hope he doesn't get sick from getting sweaty in the cold air.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM... 
 
   Lunch was a fruit salad with every piece of fruit we had left in the house. I had a couple blocks of cheddar cheese and some club crackers. I also had a gift set with summer sausage inside. I planned to give it to Carisa's piano teacher if she'd come for that lesson, but she didn't. We opened that puppy to go with lunch.
 
   I have a new weapon to learn about. I have a Marlin 1894 .44 magnum rifle. I'm gonna name it "Marley" for short. It kicks a little, but not too bad. 
 
   I have a lot to learn about Marley but I hit a pretty good percentage in practice this afternoon. I need a lot more practice and I'm looking forward to it. Mick grinned and said I could "probably get lots of practice" if I took it down to Super Walmart and climbed up on the roof. I have no plans to try that, yet. 
 
   Pop said it was okay for me to keep my Glock since I'm familiar with it and it'll do the job. I get to keep my Ka-Bar knife as well.
 
   Jason gets to keep Mr. Winchester. Mick said he didn't need it since he has the AR and the Benelli. Jason seemed happy about that. He also got a Smith & Wesson 1911 and he was happy about that as well. He got a nice machete and the scabbard to go with it. He's all puffed up and feeling 10 feet tall.
 
   Marisa got her own Glock 17. She wouldn't take a rifle because she said she gets too wobbly from her MS to be able to aim and shoot accurately. She'll get a lot of practice with her Glock, and if this afternoon was any indication, she's going to be a crack shot. She also got to keep her Ka-Bar knife. She can be my "pistol totin' momma" partner. Maybe someday we'll get a Glock tattoo together on our tushies. Nah, don't see that happening.
 
   Carisa now has a .22 LR of her very own. Mick and Pop said she’s not ready for a pistol yet, but she doesn't care. She's excited about the .22. She practiced for an hour this afternoon and was surprised that it's so much lighter than Mr. Winchester. She's a natural. 
 
   Mick's gonna put some sort of gun holder thingies above the door in her bedroom so she can keep it loaded and handy. Amber and Caleb won't be able to reach it. 
 
   I think Carisa now feels like she is part of the "protector" gang. She also got a Kissing Crane, Sodbuster knife. It's a folding knife and it's pretty darn cute. It was good to see her smiling.
 
   Jeremy will get outfitted if there's no one left at his home and he decides to stay here. We'll let him gather whatever he wants and come back to share a room in the house with Marisa, Jason, and the kids.
 
   Pop has a lot of ammo stored, but we'll need to loot any gun shops we can find. I think Sam Colt and Jason's S&W use the same caliber, but don't quote me on that.
 
   Nana says her weapons are a spatula and a cast iron skillet. I know for a fact that she has a little Derringer somewhere around. I wonder if she carries it on her.
 
    
 
   9:30 PM... 
 
   I warmed up some of my home canned chili over the fire for supper tonight. We ate some of the pastries Mick and Jason got on their first trip to the gas station for dessert. We were all craving something sweet after the chili. 
 
   After supper, we cleaned up the dishes and sat around talking about our new weapons and throwing around ideas about how to get the cook stove up here.
 
   Jason announced that he's gonna head out Wednesday to look for his son. He would never forgive himself if he didn't at least try. He wants his son. Heck, WE want his son. I completely understand and would do the same thing if I were in his shoes. Marisa’s really nervous about it but she understands and would love to have Michael here with us. "Your ex-wife can't come along," she told Jason.
 
   I want that cook stove. I'm sure Mick will figure out a way to get it here. He always tries to make me happy.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, January 12
 
   Mick went back to TSC this morning for the water troughs and to scope out what he needs to do to get the fencing. He brought home a surprise from a gas station near the TSC. 
 
   Mick brought home a family!
 
   They introduced themselves by shooting a couple of HDI's who were headed towards him while he was loading the horse troughs. He said he didn't even see the HDI's before the shots rang out. He ducked for cover and watched the new guy take them out.
 
   That'll teach him a lesson about going out alone. 
 
   The man doing the shooting walked right up to Mick and began talking to him like he was an old friend. Mick was so flabbergasted that he didn't know what to say, but that wore off fast and they both started talking like magpies.
 
   Have you ever heard of a boy named "Sue?" Well, I have (snort). Actually his name is Saitou Yamatsu, but he says everyone just calls him Soo. That's the way it's engraved on the back of the watch his boss gave him for his 10th anniversary at the seafood place, so that's the way I'll spell it in this diary.
 
   Soo comes with a tiny wife named Hisa and a tiny twelve-year-old daughter named Meredith. Yep, they named her Meredith after one of Hisa's college professors. 
 
   Soo and Hisa are both of Japanese descent and met in college at the University of Alabama in Birmingham 14 years ago. They were in their second year of studies. They married a year later but had to drop out of school when Hisa became pregnant with Meredith. They both needed to find jobs that would pay enough to support a baby. Student loans and the income from Soo's fast food job just wouldn't do it. They were living in a studio apartment and living paycheck to paycheck.
 
   Soo was studying adult education and wanted to teach college, and Hisa was a third year resident, training in the pediatric ward when this mess started. They were both going to college again, and Soo was working at a local upscale seafood restaurant. He was the head manager. 
 
   One evening, the National Guard came into the restaurant to "recruit" new guardsmen. Soo and Hisa were having dinner together, which was a rare occasion because of the small amount of time third year residents have. 
 
   When the guardsmen came in, Soo and Hisa slipped out the back door and took a taxi to their apartment. They sent the neighbor/babysitter home, grabbed Meredith, loaded their old, worn out motorhome, and headed north. 
 
   They've been married 13 years and both are now Americans. Meredith was born exactly 39 weeks from their wedding night. She was born in good old Bama', so she's a southern girl no matter what anyone says. 
 
   Soo asked me if the apocalypse means he doesn't have to pay off student loans. I just laughed and told him the bank would "hunt him 'til the end of time, and to the edge of earth, and beyond." The look on his face told me he knew I was kidding. 
 
   Marisa and I are totally in love with Hisa. She is really cool! We’re extremely happy to have an “almost doctor” here. Carisa loves Meredith too. Mick and Jason won't say they love Soo, but Mick did say he "seems like a really good guy." Hee hee, Men!
 
   They've been living beside the gas station and guarding it with a .22 LR for several days. Mick was shocked to find out that was the only gun they had. Soo says he has about 45 rounds of ammo left out of a 500 round box. 
 
   They shot over, and around, anyone who came near the station. They just wanted to scare them away. The only living things they shot were HDI's, and they shot about 35 of them. Soo said it took four or five .22 bullets to put down just one HDI. He burned their bodies in a trash dumpster at the back of the gas station. 
 
   They've been eating junk food and drinking soda and juice from the cooler inside. They had a small amount of food in the motorhome, but they didn't use much of it and were saving it until they had no choice. They wanted to eat all the junk at the gas station before it went bad. 
 
   They've been extremely cold, and built a fire in a burn barrel to get some heat and warm up a few cans of soup they found in the gas station. They were out of propane and gas and couldn't find the keys to the gas station tanks. They wouldn't have made it here if Mick didn't carry one of the five-gallon gas cans with him every time he goes out. He poured it in their tank and they followed him home.
 
   You should see that motorhome. I think it’s from the fifties! Soo lived in the motorhome on a campground before he and Hisa were married and he never got rid of it. Hisa hated the thing until the apocalypse happened. They'll be parking in the front yard about half way up the hill on a flat spot that's been bare forever. I can't even get grass to grow there. 
 
   They have nowhere else to go, but said they'll willingly leave if they become a burden to us. Both Soo and Hisa say they’re good workers and will do anything we ask of them. I can't send them away. I just can't. I have a good feeling about them.
 
   I told Soo he could start by digging a fire pit so I can get this stinkin’ pile of laundry done. He seems eager to please and said he'd be happy to do it.
 
   They're out in the yard trying to get the motorhome set up and level. I'm heading over to visit with Nana so we can figure out how we're gonna feed three more mouths.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   I made chicken soft tacos for lunch. Soo, Hisa, and Meredith gobbled them up like they were starving. 
 
   Nana took an apple pie from the freezer this morning, and it was thawed enough by lunchtime to cook and serve with the tacos. We all got full pretty fast. There's nothing left of the taco's, or the apple pie.
 
   Soo headed out to start digging the fire pit. Hisa helped me and Nana clean the kitchen after lunch. We're mostly using paper plates but I had a skillet and several pieces of silverware to wash.
 
   Marisa swept, and then took Amber and Caleb to try and get them to nap. She'll end up napping with them. One symptom of MS is fatigue. 
 
   We wiped the table down and went to the living room to sit in front of the fire, get warm, and have girl talk. Carisa and Meredith are in Carisa's room, looking at cool stuff and having girl talk themselves.
 
    
 
   5:00 PM... 
 
   I'm lying in bed, trying to recover. I started feeling sick at my stomach about two hours after lunch. I sat there, hoping it was just gas pains. It wasn't. I had to get up and run to the bathroom. 
 
   I was making all kinds of sounds that you never want anyone to hear you make, especially new people. Then, I called Ralph into my pants. I felt much better after that. I started laughing hysterically and yelled for Carisa to go get Mick.
 
   Mick helped me get cleaned up and put one of his t-shirts and a pair of sweat pants on me. He put me in bed and covered me with three cozy blankets. I was feeling sick and I had two more trips to potty town, but I didn't call Ralph again. 
 
   I noticed that someone put an extra bucket in the bathroom in case I needed it, and they kept the water bucket for flushing nice and full. Someone who’s very thoughtful left a clean hand towel and wash cloth on the vanity beside the toilet. 
 
   My tummy still feels awful and I don't want a bite of supper. I don't even know what they're having and I don't wanna know.
 
   Nana, Hisa and Marisa are getting everyone fed. No one else got sick, so it couldn't be the chicken or pie. I'm just gonna lay here and die for a little while. 
 
   Mick took my pants out and rinsed them down. You know a man loves you when he'll rinse vomit out of your pants. It's a darn good thing that laundry’s getting done tomorrow. Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, January 13
 
   I feel okay this morning. I'm still weak, but I must get laundry done. 
 
   Mick and Soo lined the fire pit with rocks, started a fire, and let it burn down to coals. We have a bag of charcoal nearby so we can throw in a brick every now and then to keep the fire hot. 
 
   They used two railroad ties from our front flower bed, placing one on each side of the fire pit. They put one of the horse troughs on top of the railroad ties and filled it only a third of the way up with water because we're getting nervous about our water supply. 
 
   It's been over the fire for about half an hour and it’s warming up pretty fast. I should be able to start laundry in another half hour or so. The second trough is a third full of clear, cold, rinse water. 
 
   Mick has the clothes line strung and I have a bag of clothes pins and a bag of chip clips. You know, those clips you use to keep your chip bags closed? Yep, chip clips. You use what you've got and I've used chip clips for many things. 
 
   I'm sorting clothes, sipping coffee, and eating a few saltines while the laundry water gets warm. 
 
   The gang had cold cereal for breakfast and used the last of our goat milk. We are now milk-less for at least two weeks. 
 
   Several of our does are due to kid next week. It'll be a week after they kid before we use the milk. We usually wait two weeks but this year, we need the milk. We need to make sure the babies get enough as well. 
 
   I have enough goat feed to last a couple of months. Then, we'll need to loot barns for leftover hay and check the feed store 20 miles away. I pray there's something left.
 
   Mick, Soo, Jason, and Jeremy are headed out to take Jeremy to his own home this morning. I don't know if he'll return. 
 
   He thanked me profusely and says we saved his life. I told him that he saved his own life and we were just here to aid him in the task. I hope his family is okay and everything works out. 
 
   They took the truck and the Jeep. They're gonna check a couple of grocery stores while they're out. I hope they’ll find something good, but I'm not counting on it. I wanted to go but I don't feel strong enough and I have to get this stupid laundry done. Nana says Pop is running out of undies, and we can't have that!
 
   Soo has a book on traps and snares. He's gonna make a few this afternoon and set them out in the woods tonight. I hope we get a squirrel, or a rabbit, or a big ol' medium rare steak. We're going to be desperate for meat in a couple months.
 
   Carisa and Meredith are in the basement, organizing our food supplies. 
 
   Jeremy put together all the shelves that Mick and Jason brought home and there's room for more. Carisa said she’ll allow Amber and Caleb to help by bringing cans and boxes to them one at a time. That way she won't have to carry anything heavy and can organize shelf by shelf.
 
   I'm off for my first laundry experiment. See ya later.
 
    
 
   8:30 AM... 
 
   Nana came out, all bundled up, to help me with the laundry. She says she's going nuts not walking on her treadmill every day and she needs some serious exercise. My only fear is that she'll work me under the table.
 
   I dipped out a bucket of warm water, poured it in an old washtub, and started scrubbing undies. A little over 30 minutes later the water was cold and my hands were so numb that I could barely feel them. 
 
   I came inside to warm my hands by the fire while Nana gathers up two pair of those expensive gloves that fit like a second skin. She's also looking for two pair of yellow dishwashing gloves that come up to the elbows. She thinks we can put the expensive gloves on, and put the yellow dish gloves over them. I'm willing to try it. 
 
   I'm headed to the motorhome to see if she found the gloves. My hands hurt now that they're gettin' the warm back in 'em.
 
   11:30 AM... 
 
   The world has gone crazy.
 
   Nana and I finished one and a half loads of laundry before we heard vehicles flying up the driveway and a lot of yelling at the front of the house. We left our second load of laundry in the rinse water and headed around front to see what all the commotion was about..
 
   Soo has been shot.
 
   The bullet went through the meaty part of his upper arm. It went in one side and out the other. The exit wound is worse than the entry wound. 
 
   The men carried him in the house to the dining room table. Hisa came running up the hill to see what all the yelling was about as the men were carrying him in. She told Mick she needed whatever medical supplies we had. 
 
   Mick grabbed a tote of bandages and other supplies. He placed it on the buffet beside the table. Hisa yelled for alcohol, so I quickly ran to the bathroom, grabbed a bottle, and brought it to her.
 
   Her hands were moving so fast that I had trouble keeping up. She went into that tote and grabbed all sorts of stuff. She grabbed a clean dish towel and began cleaning the wound while ignoring Soo's screams of pain. I think she was talking to herself while she was working because her lips kept moving but no sound came out. 
 
   She cleaned the wounds, smeared antibiotic ointment on both, and sent Meredith down to their motorhome for a bag of medications. 
 
   While Meredith was gone, Hisa stitched up the wounds with the only sewing needle I could find. She bandaged and taped up the parts of Soo's arm that were now ventilated and wrapped gauze around his arm several times. 
 
   Meredith came back with the bag. Hisa dug through it, grabbed a pill bottle, took two pills out, shoved them in Soo's mouth and screamed at him to "swallow them!" She stood up from her crouch over Soo… and fainted.
 
   We went into a frenzy again. Jason lifted Hisa off the floor and laid her on the couch. I grabbed a cool, wet washcloth and placed it on her forehead. Her eyes fluttered open a few seconds later. "I don't know what happened" she said. "I stood up and went right out, probably from the stress of seeing Soo hurt." The third year resident in her was coming back to the forefront. 
 
   We sat her up, and Carisa heated enough water over the fire for tea. We practically had to force Hisa to sit there for a few minutes, sipping tea, before we let her go back to Soo. He was still lying on the table and was out like a light. Mick and Jeremy were watching over him. 
 
   Hisa was worried about the mess she made and began picking up boxes and wrappers until Marisa told her she would take care of it. Hisa looked grateful and went back to Soo.
 
   I told Hisa that I didn't think it would be a good idea to send Soo back to the motorhome for his body to heal and fight the cold at the same time. I thought we should put him on the sofa bed in our living room and she could sleep on a thick pallet on the floor. Meredith could sleep in Carisa's room.
 
   
  
 

Marisa reminded us a couple days ago that there was still propane in her huge tank behind the house trailer, and the trailer has a large propane heater in the living room. The oven also uses propane.
 
   She suggested they stay in her house trailer and turn on the heater. I'm more than worried about that since the trailers close to the road. Hisa wants to take her chances. 
 
   Jason went down and turned on the heater. The place was warming up nicely when the men carried Soo down there. Hisa and Meredith grabbed bedclothes from their motorhome and went to the house trailer. 
 
   The pills Hisa gave Soo were pain pills, and she has several more, so he'll be gettin' some sleep over the next few days. 
 
   She’s putting him on an antibiotic regimen to ward off any bacteria that may be lurking. I told her I'd have one of the guys bring down a tote of the antibiotics we got from Walgreens and she can go through it to look for what she needs. I'm praying that Soo will be okay. Hisa says it was a clean through-and-through shot and the only thing she's really worried about is infection.
 
   Jeremy was in severe emotional pain. He sat on the floor and didn't want to move. He asked Marisa and Jason if he could build a fire at Caleb's house and stay there tonight. They said it was fine. 
 
   I reminded him that the windows haven't been boarded up, but he didn't seem to care. He's already headed over there. I believe he wants to be alone for the rest of the day.
 
   We all looked at each other. No one really wanted lunch except for the kids and Pop. Nana said she’d fix PB&J sandwiches in the motorhome and the rest of us should stay in front of the fire and gather ourselves before going on to other tasks.
 
   Marisa cleaned the table and floor with bleach, then she joined Mick, Jason, and me in front of the fireplace and they told us what happened. I'll type it out for you later tonight, but right now I have to get back to the laundry and do what I can. 
 
   I feel a little woozy and sick. I'll grab a few more saltines and my coffee thermos on the way out. I don't wanna go back out there, and I feel like I'm about to call Ralph, but it has to be done. Thank goodness Jason, Marisa, and Nana are able to help.
 
    
 
   9:30 PM... 
 
   Nana and Carisa made little veggie pizzas for supper. They used Bisquick and home canned tomato sauce. They opened cans of spinach, carrots, corn, green beans, and diced tomatoes. They sprinkled the last bag of mozzarella I had in the freezer over the top of the veggies and baked them in Nana's motorhome oven. Those little pizzas were yummy! We had sliced peaches to go along with them. I ate like a horse. I'm feeling much better after having a good meal. 
 
   Mick took Pop back home this afternoon and they brought back a couple of propane canisters, several cases of canned food, a ton of Nana and Pop's clean clothes, and Pop's F350 truck. 
 
   Pop's happy for the moment, but he says those are the last of the propane canisters and we'd better start thinking about how we're gonna cook and eat. I told him we could cook on Marisa's gas stove in the trailer. He said "Nana's not gonna stay that close to the road for any length of time." That means I'd lose our number one cook unless... Mick needs to get that cook stove. He needs to get it, like, yesterday.
 
   We got almost all of the laundry done. It's hanging all over the house and back porch because it started raining. We had to grab everything off the line before we ran in the house. 
 
   We brought it all in 'cause Mick said that it would freeze overnight and not lose any moisture. The weight could pull the clothes line down. I decided I was not gonna pick up clean laundry out of the dirt and wash it again. So, it looks like a clothing store threw up in here. I'll finish the remaining laundry tomorrow morning if it isn't raining.
 
   If you want to see something funny, watch a big, tall, burly guy with ill-fitting yellow dish gloves try to ring out clothes and hang them on a line. That's all I'm saying about that, Jason!
 
   Hisa and Meredith didn't come up for supper. Hisa threw together something from their motorhome on Marisa's gas stove. Carisa begged me to allow her to spend the night down there in the warmth. I told her there was no way I was allowing her to stay in that trailer so close to the road with its thin walls. So, Meredith is staying up here tonight and they're in Carisa's room, hanging their clean, damp, undies all over the place to dry. They’ve become "BFF's," which stands for "Best Friends Forever." 
 
   Carisa was mortified when Caleb came walking into the living room with a pair of her panties on his head. I thought she was gonna breathe fire and scorch us all for laughing.
 
   Merry and Carisa don't want anyone to see their underwear. They plan to keep it out of the public eye (snort). I told them they'd be better off hanging it out here where the fireplace is going, or in Marisa's trailer since the heat is on, but Soo and Hisa might "see" it and we can't have that! At this point, I don't care where my underwear’s hangin’ as long as it’s clean and I get to change it often. 
 
   I'm having a rough time staying awake but I want to type out what happened and how Soo got shot. I may be brief in my story telling. Please forgive an old woman if she's plum tuckered out and propping her eyelids open with toothpicks.
 
    
 
   It took 20 minutes to get to Jeremy's house. Mick parked in the driveway and Jason parked on the side of the road. Mick was standing behind the open driver’s side door and yelling "Hello!" towards the house. Jeremy was out of the truck and would have headed straight into the house if Mick hadn't motioned him back.
 
   Soo climbed out of the Jeep because he noticed something blue in the ditch. He thought it looked like clothing, so he went for a better look. 
 
   There was a girl lying in the ditch with her throat slit from ear to ear. The wound was gaping open. She also had a bullet hole in her left temple and looked like she's been dead at least two days. Soo yelled for Jeremy to come over and look to see if he knew her. It was Jeremy's younger sister, Brittany. She was only seventeen. 
 
   Jeremy fell on his knees beside her body. Then he stood and faced the house. His face was red as fire and he had his teeth clenched in a grimace. He took two steps toward the house. 
 
   Soo was reaching to grab him and hold him back. A gunshot rang out and Mick saw Soo grabbed his own arm and double over. Several more shots followed and one pinged off the top of the S10. 
 
   Jason pushed Jeremy down in the ditch, stuffed Soo inside the jeep, and crawled over him to the driver’s side. Mick was squatting behind the driver side door of the S10 and reaching in for the Benelli when a male voice yelled from the front door of the house. 
 
   "Get back in your cars and get outa here!” the voice said. 
 
   "This is my house and I'm trying to find my family" Jeremy shouted from the ditch. "It ain't your house anymore. Your family got infected 'n dead, an' we're livin' here now!" the voice shouted back. 
 
   Another shot rang out and Mick noticed a man standing at the corner of the house with a long gun in his hand. He looked up and saw another long barrel sticking out a second story window.
 
   Mick decided it was best to get out of there immediately. None of them were trained for a shootout and Soo was already hit. 
 
   He crawled in the driver’s seat, backed out, and motioned for Jason to follow. Jeremy crawled out of the ditch and into the back-seat of the Jeep. Jason said that Soo screamed and Jeremy cried the entire time it took to get home. They came flying home on a wing and a prayer.
 
   You know the rest of the story.
 
   I’m exhausted and ready to fall asleep in this chair. I’m headed to bed to lie down and pray for Soo.
 
   Bye for now.
 
   Tuesday, January 14 
 
   I put off finishing the laundry for a more important task.
 
   I allowed everyone to eat the remaining pastries for breakfast. I wanted to try for the cook stove after breakfast. I was so focused on getting the stove that I blew off making something hot. They ate every one of those pastries and smacked their lips afterward. I wanted them in a good mood and hyped up on sugar for stove wranglin'.
 
   We did it, by golly. 
 
   It took me, Mick, Jason, Marisa, Carisa, Merry, Pop, Jeremy, and Hisa, but we got the cook stove loaded onto our little trailer and all the way into the house. I won't say it was pretty to watch, but we did it. My back hurts a lot. Don't tell Mick. 
 
   We can't use the stove 'til Mick gets the wall bricked up and the base in place. Then, Pop will get the ventilation pipe installed. They're gonna work on it all day and we can use it in a day or two. 
 
   Mick's using square stepping stones from Mr. Peterson's walkway to build the base and bricks from the shed at Caleb's house to build the wall. We have several bags of quick-Crete in the basement. Mick says there's more than enough to get the job done. 
 
   Pop said that everything they need to run the ventilation pipe was in the shed with the stove, but he needs "flashing." Mick said they’d take flashing from a business up the road. I have no clue what that means and I don't care. I'm a southern lady, and only our men folk know about cook stove flashing. Anyway, it better be done right and as fast as possible.
 
   At this time, they're measuring, sorting, hammering, cutting, and sawing. 
 
   I'm in my bedroom on this computer, trying to block out the noise and pray my back starts to feel better. I'm happy that the cook stove is up here. 
 
   Before we move it in place, Nana and I will clean it thoroughly. It was a pain to get that beast in the door.
 
   Nana said that both lunch and supper will be a huge stockpot of hamburger soup and a loaf of buttered bread. Carisa says I have almost three cases of hamburger soup downstairs, canned and ready to open and heat. That sounds good to me.
 
   Nana seems sad today. I think she's worrying over my sister again. I'm with her there. I wish they were here and safe with us.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   The hamburger soup was delicious, if I do say so myself. I licked my bowl clean.
 
   Mick noticed that I'm walking all hunched over and not in the screaming excited mood he expected to see when the cook stove got here. He sent me to lie down and rest my back until supper. 
 
   Marisa and Jason said they’ll gather up the dry laundry, fold it, and put it away. They'll also finish up what's left outside. I told them they could hang it on the line since the rain has stopped.
 
   I noticed today that we're all losing weight. I'm sure it's from the extra work we're doing. We need to be more careful about making sure we eat enough to maintain us. I could stand to lose a few pounds but I can't go out and buy a new wardrobe and neither can anyone else. 
 
   Jason has been splitting wood every day, and he looks like he's lost the most weight of us all. I'll talk to Nana and figure out how to get more calories into our diet so we don't keep tightening our belts.
 
   Jason still plans to head out tomorrow and look for his son. He'll take Marisa's Saturn since it gets a lot better gas mileage than his Dodge. His ex-wife lives only 50 miles away but he needs to be cautious. He'll take enough food for three days and two of our five-gallon gas cans full of gas. He's taking Mr. Winchester and his Smith &Wesson as well. 
 
   Mick wanted to find some kind of two way radio before Jason pulled out, but we haven't been able to go to town and look for anything. We'll be expecting Jason back within one week. Keep your fingers crossed.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   I'm hurting. I can't sleep and I can't sit in this chair. I'll just say that supper was good. 
 
   Mick and Pop finished the base and wall for the cook stove. We'll have to wait ‘til it dries before placing the cook stove on top. They also got the wall ready for the ventilation pipe and plan to go get the flashing tomorrow.
 
   I'm headed out to the couch with a warm blanket, a book, and pain medicine on board.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, January 15
 
   My back hurts so bad that I don't know what to do.
 
   Mick and Pop went out and got flashing today. They also brought home a huge, above-ground pool and a several long pieces of 6" PVC pipe.
 
   I had oatmeal for breakfast and PB&J for lunch.. 
 
   Marisa's in a foul mood because Jason left this morning. She brought breakfast and lunch in for me. Carisa came by and picked up my dirty dishes.
 
   Mick said Hisa told him that Soo’s feeling a little better today, but he is still in bed and in serious pain. Hisa’s keeping him grounded and taking care of him. Merry's still here with Carisa.
 
   They're gonna move the cook stove onto the base after Marisa and Nana get it cleaned. They'll get the ventilation pipe in after the stove is in place. I feel so guilty, not being able to help, but Mick won’t allow it and I can’t argue. I’m miserable.
 
   It's still cold outside and I can't tell if it's night or day unless I look at my watch or the computer clock. The boarded up windows make it pitch black in here. I don't like being alone all the time.
 
   I need to lie down 'cause I feel like I might throw up or pass out. My back is throbbing. It hurts so badly. I want to scream at the top of my lungs. I feel like my body is breaking in half. Won't someone just shoot me and put me out of my misery? Please, just shoot me right in the head!
 
   feel woozy now 
 
   somthig is happen 
 
   somone stab.
 
   i her shot. i need 
 
   i fad...
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, January 17.
 
   Okay, okay, I'm up. I'm not back to normal but I'm highly medicated and feeling pretty good. Pop found me, passed out cold in a pool of vomit beside the computer desk. He and Marisa put me in bed. Marisa was washing my face while Mick was running to the house trailer because we heard gunshots coming from that direction.
 
   Hisa was shooting with that little .22 LR when Mick arrived. He saw four HDI's heading toward her, sliding along the front of the trailer. Soo was yelling her name from the bedroom and she was focused on taking those stinkin' things out, so she didn’t answer him. 
 
   Mick jumped up on the porch beside her, and they took all of the HDI's out with the Benelli and Hisa's .22. 
 
   Hisa ran back inside to Soo and Mick went down to make sure all four HDI's would not rise again. He was positive they were done for and went in the trailer to find Soo laying on the floor in the hallway with Hisa in his arms. They were both crying.
 
   Hisa said she heard scratching noises on the outside of the trailer. She thought it might be Opie and Tig, but the noise sounded like something was sliding down the wall and getting closer to the front porch. She decided to grab the .22 and peek out the door. Then she saw them. She began shooting immediately and knew one of the men would come as soon as they heard the shots. 
 
   Soo is extremely grateful to Mick. He was scared outa his skin. He called her name over and over and when she didn't come, he threw himself out of the bed and crawled down the hallway.
 
   It’s seriously time to get started on the fence.
 
   Hisa examined me. She believes that I passed out from the pain, and that the nausea was caused by my pain medication and the fact that I didn’t eat supper. That doesn't surprise me a bit because it happened once before.
 
   Hisa and Soo decided to stay in the trailer. Hisa says it’s worth the risk to keep Soo warm while he heals. God, bless her! She has the guts of an American Marine. Pop says he'll "outfit that little girl with somethin' stronger than a .22."
 
   I wonder when Pop's going to run out of things to "outfit" people with. He carries a Springfield 30-06 and a Colt 1911 at all times He also has a walking cane with some type of bayonet as the handle. You better not mess with Pop.
 
   Jeremy helped Mick load up the HDI bodies in the bed of the S10 and carry them to a bare spot under some power lines down the road. They doused them with gasoline and lit them on fire. Mick hopes that none of them were the people we saw at the pull-off.
 
   Pop outfitted Jeremy this morning. He got a Marlin, same as mine, and a .38 Taurus. I'm gonna paint something on Marley with pink fingernail polish so we can tell the difference. I can hear Jeremy having target practice at Caleb's house right now. With all this pain medication on board, the gunshots aren't bothering me a bit, but Mick seems anxious for them to stop.
 
   I get to sit on the couch today. Amber and Caleb will wait on me hand and foot. I'm sure they'll draw lots of pictures and bring me things like pillows, blankets, and socks. I'm sure I'll be involved in a few hands of "Go Fish." 
 
   I don't wanna spend a lot time in the bedroom anymore. I get lonely in here 'cause nobody has the time to just sit with me. They're too busy doing their chores and mine as well.
 
   Nana says we’re having grilled cheese sandwiches for lunch. The bread we have left is threatening to go stale and we need to use it, or lose it.
 
   By the way, the cook stove looks awesome! We plan to fire it up for its first test tonight. We'll be heating chicken corn chowder and baking cornbread muffins to go with it. Marisa gets to make the first meal on the new cook stove and she wants to try a blueberry pie in the oven. We already have it thawing on the hearth.
 
   Nana plans to give it a whirl tomorrow. She wants to fry up the pork chops we got from Caleb's house and have potatoes and veggies to go with them. She also wants to make biscuits in a cast iron skillet on top of the stove. Go for it, Nana!
 
    
 
   11:00 AM... 
 
   I came in 'cause it's time to take my medicine and I wanted to check on a couple of long term storage food items that I almost forgot I have hidden under the bed. 
 
   I hear a car horn beeping and it's coming up the driveway. I'm using one of those walking canes we looted from Walgreens, and I guess I'll try to get myself to the door so I can see who it is.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   It was Jason, and he has a little red headed boy with him!
 
   Jason arrived at his ex's house and found it empty. He went inside and the house was a disaster. Things from the closets and cabinets were thrown all over the place and the beds were bare. There wasn’t a crumb of food to be found. He said he could smell the refrigerator without opening it, so he left it closed. 
 
   He looked down the hallway and saw huge black letters spray painted on the wall. The letters spelled out "We went to Bills." 
 
   Bill is the brother of Jason's ex-wife. Jason knew where Bill lived, and he headed that way.
 
   When he arrived, he saw six HDI's roaming around the front yard. They saw him and began heading toward him. He took them all out from the window of the Saturn. He said it was like shooting fish in a barrel. He got out of the Saturn and cautiously approached the house. He had to kick the door in to gain access. 
 
   When he walked in, he saw his ex-wife, his son, and "some motorcycle dude" coming down the ladder from the attic. "Took you long enough" his ex said. He gathered his son in his arms and held him tight.
 
   His ex-wife told him that she and Bruce, the motorcycle dude, were heading north on Bruce's bike and they couldn't take Michael. She said they had no way to keep him safe and nothing to feed him. 
 
   Jason said she looked like she had been feeding herself with some sort of "white powder." She was thin as a rail and had huge circles under her eyes. She was fidgeting, and couldn't stand still. 
 
   She told Jason to take Michael with him 'cause she wanted to "make sure he'd be safe and have enough to eat." She said "even though it is the hardest thing I ever done in my whole life, I'm gonna let 'im go so long as you promise he'll be took care of." Jason thought to himself "Yeah right, you sorry junkie."
 
   He turned and went straight to the car with Michael in his arms. He didn't even wait to see if Michael had any belongings he needed to take along. 
 
   As he was pulling out, he saw his ex-wife climbing into the motorcycle seat behind Bruce. "I hope you get eaten, you bitch," Jason thought to himself, and he pulled that little Saturn out and pointed it home. He didn't realize that he forgot to ask where Bill was until he was halfway home.
 
   The trip back was going fine until they came to a little town near the Interstate about halfway between here and Bill's house. He spotted a military convoy pulling off the Interstate ramp. There were approximately fifteen vehicles in the convoy and they were headed straight toward him. 
 
   He prayed they hadn't seen him and took a sharp right turn. He drove down the street and spotted an auto repair shop. He pulled the Saturn into the garage and pushed a tool box on wheels in front of it. He opened the Saturn's hood so it would look like it was in for repair.
 
   He grabbed Michael and headed down the hallway leading to the building entrance. The door was unlocked and they went inside.
 
   He and Michael spent the next three days camped out in the employee lounge of that shop. There were a couple of vending machines that hadn't been looted. He said there was enough junk food and soft drinks to hold someone over for a week. 
 
   He and Michael satisfied their sweet tooth, ate a few things from the backpack, and watched military vehicles tour the area. When twelve hours went by without any military vehicle driving past, or gunfire breaking the silence, Jason decided it was time to leave. 
 
   Michael snacked on chips and candy bars the entire way here. He looks a little pale, and he's shy, but I'm sure he'll come around. He was really dirty and his hair looked like it wasn’t washed since this mess started. Jason took him to the bathroom for a giant sized bird bath and hair washin'. Marisa says he can wear clothes from one of Caleb's older brothers. 
 
   Marisa and Jason are happy as larks. Now, they have three children to take care of. Lord, help 'em. They better get to work on Caleb's house 'cause we need the space.
 
   Jason says there's a white delivery truck lying on its side a couple miles down the road toward the Interstate. We plan to check that delivery truck as soon as we can.
 
   I'll write later. I'm headed back to the couch to watch the lighting of the wood cook stove. It's going to be a big event in this house. See ya later.
 
    
 
   5:30 PM... 
 
   Marisa was ready to start supper when we heard vehicles on the road near her house trailer.
 
   We saw a convoy of six military trucks. They're traveling slowly and I think they're looking for supplies as they pass. 
 
   Mick is having a conniption fit. He went to the house trailer and told Hisa not to have any lights on after dark. If she needs a light to care for Soo, she'll have to use a flashlight or candle and shut the door. She can't use one of the solar lanterns. The window in the bedroom where Soo is sleeping faces back towards our house. Light from the lantern would illuminate the hillside. 
 
   Mick says there isn't any more plywood, so they'll cover the windows of the house trailer with thick cardboard. Hisa says she'll tape it up herself.
 
   About a half-hour later we heard gunshots off in the distance. Mick decided not to investigate. It was getting dark and he wanted to stay close and make sure no light could be seen from the road.
 
   We'll have to be careful about what kind of wood we're burning because we don't want to send up smoke-signals. 
 
   We can't have target practice until we're sure that the convoy is out of the area. 
 
   We need to get the fence built and plant something to climb all over it to disguise Marisa's trailer and our property. Oh Lord, please don't let those military guys come to our home. We're scared and nervous.
 
    
 
   9:30 PM... 
 
   Supper was delicious! Marisa wants a cook stove at Caleb's house. We all groaned, remembering the effort it took to get the thing up here. Jason says she shall have it even if he has to check every house in the county. He's still beaming because he has his son. 
 
   He's thrilled that Marisa is willing to love and raise Michael as her own. I told him that anyone can have a baby, but it takes a parent to raise one. Being a parent doesn't mean you have to give birth to a child. It means that you’re the one who cleans up the diapers, bottles, and vomit, and gets them through potty training, middle school, high school, and college. A parent is the person who's proud to say "this is my son" or "this is my daughter." 
 
   He nodded, and I'm sure he knows exactly what I meant.
 
   Mick is a total grump. He's worried about the convoy, and the people in the pull-off, and getting the fence done, and finding a way to collect water, and Soo and Hisa in the trailer, and a hundred other things. We didn't talk to him tonight. No one wanted to get their head bitten off.
 
   He's sleeping now and I could reach out and touch him if I wanted to. I hope I don't startle him when I climb in bed.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, January 18
 
   Mick and Jason walked down to the pull-off this morning, before dawn, in the dark! I wish I could smack them both in the head! 
 
   I screamed for ten minutes that "they'd forgotten their responsibility to this family, and any member of this family who foolishly puts themselves in danger is selfish and taking a chance with the entire family's welfare, and if they had gotten killed it might have killed us too 'cause we couldn't make it without them, and now they made my back hurt worse 'cause I was all tensed up!"
 
   Mick was brave enough to say "no one would kill you because you'd come back and haunt them." He ducked after he said it.
 
   That was all it took for me to start screaming again. I wanted to throw something at them, but we need everything we've got. 
 
   He wrapped his arms around me and said he was just kidding He asked me to stop screaming before I called the National Guard or a mob of HDI's down on us. He said that, if I would "hush for a little while," I could meet the surprise he had waiting outside. That caught me off-guard so I tried to settle myself down. When they thought I was calm enough, they told me what they'd found.
 
   The three motorhomes at the pull-off had tags from various states north of here. One was Tennessee, one was Kentucky, and the third was South Dakota. Both motorcycles had tags from Virginia, and the white Chevy had tags from Florida.
 
   There was a pile of smoldering bodies about 50 feet from the camp. Mick couldn't tell if they were HDI's or non-infected folks because there wasn't much left. He says the air smells like burning flesh and caused him and Jason to gag a few times. 
 
   They decided to check out the vehicles and started with the Chevy truck. It was unlocked and the inside held a few empty beer cans and snack wrappers along with an ashtray full of cigarette butts. There was a road atlas on the seat and a picture of two older folks and four younger folks being used as a bookmark.
 
   In the truck camper was a fishing pole, tire jack, spare tire, and garbage. There were drag marks in the dust, like someone had pulled out something about the size of a laundry basket.
 
   They headed for the pop-up camper and found an unmade bed with a blanket and a couple of pillows. There was various newspapers on the floor, a couple of western novels, and another filled ashtray. A pair of jeans and a few shirts were laying on the little couch. There was an assortment of normal, everyday stuff and small appliances lying here and there. They could tell the camper had been searched. 
 
   They abandoned the camper and headed to the motorhome with Kentucky tags. It was completely dark inside, so Mick switched on his flashlight. As soon as he stepped up on the first step a young, female voice said "If you come any closer, I'll kill you." He just about jumped outa his skin.
 
   "We won't hurt you" he said. "We live right up the road. We drove by here the other day and noticed your camp." There were a few uncomfortable seconds of silence before she replied. "How do I know you're tellin' the truth?" she asked. 
 
   Mick could hear nervousness in her shaky voice. He pointed the flashlight around the room until he found her. She seemed ready to defend herself. "You don't know" he said, "All I can do is promise you that we’re good people and won't hurt you. My wife and kids are up at the house, and this is my daughter's boyfriend.” He motioned toward Jason. “My granddaughter's up there too, and there's a couple other people we helped. We might be able to help you." 
 
   She sighed, dropped her arm, and walked towards him. She stopped half-way and stared.
 
   She moved like a scared rabbit. Every little move he or Jason made startled her, and she couldn't stop jerking her head in every direction, looking for threats.
 
   "We're gonna step out here in the moonlight and if you wanna come out and talk, we'd like to hear what happened" Mick told her. He motioned for Jason to step back and they both backed away from the motorhome and waited to see if she'd come out.
 
   She stepped out with her arm lowered and a death grip on the knife in her hand. She looked them over two or three times each and seemed to relax a little. She sighed again, eased her death grip on the knife, and began telling them what had happened.
 
   "My name’s Diane Ruske" she said. "My mom died last year from colon cancer. Dad and I were the only ones left in our family." 
 
   She pulled one of the lawn chairs over to the table and sat down. She placed the knife on the table top and rested her hand beside it while Mick and Jason dragged over lawn chairs for themselves. 
 
   "We was headed back to Kentucky after spending Christmas at the beach" she said as she toyed with the knife on the table. "We was runnin' on fumes so we pulled off the highway to get gas at the truck stop. Dad went in to pay 'cause and the cashier said there wasn't any gas and we'd have to go somewhere else. There was no way we could make it somewhere else." 
 
   She stretched her feet out in front of her and leaned back in the chair. "We didn't understand what was happening. We don't listen to the radio, we just listen to CD's. Dad bought a couple Diet Coke's and came back to the motorhome to tell me what the man said."
 
   She leaned forward and looked at Mick to try and determine whether or not he believed her. "We saw two motorhomes at the back of the parking lot. There was two men and a woman, and three little kids standing beside 'em. Dad drove the motorhome back there and we got out to see if they knew what was goin' on." She adjusted in her chair a little, wiped her hand across her face, and kept talking. 
 
   "They told us the world was fallin' apart. Martial law was called and people was lootin' and riots in the cities. No one was able to get gas and the food was gone from the grocery stores. The military was taking teenagers away to fight in a new war."
 
   "While we was talking to them, a pick-up truck pulled in the parkin' lot and some guys ridin' in the back started bustin’ out the windows in front." She continued her story. 
 
   "Dad said we needed to get back in the motorhome and be quiet, so we did. There was people driving all around the parking lot. Two motorcycles came back where we were and went behind the motorhomes. A lot of people were bustin' out windows and goin' inside to grab food or whatever. After a couple hours, the parkin' lot was empty 'cept us, and a white truck with a camper that was parked beside the gas pumps. There was a few empty cars there too." She started crying but wouldn't let Mick comfort her.
 
   "We wanted to go outside and talk to the people in the motorhomes, but cars kept comin' in the parking lot, drivin' around, and pullin' back out again. Dad didn't wanna go out there while there was cars drivin' around. After a couple more hours, it was gettin' dark and there wasn't any more cars comin' in, so we got out of the motorhome. The other folks was already out and standing around back, talking to the motorcycle guys and the guy with the white truck." She stopped and paused.
 
   She asked Mick if he had any water, and he didn't. I could smack him in the head for not taking his backpack. 
 
   Jason had a half-empty water bottle in his coat pocket. He pulled it out and gave it to her. She swallowed every drop in four swallows and continued her story. 
 
   "We all agreed that we needed to get away from the gas station. We told 'em that we didn't have enough gas to get out of the parkin' lot, so one of the motorcycle guys cut the air hose loose from the little machine you use to air up your tires, and he got some gas out of a truck in the parkin' lot into a big soda bottle. He poured it in our tank and went back to get more. He did it three more times, then he couldn't get any more to come out." Her head was down and she seemed tired, but kept on talking. 
 
   "We went inside the gas station to see if there was anything left. We found a few candy bars and two cola's that were rolling around on the floor. Nearly all the cigarettes were gone and Mr. Hames, that's the guy in the white truck, took what was left. Everyone was getting nervous, so we took what we had and got outa there. When we saw this spot, we thought it would be a good place to make camp. We thought there would be safety in numbers, ya know, and we tried to park our motorhomes and the camper in a circle."
 
   She stood and stretched her arms above her head. "We all had some food and water in our motorhomes, and the guy in the white truck had some food in his camper. We dug a hole for the fire and Mr. Hames built the wood thing to go over it. Mr. and Mrs. Talley had a big, heavy pot in their motorhome, so we used that to cook food when we run out of gas for the stoves."
 
   "The kids belonged to Mr. and Mrs. Talley. They was comin' back from Mississippi and headin' for the hills because of all the bad news. They was in Mississippi to see Mr. Talley's folks for Christmas.
 
   “Amos Pickens was the guy in the other motorhome. He was goin' to Florida to retire 'cause the weather’s warm and the cold weather up north bothers his arthritis.
 
   “The motorcycle guys was Tyler and Jacob. They mostly kept to themselves. I don't know where they came from or where they was going. They was both really nice. We were doing okay 'til yesterday." She was fidgeting again.
 
   "I went off in the trees on the other side of the road 'cause I needed to go to the bathroom. When I was done and ready to go back, a buncha army guys pulled in. I squatted down behind the bushes. I couldn't hear what they were sayin' but it sounded like they was yellin' orders, ya know, like they do in the army shows on TV?”
 
   “They were tryin' to take Mr. Talley, Tyler, and Jacob and put 'em in the back of a big truck with a green top on it. Tyler pulled out this knife and was tryin' to stab the army guys. Mrs. Talley started yellin' and hittin' the army guy who had ahold of Mr. Talley. 
 
   "Mr. Pickens looked like he was gonna be sick, and he sat down in one of the chairs. Dad was trying to say somethin' to one of the army guys, and was walking over to him. Mr. Hames was headin' toward his truck, tryin' to be sneaky about it. Tyler was still fightin' and tryin' to stab 'em. Jacob started fightin' too, and he got an army guy on the ground and was punchin' him in the face. Mrs. Talley was still screamin' and kickin' and the kids was tryin' to kick the army guys too. Mr. Talley was tryin' to get Mrs. Talley and the kids to stop. Some of the army guys were yellin' and tryin' to get Mrs. Talley away from the army guy who had Mr. Talley. Then, three of the army guys pulled these big guns off their back and started shootin'. They shot everyone, includin' Mrs. Talley and the kids, and Dad too." 
 
   Tears were rolling down her cheeks and Mick said she was staring him straight in the eye. He said he felt a little sick. He was relieved when she finally looked away. He thought she was finished, but she wasn’t.
 
   "I crunched down behind the bushes and watched to see what else they was gonna do. I wanted to run to Dad, but they shot him in the head and I knew he was dead. They shot all of 'em in the head." She had to stop and gather herself. 
 
   "They took all the bodies back in the field and lit 'em on fire. It was awful. I didn't want 'em to burn Dad, but I was afraid to go talk to 'em." She looked to Mick for assurance that she'd done the right thing. He nodded.
 
   "They took all the food and water, and they looked in Mr. Hames' truck and took some stuff out of the back and some stuff out of his camper too. They left outa here and went that way. I snuck over here and saw the moon shinin' on Tyler's knife, so I picked it up and went in the motorhome. It was dark, but I didn't go to sleep. I just kept sittin' there and thinking about Dad and them little kids. It felt like it was dark forever. Next thing I know, you guys was coming in the motorhome. I was afraid you was the army guys coming back."
 
   Diane dropped her shoulders and laid her head on the table. She started sobbing. Mick went over to put an arm around her shoulders. She stood up, buried her face in his chest, and kept on sobbing. He told her she was safe now and that we would take care of her. She finally agreed to come back to the house with Mick and Jason. They got here just as the sun was rising over the trees.
 
   Who are those people in the military uniforms and vehicles? For the life of me, I can't imagine our own military stealing food and killing American citizens that are healthy and not infected. It just doesn't sit right. It has to be something else... It just has to be.
 
   Diane’s a black teenager. Her skin almost glows. She has beautiful brown eyes and long black hair. She still looks very young but you can tell she's going to mature into a beautiful woman. She's taller than me and kinda chunky. 
 
   She has sad, haunted eyes that look older than they should. She has a couple scrapes on her arms and a burn on her left pointer finger. We cleaned them and put burn cream, along with a band aid, on the finger. 
 
   I made a bowl of oatmeal and she ate a good bit of it. She's asleep on the futon in Mick's office. Every once in a while, I hear her cry out in her sleep. God bless this poor child. She's only eighteen years old and she's been through a lot in the past year with her mother passing away. Now, she's lost her Dad. My heart hurts for her. If she'll let us, we'll try to keep her safe. 
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   I made powdered egg and bacon biscuits with grits on the side for lunch. No one complained. 
 
   Diane came out of the office for lunch, but mostly she just pushed food around on her plate while I introduced her to everyone. After lunch, she went to lay on the futon again. I know she's a physical and emotional wreck. Only time will ease her pain.
 
   Jeremy didn't come for lunch. He was boarding up windows at Caleb's house and didn't wanna turn loose. 
 
   We're all looking forward to Nana's pork chops tonight. She's making real mashed potatoes to go with them.
 
   Hisa says she and Soo will be here for supper tonight. Yay! I'm so glad Soo is healing and getting back on his feet.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   Nana's pork chops were out of this world. Pop and Mick ate two each. She fried them in lard. That'll add some fat to our diet. 
 
   There's a lot of mashed potatoes left, and Nana said she'll fry them like pancakes for breakfast tomorrow morning. She'll do it on the cook stove 'cause Pop's been turning off the propane in the motorhome during the day.
 
   Everyone was here for supper. The kids were buck wild 'til they got warm in front of the fireplace and got their little bellies full.
 
   Soo looks great! Hisa said she's weaning him off the pain medications because she doesn't want him to get addicted. He seemed like his old self (what little I know of him before he got shot). He's looking forward to getting back to work and helping Mick put up a fence. An hour after supper, he started getting tired, so Hisa took him back down the hill. I stepped outside to have a cigarette and heard her talking sweet, like a new girlfriend, as she held his good arm and led him down the driveway.
 
   When Jeremy saw Diane I thought he might have to pick his jaw up off the floor and wipe drool from it. That boy looked like he was smitten. They sat close together and talked quietly through supper. A little while later, Diane got up and went back to the futon. I'll stick my head in there before I crawl in with Mick, just to make sure she has enough blankets. 
 
   My back is sore, but much better than it was. Mick's already asleep and snoring quietly. He says he'll be working on the water situation tomorrow. 
 
   He's sending Jason and Jeremy back to TSC to pick up the rolls of fencing they left. They'll take Jason's Dodge and the flatbed trailer. Mick said he forgot to check the back of the warehouse area for propane canisters, so they'll check on that as well.
 
   Pop plans to work on a greenhouse idea he has. He thinks he remembers how to build it and can use small PVC pipe and clear plastic that we have in the barn loft. He said it's called a "hoop house." 
 
   He said it's time to start planting and growing early crop seedlings. Most of them need to grow in a greenhouse until after the last frost, but we can put some cold weather stuff straight in the ground right now. The only problems is that we don't have a garden spot ready. I told him to start planting them in my flower beds, around the hedges and roses. He said "sounds like a plan." 
 
   Jeremy said all the herbs and flowers at Caleb's house look dead but there's a big patch of sun chokes (Jerusalem Artichokes) in one of the garden beds. The stems and leaves are dead but the root tubers should be good. I've heard about sun chokes. They look kinda like small potatoes. They're supposed to taste like water chestnuts. I'll go over there as soon as I get a chance and check them out. 
 
   I know we can eat dandelions and dollar weed, but none of that is up and growing. I have a book on mushrooms that has pictures of poisonous and non-poisonous varieties, so I'll pull that out for studying. I wonder what Mick would say if I served him a weed salad.
 
   I'm gonna check on Diane before I jump into my own bed. Tomorrow's laundry day again, and I'm not looking forward to it, but I refuse to let that pile get back up to my knees.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, January 19,
 
   Nix the laundry and the water situation plans. 
 
   Mick sat straight up in bed last night and said "she didn't say anything about the restaurant." 
 
   There's a restaurant at the big truck stop. The entrance is near the back of the convenience store and through a little hallway, past the bathrooms. There's a payphone and a couple of newspaper boxes along with an ancient Pac-man machine in the hallway. 
 
   Diane didn't mention anything about the restaurant when she told Mick what had happened. We asked her about it this morning and she didn't even know it was there.
 
   We finished our breakfast in a hurry and Mick hooked up the flatbed trailer to Jason's Dodge. We took the Jeep, the S10, and the Dodge. We were going to loot that restaurant. The entire way there I prayed that the military convoy had missed it. I prayed hard.
 
   We saw the white delivery truck Jason had mentioned and decided to wait 'til we were on our way back to check it out.
 
   The front of the truck stop is a mess. There’s cars and trucks abandoned in the parking lot, and most of them have their windows busted. A couple of them have bullet holes through their shattered windshields. They're parked all willy-nilly, with no rhyme or reason.
 
   The inside of the convenience store, and the garage area on front of the building, is destroyed. There's no food left in the coolers or on the shelves. 
 
   There's plenty of motor oil, windshield wiper fluid, air gauges, magazines, and stuff like that. Mick said "take all the motor oil," so we did. He said we also need to take all the tools from the garage, but we'd get them later. He wanted to get to the restaurant first. 
 
   I saw a pretty little crystal dragonfly on one of those standing displays near the counter. I stood there, wondering how it made it through the destruction and chaos. I wanted to take it, but I didn't.
 
   We headed to the back of the store and crowded into the little hallway that leads to the restaurant. The doors were closed, and there was a big ol' chain wrapped through the door handles with a big ol' padlock holding it together. Mick turned, and the group parted like God parted the red sea, so he could go back to the truck and get the bolt cutters. We held our breath while he was gone (not really).
 
   Right as that big ol' padlock snapped we heard a crash from the front of the store. Mick whispered, telling us to get down on the floor and be quiet while he and Jason checked to see what was going on. Not even a full minute after they left, we heard Jason yell "IT'S A MOB!" 
 
   "GET UP HERE AND SHOOT!" Mick hollered.
 
   I felt like my heart had jumped into my throat. I led the way for the rest of us as we ran, with pistols raised, straight to the front where Mick and Jason were aiming and firing as fast as they could into a big crowd of HDI's. Two HDI's had already made it into the store and were crashing through the aisles toward us. A third was almost over the windowsill behind the sales counter. Marisa and I aimed our Glock 17's and took those monsters out.
 
   We turned to the front and joined the shooting spree. It was Mick, Jason, Jeremy, Marisa, Hisa, and me. We took down a total of twenty-two HDI's and we didn't get a scratch on us. After we were sure that they were all dead for good, Hisa fainted.
 
   Maybe I was being insensitive, but I knew Hisa was gonna be fine. I told Mick to put her in the back-seat of the Jeep and get us into the restaurant, and to "hurry it up."
 
   As soon as we opened those big metal doors the smell hit us. Their last buffet was already growing mold, and it stank. We looked around and could plainly see that the place had gone undiscovered. 
 
   We all shouted various "hoorahs," jumped up and down, and gave each other high fives. Marisa was doing that dance where you move your fists around in a circle while she sang "oh ye-ah, it's your birthday, gonna partay, gonna e -eat." I had to stop jumping, because of my back, but I was no less excited than the rest of 'em. I hoped that the kitchen and storage area wouldn't disappoint us.
 
   Jeremy, Jason, and Mick went out to the vehicles and drove them around to the back door entrance so we wouldn't have far to travel while loading.
 
   Mick had to cut another big ol' padlock from another big ol' chain on the back door before we could open it.
 
   The big sign that hangs above the back door entrance was laying upside down on the pavement. It used to read "Jack's Grill," now it reads "J k ri l." 
 
   Mick said that Hisa was sitting up, holding her head in her hands, in the back-seat of the Jeep when they went to pull it around. He opened the door to make sure she was alright and she looked at him and said "owww what happen my head?" He told her "you passed out again." She said "owww sorry," and Mick told her to lay down while we loaded the booty..
 
   Mick sent Jeremy to the front of the station to stand watch and let us know if any danger approached. The rest of us headed to the kitchen and storage areas.
 
   It was a glorious sight. There was food, rotting in pans on the stoves and counter tops, but there were unopened, #10 sized cans stacked on the shelves.
 
   We got green beans, carrots, corn, peas, stewed tomatoes, diced tomatoes, tomato sauce, squash, pumpkin, beef stew, chili, sweet potatoes, nacho cheese, spinach, turnip greens, black olives, crushed pineapple,, canned ham, fruit cocktail, canned potatoes, apple halves, peaches, prunes (ick), pear halves, pesto, cherries in jars, olives in jars, and sun dried tomatoes in jars.
 
   We got a few smaller cans of tuna, chunk chicken, canned shrimp, and imitation crab meat. There were assorted packets of dry gravy mix, dry dip mix, and dry sauce mix. There were boxes of cake mixes, pie crust mixes, pizza crust mixes, muffin mixes, cake frosting, graham crackers, Jell-O, and several boxes of Ritz crackers.
 
   There was 200+ pounds of self-rising flour, 50 pounds of grits, an opened 25 pound bag of powdered sugar, 150 pounds of white sugar with one of the bags three-quarters full, 150 pounds of biscuit mix, 75 pounds of pancake mix, 75 pounds of white rice, 75 pounds of cornmeal, an opened 50 pound bag of cornbread dressing mix, and 100 pounds of regular cornbread mix.
 
   There was lemon juice, vinegar, salad dressing, mayo, ketchup, mustard, cooking oil, cooking spray, 50 pounds of potato's that have started sprouting from the eye's but-who-cares, and 30 pounds of onions that are also sprouting.
 
   We got all sorts of pasta, pasta sauces, gravies, honey, syrup, steak sauce, salt, pepper, and other seasonings. We got lard, lard, and more lard.
 
   Jason opened the freezer and the smell actually wasn't too bad, or we had already gotten used to it by that time. We got six-dozen eggs and close to 20 pounds of margarine. I know I've forgotten things, but I'm sure Caria will bring me a complete inventory sheet if she ever gets finished counting all this stuff. I'm just shaking my head, thinking about all the meat that was ruined in that freezer. No tellin' how much was in there.
 
   Jason asked Mick why the stuff in freezers had thawed out, 'cause we haven't had any warm weather. Mick said it's because we've only had a few days of below freezing temps, and the sun is heating up the buildings by shining on the roofs and siding, and coming in the windows. There was probably a lot of heat left inside when the power went out.
 
   We loaded the back of the jeep, the flatbed trailer, and the bed of the S10 with enough food to last at least two months. If we stretch it with the food I already have stored, we might get four months out of it. We're feeding a lot of mouths.
 
   Mick, Jason and Jeremy used yards of rope, and dozens of bungee cords, to tie everything down. They put two tarps over the flatbed, ran the ropes underneath the trailer to the other side, and tied them down tight so nothing would fall off.
 
   Jeremy had to shoot another HDI at the far end of the parking lot as we were leaving. We went past the wrecked delivery truck without stopping. 
 
   The entire group is unloading the booty into the basement. I'm in here under the influence of a pain pill, typing on this computer, and putting an ice pack on my back. See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   Nana made a huge pot of rice and we heated up a #10 can of beef stew to put over it for lunch. It was delicious. 
 
   Nana says that Diane has been stuck like glue to her all day. Diane says Nana is "prissy," and reminds her of her Grandmother. Nana just smiled and shooed us out of her way.
 
   Mick believes the HDI's are attracted to sound because they weren't at the truck stop until we started making noise. He and Jason think they came out of the tall grass covering a big field to the right.
 
   Pop made a greenhouse while we were gone. It's only 6x8' but it looks cool! He says we need at least two more just like it. Jeremy told him he would help build them later and asked if Pop would help him build one at Caleb's house. Pop says we have plenty of plastic, pipe, and concrete blocks, so, why not?
 
   Jeremy has almost all the bottom floor windows at Caleb’s house boarded up. Marisa says she's waiting for a cook stove before they move in. Jason told her she was just "making excuses," and they’re gonna move in before spring, cook stove or no cook stove.
 
   Mick, Jason, and Jeremy are headed back to the truck stop to pick up three 100 lb propane tanks that Mick saw behind the grill area. Oh, how I wish we could use some of our precious water to heat up and take showers in Pop's motorhome!
 
   They'll also grab any tools they think they need from the garage. They'll stop at the wrecked delivery truck on the way back. I'm a little nervous for them, but Mick says someone will be keeping watch the entire time.
 
   I told him we'll have to make another trip soon. We need to grab all the paper goods from the restaurant. 
 
   Diane asked Mick if there was any way she could get her motorhome and park it near Caleb's house. He told her that he’d figure it out later, but he was sure we could make it happen. 
 
   She's eighteen years old. We can't tell her not to live in her motorhome or where to park it, and we're not about to give her a five-gallon gas can and tell her to be on her way.
 
   I'm going out to do a load of laundry before supper. See ya!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   10:15 PM... 
 
   Nana baked two loaves of homemade bread in the cook stove oven today. She mixed up a conglomeration of chunk chicken with mayo and re-hydrated dried apple slices. She also threw in some walnuts from the pantry.
 
   That chicken salad was yummy on her homemade bread. We had that for supper along with a bunch of half-moon shaped fried apple pies.
 
   Nana used dried apples that she'd cooked down to mush with enough brown sugar and cinnamon 'til it tasted "right." She put a couple spoonfuls in the center of a flattened piece of biscuit dough and folded the dough over, sealing the edges with a fork. She fried those little half-moon pies in lard and butter. They were dee-licious and I had memories from my childhood, when my great grandma used to make them, come rushing back. It made me feel warm and safe.
 
   Mick says the delivery truck was completely empty. I told him that the military guys probably got anything that was in there. 
 
   He had an empty gas can and filled it by siphoning diesel fuel from the delivery truck's tank.
 
   Mick and the boys headed home with the propane canisters. They stopped at the pull-off for Diane's motorhome, and Jeremy drove it to Caleb's house. It's parked back in the trees and has one of the big propane canisters hooked up. Diane has her motorhome, and heat, and she's sleeping there tonight. 
 
   Jeremy and Jason will head back to TSC tomorrow for more fencing and whatever else is left. I told them to check the bathrooms for toilet paper.
 
   Before we went to bed, Mick pulled something from his pocket and handed it to me. It was that little crystal dragonfly from the display case in the gas station. Lord, I love that man.
 
   I'm crawling in bed to snuggle up with Mick and go to sleep. Tomorrow, I'll need to do laundry. He wants to work on the water situation. We're down to half of what I had stored. We are now water desperadoes.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, January 20
 
   I'm a new grandma. Yep, one of the does gave birth to healthy triplets this morning.
 
   I heard a doe yelling as I was walking to the kitchen to make coffee. I've heard that kind of "yell" many times, so I grabbed my coat and headed to the barn. I grabbed my cigarettes and lighter on the way out. I have four packs of cigarettes left and I'm trying to make them last. I know, I know, don't preach.
 
   Jason already had the laboring doe in one of the kidding stalls. We watched her push for about ten minutes before the first little booger came sliding out. I grabbed a paper towel, wiped off its nose, cleared its mouth, and handed it back over to its mother. While she was cleaning it, I checked underneath and saw that it was a buckling. 
 
   A few minutes later, she started pushing again. It gets a little crazy at this point because she's trying to push out another baby, and the first one is yelling 'cause he wants to get up and find the milk factory. The poor doe is caught between trying to get the next one here and comforting the one already on the ground. She finally gave it all she had and another little booger shot out. The third kid came out right behind the second. They are both doelings. Yay!
 
   Doe, and kids, are all doing fine. They're up on their feet and had their breakfast before I had mine. The human kids are begging to go out and hold them, but I told them they’d have to wait a few hours because the doe needs a little recovery and bonding time with her new babies. We'll raise the buckling for meat. We've never used any of our goats for meat, but times have changed. 
 
   Diane loves the new babies. She had plans to start college next fall, to study veterinary medicine. She wants to care for the babies and do the milking. I'm not gonna argue about that, and I'll bet Jason won't argue either. I immediately told her that the buckling's name is "BBQ," but she could name the doelings whatever she wants to name them.. 
 
   She helped me clip the navel cords and dip them in iodine. Jason buried the placenta out in the woods (so predators don't come around) and cleaned the stall. He went back to chopping wood while I put down fresh bedding and made sure momma goat had clean water and an extra cup of food in her dish.
 
   Diane's out there now, watching the new babies. I'm in here to make breakfast before I start on laundry.
 
   We'll have fresh goat milk starting next week. Yahoo!
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   We think the water situation is resolved, for the moment. 
 
   This morning, while baby goats were being born, Mick and Pop used several bags of quick Crete to pour a "dam" around a 6" PVC pipe. 
 
   Remember that little stream in the woods? The one that runs right down the hill with our property line? Mick and Pop dammed up the stream with mud and sand about twenty feet above the spot where they want the permanent dam. 
 
   Caleb and Michael were responsible for dipping out water at the temporary dam before it went over the top. They poured it into five-gallon buckets. Nana made sugar cookies for them to snack on while they were dipping water. They were relieved by Carisa and Merry about an hour after their "shift" began. When they came in the door, they were soaked to the skin.
 
   Mick and Pop cleaned the area for the permanent dam and placed a "form" they'd hammered together out of wood scraps. The 6" PVC pipe fits into the bottom of the form and comes out the other side. They mixed the quick-Crete and poured it in. Mick says he wants to wait 'til tomorrow to remove the form. 
 
   They glued, and clamped, three more 6" PVC pipes to the pipe in the form and then, set up the above-ground pool in a two-foot deep hole they've been digging every spare moment they've had for the past few days. The pool is downhill from the permanent dam. Jeremy's been carrying the five-gallon buckets that get filled at the temporary dam and dumping them into the pool. So, there’s forty feet of pipe from the permanent dam to the pool. There’s concrete blocks every six feet, and the pipe is lying across them so it doesn't sag.
 
   They tied together all the screens we got from Mr. Peterson's house for the "lid." The end of the PVC pipe will lie directly on top of the screen and any water coming through will be screened before it drops into the pool. 
 
   The screens will keep leaves, branches, twigs, frogs, bugs and children out of the pool. I was worried about birds pooping on the screens and algae growing in the pool. Mick said he'll cover the whole thing with a tarp except the little area where the pipe sits, and add a little bleach to the pool to keep the algae down.
 
   Any dirt or debris that makes it through the screen will fall to the bottom of the pool before we dip water off the top. We'll run the water through our super-wham-a-dine Big Berky water filter that I bought on sale last year. The water will be placed in our empty blue barrels and treated with bleach. We'll continue using the water like we've been doing. Nana said she plans to boil any water she uses for cooking or drinking, and I'll do the same.
 
   I pray this works. There isn’t a huge amount of water flowing down that stream, except when it rains, but a small amount is better than no amount, right? The guys have plans to clear and widen the stream, if they need to, all the way to the top where it comes out of the hillside about 100 feet above our property line.
 
   Hisa plans to go up for dipping duty and relieve Jeremy so he and Jason can go to TSC. I wish everyone could be in the house for supper, but we need at least two people on dipping duty, so we'll be taking turns. Maybe, after dark, Mick and I will let the dipping run amuck while we do something more fun, ha ha.
 
   We have a couple of canned hams simmering in their own juices and crushed pineapple. They're precooked, but we'll simmer them 'til they're falling apart and have them with something or other for supper.
 
    
 
   11:50 PM... 
 
   We all got a little crazy for a while.
 
   Jeremy and Jason came back within two hours and had a good bit of fencing on the flatbed. They'll unload it tomorrow. There wasn't any propane tanks locked up in the back, but they did bring home two industrial half-rolls of toilet paper that they took from the bathrooms. 
 
   Nana said we could eat anytime. We were all hungry from smelling the ham all day. Supper was gonna be early.
 
   It was almost 4:30 and I was getting ready to eat when I heard another doe yelling. I told Nana to throw my food on a paper plate 'cause I was headed back to the barn. She threw a couple of biscuits with ham and a few green beans on a plate. I pulled on my coat, grabbed a solar lantern, and went out the door, eatin' green beans with my fingers. We had a dipping crew, supper, and a goat obstetric crew all going at the same time. 
 
   Pop ate his supper, anyway. The kids were ordered to sit at the table and eat with him. They were throwing a fit because they wanted to watch baby goats be born. Pop gave them a stern look and calmly said "We are going to sit at this table, and eat this supper that Nana has been working hard to prepare. We aren't going to say a word while we're doing it. Now, eat." They stopped talking and started eating.
 
   The doe was having a little trouble but I let her try for thirty minutes before I lubed up my hand and went in. Hisa had to hold her around the neck while I was working on the back end of the situation. 
 
   There were two babies trying to come at once. I pushed the one who was farthest back even further back, and that freed up the first one to slip out. The doe didn't like that, but she'll get over it. 
 
   The first baby is a big doeling and the second is a small buckling. His name will be "BBQ2." They're doing fine and they’ve had their supper. Mick cleaned up the icky stuff and I put down fresh straw and checked the water and food situation. We came back in to get near the fire and warm up.
 
   Marisa and Jason had their dipping turn later, and Mick and I took the turn after that. I can't say it was fun, but we did it anyway.
 
   I'm totally exhausted, and I don't know who's on dipping duty. I'm going to bed before I fall over.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday January 21
 
   We're gonna "work at home" today. 
 
   Marisa and Nana plan to do the rest of the laundry. 
 
   Jeremy and Jason plan to unload the fencing and place it near the area we'll start with. They'll also be digging post holes. 
 
   Mick and Pop will remove the form and take down the temporary dam. We have quite a bit of water in the pool, from all the five-gallon buckets we've dumped in. After they find out if the water plan works, they'll go over to the tractor shed at Caleb’s house and see if the Kubota runs, and determine what they need to do if it doesn't.
 
   I'm making muffins for breakfast. I wanna clean the cook stove before supper, so I'll let it burn out and take the coals to the laundry crew. We'll have finger foods for lunch. 
 
   I'll clean up the dishes, clean the bathrooms, and strip the beds so the sheets and blankets can be washed. I'll take the dirty linen out to the laundry crew. 
 
   Carisa and Merry will be in the basement, organizing food. They'll have help from the kids for as long as they can stand it.
 
   I need to give the little kids a bath and wash their hair. Their dirty clothes will be taken out to the laundry crew. They'll have to take turns helping Carisa and Merry because I want each of them to sit in front of the fireplace for a little while to dry their hair before they head back downstairs. 
 
   I'll also carry in wood a little at a time to fill the wood box for the fireplace and the one in the kitchen beside the cook stove. Every surface in the house needs the dust wiped off, and all the things we have lying around need to be put back in their proper places.
 
   Diane plans to muck out stalls, clean up the barn, and play with baby goats.
 
   Soo and Hisa will be moving their stuff back up to their motorhome and they'll start roping off an area for a big garden. They plan to scope out the old Stang house and see how much wood it'll take to board up the bottom floor windows. They may want to live there after the fence is built.
 
   We'll have baked potatoes with home canned chili, shredded cheddar, and chopped onion on top for supper, and we'll cook it on the motorhome stove if I'm not ready with the cook stove.
 
   Gotta run. I wanna finish everything before supper.
 
   9:00 PM... 
 
   It was a good day.
 
   The water plan works! We all danced a little jig when the water started coming out of the pipe and trickling into the pool. We have water! Yay us! Mick and Pop watched it flow as they strutted like roosters around the pool. It was a great moment for the group. We all had a little extra spring in our step for the rest of the day.
 
   Pop outfitted Soo, Hisa, and Diane with weapons of their own. Soo has a 30-06 and a Sig Saur P938. Both Hisa and Diane have Glock 19's, Diane has a .243 Winchester, and Hisa has a .270 Winchester. I called them the "danger twins," and they both giggled. 
 
   Pop warned us that he only has a few boxes of ammo in each caliber we need. These guns are from his collection, and he didn't collect a whole bunch of the same model and caliber. He says we have many different calibers, so we all can't share ammo though several of us in the "9mm club" and those in the ".45 club" will be able to. When we bought Mick's AR-15, we also bought a box of 1000 .223 rounds to go with it. 
 
   Pop wants Soo, Hisa, and Diane to get some practice with their new weapons, but not too much because of the amount of ammo we have available.
 
   Supper was delicious. We cooked it in the motorhome and had pear halves for dessert. The cook stove is ready to use for breakfast in the morning. We'll be having real eggs from the truck stop along with sliced bacon, and grits. 
 
   I finished all my chores and I’m tired. All the laundry is done, all the kids are clean, all the bellies are full, and we have water. Mick checked the pool about an hour ago, and it's a third of the way full. I'm happy.
 
   I'm gonna crawl in my bed and dream about cool, clear, water. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, January 22
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   Nana and I were ready to start breakfast this morning when we had company of the best kind. 
 
   Mick stuck his head in the door and yelled "two Humvees comin' up the driveway!" Everyone grabbed their guns and headed around to the front of the house for greetin' duty. 
 
   The Humvees stopped at the top of the driveway, and the drivers put 'em in "park." The passenger door on the first Humvee opened and out stepped Rona! Woo Hoo! Nana went down on her knees and thanked God right then and there.
 
   The Humvees contained my sister, Rona, my brother-law, Kevin, and their friends, Holly, Dennis, Glen, Teri, Cheez, and Sarah.
 
   After lots of tears and lots of hugs, we brought them inside and Nana and I started pulling out more supplies for breakfast. Rona and her gal pals sat at the table and talked with me, Marisa, and Nana while we made breakfast. The men stayed outside to look at the Humvees and talk.
 
   The National Guard still has Luke and Larson. They also have Glen and Teri's son, Mitchell, and Cheez's brother, Nathan. Sarah is Nathan's wife. Nathan and Sarah have two young children ages six, and eight. The group left the two young children with Sarah's father and mother. They have a farm way out in the country and Sarah believes they'll be safe there.
 
   Rona said they'll spend the night tonight but they'll be leaving in the morning to continue looking for their sons and Nathan. Nana and I were both sad, but we agreed. We'd be doing the same thing if we were in Rona and Kevin's shoes. 
 
   Rona drew a map to the place they left their motorhome on Look Out Mountain. She said it'll be hard to find because it's well camouflaged, but if any of us find ourselves there, for any reason, we are welcome to take refuge in her motorhome. She told me that, if I was captured, I had to eat the map. Then, she snorted and laughed.
 
   The group "looted" the Humvees from a dealership in Chattanooga. They also looted a large gun and ammo shop and have and an AK-47 or AR-15 each. They each have some type of pistol and lots of ammo. They have all kinds of knives and machete's as well.
 
   They looted a well-known sporting goods store and took heavy clothing along with boots, coats, and hats. They mean serious business and are determined to find their loved ones. 
 
   They've been looting fuel from vehicles abandoned along the highways and back roads. They’ve killed over 200 HDI's along the way. 
 
   They've seen HDI's everywhere, and had to run from a large horde in Huntsville. 
 
   HDI's in the cities are gathering in large groups and devouring any live human that comes within reach. There are military camps in several places. Some of them have strong sturdy fences and tents set up for command centers while others have command centers inside large buildings.
 
   They've also seen lone survivors and survivor camps. Many are set up in subdivisions and neighborhoods, and they're defending themselves. No one knows when this will end, and the HDI's are quickly increasing in number. 
 
   Their group is on the lookout for major radio equipment. Rona told us to grab any we find and get it set up in our home. She gave me a list of three channels they plan to use if they find the right equipment.
 
   They said that criminal gangs have been attacking small military convoys and using the uniforms and vehicles to gain access to survivor camps and supplies. They kill the people and take all the supplies. I told her what happened to Diane’s camp and her eyes got wide. She shook with anger. She said it was a good thing they didn't see Diane, because she would have probably been raped and taken along until they tired of her and then, traded or killed her.
 
   She told us that we need to get the fence done in a hurry because unprepared people in the north are already starving and freezing to death in the harsh northern winter. She said we might see only a few this winter, but next winter we'll probably see a lot of those who don't prepare at their own homes this growing season. 
 
   She's traveled many miles and spoken with many people including the military. Many groups calling themselves "national guard" are not true military, and haven't been for several weeks. 
 
   The large group is headed by a very clever, power-hungry, dictator who used to be a high ranking officer and saw HDI as his opportunity for nationwide control. He's running the group very carefully, and some of the units don't even know they're following the wrong man. It's clear that this man wants complete power over any civilian group that has survived and is preparing to continue surviving.
 
   There was an involuntary draft at the beginning, but no one knows exactly when it started, where people were taken, or if it's ended.
 
   She doesn't know whether it's good guys, or bad guys, that have her boys. We don't know if it was good guys, or bad guys, that had Jeremy. 
 
   It's almost impossible to determine at first glance whether the National Guard units they run into are acting under US military command, or the command of the dictator. 
 
   The real military doesn't know this his true identity. Some have assumed that he's a foreign spy who was implanted into the US Military 20 years ago. They don't even know where he's operating from!
 
   The top brass has become so confused by this deception that, last week, they ordered all personnel to assume any person or unit calling themselves "national guard" is working for the dictator until proven otherwise.
 
   Nothing will go back to normal any time soon, and we're on our own. 
 
   If the wrong people find us, they'll try to take Marisa, Jason, Jeremy, Diane, Carisa, and maybe even Merry. They'll also take our supplies to feed the troops. 
 
   If the right people find us, they'll count heads and render aid if they're able. They'll try to check back with us if they come through the area again. They will not take our children, but they might requisition our supplies.
 
   She feels terrible that she can't stay to help work on the fence, but she wants her boys back, and she wants them back now.
 
   She had more news from the real military.
 
   China has invaded the West Coast of California, and the area is out of control. There is bloody, hand-to-hand, no mercy given, war. 
 
   Fighting is occurring all the way into California, Oregon, Washington, Idaho, Nevada and Arizona. Mexican citizens are fighting on the side of the United States. Hawaii is dark, and the military men they spoke with believe the Hawaiian Islands have been overtaken by the Chinese.
 
   I told Rona that I had a list from Mr. P of all the National Guard camps in the Southeast. The list was sent to him before the power went off. She almost jumped out of her chair and asked to see it. I got it from my computer desk and gave her a pen and notebook so she could copy it to take with her. I told her that, if she was captured, she'd have to eat it.
 
   Right as we all headed to bed, she told me that her group would be leaving out by 3:30 tomorrow morning so she could avoid a big scene and tearful goodbye with Nana and Pop. She made me promise to take care of them and, of course, I gave that promise. I'm supposed to tell them that she left early because she was not going to say goodbye, and she’ll be back with her boys if they're still alive. 
 
   After supper, we packed a three-day supply of food in the Humvees. They refused to take more than that. She gave me a little package of popcorn seeds and told me to think of her when I harvest and eat it. She hopes to be back in time to share the first bowl. She refuses to say goodbye. 
 
   She and Kevin are sleeping in Marisa's room, and her friends are sleeping at Caleb's house along with Marisa, Jason, Jeremy, and the kids.
 
   Oh man, I dread tomorrow morning! I will not sleep a wink. I'll probably smoke an entire pack of cigarette's tonight alone.
 
   Mick's in bed, but I don't think he's actually sleeping. I'm going out to sit by the fire and worry myself crazy over my sister, my nephews, and the world.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, January 23
 
   4:00 AM... 
 
   My sister is gone and my heart is hurting so much that I can hardly breathe. The last thing she said to me was "Camouflage! And remember that I love you all. If I don't see you on this earth again, I'll see you in heaven." She went down the driveway and down the road, hopefully only for a little while.
 
   I'm staying up. I have to tell Nana and Pop but I'm gonna wait 'til they wake up so Pop won't be tempted to go with her.
 
   I think I'll check the gas in the generator and head to the kitchen to light the stove. I'll mix up some biscuits for breakfast and we can have them with jelly or leftover ham. If I had milk, I'd make gravy. 
 
   I can't even think right now. 
 
   I'm signing off.
 
    
 
   10:00 AM... 
 
   It was not fun. It was not fun at all!
 
   Pop came in the kitchen door about 6:00 this morning and I froze in my tracks. 
 
   He looked at me like he was surprised to see me and said "mornin' sister." He walked into the living room, warmed his hands at the fire for a minute, and then threw a piece of wood in the fireplace. He used the poker to push it around a little and stood back, looking satisfied. He walked over and opened the front door. I didn't move a muscle. 
 
   He stood there for a minute, then turned around and went straight out the kitchen door without saying a word. He headed back to the motorhome, and he was walkin' fast. I stood, frozen in my spot, at the kitchen counter. I knew the real "S" was about to "HTF." 
 
   Not even two minutes later, I saw the motorhome door fly open and Nana come marching across the yard toward the house. She was doing her "mad marching" and was still in her pajamas. Pop followed right behind her. "They didn't even shut the door," my brain said to me, and then they were in here, yellin' at me.
 
   It was "how could you this, and how could you that," and "you shoulda this, and you shoulda that," and "we'd never do this, and we'd never do that." Both of them were yelling at the same time. They kept on, and on, blaming it all on me. Finally, I'd had enough. I threw my hands in the air and told them to "sit down at the table and listen to me!"
 
   I sat down at the table. Nana had her mouth clamped shut, her arms crossed, and one leg crossed over the other. She was flippin' that house shoe up and down to beat the band. If looks could kill, you'd probably be diggin' my eternal resting spot right about now. 
 
   Pop looked the same but he was leaning forward, balancing by his hands on top of his cane, and staring at me. I wanted to take that cane away from him before I started talking, but I didn't.
 
   "You hear this?" I said "You hear this right here? This is exactly why my stinkin' sister slipped outa here without you two knowin'." My southern accent comes on a little strong when I'm upset or nervous. 
 
   "First of all, it ain't my fault that she did it. She made up her own mind. She was trying to save ya'll and herself from goin' through a rough goodbye! She was scared Pop would try to go with them, or follow them, and she can't watch out for Pop while she's tryin' to find her kids!" I kept sending it back at 'em. "There is no way on this, green, earth you two coulda stopped her! Those are her babies out there, and she wants them back, and she doesn't want anyone tellin' her to wait or that they was goin' with her, especially her aging parents who are better off to stay here with me so they can be safe and she won't have to worry about them day, and, night."
 
   They had funny looks on their faces, but I kept letting them have it. "This is in no way my fault. I did what she asked me to do. I didn't drive her down that driveway and outa here. It was her choice, and it was her decision to keep you two in the dark, and you need to stop being selfish about it and keep prayin' that she comes back here safe with both her boys and her husband in tow! Ya'll should be proud you raised her to love her kids so much she'd go to hell, and, back to save them!"
 
   Okay, Pop had enough of me. He got up and went back to the motorhome. This time he walked slower and closed the door when he got inside. Nana let out a giant sob, laid her head on the table, and cried. With her whole body, she cried.
 
   I felt like crap. I got up and patted her on the back. I told her I loved her and went back to making biscuits. After a few minutes, she sat up and wiped her face. Then, she just sat there, folding her Kleenex and not saying a word. 
 
   Mick came out to the table and sat down beside her. She took both his hands and patted them before she put her own back on the table in front of her. She kept sighing, and folding that tissue.
 
   I wondered if that "hand pat" was her way of telling Mick she was sorry he had to put up with me. Grrr!
 
   Everyone shuffled in for breakfast. The kids tried to ask Nana what was wrong and she just waved them away. They looked up at me and I put my finger to my lips to shush them. They got the message and went to sit by the fire while they ate their biscuits.
 
   I'm still a little nervous about what Pop might say if he ever decides to speak to me again.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM... 
 
   I haven't seen Pop or Nana since early this morning.
 
   I made rice and baked beans for lunch and gave the kids a plastic baggie full of sweet apples slices I dehydrated last fall for dessert. They're staying inside by the fire 'cause it's drizzling rain outside. 
 
   After cleaning the kitchen, I came in here to lie down and try to sleep 'cause I've been up since yesterday morning. I slept about two hours before I heard the family moving around in the house.
 
   I don't know what got accomplished on the fence or the water situation today, but I'm sure everyone will fill me in. 
 
   I need to get up, go out there, and figure out what we're having for supper. My eyes feel like I glued them shut with gorilla glue before I closed them.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   It's better now. I've been forgiven.
 
   Pop and Nana were both in the house when I left the bedroom. Pop motioned for me to come out on the back porch. I headed out there and Nana followed me.
 
   "You got anything else you need to say?" Pop asked. I looked at him and burst into tears. I laid my head on his chest and just cried. He put his arm around me and said "Now, now. It's all right there, sister. We know why you didn't wake us when Rona left, and we're tryin' to understand, but you gotta realize, ya'll are our babies and we'll be looking' out for you all 'til the day we die and afterward, if we're able." 
 
   He's right and I know it, but I'd do it the same way all over again because I gave Rona my word.
 
   We went back in the house and I felt okay again. Man, here I am 50 years old and still cryin' on daddy's shoulder. I'm such a wuss.
 
   Supper was dee-licious. Hisa opened several jars of canned chicken breasts and stuffed them with a mixture of cream cheese, pesto, and sun dried tomatoes. She wrapped each one in a slice of bacon and put them in the cook stove oven. That took the last of our cream cheese, but it was worth it. That chicken dish melted in my mouth.
 
   Nana warmed up some of the asparagus I got on my crazy Super Walmart run. She mixed up a packet of hollandaise sauce to go over it. She also warmed a #10 can of whole kernel corn and we had the last apple pie from the freezer for dessert. 
 
   I dipped my chicken in the hollandaise sauce that had run down beside my asparagus and I felt like I was eating a gourmet meal. It was divine. The kids gobbled theirs down, and I was surprised. Sometimes, it's hard to get those stinkers to eat any vegetable or food they aren't familiar with. 
 
   Nana told us to "enjoy it 'cause tomorrow we're having beans and rice for lunch and supper." She wants to get the motorhome cleaned out so she and Pop will have more room, and she "won't have time to be in the kitchen all day." She's put the beans out to soak overnight.
 
   Mick said the pool is almost halfway full. Yay! He said everything's working like he thought it would and we'll start filtering water into our empty barrels day after tomorrow.
 
   Mick called me out to the back porch after supper. He led me towards the laundry area, and I saw that the coals underneath the trough were hot. He pointed to the second trough and told me to stick my hand in the water. It was warm. It was very warm. It was almost hot! 
 
   He hung a sheet on tree branches to block the view from the house and told me to get in. I was out of those clothes so fast you wouldn't believe it.
 
   When I slid down in the trough, I thought I'd died and gone to heaven. "You know it's about to get bad" Mick said, as he massaged shampoo into my scalp. "I know, but can we not think about it right now?" I asked. He nodded and said "We'll think about it tomorrow then" and he continued washing me clean. We didn't get out 'til the water was cold. It was heaven. I smell good again. 
 
   There is nothing like a hot bath, in a horse trough, with your honey.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, January 24
 
   It's 3:18 AM and I'm in the closet with this computer. 
 
   I can't go outside because we're under attack.
 
   The gunshots have stopped. I still hear voices out there. 
 
   I sent Carisa and Merry to Caleb's house. They had to run through the woods in the dark. I told them to get in the tornado shelter. I was out there, shooting, with everyone but the kids. 
 
   The trucks on the road drove away fast and I heard a motorcycle go with them.
 
   When they left, Mick told me to get in the basement 'cause he can't worry about me and the kids while he's looking for the rest of 'em. I told him I was coming in here, instead.
 
   He sent Marisa and Hisa to Caleb's house. Pop and Nana are in the basement. 
 
   Oh God, please let my babies be alright. Please let them be safe. If I don't get to them soon, I'm going to lose my mi…
 
    
 
   We have injuries on this hillside, and we've lost one as well.
 
   There was nine of us shooting. The kids were hiding in the tornado shelter. 
 
   The bad guys had sixteen in their little "gang." We killed two of them, and a third one died this morning. We know there were sixteen in their group because the man who died this morning told us.
 
   Diane is dead. She was shot in the leg and I think she bled out. Oh my God, how my heart aches from writing those words!
 
   We were sound asleep, and were startled awake by the sound of gunfire coming from somewhere near the road. Mick jumped out of bed, pulled on his pants, and stuck his feet in his boots. 
 
   He grabbed a couple different weapons, including the AR-15, and ran out of the bedroom. He went out the kitchen door so he could sneak around to the front. He didn't even wear a shirt.
 
   There were gunshots coming from the road and Mick started shooting back. I woke Merry and Carisa and told them to run to Caleb's house, send all the adults back, and tell them to bring guns. I told them to take the little kids and hide in the tornado shelter.
 
   They headed towards the path and suddenly stopped in their tracks. They heard noises coming from the woods. Carisa turned to look back at me and find out if I heard the noises. I nodded my head and motioned for them to hide behind one of the laundry troughs. I saw Jason and Jeremy coming down the path, so I sent Carisa and Merry on their way.
 
   Jason and Jeremy were loaded for bear with every weapon they had. They were both wearing long johns and flannel shirts. Their boots were untied and made strange noises as they walked. 
 
   They told me that Marisa and Diane would head this way as soon as the girls got there to take care of the kids. I told them to sneak around to the front of the house and find Mick.
 
   I headed to the motorhome to see about Pop and Nana, and I almost jumped outa my skin when I heard someone ask "What's going on?" Pop was already outside and crouching behind a huge tree stump.
 
   I told him to get Nana, take her to the basement, and stay there. He said he was "absolutely not going to hide when people were shootin' at his family." I said "Fine, meet me in the living room after you get Nana in the basement, and make sure the basement door is locked." There was no time to argue because my husband was being shot at and I wanted it stopped. I ran back in the house and grabbed Marley and my Glock.
 
   Pop came up the basement stairs as Marisa and Diane were coming in the kitchen door. We decided to sneak around to the front and find the others. The frequency of gunshots increased in volume and number, and I knew that Jeremy and Jason were shooting as well.
 
   We crept along the side of the house and past the bay window. We made it to the front left corner of the house and found Soo shooting toward three trucks on the road below. I could barely make out silhouettes of people running around the trucks, but I could see the flashes from their guns as they tried to kill us. The trucks looked like military vehicles.
 
   Soo told us that Hisa was beside the front porch, Mick was behind Soo and Hisa's motorhome, and Jason was in the woods half-way down on the left. He didn't know where Jeremy was, but thought he was on the right, somewhere near the pool.
 
   I turned and looked at Pop. I had no clue where the four of us should go. He said he was going to try and get down the hill behind Soo's motorhome with Mick. 
 
   He practically screamed at all of us "don't shoot someone you ought not to be shootin'!"
 
   He sent Marisa to the right side of the porch, and told her to lie down and steady her pistol using both hands before firing. 
 
   He told me to go to the right front corner of the house and use it for cover.
 
   Diane was told to keep movin' and shoot from inside the tree-line on the right while she tried to get to Jeremy. 
 
   Soo, Hisa, and Jason already had the left side of the property covered. 
 
   We squatted, crawled, and duck-walked to our positions.
 
   I could still see flashes on the road, and could still make out a few silhouettes. It sounded like bullets were coming and going from every direction. 
 
   I made it to my position and aimed Marley at the flashes on the road. I could hear bullets hitting the trucks, Marisa's trailer, and Soo's motorhome. I could also hear them hitting the house. One of our windows shattered into pieces. 
 
   Our vehicles were behind the house, and I sent a 'thank you" up to Jesus. Then, I had a gut-wrenching thought. What if a bullet hits the tanker of gasoline? Chills ran down my spine, and my knees felt weak. I didn't know if a bullet would cause it to blow up, but I'd seen it happen on fictional TV shows. I prayed it wasn't possible.
 
   I heard a loud crack and something hit me on my right cheek. I felt blood running down my face but I didn't care, it wasn't even hurting, and I kept shooting.
 
   A man screamed somewhere near the pool area and I knew that scream. It woke me once before. It was Jeremy. 
 
   I tried to squint my eyes and look in the direction it had come from. I saw a dark figure but I didn't know if it was Jeremy or one of the bad guys, so I didn't shoot, but someone did. 
 
   There was a tall shadowy figure that came from the trees on the right. It shot the other figure, and I saw the first figure fall. The figure that was still standing began walking up the hill and I saw it bend over, stand back up, and suddenly fall right back down. I believed it was either Jeremy or Diane.
 
   I realized I could no longer see Mick's shadow up against the back of Soo's trailer. My heart almost jumped out of my chest to run and find him. I started getting dizzy and took a couple of deep breaths. I was afraid to continue shooting at the shadowy figures, so I chose to shoot at the flashes because I knew those were the bad guys.
 
   Bullets were still flying all over the place.
 
   Finally, the flashes from the road stopped and I saw dark figure's jumping into the trucks. They flipped on the headlights and put the pedal to the metal trying to get outa there. I heard a motorcycle as well, but I didn't see it.
 
   We shot several more times toward the fleeing trucks. I saw someone running up the hill toward the house, so I aimed Marley until I could see who it was.
 
   It was Mick. He saw me and pulled me in for a quick hug and told me I was bleeding, duh! He started barking orders at the women, telling us where to go.
 
   He told me to go to the basement, and I told him I was going in the house. I ran inside and jumped in the closet with my computer so I could at least have light in there 'til the battery went dead.
 
   I was typing in this diary when the battery died. Then, I was alone in the dark. I worried about my children, my husband, my parents, and everyone else I'd come to love.
 
   I don't know how long I was in the closet before I heard Mick come in the house and call my name. "Robin, Where are you?" he yelled. I opened the closet and was making my way to the bedroom door when it flew open, seemingly on its own. 
 
   The room was filled with light from a solar lantern. It was Mick. I stood, ran to him, and collapsed in his arms, but only for a few seconds because I had to find my children.
 
   I took off running toward Caleb's house as fast as I could. Jason was on the porch, and he said he was going to help Mick find the rest of us. He had his coat and pants over his long johns and was headed through the woods before I could say a word. I noticed that he was limping.
 
   I could hear voices in the house, so I went in. When I opened the front door, I saw Hisa and Merry cuddled up together on the couch. Merry immediately asked if I'd seen Soo. I told her that Mick and Jason was looking for him right now.
 
   I grabbed each and every one of my babies and hugged them all in a momma bear embrace. Marisa, Hisa and I were all crying. Carisa and Merry were crying too, and the kids started crying right along with us. 
 
   We hugged them and told them we were crying because we were happy that they were okay, and that our tears were "happy tears." They were good with that and straightened themselves up.
 
   Hisa had a bloody chin because she'd fainted on the path to Marisa's house and hit her chin on a rock when she fell. Marisa had to grab her by the arms and drag her. She laid her on the porch and went to get the kids out of the tornado shelter. 
 
   By the time Marisa and the kids got back from the shelter, Hisa was awake and stumbling into the house. She has a chipped front tooth and scratches from my heirloom rose bushes to go along with her bloody chin. 
 
   Marisa has rose bush battle wounds as well. She also has a big bruise that's already turning black from hitting the top of her foot on the front porch steps. Otherwise, she's a little shaky and has a headache from the loud gunshots.
 
   After making sure everyone there was okay, I headed back through the woods to find out about the rest of the group. I asked Hisa to come with me and render aid to anyone who might need it.
 
   When we got around to the front of the house, we saw that everyone was on the front porch. Mick had carried Diane's body up the hill and laid her on the end of the porch.
 
   There was an unfamiliar man lying on his left side, crying out in pain and rocking back and forth while holding his stomach. I could see blood coming through his fingers and he had his knees pulled up to his stomach. Mick was standing over him with a big hunting knife in his hand. I heard the man ask Mick to forgive him.
 
   "I forgive you, and I'm gonna get your knife back to you here in a little bit, but I want to talk to you first." Mick said, as he knelt down on one knee and quietly started questioning him. A few minutes later, Mick stood up and told us that the man died.
 
   Mick has a long, shallow wound on the left side of his ribcage where a bullet grazed him. He has a lot of cuts and scratches all over his chest and arms with a lot of grass and dirt mixed in. He has a big goose egg on his forehead. It's already turning color and it has a tiny cut which is open pretty wide, probably from the swelling. He has a cut on his left shoulder but it isn't very deep and bled only a little. 
 
   Jeremy was laying on the stairs. He has a huge gash from the top of his thigh almost down to his knee. It was bleeding badly and Hisa made him take off his shirt and press it against the wound. He also has two deep cuts on the palm of his hand and a bloody nose. He has an assortment of cuts and bruises on his face and arms, but nothing as severe as the one on his leg. 
 
   He said that Diane came out of the woods and shot the man who cut him. The man fell to the ground and was either unconscious, or dead. Diane was trying to get Jeremy back into the woods when someone shot her. She was still alive when he crawled over to her. 
 
   Blood was gushing from a bullet hole in her leg and she was fading fast. Her last words were "Hey J, I see my Momma," and then she died. Jeremy used his fingertips to close her eyes, and then crawled back into the tree-line. He ripped a strip of cloth from the bottom of his shirt and tied it above the long cut on his leg. Soo had to drag him up the hill. He said he almost passed out several times along the way.
 
   Pop has a goose egg above his forehead. He hit his head on the door frame when he was going into the basement to check on Nana. His right knee is almost double in size because he fell on the concrete floor and landed hard. He also has a cut on his shoulder that came from the bottom edge of Soo's motorhome. It’s a mirror image of Mick’s shoulder wound. 
 
   Jason has scratches, bruises, and bumps all over him. He looks like he fought a wildcat in a briar patch. He's says he turned his ankle over while sneaking down the hill behind the tree-line, but he doesn't think it's broken. He slid on his butt a little way down the hill and has scratches and cuts on his rear end that he plans to let only Marisa see. 
 
   I have a slash across my cheek from a big chunk of brick that was knocked off the corner of house by a bullet. Hisa says I need butterfly stitches. I'm lucky that it didn't hit my eye. I have little scratches and scrapes on my fingers and hands from crawling around on the ground. 
 
   We can't find Opie or Tig. We called for them almost an hour before giving up and heading inside.
 
   Jeremy will need to have his leg stitched up, and maybe the cuts on his hands as well. Hisa will use strong quilting thread because we don't have medical sutures. She'll use a small fishing hook with the barb removed and the end sharpened to a point. 
 
   All of the goose eggs will get ice packs, and so will Pop's knee, Marisa's foot, and Jason's ankle. Everyone with a head injury will be watched carefully for signs of concussion.
 
   We have to bring up all the alcohol and peroxide we have in the basement, along with the plastic totes of bandages, gauze, tape, and other first aid supplies.
 
   Our pool has two or three bullet holes in it and we've lost all the water we had from about a third of the way from the bottom. Mick found two mangled bullets in the bottom of the pool. He said they were disfigured when they hit the water and fell to the bottom. I'm amazed at the way a large mass of water can stop a bullet.
 
   There's a bullet hole through the plywood covering my living room window. The window shattered and glass is lying on the windowsill and on the ground beneath it. The plywood kept the glass from coming inside.
 
   This is gonna be a long day. Those of us still walking will have to be "gophers," cooks, and potty bucket emptiers. Hisa will be busy doctoring, and Soo and Mick will be busy burying Diane and standing watch over the hillside.
 
   We plan to have a memorial at Diane's grave tomorrow and everyone will be there. We've decided to use the area where Mr. Peterson is buried as a graveyard. We'll put Jeremy, Jason, Pop, and Marisa in the bed of the truck and drive them over.
 
   What did Mick learn from the man on the porch? He learned several things. 
 
   He learned that the gang who attacked us is not military, and always has two members scouting ahead. They're following a group of survivors. When that group stops for the night, one of the "scouts" heads back to let the gang know their location. The other scout stays behind to keep an eye on the survivor group. 
 
   
  
 

The bulk of the gang then travels to the area where the survivor group is resting. The gang can travel 24 hours a day if needed. They take fuel from vehicles and other survivors along their path.
 
   When the survivor group heads out the next morning, two scouts head out behind them and the whole process repeats. 
 
   The people in the survivor group are "a bunch of do-gooders," and they always make friends wherever they stop. This gives the gang information about where other groups are and what kind of supplies they have. They have killed men and stolen supplies from the military and a lot of survivors.
 
   They'd been watching us all day, through binoculars, from the mountainside behind Mr. Peterson's house. They hung back last night because they wanted to take our property and stay put for a while. That idea didn't work out for them, did it? 
 
   What's the most frightening thing he told Mick? The survivor group that the "gang" has been following is Rona and her friends!
 
   I'm not telling Pop and Nana. Pop would be in his truck in no time at all, heading out to hunt and kill the rest of that gang. It's a hard decision, but I can't handle Pop out, getting himself killed. We need him here and alive.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM... 
 
   The kids helped all day. God, bless 'em, 'cause I'm not sure I could have made it without 'em. I almost fell asleep on my feet several times.
 
   Opie and Tig scratched at the kitchen door around supper time. I can't tell you where they've been, 'cause they won't 'fess up. They marched right in and took their spots by the fire like nothing had happened.
 
   Carisa and Merry were busy all day. They were carrying food, running drinks to injured people, and picking up dirty dishes. They washed the dishes as they brought them back, and that kept the dirty dish pile to a minimum. They were "grabbing a blanket" for this one, and "bringing a book" to that one. They are amazing.
 
   Mick and Soo buried Diane. 
 
   Mick cleaned up empty shells and cartridges and checked out Marisa's trailer, and Soo's motorhome. He scooped the remaining water from the pool and did a hundred other things. He also spent time helping Soo measure and dig a few post holes.
 
   We had pinto beans, rice, and sliced onions today. Nana's caring for Pop and Hisa's caring for numerous patients. 
 
   Marisa's having a lot of trouble with her foot and Hisa hopes that nothing's fractured or broken. The top of the foot is covered with a huge bruise and is swollen so much that it almost looks round. That poor kid! We sent her to war carrying Multiple Sclerosis, a pistol, and a pocket knife.
 
   We made it through the day, licking our wounds, and planning our strategies. Everyone was exhausted and in some type of pain. 
 
   Pop's knee looks terrible. Hisa has him on pain medication, elevating his knee and staying off his feet until the swelling goes down. Nana's has him in the motorhome and is alternating the icepack with a warm cloth that she heats in a pan of water on the stove top.
 
   Mick is in bed, trying to sleep. He's had all his cuts and scrapes cleaned and bandaged. We kept ice on his goose egg for a while, but he said it was giving him a major headache and he refuses to use it again. He says he is sore all over. 
 
   Hisa believes that Jason's ankle is badly sprained. She has it wrapped in an ace bandage and told him to elevate it and stay off it as much as possible.
 
   Jeremy's leg is stitched up and it was a nerve-wracking experience for all of us. I gave him three shots of Jim Beam before Hisa started on him. He yelped, hollered, and gritted his teeth all the way through it. I don't know if the cleaning was worse than the stitching. I gave myself a shot of Jim Beam during the process.
 
   Hisa didn't like giving him pain pills with the alcohol, but did it anyway and he has two pills on board. She didn't stitch his hand. She cleaned it and put butterfly stitches on both cuts. She bandaged the hand up so much that it looks like a fingerless mitten. He's on a 14 day antibiotic regimen.
 
   I have butterfly stitches on my cheek and they itch. My back is killing me even though I've taken a pain pill. I couldn't care less about the other little nicks and scratches, but Hisa made me clean them anyway. 
 
   I can't remember the last time I had a tetanus shot but I know it's been more than ten years. Hisa said "That's unacceptable." I said "Fine, give me a tetanus shot please," and she got mad. I believe she cussed in Japanese as she stomped out of the room. 
 
   Hisa cleaned and put butterfly stitches over the cut on her own chin. There's nothing we can do about the chipped tooth, but we cleaned her scratches with alcohol pads and I enjoyed it even though she didn't. She was still having "tetanus shot rage," and I figured that alcohol pads on fresh scratches would give her something else to think about.
 
   She says Diane died because the bullet severed her femoral artery causing her to bleed out fast. Every single one of us is heartbroken. We didn't have Diane long, but we already loved her.
 
   Hisa has Jeremy in Diane's motorhome because there's heat there and she wants him to rest comfortably while she keeps an eye on his leg to watch for any sign of infection. Soo's there with them.
 
   Hisa, Soo, and Merry will be moving to Diane's motorhome because their own is "over-ventilated" with bullet holes.
 
   I'll figure out breakfast after we get off watch duty in the morning, and we'll go from there. From now on there will be someone standing watch day and night.
 
   Mick and Soo will head to the pool place tomorrow and see if there’s another pool we can loot. If not, they'll try to do something with the one we've got. Duct tape can do amazing things. I told Mick to keep a watch out for pools that might be in neighborhoods they travel through. 
 
   Jason and Marisa will be on watch duty while they're gone. We have plenty of lawn chairs, so they can sit and prop their feet without causing themselves more pain.
 
   The men will begin fence building tomorrow, if any of them can move. I'll help them all I can. I'll pull out the old back brace I used to wear and see if it fits.
 
   The first area we want to fence is the front of our property, the Stang property and Caleb's property. 
 
   We’re extremely lucky that none of those idiots made it up to the house. Some of our canned food will be moved to the tornado shelter in case we get attacked and are unable to defend our supplies.
 
   Mick says that, if we can get enough fencing, we'll fence in Mr. Peterson's house and field across the road. The field would make a great garden spot and we hope we can find someone who wants to live in the house and provide an extra set of eyes or two for standing watch. That'll have to wait 'til we get the fencing on our side of the road finished.
 
   We haven't been more than six or seven miles away from home. We should still have a pretty good bit of gasoline in the tanker. We use it mostly for running the generator, and we don't run it all night. 
 
   Mick says that, when summer comes, we might have to run the generator all the time. It gets as hot as hades here, and there's no way can we rely on our food to be safe if we cut the generator off during 85 degree nights. We may not have anything but goat’s milk to refrigerate by the time summer gets here.
 
   Mick wants to find a bigger generator so we can run more things in the house. He would prefer finding a solar set up, but I have no clue where we'd find one. He says he knows of several homes and commercial buildings that have solar panels on the roofs, but our priority right now is the fence.
 
   One of our does gave birth to two little buckling’s today. They're doing fine. I thought about how much Diane would have liked to be here and meet "BBQ3" and "BBQ4."
 
   I have no way to contact my sister and let her know she's being followed. I'm praying for her safety as well as the others who are riding with her.
 
   I'm going to lie down beside Mick. 
 
   Jason and Soo have the first watch tonight and they will wake Mick and me at 3:00 AM for the second watch.
 
   Bye for Now.
 
   Saturday, January 25
 
   Pop says we are officially in trouble with our ammo supply. He has a little stash back at his house, but it's not even close to the amount we need to have on hand.
 
   I’m going into town with Mick and Soo sometime today or tomorrow. We'll take the Jeep and our little enclosed goat trailer. We're going back to the place where Mick found the pool. The name of the place is "Poolin' Around." Oh, how clever (sarcasm).
 
   We'll make a list of any place we see that has chain-link fencing, propane, or anything else we need and can't grab right then and there. Jason and Marisa will stand watch while we're gone.
 
   I am heading out to the porch for a cigarette before I go in the kitchen and make a gazillion biscuits and muffins.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM... 
 
   As soon as I finished cleaning up from breakfast, Mick told me to meet him and Soo at the driveway because we were going to town. "This is a little too soon, isn't it?" I asked.
 
   "We have to get this done as soon as we can, baby" he replied. "There's probably not much left out there after a month of this crap. If we don't get to it, someone else will." He smacked his hand down on the table and said "If we had a fence, Diane might be alive and the rest of us might be walkin'. We are in a dangerous situation, baby. We need the fence and supplies as fast as we can get 'em. I don't care if it takes all day today and every day. As long as we have gas, we're going out there and get what we need to protect ourselves." 
 
   He shuffled his feet and I could tell he was rarin' to go. "What'll they do if I'm not back to fix lunch?" I asked. He looked at Carisa, who had just come back from grabbing dirty dishes. “I don't care if they have to eat peanut butter off a spoon, and you can tell 'em that if you need to" he said. He turned and headed out the door.
 
   I, wrapped three muffins in plastic wrap and threw them in one of our emergency backpacks. I took three bottles of water and put them in a different backpack. I told Carisa to "babysit Pop, and tell Nana to run in here and throw something together if I'm not back in time to fix lunch." I stuck the Glock down in the back of my waistband, slung three backpacks over my shoulders, and headed after Mick. My stinkin' back was hurting.
 
   As soon as I sat down, Mick said "take the damn pistol outa your pants. If you fall on it, you'll break your back. You are not Laura Croft and this ain't TV." I growled at him and took the Glock out of my waistband. I stuck it in my big coat pocket and wished I’d grabbed my holster. It was too late for that 'cause we were already headed down the driveway.
 
   There's nothing left at the pull-off. The place looks almost like no one was ever there. The only thing that remains is a hole in the ground filled with ashes. Mick looked at it and swore, then he pointed the Jeep towards town. I noticed that the little HDI girl I'd seen on our last trip to town was no longer jumping on her trampoline and I wondered where she went.
 
   The road to town was empty. We saw no living creatures, HDI or otherwise. We came to the little shops on the edge of town and saw garbage strewn here and there. We saw papers and leaves floating around and landing, sitting silently until the breeze scooped them up again and sent them on their next short journey. 
 
   It looked like a ghost town until we turned off the main road and onto the road with the pool business. Then, we saw HDI's, and there were too many for me to count. I'm telling you, I almost peed my pants. Don't tell anyone I said that.
 
   They were shambling around all the little shops at the strip mall where "Poolin' Around" is located. They were on the sidewalks, in the parking lot, and glaring at us from broken shop windows. 
 
   A couple of them headed toward the Jeep. Pretty soon, there were a lot of them headed toward the Jeep. Their arms were outstretched like actors in some B rated horror movie. Some were fast and some were slow, but they all wanted us for a mid-morning snack.
 
   It seemed like there was a hundred of them coming toward us. Mick continued down the street and made a right turn onto the next street over. He parked behind a corner building and got out to look around the corner and see if they were still following us, and they were. He ran back and jumped into the driver’s seat.
 
   A "man" missing his right arm came around the corner. He had strands of ligament, tendon, and muscle hanging out of his bloody stump. He had no pants, but he did have boxers, thank goodness. His shirt was hanging from him in shreds and half of his bottom jaw was gone. He kept swatting at his face and I could see little things squirming around the barred teeth of his bloody mouth. I knew they were maggots and I almost called Ralph at the top of my lungs. I had to look away. 
 
   Why are there maggots? It's too cold for maggots!
 
   I couldn't help myself. I know my brain is a little "sick 'n twisted." Even though my knees were knocking together, my mind kept singing "Magic Man" by "Heart," but it was coming out as "he's a maggot man, momma, he's got maggot hands." I had to get that out of my head. I was disgusted with myself.
 
   Behind him were more HDI's and they were all missing various limbs or chunks of flesh from just about any part of the human body you can think of. They were dressed in an assortment of clothing from fancy formal gowns to skateboard attire. We were pulling away and they were still coming toward us.
 
   Suddenly, we heard a loud thud on the roof of the Jeep. An upside-down, gore covered face appeared at Soo's window. I couldn't tell if it was male or female. It was on the Jeep roof and its head was hanging over the side, looking straight at Soo. I imagined it holding on to the luggage rack with one hand while sticking its butt in the air.
 
   I saw its eyelids blink, then it slammed a bloody fist against the window and started howling and snarling. Mick yelled "It must a come outa one of the... or off the top... I'll try to sling it off... but I don't... with this trailer... I don't know!"
 
   Mick looked as panicked as I've ever seen him. He swerved and took a turn that made me think the Jeep was about to turn over on its side. The creature kept banging its fist on Soo's window, snarling, and howling. Soo said he almost crawled into the backseat with me.
 
   Mick suddenly made a sharp right turn into a fast food parking lot. He sped around the building and drove straight up the drive-through lane. 
 
   The trailer is homemade and it isn't as tall as the Jeep. The awning over the drive-thru lane pushed the monster right off the top of the Jeep. Then, the monster was hanging off the tongue of the trailer. Its head was dragging the ground and pieces of it were hitting and sticking to the front of the trailer. 
 
   Mick drove 'til the monsters head looked like a ground-off stump. He stopped the Jeep in front of an empty building, went around to the back, and kicked the remaining parts of the roof monster off the tongue of the trailer. 
 
   He ran behind one of those stupid little ornamental pear trees and called Ralph loud enough for Papaw in heaven to hear. 
 
   We couldn't stay there. We now had the attention of HDI's who were shuffling around the bus station about 50 yards from us. I screamed at Mick to "Get back in the Jeep now! They're comin'!"
 
   Mick ran back to the Jeep and jumped in. He wiped his mouth on his shirt sleeve (yuck) and put the Jeep in gear. I could hear, and feel, the trailer wheels roll over what was left of the roof monster. 
 
   We plowed through two HDI's who were on the roadway in front of us. The sound was sickening. 
 
   One of them flew off to the side and the other went underneath the Jeep. The wheels rolled over it, and the jostling caused me to almost hit my head on the ceiling. 
 
   We were headed down the street and Mick was driving fast. There was a public park up ahead, and past that was the high school. I told Mick, and he said he was "tryin' to think." He took a right turn past the park. There were no HDI's in the park. I couldn't believe it!
 
   We came to a residential neighborhood. By this time, Mick was driving slow and looking carefully at each house. Soo was writing down the address of any place we saw that had tall, chain-link fencing. 
 
   When Mick finally saw what he'd been looking for, he pulled into a driveway and around to the back of the house. Sitting there was a big above-ground pool full of icky green water.
 
   Mick and Soo jumped out of the Jeep and Mick yelled at me to "keep a watch out." He and Soo pushed the sides of the pool straight down, and the icky green water poured out of the pool and over their arms, legs and feet as it flooded past them. It only took five minutes to get all of the water out of the pool. Mick and Soo pulled, pushed, and rolled the pool around to the back of the trailer. It took another twenty minutes to get it loaded.
 
   Both of them were soaked to the skin from the elbows down. Mick looked around the neighborhood and said "We're goin' in some houses." I thought that was just dandy, not! 
 
   Of course, we began with the house we were standing behind. As we walked to the back door, I told them they had to make sure the houses were clear before I'd step foot in them. I wanted them to check every room, every closet, and under every bed. I was afraid I'd run into an HDI in a dark hallway or bathroom. 
 
   Mick was about to kick the door open when Soo said "wait." He reached out and turned the doorknob. The door was unlocked.
 
   It was a nice house. It was typical of what you'd expect to find in any middle class neighborhood, except for the three dead people in the living room.
 
   I immediately knew that it wasn’t long ago when these people took themselves out of this frightening new world. Their bodies were just beginning to smell.
 
   The woman was laying on her back and there were pink crocheted house slippers on her feet. Blood had come from her ears, nose, and mouth, and had run in streams down her face and neck. Her head looked like it was partially sunken into the rug and there was a puddle of blood around it. I realized that the back of her head was mostly gone and that's what made it look like it was sunken in the carpet. Her right arm was curled around a young boy. 
 
   The little boy couldn't have been more than three years old. He still had the cherubic face of a very young child. He had no wounds that I could see and looked like he was sleeping.
 
   The man was slumped over the arm of a recliner. His left hand was resting on the seat cushion and there was a Springfield XDS 9 that had fallen out of his hand and down to the floor. He was missing most of the back of his head, and brain matter had sprayed across the back of the chair. 
 
   The end table held a 50 round box of 9 mm ammo with seven bullets missing. Beside the ammo was a medicine bottle, and the label said it was Desyrel. It had been prescribed for Tabitha Guddy, and it was empty. I'm assuming they used the Desyrel to send the cherub to heaven.
 
   Mick took the ammo box and put it in his pocket. He also took the Springfield and we slowly headed off to check the other rooms. I felt like I was in a fog, like I wasn't really there, like it was all a bad dream.
 
   We got a small amount of food from the cabinets. It's all canned or boxed food and we're grateful for it. There's probably enough to last our group about three days. That's three days of food we didn't have before, right?
 
   I found a 4-pack of toilet paper and an almost full roll beside by the toilet. I also found a roll of paper towels in the kitchen and several packs of AA batteries in one of the drawers. I took the dish liquid, laundry soap, cleaning supplies, and a box of lawn sized garbage bags. I took every prescription and medication bottle or packet I could find, even if there were only one or two doses left. 
 
   Mick found two more boxes of 9mm ammo, and we are grateful for that too. He also found two 20 lb propane tanks in the garage. One was hooked up to a propane grill and the other was sitting back in a corner. There were a few tools as well. Mick and Soo stuffed them in the back of the Jeep along with the food. 
 
   There was some kind of mini-van in the garage. Mick grabbed one of our empty five-gallon cans and siphoned out almost five gallons of gasoline.
 
   Soo and I headed to the next house and Mick went to get the Jeep and trailer. There was a huge pile of garbage on the porch near the front door. The garage door on the side of the house was unlocked and we went in. 
 
   Mick was about to try the door when we heard barking coming from inside, and it was BIG, MEAN, DANGEROUS barking, and it was more than one BIG, MEAN, DANGEROUS dog. I don't want to know what those dogs have been eating.
 
   There was a toy lawnmower in the back corner. It makes sounds when you push it, and it looks like one of those bubble-blowing mowers. I took it for Caleb. 
 
   There was a riding lawnmower, a push mower, and miscellaneous types of sporting equipment. We left all those things except for a wooden baseball bat that Soo felt he needed. There was a GMC pickup truck and Mick got about four gallons of gas from the tank and poured it straight into the tank of the Jeep. That's four more gallons than what we had before, right?
 
   We were all hungry, so we sat on the Jeep tailgate, ate our muffins, and drank our water. Soo ate an old granola bar from the backpack while I smoked and Mick quietly looked around. We didn't talk.
 
   The neighborhood was eerily quiet. There were no children laughing and playing, no TV sets with the volume too loud, no radio's blasting out heavy metal music, and no teenagers sitting on car hoods and talking. It felt strange to be there, in the silence.
 
   I stomped out my cigarette and we stuffed the backpacks into the rear of the Jeep. We headed for the small house on the other side of the Guddy house. 
 
   Mick backed the Jeep and trailer up to the front of the little house. It was a cedar sided cabin with a covered front porch that ran the length of the house. The lawn was manicured and the house sat back from the road a little farther than the Guddy house. I noticed that the side and back yard was fenced with those wooden fence sections like you find at Lowe's or Home Depot. 
 
   I asked them to recall that we had almost been eaten by BIG, MEAN, DANGEROUS dogs at the other house, and told Mick to knock before kicking the door open, and he did.
 
   We tried the doorknob and it was locked, so we walked to the wooden double gate that led into the back yard. We looked through the crack between doors. There was a '66 Mustang up on concrete blocks and painted with splotches of gray primer. There were a few toys, a sandbox, and an empty doghouse. I saw no movement, so I unlatched the gate and headed in. 
 
   The back porch was the same size as the front. There was a door leading into the house, but it was locked as well. There were curtains hanging in all the windows and we couldn't see inside.
 
   Mick put size thirteen pressure on the door and we went in. Everything was as neat as a pin. It looked like one of those display homes you can tour when you're lookin' to get a new house built. 
 
    The cabinets were wide open without a crumb left inside. The closets were mostly empty, with just a few summer clothes hanging on racks. The only thing out of place was a note on the dining room table. The note read "Alex, If this is you, we went to Grandpa's in the east. We love you, Sean and Amanda."
 
   We looked around a little longer and left everything as it was, including the note. We went back to the Jeep and decided to head home. I told Mick to take the scenic route because I did not want to go back through town. We pulled away from that little neighborhood knowing we’d be back.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   We had Diane's Memorial service after supper. We looked like a rag-tag team of beaten-up railroad hobo's standing there with candles as our only source of light. Pop said a few words, and we all said the Lord's Prayer together. 
 
   She gave her life to protect us. I hope she's in heaven with her mom and dad. I hope she's keeping an eye on us, and rootin' for us when times are tough.
 
   We came back up the hill and sat in the living room for a while, remembering Diane,
 
   I made goulash for supper. It was fast and easy and it filled the empty spots in our tummies, but not in our hearts.
 
   I'm tired and on my way to bed. I'll write more tomorrow.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, January 26
 
   9:30 AM... 
 
   Breakfast is over and the kitchen is clean. The invalids had their morning meal and everyone who needs it is medicated. I came in here to catch my breath and get a little distraction from all the noise out there. I'll need to start laundry in the next hour or so.
 
   Mick helped Pop get up on the porch and into the house. We put him in the recliner so he can prop his knee and stay warm by the fire. Nana says she'll make supper on the cook stove while she's taking care of him.
 
   When I began storing food I wanted to get enough long term stuff to last for nine months to a year. I was saving for the three of us in this house, the three in Marisa's house, Nana and Pop, and my sister's family. I was almost at the four month level. 
 
   We don't have my sister and her family here, but we do have Hisa, Soo, Merry, Jeremy, Michael, and Caleb. Jeremy eats enough for two and Caleb only eats enough to count as a half a person. 
 
   When I did my last Super Walmart run, I thought I was adding about a month to my preps. The restaurant haul added around two months. So, if we stay at fourteen people and we don't loot anymore, we'll have enough for about 6-8 months, but we'll be missing a lot of things and we'll be eating a lot of beans and rice. I'm hoping the garden will help with that.
 
   I also want to plan for my sister's family in case they come back. We need meat, and lots of it. We need real eggs. If I see any sign of live chickens, I will tackle them to bring home. 
 
   We must loot and we must take on new people. We need a group large enough for safety's sake, but not so large that we can't feed everyone.
 
   When the garden starts to produce it will help stretch our supplies, and our future will depend on how much we can preserve and save this spring, summer, and fall. We'll stop finding propane and gasoline at some point, probably sooner than we think, so we must take that into consideration. 
 
   I have no idea what to expect. I'll have to get all my canning jars out of the attic, and any Nana has in her attic as well. If we take on more people, our six month safety zone will drop with each person unless they bring a big ol' load of food with 'em. If we get attacked and raided, and come out still alive, we'll be in trouble in the food category and probably in the weapon and ammo categories as well. 
 
   Pop has one or two more weapons to outfit someone. Soo and Mick are at Pop's house to pick up ammo and a few other things. 
 
   Nana said there was an old washing machine with a wringer in the loft of the barn but she doesn't remember when she saw it last. She says "it's been yeeaarrrs." I told Mick to be sure and look for it. Oh, how I'd love to stop wringing out clothes by hand. The yellow dish gloves are a thing of the past. We've put holes in them and scrubbed them to shreds. My hands must be toughening up because they don't hurt after doing laundry as bad as they used to.
 
   Mick and Soo plan to get the new pool bleached and set up when they get back. After that, they'll start the work on the fence. I'll take lunch down to them because I don't want Carisa walking up and down the hill in broad daylight. 
 
   Jason says his ankle feels a little better. Hisa shook a wooden spoon and told him he couldn't be running and playing on it yet.
 
   Hisa says I can take my butterfly stitches off day after tomorrow. I can't wait 'cause they're driving me bonkers.
 
   Jeremy's leg looks pretty good and there's no sign of infection. He'll have a big ol' battle scar when that leg heals. I hope he behaves and stays in bed so it can heal properly.
 
   He doesn't like peeing into a plastic milk jug, but at least he's able to sit on a bucket with the door closed for brown potty. I told him I was gonna start feedin' him less so he can start poopin' less. He didn't appreciate my sense of humor and turned bright red.
 
   Marisa can't walk on her foot without a lot of pain. She's using one of our walking canes. Hisa told her to keep it propped up and to continue to put ice on it. Michael, Amber, and Caleb are making sure the icepacks stay up there.
 
   I hear a car coming up the driveway and I can tell by the sound of the engine that it's Mick. I'm off to see what he brought back.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   Mick and Soo got the washing machine. It's still in the bed of the S10.
 
   I did a load of laundry, anyway. I have a lot to do, and the old washing machine needs to come off the truck and have all the spiders and cobwebs washed out of it. The laundry is hanging on the line to dry.
 
   I took fat pieces of homemade bread with chunk chicken and sliced peaches down to Mick and Soo for lunch. I came back up and cleaned the kitchen, and now I'm taking a breather. 
 
   I'll be heading out in a few minutes to split wood. With everyone, basically, ordered to stay off their feet and Soo and Mick on fence duty, there’s no one else to do it. It'll have to be me. I've taken a pain pill and I'm waiting on it to start working before I go out there.
 
   Carisa and Merry say they can help by picking up pieces of wood after they're split and putting them on the wood pile. They'll also be placing the logs up on the big stump so I don’t have to lift them. I'll make sure they stand way back when I'm swinging that ax.
 
   Tomorrow, we're going to loot Lowe's. We're hoping to find concrete so we can start setting fence posts. Hisa and Soo will move into the Stang house when we get the fence finished. 
 
   We'll convert the motorhome they're using into a small medical clinic. All the medications will go there, and since there are three beds, Hisa can stay with any patient she needs to look after. The motorhome belonged to Diane and her Dad before they both went on to their heavenly rewards. Our clinic will be named "Clinic Diane" so we can keep her memory alive.
 
   Right now, Jeremy is on the couch and Soo and Hisa are using the queen sized bed. Merry is staying in Carisa's room. 
 
   I can feel the pain medication working, so I'm off to split wood. Wish me luck, 'cause I haven't split wood in "yeaarrrs."
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   O M G, I hate splitting wood. I'd forgotten how tedious it is. 
 
   The girls and I added enough wood to get through another five days in total. I'm hoping Jason's ankle feels better by then 'cause we need to cut down more trees and make more logs. I swear, I never want to see another ax handle as long as I live. The blisters on my hands are sayin' the same thing. My back is better than I thought it would be, but it protested the entire time I was swingin' the ax.
 
   Nana made shepherd’s pie for supper with real mashed potatoes. I sat on the floor and ate in front of the fire. I thought I might fall asleep in my plate if I sat comfortably at the table.
 
   Mick and Soo don't look any better than I feel. They're covered in red dust. Only the places behind their sunglasses looks clean. Mick had to change clothes and take a bath before I let him climb in bed. He still plans on lootin' at Lowe's tomorrow.
 
   The new pool is set up and collecting water.
 
   I'm exhausted, and I'm signing off.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, January 27
 
   5:45 PM... 
 
   I am in pain, worn out, and an emotional wreck. We looted the Lowe's and got concrete. 
 
   We brought back a Grandpa, with a grown daughter and grandson. They have their own guns. They have a Chevy Silverado with a tiny camper. They don't have food.
 
   We found a girl tied to a post in a barn. She was naked and sick. She has been abused. We killed the man that had her. She's been eating bugs and raw squirrel.
 
   We have three white chickens. They led us to the girl. I don't know what kind they are. I hope they lay eggs.
 
   We killed a bunch of HDI's. 
 
   I can't stay up to write. My back is really hurting and I'm gonna lie down. I'll write more tomorrow if I can get out of the bed.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, January 30
 
   Hey, Mick here. Its three days after the Lowe's trip.
 
   Robin told me to write this and I don't like doing it.
 
   I'm sorry, Robin can't come to the computer right now. She killed her back splitting wood, doing laundry, and going on the Lowe's run. She is dying from pain. 
 
   Hisa took her butterfly stitches off so she can look pretty in her coffin.
 
   There was real goat’s milk on her lunch tray today. She tasted her first rabbit stew and liked it. She might write a sentence the next time she has to get up and go pee.
 
   Marisa can walk now. Jason can walk too.
 
   I have to go put fence posts in the ground. Thank You.
 
   Love, Mick
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, January 31
 
   10:00 AM...
 
   She Lives! Muwaaa haa haaa.
 
   Yes, I’m alive. I'm still in some pain but I'm much better! Mick brought the metal walker that we looted from Walgreens up from the basement and it works pretty darn good! I can take myself to the potty now. I can also sit in the computer chair. Boy, are you in trouble!
 
   I've spent hours, and hours, alone. I need to spend time out of this room with more of the human species. Opie and Tig come in to lay on the bed with me occasionally, but they can't talk back. I need some serious conversation time. I also need to know what's going on around my house.
 
   The goats are giving us almost one gallon of milk a day. We're drinking it and Nana is cooking with it. It's absolutely delicious. We have three more does who are due to kid at the end of next week. 
 
   Jesse (that's the grandson we got at Lowe's) is doing the milking and daily goat care. He says he loves animals and wanted to be a farmer with a big cattle or horse ranch, but the end of the world has taken that dream away.
 
   The chickens haven't laid any eggs yet, but Soo says it's probably because we're in the middle of winter and chickens don't lay as much this time of year. 
 
   They're probably freaked out 'cause they're living in a motorhome and eating whatever bugs the kids can find along with winter grass they've been pulling up. They've found quite a number of Japanese beetle larvae. Yay! I hate those stinkin' things. Soo says the Japanese government sent them here long ago to take over the United States. I told him I thought that was why they sent honeysuckle. He said that "honeysuckle was the Chinese attempt."
 
   There's several rolls of chicken fencing in Mr. Peterson's shed, so Jesse is building a run for the chickens. Hopefully, they'll calm down and give us nice fresh eggs. I told Mick that I wanted to find a rooster so we can make more chickens, get more eggs, and have enough for the cook pot someday. We're keeping our fingers crossed.
 
   Well, I know I have to start with the Lowe's run and catch you up with everything that's been happening. So, here ya go.
 
    
 
   It was hard to get out of bed. I was still exhausted from the day before but Mick and I agreed that there was no use continuing to scavenge chain-link unless we had concrete to go with it. 
 
   Nana had already packed a bag of jelly biscuits. We had plenty of water bottles in the back-seat of the Jeep, and we each had a thermos full of hot coffee. We also had an emergency backpack in each vehicle. We each took our own weapons along. 
 
   We took the Jeep with the goat trailer attached, Jason's Dodge with the flatbed attached, and the S10. It was Soo, Mick, and me. We had to ride alone and I didn't like it.
 
   We pulled out right after the sun came up and headed to the Lowe's ten miles south of us. If we didn't find anything there, we would head to the Lowe's thirty miles south of that. We each had a full tank of gas and Mick put four full gas cans in the floorboard of the Jeep. We added two empty gas cans to each vehicle in case we came across an abandoned vehicle we could loot.
 
   Mick has come up with a plan to use re-bar for reinforcing the fence. He wants to weave re-bar through it, sort of like weaving a blanket. The vertical re-bar will be sharpened to a point and will be two or three feet about the fence line depending on what lengths of re-bar we get. Hopefully, we can find enough re-bar.
 
   We took back roads to get to Lowe's and saw only four HDI's the entire ten miles.
 
   When we pulled in the parking lot, we could see that the front windows were busted out and glass was laying everywhere. 
 
   Mick headed around to the back of the store. Soo and I followed. As soon as he turned the corner, Mick slammed on his brakes and I almost rear ended him. Soo had to slam on his brakes right behind me.
 
   Mick was about 10 inches from the front of a Chevy Silverado with a tiny camper attached. There was an older man and a teenage boy fighting off seven or eight HDI's. There were three hunting rifles lying on the ground, being trod upon and kicked by HDI's. There was a man lying on the ground at the back of the camper and several HDI's were making a meal of him.
 
   The older man had a pistol and was trying to put bullets into the heads of the HDI's. He was having trouble because an HDI kept grabbing the sleeve of his coat and trying to pull his arm up to its bloody mouth. The older man kept kicking the HDI. It would fall back for a few seconds and then come at him again.
 
   The teenager was laying on the ground and an HDI was on top of him. The boy had his hands clamped around the HDI's throat and was pushing it up, and back, trying to keep its mouth from clamping down on his face and arms. He was trying to squirm and kick his way out from under his attacker 
 
   There were several HDI's banging on the door of the camper and the barrel of a pistol was sticking out the side window. The person behind the pistol was shooting HDI's in any part of their bodies they could hit. The window had those little roll out shutter blinds, and I could tell that the shooter was having trouble getting the pistol through the tiny slits. 
 
   A couple of HDI's went to the window, and the pistol barrel was pulled to safety. The HDI's began slamming their fists on the little window, snarling and growling at whomever was inside. The shutter blinds began to chip and break.
 
   Mick and Soo grabbed their pistols, jumped out of their vehicles, and started taking out HDI's. They were dropping like flies.
 
   I aimed my Glock 17 out the window of the S10, toward the HDI attacking the teenager on the ground. I was scared as all get out that I was gonna miss the HDI and hit the teenager's hands instead. If I didn't get the HDI off the boy soon, it wouldn't matter. 
 
   I aimed carefully and took the shot. The bullet went in the left ear of the HDI and he fell limp on top of the boy. The boy came squirming out from under that HDI as fast as he could and started checking himself in a panic, looking for bite wounds.
 
   Mick, Soo, and the older man took care of the HDI's at the camper window. 
 
   The man pointed to an empty lot between two buildings about 75 yards away. There were quite a few HDI's coming out of the empty lot and heading toward us. "They'll be here in a few minutes," the man said, "the gunshots attracted 'em."
 
   Mick told me to get out of the S10, so I did. He and Soo jumped in and headed toward the HDI's, making their way across the field. 
 
   It was like watching a movie. Mick and Soo put down a large number of HDI's. They continued over to the empty lot between the buildings and took a look at the remaining monsters. 
 
   They got out of the truck and started shooting. There were only a couple of HDI's still on their feet, but there were several who were missing legs or the bottom parts of their bodies, dragging themselves toward Mick and Soo. They were quickly put out of their misery. Mick and Soo jumped in the S10 and headed back to the Silverado where myself, the older man, the boy, and a woman were standing and watching the show. They pulled the S10 up beside the group and got out.
 
   "My name's Luther Hobbs," said the man as he stuck his hand out for Mick to shake, "and this is my daughter, Elaine Halston, and my grandson, Jesse Halston. It's great to see you folks." 
 
   We looked toward the newly dead man lying on the ground behind the trailer. "That was my son-in-law, Neil Halston," Luther Hobbs said, and dropped his head to stare at the ground. Elaine started crying. She went inside the camper and shut the door. Jesse followed right behind her.
 
   "Nice to meet you, Mr. Hobbs," Mick said, "you got any concrete for sale?" Both men laughed, then Mr. Hobbs led us in the back door of Lowe's.
 
   We got lots of concrete. We filled up the flatbed with concrete bags, and had to throw a few into the back of the S10 to keep the weight on the flatbed down. Mick found about thirty pieces of re-bar and he tied it to the flatbed on top of concrete bags.
 
   We left a lot of concrete there, and we can go back for it when we need it.
 
   We headed back inside to see if there was any lumber we could grab, and there wasn't. There were a few pieces of broken boards, but nothing we could use for boarding up the windows at the Stang house. We decided to go through the store and see what else was there.
 
   There was plenty of washing machines, dryers, dishwashers and other large appliances. We took none of them but decided we'd send Jason back for a refrigerator to put in Caleb's house in case we find another generator. 
 
   There were no generators there.
 
   There are two boxes of solar panels that we intend to get. I think there's four panels in each box.
 
   There was plenty of lamps, ceiling fans, light fixtures, mirrors, and home decor. We took none of it.
 
   The Paint section was full and we left it that way.
 
   I asked Mick and Soo to load the goat trailer with potting soil, top soil, and fertilizer. 
 
   Mick grabbed any nails, screws, bolts, and nuts he could lay his hands on, which wasn't much. He also took a bunch of handyman and do-it-yourself books from the racks beside the service counter.
 
   The plant nursery has a good number of dead plants and a good amount of flower bulbs. We took none of them. We took shovels, hoes, rakes, water hoses, empty seed trays, and other garden tools. We took several handfuls of garden gloves and all the insect repellant we could find.
 
   I took as many cleaning supplies as I could fit in the back of the S10 and around the bags of soil in the goat trailer. I got a good bit of industrial toilet paper and paper towels.
 
   There's a lot of stuff left in that Lowe's, but the bulk of its convenience items and decorative items and we don't need it. Mick says there's plenty of stuff he’ll go back for. I'll leave that up to him.
 
   After we got everything loaded, we told Mr. Hobbs and his crew they could follow us back home if they'd like. They all nodded their heads, so Mick took one of the full gas cans and poured it into their tank. We pulled out of the parking lot and pointed ourselves toward home.
 
   Whenever we're driving in the countryside, I look for old farm houses, produce stands, barns, and things like that. I love things from "the old days." and I always have. I love little farms where I can buy homegrown berries, honey, tomatoes, or fresh eggs. There's nothing like 'em in any grocery store, and meeting the families is always fun and informative. 
 
   The day of the Lowe's run was no different. I knew I wasn't gonna find any home grown goodies, but the countryside is beautiful and I enjoy looking at it. 
 
   I was in the S10 behind Mick. I was trying to keep my eyes on the road when I caught a glimpse of something white near a driveway on my left, and the white thing was walking. It didn't take but a second for me to realize that it was a chicken, and I wanted it.
 
   I honked the horn, put on my brakes, and stopped the S10 right in front of the driveway. Everyone behind me had no choice but to stop as well. 
 
   Mick heard the horn and stopped a couple of car lengths ahead of me. 
 
   I sat in the truck and waited for him to come back and ask why I'd stopped. I pointed toward the chicken and thought I was seeing double. There were two chickens, and I wanted them both. 
 
   Mick nodded his head, so I got out of the truck and stood beside him. We watched the chickens for a minute or two while everyone except Elaine joined us. 
 
   Everyone wanted those chickens. I believe Mr. Hobbs would've pulled out a few feathers and taken a bite right there on the road if he had the chance.
 
   The driveway goes back into the woods. There are bushes, brush, and trees all along the sides. Those little chickens were hopping in and out of the lower branches on the trees and bushes, pecking at bugs and grass, strutting around, and doin' their chicken thing. I told everyone to throw any chicken they could catch into the Jeep or the cab of the S10. We all began stalking those chickens. 
 
   We went over and under bushes, scratched ourselves on brambles, leapt left and right and up and down, trying to catch those little stinkers. Finally, Jesse came up with one. I gave him a high five and he tossed the chicken in the cab of the S10.
 
   It was another 10 minutes before Soo dove underneath a bush and brought out the second chicken by its leg. We were patting each other on the back when Mick spied a third chicken standing in the driveway about 20 yards down in front of a fork in the driveway. Mick looked at me and said "three's a charm." We spread out and began stalking our newest quest.
 
   I was in the tree-line about five feet from the driveway when I spotted an old barn off to my left. I knew I'd be going in that barn to look for more chickens. About that time, Soo came out of the trees cuddling the third chicken in his arms like a new girlfriend. 
 
   We gathered in a group at the fork in the driveway. I pointed out the old barn and told everyone there might be more chickens as I started toward it. Mick came up beside me and we headed straight for the barn.
 
   There was a clearing in front, and there was a lot of junk cars and garbage all over the place. A fire pit was in the middle of the clearing and the coals were still hot. There were skeletons of squirrels, rabbits, and other critters in a pile a few feet from the fire pit. 
 
   There was a five-gallon bucket turned upside down, like someone had been using it as a stool. I walked over to the bucket, looked around, and was turning to head in another direction when I kicked a red Solo cup. The contents poured out over the top of my boot. When I looked closely, I saw that it was chewing tobacco spit. I gagged and almost called Ralph.
 
   "Someone's been living here," said Mr. Hobbs. We looked around and slowly headed toward the barn with our pistols drawn. 
 
   The door opened with a creak and it was pretty dark inside. I saw something moving on the ground beside one of the foundation posts in the center of the barn. It looked too big to be a chicken, and I was afraid it was an HDI.
 
   Mick pulled the door completely open and sunlight flooded the interior. I almost fainted right then and there. 
 
   There was a young girl tied to the post with a rope about eight feet long. She was completely naked and as filthy as she could be. She was skin and bones, and I was surprised she was still alive. I could barely tell she was female because there was almost nothing left of her. She was lying on the ground in a fetal position with her toothpick legs pulled up to her flat chest and wrapped in her toothpick arms. 
 
   There was an indentation in the dirt around her body which told me she'd been there for a week or more.
 
   She had long brown hair, big brown eyes, and was shaking like a leaf. There were chunks of hair missing from her scalp and oozing sores on the bald parts of her head. Every rib she has was showing, and her shoulder blades and hip bones jutted out so badly that I thought they might come through the skin at any moment. Her knees and ankles looked huge in comparison to her legs. Every square inch I could see was covered in red dirt. Her skin looked chapped and flaky.
 
   There was a worn out baby blanket underneath her, and she was sucking her thumb while holding one corner of the blanket. That's all she had in this forty degree weather. 
 
   There is no way on earth I can accurately describe the horror of how she looked and smelled. I felt like I was going into shock.
 
   There was a rotting squirrel carcass laying up against the post and a dog dish full of dirty water beside it. There were maggots on the anus and mouth of the squirrel, and there were places on the body that looked like the meat had been removed by a set of teeth. 
 
   The girl let out a little whimpering sound every four or five seconds and kept glancing sideways at us. 
 
   I looked at Mick and I could tell that his heart was breaking along with mine. "What's your name, sweetheart?' Mick said, as he walked closer to her. She rolled over on her back and spread her legs open. I knew exactly what that meant. I felt more sorrow in those thirty seconds than I think I've ever felt.
 
   A figure appeared at the barn door. Sunlight was streaming in behind it and I could make out the fact that it was a man holding a long gun. 
 
   "Kin I hep you fellers?" he said through his rotten, tobacco stained teeth. "I kin do some tradin' if ye want time wit da gurl" he said to Mick. The stupid oaf didn't even realize that I was a woman because I was wearing a big coat and a toboggan pulled down over my ears. He thought there was a group of men in his barn and he was offering up "time with the girl" for trade.
 
   The next thing I knew, the man was laying on the ground and Mick was straddling him and punching him in the face over, and over. The man was unconscious but Mick was still punching. There was pure rage in his eyes and I truly believed he was about to take that piece of garbage out of this world. I almost wanted him to. Soo and Mr. Hobbs pulled Mick off the sorry excuse for a human being. 
 
   It took several minutes for Mick to come back to his senses. We began discussing what we were going to do about the situation. 
 
   After a couple minutes, Mr. Hobbs pulled his pistol, aimed at the now conscious man, and blew his brains out. 
 
   The rifle that piece of crap was pointing fell beside his body and he was no longer a member of the "human's with heartbeats" club. Mr. Hobbs had just saved Mick's life and performed a service to humanity at the same time.
 
   The girl began whimpering loudly and pulling at the rope, trying to get it off her wrists. Mick walked over to her and knelt down on one knee. "What's your name?" he asked her again. She looked at him like she didn't know if she should trust him.
 
   "Valerie" she finally said in a timid voice. 
 
   "We're taking you someplace safe, Valerie" Mick told her, "and you won't be hurt anymore." She stared at him for a minute, then held out her toothpick arms so Mick could cut the rope from her tiny wrists. He took his coat off, put it around her, and carried her to the passenger seat of the S10. She rode back with me and the chickens and didn't say a word the entire way.
 
   When we got home, Mick took her straight to Clinic Diane. 
 
   Hisa has her now. She's very ill, probably from eating raw squirrel and being exposed to the cold. She's able to wear some of Carisa's old clothes. I thought Hisa was going to faint when she first laid eyes on her, but she started clucking like a mother hen as she led Valerie into Clinic Diane.
 
   I never want to see anything like that again. 
 
    
 
   I've spent too much time on this computer today. I'm gonna rest for a bit and try to shake the memories of finding Valerie out of my head. I'll write out the Hobbs family story when I get back in this chair tomorrow. 
 
   Nana's been feedin' us really well and the guys have quite a bit of fencing up along the front of the property.
 
   Mr. Hobbs has a couple of those black shower bags that you use when you go camping. We have to heat water in the horse troughs because we can't use up the propane in Pop's motorhome for making shower water. Its winter, and the clouds hide the sun more often than not. Everyone has been pouring hot water in that thing and taking showers. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, February 1
 
   Everyone is up and walking except Valerie. 
 
   Jeremy's getting around with the use of crutches. Hisa says his leg looks great. He says he has an awesome scar that'll really turn the ladies on. He should be off the crutches in a couple of days.
 
   Jason is back to splitting wood, working on the fence, and doing all the things he's used to doing. He says he feels fine and he still wants to get a deer for the pantry. Maybe Mr. Hobbs can help with that. He knows a lot about wildlife habits.
 
   Marisa is still hobbling a little, but her foot has faded from black to yellow/green and she can stay on it long enough to chase children around and help Nana in the kitchen.
 
   Pop says his knee is a lot better. It still gives him trouble every now and then but it's nothing like it was.
 
   I'm pretty sure a friendship is forming between Jesse and Carisa. I hope that's all it is. It better be all it is.
 
   I'm the only one, other than Valerie, who's still on bed rest.
 
   Sometimes, I wonder when people will get tired of me and either put me out to pasture, or walk away from me forever.
 
   Back pain is miserable. After your first costly doctor visit, MRI, and a gazillion x-rays, you get a referral to a pain doctor who gives you medication that isn't good for the rest of your body and makes you take a urine test every three months to make sure you're taking your medicine and not selling it. Buddy, if I sold my medicine, I would probably be the next jumper from the highest building I could find.
 
   I have severe Scoliosis. My spine is curved, and there's no way to "uncurve" it. Add that to two bulging discs, one herniated disc pressing on my spinal cord, a large number of arthritic spurs all over my spine, and disc degenerative disease with bone on bone contact between the last two vertebras... You get the picture. Go ahead, try it.
 
   Feeling worthless and in constant pain can cause depression, and I have it, and I take medication for it. So, I guess I'm a mental case too. Yay for me.
 
   I'm on every orthopedic surgeon’s wish list. They wanted to do multiple surgeries with a low probability of a successful outcome. I said "No cutting, end of discussion."
 
   Valerie is still in Clinic Diane under Hisa's care. She said a few words in response to Hisa's questions, but not enough to tell us how she got taken prisoner and tied to a barn post. 
 
   She's eating and drinking, and her bowel problems have stopped. Hisa had to go through the medication totes and find something to treat her for worms. She also has her on an antibiotic regimen until she's sure that the bowel problem is over and the sores on her scalp are no longer infected. The sores were caused by Valerie, scratching her head because of lice. Hisa got rid of those critters real fast. 
 
   Mr. Hobbs, Elaine, and Jesse are living in Mr. Peterson's house. It makes me nervous that they're over there by themselves. Mr. Hobbs said "It's gotta be safer than stayin' at the Lowe's, and we got our guns!" He's right, but I told Mick to keep a close eye on the place because they are the sweetest people you'll ever meet and they'll be a huge asset to our little community here at "Kapper Hill Compound." Yep, that's the name that everyone is calling the place now.
 
   Both Jesse and Mr. Hobbs have some sort of .30-06 rifle, and some variety of pistol. Elaine has a pistol and her husband’s hunting rifle. I have no idea what brand they have and I can't keep up with what each and every one of us is carrying anymore, so I'll just say they have their own guns and a little ammo to go with them.
 
   The Hobbs crew spend most of the daylight hours here. Elaine helps with every meal and Jesse takes care of the animals. Mr. Hobbs spends a lot of time helping Mick with the fence, filtering water, and various other projects.
 
    
    Anyway, here's their story.
 
     
 
    Mr. Hobbs is an average looking man of average height and average skin color. He has quite a bit of gray in his formerly brown hair. He’s tough as nails and knows a lot about hunting, trapping, and fishing. He was a game warden for a national park near his Tennessee hometown. He says he’s been trying to catch, or trap, a new wife for the past five years, but he hasn’t had luck finding a “keeper” yet, ha 
 
    Elaine is a pretty blonde. She is a total housewife and knows a lot about caring for a home and “making do”. She’s never worked outside the home and was happy to make a career of raising her son and caring for her husband. She’s a “happy homemaker,” and I like that about her. She’s soft spoken and polite. Elaine shines in the kitchen. She’s already taught Nana several tricks for stretching food.
 
    Jesse has a devilish grin. There’s still a little immaturity in his personality but he’s eager to please and will do anything we ask of him. He has a mop of curly brown hair and green eyes to go along with it. He runs everywhere he goes, even up the hill. He’s cute as a button and I suspect he’s already over six feet tall. Elaine says he was a “B’s and C’s” student, but she thinks he could have been a straight a student if he had put some work into it. 
 
    Mr. Hobbs is fifty-four. Elaine is his daughter and she’s thirty-seven, and her son, Jesse, is sixteen. They brought what was left of Neil with them and buried him in the graveyard close to Mr. Peterson and Diane.
 
    The Hobbs family is originally from Lewisburg, Tennessee. They were “getting’ the hell outa dodge” and planned to hunker down on his brother’s small farm near Pensacola, Florida. They had only the Silverado and the tiny camper to carry whatever they could fit inside. They brought along $2,000 cash and planned to stop somewhere along the way and get a “bunch a food and ammo.”
 
    They’d been driving for a couple of hours and needed to take a bathroom break and stretch their legs, so they pulled off the Interstate.
 
    When they stopped at a fast food place, all hell was breaking loose. The road was blocked with car accidents and traffic jams at almost every turn. A military truck pulling a cargo trailer full of HDI’s had gone off the road and into a utility pole. A Trailblazer had slammed into the side of the cargo trailer, and its occupants were being pulled from the vehicle through the busted windshield by HDI’s. 
 
    HDI’s were pouring out of the cargo trailer’s bent and broken door. They were all over the road, grabbing at passengers in vehicles, howling, and banging on car hoods, roofs, and trunks
 
    Mr. Hobbs abandoned the bathroom idea pretty darn fast. He started driving down back roads, trying to find a way back to the Interstate. They drove in and out of traffic and tried to stay with traffic that was actually moving. 
 
    They ended up in the “boonies” without a map and couldn’t find their way back. They drove until they came to the outskirts of our little town. 
 
    As they approached town, they saw HDI’s roaming all over the streets, attacking living human beings. They made a couple of turns and ended up on the street in front of Lowe’s. People were breaking windows and hauling out all sorts of merchandise as Mr. Hobbs, Neil, Elaine, and Jesse, looked on. They didn’t see any HDI’s in the area, so they pulled into the Lowe’s parking lot and decided to wait it out.
 
    They slept in the Silverado that night, afraid to get out of the truck for fear of being shot, or worse. They decided they’d pull their truck and camper around to the back of the building and try to come up with some kind of plan to get them headed back to the Interstate. The area had become quiet. It seemed that all the Lowe’s customers got what they wanted and were long gone. 
 
    They went inside the little camper to discuss their options and get something to drink. As they were talking, a loud banging sound came from the direction of the truck. 
 
    Mr. Hobbs grabbed his .30-06 and went to take a look out the camper door. He cracked the door open and saw a teenaged HDI girl, banging her rotten hands on the driver’s side window. He stuck the barrel of his rifle out the camper door and shot her in the side of the head. She fell to the ground and didn’t get back up. Within five seconds, Mr. Hobbs felt the camper door slam into his shoulder. He quickly pulled it closed and locked it. 
 
    Elaine looked out the window and said there was a male HDI launching himself at the camper door, and she could see four more HDI’s roaming around the area near the truck and camper.
 
    Neil, Jesse, and Mr. Hobbs made a decision. They bolted from the door of the camper and began taking out HDI’s one at a time. There were only five HDI’s in total, and the Hobbs/Halston crew made quick work of them.
 
    They were low on gas and had no idea where to find more. The radio was announcing chaos, rioting, and murder in every city of the United States, so they decided to stay put. They’d retreat into the Lowe’s building if they needed to. They hoped the military, or police, would come along and get them out of there.
 
    They stood watch in shifts. The daytime shift sat on top of the camper and kept watch, and the night time shift sat in the Silverado and kept watch. They had to shoot several HDI’s each week, but no mobs appeared. Every time they shot an HDI, one or two more HDI’s would show up within an hour or so. They figured out that the gunshots were attracting any HDI that was close enough to hear them. They piled the HDI bodies in an empty lot at the side of the building 50 yards away.
 
    Food became scarce and they were cold because they were out of propane to keep the heat running. They’d go one or two days at a time without food, and then Neil and Jesse would have no choice but to go out and try to find something. They said they were lucky to get anything at all because most of the houses and shops had already been looted.
 
    They have been drinking water out of the toilet tanks inside Lowe’s, and they caught rain water in a barrel they got from the warehouse area. Neil used one of those square, fabric gazebos from the garden center. He inverted the top and put a hole in the center so the rain and dew would run down into the barrel underneath the hole. Clever man!
 
    They considered leaving Lowe’s several times, but had no idea if they could find fuel or food before their tank ran completely dry. They were afraid they’d be stuck in a situation worse than the one they were already experiencing. So, they stayed there. 
 
    The HDI mob was there five or six minutes before Mr. Hobbs heard our vehicles coming around the building. He hoped we were the Calvary, and in a way, I guess we were. 
 
     
 
    So, that's the Hobbs story. As I said before, we are happy to have them with us.
 
    I'm going out to the living room to have supper with everyone else. Hopefully, they won't laugh at me and my metal walker.
 
    Bye for now.
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
   
 
   Sunday, February 2
 
   9:00 AM... 
 
   Jesse came inside this morning and told Mick that we need to get goat feed. He says we have enough for two or three more weeks. He knows a place where we might find some, but its forty-five miles away and there's no guarantee the place hasn't already been looted. 
 
   There's a milling company near Lake Slatersville. Jesse has spent a lot of time at a two-week-long summer camp on the lake and has paddled past the place many times. 
 
   The milling company makes food for several varieties of livestock, so we could possibly get chicken feed there as well. They also make dog food and cat food. 
 
   We'd have to take a lot of little country roads to get there because the place isn't even close to an interstate, but we may not have a choice. 
 
   Mick thinks that, since the place is well off the beaten path and in an industrial warehouse area, there's a pretty good chance it has gone undisturbed. It might have been looted only for the corn, grains, and the cattle and horse feeds. There's not a lot of goat farms around with owners that know, or care, enough to give their goats pellet feed to improve milk and meat production. 
 
   We want to try the feed store first. If there's nothing there, we'll have to cross our fingers and head to the milling company.
 
   Mick's planning the trip for next Friday because he wants to get more of the fencing up before we go.
 
   I told him that we need to start bringing in hay as soon as we can. I want to go barn lootin'. We'll need to store enough hay to last through next winter, at least, because there will be no farmers cutting hay in the fields this coming summer and fall.
 
   I'm headed out to see what's going on. I might sit on the big tree stump and help Marisa stir the laundry. The weather is quite cold, so I'll need my scarf and gloves.
 
   I hope the metal walker can get me to the sittin’ stump.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   Oh Yeah! Mick came inside a few minutes ago and yelled "It's venison burgers for supper, baby! Jason got a deer!"
 
   We'll have venison burgers for supper tomorrow, and we'll pressure can the rest to add to our pantry. Elaine says she knows how to make homemade burger buns. Jason was so excited, I thought he was gonna sprout wings. We'll can the meat tomorrow morning. We need to get the manual meat grinder out of the basement and make sure it's clean.
 
   I can't believe he got a deer in the middle of the day. He says he was sitting on the branch of a big oak tree in the middle of the woods. It was cool, shady, and quiet. About an hour after he got comfortable, he saw movement and it was something big. He got his hopes up and waited.
 
   The eight-pointer was schmoozing around, eating off the ground, when he schmoozed right over into Jason's line of sight. He fell about fifteen feet past the spot where Jason shot him. 
 
   Jason climbed down and made sure the buck wasn't going anywhere. He ran back to the house, grabbed Mick and Jesse, and the three of them brought the creature home. Jason was about to have a nervous breakdown before he got back to that buck. He was afraid something was gonna take away his prize!
 
   We need more news like this.
 
   I forgot to write about the rabbit stew we had when I was still bedridden. I'll make it short. I don't even remember what day it was.
 
   Mr. Hobbs set a few snares the night before. When he went to check on them the next morning, he had two rabbits. One was in the left woods, and the other was in the right. He butchered and cleaned them, and Elaine made a yummy rabbit stew. Mr. Hobbs says he'll be setting more snares this week. Hopefully we'll get enough rabbit meat for canning.
 
   Jesse thought he saw fish rings in the big pond behind Mr. Peterson's place this morning. They were probably feeding on insects that were landing on the water. If he finishes the chicken run, he and Soo are going to head over and try their luck catching fish for tonight's supper while Jason and Mick work on the fence.
 
   I'm going back out to the recliner and bask in the glow coming from the happiness on Jason's face. I think he's in the middle of telling the deer story for the third time to Amber, Caleb, and Michael.
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   Someone is living in the big house near the pond behind Mr. Peterson's place. 
 
   Jesse and Soo went fishing there around 3:00 this afternoon. They each had a fat worm on a hook and was about to get them in the water when Jesse thought he heard a door opening. They both looked toward the house, which is about thirty yards away. 
 
   A head appeared at the screen door. "I don't appreciate ya'll fishin' in my pond without permission." the head said, “now, get on outa here." 
 
   The head pulled itself back into the house and the door closed. Soo saw curtains moving at one of the windows. He was afraid they were about to get shot, so they grabbed their fishing poles and ran home. They left the bait box beside the pond.
 
   We were all in a tizzy. We sat at the kitchen table, trying to figure out who was in that house, how many there were, and whether we should go over and knock on the door to introduce ourselves. 
 
   Mick says we need to think about it for a couple of days and everyone agreed. In the meantime, folks standing watch will be looking through binoculars toward that house and pond, trying to get a glimpse of anyone or anything. Mr. Hobbs and Jeremy are on watch duty tonight. 
 
   We had fettuccini with Alfredo sauce, and asparagus on the side, for supper. We didn't have any meat, but I don't think anyone missed it. Pasta is filling and we were all stuffed. 
 
   We spent the rest of the evening sitting in the living room near the fire, talking about the big house with the pond and how we should process Jason's deer. It's hanging out there now, waiting to become sustenance for our family.
 
   Mick says they have fencing up on three-quarters of the road frontage. He says that's about a tenth of what we want to get enclosed overall. I'm hoping that, since almost everyone is back on their feet, the fencing project will move a little faster now. 
 
   Mick says we'll need a lot more fencing. He doesn't plan to put posts along the sides or across the back of the property unless he comes to a spot that doesn't have a tree in the right place. He says it’ll be easier to use the numerous trees that are already there as posts. 
 
   So, most of the posthole digging is done. After the perimeter is fenced, Mick wants to put in divisions between the Stang house, our house, and Caleb's house. That will make it harder for anyone to make a full assault on every building we have at the same time.
 
   After the perimeter is fenced and the divisional fencing is started, he'll have a crew start on the area around Mr. Peterson's house and field. Then, they'll work on getting the rebar in place. I have no idea how long it's going to take to finish this fence.
 
   Mick asked everyone to start calling the various houses and properties by the names of the people who are living in them now. So, Mr. Peterson's place is now called the Hobbs place, and Caleb's house is now called Jason and Marisa's house. The old Stang place is Hisa and Soo's place.
 
   It's time to start checking the homes and house trailers on the other side of the eight acre wooded property to our right. I don't have a good feeling about going into those places. 
 
   I'm almost to the point of hoping there's no one else living in the neighborhood. I'm at that point because of the experience Jesse and Soo had at the big house beside the pond. It makes me nervous. Will they be friend, or foe?
 
   The women will be canning venison, and the girls will be filtering water. We're getting just enough water in the pool to take care of ourselves and the goats. Extra water for bath's and showers is a luxury that we don't get as often as we'd like. Marisa's been using the kid’s bath water to do laundry. It helps a lot and gets the clothes just as clean. We're still taking "bird baths" in the bathroom sinks.
 
   I'm heading to bed. I seem to be getting around better tonight. I'm hoping I'll continue to improve tomorrow.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, February 3
 
   8:30 AM... 
 
   We had cold cereal with goat milk for breakfast this morning. It tasted wonderful and no one complained. The kids loved it. They're running around like wild animals from the sugar rush. Elaine and Nana said they didn't feel like cooking this morning, and I’m still using the walker. I think I'll try to graduate to a walking cane this afternoon.
 
   The men started butchering the deer before dawn. We're in the middle of processing and canning venison this morning. I've been sitting at the table with the meat grinder going while the rest of 'em are cutting up meat, packing jars, and loading the canner. I'm surprised the cook stove gets hot enough to run the pressure canner. That cook stove is a magnificent thing.
 
   Mr. Hobbs and Jason have already headed out to look for fencing. They took the Silverado and flatbed trailer. They said they'll spend a lot of time in any neighborhood where posts are in the dirt and the fencing will come down easily. They'll bring back as much as they can before dark. Elaine packed a lunch for each of them and they have the trusty backpacks as well.
 
   Opie and Tig are acting a little "off" this morning. They came back from their potty run smelling like they'd rolled in something dead. I won't let them in the house. I don't know if Marisa will let them in her house, but I doubt it. They're getting baths in laundry rinse water after all the laundry is finished tomorrow. We don't have enough water to use for washing dogs exclusively.
 
   Valerie actually responded to one of Jeremy's questions this morning. He asked if she was feeling any better and she said "yes." That's all she said. Hisa says she is starting to come out of her shell a little, but she was severely traumatized and it'll probably take a while for her to come around, if she ever does. 
 
   Her sores are healing and her hair is growing back. She's filled out a tiny little bit, but the only way Hisa can tell that is because she sees her body when she bathes her. Hisa's hoping she isn't pregnant. 
 
   She believes that Valerie’s strong enough to get up and move around, but her emotional pain is keeping her bedridden.
 
   I'm off to grind more venison. If they don't get venison burgers for supper, the men will run us off the property.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   We decided on sweet potatoes to go with the burgers tonight. All we need to do is heat them up and add a little butter, sugar, and cinnamon since I cooked them before I canned them.
 
   Jason and Mr. Hobbs brought a load of fencing back. After they unloaded, they turned right around and headed out again. 
 
   They've found a neighborhood that has a lot of fenced yards and should be able to get two more loads before dark.
 
   We had canned ravioli for lunch. The kids loved it and I thought it was "bleh," but I ate my portion anyway and was grateful. It was commercially canned ravioli with watery tomato sauce. I'm spoiled. I like the homemade stuff better.
 
   Elaine's busy making burger buns. She uses yeast in her recipe and the dough has to rise a couple times. They should be hot and ready when Mick takes the burgers off the grill around 5:30. He can hardly wait. 
 
   Mick has gone back down the hill to work on the fence. He made us promise to holler at him in time to make the 5:30 supper deadline. I'll bet his mouth has been watering all day. Nana says she'll put the sweet potatoes on while he's cooking the burgers. 
 
   We've decided to have a country style strawberry shortcake for dessert. I found the recipe in one of my old depression era cookbooks. Carisa and Merry are making biscuits and we'll pour condensed milk over them and add a small handful of my dehydrated strawberries to each. We'll sprinkle the tops with powdered sugar. I think my mouth's starting to water. 
 
   I've graduated to a walking cane, so I'm gonna get myself back out there and see if there's anything else I can do to help. I don't need my strong pain pills now. Advil is getting me by for the time being.
 
    
 
   9:30 PM... 
 
   My tummy feels like it's sticking out six inches from where it normally is. Supper was scrumptious and I over ate. I think everyone did. Mick is so full that he hasn't hauled himself out of the recliner to come in the bedroom. He's dozing on and off. He may just sleep there.
 
   Hisa said that Valerie wolfed her burger down. I'm happy to hear that.
 
   Mick and Soo finished the fence along the entire front of the property. Tomorrow, they'll start working on the sides. Jason and Mr. Hobbs will be here tomorrow, and since they'll mostly be using the existing trees as posts, they can move at a faster pace.
 
   Jeremy handed the crutches to Jesse after supper and told him to put them in the basement. He was finished with them. He's limping a bit, and you can tell that his leg aches when he stretches it out, but he's doing great. That makes me happy because Mick now has another hand on the fence building crew.
 
   Carisa says she and Merry are almost finished taking inventory of food and supplies. We added quite a bit of venison to the list today.
 
   She says the shelves are pretty full with the stuff I already had and the stuff from the restaurant haul. She'll need more shelving when the garden starts producing and we start canning the bounty. I'm praying there will be a "bounty."
 
   I didn't know it, but Pop and Jesse have quite an assortment of veggie seedlings growing in the greenhouse.
 
   I don't like not knowing who's living in the big house across the road. I can't recall seeing any smoke coming from the chimney. I wonder how they're eating and staying warm.
 
   I'm going to carry myself over to my bed and sleep alone again.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, February 4
 
   We have two new goat kids.
 
   When Jesse went out to feed this morning, he found two new doelings hopping around. They were born sometime last night. They're already running around and nursing well. He says they are cute little boogers and colored like their dam.
 
   I believe we'll have more new kids by the end of the day. Jesse said another of the does is standing off by herself, nibbling at her sides and rear legs and won't come in to eat. Those are pretty good signs that labor is imminent. We'll be keeping an eye on her. 
 
   After the second doe delivers today, we'll have only one left waiting. She'll kid sometime in the next two weeks.
 
   Mick put off the feed lootin' run until Monday. He wants to work on the fence. 
 
   We're getting a total of one-and-a-half gallons of milk from the first three does. The milk situation is looking good around here. I hope we'll be able to keep it cool this summer. I figure we’ll get around three gallons a day when all is said and done. Elaine has the cheese making books out and has plans for some of the milk.
 
   I'm planning to visit Valerie after breakfast. Hisa said she gave her a sketch pad and colored pencils, and she's been doodling constantly. There hasn't been any sketches to reveal what she went through with the tobacco juice man, or any other clues about who she is and how she got there. In fact, there are no sketches at all, just doodles and sometimes letters and numbers. I hope she'll be okay with my visit. 
 
   I had Marisa dig out a pregnancy test from one of my coupon queen totes. I'll give it to Hisa and she can decide when to test Valerie. She'll probably wait 'til Valerie's been here a month, and test her only if there's no sign of her period by that time.
 
   I'm also going out to see the new baby goats. So far, we have three new doelings to add to our herd for breeding and milking, and we have several BBQ candidates. I'll have to do some studying and find out how to prepare goat meat since we've never had it before.
 
   I'm on my way to sit at the table and roll up cinnamon buns for breakfast. We'll have them with fresh milk. Yummy!
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   Valerie looks a lot different than she did when we found her. For one thing, she's clean and wearing clothes. She's still toothpick skinny but there's color in her face. She seems to be aware of where she is.
 
   I chit-chatted at her for a little while. I think I found out her age. I asked how old she is and she wrote the number 14 on her doodle pad. I'm not sure if that's her age or just a number she felt like writing, but she did it in response to my question and didn't write any numbers after that.
 
   I took cinnamon buns for each of them and a thermos of milk for them to share. They gobbled everything down and Valerie made the "mmm" sound while she was eating. Hisa says there have been no signs of bowel problems, or worms and lice. I was glad to hear that because I was sitting pretty close to Valerie.
 
   Clinic Diane looks pretty darn good. Hisa has most of the medications all lined up and organized inside the cabinets. There are canisters of alcohol wipes, cotton balls, band aids, and cotton swabs sitting on the counter top. There are sheets on the beds and a curtain across the area where the couch sits in case Hisa wants to examine one of us for some reason. It actually smells like a medical clinic.
 
   She said I did a good job picking out the medications we got at Walgreens. I told her I didn't pick them out, I just swept them into containers. She got a laugh out of that. 
 
   She wants to get college level medical books. She needs to study them and have information on hand for the many medical procedures and diseases she hasn't learned about yet. I told her I don't know of any place close, but I'll ask Mick about it. 
 
   Walking to Clinic Diane didn't bother my back too much. I took it slow and easy, I don't wanna have a relapse. When I got back inside, Nana and Elaine were working on lunch plans. I sat in the recliner and threw suggestions at them as I dozed on and off.
 
   The kids came in like a herd of wild animals and that put an end to my dozing. I read a couple of books to them while Nana and Elaine made lunch. 
 
   We had pinto bean burgers with homemade buns. It was Elaine's recipe, and it was good! Elaine just laughed and blushed from all the compliments she got. 
 
   Elaine is such a prize. She's been a huge help to Nana since I've been off my feet. 
 
   The men say they have fencing up about ten percent of the way on the right side. Mick says the perimeter fence may be finished in three or four weeks if we can get enough fencing. Sounds good to me.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   I can't sit here and write.
 
   We've lost Caleb. The kids were playing in the back yard and he was attacked. We are all in agony.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, February 8
 
   I apologize that it's taken so many days for me to get back on track, but I'm sure you understand.
 
   It's been four days since we lost our cherub.
 
   I'm going to sit here and write this out, and then I'm going to put this horrible event out of my mind forever. I'm only going to remember all the wonderful times we had with Caleb.
 
    
 
   It was close to 3:30 PM. 
 
   Several of us were standing around the barn, watching the second doe of the day laboring and waiting for new babies to hit the ground. 
 
   Mick, Jeremy, and Soo were working on the fence and Jason was splitting wood near the barn. Hisa was at Clinic Diane with Valerie. 
 
   Carisa and Merry were playing cards in Carisa's room.
 
   The kids were running and playing in the yard. They were full off themselves and had enough energy to turn on the lights in a football stadium.
 
   The doe was about to start her serious pushing when we heard a scream come from the side of Nana and Pop's motorhome. 
 
   It was the scream of a truly terrified child who's in fear for their life. 
 
   If you've never heard the scream of a truly terrified child who's in fear for their life, then you don't know that the sound strikes immediate, explosive fear in your heart. Your legs begin to move on their own, heading in the direction of the scream. It's completely different than the scream of a child who's injured, or excited, or angry. Every parent who's heard it knows something unimaginable is happening.
 
   This was the first time I've heard the scream of a truly terrified child in fear for their life. I've raised one child to adulthood, and a second one who's almost there, but they've never screamed like that.
 
   Jason was the first to get there. The rest of us were only a few steps behind him.
 
   Amber and Michael were standing in the little clearing where the laundry troughs sit. They were both frozen in place and staring into the trees beside the motorhome. They weren't speaking and they weren't moving. They were both as pale as cotton and in shock.
 
   Caleb was standing behind a large rock and between two small trees. He was being pulled into the trees by a small, rotting hand. 
 
   He went down behind the rock and we couldn't see him anymore. Jason ran at full speed toward the spot where Caleb had disappeared. He had his pistol drawn and when he got there, he raised the gun and shot. The whole incident happened within seconds
 
   The rest of us arrived a moment later and we saw Caleb on the ground. Beside him lay a half rotted body of a young boy. It was Frankie, the remaining brother that we hadn't been able to find over a month ago. We recognized Frankie from Caleb's photo album. 
 
   .
 
   Jason was crouched over Caleb's tiny body, cursing, sobbing, crying, and apologizing over and over to the little blonde angel laying still and quiet on the ground.
 
   The side of Caleb's face had been bitten and a large piece of his cheek was missing. His neck had also been bitten and blood was pouring from the artery. He was looking up toward heaven when the light faded from his eyes and then, he was gone. 
 
   Jason stood, raised his arms toward the sky, screamed in agony, and sent several gunshots into the air.
 
   Caleb's body began to sit up. Elaine pointed her pistol and shot him. Then, she turned and headed down the hill as Marisa and Jason collapsed to the ground, holding one another, sobbing and shaking with heart-wrenching sobs, completely out of control from their pain.
 
   Soo picked up Caleb's little body, wrapped him in a sheet that had been hanging on the line, and carried him back to the new little house in the woods.
 
   We buried him near the flower gardens at the rear of the house.
 
    
 
   Goodbye beautiful little "Cab." We love you and will miss terribly. I know that you're with your brothers, playing cowboy and catching salamanders in heaven.
 
    
 
   I went back to check on the doe, and there were two little doelings beside her. No one else wanted to see new life coming into the world. Not at that point in time.
 
   Writing this has taken every ounce of energy I have.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, February 9
 
   It's pouring rain. 
 
   Mick's stuck inside and doesn't like it at all. He says he needs to keep himself busy, so he's down in the basement, measuring. He wants to find out how many shelves we have room for. 
 
   When he's tired of measuring, he's gonna take Jesse and head to the feed store. 
 
   They'll take anything they can find and load it into the enclosed goat trailer so it stays dry. He can back the trailer into the barn when he needs to unload. 
 
   They're taking Jason's Dodge. If they find more than enough feed to fill the goat trailer they'll load the extra into the bed of the Dodge and cover it with a tarp to keep it dry. I told him that I didn't think there was enough feed kept in stock at the feed store to fill the goat trailer, even on a good day
 
   If they don't find anything there, they'll head to the milling company. Mick says he actually feels better about going on a rainy day instead of a sunny day. He's hoping that any gangs who might attack will be hunkered down inside their hidey-holes, waiting for the rain to stop.
 
   He wants to take enough food to last three days in case they get stuck somewhere and can't get home. I pray that doesn't happen, but going forty-five miles away from home these days comes with a lot more risk than it did a few months ago.
 
   He wants to complete the fence before focusing on anything else, but the goats have to eat so we can continue getting milk.
 
   Mick says he'll send Jason and Jeremy back to TSC to take apart more shelving and bring it home. He wants to get shelves up before we start canning and preserving whatever the garden gives. We still have a little while before we need to concern ourselves with that.
 
   Pop says that we can plant the seedlings he has in the greenhouse after the last frost date. That's around the second week in April. The seedlings are growing nicely in Pop's little greenhouse. He wants to get another one set up and plant more seeds by the end of the week. Jeremy told him he would help as soon as he has the chance.
 
   Mick's kept everyone busy working on the fence from dawn 'til dusk the last few days. They take turns breaking for lunch, so there's always someone working on the fence. He says they have about twenty-five percent done on the left side of the compound. He'll need to get more fencing soon, but he thinks we have enough to finish the left side.
 
   Marisa's been coming here to eat. Other than that, she stays inside with Amber and Michael. She panics if they get out of her sight.
 
   Loosing Caleb has taken a toll on her. I've gone over to sit with her a few times. It hurts my heart when my babies are hurting. 
 
   We're giving her all the time she needs to get back into the daily dregs of surviving. Jason hasn't stopped working since it happened. He works fast and constantly. It's his way of dealing with the pain.
 
   I'm heading out to help Nana make lunch. We're having homemade bread with chicken patties and mayo. The bread needs to rise a couple times, so we better start working on it now. I also need to make sure Jesse and Mick have plenty of supplies in their backpacks before they leave.
 
   Mick just stuck his head in and told me that he and Jesse are getting ready to leave. I told him to make sure he has a good supply of ammo and that I'll be out in a minute to check the food in the backpacks.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM... 
 
   It's still raining. 
 
   Thunderstorms, lightning, and high winds have added themselves to the mix. Mick and Jesse aren't back yet. I'm guessing that means they went to the milling company.
 
   The water in the pool is close to overflowing. Mr. Hobbs and the girls have been filtering water like crazy. They've filled almost every empty container we have, even the horse troughs we use for laundry are full. I told them to start filling all the five-gallon buckets and all the bathtubs so we can use the water for flushing toilets.
 
   I wish Mick and Jesse would get back. Elaine is as worried as I am.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM... 
 
   Mick and Jesse still aren't back. It's dark and stormy outside. I'm very worried and won't sleep a wink 'til they return. I know Mick can take care of himself, but I'm still on edge.
 
   Elaine's beside herself with worry. She's near the fireplace, rubbing her hands together. Every little sound causes her to jump and stare at the door.
 
   I hope they haven't been hurt or kidnapped. This waiting is gonna make me a nervous wreck. Lord, please bring them back home!
 
   Jason just about drove us crazy today. He couldn't go out and work on the fence in the storm, and he couldn't think of any other way to occupy himself. He finally went home to work on the kitchen and windows.
 
   Mr. Hobbs and Jason put one of our huge tarps in the bed of Pop's F350. It's filling up with water and makes me think of those "redneck hot tub" jokes. I can't believe it's actually holding water. They say they may start filling every truck bed we have if it doesn't stop raining soon.
 
   Man! I wish Mick and Jesse were back. I'm going to lie down and worry about them.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, February 10
 
   No, they aren't home. I'm about to lose my mind. 
 
   Jason and Mr. Hobbs are discussing headin' out to look for them. I don't know if that would be a good idea. Marisa's having a fit and doesn't want them to go. I don't blame her. I'm afraid something might happen to them as well. 
 
   I'm gonna need one of my nerve pills if they don't get back soon.
 
   I'm focused on my worry and can't think of anything to write about. So, I’m headed out to help Nana with breakfast. I need to keep myself busy.
 
    
 
   1:30 PM... 
 
   They're back and doing fine!
 
   
  
 

They got back about 11:45 and sat down to eat lunch while they told us what happened.
 
   They arrived at the feed store and it was gone.... I mean, literally. It was burned to the ground and there was nothing left but ashes. It looked like it had burned weeks ago. They decided to head to the milling company.
 
   They passed through a small town that only exists because of fishermen and vacationers who visit the lake. There were HDI's there, and the HDI's wanted to eat them but they didn't give 'em time enough to get close. They drove to the other side of the lake and headed straight to the industrial warehouse area.
 
   They pulled into the milling company parking lot. 
 
   The building has six loading docks and there were no vehicles there. The place looked abandoned but not destroyed. The windows on the second and third floors were still intact. There were several large silo's attached to the building that extended well above the roof.
 
   There was a steel staircase leading up to the second floor and a sign on the building near the bottom of the staircase that said "Office" with an arrow pointing up. Mick and Jesse went up the staircase, tried the office door, and found it locked. They employed the pry-bar and Mr. Colt to get it open. Mick figured there would be access to the warehouse and loading docks through the office area.
 
   It took about five minutes to find the access door which was also locked. They successfully employed the pry-bar and Mr. Colt again. They looked through the door and saw a staircase leading down to the semi-dark warehouse. They pulled out their flashlights and headed down.
 
   The warehouse area was vast and there was a lot of empty space but there was also pallets full of various colored feed bags. 
 
   Mick played around with one of the "emergency" manual levers and cranked a handle until one of the loading doors was half-way up. Light flooded the area and they went to work.
 
   Mick hopped down off the dock and pulled the truck and trailer up beside it. The trailer isn't tall enough to back up to a dock for loading.
 
   They filled the trailer with goat feed, shredded beet pulp, black oil sunflower seeds, and alfalfa pellets. They also found a half-pallet of chicken feed and was able to get a good bit in the truck bed and covered with a tarp.
 
   The corn, oats, and whole grains were gone. There were several barrels of molasses and the label said they were "intended for livestock only." Mick said he would've taken them if he had somewhere to put them. 
 
   They also found bags of cat food, rabbit feed, alpaca feed, and a pallet of pig feed, but they didn't take any of that. There was no cattle or horse feed to be found.
 
   After they got the trailer loaded, they jumped in the Dodge and were ready to head back. 
 
   The Dodge wouldn't start. It wouldn't make any noise at all. They climbed out and began searching for the problem. Cold rain went down their necks and backs, soaking them from top to bottom.
 
   Darkness was coming on fast but they stayed out in the rain and worked on the Dodge. One of them held the flashlight while the other "checked this" and "wiggled that." They couldn't get the engine to turn over. The door lights and headlights wouldn't come on. Mick believes the alternator is dead.
 
   It was past supper time and the weather had gone from bad to worse. It was thundering and lightning, and the rain was blowing sideways. They grabbed their backpacks and headed to the office to get out of the rain, discuss their options, and eat something. They slept in a meeting room near the office. It was carpeted and the door had a lock. They felt it would be better than sleeping in the truck or the open warehouse. They hung their coats, jeans, socks, and shirts on chairs to dry while they slept. Mick said it was “damn cold in there” and he didn't get much sleep.
 
   Mick woke before dawn and it was still raining. He knew that the only choices they had were to find a vehicle with a trailer hitch or find a vehicle with the right type of alternator, remove it, get it into the Dodge, and pray that it would work. He knew we were all worried sick by that time, so he decided to look for a vehicle with a trailer hitch.
 
   Jesse said he knew where to look. They gathered up their backpacks, grabbed a full gas can out of the Dodge, and left on foot.
 
   Jesse led him along the lake front until they came to a campground that had several little log cabins and a marina. There were vehicles parked at a few of the cabins and several more at the marina. Many of them had boat trailers hitched to their rears. 
 
   Mick decided that, since he'd killed Jason's Dodge, he needed to bring back something a little nicer to replace it. He looked through several vehicles before he found a white Lexus SUV with a boat trailer attached and the keys above the visor. 
 
   He thought Jason wouldn’t mind that trade. The Lexus had half a tank of gas, so they hopped in and drove back to the milling company.
 
   Anyway, they loaded everything from the Dodge into the Lexus, pushed the Dodge out of the way, hitched up the trailer, and made it home in time for lunch.
 
   Jason says he doesn't need to go back for the Dodge because the Lexus will be great for carrying kids. He had a twinkle in his eye and a bounce in his step. I thought he was gonna give Mick a kiss, but he didn't.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   We had big fat cinnamon raisin pancakes with syrup and bacon for supper. Sometimes, we like to have breakfast food for supper. It was filling and delicious.
 
   When we need bacon again, we'll have to use the jars from the pantry unless the good Lord drops a couple of fat pigs where we can find them. I canned 30 pounds of bacon in the pressure canner last summer. I learned how to do it from a YouTube video. It works great! The bacon comes out a little crumbly, but it's real bacon.
 
   It's still raining but has slowed to a light drizzle. We have nothing left to store water in, and the pool is overflowing into the yard. Even the garden tub in Marisa's old house trailer is full of water.
 
   We now have enough goat feed to last until we can get some barn lootin' done and the browse starts growing in the pasture again. 
 
   Mick says there's no goat feed left at the milling company. We got the last of it.
 
   Soo says the chickens are perfectly fine using his old motorhome as a coop. Jesse finished building a good sized run and attached it to the motorhome. He and Jeremy gutted the motorhome and built wooden nesting boxes to put inside. They added a couple of tree saplings across the middle so the chickens can give in to their roosting instinct. There were several bullet holes in the roof so they strapped a tarp over it.
 
   I'm tired from not getting any sleep while Mick was gone, so I'm off to bed.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, February 11
 
   We have an egg! It's a funny shaped egg, but it still an egg!
 
   We have no idea which chicken laid the egg, but we hope it's a good sign that all three chickens will start laying pretty soon. 
 
   Most of the men at Kapper Hill Compound are out working on the fence. Pop and Mr. Hobbs are standing watch and filling each other’s head with all sorts of ideas.
 
   The ladies will be working on laundry in a few minutes. We hope to have it done before lunch. 
 
   Marisa will be helping. I told her she needs to keep herself busy and she seems to have taken my advice to heart. She won't let Amber and Michael out of her sight even though Carisa and Merry promised to watch them carefully.
 
   Hisa and Valerie are out for a morning walk. The sun is shining and, even though it's cold, Hisa thinks the exercise will be good for Valerie. If all goes well, Valerie may join us for supper tonight. Hisa doesn't want to push too hard and will leave the final decision to Valerie, but I'm hoping she'll come.
 
   I'm headed out for laundry duty. See ya later!
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   It was very busy around here today. 
 
   The men came in for lunch and they were covered in red mud. Mick says he almost got his feet stuck several times. We made 'em leave their boots and coats on the porch before we'd let 'em in the house.
 
   After lunch dishes were clean, I went down to the basement to check out Carisa and Merry's organizing skills. 
 
   It looks pretty darn good for two teenagers who've never done it before! I told them that the applesauce could be used as an oil substitute in baking and a lot of the other fruits would be used for pies. The jellies and jams will mostly be used for pancakes, biscuits, or toast, so they might consider putting the canned fruit section near the baking section. 
 
   I explained to them that beans can be considered a protein and used as a meat substitute and told them to put them in a section of their own. 
 
   That was about it. The rest of the place looks neat as a pin, even the shelves are labeled. They have all the long-term food organized and in its own section. Smart girls!
 
   Mick thinks they'll finish the fence on the left side of the compound within the next four days if all goes well.
 
   He worries that it'll be obvious we're here because of the driveway. We need a gate, and it's hard to camouflage a gate. 
 
   Valerie didn't come up for supper. Hisa says she's not ready for a large crowd yet. That's okay, we'll wait patiently.
 
   Hisa's getting a little more information out of Valerie. We now know she is from Athens, Alabama and she is fourteen years old. I'll write out any other information Hisa gets from her. 
 
   It's been a long day and these old bones are tired.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, February 12
 
   We have another egg! Woo hoo! It's a pretty egg and is sitting beside yesterday's egg in the refrigerator. We're saving them until we have enough to bake a cake. We only need two more. Then, we'll save enough to make a nice breakfast with real eggs. I want mine fried in bacon grease with medium yolks.
 
   Nana and I were making breakfast when we saw two small figures walk past the kitchen door. It was Hisa and Valerie, out for another morning walk. 
 
   I believe that Hisa is trying to get Valerie comfortable with the back yard since that's where we work most of the time. Hisa was pointing out the laundry area, Pop's motorhome, and the area where Jason splits wood. 
 
   I hope these morning outings will get help Valerie get more comfortable with her new home. Hisa stuck her head in and asked if she could grab oatmeal to go. We fixed her up and she headed back to Clinic Diane with Valerie following close behind.
 
   The guys are working on the fence again, and Jeremy and Jason are off on a fence finding mission. They took Mr. Hobbs' Silverado and the flatbed trailer.
 
   Marisa says the kitchen at her house is gutted. I'm gonna head over there and help her decide where to put things when Jason starts bringing them in. Pop can tell her where she should put a cook stove in case we ever find another one.
 
   See ya later!
 
    
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   I saw smoke rising from the chimney of the big house with the pond this afternoon. I hope Mr. Whomever is keeping warm.. 
 
   We haven't heard anything at all from that place. The guys on duty haven't been able to see any movement through the binoculars. I may just march up to the door with a little plate of fried pies and introduce myself. Hopefully, I won't get shot.
 
   I intend to take Mr. Hobbs and Marisa with me tomorrow, so we can check at least one of the houses on the other side of the woods to our right. I wanna start with the chicken-killer-dog's house. Maybe they have food or something useful I can take as restitution for all the chickens their dogs killed. 
 
   I'm a little nervous about going without Mick, but both Mr. Hobbs and Marisa are good shots, and Mr. Hobbs can kick some serious HDI butt. I hope there's no one there and a lot of good stuff to bring back here.
 
   I'm throwing together beef stew for supper tonight and I want it to simmer for a couple hours. It won't be one of the commercial beef stews from the truck stop. I'll be using my home canned veggies and some of the stew beef I canned last summer. We'll have saltine crackers to go with it but Mick likes to eat it with bread and butter. 
 
   I'm headed out to get started. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM... 
 
   Jeremy and Jason came home with a flatbed trailer full of chain-link fencing. They got it from a propane company. There was lots of fencing around the place, but no propane canisters other than the big round ones.. There were several different trucks there. 
 
   None of us know how to move, or set up, one of those big propane tanks and we don't wanna blow the house off the side of the hill trying to figure it out.
 
   Jason mentioned that he wants to get the fencing that runs alongside the Interstate. There should be miles of fencing there. It's hard to find 6' fencing at residential homes.
 
   Mick got a pretty good cut on his forearm while he was working today. He said he got it from a sharp piece of wire at the end of one of the fencing rolls. He went to Clinic Diane and had Hisa clean and bandage it. Valerie's eyes lit up when he walked in, but she didn't say a word. He said "hello" and thought he saw her smile a little. He was surprised at how much better she looks.
 
   They're using giant staples to nail the fencing to the trees and cutting the tops of the “post trees” off to use for firewood. Mick had a box full of staples in the basement. I have no idea where he got them and he can't remember either. He thinks he got them at one of the many yard sales we used to visit. I guess those staples have been down there for 15 years or more. 
 
   I'm surprised that more of the men haven't gotten nasty cuts. They all have a black fingernail or two, from missing the staple and hitting their thumbs or finger. Mick says they'll run out of staples before they finish the fence, so they'll have to use big nails and hammer them half-way in, then hammer the rest of the nail over the wire.
 
   Everyone loved the beef stew and I got a lot of compliments. It was good for my ego.
 
   Jesse told ghost stories to Amber and Michael in front of the fire after supper. Thankfully, the stories were in the "very mild" category and the kids spent more time screaming and laughing than they did scared and shivering.
 
   Well, I better hit the sack and get some rest before I attempt lootin' the neighbor’s house tomorrow.
 
   Bye for now.
 
   
 
 
   Friday, February 14
 
   We got two more eggs today! Now we can bake a cake. I love those little chickens. They're so easy to take care of and they reward us with yummy goodness. 
 
   Nana says she'll make the cake after lunch while Mr. Hobbs, Marisa, and I are lootin' the neighbor's house. I have nervous energy about going there. I'll need a glass of milk and a big slice of cake when we get back.
 
   Elaine plans to make lasagna tonight, but she'll substitute the ricotta we don't have with the soft goat milk cheese she made yesterday.. We still have a lot of pasta from the truck stop haul and I have lots of canned ground beef and tomato sauce in the basement.
 
   I better get outa here and help get lunch ready. I also need to make sure we have everything we need for the lootin' run.
 
   
3:30 PM... 
 
   We're back from the lootin' run. I ate a huge piece of cake with chocolate frosting along with a big glass of milk. I needed it.
 
   We drove straight up the driveway to the chicken-killer-dog's house. Mr. Hobbs jumped out to keep watch while Marisa and I went to knock on the door. We knocked twice and nobody answered. I noticed Mick’s note regarding the location of their dogs was still stuck between the screen and the front door. 
 
   We walked over to Mr. Hobbs and the three of us made the decision to push the garage door up, hoping the entrance from the garage into the house was unlocked.
 
   As soon as we got the garage door up, we heard hissing and scratching. We went on full alert and pulled our pistols, ready to eliminate any HDI that was inside.
 
   There was a blue PT cruiser in the garage and, although we could still hear the hissing, we couldn't see anything moving about. I told Mr. Hobbs that there might be an HDI in the PT Cruiser so he stuck his face up to the window to look inside. He saw nothing out of the ordinary. 
 
   We were listening intently, trying to determine which direction the hissing was coming from. Marisa jumped and pointed to the corner of the garage.
 
   Looking out at us was a pair of beady eyes and a long gray snout. The mouth was open slightly and the creature was hissing. 
 
   The beady-eyed critter reached out with its front foot and scratched a box that was sitting nearby. There were two more sets of beady eyes behind it. 
 
   Mr. Hobbs just about busted a gut laughing when we he saw that critter. He wanted to shoot it and have possum stew. Marisa threw a fit and said there was no way she was going to let him kill that momma possum because she had two little babies to raise. 
 
   I was still feeling anxious and thought to myself that, if I was the possum, I'd run out and attack those humans so they wouldn't get my babies. I don't trust hissing possums. Never have, never will. 
 
   Marisa tried the doorknob to the house entrance and it was locked. We were disappointed and looked to Mr. Hobbs to kick the door in. He stepped up and ran his hand along the top of the door frame, and that hand came down with a key. I can't believe people hide keys where any ol' bad guy and anyone who has watched crime shows would know to look. 
 
   We stepped into a pretty good sized laundry room. There was plenty of daylight coming in because none of the windows were boarded up. We raised our pistols and cleared one room at a time before looking for loot. The place looked like the occupants had simply gone out one day and never came back. 
 
   We looted the kitchen and found enough food to last a family of four about a week. It'll feed our bunch for two or three days. There was two cases of bottled water on the laundry room floor. We placed all the food we found beside them because we wanted to take everything out the garage door.
 
   There's a door in the kitchen that leads to a basement. We already had a full load, so we decided to come back later and search the basement.
 
   There's a large sectional sofa in the living room. It has a pull-out bed on one side and reclining seats on the other. There's a matching black leather chaise beside it. Mick will go back for that set because it'll add a good bit of sitting space to our living room. We'll give our old sofa bed to Soo and Hisa.
 
   Marisa plans to send Jason back to pull out the kitchen cabinets and install them at their house. I think that's a great idea!
 
   We quickly finished looting the rest of the house and were heading out the door when we heard sounds coming from the basement.
 
   Mr. Hobbs opened the door and the three of us peered down into a black abyss. The only light came from the open door where we were standing. 
 
   Within five seconds, there appeared a man and woman HDI at the bottom of the stairs. I was mortified. They started snarling, howling, and trying to crawl up the staircase. They both looked like they'd been there for a while. 
 
   The woman's right eyeball was laying on her cheek and her left eye was moving around in a random pattern, trying to focus on us. I could see that she was missing several teeth when she snarled and clenched her jaws together. Most of her clothing had been ripped off and she had only her bra and skirt left. She had a piece of silver garland wrapped around her neck like a scarf. She was barefoot and had oozing wounds all over her feet, face, stomach, arms, and legs. 
 
   The man was sportin' a Santa hat and he was missing the sleeve of his shirt from one arm. The arm was swollen from a huge bite wound. He had an empty alcohol bottle stuck in the waistband of his pants and I was surprised that it was still intact. One side of his mouth had been split from the corner of his lips to the curve of his chin. The wound was gaping open and I could see rotting flesh inside. His fingers looked bloody and worn, like he'd been trying to dig, or claw, his way out for so long that they were filthy, pus-covered nubs.
 
   I tried to grab Marisa and get out of there. I didn't want to shoot into the tiny staircase and I didn't want to stand there while they crawled closer. I wanted to close the door, lock them in, and run home to Mick.
 
   Mr. Hobbs freaked out and began shooting. Marisa started screaming. 
 
   I pulled Mr. Hobbs back from the door, slammed it shut, and pushed the lock into place. I sent a thank you up to Jesus that the owners of the house was smart enough to put a sliding lock near the top of the door.
 
   Momma possum didn't say a word as we ran to the Jeep with what we had in our hands. We threw everything in the back-seat and went to close the door to the house in case they actually escaped from the basement. 
 
   We could hear those two HDI's slamming themselves against the basement door. I don't know why we didn't hear them 'til we were ready to leave, but we were talking and moving stuff around while we were looking for useful things.
 
   Mr. Hobbs thinks the HDI's didn't even know where the staircase was until we opened the door and let the light shine down.
 
   We headed straight home and told Mick about the HDI's. He took Jason, Jeremy, and Soo, and went straight to that house and eliminated the two HDI's. I don't wanna loot the basement at this time and I want those two dead bodies out of there and burned before Mick and Jason spend any time there, moving furniture and pulling out cabinets.
 
   
10:20 PM... 
 
   The lasagna was wonderful! I think the soft goat cheese was even better than ricotta. Both huge casserole dishes emptied fast, so I'm not the only one who liked it.
 
   Mick says he'll get the sectional for me, after the fence is done.
 
   Jason and Soo brought home a big load of fencing this morning. They decided to try stacking the rolls sideways instead of lengthwise and it worked great. We have a lot of fencing now, but Mick doesn't think we have enough. Jason says he and Soo have several rolls waiting to be picked up near the Interstate. 
 
   Pop finished another greenhouse today, and will be planting seeds all day tomorrow. I can't wait for fresh salad. 
 
   I'm gonna try re-hydrating banana chip's tomorrow. I wanna mash them up and use them for banana nut bread. Our family loves it and it'll be nice to have something we often had before the world fell apart.
 
   We have a 20 lb canister and one 100 lb canister of propane left. When those run out, we'll have lots of folks sleeping in front of the fireplace, and Marisa and Jason will have lots of folks sleeping in front of their fireplaces. I dread it. I really want Mick to take the time to get that sectional and chaise before it happens. He'll have to take time away from the fence, but it’s important that we have warm places for people to sleep, especially Nana, Pop and the kids. I can't think of anything else to write about, so I’m headed to bed. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, February 15
 
   We added four more to our "network" today. The newest four live in the big house with the pond. They won't be living with us, or eating here, but they'll still be part of our network.
 
   I was freezing when I woke up this morning. I ran out of the bedroom in my pajamas and jumped in front of the fire to get warm. 
 
   Carisa and Merry were sleeping on the sofa bed, and they were nice and toasty. Mick had fallen asleep in the recliner and kept the fire going all night. He had the cook stove lit before I came out.
 
   I heard a soft knock at the front door. Whoever it was would knock for a few seconds, pause for a few, and then knock again. I knew it couldn't be any of our people because we all use the kitchen door in back. I poked Mick in the ribs and told him to get up right now because someone or something was knocking at the door.
 
   He jumped out of the recliner like it was on fire. I woke Carisa and Merry and sent them stumbling, half asleep, to Carisa's room. 
 
   Mick told me to get my Glock and stand behind the door while he opened it. He had Sam Colt as his door opening partner.
 
   He cracked the door and peeked out. Satisfied with what he saw, he pulled the door open wide and motioned for me to come around.
 
   On the front porch stood a short woman with a covered basket in her hand and wearing an apron that had started its life fancy and frilly. Behind her was a skinny man. He was dressed in a fine suit and carrying a very expensive looking cane, but he stayed behind the woman and let her do the talking. Both of them looked to be about the same age as Mick and I.
 
   Behind the man was a girl who looked to be in her late teens or early twenties and a red-headed boy who looked to be about fourteen or fifteen. 
 
   There was baked goods in that basket, and I knew it was still warm because I could smell it.
 
   The woman said they were from the "house across the way" and we knew she meant the big house with the pond. She asked if they could come in to talk. Mick nodded, and the whole bunch of them marched into the living room like they owned the place.
 
   They are the Masterson family. The man is David Masterson and his wife is Toni. The girl is nineteen years old and her name is Rebecca. The boy is twelve years old and his name is David Jr. but they call him "Deuce." He's pretty big for his age and I wondered where he got his genes since his parents were both rather short.
 
   They have enough food and water to last the four of them for a while but they used the last of their wood this morning. They have several canisters of propane, but can't get their propane grill to work.
 
   David had an elbow replacement and Toni has a heart condition. None of them have any idea how to fall trees, cut logs, or split firewood. They've always had their wood delivered and they don't have the tools to attempt trying it on their own. 
 
   Mick told them he would send a couple of our guys over to see if they could get the propane grill to work and split some wood for them. Mick told David that, if they can't get the grill to work, he would trade them the wood chopping labor for the propane canisters and permission to hunt and fish on their property. If they do get the grill to work, we'll still trade for permission to hunt on their property.
 
   David said he would consider that a good bargain if they could have twenty-five percent of anything we get while hunting and fishing. He also wants to be able to count on us to help if they're ever attacked. They say they don't have a gun on the place but David has several fencing swords. "Oh, swell," I thought to myself.
 
   Mick and David shook hands. Toni left the basket on our coffee table and they headed back home. I yelled for Carisa and Merry to get out there and start cleaning up the living room. 
 
   Mick sent Jason and Jeremy to the Masterson place after breakfast. I hope we get those propane tanks. See ya later.
 
   
2:00 PM... 
 
   We're having seriously cold weather. The thermometer on the back porch says its twenty degrees outside. I'll bet tonight will be in the low teens.
 
   Jason and Jeremy split enough wood to last the Masterson's several days. Jeremy said that Rebecca came outside while they were working to bring them fancy little cookies on a white platter. 
 
   He said the cookies were bland but he ate them anyway so he wouldn't hurt Rebecca's feelings because she's "really nice." Uh huh, I'll bet you're thinkin' what I'm thinkin'.
 
   They couldn't fix the propane grill, so they came home with four 20 lb propane canisters. 
 
   I'm glad the Masterson's will be warm tonight, and I'm glad that we now have a couple tanks of propane to save for Clinic Diane.
 
   Elaine's in charge of supper tonight. I have no idea what she has planned but I'm sure it'll be good. That woman is an amazing cook and Nana's enjoying teaching and learning from her.
 
   I'm headed out to put more straw down for the goats. We should be getting babies from our last pregnant doe soon. I'd hate for them to be born in this cold weather. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   9:00 PM... 
 
   Mick and the crew stopped work on the fence early this afternoon. It's so cold that they could barely feel their hands and feet. Mr. Hobbs had an icicle hanging from the tip of his nose (yuck).
 
   The fire isn't keeping the living room as warm as it usually does. I'm sure Carisa and Merry will be sleeping on the sofa bed again tonight. I might crawl in there with 'em.
 
   Elaine made venison pot pie for supper. It was amazing! There was a wonderful thick gravy with meat and veggies inside. 
 
   The men loved it and said they could have eaten more. The kids loved it too, even though "Bambi" was in there. The kids have learned that they'll have to eat what's put in front of them or go hungry. I heard no complaints from Carisa or Merry. They were too busy stuffing their faces.
 
   Nana used re-hydrated banana chips and made a couple loafs of banana bread to go with the pot pie, and we were all feeling fat and lazy.
 
   I just thought about Hisa, Soo, and Valerie. I hope they'll be warm enough in Clinic Diane. I know Hisa and Soo have enough sense to drag Valerie here or Marisa's house if they get too cold.
 
   This day draws to a close but I'm not sleepy yet. I think I'll take a book out to Mick's recliner and read by firelight for a while.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   
Sunday, February 16
 
   I had a surprise when I woke up this morning. Soo was in the recliner and Valerie and Hisa were on a pallet on the floor. They were all sound asleep. 
 
   Valerie woke when I lit the stove and started water for coffee. She pretended she was still asleep and stayed right up close to Hisa. Moms know. I'm tellin' ya, we know when you're only pretending to sleep.
 
   We have three eggs this morning. Yahoo! Now we can start saving for that fried egg breakfast I've been craving. Have I ever told you that I love those chickens?
 
   Laundry's backing up again. We need to get it done today but its currently twelve degrees outside. The laundry will have to wait 'til it's at least thirty-five degrees out there. My hands can't take it when it's colder than that.
 
   Pop took about half the potatoes we got from the restaurant haul to use as seed potatoes. Nana's making hash browns and frying the last of the eatin' potatoes as I type. We'll have them with jelly, butter, honey, ketchup, or whatever else we have available. She says the carbohydrates will be good for our skinny men folk, and there will be enough for everyone to have seconds.
 
   I just heard wild animals come in the door, so I'm off to help Nana get 'em fed. See ya later.
 
   
2:45 PM... 
 
   Surprise! Valerie came over for lunch! I think she's really getting better. She's actually responding with more than one word now. She's sitting at the table with Carisa and Merry, watching them play rummy. I told Carisa not to push her, just let her get comfortable being around people again.
 
   Hisa's running around the kitchen, helping us clean. I think she's happy to be away from Clinic Diane for a while. Nana, Hisa, and Elaine are trying to work out a schedule for cooking duty. We have enough people who can cook and there's no reason why one person should have to be involved with every meal, every day. 
 
   Elaine says she'd like to have responsibility for at least one meal a day, preferably two. She says she feels like it's her only way to contribute to our survival and she knows she's good at it. 
 
   I told them to add Carisa and Merry into the schedule. They're good helpers and can learn fast. They need to learn how to cook. We might have to count on them for it someday.
 
   We all thought the men should cook at least one day a week until Mick said he'd be happy to trade working on the fence for a day working in the kitchen, and he knows "the women would do a great job gettin' that fence up." I don't think so. Fence work is not for me. I'm stayin' in the kitchen, close to the warm cookstove. Yep, I'm spoiled.
 
   Mick's asleep in the recliner, of course. There's a notepad and pen about to fall off his lap and Tig is asleep between his ankles. Opie went back to Marisa's house with her and the kids.
 
   Pop's going in and out of the house to check on his seedlings. He's worried about them freezing in this unusually cold weather. He comes in when he gets cold and heads back out when he gets warm.
 
   Jeremy and Jason are trying to finish boarding the windows and get the kitchen ready for cabinets at Jason and Marisa's house. 
 
   Marisa told Jason she wants to get paint from Lowe's. She wants a pretty kitchen, even if it will be semi-modern, semi-pioneer. He promised her he would get paint, of course.
 
   There's smoke coming from the Masterson's chimney and that makes me happy.
 
   I think I'll head out to nap on the couch unless my name's on the duty list for supper today. If it is, I'll have to figure out what to make and get started gathering everything up.
 
    
 
   10:45 PM... 
 
   Valerie was back for supper tonight, in fact, she'll stay the night if Hisa will stay as well. Hisa agreed and made a pallet on the floor. Soo said he turned off the propane at Clinic Diane so it won't be wasted. He'll be sleeping in the recliner tonight and has fire duty. We have to keep the fire going so we don't freeze to death!
 
   Carisa and Merry will be sleeping on a pallet in the floor at Marisa's house so Nana and Pop can turn off their propane and sleep on our sofa bed. The living room will be packed tonight.
 
   Jeremy's sleeping at the Hobbs place. He says the fire is just as warm at the Hobbs place as it is at Marisa's place. I'll bet he likes the fact that he'll be closer to Rebecca, even if they are in different houses.
 
   That's all I have for you tonight.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   
Monday, February 17
 
   We have three eggs again today! It's nineteen degrees outside and we have nothing to do other than cook, eat, and count eggs. Jason says he'll need to split wood this afternoon. Mick told him we'd put the chopping block in the garage so he'd be out of the wind.
 
   Carisa, Merry, and Valerie are sitting on pallets in front of the fire. Carisa asked Valerie if she wanted to learn how to play rummy and she nodded her head. They're being really gentle with her. Carisa thinks that Valerie has played rummy before but can't remember exactly how. They plan to pull out the Monopoly game tonight. I hate Monopoly, so I won't be playing.
 
   Mick's going crazy because he can't work on the fence. He plans to head back to Lowe's and see what else he can find there. He says he might even loot a house or two. Jason and Jeremy are all over that idea and plan to go with him. They'll take Mr. Hobbs' Silverado because it has an extended cab. They’ll hitch up the flatbed trailer in case they need to bring home something big. 
 
   Mr. Hobbs said it was okay with him but he'll skip this run. He's coming down with a cold and doesn't feel well. Hisa gave him some cold medicine and sent him home to rest. If I were Mr. Hobbs, I wouldn't want to go back to Lowe's either.
 
   Mick said the gas tanker is still about forty percent full but he wants to loot any vehicle he can find for gasoline every time we go out. He'll take all our empty gas cans with him today.
 
   Marisa and Elaine have breakfast duty, so I came in here to get some peace and type on this computer. They'll holler for me when the food's ready.
 
   I think I'll look through my recipe files while I'm in here. Maybe I can find something wonderful to make since I have supper duty tonight. See ya later.
 
   
3:00 PM... 
 
   Excitement!
 
   We have a long, tall, Texan in Clinic Diane. Mick found him lying in the seat of a pick-up truck he was trying to loot for gas. Hisa can't find any wounds on him, and says he's suffering from severe hypothermia.
 
   He's in and out of consciousness and Hisa's trying to get his body temperature up. We know he's from Texas because of the plates on the truck and the driver's license in his wallet. 
 
   His name is Dane Brock, and he is a big guy. His driver’s license says he's 6'7" and weighs 275 lbs. He's thirty-five years old and from Laredo, Texas. 
 
   He looks like he's lost a good amount of weight because his clothes are hanging loose on him. He was wearing a jacket lined with sheepskin and a pair of big ol' cowboy boots. He comes with two shotguns, a rifle, a pistol, and a wooden baseball bat. He also has quite a bit of ammo to go with his guns.
 
   Dane’s the owner of some type of "gas and oil" company. There's a business card in his wallet that says "Brock Gas & Oil, Inc." His name is listed as "Proprietor and CEO." I wonder if he owns one of those big ol' Texas oil wells.
 
   Hisa has the heat on at Clinic Diane and has covered him with several blankets. She has him hooked up to an IV and is giving him a bag of the fluids we got at Walgreens. She says the warm fluids should help him quite a bit.
 
   Mick and Soo are at Clinic Diane, waiting for our Texan to regain consciousness so we can find out if he's a good guy, or a bad guy.
 
   Valerie’s here with the girls. I'm really happy that she's staying here without Hisa. I think she's getting attached to Carisa and Merry.
 
   I don't think we can go a day without some kind of excitement around here.
 
   Mick says there are a lot of HDI's in town, but they’re moving at a snail’s pace. Those without legs or lower parts of their bodies are frozen to the streets and sidewalks wherever water had pooled. They're ripping themselves apart trying to get loose. I'm freaked out that he saw so many.
 
   I'm on supper duty, so I need to get out there and get started. I'll write later and tell you any more information we find out about Mr. Dane Brock. See Ya!
 
   
11:00 PM... 
 
   We had baked macaroni and cheese casserole with chunks of ham mixed in for supper. I took a bag of shredded cheddar from the freezer and sprinkled it on top to melt in the oven. We had green beans on the side. 
 
   Nana opened a large can of pear halves, put a teaspoon of Miracle Whip in the center of each, and sprinkled cheddar cheese on top. I love pears served that way. We've always called it "pear salad." The kids think I'm the most wonderful Gramma in the world for making mac 'n cheese for supper.
 
   Dane is coming around. He's been conscious enough to answer quite a few questions. It looks like he's gonna be in the "good guy" category.
 
   We learned that he was headed back to Texas after returning his nine year old daughter to his ex-wife in Georgia. 
 
   His ex-wife had refused to allow his daughter, Jemma, to fly to Texas alone, so Dane ended up driving to Georgia to pick up Jemma, and driving her back after Christmas. The world was falling apart and Dane decided to stay near his daughter for a few extra days. 
 
   To make a long story short, Jemma was bitten by an HDI at a bus stop in Atlanta. She became infected and then, bit her mother. 
 
   Mother and daughter were both shot when they were roaming the streets, looking for their next victim. 
 
   Dane stayed long enough to bury them and then, headed back toward Texas. Before leaving Atlanta, he bought two shotguns, a rifle, a pistol, and a large amount of ammo.
 
   The world fell completely apart after he began driving back. He didn't have a map, so he didn't dare try to travel back roads. He's been looting food and gasoline as he goes, and he's had a rough time fighting gangs, other survivors, and HDI's for the small amounts he was able to get. Some days, he was lucky to make ten miles. 
 
   Twice, he was able to find an abandoned house and spent a few days there sleeping and eating food that had been abandoned. 
 
   He got sick from something he ate and stayed there another three days trying to recover 
 
   He's been traveling since January 4th. He spent two weeks in a survivor camp near the Georgia/Alabama line until the group split apart because of dissension in the ranks and fighting in the camp. He decided to continue on toward Texas while looking for a good survivor group to hunker down with for winter.
 
   He was very low on gas when he came to the exit near us, so he pulled off to try and find more. He made it into town and became trapped in his truck by a horde of HDI's. 
 
   He couldn't step outside the truck to look for gas or food, so he tried waiting it out. He said there was well over 100 HDI's roaming the streets and he was as quiet as he possibly could be to keep from being discovered. He thought he was gonna freeze to death and wouldn't have to worry about starving, but Mick found him.
 
   .I'm hoping he decides to hunker down with us for a while. He seems like a good person, and Elaine thinks he's easy on the eyes.
 
   By the way, propane and heating oil are the main products his company sells. He knows all about the industry and says he can help us get some of those big, round propane tanks if we can find the right equipment and truck. 
 
   Mick and Jason are heading out tomorrow morning to try and loot enough diesel fuel to fill the tank of the big trucks at the propane company. Hisa told Mick that Dane needs to recover for at least two days before attempting anything physically demanding.
 
   I'm happy that they found Dane!
 
   I have breakfast duty tomorrow, so I'm off to get some rest.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, February 18
 
   It's a balmy thirty degrees outside and this joint is jumping. I made oatmeal with dehydrated strawberries mixed in for breakfast. 
 
   Mick and Jason are heading out for diesel fuel and the rest of the gang is doing their morning chores. Mick intends to be back from his diesel run and out, working on the fence, by mid-day.
 
   Hisa came over to pick up breakfast for herself and Dane. She says he's much better and wants to get out of there, but she wants him to spend today recovering. She made a deal that, if he'd rest today, she'd allow him up tomorrow at lunch. She said "we see how he does walking here and if he doesn't tire much, I let him try a little work." Boy, Hisa really has control of her patients. She may be little in stature but her strong will is big, and mighty hard to break.
 
   I don't have lunch or supper duty today. Yahoo! 
 
   I'm gonna spend some time with Pop in the greenhouse. He wants to show me the seedlings and point out which is which. I'm hoping we get a good harvest and enough to put away for winter next year. Pop and Mr. Hobbs plan to start "working the ground" for our big garden. They have Jesse saving goat poop and old hay from his daily barn chores. He's doing a great job with the animals. 
 
   The happy little chickens are still laying eggs and we're getting closer to that fried-egg breakfast. Pop told the kids that the chicken’s names were Larry, Moe, and Curly. No one gives a hoot that they're girl chickens.
 
   See ya later.
 
   
1:30 PM...
 
   We have a new RAM truck and six five-gallon cans of diesel fuel. The gas gauge in the RAM is reporting three-quarters of a tank. The only reason they brought the RAM home was because of the large amount of fuel already in the tank.
 
   I asked Mick "Why didn't you fill the RAM with gas from the gas cans and then loot more?" He smacked his forehead with his hand, turned red in the face, and said "duh." I just laughed because neither he nor Jason thought of it.
 
   Mick doesn't want to siphon any fuel out of the gas tanker truck because we might figure out a way to unlock the lids on the huge underground tanks at gas stations. We'll need to drive it to the station instead of making lots of little trips with the small gas cans.
 
   Dane told us not to use the Interstate. He says there’s constant military movement and gangs waiting to ambush any travelers they see. 
 
   He also said there aren't many cars on the Interstate, and getting any decent amount of gasoline was sketchy. A lot of them were abandoned simply because they were out of gas. 
 
   If he saw any cars at a business close to the on or off-ramps, he'd pull off the Interstate to try and get gas. He'd get a gallon or two before he saw "people" or vehicles coming toward him. He'd jump in his truck and get outa there if the number of "people" was more than he was comfortable handling by himself. He thinks some of the cars were put there intentionally, to lure travelers into an ambush.
 
   This afternoon, Jeremy and Jesse are heading out to see if they can get more diesel fuel. They're gonna top off the RAM, pour what they can in Pop's F350, and take every empty gas can we have.. They'll drive the RAM to the propane company and siphon fuel directly from it into the hoist truck.
 
   The remaining men plan to work on the fence while Jesse and Jeremy are gone. Mick says they are about half-way finished with the right side.
 
   I'm thinking about all those big propane tanks sitting around at people's houses and mobile homes. I hope we can get several. 
 
   They have gauges on them and the guys will be able to tell how full they are before they attempt to get them. Mick says Dane's going to teach him how to do everything so we can do it ourselves in case Dane isn't here next winter.
 
   Marisa asked Dane if he knew how to hook up a propane oven in her house and he said he does and he would do it for her if she has a gas oven. She has one in the old house trailer. 
 
   Now she's got me thinking the same thing for our house. It'll be a lot cooler in the kitchen this summer if we don't have to use the cook stove.
 
   I'm going out to work on laundry. The temperature gauge says its thirty-seven degrees outside. It's a heat wave!
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   4:45 PM... 
 
   Jesse came back about an hour ago without Jason. They got into a battle with a horde of HDI's when they attempted to get diesel fuel from a truck in town. He doesn't know where Jason went when he, himself, decided to jump back in the S10. Marisa's freaking out and the rest of us are right there with her.
 
   Mick, Jesse, and Soo are trying to find Jason. Oh Lord, please let Jason be okay.
 
    
 
   11:45 PM... 
 
   They can't find him. They came back home because Mick says it's too dark and dangerous to be out looking. There's at least a hundred HDI's roaming the streets and he figures Jason is hiding out somewhere to wait for daylight. 
 
   The kids are finally asleep on the sofa bed and Marisa's sitting at the table, slapping cards down for a pretend game of solitaire. She barely looks at them. 
 
   She looks terrified, worried, and stressed out. I doubt she'll sleep at all. I may not either. Bye for now.
 
   Wednesday, February 19
 
   Mick, Jesse, and Mr. Hobbs are out looking for Jason this morning. They took their breakfast with them.
 
   About thirty minutes after they pulled out, a little red Blazer came up the driveway. The rest of us immediately went on greetin' duty with our rifles and pistols in hand. 
 
   The blazer stopped at the top of the driveway and Jason climbed out of the passenger side. Marisa's knees buckled and she almost fell when she saw him. She ran into his arms and began crying hysterically.
 
   After Marisa calmed down, Jason motioned toward the Blazer and a man and woman stepped out. Jason introduced them as Adam and Lindsey. They were dressed in layers of warm clothing and look like average college kids. Jason met them when he was grabbed by his collar and dragged into a hallway by Adam. 
 
   Adam found Jason when he went down to the street access door of their building because he'd heard gunshots. Jason was backed up against the glass door, shooting into a crowd of HDI's. 
 
   Adam could see that Jason was alive and that the HDI's were about to gain control, so he flipped the deadlock and opened the door to pull him inside. 
 
   Adam and Lindsey are living on the third floor of an apartment building in town. There's a man and three women living with them. They told Jason he could sleep there if he wanted to, and they'd drive him back home when morning came.
 
   He says they have a good amount of food and water stocked up and have been looting the apartments and buildings around them. They don't have heat, but they're making do with lots of blankets and many layers of clothing. They're heating food over a small fire in one of those "coffee table with fire pit" gadgets and using wooden furniture, books, and paper for fuel.
 
   They're using buckets for potty time because they don't have enough water to flush toilets and they want to save any water in the toilet tanks in case they need it for drinking. They're throwing garbage and human waste out a third floor window on the opposite side of the building. 
 
   There's a lot of garbage and a lot of dead HDI bodies on the street around the building. The area smells like rot, death, and decay. 
 
   I told them they were advertising their location with the garbage piles, and they might want to consider bagging it and leaving it in other buildings they loot. They have no choice with the waste buckets, but they'd be better off dumping them from first floor windows so stains wouldn't be seen running down three floors on the outside of the building. They thanked me for the advice.
 
   They didn't talk much, and didn't want to stay, so they headed back in their little red Blazer. Before they left I told them they were welcome to come here if they'd like and that we were extremely grateful to them for saving Jason and bringing him home.
 
   We need to send someone to fetch Mick, Mr. Hobbs, and Jesse back. I think Soo and Pop are headed out to track them down. 
 
   We're all breathing a sigh of relief but we're still on edge because we know Mick, Mr. Hobbs, and Jesse are out there among the horde.
 
   
12:30 PM... 
 
   They found Mick and the gang pretty quick. They followed the horde. They had to shoot and push through it until they saw what they were looking for. They said they were terrified having the HDI's all around them but they kept up enough speed so that they were able to outrun and push aside any HDI that might break out a window, jump into the back of the truck, or cause any serious damage. There’s goo and icky stuff all over the front of the Jeep as well as the Silverado.
 
   Soo pulled right up beside Mick and told him Jason was home safe. Jesse started crying with relief and they all came home by taking the scenic route.
 
   When Mick got home, Jason had to explain everything all over again. Jason and Marisa are now at their house with the kids.
 
   Lunch is over and Soo and Mr. Hobbs are heading back out for diesel fuel. They plan to stay on the outskirts of town and in the abandoned neighborhoods if they can find enough vehicles that use diesel. 
 
   They also plan to head to the truck stop since we remembered that there were two or three big rigs still parked at the diesel pumps there. I hope they weren't running on empty when they stopped.
 
   This will be the last run for diesel before Mick and Dane head to the propane company to try for the hoist truck. There’s a couple other trucks there as well and they probably have fuel in their tanks that can be siphoned out if needed.
 
   There are several big, round propane tanks at the propane company but Dane says they're probably empty because it's common practice to set the tanks with a hoist truck and come in behind with a tanker to fill them. He says he might come back with a surprise if he gets his wish.
 
   I think Elaine is smitten with Dane. She always puts extra food on his plate and says he needs more because he is bigger and needs to gain his weight back. 
 
   I think he might be a little smitten as well. I noticed him watching her walk away after she brought lunch to the table. He was checkin' her out. I wanted to tease him, but I kept my mouth shut.
 
   
10:30 PM... 
 
   We're all exhausted. I think part of it is coming down from the huge adrenaline rush we had while Jason was missing.
 
   Soo and Mr. Hobbs came back with every gas can full of diesel fuel and Dane says he expects there to be at least a little fuel already in the hoist truck. They got every single drop at the high school bus barn and never made it to the truck stop.
 
   Mick, Dane, Soo, and Jason are heading to the propane company tomorrow morning. They're taking the RAM and Pop's F350 because they are both have full tanks. They have nine, full, five-gallon gas cans as well as full tanks in both vehicles.
 
   I have lunch duty tomorrow and Carisa is my sidekick. I haven't decided what we'll make but I'm pretty sure it'll have something to do with rice. We need to finish up laundry as well. There's always something unpleasant to do around here.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   
Thursday, February 20
 
   I've decided that we're having black-eyed peas, turnip greens, and cornbread for lunch today. I'll also make a couple of peach cobblers. I want to make enough so that there's plenty left over for supper. It'll be a nice surprise for Nana and Marisa, who have supper duty. We all need a surprise now and then. I hope I'll be throwing "surprise luck" out to Dane so his plans work out.
 
   Everyone has a bounce in their step this morning. We're all anxious to see if the men can get a hoist truck and bring home big propane tanks. There will be a long line at Pop's motorhome shower tonight if everything goes well.
 
   Rebecca Masterson knocked at the front door this morning and asked if Jeremy could split more wood for them. I told her I didn't know and hollered for Jeremy to come in. He said he could go right away and grabbed the chainsaw, ax, and little gas can. They headed back, walking slowly and talking as they went.
 
   Mick said we'll to need to build an outhouse soon. The toilets aren't flushing as well as they used to and he's afraid the septic tank is getting full with all these people donating to it regularly. I dread having to use an outhouse but we'll have no choice. 
 
   He told me the men have been "going" in the woods whenever they're working on the fence. I was mortified. 
 
   He said they'd been digging "cat holes" for brown potty, and nature has provided plenty of toilet paper. I'm still mortified.
 
   Valerie's coming back to us a little faster than she had been. She'll actually carry on a conversation with you. She talks mostly about her little brother and sister. She doesn't know where they are or if they're still alive. Her parents were at work and never came home when the world fell apart. She cared for her siblings three days before "some bad men" with shotguns and knives broke into the house. 
 
   The bad men took food, valuables, guns, jewelry, and Valerie. She doesn't talk about what happened after that. Maybe she'll tell us one day. She and Hisa have breakfast duty this morning and they're serving cold cereal. 
 
   Hisa says she's out of practice for cooking and needs to roam around the storage shelves for ideas. That's fine with me. I like those sweet, fattening cereals. I love Sugar Pops. Yep, I think I'll have a big bowl of Sugar Pops for breakfast.
 
   I'm headed out to eat my cereal and anticipate the men coming home with propane happiness.
 
   See ya later.
 
   2:00 PM... 
 
   The men came home about 11:00 AM. They were driving Pop's F350 and a hoist truck with a big propane tank loaded up. We were all shocked. We thought it would be afternoon before they could get the hoist truck fueled up, go find a tank, and bring it home. 
 
   The hoist truck was there, and so was a large tanker truck with a mostly full tank of propane. I call it the "delivery truck."
 
   Mick and Dane broke into the gas company while Soo and Jason were pouring fuel in the hoist truck. Dane grabbed all sorts of equipment. 
 
   He shoved a bunch of manuals into Mick's hands and told him to put 'em in Pop's truck to bring home. He also found several sets of keys and managed to figure out which one went to the delivery truck. He let it warm up for a few minutes and then, drove it over to the line of empty tanks sitting on the ground. 
 
   He" filled one of the tanks with propane and went back for the hoist truck. He messed around inside the hoist truck, loaded and secured the full propane tank, and headed home.
 
   It was slow going, getting the hoist truck up the hill and situated around back to be able to place the large propane tank near Pop and Nana's motorhome. We're having hot showers tonight baby!
 
   They finished hooking up the tank to Dane's satisfaction and came in for lunch. After they ate, they headed back to get another tank filled and home for Clinic Diane. I expect them home pretty soon. They plan to leave the hoist truck at Jason and Marisa's place since its way back in the woods and there aren't a lot of other vehicles parked there.
 
   My new favorite vehicle is a propane hoist truck.
 
   Mick says there's one empty tank left after they get the one for Clinic Diane. Dane says there's enough fuel left in the hoist truck to bring the last one back and place it near Marisa's kitchen so he can hook up her gas oven.
 
   We'll have to siphon diesel from the other trucks there before we can go out hunting for more tanks.
 
   The RAM was left at the propane company and has only a couple gallons left in the tank. Mick said he was tempted to replace the S10 with the RAM because it is pretty awesome, but the S10 uses gasoline and we have a good bit of that. It also gets a lot better gas mileage than the RAM.
 
   Dane says the tanks we got today should last through the remainder of winter. Pop is thrilled that he gets to sleep in his motorhome bed and be warm. He asked Dane if he could rig up heaters for the greenhouses. There's only a couple of months left before we put the seedlings in the ground, so one tank of propane should heat the greenhouses through next winter as well.
 
   Elaine thinks Dane is the most incredible man in the world because he got propane for us. I'm pretty sure something is developing between Dane and Elaine.
 
   All I can think about is a hot shower.
 
   See ya later.
 
   
10:00 PM... 
 
   I am clean! I mean really clean!
 
   I got the third hot shower. Dane got the first, and Mick got the second, and they earned it! 
 
   It takes a while in between showers for the water to heat back up, and we'll have to fill the motorhome's water tank a couple of times so everyone can take showers. 
 
   Pop kicked everyone out about thirty minutes ago and said he and Nana would be having the next hot showers and then going to bed. Everyone who was still dirty ran to Clinic Diane and I don't know who's showering there.
 
   It was euphoric, even if it was in a teeny little motorhome bathroom. For the first time in weeks I feel like I'm really clean. I know we have to be careful and we can't use up the propane and the water getting hot showers every night, but it was wonderful and I'm already looking forward to the next one.
 
   Jeremy didn't come back from the Masterson place 'til supper time. He said they ate some kind of "Mountain House spaghetti" for lunch. "It tasted okay" he said. Then, he scarfed down his supper like he hadn't eaten all day.
 
   Mick says they'll go back to working on the fence tomorrow and Dane promised to help. 
 
   Yay! Pop and Clinic Diane have propane. 
 
   We stay pretty warm in the house with the fireplace and the cook stove going. I don't think we really need a propane heater but I'd like to get a propane oven. 
 
   Now, we have to worry about staying cool when it’s blazing hot in July and August.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, February 21
 
   Glorious cleanliness and pancakes for breakfast. Who'd complain? 
 
   Jeremy and Jesse missed out on showers last night and say they'll wait 'til tonight to get one since they'll be doing dirty fence work today. Jeremy asked if we could invite Rebecca and her family for hot showers and I said no. We have to really be careful with our water because spring planting is just around the corner and our garden will need to be watered. He looked a little sad, but says he understands. I told him to head over there with a half-gallon of goat milk, and that turned his frown upside down.
 
   Valerie, Carisa and Merry have underwear laundry duty today. It'll be a hoot to watch them hold everyone's underwear with just their thumbs and forefinger. It won't surprise me if they pick everything up with long sticks, but they'll still have to run them through the wringer. It's too bad that YouTube is no longer around.
 
   I have no cooking duties today, so I don't know what to do with myself. Pop said he wants me to sit down with him and plan out our vegetable rows. 
 
   Every man on the place, except Jesse and Pop, is working on the fence. Pop’s in the greenhouse and Jesse is mucking out the barn. He thinks our doe is in early labor, so we may have more babies today!
 
   Marisa and Elaine are standing watch and Elaine is knitting at the same time. I do believe she's knitting a scarf for Dane. Marisa saw Elaine and Dane standing close and talking on the back porch last night while all the shower crazed people were waiting around for their turn. I hope they fall madly in love and we get to keep Dane forever.
 
   I'm outa here to help Pop. See ya later.
 
   3:00 PM... 
 
   Dane is back at Clinic Diane and Elaine is there, fussing over him and driving Hisa crazy. 
 
   He was working on the fence after lunch when he suddenly became dizzy and weak. He told Mick he needed to lay down, so Mick and Jason took him to Clinic Diane. Hisa says he's been working too hard, too soon, after his bout with hypothermia. Mick said they got twice as much done. He says that Dane is a "moose" and "strong like ox," and the hardest worker he's ever seen.
 
   Dane has been ordered to bed for three days and has to eat small meals several times a day. 
 
   Elaine insisted that she take him back to the Hobbs place so she could care for him and Hisa actually plans to let her do it. Elaine promised to keep him on the couch, in front of the fireplace. 
 
   I'm worried that we took advantage of Dane so soon after his illness. I'll be one of those who insists that he follow Hisa's orders. 
 
   Elaine will come here to prepare food and take it back to him. I doubt we'll see her, otherwise. 
 
   Our doe delivered quads this afternoon. I thought babies were never going to stop coming out! She gave us two doelings and two buckling’s. Everyone looks great, and her udder is huge. Yay for more milk!
 
    
 
   10:15 PM... 
 
   We have a horse. She came right up to Jason while they were working on the fence before supper. I wonder where she came from. 
 
   I had no idea what to do with her so I told Jason to use our seventy-foot rope and tie her to a tree on the edge of the field behind his tractor shed. She seems very happy back there and kept her nose to the ground, grazing the wild weeds and grass. Jason says she can reach a little stream that angles across the corner of the property, so she'll be fine for water.
 
   The kids are calling her "Buttercup." She's as gentle as a lamb, and I guess the name "Buttercup" kinda suits her. We found out that she can eat a serious amount of hay, so we'll have to get started on lootin' barns to keep her fed.
 
   Elaine says Dane is resting and isn't feeling dizzy anymore, but he's still weak. She's taking good care of him, I'll bet.
 
   Mick thinks they'll finish the right side of the fence within three days. He says the back won't take as long because it's a lot shorter than the sides. I guess that means we'll be sending someone out for fencing tomorrow or the next day.
 
   We've decided on one hot shower per week. The rest of the time we'll take bird baths, as usual. If the pool is less than three-quarters full we'll have to cancel showers for that week. Thank goodness for deodorant from the coupon queen totes.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, February 22
 
   Jeremy was on watch when a large motorhome stopped at the foot of the driveway. We heard a horn blast about the same time Jeremy sounded the alarm.
 
   The motorhome looked like it was riding about six inches off the pavement and had several metal barrels strapped along the side.
 
   Mick, Jason, and Soo headed down the driveway with their rifles leading the way and their pistols on their hips. Someone was standing beside the motorhome, waiting for them to walk down. 
 
   The rest of us watched from the front porch as Mick, Jason, and Soo talked with the stranger at the foot of the driveway. After fifteen minutes or so, our guys turned and headed back up the hill and the motorhome slowly headed on down the road. Mick was walking with his shoulders slumped and his head down. I knew something was very wrong.
 
   When Jason got about half-way down the driveway he recognized the man who saved his life in the city. It was Adam, and he was bringing a warning.
 
   He said there’s a large horde of HDI's between forty and forty-five hours away. They are walking in a consistent pattern directly west, mostly following the highways and small roads, and destroying everything in their path. There are somewhere between 500 and 700 HDI's in all colors, shapes and sizes.
 
   They use each other’s bodies to climb over anything blocking their way, including buildings. They'll take down a good-sized building to get to any live person inside. If there are no obstacles, they travel in a group about fifty-feet wide at the front. 
 
   The HDI's at the front are bizarre. They stay in formation, marching forward. They seem to have some intelligence because they step aside and allow the horde to form an HDI ladder before using them to climb over anything of substantial height.
 
   There's a motorcycle gang traveling behind the horde. They occasionally use the slower horde members for target practice, but scoot away on their bikes when several horde members try to come at them at once. They're more dangerous than the horde because they will kill anyone, other than their own members, who tries to escape or fight the horde. They loot and burn any building in their path as well. For some reason, the front portion of the horde ignores them, and vice-versa.
 
   Adam's group joined forces with four other groups in the city to fight against both the horde, and the gang. They were completely over run and barely got out alive. Adam's group lost three of their six members. The remaining members took refuge in a junk yard to wait out the horde's passing. 
 
   Adam found the diesel motorhome along with several empty metal drums behind the junkyard office. They strapped six of the cleanest looking drums to the sides of the motorhome. 
 
   They've been looting any diesel vehicle they come across and adding the fuel to either the motorhome tank, or the metal barrels, as needed. The barrels on one side are for fuel and the barrels on the other side carry water.
 
   They're trying to make it to the mid-western plains because of wide open spaces, low population, and abundantly rich farm land. I pray they make it safely.
 
   The horde is headed straight for us and will be here in less than two days.
 
   Jeremy's headed to the Masterson place to tell them to get here as fast as they can because we are all in serious danger and need to have a meeting to discuss our options. 
 
   Jesse went across the road to get Dane and Elaine, and I sent Carisa to Clinic Diane for Hisa and Valerie. Everyone else is already here.
 
   We have several major problems but he biggest of them all is the size of the horde and the fact that we don't have anywhere near enough ammo and competent shooters to put up a fight. We are all terrified.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM...
 
   It's been decided.
 
   Everyone here will move everything we can to Pop and Nana's house until the horde and gang have passed our hill.
 
   Mick says, if we had more hands and the fence was fortified, we would stay here and fight. We have to use common sense and try to keep our families safe from something this big. We were lucky to get a warning and we intend to heed that warning. We are not heroes. We're survivors.
 
   We'll put any food we can't carry inside the tornado shelter and try to disguise the entrance. Dane says he'll rig it with some sort of explosive device he plans to make from things in the basement and the garden shed.
 
   He wants to place several devices on the hillside. Marisa's old house trailer will be set to explode, as will the Hobbs house. 
 
   Dane is pure, all-out, wild man crazy and plans to stay and protect "our home." He'll be up in the tree tops with his guns ready. He'll also have the AR-15 and a bow with several flammable arrows.
 
   I didn't even know we had flammable arrows. Mick probably got them at a yard sale. I hope they're still good.
 
   Elaine is about to give birth to a calf because she doesn't want Dane to fight. I don't blame her. I don't want him to fight either, and I'm not even the one that's been "taking care" of him.
 
   The Masterson's refuse to go anywhere and say they have a large safe-room in their home. They'll pack it full of supplies and stay inside. I think the pond and creek will protect them somewhat but I'm sending up a request to Jesus for their safety.
 
   We'll take every vehicle we have, including Pop's motorhome and Clinic Diane, along with us. They'll be packed with food, clothing, linens, and personal supplies. The trucks and Jeep will be packed with tools, firewood, gardening equipment, water troughs, and any other outdoor equipment we can fit. 
 
   The Kubota in Jason's tractor shed will be loaded onto the flatbed trailer and taken along. 
 
   We'll load all the goats into the little goat trailer and take them with us. We can keep them in the empty stalls of Pop's barn.
 
   The chickens will come as well. 
 
   We'll take Buttercup if we have time to come back and get her, otherwise, she'll be turned loose to fend for herself. We have no way to carry her because the trailers will be full when we head out..
 
   While the women are packing up the trucks and motorhomes, the men will be creating, hopefully, a big problem for the HDI's and the gang.
 
   There's a strip of land that's about twenty feet wide between the fence and the road, so there's plenty of room for a small "land moat" of sorts. They'll dig the moat as deep as they can before the horde is due to arrive. Mick's hoping to get down three or four feet along the entire length. I doubt that happens, but they'll give it their best shot. 
 
   Tarps will be placed along the floor of the moat and pools of gasoline will be ready for Dane's flaming arrows. I told them to remember that Adam says the HDI's will climb each other and they'll come right up the sides of the moat. Mick says the moat is mostly for the gangs and their motorcycles. Hopefully, a few of them will drive into the moat and be devoured by any HDI in there with them.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs plan to cut old bamboo canes from my big patch of bamboo at the rear of our property. They'll cut them into twelve-inch lengths and sharpen the ends. These "stakes" will be buried six inches deep all along the fence perimeter with the sharp end pointed up to puncture motorcycle tires and tear up HDI feet.
 
   When the horde is due, Mick and Jason will be in the S10 on the outside perimeter to wait for them to appear. When they see the horde, they'll send up a gunshot to notify Dane, then skedaddle back to Pop's house by taking some of the dirt roads we have around here.
 
   Everyone's out there doing what they need to be doing. I don't have time to write anymore. I'm heading out to move an entire hillside. See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:50 PM... 
 
   I'm wired up. I can't sleep because there's too much to do.
 
   After the meeting broke, we began filling Pop and Nana's motorhome with all the food we could fit inside. We finally got it full about thirty minutes ago. There's not even room for Nana in there, so she'll be riding along with me in the Jeep. 
 
   I'll be a "people mover" and so will Marisa. She and I will be carrying anyone who isn't driving something else. 
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs have a big pile of bamboo stakes, ready to install. The older kids will bury them along the fence perimeter as well as the opposite side of the road. Jeremy and Jesse will have their weapons handy in case any trouble appears. They're using my bulb planting tool to make the holes deep enough. 
 
   I'm nervous about the girls working that close to the road, but it has to be done.
 
   I'm praying the horde and gang will pass through during the night. Please Lord, let there be big black clouds covering the moon when they pass through. Better yet, let it be pouring rain!
 
   Dane spent the majority of today between the basement and the garden shed. He can't do any digging because he's still too weak and we don't want him to pass out or relapse any further.
 
   Every available hand will be busy digging the moat tomorrow. The rest of us will be packing up Clinic Diane and the vehicles. I'm taking my laptop because I'll go crazy if I can't write. Pop has a small generator there, so I’ll be able to fire this thing up.
 
   I'm heading back out to see what I can get ready to send our first thing in the morning.
 
   I don't know if I'll have time to write tomorrow since we plan to be on our way right after supper.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, February 23
 
   9:45 AM... 
 
   I'm just popping in to say hello. Gotta run.
 
    
 
   6:00 PM... 
 
   We're getting the last of it packed heading out. I'm here to grab this computer. See ya at Pop's house.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   We got here about three hours ago. All I can do now is write, worry, and wait. Mick pulled a good one on me. I hope he lives to regret it. I pray he lives to regret it!
 
   I've been furious, sad, upset, sick, worried, enraged and anything else you can think of during the past three hours. I've screamed, cried, sulked, and thrown a few things as well.
 
   Mick drove the S10 over with the rest of us. He was last in line. I thought he was gonna make sure we got here safely and head back out with Jason to wait for the horde to appear and warn Dane.
 
   He stopped the S10 near the house and I saw Jason come flying out of the passenger side and hit the ground. His face was as red as a beet. Mick went speeding out of the driveway without saying a word to anyone. He left Jason to explain. Poor Jason!
 
   On the ride over, Mick told Jason his plan to back-up Dane. He said he felt he had a responsibility to protect our home so we'd have some place safe to come back to. Jason wanted to go with him but Mick refused and told Jason to take care of the rest of us if anything happened to him. Jason argued the entire way here.
 
   When Mick brought the S10 to a stop, Jason tried to jump out and let me know what Mick was planning. When Jason opened the passenger door, Mick raised a booted foot and sent him flying out of the truck. There was no chance to stop him. He sped away.
 
   The horde should be there around daybreak. I think I'm going to need a Xanax of the blue variety and I don't think I'll sleep a wink.
 
   It's so crowded in this house that I probably couldn't find a place to lay down even if I wanted too. 
 
   Carisa's upset as well. She's pulled herself into a little ball and is sleeping in one of Nana's fluffy chairs. I need to tell her to find a spot to lay down, or she'll be sore and cramped up when she wakes.
 
   Well, since I'm not sleeping, I guess I can tell you what we did before we left today.
 
   We got as many linens as we could into Clinic Diane. 
 
   We packed all our pots and pans, cooking utensils, dishes, and other food service items including any small electrical appliance that the generator might run. We also packed more of our food and all of our small water containers.
 
   We had a plethora of backpacks and suitcases full of clothing and personal items to pack as well.
 
   We got Pop's seedlings, and he took one of the greenhouses apart and stuffed it in. Soo drove Clinic Diane.
 
   We had four wheelbarrow loads of food we didn't have room for, so we took it to the tornado shelter.
 
   Jesse cut a door in the back of the tractor shed so Buttercup could get shelter if she needs it. He untied her rope and she stayed right there, in the field, to graze the areas she hasn't gotten to yet.
 
   The guys put a makeshift tree stand in a big oak tree just inside the tree-line. It's a perfect spot because it overlooks the entire front of the property. That will be Dane's perch for viewing the road and hillside, and storing his small arsenal.
 
   We put tools from the garage and all our smaller gas cans in the truck beds. We added all of our chemicals, topsoil, pots, potting soil, and fertilizer.
 
   We loaded the Kubota onto the flatbed trailer and filled space around it with our empty blue water barrels. Jeremy drove the truck down to the pool and siphoned water directly into the barrels. The men strapped the Kubota and the water barrels down to the trailer.
 
   Dane loaded the propane tank from Clinic Diane on back of the hoist truck. He said Mr. Hobbs could drive it to Pop and Nana's. 
 
   The moat is almost three feet deep and there are small tarps arranged for gasoline pooling on the floor. We left three full gas cans for Dane to pour in the moat when he hears Mick's warning shot.
 
   The older kids got 129 bamboo stakes in place along the fence line and the opposite side of the road.
 
   Dane came inside around 5:00 and told us that no one is allowed anywhere on the hillside except for a straight path down the driveway to their assigned vehicle. Mick and the guys had the vehicles lined up and ready to pull out.
 
   Dane told us that the tornado shelter, Marisa's old house trailer, and the Hobbs house have been rigged with explosives. He then disappeared with several cans of pork 'n beans, a gallon jug of water, his multi-tool, and a plastic Spork. We didn't see him again.
 
   We loaded all the goats along with their feed dishes and water dishes into the goat trailer. We strapped three square bales of hay and two 50 lb bags of pellet feed on top. The chickens were placed in a big cardboard box on the back-seat of the Silverado. 
 
   Each of us was responsible for our own weapons, and the extra ammo is near the front seat in Pop's motorhome.
 
   We walked out the door, loaded into our assigned vehicles, and pulled out. It took only forty minutes to get here and get the vehicles around to the back of the house.
 
   After Mick's crazy stunt, everyone came inside and the kids had a cup of warm milk. They're asleep on pallets on the floor. 
 
   Nana and Pop are asleep in their bedroom and the rest of us are laying on any piece of furniture, or bed, that we find comfortable. If I can get Carisa out of the chair, I'll send her to my old room where Valerie and Merry are trying to sleep..
 
   Pop said he thought he heard an explosion from the direction of town a few minutes ago. Town is a farther distance from Pop's house than it is from mine.
 
   So, here we sit. 
 
   I think the Xanax is making me a little loopy because it's been a while since I've taken one. I'll try to find a place to lie down and worry because I know I won't sleep.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, February 24
 
   8:00 AM... 
 
   Mick and Dane are in the middle of a fight right now, or they're dead and our home is burning down. I don't care if the whole damn hillside has been blown to smithereens as long as I have Mick safe and back in my arms.
 
   I'm a nervous wreck and everyone else is just as nervous as I am. Jason says, if we don't hear from them by 11:00, he's gonna take the Jeep and see what it looks like over there. Marisa wants him to wait 'til noon, but I don't think we'll be able to hold him back that long. 
 
   Nana made ham and cheese omelets with half fresh eggs, half powdered eggs, for breakfast this morning. Everyone cleaned their plates but our appetites were not as voracious as usual.
 
   The chickens haven't laid any eggs this morning. I'm sure they're freaked out. Even the goats are rebelling and holding back a little on the milk, but we still got plenty for breakfast.
 
   Pop has been gathering things from the house and poking them in any tiny space he can find in the motorhome. I guess he needs something familiar around and wants to save the family heirlooms. I'm wondering if he thinks he'll never come back here.
 
   There's no room in Pop's motorhome or Clinic Diane because of all our belongings, so the house is packed with people. We couldn't stay here for a long period of time. We're tripping all over each another and the dogs. There's no water source nearby and no protective fencing. I want my husband, and then I want my house. I'm about to pull my hair out.
 
   The kids are irritable and fighting more than usual. Marisa's about to pull her hair out.
 
   Carisa found a calico cat in the backyard. I guess we'll be taking her back with us. She's really sweet and has a cuddly personality. Carisa's already in love with her and has named her "Autumn." Opie and Tig wanna kiss her but she hisses and smacks them in the nose. I think there is a scar on her belly from being spayed. Hopefully, I'm right.
 
   I'm headed out to the sun room so I can watch the driveway for Mick and Dane. See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   Dane and Mick are here. Jason met them about two miles from our house.
 
   Mick is hurt. Hisa wants me to bring the big first aid kit out to the dining room table along with the thread and hook she used when she had to sew up Jeremy's leg.
 
   I'm in here to grab the kit while the men are bringing him in. 
 
   He’s covered with blood, and he's unconscious. I'm scared.
 
    
 
   7:30 PM... 
 
   Right now, I'm sitting in my own bedroom, watching Mick moan and jerk. I have Dane's version of the story but I don't have Mick's because he's still semi-unconscious.
 
   Mick has a huge knot on the side of his head and Hisa assumes that's the cause of his unconsciousness. She wants me to try to wake him every thirty minutes or so.
 
   He's been hit, or punched, many times on his face and neck.
 
   His nose has a cut across the bridge and it’s swollen to twice its normal size. Hisa says it's broken and she put it "back in place" the best she could and taped it. 
 
   Both eyes are swollen. I don't know if he's able to see. 
 
   He has a deep cut that needed six stitches under his left eye. 
 
   He also has a cut on his left bicep that required stitches. He has a deep puncture wound in his right calf and we think he got it from one of the bamboo stakes. I can't describe everything Hisa cleaned out of it. I'm afraid to think about what it was.
 
   His ribs are badly bruised but Hisa says they aren't broken. 
 
   Lastly, he has a gunshot wound in his left hip and Hisa had to dig the bullet out. He called my name once, while she was digging around in there, and it broke my heart in a gazillion pieces because I couldn't help him. The pain was probably excruciating, but he wasn't awake to scream. 
 
   He moaned and shifted from side to side the entire time she was working on him, but he didn't wake up.
 
   We crushed antibiotic tablets, put them in water, and dropped the mixture into his cheek with an eyedropper. He isn't having any trouble with his swallowing reflex, thank goodness. Hisa has him hooked up to a bag of fluids because he can't eat or drink on his own. We don't have any antibiotics that can be given by IV.
 
   Hisa says her biggest concern is his unconsciousness and the lump on his head. She's also showing quite a bit of concern for the puncture wound, and checks it constantly.
 
   Dane has a long cut on the side of his head where he swiped it against a tree branch. He said the blood on his shirt is from a busted nose (not his) and he feels fine, but weak. There's black goo all over the sleeves of his coat and half-way down his jeans. 
 
   He has a broken ring finger that he got while trying to wrestle a pistol from one of the gang members. Dane said they finally split it evenly between them. He got the pistol and the gang member got the bullet.
 
   Hisa splinted the finger with Popsicle sticks and taped it up.
 
   She insisted on using stitches to close the slash on his head. 
 
   He's limping because he has a swollen knee caused by slamming into one of fence posts while he was head-bashing HDI's. Elaine is fawning over him and they're back at the Hobbs place.
 
   Buttercup has a shallow bullet wound in her shoulder, scratches on her chest, and a few burned spots on her legs. Hisa cleaned her burns and put human burn ointment on them. She removed the bullet and stitched the bullet hole. 
 
   Buttercup didn't like the attention, and it took four men to hold her while Hisa tended to her wounds. She is wide-eyed and easily startled. 
 
   Dane said that Buttercup saved Mick's life. He also said that most of the horde is continuing west, but won't have the company of several gang members as well as a good number of horde members.
 
   The S10 has bullet holes and HDI goo all over it. I don't know what to call it other than "goo." It's thick, sticky, and black with tiny red veins mixed in. It oozes from the wounds on an HDI's body and probably contains a bit of HDI flesh as well... and it stinks.
 
   Marisa's house trailer is almost burned to the ground and parts of it are laying in the field across the road and up our hillside. She's having a hissy fit because we forgot to get the gas oven out before we left.
 
   Mr. Hobbs and Soo plan to completely empty the pool and bleach it because there is a lot ash floating on top. Thank goodness there are no HDI parts.
 
   There are bodies and a number of wrecked motorcycles all along the fence line. 
 
   There's a few small fires still burning in the moat and a couple of large burn spots on the ground. It looks like the dead grass burned for a little while and was stomped out by HDI's.
 
   From the middle of the hill to the house at the top looks as if nothing happened. It's like stepping into a different world.
 
   I can't recall eating anything since this morning, so I'm going to grab a sugary Little Debbie Cake and some strong coffee to keep myself awake.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   11:45 PM... 
 
   I'm still sitting with Mick. He opened his eyes once, looked at me for few seconds, and then closed them again. They’re so swollen that I could barely tell they were open. 
 
   Hisa says he has a concussion. The only thing I can do is follow her instructions. I love him so much and I'm very afraid of losing him.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, February 25
 
   7:30 AM... 
 
   Carisa just brought a coffee and a couple of buttered biscuits.
 
   Mick opened his eyes two more times and looked at me last night. He didn't keep them open. 
 
   He tried to roll onto his side once, but quickly abandoned the idea. I'm guessing the pain in his hip told his reflexes to retreat.
 
   I had Carisa bring in a bucket for potty time. So far, Mick hasn't gone yellow potty and that worries me because he's on his second bag of fluids.
 
   He's moving around quite a bit and seems to avoid putting any pressure on his wounds. Hisa says it's a good sign. 
 
   My face feels like it has been pinned to my head. 
 
   My eyes want to close but I won't let them. I have to keep watching him. I have to be awake when he opens his eyes to look at me. I've been talking to him, and hoping for a response every time I say a word.
 
   I told Carisa to keep my coffee cup full. She looks worried, probably as much about me as she is about him.
 
   I'm feeling shaky, so I'm gonna sit here, eat these biscuits, and try to get control of my emotions. I just want to shake the bed really hard and scream at him to wake up. 
 
   Maybe I'll get up and pace. Yep, that's what I'll do.
 
   12:30 PM... 
 
   Hisa came in to tell me that she was taking over for a couple of hours and that I needed to lie down and get some sleep. I can't sleep. I can't lie down. 
 
   I told her to give me a few more hours and then I'll lie down beside him while she watches over us. She agreed to wait two hours. 
 
   Why won't he wake up?
 
   He finally went yellow potty this morning and I had to clean the bed and change the sheets because I didn't catch the signals. Thank goodness for Hisa's plastic liner suggestion. Mick will be royally ticked off. Oh Lord, please let him wake up and get royally ticked off!
 
   Carisa brought a plate of rice covered with beef stew about an hour ago. I was able to eat half of it. Hisa won't let me have coffee. I feel like I'm melting into the pattern of the warm quilt on top of Mick.
 
   O M G. He just kicked that quilt off his leg! Oh Lord, I hope he’s waking up.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM... 
 
   No, he didn't wake up.
 
   Hisa's here, and I'm crawling into bed beside him. I can't keep my eyes open any longer but I can't be away from him. I'm gonna sleep for a couple of hours. I'll forgive him if he decides to wake up while I'm asleep. Hisa promised that if he woke up and I didn't, she'd wake me immediately. I just want him to wake up!
 
    
 
   8:30 PM... 
 
   I woke a few minutes ago and Mick's arm was across my stomach. For a moment, I thought it was any other morning but I came back to reality pretty fast.
 
   Hisa says I can have coffee again. I plan to stay awake through the night, so I'll need a gallon or so. 
 
   My days and nights are running together. The only reason I know the correct time is by looking at the clock on this computer. 
 
   The windows are still boarded up and it's dark in here all the time. I feel a little better since I got some rest. I don't think I'm slurring my words anymore.
 
   Soo and Jason had to shoot six, straggler HDI's this afternoon. They've been loading HDI's and gang members bodies all day, taking them to the power line clearing to burn them. Seven of them were gang members. Good riddance to bad rubbish.
 
   Soo said there was a total of nine motorcycles along the road, in the tree-line, and in the moat. That'll take the gangs numbers down quite a bit and make it a little safer for my sister's group.
 
   Marisa's coming in to sit with me for an hour or two and I need the company. Thank the Lord for daughters and medics!
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, February 26
 
   3:35 AM... 
 
   Mick just looked at me and said "Hi Honey, I'm home." I'm in shock. Should I get up and go over there? He's reaching out his hand... Yes… I'm going over there.
 
   
11:00 AM... 
 
   Yahoo! Mick ate breakfast on his own. 
 
   He wanted oatmeal but Hisa wouldn't allow it because she thought it would be too heavy on his stomach. 
 
   I plugged the toaster into the power strip for the generator and toasted the last plain bagel I had in the freezer. I added a little strawberry jam and he gobbled it down faster than he should have. It made him a little queasy. He wanted coffee. Hisa said that was fine, but he can have only one cup if it's caffeinated.
 
   He's having trouble getting out of bed and is absolutely furious that he has to pee in a gallon jug. He says his hip and calf are killing him, but he's gonna sit down for brown potty no matter what anyone says.
 
   His broken nose isn't bothering him at all, but the tape on it is driving him bonkers.
 
   We've been talking since he woke up this morning and now I have the whole story. I'll write it out later today if I can sit up straight in this chair.
 
   I feel like a huge weight has been lifted since Mick woke up. I'm more tired than I've ever been in my life. Mick is awake! Thank you, Lord!
 
   His wounds are healing nicely, but the area around the puncture wound is a little red and inflamed. It's oozing a tiny bit of pus and clear liquid. Hisa started him on a stronger antibiotic. She thinks the wound might be getting infected and wants to nip it in the bud as quickly as possible. We have to clean the wound three times a day instead of twice a day.
 
   I'm completely exhausted and have no energy, so I think I'll lie down and nap with him. Hisa finally gave him something for the pain and it's making him loopy and tired. I am so happy to have him back. See ya later.
 
   
6:15 PM... 
 
   That was a mighty good nap but I feel like I have a hangover.
 
   Carisa came in to ask if she could sit with Mick while I go out and have supper with the rest of the group. I think it's a good idea and I'm gonna take her up on it. See ya later.
 
   
10:00 PM... 
 
   I promised to write it out, so here's a compilation of Mick and Dane's stories about what happened after we left to avoid the horde.
 
    
 
   Dane sat in a lawn chair near the pool, waiting for Mick's signal that the horde was approaching. He'd been sitting there all night, studying the landscape around him.
 
   As soon as he heard the warning shot he poured gasoline into the moat and climbed up into the tree stand with his little arsenal of weapons. He had everything ready and felt a bit of excitement about the challenge ahead. 
 
   He knew the horde and gang wouldn't pass by peacefully because the sun had come up.
 
   The house at the top of the hill along with the newly installed fence surrounding it was as telling as a newspaper boy screaming out "Survivors here, read all about it!"
 
   He heard a vehicle approaching from the opposite direction and was surprised to see the S10 with Mick driving.
 
   Mick parked beside Marisa's trailer and went over to talk to Dane. He told Dane that he was there to back him up in case of problems. Dane tried to tell him to get the hell outa there but Mick wouldn't budge. They argued a little but neither man would give in.
 
   Neither of them intended to fight unless the driveway or fence was breached and the house was in danger. They both knew it was going to happen, but neither of them would admit it.
 
   Finally, Dane saw the front lines of the horde approaching.
 
   They came closer as the sun rose slightly higher in the sky and he could hear their snarls, moans, and footsteps on the roadway as they came marching toward him like an army of the undead. 
 
   The HDI's at the center front looked almost like they were hypnotized. The line stretched across the entire road and out about twenty feet on each side. He prepared himself for battle and decided to go "all in" because he didn't believe that he would "come out of it alive and kickin' but was sure gonna try."
 
   Mick was hiding in the tree-line on our left.
 
   As the horde began making its way along the fence line, HDI's began falling into the moat. As soon as he saw that many were climbing out, Dane sent several flaming arrows toward the moat and fire quickly came to life along the entire length.
 
   The bulk of the horde lost some of its cohesion, and a good number of HDI's started heading off in every direction. 
 
   A motorcycle came up fast alongside the horde and couldn't avoid the moat. It tumbled end over end before finally coming to a stop. Neither Dane nor Mick saw the rider but they heard his screams. HDI's near that section of the moat stopped trying to climb out and focused themselves on devouring the motorcycle rider instead. The screams quickly faded.
 
   HDI's in the moat began climbing on top of one another to get out. Many of them were in flames but the fire didn't quell their desire to find living flesh. Mick saw a flaming arm fall completely off a flaming HDI and land on a bamboo stake at its feet. He could hear popping, hissing, and crackling of flesh as it burned, and the smell was almost overwhelming. He said it was like a scene from a high-budget horror movie with smell-o-vision.
 
   Small crowds formed along the five-foot strip of land between the moat and the fence. Many HDI's were temporarily detained because they had bamboo stakes sticking up through their feet. Several of them, basically, pulled their feet completely free of their ankles and left them on the stakes in order to get to the fence. The HDI's began pushing on the fence, trying to go through it instead of over it. 
 
   When a group of HDI's defeated a section of fence and started walking up the hill, Mick started shooting. Dane began shooting from his side of the property.
 
   A group of HDI's climbed the front porch of Marisa's trailer and began pounding on the outside walls, windows, and door. Several climbed on top of others and made it onto the trailer roof. 
 
   Without warning, the trailer exploded. Pieces of the trailer along with HDI body parts flew through the air. The remaining parts of the trailer caught fire and were still burning when our group returned later that day.
 
   The center front of the horde kept marching along like nothing was happening. 
 
   Dane said there were HDI's all over the Hobbs property and the big field beside it. He also saw HDI's walking into the creek and the Masterson's pond.
 
   There were seven or eight motorcycles driving around, avoiding HDI's in the field. The riders were shooting any HDI that came too close for comfort.
 
   Mick and Dane shot HDI's for quite a while before four motorcycles came weaving their way toward our property. 
 
   The bikes temporarily became bottlenecked at the driveway entrance. The riders had their weapons out and were randomly shooting at anything they saw moving on the hillside. By the grace of God, they didn't shoot the pool.
 
   Dane used his last AR round to take out one of the riders coming through the bottleneck. He jumped down from the tree-stand to prepare for hand-to-hand combat. 
 
   He had his baseball bat and a large Ka-Bar knife. He also had his pistol on his hip, and it was fully loaded. He says he couldn't use the pistol from the tree-stand because he's no good with a pistol at a long distance. I'm thinkin' he just wanted to get his hands dirty.
 
   Bullets were flying everywhere. 
 
   Three riders were circling and taunting him. They shot first into the air and then toward the dirt at his feet. 
 
   Dane could've pulled his pistol and taken out one or two of them before being shot himself, but he knew he couldn't take all three. He lunged toward one of the motorcycles and knocked the rider and bike to the ground. He landed on top and was trying to get the pistol out of the "s o b's hand" when one of the remaining riders drove his bike over Dane's leg. 
 
   Dane was more ticked off than hurt. He gave it a herculean try and yanked the pistol free, but caught his finger in the cuff of the "s o b's jacket" and bent it all the way back. He heard it snap. 
 
   He became totally infuriated,
 
   He rolled over on his side and put a bullet into the face of one of the remaining riders. He turned back to the fallen rider, punched him in the nose until blood was spraying out, and then sent a bullet through his skull with his own pistol.
 
   The last rider took off like a bat out of hell. Dane shot at him but missed. The motorcycle tires let out a squeal as the coward made the turn to leave our property and catch up with the main body of the horde.
 
   Dane used the last of the bullets from the rider's gun on HDI's who'd been drawn by the sounds of the battle, and then he started smashing heads with the baseball bat. He'd lost the Ka-Bar knife somewhere between the tree-stand and the driveway. 
 
   The bat became slippery and he dropped it a couple of times, so he started bashing HDI heads together until brain matter was flying. He took out a lot of HDI's with his head-bashing technique.
 
   A motorcycle came racing up behind the last of the HDI's. It wasn't traveling slow enough to avoid the moat, and the rider was devoured by hungry HDI's while his wheels spun in the air.
 
   Mick was shooting HDI's when he was pushed from behind. He fell flat on his face. His leg landed on a bamboo stake and it went through his jeans and into his calf. The pain was unimaginable and he almost passed out. 
 
   He lay there, stunned and in pain, for several seconds before three gang members yanked him to his feet and began beating the living daylights out of him.
 
   They tied him to a large pine tree and continued to pummel him. He knew his nose was broken because he could suddenly "see" one side of it better than the other. 
 
   They hit him in the face, ribs, chest, shoulders, and anywhere else they could land a fist. Blood was gushing down his face and onto his clothing. 
 
   One of them picked up a huge, knotty, pine branch and swung it like he was trying to hit a home run. Mick felt it hit the side of his head and heard the riders cheering as he lost consciousness. He doesn't know when he got shot in the hip.
 
   Between head-bashings, Dane began to wonder where the remaining motorcycles from the field had gone. He hadn't seen them follow the horde, so he knew they were somewhere close. He heard shrieks of laughter from the tree-line half-way up the hill where Mick had been hiding. 
 
   The memory of Mick saving him from a hypothermic death came back to him and he decided he wasn't about to let Mick die. His blood ran cold and he began stalking the voices in the trees.
 
   He headed back into the trees on the right side of the property, then high-tailed it to the top of the property and traveled behind the house and a short way down the left side. He could see a group of "punk s o b's" standing near a large pine. There was a body slumped over, tied to the tree. He knew it was Mick.
 
   Suddenly, he felt a soft touch on the back of his neck. He turned and almost jumped ten feet in the air before he realized that a very large, animal nose was in front of his face. It was Buttercup and she'd come to help. She had burn marks on her legs but he couldn't recall seeing her anywhere near the moat or the fence line. 
 
   He had an idea.
 
   He grabbed Buttercup by the mane and led her back to the top of the hill. He grabbed a rope from beside the laundry area and tied a makeshift halter around her head and neck.
 
   Dane and Buttercup went back down the hill, outside the tree-line, until they were about thirty feet from Mick and the punk gang. Dane says he would swear on a stack of bibles that Buttercup was tip-toeing.
 
   He climbed onto her bare back and touched her flanks with his heels, just a tiny bit. She started walking toward the gang.
 
   As soon as Dane saw one of the gang members notice him and Buttercup, he jammed his heels into her flanks. She went at a full gallop into the group of punks and bowled them over like bowling pins at a championship tournament. 
 
   He jumped off her back and began shooting. The gang members were in a panic and were shooting in whatever direction their guns happened to point. 
 
   Dane still doesn't know exactly how many of them were there, but he knew that he left three of them dead on the hillside. One of the dead had his head bashed in by horse feet and the other two met up with bullets from Dane's pistol.
 
   He knows that at least two more made it out, going full speed down the hill on their bikes. They almost laid those bikes down several times on their way outa there. He let 'em go because he was more concerned with finding out whether Mick was alive or dead.
 
   When he finally determined that Mick was alive, he untied him from the tree, cursing the entire time because he'd lost his knife and had nothing else to cut the rope. 
 
   Buttercup was standing back several feet and peeking out around a little maple sapling. He called her over and she willingly came. He loaded Mick across her back and headed for the S10. He saw the bullet hole in Buttercup's shoulder but there was nothing he could do and she didn't seem to be paying it a bit of attention.
 
   He had to stop twice to bash HDI heads before he finally got Mick off Buttercup's back and into the S10. Buttercup watched him drive away. God, bless that horse!
 
   He drove toward Pop's house until he saw Jason approaching. Jason turned around and they both headed to Pop and Nana's house where we were waiting.
 
   You know the rest of the story.
 
    
 
   1) We still don't know where or how Buttercup got her burns. 
 
   2) We have no idea who shot Mick in the hip.
 
   3) I'm extremely grateful that Dane's on our side.
 
   4) Elaine better do her absolute best to make Dane happy.
 
   5) Dane could’ve used the hunting knife on Mick's belt to        cut the ropes. Men!
 
    
 
   I'm ready to climb in with Mick and close my eyes at a decent time tonight. I'll get up and get pain medicine if he needs it. 
 
   I hope I don't roll over onto his hip or leg, but he says he'll take his chances.
 
   He has a clean gallon jug beside him, so I can sleep through yellow potty time. I can hardly keep my hands off him.
 
   I'll write more tomorrow.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, February 27
 
   7:30 AM... 
 
   Mick says his leg is throbbing around the area of the puncture wound. He took a pain pill about thirty minutes ago. 
 
   The wound actually looks a little better this morning. There's no pus and just a small bit of drainage. The redness has faded a bit.
 
   Dane will be here for breakfast this morning. I saw him at supper yesterday, and he said he's feeling much better. He's over his relapse from the hypothermia incident but his finger's still bothering him. It's still splinted and taped up, and Hisa warned him that it better stay that way until she says otherwise. He didn't argue.
 
   Mick wants to sit at the table and talk with him while they eat, so I sent Jason down to the basement to bring up the metal walker. Hopefully, Mick can use it to take himself out to the table, and it won't hurt his hip too much to sit in a chair. His nose is still taped and it's funny to see him looking around the bandage when he's loopy from pain meds.
 
   Jason shot two more HDI's near the fence this morning. The gunshots woke me. Marisa knocked at the door and told us what was happening so we wouldn't freak out.
 
   Elaine's in the kitchen with Nana, making breakfast. I don't know what we're having but I hope there's plenty of it.
 
   I'm gonna help Mick get dressed and head out to the kitchen. See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   Jesse shot another HDI after lunch today. It was crawling in the moat and howling like a banshee. 
 
   All this HDI activity is making me crazy, especially since the front fence is mostly down. It's making Mick crazy too. He wants to sit in the Jeep at the bottom of the driveway and keep watch. There's no way he can do it and he darn well knows it. 
 
   The pain meds cause him to be loopy but he can't stand it without them. He says he hurts all over, but mostly at the site of the puncture wound. He says the pain in his hip doesn't even compare, and his nose is fine except for the annoying tape Hisa has all over it.
 
   Soo, Marisa, Jason, and Jeremy are going to the chicken-killer-dog's house to bring home the sectional and chaise. 
 
   During the day, Mick can lay on the chaise lounge beside the fire. He said he can't stand it one minute longer in that bedroom. I know how he feels.
 
   Dane told Jason to check for a propane tank behind that house, and if they find one, they should find out if the oven is gas. 
 
   We still haven't been inside the other homes or house trailers over there. Jason says he might check out one or two of them if he feels safe enough. 
 
   Dane and Mick discussed the fencing. Dane wants to build a vertical log fence along the front of the property. He shared his design ideas with all of us. Mick thinks it'll work, but it'll take a lot of time. 
 
   He agrees that the chain-link is not sturdy enough, so we are abandoning the chain-link in favor of a vertical log fence. We won't take down any of the chain-link until the log fence is in place.
 
   Dane will be taking a couple of the guys and heading back to Lowe's to get all the concrete he can find. 
 
   He wants to use huge bolts through a horizontal half-log across the top, middle, and bottom of the fence. They'll have to drill holes completely through the logs to hold the bolts. He says we may be able to get the bolts from utility poles or abandoned machine shops. We can also use utility poles in place of logs. The problem will be getting them here.
 
   Jason spoke up and said there was probably a dozen “splitting wedges” in the old Peterson shed we can use to split the logs lengthwise.
 
   Mick suggested that we tie the vertical logs together with barbed wire as well. There's lots of barbed wire at TSC. Dane thought that idea was "wicked good."
 
   They'll also go to the Lowe's forty miles from here. Dane wants concrete by the truckload.
 
   He wants to dig the moat a little deeper and place the logs end first into it. He'll set them with concrete and then fill the moat with dirt and rocks from the mountainside. He wants to find a small backhoe. 
 
   I think finding the backhoe will be the easy part but getting it here is another story. They'll have to drive it here, and that will be slow goin'.
 
   They discussed blocking the road. There's a little paved road on our street about eighty feet from our driveway. It goes up the mountainside about a mile before it takes a hard left turn, then goes almost a mile through a quaint little neighborhood across the middle of the mountain. Then, it turns hard to the left again and comes back down the mountainside. It ends about a mile from our driveway, on the same street it started from. Dane wants to destroy the paved road between the two mountain access roads. 
 
   We know the way to go around the roadblock, but strangers won't have a clue. It may add time to our trips, but it’ll be worth it to block traffic from town. 
 
   The fence and roadblock ideas will only come to fruition if we find lots of concrete, a backhoe, and enough diesel fuel. We're concentrating on the fence along the front of the property before we worry about the roadblock.
 
   We must get the fence up before fall arrives because the northerners who haven't prepared will start heading south about that time.
 
   I forgot to mention that I'm worried about the log fence catching fire. I'll ask Mick about it later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM... 
 
   Jason. Soo, Jeremy, and Marisa came home from the chicken-killer-dog's house with a big surprise.
 
   None of us thoroughly searched the basement after disposing of the HDI bodies. The men were there only to eliminate and remove the bodies of the man and woman HDI, and make sure there were no more lurking in the dark corners. 
 
   Jason decided he would take a closer look while they were there. He took a solar lantern and headed downstairs. 
 
   He said he gagged as he walked through the body fluids and chunks of flesh left to rot when they eliminated the HDI's.
 
   There’s quite a bit stored down there. He saw something that looked like a cabinet covered with an old quilt up against one of the walls and decided to investigate. He pulled the quilt off the tall object and found that it was a large gun safe. There was a shorter safe bolted to the floor right beside it. He sent a thank you up to Jesus that both of them had key locks because he had no idea how to break into anything with combination locks.
 
   He went back upstairs and told Marisa to look for keys all over the house. He wanted her to check drawers, jewelry boxes, trinket boxes, inside every cabinet, and under all knick-knacks. He told her to look inside the breaker panel, and behind the toilet tank as well. He went out to the truck to get the axe.
 
   An hour later, they had a total of 36 keys, a large bag of marijuana, a small baggie of white powder, a baggie of something Jason called "rocks", and a gallon zip lock bag containing a lot of little plastic labeled baggies of assorted pills. 
 
   Jason threw the vehicle keys on the kitchen table with the drugs and left them there. He headed back to the basement with the ax and the remaining keys.
 
   Within 20 minutes, the large safe was open. 
 
   Marisa said that Soo, Jason, and Jeremy just stood there staring before Jason reached inside and pulled out the first rifle like it was a newborn baby. 
 
   There were five rifles in that safe, and one of them is an AR-15 that’s been illegally converted to fully automatic. They also got a shotgun and three pistols. There was a large amount of ammo for each weapon.
 
   Jason decided to move on to the shorter safe. Marisa said he was so excited that he could barely keep his hands from shaking while trying to find the key. It took only five minutes to get it open.
 
   The inside of the shorter safe was packed full of ammo in the calibers related to each weapon from the large safe. Marisa says it was so packed that there wasn't room for another box. They loaded every gun and box of ammo into the truck and made Jeremy stand guard while they loaded the furniture.
 
   Marisa grabbed the drugs from the table to give to Hisa for the inventory in Clinic Diane. Heck, I guess we can use them for trade if we need to.
 
   When they got home, they called every man on the compound to the basement to unload and drool over weapons and ammo. Soo and Jason carried Mick down the stairs so he could join in the testosterone festival.
 
   Pop says the haul is very good, and there's ammo to match almost all the weapons we currently have. 
 
   I think those who could dance were doing the Highland fling.
 
   It's a huge relief for me as well. I don't know if there's enough to fight off a horde as large as the one that went through here a few days ago, but I haven't seen this much optimism on Pop's face in a long time.
 
   I wonder why the chicken-killer-dog's owners stored all that ammo. Maybe they had stolen it. Maybe they were drug dealers. I guess we'll never know for sure. 
 
   We have the chaise and sectional in the living room. It fits perfectly. Marisa still wants the cabinets from that house. That means Jason will be working on cabinets if he gets a spare moment.
 
   Dane plans on staying for a while. Elaine said he promised to build a cabin inside the compound when the fence is finished. He'll tear down the old Peterson house and recycle everything he can into a new cabin. 
 
   I hope she realizes that it'll probably be a year before we can finish the fence and a cabin. He hasn't said anything to her about plans after the cabin is built, but she feels certain his heart belongs to her now.
 
   I stuck my nose where it didn't belong and told Elaine that I was concerned about her relationship with Dane's because it hasn't been long since she lost Neil. She told me that she and Neil were not close and were only living together for Jesse's sake. Neil had a girlfriend when the world fell apart. He left the girlfriend to be with his son. 
 
   I need to keep my nose out of it. I don't wanna know anything else about Neil and Elaine's relationship.
 
   We have one more year with "Dane the Destroyer." Yay!
 
   It's time for me to get back in the rotation for kitchen and laundry duty. I'm actually looking forward to it. I hope we can have peace around here while Mick heals.
 
   The temperature hit sixty degrees today. It was really nice.
 
   We sat on the back porch after supper and chatted with one another about the fence and other defenses we might be able to employ. Everyone thinks that tearing up the paved road is a good one.
 
   Dane mentioned that he plans to build a cabin inside the compound when the fence is finished. Jeremy quickly spoke up and said he wants a bachelor cabin himself and, of course, Jesse wants one too. Elaine furrowed her brow and told Jesse he could have one when he turns eighteen and can build it himself. Mr. Hobbs also wants a bachelor cabin.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs want complete control of the garden. Everyone will help with harvests and preservation, but only Mr. Hobbs and Pop will have a say about what's planted where, when, and how. I'm all for that. I'll bet you those two men will spend every waking hour in the garden this summer.
 
   I asked everyone to look for more blue barrels whenever they go out. We need to store at least twice the amount of water we have now, in case of drought this summer.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy will begin barn lootin' for hay tomorrow. We need all we can get. We can store it in our barn and the tractor shed at Jason and Marisa's.
 
   Mick said we'll use chain-link for the divisional sections inside the compound. Jason and Marisa's house will be divided off so Buttercup can have her run of the place along with Opie and Tig. The chain-link will keep them out of the garden.
 
   I told everyone that I want the chickens to be able to free range because we won't have chicken feed forever and they'll need the variety to continue giving us eggs..
 
   We really need a rooster. I hope Jesse and Jeremy find one while they're lootin' barns.
 
   Pop wants all critters kept out of the garden. Mick said we'll put a chain-link fence around it, just in case one of the animals gets out of their proper location. Pop and Mr. Hobbs were both happy about that.
 
   Mick said we can remove the plywood from the windows once we get the fence done. It's gonna get hot and humid in here this summer. I may have to sleep on the back porch. I hate summer.
 
   It's raining and I can't wait to climb into bed and listen to the rain while I fall asleep in Mick's arms.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, February 28
 
   Hisa said Mick's puncture wound looks better this morning. She'll keep him on the antibiotics for another 7 days if all goes well. 
 
   I finally had my fried-egg breakfast and it was worth the wait. I fried every egg in the house in bacon grease and none were left by the time breakfast was over. I guess I'm not the only one craving fried food. 
 
   We're from the south. "Fried" is the most beloved five-letter word in our vocabulary. Everyone ate like they were starving and it made me feel good.
 
   Mick's dozing in and out on the chaise, watching the kids play. He's in loopy-land right now. 
 
   The only light they have is candlelight since the windows are boarded up and it's too warm for a fire. I love having that big sectional and chaise. Have I mentioned that before?
 
   It's still raining and the barn lootin' crew can't go out. We can't store wet hay because mold and mildew can kill goats. Pop says the weather will clear by this afternoon, so they can go out then. 
 
   Pop's the weather expert in this family. He says his "bones" predict the weather better than any meteorologist he's ever heard. It's sixty-five degrees outside and that's too warm for February. Pop expects thunderstorms by tomorrow night. I hope we don't get a tornado.
 
   Dane's out with Jason and Soo, looking for things we need to make the wooden fence happen. They took all the gas cans, so I guess they'll be lootin' diesel fuel. They didn't take a trailer which means they aren't headed to Lowe's this time around.
 
   Nana and Carisa have lunch duty today and I'm headed out to check on the goats. I haven't seen the incredible little milk machines in a few days. I'll bet the kids are getting big.
 
   I'm also taking my umbrella and going to Marisa's house to look at the sun chokes Jeremy mentioned.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   I brought home a five-gallon bucket full of sun chokes and none of us knew what to do with them. We all had ideas, but there's no "sun choke experience" in this house.
 
   We ended up peeling them, which is hard to do because they're knobby. We boiled them, mashed them, added breadcrumbs, butter, and a few spices, then baked them. They're actually pretty tasty. We used about half of what I brought back.
 
   The men ate them and had no clue what they were eating. None of them said a word, they just gobbled those sun chokes up. 
 
   Nana and Carisa made yeast rolls and pinto beans to go with them. It was a yummy lunch and now we have a little "sun choke experience."
 
   Elaine and Valerie are making venison stew for supper. Everyone started drooling as soon as they told us. 
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs are taking turns on the Kubota, tilling up our big garden spot. They plan to "rake" it after that. They want to keep the ground turned until most of the grass and weeds are dead, and rake it until most of the roots are out. They'll add the goat poop they've been saving after they rake the ground a few more times. Pop says they'll turn the ground several more times after they get the goat poop spread. We may use child labor to pull weeds between the plants in the rows. 
 
   I'm glad the garden won't be near the road where it could easily be seen. Pop's greenhouses are chock full of plants and I'm hoping we'll get an early harvest. 
 
   The only thing I like about summer is the fresh produce, especially tomatoes. The ones we get in winter taste bitter and have too much meat and not enough juice. I can't wait for a 'mater sandwich with mayo on Nana's homemade bread.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy are out with the flatbed trailer, looking for hay. Pop was right. The rain stopped right after lunch and it's now seventy degrees outside. I'll bet we're in for some serious storms.
 
   Mick is lying in bed, reading by candlelight. His hip started bothering him from lying on the chaise most of the morning. He says he can feel himself getting stronger. His ribs and face are almost back to their natural color.
 
   Soo told Marisa and me that he would take us to loot houses near the chicken-killer-dog's house. We're about to head over there. We'll decide which house to loot when we get there.
 
   I saw Mrs. Masterson, digging in her yard this afternoon. I'm guessing she's preparing a garden spot.
 
    
 
   9:30 PM...
 
   The venison stew was delicious. Elaine added lots of veggies along with secret ingredients she wouldn't reveal. 
 
   It was a hearty stew and was served with cornbread that was special because Valerie added a can of creamed corn to the batter. She said her momma used to make it that way. 
 
   There wasn't a crumb left after we finished eating. We are so blessed to have food. The pantry is our most important possession.
 
   Soo, Marisa, and I headed to the other side of the woods near the chicken-killer-dog's house. We decided to try one of the house trailers first.
 
   The screen door to the trailer was closed and locked but the solid door behind it was standing wide open. We could see inside and noticed that the sliding glass doors were open in back. We headed around back and didn't have to fight with the locked door.
 
   There was a funky smell coming from inside, and it wasn't the smell of death or HDI's. Soo told us to get our pistols out of our holsters before heading inside. He went in first and Marisa followed. I was right behind her.
 
   We believe there was a meth-lab in the kitchen. None of us have any idea what a meth-lab is supposed to look like, but we figured that's what it was. 
 
   I wondered if they were suppliers for the chicken-killer-dog's owners. (Do you mind if I call that house the "ckd's house?" It's driving me a little crazy having to type out "chicken-killer-dogs" every time I talk about it).
 
   The bathroom was disgusting and the toilet was full of poop. The bathtub had poop in it as well. "I luv Sal" was written in lipstick on the bathroom mirror.
 
   The refrigerator door had the words "weir gone to dissny land, la la la" with a permanent marker in the same handwriting as the message to Sal. I guess they went to Disneyland. Good riddance.
 
   We could hear a large animal running around in the ceiling so we left and headed to a house a little ways back.
 
   The lawn outside was clean and everything in the carport was in its place. There was a newer model Cadillac parked there.
 
   Marisa checked the door from the carport into the house and it was unlocked. As soon as we opened the door, we could smell death. Soo told us to stay on the carport while he cleared the house.
 
   He came back pretty fast and told us that there were two dead bodies in a bedroom. 
 
   It was an old man and an old woman. They were lying in bed together, wrapped in each other’s arms. I saw no gunshot evidence and no evidence of foul play. 
 
   There were empty boxes and medication bottles on the bedside tables. Several of the medications were familiar because they were the same meds Nana uses for her blood pressure and diabetes. I recognized another of them from a commercial on TV advertising heart medication. 
 
   The labels were dated November 6th and most of them had refills left. I believe they ran out of their medications, couldn't get more, and simply lay down on their bed to die together. God Bless them! I wish I'd met them when they were alive.
 
   There's a large propane tank behind the house, and Soo said the gauge reads that it's about two-thirds full. There's also a gas oven.
 
   I wanna get the oven for Marisa since Dane blew her oven to smithereens. My heart isn't in it, but I need it for my daughter. I'll send Jason back for it in the next few days.
 
   We got enough food to fill the back of the Jeep and overflow into the back-seat. A lot of the food is home canned and it looks really good. Most of the jars have handwritten dates from last summer on the lids. I'll send a thank you up to heaven whenever we use any of it.
 
   We also found one of those Cracker Barrel Country Smoked hams. It was hanging in the pantry. 
 
   There's a basement under the house, and I found about 200 empty canning jars and a case of lids. Jason will get those as well.
 
   We came home and the older kids unloaded the Jeep.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy brought home three round bales of hay on the flatbed trailer. They had stuffed any empty space they could with smaller square bales. They also loaded square bales into the bed of the Silverado. 
 
   They saw "two red cows with white faces" but couldn't catch them and didn't want to follow them into the woods. I almost laughed my rear off when they told us about the chase. We need those cows.
 
   I plan to send Soo, Jason, Jeremy, and Jesse back for them tomorrow morning. They'll probably have to tie them to the truck and lead them back because our little goat trailer's too short for cows. I hope at least one of them is female and pregnant. 
 
   Dane, Jason, and Soo came home with every gas can we have full of diesel fuel. They're pouring it into the fuel tank of the gasoline truck, Clinic Diane's tank, and the hoist truck. They plan to go out for more tomorrow. Dane says they need the flatbed trailer because he saw several metal drums and hopes he can fill them with diesel fuel. He'll have to figure out what's in them first.
 
   I'm still feeling icky about finding the old man and lady, so I'm heading to bed.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, March 1
 
   9:50 AM... 
 
   Mick says his calf feels a lot better today and he wants to walk around outside to "check on some things." I told him to wait for Hisa's permission and, I swear, he started pouting!
 
   Hisa yelled at him last night because he took the tape off his nose. She couldn’t convince him put it back on. He seems fine without it.
 
   My cow-catching crew headed out right after breakfast to try and bring home the cattle, and they aren't back yet. 
 
   Carisa and Valerie went with them. I'm very nervous about it. They took the Silverado, and no one had to ride out in the open. This is the first trip off the compound for Carisa. Those girls better come home safe and healthy!
 
   I pray they get the cattle. If they're steers, we'll slaughter them, preserve the meat, and not worry about feeding them. If they're cows, we'll wait to find out if they're pregnant, and go from there.
 
   Crap! I just realized that we have no fenced area for cattle. I can't believe none of us thought of it before. I guess we'll figure out something if the crew brings them home. We’ll put them in stalls until we can throw something together. Yep, that'll work. Whew!
 
   Dane and Mr. Hobbs are out looking for metal drums and diesel fuel. Dane wanted to take one of our blue barrels, but I told him "absolutely not." We need those barrels because they're safe for storing water, and that’s more important than diesel fuel. 
 
   I told him to go back to the propane company and get the RAM so he could fill its tanks.
 
   Hisa and Merry are on supper duty tonight. I hope we get some kind of exotic Japanese dish with lots of rice. We all need the carbs because we're still losing weight. I don't wanna be lean, mean, and laid out the couch from weakness. I need energy to practice my meanness.
 
   The fella's are building quite a bit of muscle and it's not unpleasant watching them split wood with their shirts off. Don't tell anyone I said that.
 
   We're getting over three gallons of goats milk each day. Elaine has been busy, studying my old-time cheese making books. She needs to get busy with it 'cause I'm almost sick of drinking milk at every meal. Maybe I could help her, but I'll need to study those books too.
 
   Nana plans to use several family sized boxes of scalloped potatoes with chunk ham mixed in for lunch today. That'll use up some of the milk.
 
   I can smell rain coming. You may not believe it, but lots of people can smell rain. 
 
   It's warm and humid outside. I expect thunderstorms to arrive just about the time Pop predicted.
 
   Someone's coming up the driveway. It's either Dane or the cow-catcher crew 'cause we have no one else off the compound right now and Pop didn't sound the "danger" alarm. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   We have two cows! I have no idea if they're pregnant, but they're mighty fat. 
 
   The only thing I know about cows is that a female who's never given birth is called a "heifer," and a female that has given birth is called a "cow." I know that boys with balls are "bulls" and boys without balls are "steers." I also know that they are ruminants, like goats. 
 
   That's my cattle knowledge in one fell swoop. Oh, I also know that they have pretty eyelashes, moo, graze, breed, eat hay, chew cud, make milk, and make lots of fertilizer. Plus, they taste good when they come off the grill.
 
   The cows are huge compared to our little goats! We put them in a barn stall along with a bale of hay and a bucket of water. They seem happy. Now is the time I wish I had the Internet so I could research how to care for these things.
 
   Every person on the cow-catching crew was covered in black mud and cow manure. It was hilarious. They spent a couple of hours chasing the cows until they got them into a catch-pen near the barn. Then, they went in and wrangled them up. Everyone spent a little quality time in the mud and muck.
 
   Carisa and Jeremy sat in the bed of the truck and held the ropes to lead them home. When they got about a half-mile from home, they spotted a cattle trailer at one of the farms on the corner of a crossroad they passed. They plan to get the cattle trailer in case we ever need to move cows or Buttercup. I have no idea why they didn't just drive over and get it when they saw it.
 
   They weren't ashamed that they were covered in cow manure. They said it was a bonus 'cause Pop'll let 'em have an extra shower this week. Thank goodness the Silverado has leather seats. I'm just sayin'...
 
   The younger kids named the cows "Lilac" and "Geraldine." I don't know how they came up with the names.
 
   Dane didn't get back until lunch was ready. I knew he wouldn't miss a meal. He had two metal barrels full of diesel fuel on the flatbed trailer. He says there are eight more empty barrels behind an auto-shop near the edge of town and he wants to get every one of them filled with diesel fuel.
 
   You should've seen the men trying to get those full barrels off the trailer. It took every single one of them. Mick was chomping at the bit to help but we all knew he couldn't.
 
   Dane backed the trailer up to the hill and shoveled out a flat spot so the barrels can sit level. Basically, the barrels are now stored on the side of the hill where the men wiggled them off the trailer.
 
   I sent Jesse and Jeremy back for more hay. They said there were six more round bales and a lot more square bales at their recent location. It'll take them this trip plus two more to get it all. I don't think it'll be enough to last through the summer and next winter, so there will be more barn' lootin going on this week.
 
   Elaine made sour cream and it tastes great! We all had a little spoonful on our scalloped potatoes for lunch. 
 
   Someday soon, I'll make beef stroganoff over egg noodles with some of the stew beef I have canned. I'll let Elaine know how much sour cream I need a couple days in advance. Those people won't know what hit them when I dish up that beef stroganoff with re-hydrated mushrooms mixed in. Yum!
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   Jeremy and Jesse brought home three more round bales and several square bales of hay before supper. They unloaded them after we ate because supper was ready when they got here and they were "starvin' to death."
 
   Supper was delicious. Hisa and Merry made a huge pot of rice and stir-fried all kinds of canned veggies with soy sauce, coconut oil, crushed pineapple, chunk chicken, and various spices.
 
   We haven't heard from the Masterson family in a few days. I'll send Jeremy over tomorrow morning with a half-gallon of goat’s milk to check on them.
 
   Mick says we should cut trees for our log fence from the mountainside instead of inside the compound, and Dane agrees. He wants to keep trees that are close so we don't have to go outside the compound for firewood next winter. Hopefully, we'll be using a gas oven this summer.
 
   We're having thunderstorms with lightening and high winds right now. Pop was right.
 
   The wind is blowing the rain sideways and the trees are swinging and swaying. The storm is whoopin' up on everything out there. I'll bet Lilac and Geraldine are glad to be in the barn and Buttercup is glad to be in the tractor shed.
 
   The rain'll make a great lullaby as long as the wind behaves.
 
   I'm going out to sit on the porch and watch the lightening for a while. It's my favorite things to do during thunderstorms. I wrap up in a blanket and sit in the middle of the covered porch, hoping the wind will blow the rain sideways just enough to gently spray my face. I guess I'm "easily entertained."
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, March 2
 
   We had pancakes and canned fruit for breakfast. Everyone here loves pancakes, and we still have a good bit of the mix we looted from the restaurant. Hopefully, everyone got their bellies full.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy plan to finish getting the hay from the barn where they found the cattle. They'll head out when Jeremy gets back from the Masterson place. Our hay requirements have doubled since we got Buttercup, Lilac, and Geraldine.
 
   Dane and Jason headed off in the Silverado to pick up two more metal barrels and find enough diesel fuel to fill them. Dane wants to check the big rigs at the truck stop, just in case one of them wasn't completely empty when the driver pulled in to refuel.
 
   Nana told Pop that she needs him to "run down to the elementary school and pick up books" so she can use them for teaching Michael and Amber. He just looked at her like she was nuts. Uh, sorry Nana, Pop isn't allowed to "run down to the elementary school." They will eat him at the elementary school.
 
   Hisa told me in confidencethat Valerie isn't pregnant. She went to Hisa for feminine products last night. That's a relief!
 
   Nana just stuck her head in the door and told me that Jeremy is back from the Masterson place and he's upset. See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   When I saw Mrs. Masterson digging around in the yard, she wasn't digging a garden, she was digging a grave. Mr. Masterson passed away. He became ill and died within 24 hours. She thinks he died from the flu because "he's always had frail health and had trouble if he caught something as simple as a cold." 
 
   They buried him in the front yard. He didn't rise back up and try to bite them, so I'm pretty sure it wasn't HDI. 
 
   Hisa's furious that they didn't come to her for help. She doesn't know if she could have helped, but she would have "damn sure tried." Hisa's been around us southerners too long.
 
   Mrs. Masterson, Rebecca, and Deuce are the only three living in the big house with the pond now. I don't know if there's anything I can do to help them, but I'll offer. 
 
   Jeremy's upset that Rebecca didn't let him know, and he's worried that there's no "man" there to protect them. My snarky mouth wanted to say that there probably hasn't been since the "help" left, but I kept it shut and should have slapped myself for thinking ill of the dead.
 
   Jeremy plans to spend more time there, and Mrs. Masterson's all for it. I bet Rebecca will be pleased. 
 
   He says he won't shirk on anything he's promised to do here and he'll make Deuce help. That’s not what I'm worried about. He feels like a son to me now, and... Oh... never mind.
 
   I’m gonna help Nana ‘cause she’s putting together a casserole of some kind to send over to them. That's what we do when friends, family, or neighbors have lost someone. If you're reading this sometime near the year 3,000 or so, I hope you didn't let that tradition die along with the rest of them.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   Dane and Jason came home with both barrels full of diesel fuel. They backed the truck up to the hill and wiggled the barrels off to sit with the others. They brought something else with them.
 
   No, it wasn't a person, but it may make a huge difference for us. It's a set of keys on a fat key ring. Dane says it's a set of keys to unlock underground gas tanks!
 
   It was getting dark when he and Jason made it to the truck stop to check for fuel in the big rigs there. Bodies from "restaurant haul day" are lying all over the place. Dane was walking past several HDI bodies when he noticed something shiny on the belt of a corpse wearing a uniform with the name of the truck stop on one side and the name "Chuck" on the other.
 
   He looked closer and noticed that the shiny object was a set of keys. He grabbed the key ring and pulled them toward him. Along with the keys, he got Chucks belt. He'd pulled it right through Chuck's broken body.
 
   He unhooked the keys and flung the belt to the ground. He said he almost had to call Ralph because the open body cavity of Chuck released “the most god-awful smell he's ever smelled in his life." He had to walk away to catch his breath and “settle his gut.”
 
   It was getting darker by the minute. He couldn't read what was written on the keys and didn't want to use the flashlight in case bad guys were nearby. He stuck the keys in his pocket to check later.
 
   He got about ten gallons of diesel fuel in total out of three trucks. They'd been running on fumes when they pulled in to refuel.
 
   The truck stop looks and smells horrible, so he and Jason finished lootin' what fuel they could find and headed home.
 
   Dane brought the keys inside and the men examined them closely with light from the solar lantern.
 
   Dane swears they’re keys to the underground tanks, and he can't wait to go there tomorrow morning and find out if he's right.
 
   We pray he's right. We pray there is fuel in the underground tanks and the cashier was lying when he told Diane's dad they were completely out.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy brought home the last of the hay from the farm where they found the cattle. I hope we can find enough room for what we need to store. The loft looks mighty full right now.
 
   Jeremy's staying at the Masterson place tonight. He says they have plenty of empty bedrooms and there are fireplaces in most of them. I'll worry about him all night.
 
   Everyone's sleeping except me. I'm turning in now. 
 
   I hope those keys work and I hope there's something left in those tanks.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, March 3
 
   7:00 AM... 
 
   I can't help myself. I'm going with Dane to find out if the keys work. Mick's jealous because he wants to go. That's what he gets for kicking Jason out of the truck and leaving me to worry when the horde came through! It's payback time!
 
   Carisa said she'd watch out for him while I'm gone. I told her to ask "When do you think Mom's gonna get back?" every 15 minutes or so.
 
   Elaine wanted to go, but she has breakfast duty. I told her I'd take care of her man. I was just kidding around but I don't think she appreciated it one bit. She knows that she has nothing to worry about because I adore Mick. 
 
   Regardless, I'm gonna be the second one to know if those keys work. I'll letcha know what happens when we get back. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   The keys work and there’s gasoline and diesel fuel at the truck stop! That's the "good" part of our experience this morning. I'll start at the top.
 
   Dane and I headed out with a set of keys and a lot of hope.
 
   Neither of us ate breakfast before we left. We took a thermos of coffee along. It took about ten minutes to get to the truck stop.
 
    When we pulled in, I could see bodies everywhere. I knew we didn't kill that many HDI's when we looted the restaurant. Someone else has been there, killing HDI's. I was almost too nervous to get out of the truck.
 
   Dane got out and waited for me to join him and I told him what I was thinking. He went into defense mode and reached back to grab his rifle to go along with the pistol on his hip. 
 
   I looked down to make sure I wasn't dreaming when I strapped my Glock on this morning. When you get older you'll understand that, sometimes, you have to check on things two or three times just to reassure yourself.
 
   There were two tanks on the east side of the building, and two on the west. There are 21 keys on that key chain. "This is gonna be interesting," I thought to myself.
 
   We approached the east side first. I felt like I was standing out in the open, waiting to get shot by a stranger or eaten by HDI's. Dane was flipping through keys until he found one he wanted to try.
 
   He lifted the manhole sized cover off the tank with a crow bar and knelt down to try the key on the inner hatch. It was the wrong key, so he went to the next one. Nope, not that one either. 
 
   The third key fit and Dane exhaled before he turned it. Bingo! It was the right one! He unlocked the hatch and lifted it off. The tank was open and I could smell gasoline fumes. It was the best smell in the world.
 
   He said could tell by looking that the tank wasn't full. Hey, if it has only six inches in it, that's six more inches than we had before, right?
 
   We moved on to the next tank. It took three or four minutes to find the right key, but he found it and I could smell gas fumes again. I was jumping up and down and he was just about to join me when something over my shoulder caught his attention. I instantly ducked and turned while pulling my Glock.
 
   There were five HDI's coming across the parking lot toward us. Two of them were children, and they were so decayed and dirty that I couldn't tell if they were male or female. While I was staring at them, Dane was shooting their companions. 
 
   Both children had only splotches of hair left. One child was a few inches taller than the other. The taller one had large chunks of flesh missing from both sides of the face and one side of its neck. It was missing the tips of its nose and ears. Black goo was sitting on top of the wounds, jigging like Jell-O. I swore I would never eat Jell-O again.
 
   One of its arms was completely "skinned" and I could see muscle, tendon, and bone from its shoulder to its wrist. There was no hand at the end of that arm, and strings of rotting flesh and skin were hanging almost to the ground.
 
   There was a gaping hole in the center of its torso and I could see the rotted organs inside. Those organs looked as though they were moving around in the large cavity. Its intestines were hanging to its knees and dripping goo from the ends. They had snapped apart in several places and created a sort of "fringe" covering the HDI's lower abdomen and the front of its thighs.
 
   There was a large piece of meat missing from the side of its left upper thigh. There were maggots, and they were wiggling around in the black goo, going in and out of a smaller hole. Every step the HDI took caused maggots to fall to the ground. My brain took me to the "why are there maggots in winter?" question again.
 
   Dane was panicked. He was yelling at me to shoot while he was trying to take out HDI's.
 
   I just stared. I was hypnotized by the maggots. I finally looked away and saw three more adult HDI's emerging from the grassy field. 
 
   I heard Dane scream my name and I turned to see him being dragged backwards by two adult HDI's who had a hold of his coat. They'd come from behind us.
 
   Dane was cursing and kicking, trying to get enough room between himself and the HDI's so that he could aim his pistol behind him and blow their brains out.
 
   I felt something grab at the bottom of my coat and when I looked down, I saw the child HDI I'd been watching. I was pulled down to my knees and was scrambling to get away and back on my feet. The HDI was hissing like the possum in the ckd's garage.
 
   I heard a gunshot and saw that Dane had been able to eliminate one of his attackers. The other was still pulling him backwards and had him almost to the gas pumps. Dane was stumbling backwards, trying to keep his feet underneath him.
 
   I was finally on my feet and running as fast as I could toward Dane and the Silverado. I aimed my Glock and took out his second attacker. Dane gave me a grateful look as he raised his rifle to shoot the three additional HDI's that had come out of the grass.
 
   The child HDI was almost upon me again. I aimed the Glock and shot, without hesitation, through its left eye. It fell forward, and when it landed, I could see that its entire left buttock was missing. The remaining rotten flesh was covered with a colony of goo covered maggots. I almost called Ralph, but adrenaline took over.
 
   Right then and there I decided that I was never again going to look at any HDI long enough to be able to describe every wound it has. I raised the Glock and helped Dane take out the remaining monsters like a serious HDI killing expert. 
 
   The only choice we had was to kill, or be eaten. Between the two of us, we took out nineteen HDI's. Four of them were children. 
 
   When every HDI was dead on the ground, I called Ralph and lost what little coffee I'd swallowed on the trip over.
 
   Dane was leaning against the Silverado, trying to catch his breath and calm down. I went over to him and put my hand on his arm. We gave each other a quick hug and decided we were not leaving until we found the correct keys for the other two tanks.
 
   We drove the Silverado around and parked beside the tank covers. It took about fifteen minutes before we found the keys for both tanks. The fuel inside is diesel and the tanks are not full.
 
   The HDI battle had taken our joy away. We climbed in the Silverado and headed back home.
 
   On a side road between the truck stop and home, we saw a hippy bus from the sixties. It was moving away from us. We looked at one another but didn't say a word. We kept heading home.
 
   When we got here, I ran inside as fast as I could. 
 
   Mick was lying on the chaise lounge and I fell on top of him. I forced him to put his arms around me and buried my face in his chest. I was crying while Dane explained to everyone there what happened. Mick held me tighter and tighter as the story progressed.
 
   I couldn't eat anything for lunch.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Sometimes, pain is a good thing. My knees are sore from hitting the pavement at the truck stop, but I don't care. Pain lets me know that I survived, and I'm relishing in it. I'm not taking a pain pill for sore knees. Hisa had me put ice on them.
 
   Dane came out of it unscathed. Ah, youth! He even had the guts to go back with Jason and Soo so they could try to measure how much fuel is in the tanks. They used our laundry lines and long ropes with a concrete block tied to the end. Soo said that Dane had to do some tricky math to figure everything out. We'll have to soak all our laundry lines to get the gasoline smell out. That ought to be pleasant, not!
 
   The diesel tanks are both about half full and so is one of the gasoline tanks. The other gasoline tank is close to a third full. Dane isn't exactly sure what size the tanks are, but he's guessing they hold about 8,000 gallons which would be a normal size for a large truck stop just off an Interstate. They could be larger, but he's going with the 8,000 gallons estimate. 
 
   He says there's plenty of diesel fuel to build our log fence and plenty of gasoline to get us through quite a bit of time depending on our usage. He plans to head out tomorrow and look for a backhoe.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs began spreading goat poop on the garden today. Pop says they'll finish up tomorrow and begin tilling it in the day after.
 
   Soo and Jason cut down several large trees behind the Hobbs place. They'll try to use Buttercup and some of the chain Jason found at TSC to drag them here. If Buttercup won't do it we'll have to use the Kubota or one of the pickup trucks. 
 
   Jesse, Jeremy, and Deuce are going on a barn lootin' run tomorrow. They found a small barn today and were able to get 46 square bales. It took one trip with the flatbed trailer to get it all. 
 
   Deuce says there's a large horse stable behind the Masterson house and we can use it to store hay if we need to. Jason asked if he knew anything about Buttercup, and he doesn't.
 
   Rebecca and Mrs. Masterson are coming here tomorrow morning to make breakfast for everyone. It'll be nice to get to know them better. It'll be interesting to see what two former rich chicks can cook up for this large crew.
 
   I feel better tonight. I was able to eat a bean burger for supper and everyone was nice to me for the rest of the day. I just hope I can sleep without dreaming. Hisa told me take one of my Xanax of the blue variety before I go to bed and I'm not gonna argue about it.
 
   Hisa, Valerie, and Marisa finished all the laundry today. It's hanging all over the house because we can’t hang it on the gasoline soaked laundry lines. I'll need to get up early and pick up laundry before the Masterson women arrive.
 
   I need to ask Dane about the hippy bus we saw. I wanna make sure I didn't imagine it.
 
   I don't know what I'm supposed to do tomorrow. I'll figure it out when I get up. Right now, I just want to lie down with Mick.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, March 4
 
   Rebecca and Toni Masterson made oatmeal for breakfast. They added peppermint tea to the pot while it was cooking. It wasn't good, but I'm not sayin’ a word. 
 
   Amber and Michael took one bite each and refused to eat any more. Marisa said "Kids! They can be so finicky," and she laughed. Rebecca and Toni laughed with her. I ate mine, but I didn't want to. I should be grateful to have something to eat.
 
   Toni's really nice. She told us she'd like us to call her by her first name instead of "Mrs. Masterson." She says David was the love of her life. He had some kind of problem with his immune system. I feel bad for her. She's having a rough time with his death. 
 
   She said that Rebecca didn't inherit David's health problems.
 
   They had Deuce with help from a fertility doctor. His looks came from his "genetic donor" according to Toni. She calls a sperm bank a "Biological Fertility Shop." Geez!
 
   They cleaned the dishes and then spent an hour or so chatting with Nana, Elaine, Hisa, and me before heading home.
 
   Everyone’s working on various projects and I plan to do some serious housecleaning. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:45 PM...
 
   The crews that went out this morning were due to return for lunch. Nana and I were ready for them. 
 
   I saw Jesse, Jeremy, and Deuce heading up the hill with the cattle trailer attached to the Silverado. They had the trailer packed to the gills with a huge round bale of hay and a lot of square bales. They found something interesting behind the barn.
 
   It was the hippy bus and it almost looks authentic. I'd swear it was from the sixties if I didn't know it was a newer model. 
 
   There’s eight people living in the bus. The leader is Samuel. I'm guessing he's in his sixties. He looks clean, healthy, and happy. He doesn't seem to be crazy and is actually aware of what year it is.
 
   There are two younger men. I'd guess they're in their mid-twenties. There are two younger women in the same age range. There's also two teenage girls and one teenage boy. 
 
   They must have raided a specialty boutique 'cause they're all dressed in hippy gear complete with peace-sign jewelry. If I remember correctly, their names are Isaac, Greg, Nicholas, Sabrina, Isabella, Chastity, and Anna. Samuel is grandfather to Nicholas and Sabrina.
 
   They call themselves "Gypsy Traders," and they travel within a 50 mile radius of town, trading what they find for food, water, and supplies to keep themselves alive. They told us there are HDI's all over the area and we need to really be careful about going into barns and farm houses. In the city, they have to fight HDI's for anything they find unclaimed.
 
   They all seem like smart people. They're kind, and polite, and seem to genuinely care for one another. I didn't see any weapons but Jesse says they have several.
 
   I didn't go inside the bus and couldn't see through the windows because the bus has curtains. Jesse says there are two sets of double bunks on each side and an actual recliner in the back. Every space is filled with things they trade. They have a large blue barrel in the back that holds drinking water. Jeremy said they also have a fold-up charcoal grill
 
   They wouldn't have lunch with us. They ate their own food and came inside to visit after they’d finished.
 
   They left a few minutes ago to continue along their trade route. We traded half a barrel of water for something great. 
 
   We finally have a rooster! They have two more roosters but one is enough for us. They had two bunnies and several piglets as well.
 
   They said they could visit every 10-12 days, if we wish. We told them we'd like that.
 
   Nana put in an order for elementary school books and they said they may be able to get them, but town is crawling with HDI's and she shouldn't get her hopes up.
 
   Our little white chickens are currently getting acquainted with their new red boyfriend whom I've named "Rusty." Yay! I'm hoping for baby chicks soon. 
 
   Pop told us to continue taking the eggs until the hens start looking broody. He said to use one of Amber's crayons to mark the end of any egg we leave. We intend to leave six eggs for each hen and take the rest for cooking. My fingers are crossed. 
 
   It takes 21 days for chicks to hatch, and we'll need to have a heat lamp in the coop because it's still cold outside. I have several heat lamps that I use during kidding season. We'll need a generator and Pop said we could take the small one from his house.
 
   Dane came back with a couple of pretty good ideas and some great news. He found a backhoe, but has to figure out how to get it here because he doesn't think our flatbed trailer is strong enough to carry its weight. 
 
   He also found a lumber yard with a huge amount of logs stacked along each side of the large path down the middle. He says there's probably a log splitter in the main building but he doesn't know how much power it'll take to run it. It'll probably be built in and industrial sized, and he doubts we can get it here.
 
   It'd save a lot of time if our guys don't have to fall trees for logs. The problem will be loading the heavy logs onto one of the log trucks at the lumber yard. We can hot wire the log truck if we can't find the keys, but Dane didn't see a truck with a loading device. Hopefully, they can do it with the backhoe. We'll need 11 or 12 logs to get 10 feet of fence.
 
   Dane says he'll worry about that after he gets concrete from both Lowe's stores. He wants to go to the first one tomorrow. He plans to store the concrete in our garage and basement. I told him to look for gas ovens as well. 
 
   Jason brought home the gas oven and all the canning jars from the little old man and woman's house across the woods today. Marisa was very happy.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs finished spreading goat manure.
 
   I feel like a gazillion things are going on at the same time. See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM... 
 
   Jesse and Deuce were fishing when two HDI's came walking out of the Masterson's pond this afternoon. Jesse said they looked like no other HDI he's seen. They were massively bloated and purple, like a dead body that's been in water for a while. Their skin was stretched until it was somewhat translucent.
 
   He was stunned, and his first shot hit one of them in the chest instead of the head. Deuce said the HDI popped like a water balloon and sprayed goo and black water everywhere. Jesse said their voices were low and their snarling sounds had turned to growling sounds. We told them not to bother fishing there anymore because none of us will eat anything that comes from that pond.
 
   Deuce wants to know if we have a pistol he can use. I'll have to talk to Toni and Pop about it. He's only twelve years old. I don't know what the right decision would be.
 
   Jeremy's been spending a lot of time at the Masterson place. He and Rebecca "enjoy each other’s company." He doesn't spend a minute alone when he's splitting wood and working there. I told Mick to give him some of the condoms we brought back from Walgreens. He's 21 and she's 19. Something's bound to happen when they spend time alone, if it hasn't already. That's really none of my business, I suppose.
 
   Mick's driving me completely bonkers. He wants to get out of the house and work so badly that he can hardly stand it. He's annoying everyone that comes in the house. 
 
   Hisa says he can try to do a little light work in another day or two. He's off the pain medication and says he feels good. His wounds are healing nicely. He's getting around pretty good and plans to abandon the cane tomorrow.
 
   The men were talking about utility poles again. Jason said that the average telephone pole is forty feet long with six feet buried in the ground, but a better rule of thumb is to bury one-third of whatever pole you're planting. He got that information from a job he had before he met Marisa. 
 
   I'm pretty sure we'll use the logs at the lumber company if we can get them, even though they aren't treated.
 
   I told Mick that Lilac and Geraldine need to get out of the barn and into a field for grazing. He rolled his eyes and said he'd have Jesse, Deuce, and Jeremy start on it tomorrow unless Dane needs them for digging. 
 
   They have one side of a fence finished already because they plan to use the chain-link fencing that's along the side of the compound. The cows will have to shelter under trees until we have time to build another barn.
 
   We had smoked ham from the house across the woods along with green beans, rice, and rolls for supper. We had lots of ham left. Nana said she'll use it for ham biscuits in the morning and ham sandwiches with homemade bread for lunch.
 
   I have supper duty and I haven't yet decided what I'll make. I'm leaning towards beef burrito's since I wanna use the ground beef we got from Caleb's house before we open any more home canned ground beef. 
 
   I think I have two more packages of flour tortillas in the downstairs freezer. After those are gone, we'll have to make tortillas from scratch. 
 
   The freezer downstairs is bare in some spots and I told the kids to fill the empty spots with water in two-liter bottles. That'll help keep the efficiency level up in the freezer. 
 
   Dane wants his and Jason's lunch "to go," tomorrow. Elaine will take care of packing it for them.
 
   I'm yawning, so I think I'll head to bed.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, March 5
 
   It's 8:30 AM and I only have a few minutes to write.
 
   Jeremy came up the hill late this morning. He spent the night at the Masterson house, so we didn't think anything of it when he didn't show up for breakfast.
 
   It's cold this morning, so he decided to build a fire and warm up the front room before everyone else in the Masterson house crawled out of bed. He walked into the garage where the family keeps their firewood and saw something large hanging from the ceiling in a back corner. He went to investigate. 
 
   It was Toni Masterson. She hung herself.
 
   The first thought that came to my twisted brain was that we wouldn't be eating any more peppermint oatmeal. Someone needs to slap me, hard.
 
   Toni left a suicide note and Jeremy brought it with him for me and Mick to read. 
 
   She wrote that she couldn't stand to live without David any longer, and she couldn't bear her life the way it's been since the world collapsed. She listed all her valuable jewelry and property and where it was physically located.
 
   She left the house and property to Rebecca and Deuce. Rebecca will have full ownership until Deuce turns eighteen. Then, the house and property will be half his. If Rebecca sells the house, half the money will be put into a trust fund for Deuce to withdraw when he turns eighteen. 
 
   If the world never goes back to normal, she trusts that Rebecca will do the right thing and give Deuce half of "anything of value" that comes from the benefit of owning the house and property. Deuce will be able to claim half the property and live in the house, or build his own on the property, when he turns eighteen.
 
   The note told Rebecca that, if she loved Jeremy, she should marry him before allowing him to take up permanent residency there. They have "have her blessing to marry and raise many children."
 
   David has a brother who, last she knew, lived in Boston with his wife and three children. They are "well established," and have no need or desire for the Alabama property. David and his brother were estranged and haven't spoken in seven years. She wrote that they are to have nothing to do with raising Deuce because they are "narrow-minded and hateful people."
 
   Until he turns eighteen, she leaves guardianship of Deuce to Mick and myself. Jeremy says he's packing now, to come and live with us.
 
   This is too much, too fast.
 
   Mick's jaw is almost laying on the floor and I'm right there with him.
 
   Jeremy wants to marry Rebecca and Deuce is coming to live with us. 
 
   Oh, crap!
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Toni Masterson is buried beside her beloved husband. Pop said a few words and we all said the Lord's Prayer before heading back up the hill. Nana made lunch and there was barely any conversation to go along with it.
 
   Rebecca and Jeremy went back inside the Masterson house and didn't come up for lunch. The marriage idea hasn't been mentioned again. I'm sure they'll talk about it when they're good and ready. I don't plan to push them on the subject. Surely, they aren’t serious about it. They barely know one another.
 
   All the kids, except Deuce, are at Marisa's house and it’s very quiet around here. Hisa's at Clinic Diane and Nana's in the motorhome. Pop and Mr. Hobbs are working on the garden spot and everyone else is either gone, or working on whatever they had originally planned for the day. Mick is dozing in front of the fire.
 
   Deuce is in Marisa's old bedroom. We saw him at lunch and haven't heard from him since. We all understand why. It must extremely difficult to lose a parent, and he's lost two.
 
   I have no idea how to raise a boy. I had two girls, and raising boys is somewhat of a mystery to me. Mick and I both agree that we'll do the best we can for him, and we told him so. He only nodded as he headed down the hall to his new room.
 
   I still plan to make burritos for supper. Valerie will be my helper and I'm looking forward to spending time with her. She runs around the place just like Carisa and Merry. On occasion, she stares into space. You may have to repeat whatever you've said during those spells. She snaps out of it pretty quick and goes right back to whatever task she was working on before her mind wandered.
 
   I'm gonna knock on Deuce's door and see if he needs anything. Then, I'm gonna straighten up the house and clean the bathrooms before I have to fix supper.
 
   I hope Dane and Soo get back from Lowe's soon. I feel nervous about having people off the compound today.
 
   See ya later.
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   I don't know where to begin.
 
   Something horrific happened this evening. I can't think of any word strong enough to describe it. I'll be as brief as I can before I go on to the other news of the day.
 
   Jeremy came in the front door about an hour before supper. There was snot and tears running down his face and he had trouble catching his breath long enough to tell me what had happened. 
 
   Mick was napping in the bedroom and Deuce was still in his new bedroom. 
 
   I'd heard several gunshots earlier, but I thought it was Jesse and Jason having target practice because Jason had planned for a little pistol training with Jesse while they worked on the cattle fence.
 
   Jeremy and Rebecca were sitting in front of the fire at the Masterson house when they heard noises. Jeremy thought it was us, bringing food or something. He went to the door and opened it.
 
   There were three HDI's digging in Toni Masterson's grave. 
 
   They had her body out and were eating her as they fought over pieces of meat they'd pulled free. There was a fourth HDI dragging one of her arms and head into the tree-line.
 
   Jeremy turned to grab his rifle and found Rebecca standing behind him, watching the HDI's with a shocked look on her face. He told her to stay in the living room while he took care of the HDI's
 
   He said his mind was as clear as it's ever been. He shot the three HDI's smack dab in the center of their foreheads. He began looking for the one that had disappeared into the woods with Toni Masterson's arm and head.
 
   He quickly located the HDI by following a bloody trail through the leaves where the monster had dragged the body parts. 
 
   It was sitting on a rock in the middle of the woods, trying to pull flesh off the severed arm with its teeth. There was another HDI headed straight toward it. 
 
   He shot both HDI's and grabbed the arm, but he couldn't find the head. He heard howling coming from further back in the woods and he turned and ran back to the house. He left the arm beside the destroyed grave before going inside.
 
   Before he entered the house, he heard Rebecca screaming. His heart dropped and he thought he was gonna pass out. 
 
   
  
 

Rebecca was lying on the rug in front of the fire, screaming at the top of her lungs. He finally got her calmed down enough to stop screaming. Her body began jerking with loud, uncontrollable, sobs while she rocked back and forth. Her eyes were distant, like she didn't even know he was there. He held her and talked softly for several minutes before she emotionally came back to him.
 
   He told her he was going out to take care of the grave and head up the hill to let us know what the gunshots were about. He left her softly crying, but coherent, in front of the fire.
 
   There were parts of Toni Masterson and the clothing she'd been wearing spread all around the area. He kicked the HDI bodies off the grave and began gathering bones, organs, and other pieces of Mrs. Masterson to bury again. He searched for several minutes and couldn't find the arm he'd brought back through the woods. He was struck with terror. 
 
   The sun was going down. It took him a good bit of time to find every piece he could before he was satisfied enough to fill in the grave and run up the hill to our house.
 
   On the way here, he fell apart. He's beside himself over the fact that the arm he placed beside the grave is missing. He's afraid Rebecca will find it when she's out in the yard, or that there are HDI's hiding and watching the house.
 
   I was holding him and rubbing his head when I looked up and saw Deuce standing in the hallway door. He turned and walked back to his room without a word and he wouldn't come out for supper. Mick's in there with him now.
 
   I sent Jeremy to get Rebecca and bring her here. I told him just to hold her, talk to her, and tell her everything would be okay. He headed back as the rest of the crew was coming inside to eat.
 
   I don't want to write out everything Jeremy said to me, but I will tell you that he cares for me like a Mother, and my heart was breaking for him. I was almost frozen with fear, waiting for him and Rebecca to come up the hill and inside the house. 
 
   He wants to move Rebecca into Marisa's house until he can get something built inside the compound. I told him he’d need to speak with Marisa and Jason about it but I'm sure they'll agree. 
 
   I didn't say a word about it to anyone other than Mick. I'll make sure the men help get rid of the HDI bodies first thing tomorrow morning.
 
   There are more HDI's back in the woods and we need to stay as close to one another and the compound as we can. No one goes out alone, day or night, until they get the fence up.
 
   Even though the wind has been taken out of my sails, I need to write down everything else that happened today. Some of its good news. I need to keep a record in case any future history students or my quadruple great grandchildren get a chance to read this diary.
 
   Jason and Jesse finished putting up a fence for the cows.  They used one side of the chain-link fence that was already there and drove t-posts into the ground to hold new fencing around the other three sides. The enclosure is 50' x 75' and Jason says the cows will need more than that, but it'll do for a while. The walk-in gate is only six feet wide, so we won't be able to get a vehicle through it. They rolled one of the round hay bales inside the fence and put one of the horse troughs in for water. There's a pine thicket they can get in for shelter and they seemed to enjoy being out of the barn.
 
   That means we'll need another horse trough for laundry. Jason said there were a couple more at TSC and he'll get them before laundry day.
 
   Dane and Soo brought home a big yellow backhoe and a bunch of concrete on the flatbed trailer of a bright green big rig today. He and Soo took the big rig from beside the gas pumps at the truck stop. 
 
   Jason, Soo, Mr. Hobbs, and Jesse helped him unload the backhoe beside the driveway. He parked the trailer in the field and Jason covered the bags of concrete with a tarp. Soo followed Dane and the big rig to the pull-off and they left it there.
 
   They also brought home a small delivery truck, much like the wrecked one that Jason found. It's full of concrete. Dane says there's enough concrete to finish a third of the front fence line. 
 
   They left the Silverado in someone's enclosed garage and will go back for it tomorrow. They'll be driving the delivery truck to the distant Lowe's tomorrow. They’ll look for a big rig with an enclosed trailer to bring home anything that doesn't fit in the delivery truck. 
 
   Dane said it doesn't matter that there’s a lot of diesel fuel at the truck stop. He doesn't want to waste any of it and can loot a big rig closer to Lowe's if they find enough concrete that they need one to get it all. He wants Jason and Soo to go along and speed up loading time.
 
   He wanted Jeremy and Jesse and go back for the Silverado, but Mick says he’ll take Deuce and Jesse, because today is the end of the "prison sentence" Hisa gave him to heal from his wounds. He tried to dance a little jig and show us that his leg is much better, but stopped pretty soon after he started. Hisa yelled "Aha! See, you leg not all the way good!" 
 
   That sounds fine with me because I'd rather have Jeremy stay home with Rebecca tomorrow. I'd really like Deuce to stay home too, but he wants to go and Mick plans to let him. Because of his size, it's hard to remember that he's only twelve years old. I reminded Mick of that fact, and told him he darn well better think about it.
 
   Dane said there are several gas ovens and heaters inside Lowe's, and he'll get them as soon as he has the chance. Mick said he might take the Jeep and flatbed trailer there tomorrow. He’ll watch as Deuce and Jesse load them up. There's no arguing with Mick. He has done his time, and needs to feel productive again. I totally understand how he feels. 
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs will be planting lettuce, cabbage, English peas, and broccoli tomorrow. They're raring to go and plan to be out there at sunrise, getting those plants in the ground. 
 
   Pop said that two of the tomato plants in the greenhouse already have blooms on them, but we need to wait 'til after the last frost date to put them in the ground.
 
   Marisa and Jason said that Rebecca is welcome to stay with them. She can stay in one of the spare bedrooms and Jeremy can sleep on the couch in the living room. 
 
   Rebecca was a little more talkative than Deuce at supper, but she only made small talk and clung to Jeremy throughout the meal.
 
   I'm sorry that I wasn't more enthusiastic in my descriptions of the good stuff that happened today. 
 
   Getting the backhoe and concrete is a huge accomplishment for us, and I wish I had the energy to tell you Dane's story about how they got the big rig.
 
   I'm emotionally beat and feeling depressed about what Jeremy and Rebecca had to go through, and that Deuce heard Jeremy and me talking about it. I'm scared to death of the HDI's close to us.
 
   I'm gonna hit the sack and try to sleep, but I doubt it'll happen.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, March 6
 
   8:30 AM...
 
   It's not cold this morning. The temperature gauge reads fifty-seven degrees out there. 
 
   I really dread summer. I know we need it for food production, but I hate the humidity and the heat. Maybe we won't break any "record highs" this summer.
 
   I had breakfast duty this morning and I made blueberry muffins. I used the last of the blueberry muffin mix, so I guess we'll have to move on to other flavors. I may try mixing my chunky blueberry jam into plain muffin mix. I make way too much jam every year. It's my favorite thing to can, and we probably have every flavor of fruit jam you can think of.
 
   Rebecca looked better at breakfast this morning and, as a result, Jeremy looked better as well. I don't know what they plan to do today, but I told everyone to leave them alone. 
 
   Deuce was anxious to be Mick's shadow. He seems to be snapping back pretty fast. I hope it's not too fast. From what I understand, he’s never had a strong male role model. Hanging out with Mick and the others will be good for him, especially now that the world has collapsed and cash no longer speaks volumes.
 
   The men have taken care of the HDI bodies and made sure the grave was undisturbed at the Masterson place. Neither Jeremy nor Deuce went with them.
 
   Mick, Jesse, and Deuce brought the Silverado home before breakfast. Mick was ready to get outa here as soon as his feet hit the floor this morning. I reminded him that Deuce can't drive at this time. He said he would keep him safe, and that I shouldn't worry. Yeah, right.
 
   They plan to hook up the flatbed trailer and go to our Lowe's for a couple of gas ovens and heaters after lunch. Right now, Mick's walking around all over the place, checking to see what changed while he was an invalid. 
 
   Dane, Jason, and Soo have already pulled out to go to the Lowe's forty miles from here. They took cans of beef ravioli in case they aren't back for lunch. Somehow, they all three fit in the delivery truck. Dane said that Jason and Soo both have a "skinny ass" and could sit on the passenger seat together. 
 
   They have seven, five-gallon, cans of diesel fuel tied to the wall in the rear of the delivery truck. Dane said that they may not need a big rig and enclosed trailer, but if they do, he'll try to find one that still has a good bit of fuel in it and save what’s in the cans.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs are planting veggies. We're all excited. I can't wait to eat something fresh. Pop say's it'll take all morning to get the seedlings planted and watered in.
 
   Hisa and Elaine have lunch duty today. I don't know what we're having but I'm sure it'll be good. 
 
   Nana says we need an accurate number of how many pounds of flour we have left. I had about 350 lbs before we did the restaurant haul, but mine is all-purpose and we need to keep it separate from the self-rising. I voted for using all the self-rising flour first and Nana thinks that's a good idea because it'll save us from using baking powder and salt until we have to.
 
   I think I'll walk out to the garden and see how Pop and Mr. Hobbs are doing. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   Mick, Jesse, and Deuce came home with two gas ovens and two horse troughs this afternoon. They went by TSC to get the horse troughs before heading to Lowe's. They also brought home a nice surprise for Pop.
 
   In a corner of the warehouse area at Lowe's, Mick found a huge box of garden seeds. The paperwork enclosed said that the seeds were to be "on the floor for retail sales by February 15th." 
 
   I’m guessing the seeds were shipped before Christmas so managers would be prepared to get them out for customers who plan their gardens early. 
 
   Pop is thrilled. There's all kinds of vegetable seeds and all kinds of flower seeds. Mick brought home the whole kit and caboodle. Pop told Amber and Michael they can plant flowers everywhere except the garden
 
   They saw no HDI's while they were at Lowe's, but they took the scenic route and didn't go through town. 
 
   Mick’s leg and hip was aching when he got home, so he's in his favorite recliner with a couple of Advil on board.
 
   Jesse and Deuce were looking for something else to do, so Nana had them unload the horse troughs at the laundry area and put the gas ovens in the basement.
 
   She has Carisa, Merry, and Valerie working on laundry right now. They're washing all the sheets and comforters, which will greatly reduce our work load on big laundry day. Nana told them that washing bed linens is now their Saturday job, and they should wash the comforters every three weeks and the curtains every six weeks. Sounds good to me.
 
   There was a knock at the front door. Mick jumped out of the recliner, grabbed the Benelli, and went to see who was there.
 
   He cracked the door and looked out, then opened it wide. I went to the door to take a look. There was a young man, probably in his thirties. 
 
   His name is Daniel Sturgis, and there are two little girls named Abby and Alicia with him. He said they're his daughters and the three of them are headed to his mother's house in Hamilton, but they ran out of food or water and wondered if we could spare any. He said he would do any work we asked of him to pay for it.
 
   The three of them have been walking for four weeks from a relative's house in South Carolina. Daniel's wife, and mother to the girls, was bitten when an HDI surprised her while they were going through abandoned vehicles, looking for food. Daniel was forced to kill her when she went after the girls. He had to use a tire iron because he has no other weapon. If you’d seen the look on his face when he told us what happened, it would've broken your heart.
 
   We spent an hour talking and getting to know more about them while they drank water and ate several pieces of Nana's homemade bread with strawberry jam.
 
   They are sweet, humble, and pitiful. I asked if they'd like to stay here for a day or two. Daniel said it was nice of me to ask, but he wanted to keep going until dark because they want to get there as fast as they can because his elderly mother was all alone.
 
   He told us that the real military was in North Alabama now, and that we'd probably see them soon 'cause they were visiting every address on a list they had from the government. GULP!
 
   All three of them were skinny and dirty, and they looked exhausted but refused to come in or stay the night. Their shoes were worn out and their clothes weren't far from falling apart. Mick told them to stay on the porch for a minute while he and I talked. We went back inside and closed the door.
 
   Several minutes later, we opened the door and stepped out to talk to them. We told them that we were going to help them, but we expect them to do something good for someone else when they’re able. I gave them a backpack with a couple days of food and water inside. Mick gave Daniel the key to the S10. 
 
   Daniel looked at the dirty truck with all its bullet holes and battle scars like it was a golden chariot that could take them to the Promised Land.
 
   Mick told Daniel that, when he reaches his destination, he expects him to give the S10 to another needy family who's on their way home to loved ones. 
 
   Daniel was stunned. He didn't want to take any of it, but I told him that he could “pay it forward” by handing over the S10 to other deserving people in need. Kindness holds more value than most things in the world today.
 
   Mick filled the truck with gas and our hearts felt incredible joy as we watched Daniel and his little girls head down the driveway in the bullet-riddled Chevy S10. Please, Lord, let that stupid S10 travel all over the USA, carrying good people home.
 
    
 
   By the way, if you plan to abandon your vehicle forever, please leave the key with it. Most of us have no idea how to hot wire a vehicle. I'm amazed at the number of abandoned vehicles with no key in the ignition. Daniel and his girls could have already been safe at home if they’d found a vehicle with keys inside.
 
    
 
   Dane, Jason and Soo aren't back yet. I hope everything's going okay and they make it back before dark.
 
   Marisa and I have supper duty and we've decided to make spaghetti with meat sauce using ground beef that I canned last fall. It'll be yummy and filling. I don't know if we'll have anything for dessert. I think I'll leave that up to Marisa.
 
   I don't have kitchen duty at all tomorrow. Yay!
 
   I'm off to consult my fellow chef about our supper plans for tonight. It should come together pretty fast. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   Rain began falling during supper, which made Pop and Mr. Hobbs happy because they won't have to worry about watering the garden tomorrow.
 
   Dane, Soo, and Jason were the only ones missing at supper time. We were all worried about them. 
 
   We were half-way through supper when we heard a truck horn down on the road. We figured it was our missing boys, and it was.
 
   Soo and Jason came up the driveway in the delivery truck. They were moving slow, and the back looked like it was weighted down, so I figured they'd found more concrete.
 
   Dane was at the foot of the driveway in a big rig with an enclosed trailer attached. He left it and walked up the hill.
 
   They brought home a large amount of concrete. Dane says they probably have enough to go all the way across the front of the property, so he wants to start on the fence tomorrow.
 
   He plans to park the enclosed trailer behind the Hobbs house and use it to store concrete. That sounded like a good idea to Mick because the concrete will stay on the truck until it's needed. Dane said there’s a few more things in the trailer that can be unloaded tomorrow morning.
 
   As I suspected, the delivery truck is full of concrete. They'll unload it into the storage trailer tomorrow.
 
   It was dark and rainy, so we decided to stay in the living room and talk about our plans.
 
   They told us what else was locked away in the trailer. 
 
   There are three gas ovens and two gas heaters. I asked if we could have heat in the bedrooms next winter and Dane said we might be able to, but it takes a lot of propane for heating. We'll get the remaining gas heaters from our Lowe's just in case we decide to use them that way. Maybe we can trade one to the "Gypsy Traders."
 
   There's also set of matching cabinets and a nice counter top for Marisa's house. Jason said he picked out the ones with the most expensive price tags. He brought home a brand new butcher block kitchen table and matching chairs. Marisa threw her arms around his neck and gave him a giant smooch.
 
   Soo says he'll take the cabinets from the ckd's house because the ones in the Stang house are old and nasty. He picked up a good bit of porcelain tile, glue, and grout, so he can put down new flooring in a couple of rooms. Hisa threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. Her kiss was a little more subdued than Marisa and Jason's big ol' sloppy one.
 
   On the way back, they saw a pool store. There are two new above-ground pools in the trailer. Yay! Someone was actually listening when I told them we needed to store a lot more water in case of drought this summer. 
 
   Mick said he can rig up a way to put one of the pools downhill from the current pool and catch any overflow, which is a good thing because we do have overflow.
 
   The trailer is packed full and all the extras must come off before we load the rest of the concrete inside.
 
   Mick told Dane that he wants to get several more trailers to use for storage. I told them both that I want a couple of trailers to use as "barns" for the cows and any other livestock we get. 
 
   I want those piglets from the gypsies, if they still have them when they come back around. We'll have to place the "trailer-barns" in deep shade because we don't want the blazing hot sun and heat we get in summer to make the barns miserable for the livestock. Mick said he'd cut out a couple of "windows" for air circulation.
 
   Mick wants to get propane tanks before someone else has the idea to take them. Tomorrow, he'll take Deuce and the hoist truck to pick up propane tanks. They'll line them up in a bare spot inside the tree-line at the bottom of the hill and we can put them where we need them later. Mick wants to get as many as he can find that are at least half full before he starts grabbing those that have less.
 
   Jeremy says there's still a lot of prepackaged, long term, survival food at the Masterson house. We need to get it up here and into the basement
 
   Dane, Jason, and Jeremy will begin falling trees tomorrow morning. We have two chainsaws here, and there's another in the Hobbs garage. Dane wants to put the fence up in sections using six or eight logs per section.
 
   Soo and Jesse are going to TSC with the flatbed trailer for rolls of barb wire. Depending on how much they get, they'll put two or three rows on top of the fence, and wrap whatever's left around the vertical logs. The barbs will be good as a defensive tool to slice up the hands of anyone trying to climb the fence. 
 
   I asked about getting more concrete for fencing the sides and back of the property and Dane said we'll cross that bridge when we come to it, but he definitely wants a log fence around the entire compound.
 
   Right before I headed to bed I had an epiphany, so I blurted it out. 
 
   I asked the men why we couldn't use the big trailers and place them end to end for fencing and storage at the same time. No one answered. They just stared at me and the room was silent. I saw their “wheels turning” as I headed in here to get ready for bed.
 
   I don't know whether they thought it was a brilliant idea, or whether they were upset because they didn't think of it first.
 
   Mick's still sitting in the living room, talking with Dane, Pop, and Jason. My eyes are ready to close and I'm headed for bed.
 
   Nana and Rebecca have breakfast duty tomorrow morning. I can't wait to see how that goes.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, March 7
 
   Nana and Rebecca made biscuits with gravy for breakfast. Nana said she enjoyed working with Rebecca. They opened a #10 can of sliced peaches 'cause Nana is cuttin' back on the number of biscuits she makes and needed something to fill any leftover spot in out tummies.
 
   Running out of flour is going to be bad. We all know the day is coming and there's nothing we can do about it except ration what we have left.
 
   Dane, Soo, and Jeremy are trying to find an empty trailer so they can play big-boy games and run a useless vehicle into the side to see how much damage it causes. I asked them who'd drive the vehicle and Soo told me "Mr. Concrete Block" would man the gas pedal. They plan to conduct their experiment at the pull-off so that any HDI’s within hearing distance aren’t drawn to the compound by the noise. 
 
   No one has said a word about my epiphany. They must be considering it, otherwise, why would they conduct this experiment?
 
   Soo said the chickens are sitting on their eggs and don't wanna let go. Yay! Go Rusty! I'll have to mark my calendar for 21 days from today to see if we get baby chicks.
 
   Carisa's birthday is next week, and I need to decide how we'll celebrate. She'll be "sweet-sixteen" and I wanna make it special.
 
   Elaine, Nana and Carisa are doing laundry. I feel lazy and want a nap, but that's not gonna happen. I'm heading out to mop the kitchen.
 
   Since Hisa has no patients, I think I'll ask her and Marisa to go with me to the other side of the woods and loot more houses. Hopefully, they'll be up for it. If Hisa faints for any reason, I swear, I'll never go with her on another loot run.
 
   Well, the floors aren't going to mop themselves so I better get going. See ya later!
 
    
 
   2:30 PM
 
   Both crews made it back in time for lunch.
 
   Mick's crew was able to get four propane tanks while Dane conducted the trailer experiment.
 
   Surprise! We're gonna use trailers across the front, and log fencing up the sides and across the back. Ha! I knew it was a good idea.
 
   We can't use trailers around the entire perimeter. It'd take years to clear that wide of an area of trees, stumps and boulders by hand. 
 
   Mick says they'll build dirt ramps and back the trailers into the moat, then use the backhoe to push them into place. The area around the wheels will be filled in with rock and dirt. 
 
   Dane said that a vehicle can do a lot of damage to a trailer if it slams into the side at a high enough speed. He's not worried about it because there's not enough road, or space, across from us for any vehicle to get up enough speed. 
 
   They plan to use trailers with doors on the side as well as the back. There's a Walmart distribution center a few miles away that always has empty trailers lined up cross the back. There's also a couple of trucking companies that have usually have empty trailers waiting for their next job. We need 18-20 of them. 
 
   The men will take a look inside the distribution center, if they're able, and use the trailers to bring home anything useful. Mick expects the building to be looted and completely empty of anything we need. I'll bet he's right, but it's worth a look.
 
   The trailer fence will be filled with bales of hay and bags of concrete if we have nothing else to store.
 
   Work on the ramps and ditch began after lunch. It's moving pretty fast because of the backhoe. I bet they'll be ready to begin bringing in trailers tomorrow morning.
 
   I didn't get a chance to take anyone along to loot houses. Hisa was busy doing inventory of all the medications we brought back from Walgreens. She didn't wanna turn loose.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs have been in the garden all day. I hope this garden will provide us with enough to get through next winter.
 
   I think I'll head down the hill to see how the work's going. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   I was right. Dane and Mick will head out tomorrow morning to check for trailers at the distribution center. I hope the trailers are still lined up like soldiers back there.
 
   While working today, Mick had to shoot two HDI's that came walking across the field from the direction of the Masterson place. 
 
   They were walking straight and steady, like uninfected people. He had no idea they were HDI’s until they were about thirty feet from the crew and wouldn't obey his command to "stop right there.”.
 
   Twenty minutes later, Marisa heard screaming from the meadow. She went running out with her Glock in the air, heading to the back of the tractor shed. Hisa ran past her with Soo's rifle. 
 
   Merry was doing the screaming. She was frozen in place, standing in the meadow with Buttercup and looking toward the chain-link fence the men put up last month. 
 
   Marisa said there was a "very rotten HDI woman" trying to get through the fence. Pieces of flesh fell from her body every time she rammed into the chain-link or the trees nearby. If she'd walked twenty feet to her right, she would've been at the end of the fence and could have come into the meadow with Merry and Buttercup. 
 
   If you recall, there's no fence across the back of the property. The men finished the front and both sides before they had to stop. There's nothing to keep HDI's from entering through the rear. 
 
   Hisa took the woman HDI out with a precise bullet through the bridge of her nose. She turned and screamed in Japanese at Soo, who was on his way toward her. She grabbed Merry by the arm and led her back to Clinic Diane. Soo followed close behind. 
 
   Marisa said that Buttercup stood and looked at her for a few seconds before going back to swishing her tail and grazing.
 
   We know there’s HDI's in the woods. I have no idea why we haven't thought about them coming from the rear. 
 
   We need to be very cautious on laundry duty from now on. I'll ask Mick to either quickly throw up a fence, or post a guard, because I'm almost too frightened to allow anyone outside. In my opinion, this is more important than getting the trailers at this time.
 
   I canned stewed tomatoes with bell peppers, onions, celery, and a lot of herbs last summer. Elaine and Marisa served it over giant pasta shells stuffed with soft goat cheese for supper. They mixed a jar of home canned ground beef with the tomatoes and it was delicious. Everyone cleaned their plate.
 
   It's close to five weeks until the last frost date, according to the farmer’s almanac, so Pop and Mr. Hobbs planted several dozen trays of peas, okra, peppers, tomatoes, spinach, squash, beans, and herbs in the greenhouse today. There's no tellin' what those men have growing in there. I can't wait for fresh produce. I want a simple garden salad so much that I can almost taste it.
 
   Pop says that he and Mr. Hobbs will work on getting a fence around the garden tomorrow. They’ve had a little "bunny" trouble. Can you guess what's for supper tomorrow night? If you said "bunny stew," you'd be correct. Thank goodness for traps and snares, otherwise, our cold weather plants might've been eaten to the ground.
 
   I'm anxious to get the gas ovens up and running because hot weather will be here before we know it. Hopefully, Soo and Jason can get propane tanks in place tomorrow and the ovens can be hooked up and tested in the next few days. 
 
   The weather was nice today. Daytime temps were in the mid-fifties and the temperature gauge on the porch said it was forty-three degrees after supper tonight. This is my kind of weather. I love the cool days and even cooler nights. I'm not fond of temps below twenty or twenty-five, but give me sixties during the day and forties at night and I'll be all set. It's too bad the garden wouldn't like it.
 
   PANIC! We hear gunshots coming from the rear of the property. Jesse and Jason are supposed to be on guard duty back there. Mick just ran out the door with the AR-15 across his back, the Benelli in his hand, and Sam Colt in his big coat pocket. He didn't have time for a holster and belt. 
 
   I don't know what to do. 
 
   Mick told me to stay put but... Should I stay put and type on this thing while my heart is racing and my hands are shaking? Can I just sit here while my family and friends are in danger? My brain is screaming that I should get out there and help protect my family.
 
   I hear Pop yelling from behind the barn but I can't understand a word he's saying!
 
   Nana came in the back door, frightened and crying. She doesn't know what's happening or where any of the men went, including Pop. I'm sending her to the basement along with Carisa, Valerie, and Merry. 
 
   Carisa will take her .22 along.
 
   Marisa and Rebecca will bring the kids here to hide in the basement with Nana and the girls. They can't go to the tornado shelter because it's across the meadow where the gunshots are coming from.
 
   I can't stay here. I'm grabbing Marley and the Glock, and heading to the back porch. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, March 8
 
   It's 11:30 AM and I just got out of bed. I don't think anyone else is awake. We were up until 7:30 this morning.
 
   Since everyone's still sleeping, I'll write out what happened before I have to get out of here and make something for brunch. 
 
   Pardon me if I'm still a little groggy and don't know what everyone was doing or when they were doing it. I'll do the best I can.
 
   You know how it started for the folks in this house. 
 
   Mick was already gone when I got Nana and the girls into the basement. I told them to lock the door and shoot anything or anyone unfamiliar that comes through it. I headed out to the back porch with my rifle and pistol. I stood there to listen carefully. 
 
   I could hear sporadic gunshots coming from the rear of the property. I also heard Pop's voice off in the distance. It sounded like he was angry and getting farther away from the house with every second that passed. I left the porch to try and find him.
 
   I was walking past the end of Pop and Nana's motorhome when I saw movement in the shadows underneath a tree near the laundry area. I immediately dropped to a kneeling position and yelled at whoever it was to "come out with their hands in the air." No one came out.
 
   I could still see movement, and was trying to decide if I should shoot them right then and there, or give them another chance to come out in the open. 
 
   I was aiming into the shadows when someone from behind yanked my leg out from under me and began dragging me backwards. I couldn't see who it was. I was on my stomach being dragged across the ground as small rocks and dirt were going up my shirt. I started screaming.
 
   I dropped Marley when I hit the ground, but my Glock was still in the holster on my side. I was reaching for it when my free leg slammed into one of the laundry troughs. I grabbed for one of the boat paddles we use to stir laundry as I felt myself being dragged through the fire pit. 
 
   I was able to get the paddle, and sent a thank you up to Jesus that the coals in the fire pit were cold. My back was screaming with pain because my foot was lifted higher than my hips and being used to drag me backwards. I didn't give in to the pain and continued screaming for help as loud as I could.
 
   Suddenly, my foot was released. Searing pain went up my leg and into my lower back when my foot hit the ground. 
 
   I heard a quiet chuckle from a male voice behind me. I immediately knew that it wasn't an HDI. 
 
   I felt a hand go around my ankle, and made the quick decision that I was NOT gonna be dragged again. The person behind me deserved a visit from "Mr. Paddle." 
 
   I quickly rolled onto my back and swung Mr. Paddle with every ounce of strength I had toward the space above my feet. CONNECTION MADE!
 
   I felt, and heard, teeth crack as the sharper end of the paddle made contact with my attacker between his nose and top lip. I wasn't about to stop there. 
 
   The man was falling, cursing, and grabbing his mouth as I scrambled to my feet. I shoved the sharper end of the paddle into his face several times while he was lying on the ground, trying to get control of the rifle he had strapped across his back.
 
   I slammed the paddle down on his hand. He screamed and pulled the hand close to his body. He was bleeding badly and I didn't care. I kicked him in the ribs and hit him with the paddle at the same time. I thought about what he might do to my daughters, and my anger flared. I meant to kill him.
 
   There was a loud gunshot. My attacker, who'd actually become my victim, stopped moving and was silent. I turned to see Pop standing off to the left about three feet behind me. I could see smoke coming from the barrel of his .45, and imagined that he was the super-duper good guy in an old western movie.
 
   "You're wastin' too much energy, sister" he said, "you should a pulled that Glock and put an end to him as soon as you got up. We don't have time for revenge right now." I almost fell to my knees. My daddy had taken care of me, again. 
 
   I had to call Ralph right then and there. The reality of the danger I'd been in along with the white-hot anger and blood thirst I'd felt hit me like a ton of bricks.
 
   I gave Pop a huge hug and thanked him through tears. I pulled my Glock and began running toward the rear of the property to look for Mick. 
 
   I could still hear sporadic gunfire. My mind was focused on the direction the shots were coming from and I wasn't paying attention when the other boat paddle came shooting out from behind a laundry trough. My ankle connected with the paddle and I fell flat on my face.
 
   I was dazed and confused. I quickly realized that I never found out who, or what, was in the shadows where I'd aimed Marley a few minutes earlier. 
 
   I rolled onto my back and saw a man, almost as big as Dane, standing over me. "You killed my brother" the man said. I opened my mouth to say something as he lifted his pistol and fired toward the direction I'd come from.
 
   I turned and saw Pop walking towards us. I saw the bullet hit him in the shoulder, but he didn't utter a sound and kept coming. His pistol was raised and he was firing toward the stranger. I crawled around on the ground, looking for my Glock which I'd dropped when I tripped and fell on my face. 
 
   Finally, my hand landed on the Glock. I didn't hesitate. The big man raised his pistol again to fire towards Pop who was still walking and shooting. I aimed the Glock and shot the stranger right through the temple. I swear, the earth shook when he fell. He had three bullet holes in his body other than the one I put through his head. Pop had put bullets in the man's stomach and jaw, and he was missing most of an ear.
 
   When the stranger finally went down for good, Pop went down. I ran toward him and dragged him onto the back porch. He had a bullet wound in his right shoulder and another in his left thigh, but his only concern was for me. I assured him that I was okay. 
 
   I screamed at the top of my lungs for Hisa. It felt like forever before she came running down the path from Clinic Diane. I handed Pop over to her and went to find my husband while she was busy assuring Pop that he wasn't going to die. 
 
   I heard him tell her that he'd killed a third man and left him lying in the woods behind the goat pasture, and he believed the rest of them were at the rear of the property. That was exactly what I needed to know. I ran towards the rear of the property and bent down to grab Marley as I passed the motorhome.
 
   I decided to go through the woods and into the tractor shed so I could look out across the meadow from the back door that had been cut out for Buttercup. 
 
   There was a quarter-moon out, and I could barely see where I was going. I actually walked face first into Buttercup's neck because it was extremely dark inside the shed and she was as quiet as a church mouse. 
 
   I could barely see the outline of the door, and went to peek around the edge. I could see several shadowy figures in the meadow and found the one that was "Mick shaped." 
 
   I crawled toward him on my hands and knees and whispered "it's me," before grabbing him around the knee to pull myself up. He was looking through the sites on the AR-15 when he said "I knew you wouldn't stay put."
 
   He actually turned his head to look at me when I said "There's three dead men near the house and Pop got shot but he's still alive." 
 
   Mick must have felt the wind from a bullet pass by because he jerked the AR back up to his shoulder and looked through the sites, trying to figure out where it had come from.
 
   I stood a few feet directly behind him and he told me what he knew while continuing to look through the sites. He shot once while he was talking. The sound from that AR-15 was so loud that I could actually feel it in my chest. I can't imagine the size of the wound a round of .223 makes.
 
   Mick got the story from Jason before sending him and Jesse back to the right side of the property to shoot from the tree-line.
 
   Jason and Jesse were standing watch at the rear of the property because of what happened earlier when the woman HDI tried to come through the fence and get Merry. 
 
   Jason thought he saw flickers of firelight coming from quite a distance back in the woods, so he went to check it out. 
 
   There was a small campfire in a clearing about 50 yards into the woods from the rear of our property. There were eight men lounging on saddles and bedrolls around the fire. There were three horses tied to trees several feet away. 
 
   The men were each taking swigs from a large whiskey bottle before passing it around the circle. They were discussing how they planned to kill the first group of survivors they come across and take their food, women, and shelter. Jason said that hearing their plans almost made him physically ill.
 
   One of the men made a reference to Holman prison and said he was "never goin' back." From the conversation he heard, Jason knew that all of the men had recently escaped from the prison. They were able to escape because the guards lost control and most of the off-duty guards never showed up. The guards on duty gave up and decided to leave the prison. 
 
   One of the men laughed because a corrupt prison guard tossed keys onto the cafeteria floor before he "got the hell out a dodge." They also joked about the prisoners they'd left to starve to death in their cells.
 
   They came across a small farm about three miles from the prison and killed the entire family except for a teenage girl. They raped and abused her for several days before killing her by throwing her from a horse into a small group of HDI's. The horses came from that small farm along with saddles and tack from the barn.
 
   The whiskey bottle made several rounds before it was emptied and tossed into the woods. One of the men pulled a full bottle from a backpack he'd been leaning against and began passing it around while they all joked and laughed about the survivor group they'd killed for food and the clothes they were wearing. 
 
   It wasn't long before the prisoners were drunk and began arguing over who would ride the horses and who would be walking the next day.
 
   They never mentioned where they were headed.
 
   Jason decided it was time to creep back through the woods and hope the group would move on the next morning, taking themselves and their hangovers away from the area.
 
   He headed back the way he'd come and ran smack dab into two HDI's that had been drawn to the light from the fire and the loud voices of the prisoners arguing. 
 
   The HDI's were only ten feet away from Jason and moving fast. The sound of their howling, snarling, and gurgling rose greatly in volume when they began rushing toward him. He had no choice. He had to shoot.
 
   Jason used his pistol to take both of them out. They hit the ground for good and Jason turned to find three prisoners aiming pistols straight toward him. "Who the hell are you and what are you doin' here?" one of them asked. Jason was about to answer with a lame excuse that he was traveling alone, looking for food, when Jesse called out from the edge of the meadow. That was all it took. 
 
   One of the prisoners fired as Jason ducked and sprinted through the trees, zigging and zagging with armed prisoners following. He could see Jesse's shadow a few feet inside the tree-line. Several of the men saw it too, and began shooting towards Jesse. 
 
   Jason figures their bullets missed because of the dark night, the distance, and the inability to determine what was a tree and what was Jesse. 
 
   Jason saw Jesse take cover behind a large pine tree and he headed towards it. He came up beside Jesse and told him to run into the tall grass on the edge of the meadow and drop down to crawl toward the tractor shed until the rest of our men could get there. Jason knew that the men would come running. 
 
   He could hear the prisoners coming through the woods, cursing and shooting while they walked.
 
   Jason and Jesse were almost to the meadow when they saw a large group of HDI's approaching from the left. His heart felt like it dropped into his stomach and he told Jesse to keep going toward the tractor shed. He said there was somewhere between twelve and fifteen HDI's, but he couldn't get an accurate count because it was dark and the HDI's were on the move.
 
   When the prisoners came out of the trees and into the meadow, the HDI's spotted them and began heading towards them. The prisoners didn't even notice the HDI's until they were twenty or so feet away and began howling and snarling. The prisoners changed direction and were shooting toward the HDI's. 
 
   Jason and Jesse crawled into the woods at the right side of the property and climbed a large oak tree. They hid behind the branches while they watched two prisoners get ripped apart and eaten by HDI's. The remaining prisoners split up and headed in different directions with HDI's close on their heels. Jesse says those were the fastest HDI's he'd ever seen.
 
   Screaming, shooting, snarling, and howling was echoing all over the meadow. Jesse saw and heard the large shadow of Buttercup running toward the tractor shed. She stopped once and reared up on her back legs before she continued running.
 
   They heard gunshots coming from the area of the tractor shed. They knew that our men had arrived, and almost climbed down from the tree. Jason suddenly threw his hand up to motion for Jesse to stop. There was another large group of HDI's walking underneath the tree, headed toward the meadow and the sounds of slaughter. 
 
   Jason had trouble deciding what to do. He thought that, if he and Jesse started shooting HDI's, our men might think the prisoners were up in the tree. He stood up on the branch and yelled as loud as he could "There's HDI's in the woods to your left. Me and Jesse are gonna try to shoot 'em." He prayed that our men heard him. The HDI's certainly heard him and began trying to climb the tree.
 
   It was the easiest battle he's had since shooting HDI's at his ex-wife's house. As each HDI tilted their head to look up, Jason or Jesse shot them square in the face. 
 
   When no more HDI's came to the base of the tree, Jesse and Jason climbed down. They counted 16 dead HDI's around the tree, then turned their attention back to the tractor shed and headed toward Mick to tell him what had happened. He sent them to the tree-line so the meadow would be surrounded by our group.
 
   That's about the time I showed up.
 
   It wasn't long before the sun showed itself, but it felt like forever. We could see across the entire meadow. Suddenly, Jesse screamed and fell to the ground. Jason rushed over to him and saw blood spreading across the left side of his shirt. Jason panicked and screamed "Jesse's shot!"
 
   Mr. Hobbs took off across the meadow, running toward the direction of Jason's voice. As he ran, someone from the other side of the meadow sent several shots his way. Mick used the sites on his rifle to find the shooter. It took a few seconds before he saw the tall grass swaying in a small area. He aimed the AR-15 and sprayed the area with .223. The grass stopped moving and the gunfire ended. 
 
   Mr. Hobbs and Jason were carrying Jesse toward the tractor shed while Mick crept toward the grassy area where he'd last seen movement. A couple of his shots had found their mark and the shooter was lying on the ground, crying in pain and praying for forgiveness of all his sins. 
 
   He quickly faded away and was dead when Mick knelt to check his pulse. Mick stood and put a bullet in the man's head, just in case he'd been bitten and might rise back up.
 
   The sun was up. Mick and I were able to see bodies all over the meadow as we cautiously walked the perimeter. 
 
   There were both HDI's, and uninfected strangers.
 
   Jason and Soo went back to the campfire and loaded all the supplies in the wheelbarrow and onto the horses. Most of the backpacks and saddle bags contained bottles of liquor and pouches of tobacco. There was a small amount of junk food mixed in. There were two squirrels burned to a crisp over the hot coals. 
 
   The most valuable thing we got from them was several boxes of ammo and their rifles and pistols. We added them to our hidden arsenal and ammo shelves in the back corner of the basement.
 
   We know nothing else about the prisoners. None of them had identification on their bodies or in their packs.
 
   Soo and Jason brought the horses back to the meadow and introduced them to Buttercup. There are two mares and a gelding. There was a little bit of territorial arguing, but all four horses seemed to be getting along when I came inside to sleep.
 
   I hear people stirring in the house, so I’m headed out to make muffins. I'll take several to Clinic Diane where Jesse and Pop are being cared for. 
 
   Hisa says she believes they will both make it but it’s going to be a long time before either of them is back on their feet. Nana and Elaine are there to help. 
 
   My back is hurting and I have scratches and bruises all over my stomach and chest from being dragged along the ground and through the fire pit. I really did a number on my hands by using the boat paddle to vigorously beat the crap out of the guy who dragged me across the backyard. My palms are covered in blisters and splinters. 
 
   The remaining members of our group are uninjured.
 
   Every woman that's able will have kitchen and cleaning duty all day today. Nana, Elaine, and Hisa will be in Clinic Diane, caring for Pop and Jesse.
 
   We'll also have to do a special load of laundry because the clothing the men are wearing is covered in HDI goo and blood from the body cleanup. We don't wanna leave the clothes until tomorrow because we might not be able to get the filth off them.
 
   Mr. Hobbs is staying near Clinic Diane, pacing outside the door and waiting for news about his grandson and Pop.
 
   I had to take a pain pill because my back is hurting and there's no way I can stand at the kitchen counter and stove for hours today without it.
 
   I don't know how much more of this I can take.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Pop is sleeping. He was in a lot of pain and Hisa gave him strong pain medication before she cleaned and stitched his wounds. 
 
   Hisa says the bullets hit no major arteries but healing will take a lot of time. Both bullets went completely through and out the other side.
 
   Jesse's condition is questionable. Hisa has him on pain medication and the bullet is still inside. She has no idea if any organs were damaged. She can't decide whether to go in after the bullet, or leave it alone. She's afraid she might do more damage than good by attempting to operate. We have no x-ray machine to be able to tell exactly where the bullet lodged or what it hit before stopping. The bleeding has almost stopped, and she's worried he’s bleeding internally. Only time will tell.
 
   Dane left the compound. 
 
   Two hours ago, Mick went to stand watch and found a letter from him tacked to the outside of the front door. 
 
   Dane wrote that he was leaving in Marisa's Saturn because it is the quietest vehicle we have. He's headed to the University to get any medical books for Hisa that he can find. 
 
   He also plans to stop at the professional office building where Doctors offices are. He'll bring any books and medical tools he finds form the Doctor's private offices. If there's time, he'll go to the hospital and loot the operating rooms. He wrote that he'd be back before morning.
 
   Mick said they loaded thirty-two bodies which included twenty-four HDI's and five prisoners from the meadow, and the three prisoners that Pop and I had taken out. 
 
   He said that Pop did major damage to the prisoner in the woods behind the goat pasture. The man was not only shot in several places but he had five or six knife wounds as well. I guess the bayonet in Pop's walking cane got some business.
 
   They burned the bodies at the power-line clearing a couple of miles away. It took three trips to get them all.
 
   The fence crew got a makeshift chain-link fence across the entire back of the property. Mick said that Dane worked like a mad man. They worked from noon until well after dark. Twice, they had to stop and shoot HDI's.
 
   Carisa and I made bunny stew for supper. It wasn't as good as Elaine's but everyone ate their share and Mick said it was really good. I love that man.
 
   I've made sure that the goats, chickens, horses, and cows have been fed and settled in for the night.
 
   Let me be honest. I pray that Dane comes home safely with the Saturn full of medical books and supplies, but I wish he hadn't gone off on his own. 
 
   My seventy-year-old Father is laying in Clinic Diane with two bullet holes in his body that he got while saving my life. My seventy-year-old Mother is laying on the floor beside his bed. 
 
   Marisa has worried herself sick and is in bed, refusing to let Jason and the kids leave her side for watch duty, so I will take his shift in a few minutes. I insisted, and he didn't argue. Mick will be with me.
 
   There's a sixteen-year-old, hard-working young man, who's fighting for his life. His Mother is laying on the floor beside his bed and his Grandfather is pacing outside the clinic in the dark.
 
   My fifteen-year-old daughter is crying herself to sleep, worried about both of them.
 
   I have no more words in my head tonight.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, March 9
 
   4:00 AM...
 
   I woke up an hour ago and can't go back to sleep. I'm going to the clinic to insist that Nana goes to her motorhome bed while I watch over Pop until it's time to make breakfast.
 
   Dane came home a few minutes ago. He has the Saturn packed to the roof with medical books and supplies. He also has a large cardboard box full of medication samples tied to the Saturn roof with strips of cloth from hospital bed sheets. He stopped to grab a bottle of water before he heads over to the clinic to leave the Saturn for someone else to unload. 
 
   He's covered in blood, sweat, dirt, and goo. I didn't ask how or why. 
 
   He's heading straight back out to get trailers. I asked if he wanted a change of clothes and he told me there wasn't time because he plans to get every trailer we need today.
 
   Mick and Jeremy are going with him, and they'll be working through breakfast and lunch. I told them that I'll have bagged food ready for them to pick up at breakfast and lunch time.
 
    
 
   9:30 AM...
 
   Breakfast is over. I went out to feed and water the animals while Carisa, Valerie, and Merry cleaned the kitchen.
 
   Dane, Mick, and Jeremy have two trailers in the ditch, and they're back out for more. I gave them each a plastic spoon, a bottle of water, and a short thermos full of oatmeal to take with them.
 
   Nana took a large serving bowl full of oatmeal back to Clinic Diane. Hisa and Elaine will be eating with her. Pop was still sleeping when I left this morning. He moaned a couple of times in his sleep but that was all I heard out of him. Hisa plans to clean his wounds and change his bandages while Nana’s there to help.
 
   Jesse cried and whimpered while I was there. He woke up once, and I could tell that he's in a lot of pain. Hisa gave him two pain pills and he was sleeping soundly about 45 minutes later. He has a low-grade fever and Hisa is worried. 
 
   She asked if she could have a few of my blue Xanax pills for Elaine and, of course, I said yes. I told her I'd send Carisa over with them later. 
 
   Elaine has dark circles under her eyes and she’s moving slow. She won't let go of Jesse's hand. She answered every question I asked with only "yes," or "no."
 
   Mr. Hobbs was asleep in a lawn chair, leaning up against the clinic, when Dane and I drove up. I sent him to my house to get some sleep on the couch.
 
   Marisa, Jason, and the kids were all here for breakfast. Marisa broke down and cried, telling me she can't stand it anymore. I told her she had no choice and she better straighten herself up because Jason and the kids depend on her. 
 
   I told her it'll get better after the fence is up and we have some sort of protection around us. She listened, and seemed to settle down after we finished eating. She's outside doing laundry. I think she needs to stay busy. Soo and Jason are helping her.
 
   I'm depressed and grumpy. I need to find something to do. 
 
   I think I'll ask Rebecca to take Soo's place at laundry duty so he can take me, Deuce, and Valerie over to the Masterson place to load up the insta-food and supplies that are still there.
 
   I'm gonna wake Mr. Hobbs and tell him to keep watch over the hill while Jason keeps watch over the rear. I'll take Mr. Hobbs place standing watch when I get back from the Masterson house. I plan to have Deuce stand watch with me. We need him. Marisa can join Jason for watch duty when she finishes the laundry. Soo can take someone's place as well.
 
   Rebecca, Valerie, Carisa, and Merry plan to make lunch with some of the insta-food we get at from the Masterson house. Rebecca says there are clear directions for preparation on every package. She wants to make spaghetti and I told her that was fine. I told Carisa to make sure there are three thermoses full and ready for Mick, Dane, and Jeremy. She'll throw forks, salt, pepper, and water into a small cooler for them as well.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   We had beef stew and cornbread for supper. The beef stew was from the restaurant haul and wasn't as good as homemade, but it filled our tummies.
 
   There was a lot of insta-food at the Masterson place. Rebecca said her father had purchased a kit that was supposed to feed four people for one year. It was obvious that there wasn't enough to last that long. But hey, it’s more insta-food than we had before, right? Our group might get three weeks out of it if we stretch it with other things. 
 
   There's almost 75 cases of bottled water there. That's a huge blessing. We took several cases to Clinic Diane. 
 
   I asked everyone to save the empty bottles and lids so we can fill them with filtered water for future use.
 
   Pop was awake this afternoon, and he is grumpy. He's in a lot of pain but won't take any pain medication until he absolutely has to. Nana fed him beef stew and cornbread for supper.
 
   Every time Jesse wakes up, Hisa and Elaine try to get water and food into him. He takes a few bites, but his pain is so bad that it's hard for him to eat unless he has pain medication on board, and then he's groggy and wants to sleep. 
 
   He's still running a low-grade fever and complains that there's something on the bed underneath his back. He says it’s sharp and feels like it’s stabbing him. Every time Elaine tries to run her hand underneath him, he screams out in pain.
 
   Hisa still has her nose in medical books.
 
   Elaine took one of my blue Xanax pills and she seemed to be a little better. She actually ate a small bowl of stew and a slice of cornbread. She won't leave Jesse's bedside.
 
   Dane, Mick, and Jeremy brought home four more trailers before dark. 
 
   Dane headed back out after supper. He took Soo and Jason along this time. I told them to watch him carefully because he hasn't slept since the night of the prisoner/HDI battle. Mick told him he has to get some sleep after he gets two more trailers home. Finally, he agreed to do so.
 
   Nana is sleeping on the floor beside Pop's bed again. 
 
   I guess tomorrow we'll have a repeat of today. We have to get through this. The group is on edge and Dane is losing his mind. 
 
   It just occurred to me that Dane probably intends to marry Elaine and become Jesse's stepfather. No wonder he's working so hard to get this fence done. He needs his future family to be protected.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, March 10
 
   I've just returned from Clinic Diane. 
 
   Jesse kept everyone there awake most of the night. He was crying and complaining about a stabbing pain in his back. Hisa finally concluded that the bullet was causing the pain. She heavily sedated him and rolled him over on his good side. 
 
   While Elaine was sliding her hand over the bed and under the sheet, looking for a sharp object, Hisa was examining Jesse's back. She found the bullet. 
 
   You can actually see the outline of it underneath his skin. Hisa is preparing to remove it right now. She says the bullet is above his kidney, but his spleen may be damaged. I have no idea what the spleen does. I'm sure Hisa will explain it to me.
 
   I don't want to be there when she removes the bullet. Pop said he doesn't want to be there either. Hisa told him he had no choice because he can't be moved. He told her that he was in pain, and asked for a couple of pain pills to knock him out while she was digging around in Jesse's back. Hisa actually gave them to him. I was surprised.
 
   Elaine’s a nervous wreck. 
 
   I don't think it's a good idea for Elaine to be in the room while Hisa cuts into her son, but nobody asked for my opinion and since I'm too much of a chicken to stay and help,  I'll keep my mouth shut. 
 
   I told them to send someone to let me know how it went when they're done. Carisa's on pins and needles and she’s pacing in front of Clinic Diane with Mr. Hobbs.
 
   Mick, Dane, and Jeremy are out looking for more trailers. Mick filled the generator before he left, thank goodness.
 
   Soo is checking the garden and greenhouses, and he'll water the plants if needed. Deuce will help him after he milks the goats and makes sure all the animals are fed.
 
   I have several packages of English muffins in the freezer downstairs. Rebecca and I will toast them to serve with butter and pineapple jam for breakfast. We'll plug the toaster into the power strip for the generator. I'm glad we bought that four-slice toaster, otherwise, it'd take twice as long to get them done, ha ha.
 
   I hate English muffins, but the rest of the family likes them. I'm having cold cereal for breakfast.
 
   Marisa’s standing watch at the front of the property and Jason’s standing watch out back. The kids are playing board games at the dining room table. Valerie's the head babysitter this morning, and she's making sure they follow all the rules.
 
   I'm headed out to toast English muffins (yuck). See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   First of all, I apologize for not writing at my usual mid-afternoon time today. Please forgive me.
 
   I should start at the top, but the "most exciting news" occurred after the "good news" and the "very good news." There's also "bad news" and "very bad news"... oh hell... I'll just start at the top.
 
   Valerie and I finished cleaning up from breakfast, and she was ready to take the kids back to their house to play with toys. I was getting ready to head out and help Rebecca and Marisa with laundry.
 
   Carisa came to tell us that the bullet was out and that everything went fine. Hisa had finished stitching him up. He was sleeping soundly from the pain medication. 
 
   She headed back to Clinic Diane to wait for him to wake up. I remember thinking that Carisa cares a lot for Jesse.
 
   Dane, Mick, and Jeremy hadn't shown up for their "bag 'o breakfast," and I was beginning to worry. I've never seen Dane skip a meal.
 
   I heard a big rig down at the road and sighed with relief because I knew they were finally here.
 
   When I opened the door, I saw three big rigs. Two of them were pulling trailers for the fence, and the third was pulling a flatbed trailer with two little "buildings" on top. It took me by surprise, so I started down the hill to find out what was going on. 
 
   About half a mile from Lowe's, they found a trucking company with a plethora of empty trailers. There was a heavy duty fence with a heavy duty chain and lock around the perimeter. Mick pulled out his handy dandy bolt cutters and snapped the lock.
 
   Upon entering, they saw two large dog carcasses lying near the small office building. They were badly decayed and the smell was awful. He figured they were guard dogs who'd starved to death.
 
   The side lot held eight enclosed trailers and three flatbed trailers. There were also several trucks, and most of them are at least half full of diesel fuel. The key to each truck was in the ignition and a numbered plastic tag was hanging from the key chains. 
 
   Mick said that Dane "squealed" with delight, and that he almost squealed right along with him. I thought that was absolutely hilarious. Mick waited for me to stop laughing, and catch my breath, before he continued the story.
 
   Since there were three men who could drive large vehicles, they decided to bring home three trailers at once. They were trying to guide Jeremy while he backed up to one of the trailers. 
 
   Jeremy started pointing and talking. The window was up and they couldn't hear a word he was saying, so they motioned for him to roll down the window. 
 
   Jeremy told them where to look and they had to climb up on the step of the truck to see what he was pointing at.
 
   There were several trucks in a large wooded area behind a residential home. Jeremy said he thought they were logging trucks, but he wasn't 100% sure because of the distance. They decided to check them out.
 
   They went out the gate and around the fence. They didn't try climbing over the high fence because of the razor wire on top. 
 
   Mick said it took about five minutes to get from the rear of the trucking company to the wooded lot. They walked through several residential back yards to get there.
 
   They found four trucks and a bulldozer. One of the trucks has a crane for loading logs. Jeremy loudly "woo hoo'd" and gave Mick and Dane a high five.
 
   The three of them were chuckling, and talking about their luck, when Dane pulled his pistol and aimed it straight at Jeremy. Dane screamed "LOOK OUT!" 
 
   Jeremy was standing with his back to a dump truck when Dane saw feet moving on the ground behind the truck. He was just in time to remove half the face of a logger HDI that came around the back. Their attitude's shifted back to "dead serious." They decided to thoroughly check out the inside and outside of each truck.
 
   They took out two more HDI loggers before they were sure the area was clear. 
 
   Jeremy said there was a male HDI banging up against the glass patio door of the house they were standing behind. They decided to wait and see if he broke through the glass before shooting him. They had no idea if there were numerous HDI's inside, just waiting to come at them, and they didn’t want to shatter the glass door and make it an easy exit.
 
   Mick said the worst part was searching the dead HDI's for keys. The smell was horrible. Pieces of their skin and flesh fell off when they were moved around, and bones could be seen sticking up underneath their clothing. 
 
   Jeremy pulled a set of keys and a handful of black goo from one of the HDI's inner jacket pocket. He used the corner of the HDI's shirt to wipe the sticky goo from his hand. It stuck to him, almost like tar. He had to call Ralph at the side of the lot. Mick said he was pretty close to calling along with him.
 
   They found keys to the crane truck, the bulldozer, and a log truck. There were 10 or 11 splitting wedges in the floorboard of the log truck. With the wedges Jason got from the Peterson shed, we can have two or three people splitting logs at once.
 
   They found no keys for the other log truck or two dump trucks. They drove the crane truck and bulldozer back to the trucking company.
 
   Mick had an idea. 
 
   They drove the bulldozer and a big rig with a flatbed trailer attached down the street to a wooden storage building sales lot. 
 
   They used the bulldozer to lift two wooden storage buildings onto the flatbed trailer and tied them down with large straps they found inside the big rig. Dane said it was a tricky and dangerous procedure to get the buildings loaded onto the trailer.
 
   Mick says there are still seven or eight small buildings there and some of them have little porches on the side or front. I knew exactly what he was talking about and pictured them in my head. They'll make wonderful "bachelor pad's," storage buildings, barns, and gate houses inside the compound.
 
   I threw my arms around his neck, gave him a big kiss, and told him he's "brilliant!"
 
   Dane said the most important find was the crane truck. We now have a way to load the logs at the lumber company. None of the men know how to operate the crane truck, but they'll learn.
 
   They left the loaded flatbed and trailers in the field beside the Hobbs house. 
 
   Dane said they were heading back out for more. Rebecca brought out a backpack full of canned tuna, fried apple pies, and several bottles of water to send with them. I asked if she'd remembered to add a can opener. She smacked her forehead and said "nope." I hoped they had their multi-tools with them.
 
   You guessed it. The rest of us had tuna on homemade bread along with fried apple pies for lunch.
 
   Rebecca was cleaning up after lunch and I was out back with Marisa, trying to finish up the laundry, when Deuce came bursting out the kitchen door, screaming "THE ARMY'S HERE!" 
 
   I felt immediate fear. I told Marisa to get all of the kids, including the older ones, into the tornado shelter. 
 
   My Glock was already on my side, and I headed in to grab Marley. I wanted to be one of the first on greetin' duty.
 
   When I stepped out on the front porch, I almost fainted. There were military vehicles and motorhomes all the way up the driveway and on both sides of the road.
 
   Soo, Jason, Marisa, Rebecca and Mr. Hobbs joined me. We all had our weapons, and we all were shaking in our boots. 
 
   I quietly asked Marisa if the kids were safe and she nodded.
 
   Soo said "What do we do?" and I said "Right now, we wait."
 
   No one got out of the vehicles and no one rolled down any window to talk to us. I think we stood there for a good five minutes, looking at all the vehicles on the driveway and the road below. The entire time, I was praying and trying to send out psychic vibes to Mick so he'd head home as soon as possible
 
   Finally, two people exited a motorhome near the road and began walking up the driveway. I wasn't about to leave the porch to go meet them.
 
   I thought that I recognized the gait of the one on the left. When they were halfway up, I knew who they were. I ran down the driveway and into the arms of my sister! I couldn't believe it!
 
   I was still scared outa my mind. I had her in a death grip hug when she whispered that everyone with her was "good people," and that I should relax. I'm here to tell you, it took me a good three hours before I could "relax."
 
   Slowly, people began climbing out of the vehicles and standing beside them. They were dressed in both military garb and civilian garb. I still don't know exactly how many people are here.
 
   I tried to grab Rona and drag her in the house but she wouldn't come. She asked me to go back down the driveway so I could say hello to my nephews who were still in the motorhome. I almost screamed with joy! She got them back!
 
   I asked if they were going to stay this time, and she said "yes!" I was so happy that I started sobbing and my knees felt weak. I thought I was gonna pass out. I was scared to death and extremely happy at the same time. My body was confused, and I had to sit down on the ground right then and there.
 
   Marisa came off the porch and landed in Rona's arms. She sat down beside me to see if I was okay. I said I didn't know yet.
 
   Rona pulled me up off the ground, motioned to someone beside the lead military vehicle, and we all headed inside. I felt like I was dreaming.
 
   I finally came to my senses when Rona introduced the woman in military garb with a bunch of shiny medals standing beside her. "This is Major Josephine Lynn Minor," she said, "we call her Josie and her troops call her Major Minor, and she's one of the good guys." Rona's eyes twinkled as she waited for my response. She knew that I wanted to crack a joke about Major Minor’s name. Sisters know these things.
 
   I wanted to laugh so bad that I had to pinch myself to keep from running to my room and bursting out in uncontrollable giggles. There was a military officer in my house, and she was called "Major Minor." I still giggle every time I say that name.
 
   Major Minor told me to go ahead and laugh because she's heard every joke imaginable. It wouldn't bother her a bit, and sometimes she laughs about it herself. She loves to introduce herself by her title and watch everyone squirm. I knew I liked her already.
 
   I'm gonna leave out a few long-winded details to try and shorten the story, but I promise not to leave out even the smallest bit of important information.
 
   Rona and Kevin's crew were aware of the gang that was following them. One night, they turned the tables and eliminated the gang. Cheez got the gang's location from one of the scouts who he had threatened to scalp and meant it. You don’t mess with Cheez. 
 
   Rona said that getting rid of the gang was easy. Their numbers were low and they were caught off guard. 
 
   The Major's group found Rona and her crew when they were both fighting the same enemy at a military base in East Tennessee.
 
   Kevin and Rona knew that their boys were being held at the base and they planned to get them back as fast as possible. 
 
   Josie knew that the men guarding the base were members of the "wrong" National Guard and under orders from the power-hungry dictator.
 
   Rona was captured and taken to meet Josie to explain why her crew was there. Josie decided to use Rona's crew to aid in taking control of the base. In return for their help, Josie agreed do her best to get their children safely off the base.
 
   The bad guys and good guys were fighting one another, as well as hundreds of HDI's that had been attracted by the sounds of battle. Both groups had automatic rifles and weapons of war.
 
   The base was just outside Chattanooga, and HDI's had come in large groups from the city.
 
   At this point in the story, Nana came running in the house crying. She threw her arms around Rona, and began yelling at me that Pop wanted to see Rona and the boys right away. Rona told her she would go to him in a little while and tell him what happened.
 
   Back to the story...
 
   The battle raged for several hours. Another military troop came at dusk to join Josie's unit. By the following morning, the entire base had been taken and Rona and Kevin had their children in their arms. Glen and Teri had Mitchell back as well. Nathan wasn’t there and no one knows where he was taken.
 
   Rona felt that she couldn't thank Josie enough. Both women cried and clung to one another in Josie's private tent. She didn't want the troops to see her crying.
 
   Josie told Rona that the unit was heading to Mississippi to take control of another illegal National Guard base. She said they had supplies, and could render a small amount of aid to any survivor group they come across. Rona asked if her crew could travel with them until they arrived near our area. Josie said yes and told Rona they’d leave a few supplies with us.
 
   I don't know what supplies Josie plans to leave, but I'll find out in the morning before the unit heads out to take Glen, Teri, and Mitchell home. Cheez and Sarah are headed to Mississippi with the unit, hoping to find Nathan at the base there.
 
   Mick, Dane, and Jeremy saw the vehicles on the road when they were bringing trailers back. They parked at the pull-off and scouted the property and house from the tree-line until they heard us talking and laughing in the back yard. They came walking out of the trees and almost got shot by armed guards before Josie yelled at them to "stand down."
 
   We had a big ol' fashioned pig roast for supper, courtesy of what's left of Uncle Sam. There’s two refrigeration trucks packed with meat in Josie's convoy. Everything was delicious, and tasted even better because we have my sister and her family back.
 
   At this time, Mick and Dane are in one of the little wooden buildings they brought home. A communication center is being set up by Josie's troops. They’re supplying all the radio equipment and giving basic lessons to Mick and Dane. They'll leave manuals with more detailed information. They named two channels that they regularly monitor.
 
   They said it's best if we use the equipment mostly for listening. Anything we broadcast can be heard by bad guys as well as good guys.
 
   Luke and Lawson are a little on the skinny side, but other than that, they're fine. Rona and Kevin's motorhome is parked in the woods beside the path to Marisa's house. Rona, Kevin and the boys are sleeping there now.
 
   I have to tell you what we found out about HDI before I head to bed.
 
    
 
   Flies.
 
    
 
   Flies brought HDI. They are a special kind of flies. They're huge, and pass the virus when they bite. They are cold resistant and very hardy. They're larger than horseflies and can be identified by green spots on their wings. This is why we've seen HDI's with maggots in the middle of winter. 
 
   Anyone who's been bitten and infected can pass on the virus to anyone they bite. The virus is carried in the saliva of infected people. Scratching does not transmit the virus unless there's saliva under the fingernails of an HDI who scratches someone. 
 
   Saliva from an infected person must come in contact with an open wound to pass the virus. No one knows how many flies were generated, or where they are located. They could be anywhere and everywhere.
 
   High-ranking military powers and some of the smartest scientists in the world believe the flies were bred and engineered by a small, radical nation, trying to cleanse the world. 
 
   They believe that the flies were released on purpose and immigrated to all parts of the world by traveling on cargo ships, cruise ships, and commercial airplanes. They're working 24 hours a day on an antidote and hope to have something by summer. 
 
   They are still experimenting with regular horseflies that have been bred to HDI flies. I don't know how they’re experimenting. I pray that they aren't using humans as guinea pigs.
 
   There are two good bits of news. 
 
   1) Animals are not infected by the fly bites. They’re almost positive that products like eggs, meat, and milk from bitten animals will not infect the humans who partake in these sudden luxuries. 
 
   2) The flies are repelled by products with deet on the ingredient list. I am thanking Jesus that we got all that insect repellant from Lowe's. We need more, and we'll get more if I have to go after it by myself.
 
   The front yard and field across from us are sparkling with lights from motorhomes, military vehicles, candles, and lanterns. Numerous armed guards are walking the perimeter of the camp as well as our compound. None of our people are on guard duty tonight.
 
   Summer is coming and we're all scared to death of flies. This is going to be bad.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, March 11
 
   I heard a lot of gunfire last night and I can only assume that the guards were killing HDI's or hunting deer. I didn't poke my head out and yell "whatcha'll shootin' at out there." I believe that Josie will tell us what was going on if we get a private moment to talk.
 
   We didn't cook this morning. We were fed by the Army. 
 
   We had a buffet of powdered eggs, hash browns, sausage patties, bacon, hot cereal, cold cereal, oatmeal, banana muffins, biscuits, pastries, powdered milk, coffee, tea, and orange juice. It was pretty darn good for military food. Hey, every meal they feed us means we have a meal to extend our survival time in the pantry, right? We are grateful and can't thank them enough.
 
   Mick spent the entire meal with Kevin, letting him in on what we have, what we plan, and what we need. Those two will be thick as thieves before you know it. 
 
   I overheard Kevin telling Mick that there are two huge generators in the big pole barn at his and Rona's place. They're older generators, and are used mainly in his large racing garage or for backups to the new one they've been taking on racing trips. Their newest one was "requisitioned" when the fake National Guard took the boys. He also has an enclosed car trailer that we can use to get them here.
 
   I plan to sit down with Rona after lunch and tell her everything I can think of. I'm gonna love having her here! Nana and Pop are beyond happy. They bounced around, introducing themselves to military folks and thanking every one of them for bringing their daughter and her family back safe and sound.
 
   The teenagers had a table to themselves. Carisa took her breakfast to Clinic Diane so she could eat with Jesse. He's awake, but still in a lot of pain. He says the sharp object isn't stabbing him in the back anymore, duh!
 
   I'm pretty darn sure that Valerie and Merry are going to be "in love" with Luke and Larson. I have to admit, they are handsome young fellers. I'm very proud of them. They went through quite an ordeal. Lord, I'm so happy to have my entire family here.
 
   Major Minor (giggle) has the unit packing up and getting ready to head out. Several families in motorhomes are traveling with them. Each family is allowed to stay with them until they’re close to their original hometowns or decide to split off from the group.
 
   Josie is an amazing leader. Her troops respect her. I asked if she had come across a black S10 covered in bullet holes along the way. She said she hasn't seen it, but told me she'd keep an eye out. She had a funny look on her face. The unit will be back in the area in a couple of months and she'll check in with us when she gets close. 
 
   I asked her if all her men and women were required to stay with the unit and she said that any member who wants to leave is welcome to do so. So far, she's only had three members leave and head out on their own. Her unit has 145 members and the majority of them are single, under the age of 35, and feel that they’re better off staying with the unit. Wow! I knew there was a lot of lights on the hillside last night.
 
   I noticed that Dane was having a blast, flirting with the female soldiers. It's a good thing Elaine stayed at Clinic Diane with Jesse this morning. She would have been royally ticked off.
 
   There's a large number of cardboard boxes in the garage. I'll go through them after they leave because I don't want to look greedy. 
 
   I noticed a stack of Styrofoam, divided plates like the ones they use for take-out food. The stack is higher than my head and looks like its two rows deep. There's also two barrels of flour. Yay! I have no idea how many pounds are in a barrel, but it must be a lot 'cause those suckers are heavy and I couldn't move them.
 
   They have a real, honest to goodness, doctor with them. He took a look at Jesse and Pop and told Hisa she'd done a fine job. 
 
   He doesn't think there's any life-threatening damage in Jesse's gut. After spending the morning with Hisa, he left a box of sutures and surgical needles along with other uncommon supplies. 
 
   He also left a couple of massive medical books and two DVD's of numerous “real” surgeries she can watch. He would have asked Hisa for her phone number if Soo wasn't there, monitoring the situation (wink).
 
   I think the unit is ready to head out. I hear a lot of engine's starting up and a lot of voices in the house. I'm headed out to say goodbye to Josie and thank her again.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   Rona got a little quality time alone with Josie before they left. She had chilling news.
 
   Last night, the guard on watch wore night vision goggles and killed 47 HDI's in the woods around our property and behind the Masterson place. The majority were in the woods, up on the mountainside. The bodies have already been "taken care of." 
 
   I was shocked. Imagine what 47 HDI's could have done to us if they attacked from the rear. Josie advised that we keep our guard up because there's evidence of more HDI's in the woods.
 
   There are two deer hanging from a tree in the backyard. There are eight rabbits and two turkeys on the hood of the gasoline tanker truck. We'll be busy the rest of the day and into the night, canning meat. This is a huge blessing.
 
   I got the chance to go through the boxes Josie left. She was very generous.
 
   There was one giant sized box labeled "OPEN ME FIRST." One of those soldiers has a sense of humor. I just smiled and opened the box. 
 
   I found a note on top. It said "This is payment for one black Chevy S10 full of bullet holes. It drives like a dream. Thank you, From all the families that made it home and can't tell you themselves."
 
   That stinker! She lied to me about seeing the S10. I felt so humbled. I couldn't keep tears from leaking out.
 
   I don't know how many pounds of frozen meat was in that box. I pulled out a huge package of bacon, six whole chickens, a big bag of chicken nuggets, a big bag of popcorn shrimp, several packages of cube steak, five pounds of breakfast sausage, 15 pounds of ground chuck, and several pounds of kielbasa. I don't know whether to can the meat or freeze it. For now, it's going in the downstairs freezer because we need to take care of the venison, rabbit, and turkey the soldiers got while hunting. Hooray!
 
   As I mentioned before, there are two barrels of flour. Yay for biscuits. Behind the flour was a barrel of granulated sugar and four 10 pound bags of potatoes.
 
   Two boxes contain nothing but MRE's. We told Carisa to put them on their own shelf. We can use them in our emergency backpacks. There's all sorts of different meals. I'm guessing there are about 100 individual MRE's.
 
   There was an entire box full of dessert foods. There are cake mixes, frosting, cookie mixes, cheesecake mixes, pie filling, canned fruit, and several packages to make whipped cream. I've never seen dry whipped cream mix. I can't wait to try it. We’re gonna get fat!
 
   We have a big box of assorted crackers. There are saltines, graham crackers, club crackers, cheese nips, and lots of different flavored crackers that you'd use for dips or spreads. Chickin' in a biskit is one of the flavors. Those are my favorite!
 
   There are a dozen five-pound tubs of lard and ten large cans of butter flavored Crisco.
 
   The remaining boxes have long term foods. There's a lot of freeze-dried berries, dehydrated banana's, pineapple, apple slices, and peaches. There's dehydrated corn, carrots, onions, broccoli, green beans, potato slices, peppers, cheese powder, powdered eggs, powdered butter, and powdered sour cream.
 
   I'm thinking there are at least two months of meals here, probably three if I add in the venison, rabbits, and turkey they got while hunting.
 
   I bent to pick up a large box and I couldn't lift it. I couldn't even slide that sucker to the side with my foot. 
 
   I opened the box yelled for Mick to come get the contents to put in an appropriate place. It was full of ammunition in the calibers we need. Mick and Dane did a little dance. They used the wheelbarrow to carry the box downstairs. The men are arranging ammo on the somewhat hidden shelves at the rear of the basement
 
   The last box was full of insect repellant with deet. Thank you, Josie! Dear Lord, please bless Josie beyond her wildest dreams!
 
   I wonder where they got all this stuff. I asked Rona and she has no clue. I'm grateful for every spoonful and bullet we got. 
 
   Oh, we also have a huge, sealed tub full of fabric. I have never felt so humbled and blessed. I need a sewing machine. 
 
   I'm heading out to start canning the wild game. I doubt I'll get a chance to write again tonight.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, March 12
 
   11:30 AM....
 
   It's already lunch time and I just woke up. We were up 'til 4:00 AM, canning and processing meat. The kids were excused. Of course, Hisa, Jesse, and Pop were excused too. The men took turns processing meat and standing watch.
 
   My back is screaming. I'm gonna need the strong stuff and my back brace today. It finally fits around my waist again. Mick likes my post-apocalypse figure.
 
   I don't know how many canner's full of meat we got. We had two large, double decker pressure canners going at the same time and I lost count about midnight. 
 
   The men were outside, cleaning and processing the animals. The women were inside, cutting and dividing various pieces and parts. I sent a thank you up to heaven for the old woman and man across the woods who, unknowingly, supplied us with 200 canning jars and lids. Without them, we wouldn't have enough jars.
 
   The Gypsy traders are due back within the next three days according to my calendar. I hope they still have those little piglets. I might trade a doeling for them.
 
   Dane just knocked on the bedroom door and told me that he and Jason are heading out to get the last of the trailers we need to finish the front section of the fence.
 
   Rebecca and I have lunch duty and I need to get out there and figure out what to make. I think I'll make chicken 'n dumplings. I don't know if Rebecca's awake yet but I can handle this one on my own. That'll fill us up and I'll only need to use three chickens to stretch it out and have enough to fill the lot of us. 
 
   I better get running. I hope the Gypsy's are safe and come for a visit. I wanna see if they have any jewelry for Carisa's birthday. Maybe they'll have a tie-dyed skirt or t-shirt. I think she'd love it.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   4:30 PM...
 
   I like people who do what they say they’re going to do.
 
   The Gypsy traders arrived right after lunch today. Samuel says they've had to fight more HDI's than usual this past week. They've also had a couple of problems with survivor groups who tried to make uneven trades.
 
   The two troublesome groups are within three miles of one another and they’re fighting each other over hunting grounds. Two members from one group were "accidentally" shot and killed when they were mistaken for deer. One of them was the wife of the group's elected leader. He declared war on the other group. 
 
   Samuel says they've had to tiptoe around the entire area, trying not to get shot or have their goods stolen. He refuses to camp near either group, so it takes a little more time and fuel to get out of the area before dark. They have several spots where they like to camp, but Samuel doesn't believe that they'd be safe at any of them.
 
   He said that the two groups are about 20 miles from here, thank goodness. I asked him how many groups he visits and he said they regularly visit 28 groups within a 10 day period. Some groups have only five or six members while others number in the forties. The larger groups are having huge problems keeping food on the table.
 
   I traded a #10 can of prunes, a #10 can of mountain house spaghetti, and a doeling for two piglets, a mother-of-pearl necklace with matching bracelet, a dragon shaped candle, a tie-dyed skirt, and three cans of spam. Mick likes fried spam sandwiches. Don't laugh!
 
   Mr. Hobbs is back in the garden. Now that Jesse is getting better, Mr. Hobbs wants to get back to his normal routine. He told Mick that he wants one of the wooden buildings with a porch to use as his bachelor pad. Dane said he would put in a propane heater so it'll be warm next winter. 
 
   I think we need to get a lot of those little buildings. I hope they'll still be there when the fence is finished. We could use several of them as bachelor pads. Jeremy needs a place that he can have alone time with Rebecca and stop sneaking off in the woods. I need to make sure Mick gave him those condoms. I'm so nosy!
 
   It's hard to get Hisa's nose out of that big medical book that Josie's doctor gave her. I think she's read the entire thing and has started over. She says it is very "comprehensive and covers a lot of interesting and essential topics." She also says that the books Dane brought back are invaluable. Go for it, Hisa!
 
   We're having venison chili and cornbread for supper. The men don't know about it. They'll be pleasantly surprised. Marisa will be my partner for supper duty tonight.
 
   I hear big rigs on the road and I'm going to check it out. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:45 PM...
 
   I'm not sleepy, probably because I slept 'til lunch time today.
 
   I went to the basement while everyone was finishing their supper and wrapped birthday gifts for Carisa. I don't have a lot, but I know she'll be grateful. I plan to make a cake the night before. I can't believe my baby will be sixteen. I shudder thinking about the things I got into when I was sixteen. Yikes!
 
   Elaine said that Jesse will be seventeen in a few months. She found him and Carisa holding hands when she took breakfast in this morning. Holy smokes! My sixteen-year-old daughter will have a seventeen-year-old boyfriend. I’ll be watching them like a hawk. I wonder if I scooped up any "anti-hormone" pills from Walgreens, ha ha, I wish.
 
   The men loved supper. Kevin, Luke, and Larson said they haven't had venison since before Christmas. They ate so fast, I'm not sure they actually tasted what they were swallowing. Rona said she likes venison but not as much as her boys. She gobbled it down, anyway. I offered to make cookies for dessert but everyone said they were too full to eat another bite.
 
   We have all the trailers we need. Tomorrow, the men will begin putting them in place and pushing them together. 
 
   They'll move on to the log fencing after that. That'll be the long, tedious part. Mick'll be a bear until it's done. He wants to start at the back and go down the sides. I'm all for that.
 
   Kevin and the boys are gung-ho. They can't wait to start working on the fence. Boy, are they in for a surprise.
 
   I visited Pop and Jesse today. 
 
   Mr. Hobbs was there, keeping Pop updated about the plants in the garden and greenhouses. Pop is throwing a fit to go back to his motorhome. I believe Hisa will let him go tomorrow. 
 
   Jesse was in good spirits. He was playing backgammon with Carisa while I was there. Hisa told Elaine she’ll keep him two more days before letting him go back to the Hobbs house where Elaine will take over his care. 
 
   I will be having a big argument with Carisa. I don't want her spending hours over there near the pond and the Masterson property.
 
   Nana said school will begin for Amber and Michael the first Monday after she gets Pop back to the motorhome. She wants Amber and Michael three days a week, five hours per day. She wants the teenagers two days a week, five hours per day, for now.
 
   She's been working on lesson plans while sitting with Pop. She'll go crazy on me when September comes. She'll be wanting to teach five days a week, seven hours a day. Nana LOVES teaching. She said the kids can have a summer break starting at the end of May and ending the first week in September.
 
   She's been on Mick's back about getting school books. He told her he would try to get them by the end of next week. Oh, Mick, haven't you learned? You never make a promise to Nana that you aren't sure you can keep.
 
   I have laundry duty. I hate laundry. At least the weather is nice. We've had temps in the high sixties. It won't be long 'til the hot weather and flies get here. We'll all be carrying insect repellant in our pockets every time we go outside. That's one of the new "Kapper Hill Compound Commandments."
 
   Elaine has been studying cheese making books while she sat with Jesse. She says she has lots of things to try as soon as she gets the chance. We're still getting three gallons of milk a day from the goats. We're going through it faster since Rona's boys have arrived. 
 
   The only things holding me back from a complete state of happiness is the thought of HDI's, summer heat, gangs, and flies.
 
   I think I'll head down to the basement and get the cake mix and frosting for Carisa's birthday cake. I'm making a yellow cake with chocolate frosting. I'll add a jar of sweet cherries between the layers and on the top. I'll have to ask her what she wants for supper that day.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, March 13
 
   Rona came in the back door wearing an "Auburn" Snuggie. It caused me to burst out in a good ol' rebel yell "ROLL TIDE!" How dare she wear that thing in my house! I'm a huge Crimson Tide fan.
 
   We had pancakes for breakfast and the house was packed full of people. There will be a lot of work going on today. We needed our tummies full. Elaine kept making pancakes until everyone was groaning. I wanted to crawl back in bed with my full, happy tummy.
 
   The men will back trailers into the large ditch this morning. They'll place one at a time and use the backhoe to push them up against one another. Then, another will be backed in and the process will repeat. When they're all in place someone will use the backhoe to start filling in around the wheels.
 
   Those not on "filling duty" plan to head to the lumber yard and try to learn how to load logs with the crane truck. I'd love to be able to watch from a distance, of course. I told Mick to stress that they should stand way back while logs are in the air.
 
   They'll bring home logs to store in Buttercup's meadow until the front portion of the fence is filled in and they’re ready to start the log fence across the back.
 
   We need to decide what to use for a gate across the driveway. Dane thinks we should take the gate from the trucking company. The men plan to go back and look it over.
 
   After the backhoe finishes its work in the front, it'll be used to dig the trench for the log fence across the back of the property. The log fence will take a lot of time. I'm glad we have Kevin, Luke, and Larson added to the crew.
 
   We've been introducing Rona to all the daily chores. She hates laundry as much as I do. She's really gonna hate the way we have to do it now.
 
   I asked Mick to get one of the extra pools set up while the others are backing trailers today. He said he would, but he really wants to work with the trailers.
 
   It won't take him more than an hour to set up that darn pool. He only needs to put in one pipe at the top of the current pool and lay it across the top of the second. Mr. Hobbs said he’d help.
 
   We need more screens for a second lid, so Marisa, Rona, and I will go over to the ckd's house and the canning jar house after lunch. Mick doesn't like that idea at all. I told him that two of us would take down screens while the third stands watch. He still doesn't like it, but he decided to "allow' us to go (snort).
 
   Valerie, Carisa and Merry will babysit while they organize the food that Josie left.
 
   Nana is caring for Pop, and Elaine will be at Clinic Diane with Jesse and Hisa.
 
   I told Mick to hurry up and get the pool in place so he'll have plenty of time to do the trailer work. He flew outa here with a handful of pancakes folded with strawberry jam in the middle.
 
   Mr. Hobbs asked if Luke, Larson, and Deuce could help him finish getting the fence around the garden after he help's Mick with the pool. Of course, Rona and I said yes. 
 
   The boys moaned. They wanted to help the men and watch the trailer work. I guess you can never get the obsession with construction equipment out of the male human brain.
 
   Mick, Jason, and Dane will be backing trailers. Soo, Kevin, and Jeremy will be on log duty. They'll take the Jeep and can come home for lunch without having to drive the log truck.
 
   I just realized how many people we have here. Wow! I hope the garden explodes with goodness. The food Josie left will be a tremendous help, but we need to start looking for more canned food and doing more hunting.
 
   We need to build the outhouse very soon. The toilets are protesting. Marisa's and Elaine's are still good, but they don't have a gazillion people using their toilets. Mick said we'll use one of the little wooden buildings to make a "deluxe outhouse." 
 
   I told him where two more of those display lots are located. We might have a hillside full of little wooden buildings next winter because everyone wants to be inside the fenced compound. 
 
   We definitely need one for the piglets. Right now, they're in a barn stall and I swear they've grown every day since we got them. They get table scraps we don't save for leftovers.
 
   It's gonna be a long day. I better get started. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   Marisa, Rona, and I got the screens today. There was no HDI activity, thank goodness. We got every screen we could reach from both houses. Mick said we got more than enough to make the lid for the second pool. We also found food, sort of.
 
   Behind the canning jar house is a garden spot. On the edge was a tiered garden bed full of strawberry plants. 
 
   We came back here to discuss with Mr. Hobbs and Pop how we should move the plants. Pop asked "Why move it at all?" I told him we want it inside the compound to keep the deer and rabbits from taking the fruit. He nodded in agreement.
 
   He said we could build a raised bed using the railroad ties we have along flower beds at the front of the house. We can fill it with bags of soil that we got from Lowe's. 
 
   Pop said that now is the time to get it done because strawberries like cool(ish) weather. He said we should have moved them in February. I wish we’d found them in February.
 
   We're gonna try to get the strawberry bed put together tomorrow morning and get the plants in before supper. Pop said that the plants might be a little unhappy about the move and give us a small harvest this year, but next year should be good.
 
   In the backyard, we found two large apple trees, a peach tree, and a plum tree. There's a huge pecan tree a little further back. There's also a half-row of garlic in the garden that they must have planted last fall. 
 
   Pop said to watch the garden for stray veggies that might come up from seeds dropped last year. We'll be checking that garden at least once a week. That little old man and woman must have God's ear, because they continue to bless us.
 
   I walked down to the trailer fence to see how it was going. Mick said they won't finish before dark, but should be done and ready to start filling it in before lunch tomorrow. It looks great. All the side doors on the trailers are facing the hill. 
 
   Dane said he'd like to weld the trailers together somehow, but he'll worry about that later. With the wheels buried, the trailers won't be able to get pushed, turned over, or slide out of place easily. Smart men are awesome!
 
   The log crew came home laughing. The entire morning they got a total of eight logs loaded. Kevin says he got the hang of it right before they left. He said we'll be surprised at how many logs they bring back this afternoon. I hope he's right. It must be tricky learning to operate that crane.
 
   I can't remember who has supper duty, so I better head out there and check. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
                 I'm anxious to get the strawberry plants moved tomorrow. I hope Marisa and Rona are ready to start moving railroad ties right after breakfast. Jason said he and Jeremy will load up bags of garden soil and drive it around to the back so it'll be ready for us.
 
   Nana and Merry had supper duty. We had kielbasa, baked beans and mashed potatoes. It was delicious. Nana experimented and made fried blueberry pies with the dehydrated blueberries Josie left. They were good, but I'm partial to the apple ones. 
 
   Kevin didn't let us down. He brought home a full load of logs. He says he'll unload them in the meadow tomorrow morning and go back for more. He can go up Marisa's driveway and across the meadow, but they'll have to use a pickup truck, the Kubota, or Buttercup to drag the logs the remaining 30 yards. 
 
   Mr. Hobbs plans to help us build the strawberry bed. He said we can drag the railroad ties in place with the Kubota if we need to. I voted on saving our backs and doing it that way from the start. Rona and Marisa agreed. 
 
   Mick, Dane, and Deuce are going to experiment splitting logs lengthwise while Jason works with the backhoe tomorrow. He told Luke and Larson that they could be his guards and make sure no HDI's sneak up on him while he's going back and forth. 
 
   Carisa and Merry will be on laundry duty. We'll try to help them a little while we work on the strawberry bed. Hopefully, they can finish it all before supper.
 
   Carisa plans to keep an eye on Jesse while Elaine and Rebecca make breakfast in the morning. I made sure that Hisa will be with them. Yep, I'm too paranoid to leave them alone together. 
 
   Valerie has babysitting duty. She loves being with the kids. She'll be a great Mom someday.
 
   Hisa told Pop that he could try using the walker to go to the greenhouses tomorrow, but to make sure he sits while he's in there. Mick already put lawn chairs in both greenhouses. I'm sure Nana will be with him the whole time.
 
   I’m having trouble keeping up with everyone.
 
   Yesterday I asked Elaine to make sour cream. I have supper duty tomorrow night and I wanna make my famous beef stroganoff. I hope everyone likes it as much as I think they will. I'll make Carisa's birthday cake after she goes to bed.
 
   Tomorrow will be a long day, so I better get some rest.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, March 14
 
   Good morning to those that have read this far!
 
   I have the crockpot plugged into the power strip and I have stew beef, two cans of mushroom soup and a couple of handfuls of dehydrated mushrooms along with a little ground pepper, salt, and secret spices. I put the gauge on “warm” so it will slow-cook 'til about 3:00 this afternoon. Then, I'll turn the heat up to “low.” I'll be serving beef stroganoff over egg noodles around 5:00 tonight.
 
   We had banana-nut muffins and milk for breakfast. Yum!
 
   I asked Carisa what she wants for her birthday supper tomorrow night, and she wants chicken nuggets and french fries. That sounds good to me, and it'll be easy to make since we still have the bag of chicken nuggets we got from Josie.
 
   I'm getting ready to head out and work on our strawberry bed. Hopefully, we can get the plants moved this afternoon. It's drizzling rain outside but we're not gonna let that stop us.
 
   Mick said they won't go to the lumberyard today because it was already a little muddy and the rain is probably making it worse. 
 
   Mick and Soo will be using the backhoe to dig the outhouse a few yards from the tree-line on the right. There's a flat spot there that should work well. 
 
   I fear someone getting hurt when they take the little wooden building off the flatbed and place it on top of the hole. None of us have “outhouse building experience.”
 
   Pop's stuck in the motorhome, but he'll watch them through the window and scream directions their way. Hisa doesn't want him out in the rain because he is still in bed a lot of the day and she doesn't want him to catch pneumonia.
 
   Mr. Hobbs won't have to worry about watering the garden and plans to be on backhoe duty after the outhouse is dug. The backhoe has an enclosed cab. I just hope he doesn't get it stuck. He'll be picking up dirt behind the Masterson house. The road has lots of packed down gravel, and he plans to stay on it as much as possible. Deuce said the road goes all the way back behind the horse barn.
 
   Jesse was gonna go back to the Hobbs house today, but Hisa doesn't want him out in the rain either. I expect Carisa to spend a lot of time with him at Clinic Diane since she and the girls can't do laundry in the rain.
 
   Dane wants to take Jeremy and Rebecca to loot the remaining houses on the other side of the woods. Maybe it's a good thing that it's raining today. We can get a few things done other than working on the fence.
 
   Marisa's calling my name. I guess it's time to get wet and get strawberries planted. See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   I came in to stir the stroganoff and turn the temperature up. Everything is looking, and smelling, really good.
 
   We had PB &J sandwiches for lunch. Nana had to make three loaves of bread to feed us all. Homemade bread loaves are not as long as store bought bread and it's hard to slice it as thin. We ate two large bags of Ruffles Potato chips with our sandwiches. 
 
   Dane, Jeremy, and Rebecca brought the chips home from a house they looted. They brought home quite a bit of canned food. They also got a 10 pound bag of flour and a four pound bag of sugar along with salt and other spices. There were several unopened condiments in the pantry.
 
   They also brought home a generator the same size as ours. No one has laid claim to it yet.
 
   The strawberry bed is together and filled with soil. Rona and Marisa are across the woods, getting the strawberry plants right now. They took Luke and Larson to keep watch.
 
   Kevin and Deuce are in the meadow, trying to teach Buttercup to pull logs. They're wearing rain slickers that Rona had in the motorhome.
 
   During lunch, Dane told us that refrigerated trailers don't need big rigs to run. They have their own independent fuel tanks and switches on the outside to turn them on and off. Mick immediately decided that we need one of the refrigerated trailers from the trucking company. They plan to go out for it this afternoon if the outhouse is finished. 
 
   They have the backhoe and flatbed trailer with the two little buildings on top up here now. I'm not watching.
 
   I think I hear Rona, back with the strawberry plants. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM
 
   The beef stroganoff was a big hit. Everyone loved it and nothing was left. That was good for my ego.
 
   Buttercup is a natural “log pullin’ horse.” Kevin said they got half the load moved over to the fence area this afternoon. That's a good thing. It'll save our gasoline and fuel. We need to take very good care of her and not work her too hard. 
 
   I have no idea how to trim horse feet but I watched it happen many times when my grandfather had horses. I might have to use my goat hoof trimmers to get the job done. I think I have a file in with my goat supplies as well. Deuce adores her. He's been riding her bareback the past few days. I think she likes it too.
 
   We have a deluxe outhouse. It's in place and we need to cut the hole in the floor and make the “sittin' bench.” Jeremy and Mr. Hobbs can work on it tomorrow. It looks huge for an outhouse. I guess we can store other non-edible things if we have to. 
 
   I am scared to death that I'll see a snake in there when spring comes. I will freak out. I hate snakes of any kind and I'm extremely worried about flies, especially killer HDI flies. 
 
   Mick says there will be barrels in the bottom of the holes beneath the seats. The barrels will be changed out at least once a week, maybe twice a week in summer. So, I guess we'll need at least two more barrels 'cause I'm not giving up any of the water barrels. 
 
   The waste will be taken away and burned. The barrels will be bleached in water from the creek before they bring them back. I don't know how to burn human waste. I'm glad the men will be taking care of it. Mick says they’ll dispose of it down at the power lines where we've been burning HDI bodies. 
 
   We need lime so we can sprinkle dirt and lime into the barrel every day or two. Maybe flies hate lime. Mick and Dane said there's lime at TSC and Lowe's. I guess we'll be making a trip.
 
   Mick is hoping for nice weather tomorrow 'cause it's his turn to operate the backhoe. 
 
   Dane found nothing in two of the house trailers across the woods. He said they were empty of furniture and everything else. There's one more house over there and I'm sure we'll get to it soon.
 
   I finished putting the cherries on Carisa's cake a few minutes ago. It's ready for her birthday tomorrow. I set it on the buffet with her presents around it so she'll see it when she walks down the hall. It's not every day that your baby turns sweet sixteen. 
 
   The strawberry plants are in the ground. That strawberry bed looks so pretty. We put straw around the base of the plants to keep the moisture in and the weeds out. We didn't need to water them since it was raining.
 
   I finally got dried off after supper. Dry clothes are wonderful things. Everyone went home right after supper. I don't think anyone wanted to sit around and talk in wet clothes. 
 
   I'm pleasantly exhausted and would have been asleep already if I didn't make the birthday cake. I guess I could have made it tomorrow morning. Oh well, it's done and I'm headed to bed.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, March 15
 
   I'll do anything for my sweet sixteen, and I'll do anything for little run away child. Oh sweet sixteen. Oh sweet sixteen – Billy Idol
 
    
 
   Happy Birthday to Carisa! She's still sleeping because it's her birthday and because she can. It's hard, waiting for her to get up. I'm anxious to see if she likes her presents. 
 
   I had to “fix” the cake this morning because I caught Carisa's cat licking frosting off the side. Shhh, don't tell anyone.
 
   We all got a gift this morning. Jeremy went to take hay to the cows and found one of them in labor. It was Geraldine, and she looked like she was having a tough time. 
 
   We had to help by pulling the calf. Man, it's a lot different than pulling a baby goat. For a few minutes there, I was convinced that the cow had a magic, sucking, black hole of a vagina. It was hard to get the baby out of there, and it took two of the men to do it. 
 
   The calf is already the same size as our little miniature does. I'm extremely glad that we prepped with goats instead of cattle.
 
   Anyway, it's a bull. This means we can breed our cows for milk and meat. I don't even know the gestation period for cattle. I'll have to ask Pop. He worked on a cattle farm when he was a teenager.
 
   Cows eat a huge amount hay. I'm getting paranoid about the hay situation and I don't know how we are gonna keep these huge critters fed. I need Jesse to get well and get back on barn lootin' duty.
 
   The sun is shining and that means Mick gets to take his turn on the backhoe. He's in the living room, pacing, while Rebecca and Rona make breakfast. I think they're making muffins because all the men are ready to get to work and will probably want their breakfast to go.
 
   Laundry is on the agenda for today. Carisa will be excused from work, so I'll take her turn on laundry duty. We plan to have a little dance after supper to celebrate her birthday. Hisa says we can bring Jesse over from Clinic Diane but he'll have to stay on the couch. No slow-dancing for Carisa and Jesse, thank goodness.
 
   Dane says he'll be in the meadow, splitting logs and drilling holes. He and Jason plan to go out this afternoon and work on taking bolts from utility poles. They wanted to take Luke and Larson, but Rona almost smacked them in the head for even asking. She doesn't want the boys that far off the compound yet. She's a little paranoid about losing them again. I don't blame her.
 
   Deuce wants to go to the meadow and finish getting the logs Kevin brought home dragged over to the fence area. I think he wants to ride Buttercup for a little while as well. We have the saddles we got from the prisoners, but he prefers to ride bareback. 
 
   Jason rode one of the prisoner horses and said it was well trained and well behaved. Buttercup gets along with them. 
 
   I should stop calling them “prisoner horses” because they were victims along with the farmer to whom they belonged. They don't leave the meadow, even though there's no fence around it.
 
   I guess I'm just partial to Buttercup since she saved Mick's life. She's getting fatter. I hope she's pregnant, and I hope she has an easy time delivering. Please Lord, don't make us have to pull a baby horse out of Buttercup!
 
   I'm surprised the kids haven't named the other horses. Mick wants to name two of them “Peaches and Herb.” Maybe I’ll name the other one “Madonna.” Hey, it's not as bad as Pop naming the chickens “Larry, Moe, and Curly.”
 
   Horses are also hay-eating machines. Pop said we need to be careful about how much we feed them because we don't want them to founder. Good Lord, we need hay! And lots of it, please!
 
   I hear Rona bellowing that breakfast is ready. I hope Carisa gets out of bed soon. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   A lot happened.
 
   Carisa was opening presents when Mr. Hobbs sounded the danger alarm.
 
   At first, I was ticked off because something was interrupting Carisa's present-opening time. I quickly forgot about that when Mr. Hobbs added the words “There's five HDI's by the outhouse.”
 
   Everyone ran for their weapons and Valerie herded the kids into the basement.
 
   Mr. Hobbs was shooting HDI's when we stepped out on the porch. Mick yelled “They're comin' from the back.” I was relieved that no one had yet gone to the meadow. 
 
   Elaine started running for Clinic Diane because Jesse and Hisa were there alone. Dane had to pull her back when she almost ran smack dab into an HDI coming out of the trees along the path.
 
    She raised her pistol, shot the HDI through the right eye, and continued down the path toward Clinic Diane and her son.
 
   She made it about ten feet before a rotting hand and arm came out of the tree-line. The hand grabbed her shooting arm and she quickly yanked it back towards her. She started screaming like a banshee. Her sudden jerk detached the rotten hand from its rotten arm and it fell at her feet. 
 
   A second arm came out of the tree-line, and it was attached to the rotting body of a hungry, drooling HDI. 
 
   Dane was beside Elaine after two huge leaps. I swear, he karate chopped the HDI's arm and it fell at Elaine's feet to keep company with the hand already there. 
 
   Dane shot the HDI point blank in the forehead. He and Elaine were both covered in a shower of thick, black goo. Elaine didn't even turn to thank him. She continued down the path. Dane watched her for a split second and then turned back to the battle.
 
   Mick, Rona, and Kevin ran to the back porch with me. We left Rebecca, Mr. Hobbs, Jeremy, and Jason shooting HDI's who were making their way past the outhouse and into the front yard. Dane ran around to the front to help them. You should have seen him. He moved like a giant cowboy ninja.
 
   Pop was trying to make his way to the motorhome for his rifle when an HDI came from the side and slammed into him. He fell to the ground and became tangled in the legs of the metal walker. The HDI was about to pounce on him, and I was about to take that suckers head off when I noticed that it was already taking bullets to the head. 
 
   I looked to my left and saw Carisa shooting with her .22 LR. I almost fainted. She was standing there with a tie-dyed skirt hanging around her neck, concentrating on making sure the HDI didn't get Pop. She killed it for good. It took four or five shots, but she put that sucker down.
 
   Kevin ran into the yard and got Pop back on his feet. He practically shoved Pop and Nana into the motorhome and was trying to get in there with them when an HDI grabbed his leg and began pulling him backwards. 
 
   He fell and slammed his face on the motorhome steps. He kicked the HDI in the face with his free foot and it stumbled back, letting go of his leg. He came up to his feet, raging like the incredible hulk, and used the palm of his hand to shove that HDI's “nose bone?” into its brain. It dropped like a fly. He jumped inside the motorhome and slammed the door because two more HDI's were almost upon him. Obviously, Kevin has acquired a few ninja skills. 
 
   Gunfire began coming from the motorhome window and I knew that Pop had found his rifle. I was afraid to shoot toward the motorhome because a bullet might go through the thin walls and hit Pop, Nana, or Kevin.
 
   I told Carisa that she could continue shooting, but she had to do it from the kitchen door so she could retreat if HDI's made it to the porch. We had to send her to the basement twice for more ammo. 
 
   Rebecca, Mick and Rona were taking out HDI's to our left and I screamed toward the motorhome for Pop and Kevin to shoot the ones on the right. I joined in, shooting right when I knew I had a clear shot past the motorhome, and shooting left when HDI's started getting near the edge of the backyard. Pretty soon, HDI's were stumbling and falling over the dead HDI's bodies. 
 
   I could still hear a lot of gunfire coming from the front. 
 
   HDI's were coming from the rear, going around the outhouse, and making their way into the front yard. Luke and Larson were on the front porch, shooting with the crew. I made them get their rear ends into the house and shoot from the front door. Hey, they may have been trained by military folks, but they are still only fifteen years old.
 
   I kept running back and forth between the front door and back door.
 
   Finally, the horde of HDI's began to thin. We shot until every HDI we could see was lying dead on the ground. I put an extra round in several “dead for good” ones when I thought I saw them move.
 
   No one was hurt except Pop and Kevin. 
 
   Pop's injuries were from falling with the metal walker. He busted his nose, but it had stopped bleeding by the time we finished off the HDI's. He'll have some bruises pop up in various areas by tonight. His shoulder and thigh were hurting, so Hisa gave him some strong pain medication, checked him over, and sent him to bed.
 
   Kevin has a big black eye and swollen cheek bone from hitting the motorhome steps. He also bit his tongue when he hit, but it's not severe. Hisa made him put an icepack on his cheek and eye.
 
    Rona is cooing and fawning over him now. She told him that he reminded her of Bruce Lee. Geez! Actually, I was impressed with his skill. Don't tell him I said that. Ego... Ya know?
 
   I have a lovely bruise on my shoulder from shooting Marley too many times. I wasn't paying attention to my shooting stance. I was trying to send bullets through HDI heads as fast as I could.
 
   Rebecca called Ralph several times after the battle ended. I don't really consider that an injury, but I feel for her. Shooting at what used to be human beings is nerve wracking and plays with your emotions. Jeremy’s sitting with his arm around her. 
 
   She says she doesn't want any supper tonight. I'll bet she changes her mind in a few hours. I'll tell Jeremy to take her to Clinic Diane so she can be with other people in a nice, clean atmosphere.
 
   Dane discovered that the HDI's had pushed through the makeshift chain-link fence we threw up across the back of the property. We didn't have a lot of time when we put that fence up and it wasn't stretched tight enough to hold back 78 HDI's. Yep, you heard me right. There’s at least 78 bodies all over the compound 
 
   The men are loading them on the flatbed trailer and taking them to the power lines for a big ol' bonfire tomorrow. We covered the wooden trailer with tarps before laying the bodies on top because we don't want any HDI fluid seeping into the cracks.
 
   I thought Carisa would be crying and upset because HDI's had ruined her birthday. Instead, her eyes were open wide and her cheeks were flushed. She was jumping around all over the place, excited about the number of HDI's she shot. 
 
   I think she's a warrior at heart, reveling in victory. She is one brave sixteen-year-old girl. She finished opening her presents and loves them all. She plans to wear the skirt at supper tonight. 
 
   We are going to dance. We're not going to let a bunch of dead HDI's ruin this day for her.
 
   Every time we've come across a horde, there have always been stragglers. We're doubling up on watch duty until we're sure that no more HDI’s are making their way toward the house. I won't be surprised if I hear gunshots tonight.
 
   I'm heading out to read the directions on the chicken nuggets bag. See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   We danced. Oh, how we danced. We need to enjoy times like this when we're able.
 
   Jesse was here, laying on the chaise. Carisa was happy, and twirled for him in her new tie-dyed skirt. Man, I can't believe she's growing up so fast. 
 
   Clinic Diane was clear of HDI's. Elaine said she didn't see any after she got half-way down the path. She and Hisa ran from window to window, trying to see what was happening. 
 
   The kids had a blast. They loved the “chicken nugget with french fries” supper and the cake to go with it. I should have made two cakes. I keep forgetting how many of us are here. 
 
   Marisa and Jason took the kids home about 9:00. They were almost sleep walking. I think they danced every dance.
 
   Mick danced with Carisa while Billy Idol sang “Sweet sixteen.” I loved watching them.
 
   Valerie had a blast as well. She spent time dancing with Luke and Larson. Me thinks they both like Valerie. Uh oh.
 
   Tomorrow, we have to go out and clean HDI guts and goo off the outhouse, Pop's motorhome, and anything else they touched. I'm afraid we'll miss something that will attract flies later this spring and summer. It's not gonna be fun, but it has to be done.
 
   Mick just asked me to come to bed. I wonder if he wants to do what we did sixteen years and nine months ago. I'm game.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   Sunday, March 16
 
   I heard gunshots about 4:00 AM and went to see what was going on. Jeremy and Jason had to take out two HDI stragglers. Isn't that just dandy? I couldn't go back to sleep so I stayed up and gave the kitchen an extra scrub with bleach water. 
 
   I also picked up a gazillion empty shell casings from both porches. There were so many shells that I decided to sweep them into a pile and use the dustpan to gather them and toss them into a five-gallon bucket. We're saving them in case we find reloading equipment someday. I bet we put a big dent in our ammo supply.
 
   Dane and Soo are at the power line clearing, burning HDI bodies. They loaded up the two extras in the back of the Silverado and took them along. I saw the large plume of smoke when I was sweeping the porch this morning.
 
   Dane plans to work on splitting logs in the meadow and Deuce will be there with Buttercup, dragging logs to the fence area.
 
   I want guards in the meadow with Deuce and Dane today.
 
    Dane suggested that Mr. Hobbs be one of them and asked me to let Carisa take Mr. Winchester and be the other. I was nervous about it, but I let her go. I will worry about her all day.
 
   Mick will be busy having his turn with the backhoe since he didn't get it yesterday. The sky looks a little dark and ominous, like rain is on the way. That won't stop him but it might hinder Kevin and Jeremy from going to the lumberyard. Rona is going with them. Luke and Larson will go as well. Hopefully, they can bring home a load of logs before the rain gets here.
 
   Nana says that Pop is aching all over and can't get out of bed. He's very sore from his fall yesterday. Hisa wants him to take a hot bath in the horse trough and he's all for it. He said he doesn't care who sees him, but we'll hang sheets on the tree branches anyway, just to protect innocent eyes.
 
   Carisa and Rebecca have breakfast duty this morning. I think they're making biscuits, scrambled eggs, grits, and bacon. I can smell bacon cooking.
 
   I think Elaine and Valerie have lunch duty, and Marisa and Carisa have supper duty. Yay! I don't have to cook today. I don't know what I'll do. 
 
   I might be able to get Soo to take me back to the little neighborhood where the BIG, MEAN, DANGEROUS, DOGS live. There’s a lot of houses in that neighborhood. It's a little close to town, but we'll take the scenic route.
 
   Jason had watch duty most of the night and he's still sleeping. Maybe Marisa can go along if Soo agrees to take us.
 
   Elaine is moving Jesse to Marisa's house. Dane decided that they should stay on the hill and abandon the Hobbs house. Marisa is getting a houseful of company. I don't know if Dane and Elaine sleep together but it they do, they can use Jeremy's old bedroom.
 
   When the men took the outhouse off the trailer they also placed the second little wooden building on the path between us and Marisa's house. Jeremy has been staying there and says that Rebecca will be moving in with him. Okay, whatever. They're grownups and I can't stop them. Maybe its true love and I shouldn't worry about it. 
 
    Jeremy wants one of the large propane tanks up there. Rebecca wants a gas oven and heater installed. Jeremy said he'll build rooms onto the building if he needs to.
 
   I pulled out one of my foxfire books that has directions for building a log cabin building. He wanted to stick his nose in it right away, but there's work to be done. He'll have to save it for later.
 
   Three words just caught my attention. Someone yelled “breakfast is ready.” 
 
   See ya later
 
    
 
   12:30 PM... 
 
   Elaine and Valerie made little sausages with BBQ sauce and honey in the crockpot for lunch. We had bowtie pasta with some sort of lemon butter herb sauce to go with them. We also had cornbread muffins. It was yummy.
 
   Soo agreed to take Marisa and me to the little neighborhood. Jason is up and wants to go along. We need to get back before dark, so we're heading out now. See ya later!
 
    
 
   10:00 PM
 
   It was an interesting day. 
 
   Soo, Jason, Marisa, and I headed out in the Jeep with the enclosed goat trailer attached. We took a route that Jason knew, and came in behind the school and the park. I asked Jason to stop at the back of the school. 
 
   We sat in the Jeep and observed for a few minutes. We saw no HDI's at the school or in the park. We tried the doors at the back of the school and they were unlocked, so we went in.
 
   It was eerie in there. It was completely silent and felt wrong with no children running up and down the halls, no bright lights, and no bells ringing. The “school smell” was gone and that surprised me. I've never been in a school that was missing the “school smell.” 
 
   There are still colored pictures and Christmas decorations all over the walls in the hallway. Each picture has a child's name at the bottom, written in crayon. Looking at them made me sad. I hope the children who colored those pictures are safe somewhere. 
 
   We split up into two teams and took four sets of textbooks on every subject from the classrooms of all twelve grades. We used rolling trays from the library to hold the books as we gathered them. 
 
   The cafeteria smelled clean but was totally destroyed. Windows were busted out, tables were turned over, and chairs were all over the place. Soo and I went to the back to check for food, and found nothing. Obviously, the cafeteria has already been looted.
 
   We loaded books into the Jeep and headed toward the residential neighborhood.
 
   The back of the Jeep was so full of textbooks. Marisa and I had to ride with our emergency backpacks in the floorboard at our feet so we didn't have to juggle them with our weapons. We drove away from the school, surprised that we hadn't run into any trouble.
 
   We looted two houses and got quite a bit of canned and boxed food along with opened bags of flour, sugar, and cornmeal. 
 
   We took dishes and wrapped them in towels to prevent breakage. We took silverware, serving utensils, large casserole dishes, pots, pans, cleaning supplies, and a fancy sewing machine. We packed everything in the goat trailer and still had room to spare.
 
   Jason wanted to try a couple of houses on the next street over, so we headed that way. 
 
   The neighborhood was as quiet as it had been on the day Mick, Soo, and I looted the Guddy house. I saw daffodils coming up in several yards and was thinking about how much I dreaded summer when Jason stopped the Jeep in front of a nice brick house with a fenced in-ground pool in the back. 
 
   There was a gold BMW in the driveway, and the garage doors were closed. I peeked in the garage window and saw a Cadillac SUV and saw yard tools and adult sized bicycles.
 
   The side door on the garage was locked and we couldn't get the rolling doors to go up manually, so we headed to the front door. 
 
   We knocked and waited. No one answered, so Jason kicked the door open and I leaned in to take a peek in while he and Soo were getting ready to clear the rooms.
 
   I saw the barrel of a .38 special, and I had to look cross-eyed at it because it was less than an inch from my nose. I almost peed down my leg. 
 
   “Just stop right there” the female voice said. I backed away slowly and put my hands up. Jason and Soo were staring at the girl like they didn't believe what they were seeing.
 
   Marisa stuck her hand out and said “My name's Marisa and this is my boyfriend, Jason. This is my Mom, and this is our friend, Soo. We didn't know anyone still lived here. What's your name?” 
 
   The girl stared at Marisa, but didn't lower her gun. “What do you want here? We have no food. If that's what you're looking for, you'd best be on your way” she said. 
 
   That .38 special stayed in the air, pointing straight at me while I explained who we were, why we were there, where we'd come from, and offered a huge apology. 
 
   She asked questions for about five minutes before she lowered the gun and invited us in. I was relieved and couldn't believe that we were invited in. 
 
   She told us to sit while she went to tell her sister it was okay to come out. I felt like I was in dreamland again. I thought about telling everyone to run for the door while she was gone.
 
   She came back down a long hall and told us that her sister and Grandpa would be there in a minute. She sat in a wing back chair to wait for them. She still had the gun pointed in our general direction and was waving it around while she talked.
 
   It wasn't long before we heard someone shuffling down the hallway and someone else, whispering as they came.
 
   A tiny little black man appeared from the hallway. He had the whitest hair I've ever seen and was dressed in silk pajamas with a matching smoking jacket. I remember thinking that he looked just like an older version of Nelson Mandela. He had a handkerchief in one hand and he was gripping a walker underneath it.
 
   There was a teenage girl walking beside him, encouraging him to keep going. He finally made it and sat down in a cozy chair. The teenage girl sat on a piano bench beside him.
 
   He raised his hand and swept it across the room as he said “Welcome to my home. I am Edward Wilson and these are my granddaughters, Shawna, and Lisa. How can we help you?”
 
   I loved him immediately. He was so refined and gentle. He was proud of his home and his granddaughters. I could somehow see the kindness emanating from his soul. I wanted to take him and his granddaughters back to Kapper Hill.
 
   I told him our entire story from beginning to end. He listened intently and didn't look away. When I told him something sad, he looked sad. When I told him something happy, he looked happy. Finally, I finished my story and asked for his own.
 
   He started out by saying that he was ninety-two years old and still had his own teeth. He seemed proud of that and considers himself in great shape for a ninety-two year old. He says the only problems he has is that his bones and muscles get “stiff” and its “impossible to walk without support.” 
 
   He retired twenty-five years ago. He had his own Architect and design business, and many of the buildings and homes in this area were designed by him. His mind seemed sharp and clear.
 
   His son and wife were killed by a drunk driver when his granddaughters were very young. He's been their guardian ever since. Shawna is eighteen and Lisa is sixteen. “Almost seventeen” she interrupted to say. He smiled at her and squeezed her hand. 
 
   The girls have been looting houses in the neighborhood for food. They had approximately a month's supply of food in the house when the world fell apart. The girls have killed HDI's, fought off gang members, and “convinced” troublesome survivors to “be on their way.” They’re tough as nails and good with weapons. They've both had martial arts training and are good at that as well. I wanted those girls on my side. 
 
   The houses around the neighborhood are almost empty and they have enough food to last three more days.
 
   He said he would be happy to visit our compound to see if it's a place he'd like his granddaughters to live because, obviously, they can no longer live here. 
 
   He said he “will not walk in this world much longer” and wants to make sure they are in a safe place. He prayed that someone good would come along, and believes that his prayer has been answered. In other words, he invited himself and his granddaughters to come and live with us. How could we say no?
 
   Jason asked if there was gas in the SUV and Mr. Wilson said there was. Jason followed us home in the Cadillac SUV with Mr. Wilson and his granddaughters inside. We loaded his walker and several other things, including a huge generator, into the goat trailer while Shawna and Lisa loaded their remaining food, clothing, and personal items in the back of the Cadillac.
 
   We arrived home, and when everyone saw that we had company, they came out to greet us. The entire group fell in love with Mr. Wilson and everyone says they like the girls as well. Those girls can talk like magpies!
 
   For tonight, Mr. Wilson is sleeping on the chaise and Shawna and Lisa are sleeping on the sofa bed. I have no clue where we're gonna put them. I guess we could enclose and insulate the garage. Maybe something will come to me by morning.
 
   Meanwhile...
 
   Mick got a good bit of the moat filled in. He said that one more day ought to do it. I think Kevin has backhoe duty tomorrow, but I'm not positive.
 
   Marisa and Carisa made a venison roast for supper. Carisa plugged the big crockpot into the power strip and put the roast in this morning. She added a couple cloves of garlic, Worcestershire sauce, and beef broth. It was ready and falling apart at supper time. 
 
   They opened several jars of red baby potatoes, and experimented with dehydrated broccoli and cheese powder for side dishes. It turned out to be pretty darn good. The roast was delicious. 
 
   Mick told them that it was now one of his favorite meals. Mr. Wilson told them that it was the best meal he'd ever had. They were glowing like those old, toy glow worms. 
 
   Our new members ate every drop off their plates and thanked us numerous times. 
 
   We got huge brownie points with Nana for bringing home textbooks. She told Amber and Michael that school starts tomorrow. They’re still young enough to be excited about it.
 
   For some reason, I wanna be close to Mr. Wilson. He is a truly good man and that's rare to find these days. I bet I can learn a lot from him. I know I can tune-up my manners.
 
   Three more mouths. Where are we going to put them and how are we going to do this? 
 
   I'm heading to bed and ponder that question while I try to fall asleep.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, March 17
 
   I was trying to be super quiet when I got up to make coffee. Shawna and Lisa woke up anyway. I felt terrible for waking them. 
 
   They sat at the kitchen table and talked my ear off while I drank coffee. I offered them coffee, water, milk, or apple juice, and they both chose milk.
 
   They said that their grandfather had a serious talk with them last night and they're grateful that we allowed them to come here. The thought came to mind that these girls might make good role models for Carisa, Valerie, Merry, and Amber.
 
   Nana came in to help me with breakfast. We decided on oatmeal and canned fruit. 
 
   We were in the middle of figuring out how much we needed to make, since we had three additional people, when Lisa screamed and fell to the floor. Shawna ran to her and picked her up while asking what was wrong. Lisa pointed toward Mr. Wilson. They both stood over him and cried.
 
   Mr. Edward C. Wilson went to heaven last night. I believe he was only holding on until he found a safe place for his granddaughters. My heart was aching for the girls and I was upset that we'd lost such an incredibly good man.
 
   We wrapped him in sheets and took his body to his Cadillac. 
 
   Nana and I finished making breakfast and everyone was somber while they ate. Neither Shawna nor Lisa ate a bite, and neither of them said a word while Nana and I cleaned the kitchen.
 
   They went out front to make small talk with Jeremy and Valerie who were standing watch. I guess they're still out there. The rest of the crew headed out to work on their plans for the day.
 
   Mick and Dane are digging Mr. Wilson’s grave in our little graveyard. We'll have a small service after lunch. 
 
   I don't even know these girls, and now I'm responsible for them. My mind is in a fog.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   Lunch was a somber affair. We had grilled cheese sandwiches and tomato soup.
 
   We all went over for Mr. Wilson's memorial service. Pop tried to say comforting words for the girl’s sakes. I don't know if those words gave them any comfort, but a couple of the bible verses gave comfort to me.
 
   After the service, Shawna handed me a letter her grandfather wrote last night. I brought the letter home to read, and I'll type it out for you.
 
    
 
   Dear Mrs. Kapper,
 
   If you are reading this letter, please know that I am now where I wish to be. I am in heaven with my darling wife, Patricia, and my son, Ethan. You can be certain about this because our Father promised it to whosoever believeth in him.
 
   If our Father allows, we will be watching Kapper Hill Compound. We will welcome with open arms any deserving member that passes from earthly life into heaven, however, I hope to see none of you for many years. 
 
   My earthly passing is good for your community and my granddaughters. It will prevent any further burden or imposition my failing health might have caused.
 
   I have spoken with my granddaughters regarding the contents of this letter and they have both agreed to follow my instructions. I am currently overwhelmed with emotion. Please, bear with me.
 
   Forgive any spelling or grammatical errors within. I learned to read and write at the age of twenty and haven't practiced the art of written language as often as I have practiced my “gift of gab.” Had I known how important written correspondence would become, I would have studied it vehemently years ago.
 
   Both Shawna and Lisa have been trained with firearms and the art of self-protection. It is a necessity these days, especially for young women. When my son left us, I decided to provide both girls with the most intense and eclectic education(s) available.
 
   Both girls have spent many years learning at one of the best boarding schools in the country. They are well educated in fine arts and music along with reading, writing, and arithmetic. I taught them self-preservation and unwavering confidence. I'm sure you’ll discover their worth as time passes.
 
   They will mourn for me greatly. Please allow them to recover with as much time as needed. We should all be flattered that those we care for the most will mourn the absence of our presence.
 
   I trust that you and your beloved husband will care for my most precious gems and keep them safe from the dangers of this sorrow filled world. I only ask that, should you find yourselves incapable of carrying out this responsibility, you find a deserving family who will be blessed by the joy of their company.
 
   The girls can, no doubt, care for themselves, but alas, they are very young and in need of guidance. I believe I have found love of life and very level heads in you and Mick. After ninety-two years, a man learns to trust his instincts. Mine tell me that you will care for my girls as your own. I doubt very seriously that I’ve been fooled.
 
   The house in Blanket Cove belongs to the girls equally. They have been instructed to allow your group to receive and utilize anything of use you find there. Check the attic, you may be surprised.
 
   I bid you a fond farewell and thank you for considering my request. In my heart of hearts, I believe you’ll accept this challenge.
 
   Kind Regards,
 
   Edward C. Wilson
 
    
 
   I knew that man was an angel is disguise. I've decided to treat these girls like they’re my own. They are welcome to stay here and work at surviving with the rest of us. I cannot prevent either of them from leaving if they choose, but I hope they won't.
 
   I don't know what everyone else is doing, but I'm going to lie on my bed and mourn until supper. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   Mick has decided to get sheet rock, insulation, carpeting, and paint from Lowe's. We’ll transform the garage into a large bedroom for Shawna and Lisa.
 
   They both want to stay here and work, just like everyone else. Shawna asked that we add them to laundry and cooking duty as soon as we see fit. She also wants to stand watch, fight “insidious monsters,” and help with anything else we ask of her. 
 
   Both girls had culinary arts and party planning classes at their boarding school. We might be in for some gourmet meals. 
 
   Both are them are well trained to safely and correctly use weapons. Both have archery skills, and are trained in several martial arts. I should ask them to give lessons to us all.
 
   Shawna was on the track team and tennis team. She can run like the wind. 
 
   Lisa is very talented on the piano and with music, in general. Finally, my old piano can stop collecting dust. Nana asked if she’d give piano lessons to anyone interested, and she said she'd love to.
 
   Both girls are sleeping on the sofa bed again tonight. Mick plans to work on their room while the other men work on the fence tomorrow. Deuce, Luke, and Larson will help. I suppose that means they're going to Lowe's.
 
   Kevin has backhoe duty tomorrow, and Dane wants to learn how to operate the crane truck. Jeremy and Jason will be out, taking bolts from utility poles.
 
   We’ll have to do laundry again tomorrow. There's not a lot, but Lisa and Shawna brought quite a bit with them. They haven't washed clothes since this whole mess began. I don't wanna think about how their laundry will look and smell. 
 
   Shawna asked that she and Lisa be allowed to do their first laundry loads alone. I suppose they're embarrassed.
 
   Why do we keep finding teenagers? Where’s the rest of the middle aged folks? There's gotta be a few somewhere. I never imagined that teenagers would take over the world in my lifetime.
 
   I'm headed to bed. It's been an emotionally exhausting day.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, March 18
 
   I’m gonna lose my mind. 
 
   It's already 9:30 and Rebecca and Lisa just started making breakfast.
 
   We had visitors this morning. Kevin was screaming his head off at 6:30 AM when a large motorhome came flying up the driveway. 
 
   Two men jumped out and screamed for help while they carried a woman inside to the dining room table. Kevin recognized them immediately.
 
   The woman is Major Josie Minor, and she's in bad shape. 
 
   She has been raped, starved, and beaten. Hisa had them carry Josie to Clinic Diane because the medical equipment is there.
 
   I got most of the story from the two men who brought her in. Their names are Rick and Ian, and they are soldiers from Josie's unit. They may be the only ones left. 
 
   Per orders from top brass, they were heading from South Mississippi to Nashville for an important meeting involving high ranking officers. Every member of the unit was sworn to secrecy and ordered not to reveal their destination. They crossed the Tennessee State line and decided to make camp for the night. 
 
   Suddenly, several grenades landed in the middle of camp and explosions followed. Rick said there were strangers in military vehicles and ATV's tossing grenades all over the place. The entire unit became frightened, confused, and panicked. Rick began looking for something to climb to get a clear shot at the attackers.
 
   The unit was attacked by a large group calling themselves “National Guard.” The battle was bloody, and Josie’s unit quickly lost control. Rick said most of them were murdered in cold blood by grenades and gunshots in the back as they scrambled for their weapons. 
 
   Two or three civilian motorhomes traveling with the unit quickly fled the area instead of fighting.
 
   Dark was almost upon them and Rick was having trouble distinguishing between the members of his unit and the arrogant, blood-thirsty attackers. He knew that all was lost, so he climbed down and carefully began searching for survivors. 
 
   After an hour of searching and finding no one alive, he heard HDI's approaching. The attackers quickly left the area and Rick headed for the river under the guise of darkness. 
 
   Ian was actually in the river, bathing, before the attack began. His clothing and gear was tucked under the overhang of a large rock on the riverbank. A group of attackers drove past. He stayed in the water for several more minutes before climbing out to get his clothes and gear. He dressed and headed for camp. 
 
   Bullets were flying all over the place and loud explosions lit the night. There was so much dust and debris in the air that he could barely make out the camp, much less the identities of the people running to and fro. He turned and headed back to the river.
 
   Ian found Rick the following morning. They both were hiding out in trees and brush on the banks of the Tennessee River when Ian saw Rick sneak to the river's edge for water. He recognized Rick and called out to him. 
 
   The battlefield was covered in dead bodies, and HDI's were roaming around. Rick and Ian watched the area from the branches of a couple of large pine trees for two hours before deciding that there was no one left to save. 
 
   They grabbed what supplies they could carry from a partially burned gear truck and headed south along I-65, running from HDI's who noticed their presence. They didn't shoot because they feared that the attackers were still in the area.
 
   They walked for two days. When night approached on the second day, they decided to go into the woods alongside the highway to set up camp, find water, eat, and sleep. They set up a small tent and gathered firewood to heat water for their MRE's. Rick was ready to strike the match when Ian stopped him. 
 
   Ian pointed toward twinkling lights further back in the woods. He and Rick went to investigate.
 
    
 
   They found a large camp. 
 
   Uniformed and civilian men were outside the tents, going about their business. Rick recognized the insignia on their uniforms. It was the same insignia their attackers were wearing. 
 
   The group was huge, and most of them were drunk. Neither man would venture a guess as to the number of men there. 
 
   There was a large motorhome on the edge of camp. 
 
   They decided to try and get close enough to hear the guards talking. They hoped to hear conversation from inside. 
 
   They climbed a massive oak tree and hid in the branches above the motorhome. They stayed there all night and into morning, listening to the guards. They hid themselves behind the thick trunk and prayed that no one in camp would tilt their head and look up.
 
   Sometime near mid-morning, the door to the motorhome was thrown open and a body with its hands and feet bound was thrown out. It landed at the feet of three guards keeping watch. 
 
   The guards yelled “thanks, man!” to whomever had tossed the body their way. Rick and Ian were struck with terror when they recognized the body lying on the ground. It was Josie and she was almost unrecognizable.
 
   She had been beaten. Her face was severely swollen and her uniform was covered in blood. 
 
   Rick almost jumped down from the tree right then and there to blow the guards head off but Ian lifted his hand to stop him. He motioned across the large camp. There were armed soldiers milling about and many were heading toward the motorhome. Rick sat back on the branch and never took his eyes off Josie.
 
   The guards stripped her naked and positioned her with her forehead and knees on the ground. 
 
   A skinny guard in an ill-fitting uniform picked up a long, thin stick from the ground and began whipping her across the back and buttocks. Her body jerked with each blow. She grunted every time the stick landed, but she didn't scream. Blood was running in rivulets down her back. Rick almost bit through his knuckle, watching the torture.
 
   The skinny guard threw the stick to the side and stepped back.
 
   Josie was flipped onto her back and her arms and legs were positioned in a spread eagle position. Four men sat on her arms and legs, pinning them to the ground.
 
   A tall, obese man dressed in civilian clothes stepped up near her head and dropped his pants. The entire group laughed while Josie almost choked to death on his urine.
 
   Several men bent down and began pinching her all over her body. They pinched and pulled at her nipples, spit on her, and several peed on her face and torso. One man pulled chunks of pubic hair from her body and tossed it into the wind. Her skin was red and inflamed. 
 
   Several men extinguished burning cigarettes on her thighs. She grunted, but she didn't scream. 
 
   Rick was about to come apart at the seams and almost had to tie himself to the tree branch. The soft human side of his brain was telling him to get her out of there, but the well-trained military side was telling him that any attempt at rescue during the event would get all three of them dead and left to the buzzards.
 
   Ian was feeling the same way. He left bloody scratch marks on the tree branch where he was sitting. Both men felt anger and rage at the highest level they've ever felt.
 
   For one split second, Rick thought that Josie had spotted him while she was lying there on her back, being tortured. She quickly averted her eyes and took a deep breath.
 
   Suddenly, she yelled out “are you gonna screw me or play with me?” at the top of her lungs. The men around her laughed at her response and a few of them bent to bite her thighs and breasts. She spit at them and was rewarded with a punch to the face and a kick in the ribs. Her lips were busted, bleeding, and swollen.
 
   They lifted her by the legs and tied them to two separate tree branches about three feet apart. She was hanging upside down with her legs spread. A large blanket was thrown over the branches, and covered her almost to her armpits. The men formed a line in front of the blanket tent and the man at the front of the line began slapping her hanging breasts. 
 
   They entered the blanket tent one at a time, and viciously raped her as she hung upside down. They were shouting vulgar comments and giving each other high fives as they walked away.
 
   Ian and Rick counted 19 men enter and exit the blanket tent before Josie was cut down and thrown back inside the motorhome. One of the guards threw her clothes in after her.
 
   At this point of the story, I got up and ran around to the side of the house to vomit. I felt the same as I did when we found Valerie. 
 
   I was more enraged than I have ever been in my life and thought I could actually feel my blood boiling. It took a few minutes for me to pull myself together and go back for the rest of the story.
 
   Rick and Ian sat in the tree branches until after dark. They couldn't risk climbing down and being seen in the light of day. 
 
   They quietly hit the ground and cautiously went back to their own little camp to plan Josie's rescue. Both men feared she would be killed before they could get her out of there.
 
   They spent two hours working on a plan. They ate MRE's, erased all signs of their camp, and covered themselves with mud, leaves, and debris. They laid down behind a fallen log and tried to sleep. They had gone days without sleeping and needed strength, energy, and level heads to execute their plan. 
 
   Both men barely slept because they couldn't get images of what they had witnessed out of their heads. 
 
   They rose with the sun and gathered wood for a small fire on the opposite side of the Interstate. They had their morning meal and began physically, and emotionally, preparing themselves.
 
   Ian said that, after lunch, they heard laughing and cat calls from the direction of the camp. They both believed that Josie was being tortured again, and their anger grew as they waited for darkness to fall. Rick had to tell his brain “calm and level head, calm and level head” over and over. As soon as dusk came, they began final preparations to execute the plan. 
 
   It was completely dark when they quietly made their way back to the attacker's camp and climbed the tree to listen to three guards near the motorhome. All three guards were drinking and laughing, and Ian knew that one of them would have to relieve himself soon. He picked the guard he wanted and sat there, waiting.
 
   An hour passed before the guard left the group to take care of nature's call. The man began gathering leaves, and Ian was overjoyed in the midst of his anger. 
 
   The guard went a little further back in the trees, pulled his pants down around his ankles, squatted, and started whistling. Ian was thankful because the whistling man was completely relaxed and had no idea what was coming his way.
 
   Ian quietly approached him from the back. He was two feet from him when the guard reached to wipe his rear end. It was now or never. Ian grabbed him by the hair, yanked his head backwards, and slit his throat without hesitation. He quickly threw the guard's body over a large rock so the blood would run down his face and away from his uniform. He removed the uniform and handed it to Rick who was already naked and standing nearby. 
 
   Rick slipped into the uniform and stepped right out into the open. He coughed to disguise his voice as he told the other two guards that he would “be back in a minute.”
 
   Rick said that he “walked like a boss” through the camp. He cautiously sliced the tires and punctured the fuel tank of every vehicle there except the motorhome. Ian waited in the shadows for Rick's return. It took more than two hours for Rick to carefully complete his tasks without raising alarm.
 
   Rick motioned for Ian to come out of the shadows. Ian walked with his hands behind his back as Rick pretended to lead him to the guards beside the motorhome. When they got close, they each pulled their knives and caught the guards unaware. They slit their throats and dragged them into the shadows within a matter of seconds. They walked straight up to the motorhome door, opened it, and went inside.
 
   There were two men inside the motorhome, sleeping. They didn't get a chance to yell or call out for help because Rick and Ian broke their necks simultaneously. 
 
   Rick led the way as they cautiously approached the rear of the motorhome. They saw Josie lying motionless on the large bed. 
 
   Ian turned and headed to the driver’s seat. He turned the key, started the engine, and slammed his foot down on the gas pedal. He drove that sucker past several vehicles to a little dirt road leading away from the camp.
 
    Rick tossed a flaming lighter into a pool of fuel on the ground beside a vehicle they passed. They were already out of range when bullets began flying and explosions shook the earth.
 
   Ian breathed a sigh of relief and drove the motorhome several miles before he saw a large barn. He drove around to the back, cut the engine, and went to see about Rick and Josie.
 
   Josie was awake and Rick was washing her face with a damp cloth. He found a bottle of water the kitchen, and Josie took several sips before asking “What took you so long.” She told them to head straight to Kapper hill, and then she passed out on the bed.
 
   Ian started the engine and headed our way. They had to stop once for diesel fuel. 
 
   They arrived here three hours later. Both men are shocked that their plan actually worked. Rick said he hated losing that lighter but was happy that it went out in a blaze of glory.
 
   You don't mess with Ian and Rick.
 
   I brought them inside to eat and told them to pull out the futon in Mick's office and get some sleep. I don't know if they'll be able to sleep. They're both wired up, waiting for news about Josie.
 
   I tried to go in Clinic Diane to see Josie, but Hisa told me to “get out,” and she would let me know when I could come back.
 
   So, here I am, waiting and worrying about Josie.
 
   Ian is twenty-six years old and he's from Idaho. He's single, and his parents and grandparents are in Canada as far as he knows. He has an older brother and two older sisters. Each of his siblings serve in a branch of the military. He's heard nothing from his siblings or parents since the world fell apart. His parents told him that they were heading into the Canadian wilderness to wait out the threat. He's been in the Army since he was eighteen years old and is pure soldier at heart. He's pretty darn easy on the eyes, just ask every woman here.
 
   Rick is thirty-six years old and has been in the army since he was twenty-two years old. He was headed home several days after the world fell apart. He found his wife and two children dead when he entered the house. A surviving neighbor said that they were killed by several men three days prior. His family was shot to death and the house had been looted. He buried them in the backyard, loaded all his gear into the family van, and went back to his unit.
 
   Rick is also easy on the eyes. I am now positive that God doesn't make ugly babies or ugly soldiers.
 
   Neither man knows what to do or where else to go. They asked to stay here until Josie is able to travel. Of course, we said yes.
 
   The motorhome is still parked at the top of the driveway. The mattress in the bedroom is bare of sheets and blankets. It’s covered in Josie's blood. I asked Mick to take it out and burn it.
 
   The rest of the motorhome looks like an average motorhome except that it's filthy inside. There's quite a bit of food and alcohol in the cabinets and refrigerator. There's about a quarter tank of fuel left. It's a diesel motorhome with a large propane tank attached.
 
   Pop says his soreness is “working its way from the inside out.” I saw him heading to the greenhouse about an hour ago with Mr. Hobbs helping him along.
 
   The fact that Ian and Rick were able to drive the motorhome straight to the top of the hill has Dane rattled.
 
   Dane and Soo are out to pick up the gate from the trucking company. They took a big rig and the large flatbed trailer. The bulldozer is still there and they can use it to pull up the gate posts. 
 
   Mick planned to head to Lowe's after breakfast, but Shawna told him that they would prefer to have one of the small wooden buildings like the one Jeremy and Rebecca have. He promised to get it for them when Dane gets back with the big rig and trailer.
 
   Kevin's on backhoe duty and he'll finish filling in the trailer fence and begin digging the trench at the back of the property today.
 
   Marisa and Elaine have lunch duty and I have supper duty tonight with Shawna. I don't know what we'll make.
 
   Shawna and Lisa will be doing laundry after breakfast. Nana told them she’d show them the ropes and then get out of their way,
 
   I'm going out to the kitchen and eat, then I'm taking my last pack of cigarettes and sitting in the lawn chair outside Clinic Diane. 
 
   I'm sure that Ian and Rick will join me soon enough.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Sorry I didn't write at mid-day. I was at Clinic Diane, talking with Josie. She spoke with Rick and Ian first, and then asked for me. 
 
   The first thing she said when I walked in the door was “Stop feeling sorry for me. I made it, didn't I? I'm not feeling sorry for myself. The only thing those idiots took from me was a pound of flesh. They got nowhere near my heart and soul, and I consider those my most prized possessions, besides, I always wondered what it was like to be a porn star. I've decided to leave that career for someone else.” 
 
   My jaw hit the ground. Josie Minor is one super-duper tough cookie. I have no idea how people find such inner strength.
 
   Josie said that she'd like to stay here with us and become a member of Kapper Hill Compound. She doesn't want to go back to the military and be responsible for hundreds of lives. She says she'll live in the motorhome just to spite the men who abused her. She'll need a new bed 'cause Mick already followed my orders and burned the mattress.
 
   She said that Ian and Rick would like to stay as well, if we'll have them. I said I would need to talk it over with everyone else but I'm sure we'll all agree that we’d love to have them here.
 
   Hisa says that Josie will be fine, but she has a lot of healing to do. Hisa has cleaned all of her wounds, bandaged and stitched those that needed it, and started her on a 14 day antibiotic regimen. She wants to keep her at Clinic Diane until she’s eating well and her wounds show significant signs of healing.
 
   Josie says that she has information for us. She overheard the “big guy” telling with the “number two big guy” about several locations where they have food and ammunition stashed, and the map to these locations is in the motorhome. She was very pleased with Ian and Rick.
 
   We will raid those stashes and take everything we find. We have three more mouths to feed. I'm praying we find tons and tons of food and ammo in those stashes.
 
   For lunch, Elaine brought in cheese quesadilla's made with canned cheese for me and Hisa. A little bowl of my home canned chunky salsa was on the side. The tortillas were made from scratch and taste a lot better than store bought tortilla's. She said Lisa showed her how to make them. 
 
   Josie had chicken noodle soup because she's only had bottled water for the past three days and Hisa wants her to take it easy before eating big meals or spicy food.
 
   We have a gate across the driveway now. Dane and Soo used the bulldozer to dig out the posts and brought the entire contraption home without taking it apart. Kevin quickly dug holes for the fence posts near the front corners of the trailers. They’re concreted in and we'll fill in around them with dirt and rock tomorrow. 
 
   They also found a machine shop and Dane went inside. They brought home several tools including a big drill with a huge drill bit for drilling bolt holes through the logs.
 
   Dane said they'll use Pop's little generator to run the drill since its electric. I have no idea what all of the tools are for, or why we need them. I'll leave that to them.
 
   They had room for a wooden building with a porch that Mr. Hobbs requested. Kevin leveled a place on the hill between the garden and the outhouse and Mr. Hobbs will be sleeping in his new bachelor pad tonight.
 
   During the conversation, Rick told us that we could probably find all the bolts we need at the service area of the electric company. I hope he's right, because it's dangerously close to town and Dane plans to go there tomorrow. I hope it's worth the risk. It'll save a lot of time if we don't have to take bolts from utility poles.
 
   Mick, Soo, and Jeremy plan to go to the wooden building display lot to get buildings for Shawna and Lisa as well as Ian and Rick. I gave them directions to two display lots I remembered seeing.
 
   We'll take all the beds we can find from the Masterson and ckd's house if we need to.
 
   Shawna and I made white bean soup for supper. It wasn't fancy, but it was good, and it filled our tummies. We used canned navy beans, bacon, dehydrated onions, water, spices, and milk. We didn't make anything for dessert because we were too darn tired.
 
   It feels like today was two or three days rolled into one. I'm yawning, so I'm climbing in with my snoring hubby.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, March 19
 
   I got up around 7:00 this morning and found Ian in the kitchen making coffee. He and Rick had been up since 5:00, working on the outhouse. They wanted to get the inside finished so they could go looking for barrels after breakfast. I told him that breakfast would be ready by 8:00. He swallowed the rest of his coffee and headed out the door. I had no clue what they were doing in that outhouse.
 
   I re-hydrated a bunch of banana chips and made three loaves of banana bread for breakfast. Deuce brought the milk bucket in just as I was pulling the last loaf from the oven. I can't believe how fast we’re going through food. We need more... lots more.
 
   Everyone came inside to eat including Rick and Ian. I told Mick that I was gonna ask them to take me to the truck stop later so I could get dishes, glasses, coffee cups, and any paper goods I could find. Mick said it was fine with him. I sarcastically thanked him for his permission. Several of the ladies, including Rebecca and Elaine, offered to go along. Hmmm.
 
   Mick, Jeremy, and Soo headed out in a big rig and the large flatbed trailer for more wooden buildings. 
 
   Dane and Kevin have already pulled out to go to the electric company and look for bolts. Rona and Elaine are nervous about that because it's very close to the city. 
 
   Valerie has lunch duty with Nana today, and she asked if they could make something really good so she could prove to Luke and Larson that she can cook. Again, hmmm.
 
   Jesse actually walked in the door for breakfast. Carisa was cheering him on the entire way. He says he is feeling great and wants to get back to work. Hisa told him she would let him do a little work after two more days. Thank heaven, because we need more hay and Jesse's good at finding it.
 
   Rebecca said she wasn't feeling well and went back to her little house right after breakfast. She thinks she has a stomach bug because her tummy hurt all night and she called Ralph this morning. My first thought was that she's pregnant. Holy crap, what if she is? Can Hisa deliver a baby? Can I?
 
   Pop has abandoned the walker and is using his cane. He's trying to “work the soreness” out of his shoulder and thigh, and is currently in the garden with Mr. Hobbs. Nana seems a little lost and she's sitting at the table, making lesson plans to begin school on Monday. 
 
   I'm off to the Clinic to visit with Josie for a little while. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   Dane and Kevin brought home a truck bed full of bolts and other gadgets from the electric company. They said there are HDI's all over town and groups of them are making their way out of the city and into residential areas. Kevin said he saw at least fifty HDI's less than 100 yards from the electric company. He told Dane to park at the back of the building. 
 
   They didn't kick in the door because of the amount of noise it makes, so Kevin climbed on the roof and found an entrance. He went down into the dark building and unlocked the door for Dane. 
 
   They carried the bolts out quietly by rolling them in curtains from the offices. They didn't want the metal bolts to clang together and make a lot of noise in the truck bed. It worked, and they slipped out of there without attracting attention.
 
   You should see the outhouse. Ian and Rick built the sittin' bench and it's made for two people. They bolted cushioned toilet lids they took from the Masterson house to the top. They built individual stalls using wood from the walls of a shed behind the ckd's house. 
 
   They went out after lunch and came back about two hours later with six big plastic barrels. Yay! I grabbed two of them for additional water storage. 
 
   The outhouse is now open for business and it is, indeed, a deluxe outhouse. I'll have Carisa paint 867-5309 with artsy style inside one of the stalls (wink). Yep, I'll have to explain it to her.
 
   Rick said the barrels were easy to find. They looked for a bakery or specialty food business. 
 
   They found a bakery and took the barrels from the back. They had to clean icing out of two of them, but the other four were already empty and only needed rinsing out. They also brought home a 50 pound bag of cake flour. There was no other food left in the place but there were plenty of HDI's in the area. Those two men are sneaky and quiet. I'm glad they're on our side.
 
   They said they'd take me to the truck stop tomorrow because most of today is already used up. Sounds good to me.
 
   Mick, Jeremy, and Soo brought home two wooden buildings. They left them on the trailer, and headed back to the trucking company to get another flatbed trailer and two more buildings before dark. I expect them home within the hour.
 
   Dane wants to load up Mr. Peterson's wood shop and bring it up the hill for Elaine, Jeremy, and himself. It's about twice as big as the wooden buildings. He wants to attach two little wooden buildings to use as bedrooms. He'll probably have to put it in the front yard behind the remains of Marisa's old house trailer. That'll give him about thirty yards between his “house” and the trailer fence. He'll need to build an outhouse as well.
 
   I have supper duty with Elaine tonight. She's making chicken pot pies and I'm making peach cobblers to go with them. I feel like I'm working in a cafeteria. We're cooking large amounts of food every day. If we don't find more very soon, we may have to cut down to two meals per day. 
 
   We are using every drop of milk the goats give us. I think Luke, Larson, and Deuce drink a gallon a day between the three of them. They want milk at every meal. 
 
   The chickens can't keep with up, so we have to use powdered eggs from the pantry more often than not. 
 
   I think we're at our limit for taking in people. We simply do not have enough food to feed any more than the ones we have now. 
 
   We must loot the stashes Josie was talking about, and soon. We also need to hunt. I think I'll give Luke and Larson hunting duty for the coming week if it's okay with Rona. I'm sure Mr. Hobbs will teach them to make snares.
 
   Mick and the guys are back. I'm heading out to see what they brought home.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   Mick brought home two more buildings and they're larger than the ones they got earlier. Soo said they got them from a different display lot and there are six more there. I suppose we should get them all, just in case anyone else wants to “add on” to their homes. Getting those buildings is easier than building log cabins from scratch. 
 
   Dane still plans to take apart the Peterson house, but it may be next winter before he gets to it.
 
   Supper was delicious and there was nothing left.
 
   I checked on the piglets and noticed milk on the ground. Those boys have been giving milk to the pigs. No wonder they’re growing like weeds. I threw a fit.
 
   I hope we can keep the pigs alive until butchering time in late fall. I'm gonna send Mick back to the milling company to see if the pig feed is still there because we aren't getting enough table scraps for them anymore. Please, lord, let it be there.
 
   Mick’s taking the gasoline tanker to the truck stop tomorrow to refill the tank. We have about 20% left and that makes him nervous. We really need to keep the refrigerator and freezer running.
 
   Dane and Kevin plan to head to the lumber yard for another load of logs. Kevin has a thirty-foot-long trench waiting for the log fence. Shawna wants to go along and they told her she was welcome.
 
   We've had to fill the generator a lot less often since we hooked up the big one we got from Mr. Wilson. It's a relief, not running out to fill our smaller one twice a day.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs intend to start another garden spot between the pools and the trailer fence. Pop says it won't hurt him a bit to sit on the Kubota and plow a garden spot. We need it to feed the extra mouths we've acquired. We still have seeds from Lowe's. 
 
   We also need more canning jars. 
 
   Ian knows how to build a solar dehydrator and said he will get it done before the first harvest. That will help immensely, but we need more baggies. Actually, we need more everything.
 
   It's time to start pulling out summer clothes and most of the folks here don't have any. We'll either have to loot clothing stores and pray they have summer clothes left from last year, or loot a fabric store for patterns and fabric to make our own. 
 
   The problem is that all the fabric and clothing stores are in town with all the HDI's. I still have the tub of fabric Josie left the first time she was here, but we're gonna need a lot more than that. 
 
   I believe I recall Mick saying they left a lot of clothing at TSC. I guess we'll all be wearing cut-off jean shorts this summer. I'm worried about our bare skin being exposed to flies. 
 
   I'm headed to bed. I hope tomorrow brings some sort of good news.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   Thursday, March 20
 
   I made oatmeal for breakfast. We have a lot of oatmeal and it's really good for filling bellies. 
 
   I'm here to gear myself up for truck stop lootin' with Rick and Ian. Jeremy's going as well. 
 
   Dane said that Elaine can go if she wants, and he's “not her boss.” I think she wanted him to say she couldn't go. Women folk like to test men folk sometimes. Anyway, she offered to take my place cleaning the kitchen after breakfast and she's going after every little speck like a crazed lunatic.
 
   I'm ready to go. Wish me luck.
 
    
 
   1:30 PM...
 
   I truly hate HDI's.
 
   Nope... I'm going to start this entry on a good note.
 
   We headed to the restaurant in the Jeep with the flatbed trailer from the tractor shed attached. We were at the pull-off and just about to turn left when Jeremy started pointing.
 
   In the large field behind the pull-off were three deer. I wanted to scream “SHOOT 'EM!” but kept my mouth shut. 
 
   Rick lowered the windows on the Jeep and took aim. Ian took aim out the rear window. Rick whispered “you ready?” and Ian said “mmm hmmm.” 
 
   The deer were still grazing and either knew we were there but didn't care, or didn't know we were there at all.
 
   Rick counted down a three count and both men shot at almost the exact same time. Two deer hit the ground and the third took off like a jet plane. Rick aimed and shot that beautiful hunk of roast. It turned a flip and rolled several yards before its body ran out of forward motion. 
 
   We were all hootin’ and hollerin’ inside that Jeep.
 
   Rick blew on his knuckles and rubbed them on his shoulder while he laughed. Ian pounded him on the back and called him a “lucky s o b.” 
 
   Rick drove the Jeep into the pull-off and began driving into the field. Several yards in, we almost got stuck. Rick said “nope,“ and backed up to the pull-off. We went after the deer on foot.
 
   There were four men and one weakling woman, but we only made one trip into that field.
 
   We headed toward the two deer that had fallen together. Rick and Ian picked up two thick, long tree branches near the tree-line at the edge of the field. They pulled out para-cord from their backpacks and began tying the deer’s legs together over the branches. They tied two does to the heaviest branch and a 10 point buck to the other.
 
   Jeremy and I had to haul the buck, and it was rough. I have no idea how Ian and Rick walked back looking so casual while totin' a branch with two large does hanging from it. Jeremy would've had a better time of it if he didn't have me for a partner.
 
   Rick said he could help Jeremy and carry the buck branch on one shoulder and the doe branch on the other if we needed him to. There was no way in H, E, double-toothpicks, I was gonna let that happen. I made it but, man oh man, it was rough.
 
   All three deer were tied to the trailer and we went back to the compound to drop them off. When Ian got out to open the gate, we saw Kevin coming down the hill on the backhoe. 
 
   He was headed around front to leave the backhoe in the area we want the little wooden buildings placed when he saw us arrive. He headed down to find out why we were back so fast. 
 
   He almost fell out of the backhoe cab when he saw what was tied to the trailer, and started hootin' and hollerin'. He honked the horn on the backhoe a couple of times.
 
   Pretty soon, Mick, Jason, and Dane were there, hootin' and hollerin' with Kevin. Pop drove down on the Kubota and said he'd “never seen anything like it in his whole life.” The four mighty hunters were grinning from ear to ear (that includes me, ya know). 
 
   Pop drove back up the hill and told the women on the porch what was going on. We knew the instant he told them 'cause they all started jumping up and down, hootin' and hollerin' themselves.
 
   I turned to Mick and told him to go to the trucking company for one of the refrigeration trucks because we don't have enough jars to can all that meat. He nodded and said he and Jason would head over there right away. Rick said to make sure the tank on the trailer was filled with diesel and switched on as soon as they got it in place.
 
   Anyway, the men loaded the deer into the bed of the Silverado and took them up the hill while we pulled out to head for the restaurant again. I was prayin' for the same kind of luck the entire way there, but it didn't happen.
 
   We pulled into the truck stop parking lot and had no choice but to drive around to the rear. There were HDI bodies everywhere. I don't know if there were more, or less, from the time Dane and I had our HDI experience, but it looked like there were more. Of course, it could be my imagination. Suspicious mind... Remember?
 
   Rick stopped the Jeep a few feet from the back door and we all hopped out. Rick, Ian, and Jeremy scoped out every direction around us while I was pacing, anxious to get in there and get started. Ian and Jeremy went in to make sure the coast was clear, and it was.
 
   The rotting food on the buffet table had almost lost its smell. I suppose bacteria and bugs have done their jobs. 
 
   The restaurant looked the same as the day we left it. I headed toward the kitchen and storage areas to start gathering supplies. The men waited for orders from me. They had no idea what to grab. I told them to find boxes and start loading every dish, glass, cup, and piece of silverware they could find. They nodded and went at it.
 
   I looked for paper goods and anything else useful. I pulled a wheeled, two tiered cart along as I loaded it. I got several boxes of napkins, straws, and individually packaged sets of plastic eating utensils. I found two giant, industrial sized rolls of plastic wrap and three industrial sized rolls of aluminum foil. 
 
   I grabbed a huge box of big garbage bags and several empty five gallon buckets. I took every plastic tub I could find that didn't have food inside. I also found one of those big meat slicers and three huge frying pans. My rolling cart was full and I pushed it out to the restaurant and left it beside the back door.
 
   Rick and Ian took apart a large table-like gas appliance. It holds two humongous pots and I'm guessing they’re for large quantities of soup. Ian said we could put it back together and hook it to a propane tank at the compound. I loved that idea because we eat a lot of soup and oatmeal and those pots will be perfect to hold enough servings for our bunch. They also disassembled the big, flat grill that the 100 lb propane tanks had been hooked up to
 
   I pulled a garbage can over to the buffet table and started dumping rotten food into it. I wanted all the large serving dishes from the buffet. I'll pour water from the creek in them and let them sit for a few hours. Then, I'll scrape them out, wash them, and soak them in bleach water before putting them away. 
 
   I tied up the garbage bag and pulled it out of the garbage can. I added the garbage can to the pile near the back door. 
 
   I turned to look for more and saw movement at the windows out of the corner of my eye. I turned toward the windows and almost passed out. I yelled “help!” two or three times while running to close the back door because we had it propped open. 
 
   I can't believe that no HDI's came through the door. I will never prop open a door in any building I'm looting from now on.
 
   We all had weapons on our bodies, but the extra ammo was in the emergency backpacks inside the Jeep. I couldn't keep my attention off the windows. I knew HDI's were bound to bust through sooner rather than later.
 
   I was a terrible participant in the “what to do” discussion. I noticed black goo was running down the windows in large streams, and pieces of flesh were sticking to the windows or splattering any HDI they happened to land on. I felt sick at my stomach. 
 
   I was almost in a daze and decided to follow instructions from the men.
 
   Jeremy said that just about every business around here has heating and cooling units on the roof, and restaurants have huge vents up there as well. There is usually roof access inside every building. Ladders are kept in the building storage room or locked storage sheds out back. 
 
   They decided to look for roof access, and all four of us would go to the roof to take out as many HDI's between the back door and the Jeep as we could. We had no idea how many were out there because the line of HDI’s at the windows was blocking our view.
 
   The roof access was in the hallway above the defunct Pac-man machine. Ian climbed up on the machine to throw open the door and discovered a padlock. The men searched the restaurant for something strong enough to beat that padlock to death. They were banging it and smacking it with long metal posts and chair legs. 
 
   Rick and Ian were cursing up a storm when Jeremy came out the restaurant with a Philips head screwdriver. It took about two minutes for Rick to get the screws off the hinges. “To hell with the lock” he yelled, and threw open the roof hatch. We all used the Pac-man machine to climb up on the roof.
 
   We walked to the edge of the roof and saw what we were facing. There were at least 40 HDI's between the Jeep and the back door, and several more were headed in from the field. We began shooting the ones between the Jeep and the back door.
 
   Ian didn't go back inside the restaurant. He hung from the edge of the roof, dropped to the ground, and ran to the Jeep. He threw three boxes of bullets up to Rick, and rifle practice began. 
 
   Ian was shooting any HDI's that made it within a few yards of the Jeep, and Rick was taking out those coming from the field.
 
   
  
 

It took about 20 minutes before all the walking HDI's were lying on the ground. Several were still moving around and Ian was methodically taking them out, one by one.
 
   I laid myself down on the hot roof and thanked everyone in heaven that I could think of.
 
   Rick said we needed to get loaded up and out of there fast, so we scrambled down the access door and back to the restaurant.
 
   We loaded the trailer and Jeep as fast as we could and got outa there. 
 
   I don't wanna be on “fuel getting duty” unless I have no choice. Actually, I would prefer to never see that truck stop again. I'm pretty sure that restaurant is cursed. 
 
   We headed home, and when we got to the top of the driveway I saw three deer hanging from a large tree out back. The sight of that made me feel a little better.
 
   Mick said the refrigeration trailer is fueled up and running. It’s parked beside Pop and Nan's motorhome. There's two metal barrels full of diesel fuel sitting beside it. I didn't ask how they got that trailer positioned in there, but I'm guessing that Dane did it. 
 
   Marisa and Merry had macaroni and cheese with ground beef mixed in ready for us when we got back. We gobbled it down. I guess winning a battle makes ravenous victors.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   Mick and Jason went back to the milling company and found the pig feed still there. They loaded the entire pallet into the goat trailer and bed of the truck and headed home. 
 
   After they dropped off the goat trailer, they went to the truck-stop and filled the gasoline tanker. It took three hours and six water hoses to get it filled. They saw no HDI's while they were there and thanked us for it. Lucky dogs. 
 
   Kevin, Dane, Luke, Larson, and Deuce got 16 feet of wooden fence up today. Its 12 feet tall and concreted in. They'll fill around it after the entire length of fence is finished across the back. 
 
   Dane said it's going a lot faster than he anticipated because of the logs, the drill bit, and the large amount of bolts they got from the electric company. There's barbed wire woven between and around the logs. 
 
   Deuce told Mick we need more logs, so I guess Dane will head to the lumber yard tomorrow. Ian and Rick offered to go along but they asked if they could get two of the wooden buildings unloaded before they go. Dane agreed.
 
   Nana, Rona, Valerie, and Marisa got all the laundry done. Bless them!
 
   Rebecca spent the entire afternoon in bed. She's not feeling well.
 
   Hisa said that Josie’s doing better and able to move around a little today. She ate most of her meals and actually wanted more but Hisa said she could try a regular breakfast in the morning and see how it goes. 
 
   Josie is mortified that someone other than herself has to dump her potty bucket. She tried to talk Hisa into letting her try. Hisa told her she wasn't ready yet and there was “no way.” 
 
   Hisa asked Mick to build an outhouse near Clinic Diane and he said he would, after the fence is up. Geez!
 
   Mick was practically snoring before he fell in bed tonight. He's had a long, tiring day.
 
   I'm headed there myself.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, March 21
 
   Good Lord! When I looked at the calendar a few minutes ago I realized that I'd forgotten to mention our three month anniversary. Three months. Is that all? It feels like it's been a lot longer.
 
   We stopped processing meat long enough to eat breakfast this morning. Nana made biscuits in the motorhome stove. The men slathered theirs with butter and jam and headed out the door.
 
   The women ate breakfast on the back porch, then went back to processing meat.
 
   The refrigeration trailer is working well and we're putting a lot of venison inside. We may finish processing all three deer by late tonight. I'm gonna love the refrigeration trailer. It has switches on the outside and you can set it at the temperature you want.
 
   Dane, Mick, Ian, Rick, Soo, and Kevin are unloading the buildings and getting them in place. They started before breakfast and have one in place, and they’re close to finishing the second.
 
   Dane wants to get to the lumberyard for a load of logs and Mick wants to get the other two buildings unloaded. He plans to put them together and put in doors leading from one to the other so that the occupants won't have to go outside to visit one another. He wants to get it done for Shawna and Lisa, then go back for more.
 
   Soo is at the Stang house, putting down tile and boarding up windows. He took a clue from Rick and Ian and went to get wood from the cdk's shed to finish the windows.
 
   He's tired of sleeping in Clinic Diane with patients who need care through the night. We need to find someone who is interested in medicine and train them to be an assistant. If anything happened to Hisa, we'd be in trouble in the medical category.
 
   I better get back out there and help with the meat. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:30 PM...
 
   I don't have long. 
 
   There's venison roast in the crockpot, so supper will be easy. 
 
   Lunch was “eat what you can find.” Most people ate spaghetti noodles with butter and pesto sauce that Nana made on the motorhome stove. She threw in some Italian seasoning, butter, parsley flakes, ground pepper, and salt. 
 
   We're still processing meat and it's hot in the kitchen. The temperature gauge on the back porch says eighty-four degrees. Here comes the dreaded summer heat. It's gonna get a lot worse. 
 
   We're down to our last 50 canning jars, so the rest of the meat will go in the refrigeration trailer. We must find canning jars before the garden starts producing.
 
   I better get going before they get mad at me for slacking off. See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:50 PM...
 
   I'm dead on my feet, but all the meat has been processed and put away. Forgive me if this is a very short entry. I don't know if I can even remember what everyone did today.
 
   The pile of meat looks tiny in that huge refrigeration trailer.
 
   Ian and Rick have their own little buildings and they're sleeping in them.
 
   Lisa and Shawna also have their own little buildings and Mick cut two doors and built a little “hallway/enclosure” between them so the girls can go back and forth without going outside. 
 
   Shawna said they’ll make a bedroom in one of the buildings and a living room in the other. They need beds, and Jeremy plans to take them to the Masterson house tomorrow to get furniture.
 
   Soo finished laying the tile and boarding up all the windows at the Stang house. He's prepared to move in and plans to start gathering furniture. They're anxious to have Merry back where she belongs and live like a family.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs planted a lot of seeds and seedlings in the big garden. They have plastic ready to cover them if we get a cold spell. They also planted a lot of seeds in the small garden near the trailer fence.
 
   Kevin got the trench dug across the entire back of the property and the men got 25 more feet of fence up and concreted in. They already have two sections ready to put up tomorrow.
 
   Deuce and Buttercup moved a lot of logs with the aid of Mr. Hobbs and the Kubota late this afternoon..
 
   I have no cooking duty tomorrow, thank goodness.
 
   I'm nodding off in this chair.
 
   Bye for now.
 
   Saturday, March 22
 
   Everyone’s draggin' their feet except Rick and Ian. They're accustomed to this kind of physical labor. They plan to dig and build an outhouse between their little houses today, unless they're needed for something else. I'm sure Dane will let them know.
 
   We're all tired and I could have slept another three hours.
 
   I sent Marisa to sit with Josie while Hisa makes breakfast with Merry. It's Hisa's turn. She wasn't able to help with all the canning work yesterday 'cause she was caring for Josie. She's the only one of us with enough energy to cook this morning. I thought I heard her say that we're having some sort of rice pudding for breakfast. That's okay with me as long as it fills our tummies.
 
   All of the men except Pop and Mr. Hobbs are lounging around in the living room, waiting for breakfast. Pop and Mr. Hobbs are in the garden, of course.
 
   The men are discussing plans for looting one of the stashes Josie told us about. They have the map from the motorhome and they're passing back and forth, trying to agree on a location to start with. There are six stash locations marked in red on the map. The closest one to us is 25 miles east. The second closest is 30 miles west. I don't know which one they'll choose to hit first. 
 
   They’re also discussing leaving all the women at home. If I get to lay in a horse trough full of hot water with a nice smelling bar of soap and a couple of mixed drinks, I'll be happy to stay home.
 
   Shawna and Lisa are chomping at the bit because they wanna go along, Shawna challenged any man here to a wrestling match. The men had the audacity to laugh at her. Ian actually said he'd take that challenge in a couple of days. I can't wait 'til she pins him on the ground and makes him holler “uncle.”
 
   I saw her doing back flips the other day and went outside to watch. She was practicing her martial arts skills. She's limber, fast, and dangerous. Me thinks you don't mess with Shawna. 
 
   She was embarrassed and stared at the ground when I clapped for her. She looked up at me and smiled, and I was relieved because I was afraid that I'd hurt her feelings or bothered her in some way.
 
   The food is ready and I'm headed out to try my first rice pudding breakfast. See ya later.
 
   1:00 PM... 
 
   The rice pudding was delicious and sweet. I'm absolutely positive that it's fattening. We all had our fill and Hisa made enough rice to serve with pinto beans from the restaurant haul for lunch. 
 
   Months ago, when I thought I'd gone overboard on storing beans and rice, I was wrong. I wish I'd stored a thousand pounds of each. Remind me to do that in my next life.
 
   The men decided to hit the stash location 25 miles to the east on Wednesday. That's the day after tomorrow! I immediately felt nervous when they told us. 
 
   Jason and Soo will stay behind to protect the women, children, and our home in case anything happens to the rest of the men. Mr. Hobbs and Pop are staying as well.
 
   The stash crew is Mick, Dane, Jeremy, Ian, Rick, and Kevin.
 
   They are taking the Jeep and the delivery truck they used to haul concrete from Lowe's. Dane says the big rigs are too loud and clumsy. If something happens, all six men can fit in the Jeep and leave the delivery truck behind.
 
   They'll work on the fence and other projects today. 
 
   Tomorrow they'll be cleaning weapons, sharpening knives, checking and re-checking gear, packing backpacks, changing fluids in both vehicles, and preparing to head out before dawn on Monday. With Ian and Rick's help, each man will pack his own proper emergency backpack. 
 
   Ian and Rick have been taking turns, listening to the radio they set up on their first visit here. 
 
   We are terrible people. We should have been monitoring the radio this entire time. If we had, we might have known about the attack on Josie's unit. 
 
   Mick wants the radio building attached to the house right outside the kitchen window. He'll cut a window in the wooden building and build a tight wooden structure, like the one he built around the doorways for Shawna and Lisa, attaching the kitchen window and the shed window. I have no idea what to call it. He just says he'll “attach and enclose it.”
 
   When no one is in the shed, the window will be up and anyone in the house can hear the radio. When someone is in the shed on monitoring duty, we can pass food to them through the kitchen window. Ian and Rick thought it was a great idea.
 
   They said that the radio building needs to be turned into a Faraday cage. Yes, I know what that is, but I'll leave it in their hands.
 
   Mick and Soo are at the Masterson house right now. Shawna and Lisa are with them. They're getting furniture and beds for Shawna and Lisa as well as the Stang house. Deuce said there is a “bunch of junk” in the attic, so they'll check that out as well.
 
   Mick plans to move a gas oven up to the kitchen and get it hooked up to a propane tank. Thank goodness! It's already too hot in the house for the cook stove. 
 
   Hisa says it's hot in Clinic Diane and Josie is uncomfortable, but doesn't complain. Hisa has the windows wide open and asked for our old generator to run a fan. 
 
   I didn't even think about keeping the Clinic cool. I asked Mick what we should do about it. Hisa says that patients need to be comfortable while healing. I almost asked her how they did it in the good old days, but she was on a rant and I kept my mouth shut. 
 
   Dane has the idea that we can bring the second refrigeration trailer from the trucking company and somehow cut holes in it to run a large hose to a vent inside the clinic.
 
   I can imagine putting that refrigeration trailer in the middle of the yard with the wooden buildings around it. It would look like a mother ship with hoses running from all sides to the wooden buildings surrounding it. If that works, I'll be asking for my own little wooden building. Have I told you that I hate summer?
 
   The remaining men are at the back of the property, working on the fence. They already had 20 feet up when they came in for lunch. I was impressed. The boys are helping.
 
   Of course, Pop and Mr. Hobbs are in the garden. Our garden is coming to life. I wonder how long it'll be until we can harvest something. Pop and Mr. Hobbs are taking care of that garden like it's their favorite child. I plan to stand right there in the garden with a salt shaker and eat the first beefsteak tomato while it's still on the vine. Anyone who wants to fight me for it is welcome to try.
 
   I think I'll head out to see what they're doing in the garden and check out all the seedlings.
 
   See ya later.
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   I have a gas oven in the kitchen now. Hallelujah! Carisa and Valerie carried the wood boxes out to the garage for next winter. 
 
   I'll make breakfast on the gas stove tomorrow morning. I think I'll make sausage gravy and biscuits. That ought to make everyone happy. It'll use up half of the milk we get tomorrow morning, but it's worth it.
 
   Shawna and Lisa have furniture in their buildings and they plan to stay there all day tomorrow. They took bunk beds from the Masterson house so they could have enough room in the bedroom building for a couple of dressers. 
 
   They have a loveseat, recliner, small bookshelf, and two end tables in their living room building. They brought home an oil painting and haveit hung on the opposite wall as the couch. I told them I was proud of them for their sensible choices. 
 
   Lisa's birthday is next week and she'll be seventeen, so I need a visit from the gypsy traders. They're due to return sometime in the next three days. I'll ask Shawna to help since I'm just getting to know both girls and have no idea what either of them like..
 
   The men finished 45 feet of fence today. With all of them working except Mick and Soo, they got a lot accomplished. They said that Luke, Larson, and Deuce were invaluable, and they were the reason they got so much done. They ran it like an assembly line.
 
   Everyone left pretty fast after supper was done. I guess they want to get quality time with their loved ones. I wonder if Mick wants to kiss me goodnight.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, March 23
 
   Breakfast was a hit. The gravy turned out perfect. Mick ate three biscuits covered in sausage gravy. Nothing was left.
 
   The men plan to use the entire day, preparing to leave tomorrow. I told them that the women are taking tomorrow off. The only thing we'll do is cook. Meals will be simple and easy to make. We'll have muffins for breakfast. We’ll have home canned chili for lunch, and home canned hamburger soup for supper.
 
   I told everyone to start using more of our home canned food so we can re-use the jars for new produce this summer.
 
   We need canning jars and we're not gonna find a place that has tons of them waiting for us to come along and grab them. 
 
   I still have a few cases of lids. The lids can't be re-used, so we need to find more lids as well. I never bought any of those re-usable plastic ones. They were expensive and probably wouldn't save me a dime in my lifetime. Now, I wish I'd bought some.
 
   We have fava beans, scallions, kale, lettuce, rosemary, oregano, parsley, radishes, rhubarb, spinach, and strawberries ready to harvest. That sounds great!
 
   The only thing I know about fava beans is that Hannibal Lecter wants them with “a nice chianti” and your liver. 
 
   I'm a mom, not a chef. I don't know all those fancy recipes. 
 
   I'll make several large jars of strawberry jam and I'll freeze what's left over since we're desperate for canning jars. I'll plug my big dehydrator into the generator power strip and dry the herbs.
 
   Well, I think I'll head out and see what the men are doing. I dread their leaving. I'll be on pins and needles until they get back safely. See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs went to TSC for bushel baskets and clothing. They were throwing blue jeans into bushel baskets when a loud “Hello” came from the front of the store. Pop whispered to Mr. Hobbs to sneak around the shelving and cover his back while he went to find out who was there. 
 
   Pop went toward the front and peeked out from behind a shelving unit. He saw a man standing at the front doors. The man had a long rifle and was ready to aim and fire if he needed to. 
 
   Pop shouted from behind a shelf full of Mane and Tail, “Who's there?” The man quickly replied “I'm Willy Spears. My family lives around here and we're not lookin' for trouble. We just wanted to find out who you are. I saw your truck up here last week.”
 
   Pop answered “I'm Pop, and my other friends can introduce themselves when they come out from behind all these shelves. Are you friendly? Is your family starving?” Mr. Spears took a couple of steps back and said “We're friendly and we're not starvin'. Like I said, we just wanted to find out who you are. If I'm botherin' ya, I'll be on my way.”
 
   Pop said “Hold up, I'm comin' out.” He could see Mr. Hobbs crouched behind a shelf, and motioned for him to move up a few rows. Pop took a deep breath and got ready. He stepped out from behind the shelf of Mane and Tail just in time to see Willy Spears lying on the ground, being gobbled up by a woman HDI.
 
   Willy Spears was kicking and trying to scream, but the HDI had removed his voice box with her teeth. Pop drew his pistol and took her out of this world. He ran to Willy Spears and bent down beside him. Mr. Spears pointed down the road before his hand dropped to the pavement and the light faded from his frightened eyes. Pop stood up and shot Willy Spears through the forehead. He looked around for more HDI's. There were none to be seen
 
   Mr. Hobbs came up to join Pop outside the front doors. He was looking around the area when he saw movement from a small bundle of cloth a few feet away from the “eliminated” woman HDI. He used the end of his rifle barrel to push aside a flap on top of the wiggling, snarling bundle. It was an infant HDI.
 
   Pop walked up beside him and said a little prayer. Then, he shot the infant HDI in the head. There was almost nothing left, and Mr. Hobbs called Ralph right there in the parking lot. After he pulled himself together, Pop said “We gotta find that man's family and tell 'em what happened.” Mr. Hobbs said his knees started knocking right then and there.
 
   They loaded the baskets and clothing into the truck bed and headed in the direction Mr. Spears had pointed.
 
   They slowly drove down the road, yelling “We’re lookin' for Ms. Spears” out the windows. They shot three HDI's before a voice stopped them about a half mile from TSC. 'Who's lookin' for her?” the voice yelled. Pop yelled that he had a message from her husband.
 
   A slim young woman stepped out the door of a little brick house on the left. She motioned to someone at the side of the house, and a young man came around to join her. They began walking toward the truck. Both of them were loaded for bear.
 
   When they were within two or three feet of the truck door, the woman asked what the message was. The young man had his finger on his pistol trigger and Pop got nervous, but tried to remain calm. He told them what happened and asked if they were okay.
 
   “Thank you for lettin' us know, sir” the woman said. Pop could see tears welling up in her eyes. 
 
   She turned her back to the truck, grabbed the young man by the arm, and walked toward the house. She whispered something to the young man and he turned and shouted “We're fine, don't worry about us.” They went in the door of the little brick house and the area was silent. Pop sat there for about 30 seconds before he put it in drive and headed home.
 
   Mr. Hobbs didn't come out of his bachelor cabin for lunch. 
 
   Pop sat down and ate his lunch in silence. He told me what happened while I was sitting on the back porch, smoking a cigarette, after lunch. I couldn't speak. I put my cigarette out and went back inside to clean up from lunch. Pop stayed there.
 
   I'm curious about the family, but I'm not planning to visit. We couldn't feed them and I don't wanna give away our location.
 
   We have lots of jeans and shirts in lots of different sizes. We have novelty socks and underwear with names like “John Deere” and “Remington” on them. Most of the shirts are long sleeved, but we can cut the sleeves off for summer. 
 
   Rick and Ian were jumping for joy because they were still wearing the uniforms they arrived in. They've been washing their underwear in the creek and hanging them to dry t night. I wondered if they were turning red from the Alabama dirt and clay in the creek.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs got quite a number of bushel baskets. I saw Pop grab one and head to the garden a few minutes ago.
 
   The stash crew is all over the place, getting ready to head out before dawn tomorrow. They're checking and re-checking their weapons, vehicles, and backpacks. Mick has a battery operated GPS and it actually works. I guess HDI's didn't fly to outer space and gobble up the satellites. 
 
   They took CB radios from the big rigs and set them up in the house, Jeep, and delivery truck. I have no idea how long we'll be able to communicate. There's a long list of “code words” sitting on the desk beside the CB and Carisa decided to join Rebecca as an official radio monitor. 
 
   Soo, Jeremy, and Jason will take turns on watch and one of the women will be with them.
 
   I'm going out to the garden to see what Pop is harvesting.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   Mick's lying in bed but he's not asleep. I can tell by the rhythm of his breathing.
 
   He's a little nervous about heading out tomorrow, and he’s been clinging to me for the past couple of hours. I've been clinging back. I'm already worried sick and probably won't sleep a wink.
 
   Luke and Larson brought three fresh and two frozen bunnies in the house before supper. Mr. Hobbs showed them how to clean the fresh ones, but the frozen ones need to thaw overnight. Marisa asked if I'd stop calling them “bunnies” and start calling them “rabbits” 'cause it sounds weird to say we're having bunnies for supper.
 
   The boys also brought in six large quail and a baseball hat full of quail eggs. We cleaned the birds and put them in the freezer downstairs. We put the eggs in the refrigerator. 
 
   The pile of meat in the refrigeration trailer looks tiny. I began thinking about freezer burn and put the plastic wrapped venison in a few of the tubs we took from the restaurant. There's no such thing as a freezer bag fairy... darn it.
 
   I told Luke, Larson, and Deuce to hunt and set more snares. They seemed happy to have a mission all to themselves. I also warned them to stay together because there’s probably HDI's in the woods. They looked a little frightened. I think they'll stay together.
 
   Jason will still be hunting deer, but don't tell the boys.
 
   Pop got almost two bushel baskets of fava beans. They're sitting in the kitchen waiting for me to go through my canning books and figure out what to do with them. I'm hoping we can dry them and store them in the pantry. It'll save canning jars.
 
   I have the dehydrator loaded with basil leaves and they should be done tomorrow morning. I can store them in plastic Rubbermaid containers. I have lots of those containers. I think I have several packs that haven't even been opened. They're not the freezer kind so we'll use them for spices and other stuff.
 
   Josie's doing better but she has a little problem. I asked her if it would be okay for me to write about it because I'm trying to keep an accurate record of what we're going through. She said she didn't give a hoot.
 
   She has a fever because of a tear on her “bottom” she got when she was raped. Hisa had to sew it up and now it's infected. She's cleaning it herself, and Hisa still has her on antibiotics. Hisa's not really worried about it and believes it'll heal with no problem. 
 
   I was there when Rick and Ian asked what was causing the fever. She told them her “ripped up butthole was infected.” They suddenly decided to get out of there and find work to do. Hisa laughed with me and Josie 'til we were all in tears.
 
   I noticed that Ian and Rick were wearing new jeans and shirts at supper tonight. I'm glad they have clothes now, but we all need more. Rebecca has a couple tubs of summer clothing in her bedroom at the Masterson house. Jason said he'll take her to get them after the men leave. I asked Deuce if he had any, and he said there were several tubs in his walk-in closet. I'll ask Jason to get those as well.
 
   My family has lots of summer clothes but everyone else needs some except for Deuce and Rebecca. We also have plenty of winter clothes and again, everyone will need those as well. 
 
   We need to start lootin' houses again and take all the clothes we find along with the food. We need all the quilts, comforters, and blankets we can find before winter comes again.
 
   I wasn't surprised to find out that Elaine can sew. She said she can make clothes out of curtains, so we'll take any we find.
 
   Mick just sighed and that's a signal for me to get off this stupid computer and get in bed,
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, March 24
 
   They're gone. They left right before dawn and were prepared as they could be. Now, the worrying starts. It's only 25 freakin' miles but it seems a lot farther than that. I pray they don't run into a fake military group.
 
   Maybe they'll be back before supper.
 
   Jason and Rebecca are at the Masterson house, gathering clothes. I asked for all the bed linens and towels. Rebecca told Jason they should take the goat trailer because there’s a lot of bed linens, clothes, and towels. That sounded great to me.
 
   Soo and Elaine are on watch out front and Pop is on watch with Luke out back. Rona went back to her motorhome right after the men pulled out. I'm sure she's worrying as much as I am. 
 
   Carisa's sitting in the radio building and has made contact with the men already.. They said they'll check in again when they get close to the stash. That could be any minute, I'm guessing.
 
   Mr. Hobbs is in the garden harvesting whatever he can. 
 
   I need to get out to the kitchen, unload the dehydrator, and start a load of parsley. 
 
   Carisa brought up a large garbage bag full of pint-sized plastic containers last night. I'll be filling one of them with dried basil leaves this morning. I also need to get my nose in a book and find out how to preserve fava beans.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   They're safe and on their way home. They had trouble with a few HDI's, but there was no fake military group to be seen. 
 
   Dane said they got quite a bit from the stash and he'll talk about it when they get here. I can't wait for them to arrive!
 
   Just about everyone is on the front porch, waiting for them. I'm headed there myself. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   The only trouble the men had was driving through a very small town about five miles from the stash. There were HDI's on the street and they had to shoot and drive their way through. Mick said they probably took out about 40 HDI's. Thank the Lord for small towns. I wondered aloud where the rest of their population went. Mick said there were HDI's on the side streets and in several of the shops and buildings but they only took out the ones that were close and blocking their way.
 
   The stash was inside a little rundown shack back in the woods. There was a red X painted on the roof, duh. They had to park on the edge of the woods and carry everything, but the hand dolly made it a lot easier.
 
   The delivery truck held three large tubs of flour, one large tub of sugar, and a large tub of salt. It also held two barrels of sweet sorghum syrup along with six 12-count cases each of corn, green beans, potatoes, beef ravioli, and chili. 
 
   There's a huge box labeled “beef jerky” covered in layers of plastic wrap. There's a case of sauerkraut, a case of dill pickle spears, a case of brown gravy, and a large box full of Jell-O and Jell-O pudding mix in many different flavors. I was drooling over the glass jars full of sauerkraut, gravy, and pickles.
 
   They also got a huge box full of Corel dishes and mugs along with two nice propane grills. 
 
   Rounding out the delivery truck was a 50 lb propane, two 100 lb propane tanks, three M16's (yeah baby), a large tub of .223 ammo, 6 hand grenades , a tub of .45 ammo, and several pieces of what Rick says is a M79 grenade launcher. A GRENADE LAUNCHER?
 
   The Jeep held a large amount of medical supplies. There were several more rifles and pistols, and ammunition to go with them. Mick said they found 20 National Guard uniforms but Rick thought it would be a bad idea to have them on the compound..
 
   This was a good haul and we're very happy to have it. It may not sound like much, but we probably added on a good one or two weeks to our food supplies. The flour, sugar, and salt will last a lot longer than that. 
 
   There's a bus full of gypsy traders behind the trailer fence. They pulled up right before dark and Samuel asked if they could hide the bus behind the trailers and camp overnight. Of course, we said yes. We saw firelight from their charcoal grill about an hour after they parked. I need to find out if they have anything for Lisa’s birthday.
 
   I didn't get the fava beans taken care of but I found instructions for them. We'll blanch them and freeze them in plastic containers.
 
   Jason and Rebecca brought the goat trailer home full of clothes and linens. 
 
   I think Luke and Larson can wear some of Deuce's clothes and Rebecca can share hers with several of the girls. Most of Mr. Masterson's clothes are fancy, but Elaine says she’ll make something of them. She'll also alter Mrs. Masterson's clothes. They brought quilts, comforters, and a good number of towels and sheet sets. They brought home a huge amount of cloth dinner napkins and Elaine says she can make summer blouses and halter tops with them.
 
   Right before dark, Jeremy took out two HDI's in the big field across the road. One of them was walking on his knees because he had no legs and feet below them.
 
   The men will take the HDI bodies to the power lines tomorrow morning and burn them. I bet they came out of the woods when they heard Jason and Rebecca at the Masterson house.
 
   Fence work will resume tomorrow. I think the men are looking forward to it. They should be able to get a lot done since most of them will be here.
 
   Mick's finally sleeping and I'm heading out to the porch for my last cigarette of the day. I have 11 cigarettes left. I'm gonna miss those terrible little coffin nails.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, March 25
 
   I wanna scream but... oh, hell... THERE ARE 15 BABY CHICKENS IN THE COOP! They're yellow, fluffy, and adorable. Go Rusty! He's an awesome rooster. 
 
   I hope at least half of them are female. Soo said it'll be a few weeks 'til we know for sure. I'm sending a big thank you up to Jesus that we have baby chicks.
 
   I have no idea what to do with them. Soo's gonna take care of it. We're gonna need more chicken feed and Mick says there's none at the milling company. Pop said they would eat garden scraps so we'll make sure to pick some out of the pigs bucket for them. 
 
   Nana and Elaine made sausage biscuits for breakfast. They put out several jars of jam for those who didn't want sausage. 
 
   Last year, I bought several pork roasts when they were on sale. I ground them up, added a few spices, and made sausage from a recipe I found on a YouTube video. I fried the sausage patties and canned them in some of my tall canning jars. I was able to get nine patties in each jar. Nana used several jars for breakfast. No one complained, and we emptied more canning jars to re-use.
 
   Josie came in for breakfast today. She says she's anxious to get on the duty rosters. She's gonna have scars across her back from the lashings she took. She says she's lucky to have her life and anyone who's turned off by her scars is not worth the time of day. 
 
   Kevin was on watch out front and saw two pickup trucks driving slowly down the road. That made everyone nervous and, of course, Mick will worry about it all day. I'll be right there with him.
 
   Rick and Ian are building a pig pen attached to what's left of the shed at Marisa and Jason's house. The pigs will have a lot more room and can root for acorns and whatever else pigs root for. 
 
   Ian said they'll have the pen finished before lunch, then they'll help with the fence.
 
   I'm thinking about going back to all the refrigerators to look for pickle jars and other glass jars we can use for canning. I'm sure we won't enjoy it but we can clean and disinfect them before using them. Actually, we must do it. We need jars desperately.
 
   Samuel came up the hill and told Marisa that they'll be leaving in an hour or so. I need to get down there and see what I can find for Lisa. I have no idea what to use for trading. We need every speck of food we have. Maybe they'll take water or dried basil. I suppose I can offer them a pint container of salt.
 
   I'm heading down there now. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   I couldn't find a darn thing for Lisa's birthday. I traded the Gypsies a barrel of water for two jars of Uncle Scott's Liver Pate' and two boxes of instant mashed potato flakes.
 
   Shawna told me that Lisa likes weapons and camping. 
 
   I pulled out a nice backpack, took it to Rick and Ian, and told them to make a “killer bug-out bag.” They started digging through boxes and tubs right away. Shawna said that Lisa will love it. 
 
   Jesse and Jeremy came home with a trailer load of square bales. They ate lunch, unloaded the hay into one of the trailers, and left to get a second load. They're gonna continue to look for hay until they run out of places to look or all the trailers are full.
 
   They looted a house several yards from the hay barn. The windows were boarded up and there were two fresh graves beside the house. There was a man HDI inside and Jeremy said he was somewhat “fresh.” It took two bullets to put him down for good.
 
   They brought home a small amount of home-canned food and 24 empty quart jars. Jeremy said the sheets were disgusting and had blood all over them, but he'd grab them on their second trip if I wanted him to. I declined the sheets.
 
   They also brought home a 12 gauge shotgun and a half-full box of shells.
 
   Dane and Kevin went out for another load of logs. Rick and Ian finished the pig pen and took their places working on the fence.
 
   Larson brought in four more quail. Rona cleaned them and added them to the freezer with the others.
 
   Pop and Mr. Hobbs are almost ready to start planting seeds in the garden near the pools. Pop said they need to rake the ground two more times before planting. I hear the tractor at the bottom of the hill so I guess they're working on it now.
 
   I just heard gunshots! I pray it's the boys getting quail, but I'm going out to check anyway. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   It wasn't the boys getting quail.
 
   Two pickup trucks stopped at the front gate and four teenage boys got out. They motioned to Mr. Hobbs and Pop who were working in the garden. Mr. Hobbs headed toward the gate on the Kubota. Pop was walking, so he was good distance behind. 
 
   Rona and Deuce were on watch duty and they started down the hill to find out who they were and what they wanted.
 
   Pop saw one of the boys swipe his hand across his throat, indicating that he wanted Mr. Hobbs to cut the engine so they could talk to him. Mr. Hobbs cut the engine, climbed down off the tractor, and began walking toward the gate. Pop panicked and yelled at him to get behind the tractor, but I guess he didn't hear him.
 
   Rona and Deuce were almost down the hill and Pop was standing behind the Kubota, aiming his pistol toward the gate when one of the boys propped his arm on the shoulder of the boy in front and used a .357 Magnum to shoot Mr. Hobbs in the chest. He fell to the ground.
 
   Rona motioned to Deuce to hit the ground and he dropped like a rock. Rona and Pop began shooting toward the boys, and two of them fell to the ground within seconds. The remaining two jumped inside the front pickup truck. The tires squealed as they drove away. Pop says he put at least two bullets through the rear window of the pickup but it kept going.
 
   Rona sent Deuce running toward Clinic Diane. 
 
   Pop and Rona ran to Mr. Hobbs who was lying on the ground in a pool of blood. Several of us began running down the hill, and Hisa came running from Clinic Diane with a black bag in her hand. She passed a few of us and made it to Mr. Hobbs several seconds before we got there. Pop was bent over him and holding his hand. 
 
   The buttons flew off his shirt as Hisa ripped it open to look at the wound. She sat back on her heels and looked up at the rest of us. I saw no hope on her face.
 
   Mr. Hobbs pulled Pop closer and whispered to him. His hand went limp in Pop's hand and he laid his head on the ground and left this world.
 
   Elaine was screaming and crying at the top of her lungs. She said “dad? Dad? DADDY!” as she shook him. “No daddy! You’re gonna be fine, get up, it's gonna be okay” she screamed. The rest of us were crying as well. Hisa grabbed her by the shoulder and told her that her Daddy was already gone. Elaine started wailing just as Dane and Kevin pulled up in the log truck.
 
   Dane's jumped from the cab and ran straight to Elaine. He looked to the rest of us for an explanation and Rona gave him a short, tearful version. 
 
   He picked up Elaine and started walking. She laid her head on his shoulder as he carried her to Clinic Diane. He bellowed over his shoulder for Hisa to follow 'cause he thought Elaine needed a “sedative or something.” Hisa got up, sighed, and followed them.
 
   Jesse was out getting hay and everyone dreaded the moment he came back. 
 
   Rona sent Rebecca and Valerie up to the house for sheets to wrap Mr. Hobbs' body. We all stood and waited for them to get back. 
 
   Rick and Ian walked up and we told them what happened. They took the sheets from Valerie and wrapped Mr. Hobbs' body. They picked him up and carried him to the porch of the Hobbs house. We'll bury him in the little graveyard tomorrow morning.
 
   Pop waited at the bottom of the hill for Jesse and Jeremy to return. The rest of us went back up the hill and hid with our grief in our bedrooms, motorhomes, and little wooden buildings.
 
   I looked out the front door a couple of hours later and saw the flatbed trailer, stacked full of hay, sitting beside the trailer fence. Pop was no longer at bottom of the driveway. Marisa told me he went to his motorhome and would only allow Nana inside.
 
   He came in for supper and ate in silence before heading back to the motorhome for the night. 
 
   Hisa came for supper plates to take back to Josie, Dane and Elaine. She said Elaine was in serious emotional distress and won't let go of Dane's arm. I don't know where Jesse went. We didn't see him at supper time.
 
   Mick's asleep in the recliner and I'm crawling into my bed. I wonder when I'll wake up from this hellish nightmare.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   
Wednesday, March 26
 
   1:10 AM...
 
   Yes, you read that correctly. It's currently 1:10 AM.
 
   Two hours ago, the Gypsy Trader's bus stopped at the driveway and one of them laid on the horn for about two minutes until Mick and Jason got down there to find out who was honking.
 
   It was dark and drizzling rain. Mick and Jason could only see the bus silhouette. When they got close enough to see the colorful bus, they went straight to the door.
 
   Samuel's dying. He was shot by two teenage boys is a pickup truck. The teenage boys were parked on the side of the road with the truck hood raised. One of them was lying on the ground in front, and the other was sitting on his knees beside him. 
 
   Samuel thought something bad had happened to them and he stopped the bus to see if he could render aid. As soon as he stepped on the middle stair, one of the boys raised a pistol and shot him in the chest. Samuel fell backwards on the deck beside the driver’s seat.
 
   The boy stepped up on the first step and declared that he was taking the bus and everything inside. He waved his pistol around in the air and screamed “Get yer asses out.”
 
   Isaac stood from the front seat on the passenger side and swung a Guitar as hard as he could toward the boy's face. The blow knocked the boy out the door and onto the ground. Isaac quickly closed the door, jumped in the driver’s seat, and got outa there. 
 
   When he was sure their attackers could no longer see the bus, Isaac took left turns and right turns, and put some distance between themselves and the main road. He stopped behind an abandoned warehouse in an unfamiliar area and tried to stop the bleeding. The bullet hit Samuel in the left middle torso underneath his heart. Isaac said he thought he could hear broken ribs rubbing together when they moved him. There was no exit hole on his back. 
 
   After an hour of screaming and twisting in agony, Samuel passed out. Isaac checked his pulse, and he was still alive. The only medic that the group knew of was Hisa, so Isaac started the bus and tried to find his way out of unfamiliar territory. He knew Kapper Hill was 45 miles away and he knew he had to drive through the area where the two survivor groups are at war. He was scared to death. 
 
   The bus has one working headlight and Isaac was having a rough time finding his way back to the main road. It was dark, foggy, and drizzling rain, and it took him two hours to find his way. 
 
   He stopped twice to check Samuel's pulse and found that he was still alive but his breathing had begun to sound rattled. He stopped a third time because he had no choice. They had to re-fuel. It took several minutes to get their five-gallon fuel cans emptied into the tank. Isaac was pacing. He knew he needed to get Samuel here fast, and time was flying by. 
 
   I suppose both of the warring survivor groups were staying in because Isaac made it through the area with no problems. 
 
   Hisa has Samuel in Clinic Diane. The look on her face told me that there's no hope. Hisa can't do that kind of surgery, especially since she failed to re-inflate Samuel's lung with the equipment Josie's doctor left. She told us to get out of Clinic Diane and send in Samuel's grandchildren. All we can do now is wait. 
 
    
 
   10:00 AM... 
 
   We buried Mr. Hobbs in the rain today and it was heart-breaking. Dane had to drive Elaine and Jesse over to the little graveyard in the Jeep. She refused to walk.
 
   Pop's voice broke as he said words over the grave. Whenever I hear Pop choke up, I choke up with him. It was even worse this time 'cause I was already choked up and crying my eyes out. He cleared his throat and, somehow got through it. 
 
   Pop repeated the last words Mr. Hobbs had spoken. He said “Never fear, my good friend. I lived an amazing life and now I'm headed home. Do one thing for me… Survive.” Poignant? Indeed. 
 
   Samuel's holding on but Hisa says it won't be long. His grandchildren are there with him. Hisa gave him something from the ckd's drug stash for the pain and he's stopped screaming. 
 
   Hisa's sitting in the lawn chair outside the clinic. I noticed that she'd been crying. She asked for a cigarette and I gave her one. I'm worried about her. She has a huge weight on her shoulders and I don't think we've given her enough credit. 
 
   She wants an assistant to train in advanced first aid. I think Soo is feeling the burden as well. He often sends yearning looks her way. I'll speak to him and find out if he knows of something we can do. Maybe the girls and/or boys can take turns being her assistant. Actually, we all need to do it. We all need to be trained. 
 
   We had cold cereal because no one felt like cooking. Some folks didn't come in for breakfast. . 
 
   Jesse is spending the day with his mom and Dane. He stood straight and tall at his grandfather's funeral service. He was holding his grandfather's rifle. I didn't even see him cry and I pray he's not holding it in. 
 
   Mick and the rest of the men are working on the fence. 
 
   Pop's in the motorhome and Nana says he's napping. I didn't realize what close friends he and Mr. Hobbs had become until today. I guess that spending hours a day working on a food supply to keep your family alive can make close friends out of any two people you throw together. 
 
   I'm gonna head out and help Nana and Marisa get laundry done. It's stopped raining and we can hang it on the line to dry. 
 
   See ya later. 
 
    
 
   3:00 PM... 
 
   Samuel is gone. He passed away in his sleep about two hours ago. His grandchildren asked that he be buried in our little graveyard and, of course, we said yes. Kevin is there with the backhoe, digging another grave. We'll have the memorial service at 4:00. Oh Lord, will this never end? 
 
   The remaining Gypsy Traders will be spending the night here to meet and decide what they're going to do without Samuel. 
 
   We're having a meeting after they go back to the bus tonight. We need to decide whether or not we should ask them to stay. We all need to be in on this decision because, basically, we'll have to cut back our food portions if they decide to stay. I thought I'd be able to turn people away. Now, I'm not so sure. 
 
   My conscience and heart are tugging at me, telling me we can afford to keep them all. My brain is telling a different story. SHUT UP, BRAIN! Try a little tenderness, OKAY? 
 
   Anyway, I'm gonna get ready for the service and make sure we have enough food for supper afterwards. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM... 
 
   They say “When it rains, it pours.” 
 
   They say “Tuck in your feathers and weather the storm.” Blah, blah, blah. 
 
   Well, “They” aren't here... We are. I wanna smack “they” in the head and tell them to mind their own business and stop interfering in ours. 
 
   We were holding the service for Samuel, and Pop was reading from a letter his grandchildren had written. Elaine and Jesse were they only ones not in attendance and everyone understood. 
 
   The sun was sinking lower in the sky when we placed Samuel's body into the ground. The remaining Gypsy Traders began to cover his body with dirt using their hands and other small tools. They wouldn't allow Kevin to bury him using the backhoe and we all understood. We stayed close as they buried him by hand. 
 
   The Gypsy Trader bus was sitting near the grave site. Isaac used the painted license plate as a headstone at the top of the grave.
 
   Everyone turned to leave and I saw Samuel's granddaughter lying on the grave. She was quietly crying and talking to her deceased grandfather like he was still there. I headed toward her because I'm a mom and she's a lost child. That's what mom's do. 
 
   I bent down beside the grave and opened my mouth to say something and try to comfort her. Movement from across the creek caught my attention and I looked up. 
 
   For a moment, I was confused and didn't understand what I was seeing. The mountainside was moving towards us. I thought the whole mountainside was moving, but it wasn't. 
 
   It was HDI's and there were too many to count. I screamed at the top of my lungs for Carisa to get the kids and run as fast as she could back through the gate. Jason screamed that he would get the kids. He scooped them up and practically threw them past the gate. I saw Carisa and Merry holding their hands and running up the hill before Mick grabbed my arm and began pulling me backwards. 
 
   Every man and woman there had weapons. We never step out the door without them. Mick was firing into the horde as he was pulling me toward the hill. Everyone began firing, trying to keep the horde from crossing the creek. 
 
   I saw Samuel's granddaughter still lying on his grave. I yanked my arm out of Mick's hand to go get her. 
 
   Mick was screaming as I ran toward the girl. I was almost there when Isaac ran past me and scooped her up like a rag doll. I turned, and was running for the gate, when I heard a girl scream.
 
   About 10 feet in front of the Gypsy Trader Bus was Valerie, and an HDI was almost upon her. I raised my Glock and took that sucker out. His replacement stepped up to try and complete the job. 
 
   I screamed at Valerie to get on the bus with the Gypsy Trader girls. Suddenly, I was hit from behind. I lunged forward but was able to keep my feet underneath me and I continued to run. I made it past the bus and looked around the corner to see what hit me. There were four HDI's almost upon me. I turned to run toward the gate again and several HDI's came from behind the bus. 
 
   I didn't have time to make it to the bus door, so I dropped to the ground and rolled underneath. HDI's dropped to the ground as well, but they didn't roll. They just laid there stretching their arms toward me, snarling, growling, and howling. I thought my head was gonna cave in from the sound of that howling. 
 
   The bus was bouncing above my body and I realized that people on the bus were screaming and jumping around. 
 
   I could hear, what sounded like, hundreds of gunshots and I was praying that they were all hitting their marks but I could only see HDI faces around the bottom of the bus, looking in at me. 
 
   Two HDI's had dropped to the ground close enough that they were able to brush their bloody, goo covered hands on my pants leg and shoe. It happened once and I immediately took them out. I wasn't about to give them another chance. 
 
   I began shooting HDI faces all around the base of the bus. Anytime I saw a face, I shot it. I was scared to death that one of my bullets was gonna ricochet off a wheel or low part of the bus and come back to haunt me. 
 
   The bus was still bouncing and bullets were still flying when I shot the last “living” HDI face I could find. 
 
   I felt like I was in a vacuum and the gunshots outside were far away. I realized I was hyperventilating and had to employ old breathing techniques to get my panic attack under control.
 
   I laid there in the dirt, breathing in my nose and out my mouth, listening to gunfire and trying to direct my mind toward more pleasant thoughts. I was in the middle of the wonderful memory of Amber's birth when I suddenly realized the gunfire had stopped and the bus was no longer bouncing.
 
   I could hear calm voices outside, and started screaming “Get me the hell outa here!” I heard surprise in one of the voices when it started yelling “mrr bll mm rrr wyy.”
 
   Suddenly, HDI faces were moving again. They were traveling away from me. It was surreal. 
 
   Mick looked underneath the bus. “You in there?” he asked. I banged my head on the undercarriage getting out from under that bus and into his arms. I was covered in dirt and black oil, and probably looked like an HDI myself. Mick didn't care. He wrapped me in his arms and gave me the best kiss of my life.
 
   One of the young men from the Gypsy Trader group was lost to HDI's. He was new to the group and had only been with them for two weeks. His name was Dawson and he had just turned twenty-one. They buried him in the dark, surrounded by HDI bodies.
 
   Valerie has a long scratch on her arm and it looks inflamed. Hisa practically threw antibiotics down her throat and dragged her to Clinic Diane to clean the wound. Valerie doesn't know whether an HDI got her, or if she scratched it on a sharp edge from the bus.
 
   Isaac was inside the bus with five women and girls including Hisa. He and two of the women ran from window to window with rifles and pistols, shooting HDI's and trying not to shoot anyone else.
 
   Luke, Larson, and Deuce climbed the trailer fence and stood on top. They methodically took out HDI's using the scopes on their rifles. Luke said he took out fourteen. The other two boys said they didn't keep count of how many they took out but they're sure it's more than fourteen.
 
   Pop shoved Nana through the gate and took cover behind the fence. He shot from there. He said he was sure he got more than fourteen. He grinned and ruffled Luke's hair.
 
   Rona, Josie, Lisa, and Marisa took cover in the old Peterson shed and shot HDI's from the doorway.
 
   Mick, Jason, Dane, Shawna, Soo, Rick and Ian were running all over the place, shooting with both rifles and pistols. Their eyes were wide and red rimmed. They had outrageous amounts of energy and they were flushed and breathing fast from the excitement of battle. .
 
   Dane has a new “club” that he took from a policeman HDI's body. It has a handle and looks pretty darn mean. He's in love with the thing. 
 
   The fence work will wait until cleanup is finished tomorrow. 
 
   I took a shower in Pop's motorhome and he didn't stop me. It took almost half a bottle of Dawn dish soap to get all the oil off my body and out of my hair. I smell like a freshly washed fryin' pan.
 
   We didn't have our meeting about the Gypsy Traders. I don't know what anyone thinks of the idea. I guess I'll find out tomorrow.
 
   I'm gonna hit the bed and pray for no more days like today. I think I'll follow up on that kiss Mick gave me.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, March 27
 
   I woke up this morning and realized it's Lisa's birthday. I made a butterscotch cake and hid it in the dining room cupboard before everyone arrived. I still need to add frosting, but it has to cool completely so the frosting doesn't run off. I'll use butterscotch frosting and it'll be a butterscotch smorgasbord. Shawna said that Lisa loves butterscotch.
 
   Rick brought Lisa's gift inside this morning. That sucker weighs a good 30 or 40 pounds. It's sitting beside my computer desk and I have no idea how to wrap it. I definitely don't have a gift bag large enough. I think I'll cover it with ribbons and bows tied to all the little straps and pockets.
 
   The men are doing clean-up. I'm pretty sure several of them have already lost their oatmeal. Soo and Rick have taken one load of bodies to the power lines already.
 
   We haven't seen the Gypsy Traders yet. They're still at the bottom of the hill. The women all agreed that we should let them stay here. The men have yet to voice their opinions but I'm sure we'll hear from them by lunch.
 
   Jesse and Elaine both came in for breakfast. Elaine looks a lot better and her eyes were clear. She hustled and bustled around the kitchen like it was any other morning.
 
   Jesse told Jeremy that he wants to go out for hay today. His stature has changed. He's standing straight up and carrying his grandfather's rifle. He kissed his mom on the cheek and told her to stay on the compound before he went out the door. I saw him glance toward Dane and nod before he ran across the lawn to meet Jeremy at the driveway. They turned right when they got through the gate.
 
   Shawna asked Ian to take her on a mission this morning because she wants to get something special for Lisa's birthday. 
 
   Lisa loves blackened fish, so Rick and Shawna are going fishing in a lake nearby. 
 
   Shawna says she's never made Cajun blackened bass or trout and hopes it'll be good. They usually have Cajun blackened salmon for Lisa's birthday but, alas, salmon don't live in the middle of Alabama.
 
   Anyway, I bet we'll all love it.
 
   She plans to re-hydrate onion slices and chopped peppers and mix them with rice. She'll cook the rice and then fry it with the onions in a lot of butter and spices. 
 
   Pop brought in another load of fava beans this morning and I handed them to her and said “here, let's have these with it.” She thought it was a great idea. Carisa and Merry helped shell them and get them ready for cooking while Ian was gathered up fishing equipment and made sure the Jeep was in tip-top shape. He had a spring in his step. Either he's extremely happy to get out of body loading duty, or he likes Shawna a lot. I'm betting on the latter. She's only 18 and he’d better watch out for this Momma Bear!
 
   Dessert tonight will be birthday cake. My mouth is watering.
 
   I'm heading out to frost the cake and talk to Mick about a little side trip for Lisa's birthday. I'm hoping we can take Lisa and Shawna to their grandfather's house to gather whatever they wanna bring back. I also wanna check out the attic. Ian said he'd have Shawna back before lunch.
 
   We'll do laundry when the men come in from cleaning up HDI bodies. I don't wanna wash those clothes with any of our other clothes. I'll probably wash them twice for good measure..
 
   See ya later,
 
    
 
   4:30 PM...
 
   Jeremy and Jesse brought home two loads of hay for a total of six big round bales. They probably weigh 700-800 lbs each and they had to use boards from the barn to roll them up onto the trailer. 
 
   They said there are fifteen more round bales at the farm. They'll head back for more and check out the house while they're at it. Six more round bales will fill up one of the trailers in the trailer fence. We can stuff a few square bales on top and around them.
 
   Isaac and the Gypsy Traders came up the hill before lunch. They asked us to gather around. They had something to say.
 
   Isaac spoke for them all when he thanked us from the bottom of his heart. He said a special “thank you” to Hisa for trying so hard to save Samuel. I was glad to hear that. Hisa is extremely tough and hardworking, but I think I saw tear in the corner of her eye.
 
   He said that the group has decided to “continue doing what they do” but would appreciate it if they could consider Kapper Hill Compound as their home base. We all thought that was a great idea and immediately took a standing vote. It was unanimous. Kapper Hill is now home base to the flower-covered Gypsy bus.
 
   Everyone shook hands while Nana and Rebecca threw together tuna sandwiches for the lot of us. The “Gypsies” had to be coaxed and coerced, but they agreed to stay for lunch.
 
   We ate outside on the porch because the men had HDI goo on their pants. Their shirts were actually pretty clean. Rick suggested early on that they cover themselves with big green garbage bags before body cleanup. I was happy to see that.
 
   Lunch was over and everyone was saying goodbye when I saw movement beside the path to Marisa's house. I immediately screamed “DANGER!” and pointed to the edge of the path.
 
   All of us pulled our weapons and aimed them straight toward the swaying bushes.
 
   Larson's face was bright red when he stepped out of the bushes pulling one of the gypsy girls by the hand. “No danger here” he said “just teenagers.”
 
   The men burst out laughing and a few of the women joined them. Rona and Nana didn't think it was one bit funny, and the last time I saw Larson he was being led by the scruff of his neck toward his parent's motorhome.
 
   Anna, the gypsy girl, giggled and skipped across the grass to join the rest of her group. They headed down the hill, boarded their bus, and waved out the windows as they pulled away. Isaac said to expect them back within 10-12 days.
 
   Fence work didn't happen today. The men spent the entire day cleaning up HDI bodies. They're at the power lines, unloading the last of them right now.
 
   Mick and I took Lisa and Shawna to their grandfather's home so we could check out the attic and let them gather whatever they wanted to bring back. We took the Jeep and headed back to the little neighborhood.
 
   There were a lot more HDI's in the neighborhood. They were walking in and around houses, and along the sidewalk and street. Mick and I shot HDI's while Shawna drove the Jeep into the garage and pulled the door closed. 
 
   HDI's began coming out from around the houses and heading toward the sounds of our gunfire. We were still shooting when Shawna and Lisa opened the front door to let us in. I told all three of them to grab anything they wanted as long as it would fit in the Jeep because we may never be able to return.
 
   Mick and Shawna cleared the house as Lisa and I waited in the living room. It's beautiful in there. It isn't overly fancy, but it’s decorated with high quality, cozy furniture in one small seating area and more elaborate formal furniture in the other. The piano was calling Lisa's name and she lovingly ran her hand across the keys. 
 
   Shawna stuck her head through the doorway and told us the house was clear.
 
   We split up into two groups and agreed that we'd place whatever we planned to take in the game room where the garage entrance was located. Shawna and Lisa headed in one direction and Mick and I headed to the attic.
 
   That attic is huge. I believe the finished part covers the entire house. There were items all around as I stepped through the door, but my eye landed immediately on a well-used cook stove in the far left corner. We need that cook stove for Marisa's house. We'll have to go back for it because we had no way to get it out of there and nothing to carry it in even if the four of us could get it down the stairs. I knew right away that wasn't possible.
 
   We found an old grain mill that looks to be in working condition. We also found a big metal plow. Yep, a big metal plow in the attic of Mr. Wilson’s house. I was amazed. Mick said the plow would have to be left behind to travel with the cook stove. 
 
   There was a lot of clothes in plastic bags along with old handmade quilts, blankets, and comforters. We took them all.
 
   There were two beds with trundles and I thought they would be good for our little wooden buildings. Again, they'll have to wait.
 
   I was almost ready to leave the attic when I noticed a trunk against the wall behind a rack of clothes. I pushed the clothes aside and opened the trunk.
 
   Silver and gold was in that trunk. A LOT of silver and gold. There were gold and silver bars, coins, jewelry, and flatware. The trunk was so heavy that Mick couldn't lift it. 
 
   I grabbed suitcases and tried to divide up that precious metal into manageable weights, I stood at the top of the carpeted stairs and slid them down to Mick who was waiting at the bottom to catch them. He spent quite a bit of time hauling them to the game room.
 
   I went downstairs and waited with Mick in the game room for Shawna and Lisa to finish up.
 
   Mick and I discussed the value of what we'd just found. It's very possible that precious metals will be used as currency in the post-apocalyptic world. Many things can be made from silver and gold. Mr. Wilson had just blessed us again. The first blessing we received from him was Shawna and Lisa.
 
   The girls entered the room with bags full of their personal belongings hanging on both shoulders, as well as several suitcases in their hands. The last things they grabbed were old, worn out, photo albums from a book shelf in the fancy end of the living room. 
 
   We knew we wouldn't have enough room in the Jeep to carry what we'd found and fit the four of us inside as well. 
 
   Shawna suggested that we lay down the back seats and load everything into the rear. She and Lisa would make a run for the gold BMW still sitting in the driveway. She said there should be plenty of gas to get it back to the compound. We all agreed to her plan and began loading the Jeep.
 
   Shawna and Lisa stood at the house entrance and took a lingering look at the house they'd grown up in. “Goodbye house” Shawna said. “We're taking grandfather with us” Lisa added. They closed the door and never looked back
 
   We were ready to head out and Mick quickly opened the garage door. The girls ducked and ran to the BMW. They shot HDI's who were close to the car and jumped inside. Shawna turned key and the engine came to life. Mick was backing out of the garage when I noticed Lisa frantically trying to get our attention. Mick pulled up beside the passenger window and lowed his window a tiny bit to find out what was wrong. 
 
   The fuel gauge was on “E.” Someone had looted the gasoline from the BMW. We had two trusty five-gallon gas cans full and sitting in the front passenger floorboard at my feet. I sent a thank you up to Jesus that Mick had the forethought to move them from the rear floorboard. 
 
   Through cracked windows we decided that Mick, Shawna, and Lisa would shoot HDI's while I dumped gas in the tank of the BMW. It worked incredibly well and we were on our way within 10 minutes. No one was hurt and the only problem we had was our nerves. We headed home and I breathed a sigh of relief when we left the little subdivision of Blanket Cove. I pray that we're able to get back there and retrieve the precious items we left in the attic.
 
   I'm headed out to see if I can help Shawna make supper. Ian enlisted Pop's help to clean the fish. They got an assortment of trout, bass, and big fat brim. Supper's gonna be good. 
 
   I can't wait to give Lisa her birthday bug-out-bag. I covered it in turquoise, pink, and purple ribbons. Rick gave me a list of all the things in the bag. I had no idea what a few of them were and made him explain each one so I don't look like a fool if I have to explain them to Lisa. She probably already knows what everything is because of the survival and camping classes she took in school.
 
   I doubt that I'll be back to write tonight. Lisa wants to plug in the DVD player and watch movies until everyone falls asleep. It's her birthday and we're gonna do exactly what she wants.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, March 28
 
   Home base is now home for good to Isaac and Samuel's grandson, Nicholas.
 
   Soo spotted them walking down the road toward the gate at sunrise this morning. He sounded the danger alarm and Mick took off down the hill with Ian and Rick.
 
   A gang is camped about five miles from here and they have the girls and the bus. Greg and Chastity, were thrown in a pit full of HDI's. Nicholas and Isaac were lucky and smart.
 
   Greg was driving when they came to a normal looking roadblock. Usually, any roadblocks they come across are manned by members of a survivor group they trade with. Greg figured this was no different. He stopped the bus and opened the door.
 
   Isaac was asleep in the recliner at the rear of the bus and woke when the bus stopped. Nicholas was back there, filling a water bottle from their water barrel. The women and girls were spread out all over the front of the bus in bunks and seats.
 
   Isaac saw Greg come backwards up the steps with his hands in the air. “We're just traders!” he loudly said. “We don't wanna fight, we just wanna pass through.”
 
   Greg was almost to the top step when Isaac cracked open the rear door of the bus and tried to pull Nicholas out with him. 
 
   Nicholas was trying to get loose from Isaac's grip so he could go up front and drag his sister, Sabrina, to the rear of the bus.
 
   Suddenly, a shot rang out and Greg fell backwards.
 
   Nicholas scrambled out the door and took off to the woods on the edge of the road with Isaac. They crouched in the tree-line and watched what happened from there. Neither of them was able to grab their weapons before they got off the bus.
 
   They saw a skinny, red headed man dressed in black leather step onto the bus and drag Greg out. Greg landed on the ground. The man stepped over his body and headed up the bus stairs.
 
   Greg wasn't dead. Not by a long shot... and he wasn't undead either. Isaac can only assume that the bullet hit a very large cross pendant Greg always wears around his neck.
 
   Greg came to life and grabbed the tall redhead around the leg. The man fell forward and to the side, slamming his face into the bus door. He screamed “Get him!” toward a large covered military truck. Three men emerged from the front of truck and grabbed Greg by the leg, dragging him away from the bus. 
 
   The tall redhead stood up and spit in Greg's face as he lay on the ground with pistols aimed directly at him. “Whaddya want us ta do with 'im, Red?” one of the armed men said. “Red” told them to keep him there and keep a gun on him while he checked out the bus. 
 
   Red disappeared up the bus steps.
 
   Only a few moments later Sabrina, Isabella, Chastity, and Anna came down the bus stairs with their hands in the air. The three men guarding Greg began shouting obscenities and whistling. They were joined by four additional men from the rear of the truck. Isaac said his brain told him “that makes eight bad guys including Red.”
 
   Greg was allowed to stand and walk with the girls as long as he kept his hands in the air. They were taken behind the truck. 
 
   Isaac thought they were all loaded onto the truck until Nicholas grabbed his arm and pointed through the woods several feet to the right. Isaac could barely see Greg and the girls being forced at gunpoint deeper into the woods. He and Nicholas crouched and crawled towards them.
 
   Nicholas almost stepped right out into a clearing about 50 yards inside the tree-line. Isaac had to grab him and pull him back.
 
   There were five more gang members lounging around the clearing. They had several tents, a small Jeep, a fire pit, and a lot of weapons. Isaac's brain said “that makes thirteen.”
 
   A wild boar was roasting on a long metal rod over the fire. It was being turned by a young girl whom Isaac says couldn't be older than 13 or 14. She was wearing a t-shirt, short skirt, and flip-flops. The gang members touched her and whispered in her ear whenever they walked past. She paid absolutely no attention to them and continued to slowly turn the roasting boar.
 
   Red stood to the side and told his men to lead the girls to a large rock and force them to sit on the ground. As Chastity walked past Red, she lifted a small knife and took a swipe at him. Red grabbed his face. Isaac saw blood coming through his fingers and knew that Chastity would probably pay dearly for what she'd done.
 
   One of Red's cohorts grabbed her wrist and twisted until she dropped the knife. He swung her around in a circle by the arms before slamming her small body into the trunk of a large tree. The impact was loud, and Isaac was terrified that every rib she had was now broken into pieces. 
 
   Chastity curled up into a little ball and was silent. Red bent down to taunt her and she spat in his face. The look on Red's face told Isaac that Chastity was going to die. 
 
   He suddenly heard howling. He grabbed Nicholas and sank further down into the brush and leaves as they frantically looked in every direction for HDI's.
 
   Red's cohorts were laughing and smacking one another on the back. Two of them climbed inside the Jeep and backed it up about 20 feet until it reached the edge of the clearing. They climbed out and joined the remaining members around a large pit. It was covered with a heavy metal screen that had been made by welding together long pieces of re-bar. It was laying over the pit, and the Jeep had been parked on top of it.
 
   Isaac saw HDI arms reaching up through the holes of the screen and he knew what was going to happen.
 
   Nicholas whispered to Isaac that he was gonna go in shooting and get Sabrina out of there. Isaac had to physically hold him back by pushing him to the ground, wrapping both his arms around him, and laying on top while whispering to him and encouraging him to wait until they had a plan.
 
   Isaac said he heard the screen being lifted off the hole with chains. Neither Isaac nor Nicholas saw Greg get thrown into the pit, but they heard him screaming and begging as the gang members dragged him toward it. Chastity was forced to watch, and Greg screamed until he was either dead or devoured by hungry HDI's.
 
   Chastity turned her head and spat in the face of another gang member. She shouted that she's rather be eaten by HDI's than touched by any man there.
 
   The men looked at Red and he nodded his head. 
 
   Chastity was taken inside a small tent only a few yards from Isaac and Nicholas' hiding spot. She laughed and made jokes about the genitals of every man who entered the tent. More than one man came out looking disappointed. Red stood at the tent door, watching, but he didn't go in.
 
   Isaac thought Chastity had gone mad. 
 
   Sabrina, Isabella, and Anna whimpered and clung to one another as Chastity was tortured.
 
   The young girl turning the boar kept on working, turning the boar slowly in her own imagined rhythm. She didn't even look away.
 
   Red whispered something to one of the gang members standing beside him. The gang member went inside the tent and carried Chastity out by her neck and head while the rest of her body dangled beneath her.
 
   She began taking advantage of her free limbs by kicking and swinging punches. The man threw her on the ground and two others tied her feet and hands. Her mouth was taped shut so she'd stop screaming insults and threats at the gang members.
 
   Isaac heard a loud gunshot and thought someone had killed Chastity until he looked over at one of the guards near the pit and saw him throwing an HDI body back inside. He guessed that the HDI had climbed on top of others and crawled out of the pit.
 
   Red dragged Chastity across the ground to the edge of the pit. He whispered something to her, then stood and kicked her into the hole. The HDI's went into a feeding frenzy as the gang members lowered the screen and drove the Jeep on top of it to hold it down.
 
   Isaac almost vomited. He knew he needed to get himself and Nicholas away from there as fast as possible, so he motioned to Nicholas and they quietly headed back to the road.
 
   The bus was gone and Isaac didn't know what to do. 
 
   The military truck was still there and no gang members were around. Isaac looked in the window and saw that the keys were missing. He and Nicholas used knives from their pockets to remove the valve stems from all four tires. A half mile from the military truck, Isaac vomited. Nicholas vomited right along with him.
 
   They went into the tree-line and began walking back to Kapper Hill Compound.
 
   Mick, Dane, Kevin, Ian, Rick, and Isaac are going to get the girls back. There is no talking them out of it. 
 
   Jason, Jeremy, Jesse, Soo, and Pop wanted to go along so bad they could taste it, but Dane very strongly said that the women at Kapper Hill needed them to stay home in case all of them were killed. We need strong men to protect the Compound.
 
   Actually, I don't want to talk them out of it. I want the girls back alive from those filthy beasts. I'm scared to death that my family and friends are heading out to put themselves in danger but we can't leave those girls... We just can't. 
 
   The men will head out on foot after dark tonight.
 
   Isaac says the camp has been there for a while and none of the men expect the gang to leave. They've lived there long enough to dig a pit and probably believe that they're in no danger unless they found the punctured truck tires. They probably ate roast boar last night and celebrated the fact that they had three new girls in camp. Oh my God, the thought of it makes me sick at my stomach.
 
   I am seething. If I actually believed that I had the strength and ability to help fight the gang I would go along. Nicholas is only seventeen years old and has only a small amount of experience with weapons. It took an hour for Mick and Dane to convince him that his sister would have a better chance of staying alive if he stayed here.
 
   Work on the fence is delayed yet again. Mick told me to send the boys out hunting and send Jesse and Jeremy out for hay, but tell them to avoid the direction of the gang’s camp.
 
   It's gonna be a long, worry filled day. See ya later.
 
    
 
   4:00 PM...
 
   Isaac is determined to get the girls back. He shaved his gorgeous afro and is now, bald. He asked us for dark clothing and when we gave it to him, he threw his gypsy clothes in the garbage can. I had to force him to eat lunch and I'll force him to eat supper if I have to. He will need the strength.
 
   They're in the basement, trying to decide which firearms and other weapons to take.
 
   Dane is taking the bow and arrows and a few small explosive devices he put together along with his firearms. 
 
   Jeremy handed Isaac his machete and told him to clean it before he gives it back. Every man will have at least four weapons and extra ammo on his body. They're taking emergency backpacks as well. They've been in the basement since lunch, studying the map Nicholas and Isaac drew and forming their plan.
 
   Shawna and Lisa are cooking venison steaks on the propane grill for the men who are going after the girls. They'll have mashed potatoes and a salad of lettuce, spinach, and green onions covered in Caesar dressing and parmesan cheese. 
 
   I pulled a homemade pecan pie from the freezer. I wanna pack slices in their backpacks so they can eat them as they walk. I think it'll be good to have a meal straight from Mother Nature for their strong hearts as they head to a battle that may be their last. 
 
   The women are having pasta and salad. Carisa and Valerie are toasting bread to cut up into croutons to go on top. I think we deserve that salad. We're also having chocolate pudding made with goat milk.
 
   I'm going out to see what I can do to get everything ready. It'll be dark in about two hours. Good Lord, please give me the strength to watch them walk down that driveway.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   I have a better understanding for women who watch their men go to war. I know it isn't the same thing, but my heart hurts and I imagine its close.
 
   Mick and Kevin said goodbye to the kids before walking out the door. It was horrible and I started crying, watching Marisa, Carisa, Amber and little Michael say goodbye to Mick. Rona was crying watching Luke and Larson say goodbye to Kevin.
 
   The women walked out on the porch to say their goodbyes.
 
   Every man got hugs and well wishes from every woman and man that stayed on the compound.
 
   I didn't wanna let go of Mick. He held me in his arms and whispered in my ear. He told me for the ten-thousandth time how much he loves me and how much his family means to him. He promised to do everything within his power to come home safely and bring everyone with him, including the girls. He held me until we had no choice but to let go. I felt like half of my physical and emotional self was walking down the driveway into the dark. It's the hardest thing I've ever had to do.
 
   We weren't the only two with long, lingering goodbyes. Kevin held Rona. Dane held Elaine. Ian held Shawna. Nicholas clung to Isaac like he couldn't bear to let go. He begged him to bring Sabrina back because she's the only family he has left.
 
   They’re out of sight now. We are all praying. I'm absolutely positive that God is on our side.
 
   I need to get my mind off of this long enough to write, for the record, what Jeremy and Jesse brought home today.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy brought home six more round bales of hay. There are 9 round bales left to get at that particular farm. They looted the house and found several cases of empty canning jars but not one speck of food. I found several jars with chips on the rims which we can’t use, so I'll have to examine every one of them closely. They brought several CD's including artists from my time like Fleetwood Mac, The Eagles, America, The Doors, AC/DC, Back Sabbath, CCR, Led Zeppelin, Lynard Skynard, and more.
 
   The house is quiet. Jason and Marisa are on watch and the little kids are sleeping on the couch in Nana and Pop's motorhome.
 
   I'm not a bit sleepy. I'm headed out to the porch to have my last cigarette and talk with Jason and Marisa.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, March 29
 
   I thought they'd be back by now. It's 5:00 AM. I’m worried. 
 
   Everyone is up and roaming around the house. Nana is teaching Valerie and Rebecca how to make potato cakes from instant potatoes for breakfast. I'm a nervous wreck. 
 
   The sun will be up in a few minutes and Jesse and Jeremy have already left. They went to get the remaining hay from the farm they found. I can't remember how many trips they have left I think they took a big rig and the huge flatbed trailer. Maybe they can get it all in one trip. 
 
   Jason and Soo plan to load four empty diesel barrels in the bed of the Silverado and go to the truck stop to fill them.
 
   Pop said he and Deuce will be working in the garden this morning. There's broccoli, cabbage, spinach, and peas. I've never preserved cabbage or spinach and I'll have to consult my canning books for directions. 
 
   There's a good amount of strawberries ready as well. I'm gonna slice and dry them so we can use them in oatmeal or use them for country style strawberry shortcake. I may put together a couple of strawberry pies to put in the freezer if the harvest is large enough. 
 
   My mind isn't working. It's focused on Mick and how bad I want him back.
 
   I want all of them back and working on the fence. I am sick and tired of all the death, killing, and fear. I'm sick of horrible HDI's. I'm sick of worrying if we have enough of anything you can name.
 
   Josie and Lisa are on watch. I'm going out to sit with them and watch the road for my man to come walking home. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:15 AM...
 
   They're back and all of them are alive including the girls!
 
   They came from the rear of the property about 7:30 this morning. Mick said they took a few twists and turns to throw off their trail to any gang member they might have missed. They walked on the side of the road and out of sight the entire way there. None of the men know exactly how long it took to get there, but they're guessing it was about two hours because they had to stop and take care of a little business before continuing on. 
 
   Approximately a mile from the camp, they were spotted by several HDI's who were standing in a ditch full of stagnant water beside the road. The HDI's began making their way out of the ditch and onto the pavement. 
 
   They didn't shoot because they knew they were very close to the gang camp and were afraid that someone would hear the shots. 
 
   Dane bashed the heads of four HDI's and Rick put a large hunting knife through the skulls of a couple more. Isaac lobbed off the head of one HDI with Jeremy's machete. Rick pushed an HDI to the ground and bashed in its head with his rifle stock. They made sure all the HDI's were down for good and continued on their way.
 
   It wasn't long before Isaac recognized the area and pointed out the dark shape of the military truck several yards ahead. They approached the truck as quietly as they could.
 
   Ian carefully pulled back the flap at the rear and saw a gang member sleeping like a baby inside. They crept up to the cab and looked inside to make sure no one else was there.
 
   Ian softly knocked on the truck fender several times before the gang member woke up, said “Who is it?” and stuck his head out between the flaps. Rick grabbed him by the head and snapped his neck like a number 2 pencil. They dragged his body out of the truck and searched it for weapons or anything useful before leaving him there to rot. “One down, twelve to go” Isaac whispered.
 
   Rick carefully opened the driver’s side door and everyone winced as it creaked. They stood motionless for several seconds before proceeding. Rick climbed in the cab and began searching every space he could think of. He found nothing, and climbed back down. They left the truck door open and headed into the woods with Isaac leading the way.
 
   Rick and Ian pushed the toes of their boots into the ground every few feet until they found a muddy area. They finger painted their faces, necks, and hair with streaks of mud. The remaining men did the same except for Isaac, who needed no mud on his black skin and bald head.
 
   They approached the camp and could hear laughter and talking. They sat back on their heels beside large tree trunks inside the tree-line to study the camp and its occupants.
 
   The half-eaten boar was still over the fire pit and the coals were still hot but the fire had burned down. Several men approached the boar at different times. A young girl was slicing meat from the animal with a huge knife and laying the pieces on paper napkins in each man's hand. She never spoke a word. 
 
   The gypsy girls were nowhere in sight, so the men waited and watched. When the gang members finished eating, the girl walked toward a small tent and picked up several objects from the ground. She headed to the tree-line straight toward Kevin and Dane. She tossed the objects into the trees and turned to walk back to the fire pit. She pulled a small sleeping pad from a pack a few feet away, placed it on the ground beside the fire pit, and laid down on top.
 
   Dane said the objects she tossed almost hit him in the chest. He looked down and saw three long, white objects laying at his feet. As soon as he touched the first one he knew what they were. They were used condoms, and Dane felt rage begin at the top of his head and travel down the entire length of his body.
 
   He motioned to Mick and the crew that he was going to circle around where the tent was sitting. Ian and Rick nodded at him and he went on his way.
 
   He made it to the rear of the tent, laid on his belly, and crawled up close. He used his knife to lift the bottom of the fabric just enough to see inside. 
 
   One of the girls was laying on a large blanket. There were lit candles sitting on tops of buckets at each side of the tent. The girl on the blanket was not moving. Dane felt a chill on his body in the muggy heat.
 
   He almost lifted the fabric higher to crawl in and get her when the front flap on the tent opened and a man entered. The man ordered the girl up on her hands and knees and he went behind her and dropped his pants. 
 
   When the gang member's knees hit the ground with his back facing the rear of the tent, Dane quietly slid underneath the fabric, got up on his knees, and slit the creep's throat.
 
   Blood gushed from the wound and landed on the girl's back. The piece of crap made gurgling sounds as he died and Dane put his hand over the man's mouth until his body stopped moving and he fell limp to the ground.
 
   Dane looked at the girl and put his finger to his lips to motion her to stay quiet. He saw recognition in her eyes and felt confident that she wouldn't utter a sound. He slid back underneath the rear of the tent and dragged the dead man with him. As soon as the man's body cleared the tent, the girl slid out behind it and Dane led her into the woods. He left the dead man's body there to rot.
 
   “Two down, eleven to go” Dane whispered as he passed Kevin while carrying the young girl in his arms.
 
   He left her on the opposite side of the road in thick brush and told her he would be back but he had to get the remaining girls. She nodded, and he crept back across the road and into the woods. 
 
   He took his spot beside Kevin and sat there, waiting and watching. Kevin had already motioned to the other men that Dane had killed another one. Everyone would know there were eleven left.
 
   Mick was on his knees beside a large maple when two gang members came bursting through the trees behind him. He said they came within a foot of the tree dragging a live HDI behind them. Mick said the close call gave him “major pucker factor.”
 
   The gang members dragged the HDI to the pit, moved the Jeep back several feet, and lifted the corner of the grate. They cut the ropes on the HDI's hands and feet and kicked him into the pit. They put everything back in place and went to get their roasted boar supper from the young girl beside the fire.
 
   Mick decide to check another small tent near the edge of the clearing. He belly crawled, crouched, and took cover behind trees as he made his way around the edge of the clearing and stopped at the rear of the tent to watch and listen. He was just in time to see a gang member leave the tent.
 
   He heard soft crying coming from inside. He carefully lifted the rear of the tent a couple of inches, looked inside, and crawled underneath. The girl inside was Sabrina and she almost screamed when she saw him. He grabbed her, put his hand over her mouth, and whispered “shhh” in her ear. 
 
   It took a few seconds before he saw recognition in her eyes. He led her out the rear of the tent and carried her to the road. 
 
   He couldn't find the exact spot where Dane left the other girl, so he asked Sabrina to walk along the road, whispering for her. The young lady stood up from behind a large bush and motioned for Sabrina to join her.
 
   Mick left the girls, headed back to the camp, and squatted beside Rick to watch and wait.
 
   They believed that the last girl had to be inside the large tent. 
 
   While they were waiting, two gang members headed to the woods in Ian's direction. They were laughing and unbuckling their belts as they walked into the trees with a roll of toilet paper stuck in their armpits.
 
   A few minutes went by before Mick saw Ian lean out, hold up two fingers, and slide his hand across his neck. Isaac was nearby and leaned in to whisper in Mick's ear “Four down, nine to go.”
 
   Isaac was preparing to sneak around to the rear of the tent when he saw Red standing beside the doorway. 
 
   Red stomped out a cigarette, took a swig from a large bottle of alcohol, and headed inside. A couple of minutes went by before a female voice screamed in terror. The gang members milling around the camp began laughing and making obscene jokes. “Red likes 'em bloody and scared” one of the gang members said, and the others chuckled and nodded their heads in agreement.
 
   Isaac lost control. He charged from the tree-line, roaring like a lion and heading straight toward the large tent with his pistol and machete raised in the air. He shot two gang members in the head before they even knew what was happening. Isaac screamed at the top of his lungs “SIX DOWN, SEVEN TO GO!” as he entered the tent.
 
   Our crew had no choice but to charge from the woods and begin shooting and fighting. Dane swung his new club into the face of the nearest gang member. The man fell to the ground and Dane stomped his head with his size 14 steel toed boots until it was nothing but mush. “SEVEN DOWN, SIX TO GO” he screamed. Isaac's rage had infected Dane and he was like a mad man. Mick said Dane looked like he was ten feet tall.
 
   Mick, Ian, Kevin, and Rick shot and fought the remaining gang members, shouting out the count as each gang member died. Dane threw one of his “little explosive devices” into a group of three gang members and it did its job. Pieces of them fell from the air and blood fell like misty rain. He was glad he didn't use one the hand grenades because everything in that clearing would have been mush.
 
   Mick said the clearing was covered in red fog for several seconds before the fine mist either settled to the ground, or was carried away on the wind. Steam rose from body parts of assorted gang members.
 
   During the battle, HDI's in the pit howled in harmony. Dane said the sound echoed through the trees and he thought his eardrums were going to burst from his head.
 
   Finally, Ian shouted “TWELVE DOWN, ONE TO GO!”
 
   Several seconds of silence passed before Isaac dragged Red out of the tent by his long, stylish Mohawk. Red was begging for his life while Isaac was dragging him to the HDI pit. 
 
   Kevin jumped inside the Jeep and backed it off the screen. It took four of them to slide the heavy screen off the corner of the pit.
 
   Dane said our crew was out of their minds with primal rage. Their blood was pumping from the excitement of victory and they raised their weapons and shot into the air. 
 
   Isaac punched Red in the face, re-opening the knife wound that Chastity had put there.
 
   Each man painted a stripe across their foreheads with Red's blood. 
 
   They fed Red to the HDI's a little at a time starting with his feet. After the HDI's had devoured him almost halfway to the knees, Red passed out. 
 
   They waited for him to regain consciousness and threw him into the pit. They watched the HDI's devour him. One of the HDI's was Chastity, and she removed huge chunks of flesh from Red's midsection and face. She placed her mouth on the knife wound she had put there when she was still alive. She bit down to taste more. Her teeth pulled flesh from his face and she swallowed it.
 
   Ian located a full gas can and doused the HDI's it he pit. Isaac threw a lit match into the pit and fire whooshed to life. HDI's who were soaked in gasoline began to raise their flaming arms, reaching toward the men standing beside the pit. Ian quickly drove the Jeep back on top of the screen.
 
   Mick ran inside the large tent and found Isabella there. She was standing in the rear corner of the tent like a blood covered statue. He picked her up and ran as fast as he could toward the road. Everyone else followed closely behind.
 
   The young girl whom Isaac had seen earlier serving the boar was nowhere to be found.
 
   They left the dead gang members there to rot and didn't feel a bit of remorse.
 
   They pulled Anna and Sabrina out of the bushes and were trying to comfort them when they heard the gas tank on the Jeep explode. All three girls screamed and fell to the ground. The men had to pick them up and carry them down the road. 
 
   They were about 30 yards from the military truck when they heard the engine roar to life. They turned to look and could barely see the truck being driven away on four flat tires. It was moving fast. They were shocked and ran back inside the tree-line. 
 
   Isaac wanted to chase after the fast moving truck and shoot through the rear but Rick and Ian convinced him that he'd never make it in time to take out the driver or anyone else who might be inside, and that someone might be in the back, waiting for him.
 
   They began walking home and had to take turns carrying Isabella. She was in shock and has dozens of shallow knife wounds all over her body. I thought she had been rolled in razor wire. I was felt that “all too familiar” sorrow make its way into my heart.
 
   They arrived home this morning. They all looked like half-human
 
   beasts that had been living underground deep in the forest. They were covered in dust, mud, leaves, forest debris, and blood. 
 
   The girl’s eye's looked distant and empty. Anna ran over to stand beside Larson and he put his arm around her shoulder. Rona almost went toward them but decided to let it go and stood there watching like the concerned mother of a teenage boy.
 
   Hisa has all three girls in Clinic Diane and Rebecca's there to assist her.
 
   It's taken me so long to write out their experience that I've missed lunch. I'm starving and I'm gonna head out there to see if anything's left. See ya later.
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   We need additional little wooden buildings because Isaac, Nicholas, and the girls want to live here with us and we are not going to turn them away.
 
   Isabella is twenty years old and was raised on a sweet potato farm. Hopefully, she'll be Pop's new partner in the gardens. She has been cut with razor blades and small knives all over her face, limbs, and body. Hisa is scared to death of bacteria and started her on an antibiotic regimen. She'll have scars. She'll have lots of scars.
 
   Anna is sixteen years old and from Birmingham. She lived with her single mother who was bitten by a coworker and came home early from work. She tried to attack Anna in the middle of the night. Anna locked herself in the bathroom and spent two days there before her HDI mother left the house. 
 
   Anna walked to our area with a small group of refugees. One of the male members of the group began making inappropriate suggestions and touching her when no one was looking. She waited until everyone was asleep one night and crept away with only the clothes on her back. Samuel found her sleeping in a barn where he parked the gypsy bus to camp. 
 
   She was raped by gang members several times but Hisa expects her to get through it faster than the other two girls because she is very strong-willed.
 
   Sabrina is Samuel's granddaughter and Nicholas' sister. Nicholas is the oldest. Samuel raised them since Sabrina was four and Nicholas was seven. They lived in the gypsy bus on a rented t lot at a campground. No one from child services checked on them. 
 
   Samuel never legally adopted them, but claimed them as his own on legal paperwork and medical forms. Nicholas and Sabrina loved life at the campground and being home schooled by Samuel.
 
   Their father was Samuel's son. He is/was in prison for killing a burglar who tried to break into their home. He was convicted of murder because police officers found marijuana in the home and the prosecutor convinced a jury that the incident was a drug deal gone bad.
 
   Their mother is somewhere in the wind and they haven't seen her since their father went to prison.
 
   Hisa said they lived a fairytale life with Samuel and were allowed to do whatever they wished as long as they caused no harm to any living being. They became twenty-first century hippies with the influence of their grandfather who loved life, nature, freedom, and people
 
   When the world collapsed and many of the campground residents became HDI's, Samuel gathered his grandchildren, looted every camper he was able to enter without getting eaten, and hit the road. He picked up lost folks along the way and together they became the Gypsy Traders.
 
   I'm yawning and ready to climb in bed and try to sleep. Wish me luck.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, March 30
 
   Hisa was quietly freaking out at breakfast this morning. She grabbed my arm, and her evil little fingernails dug in as she dragged me to the back porch.
 
   The girls say that most of the men who raped them didn't use condoms. Hisa says there's a high chance that at least one of them is pregnant. I told her it was too early to worry because there's nothing we can do about it. If any of them are pregnant, well, we have nine months to figure it out but I'm almost 100% positive that God won't drop a world-renowned obstetrician on our heads.
 
   I've always believed that a woman who became pregnant from rape might try to consider a young, innocent, baby as a gift from God for living through it. If she can't do that, I believe adoption is the best solution for unwanted children of rape. I'd take as many as I could care for in a heartbeat. 
 
   Everyone has their own opinion and they're welcome to it, but I don't wanna be drilled about mine, nor do I want to see giant posters of aborted babies being slammed against my car windows. I believe those photos extort innocent babies. Besides, sometimes I have Amber in the car and... Geez! 
 
   Anyway, I asked Hisa to concentrate on the girl's physical and emotional wounds for now.
 
   We have all of the clothes the girls and men were wearing soaking in bleach water. They'll come out splotchy, completely white, or funky colored, but we can't afford to throw away clothing. This is the apocalypse, and clothing is a highly sought after commodity.
 
   Mick, Jason, and Kevin are at display lots, loading up little wooden buildings. They left right after breakfast and that was three hours ago. Hopefully, they'll be back soon. They took two big rigs and two huge flatbed trailers.
 
   The remaining men are working on the fence. Shawna, Lisa, and Rebecca are helping them. That ought to be interesting. The “wooden building” crew will join them as soon as they get back.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy are looking for hay and Rona allowed Luke and Larson to go along. I was shocked and Nana was ticked off but didn't say a word to Rona about it.
 
   Pop is in the garden, harvesting more broccoli.
 
   Deuce is on “log dragging duty” in the meadow with Buttercup.
 
   Carisa is on dusting and cleaning duty and I think Marisa is doing the same at her house. I believe Merry and Valerie are Hisa's assistants today.
 
   I'm headed out to get broccoli florets on the dehydrator tray.
 
   It's gonna be a busy afternoon. See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:15 PM... 
 
   The world has gone crazy, again.
 
   Mick and the “wooden building” crew came flying down the road right before supper. Mick was driving one truck and Kevin was driving the other. They were both laying on the horns and headed toward the gates driving fast. Pop was in the lower garden and he ran to open the gate. 
 
   Mick got his big rig and loaded trailer in safely. He parked behind the trailer fence where Marisa's house trailer used to be.
 
   Kevin came flying through the gate and tried to turn into the empty spot beside Mick. His turn was too sharp and the trailer and buildings went over on their sides taking the big rig halfway with them. The truck was balanced on two wheels stuck deep in the ground when Jason and Kevin jumped out. 
 
   One of the buildings landed about a foot from where Mick was standing. Kevin said that Mick was white as a ghost.
 
   All three men grabbed their weapons and climbed on top of Mick's big rig. They jumped the gap between the roof of the big rig and the top of one of the fence trailers. They laid on their stomach's and aimed their rifles in the direction they'd come from.
 
   By this time, everyone near the house was on the front porch, watching them.
 
   A few minutes later we heard bells ringing, but the right side woods blocked the view of the road from the hilltop. 
 
   Mick, Jason, and Kevin began firing and I almost strained my neck trying to get a look at what they were firing at. I sent Carisa inside for binoculars and she brought out two pair.
 
   The fence crew came running from the rear of the property because they'd heard the shots. 
 
   Dane snatched the binoculars out of my hand and I snatched them right back and gave him a look that dared him to try it again. He got the message and headed down the hill with his rifle in his hand and his pistol on his hip. Ian and Rick followed.
 
   It felt like forever before I saw the front of a “vehicle” come past the trees. It was an old tan colored Toyota pickup truck and it was pulling a stagecoach. Yep, you heard me. A stagecoach was somehow attached to the rear of that pickup. 
 
   I recognized it as the old stagecoach that used to sit in front of a restaurant advertising home style cookin' in the next town over. I had no idea it was a real stagecoach.
 
   I couldn't take my eyes off it. I couldn't turn my ears off either. There were dozens of sleigh bells hanging all around the base of that stagecoach, jingling out whatever tune sleigh bells jingle.
 
   As the “contraption” slowly cleared the trees, I saw an unbelievable and almost indescribable sight.
 
   There were three metal rods extending from the rear of the stagecoach and there were six HDI's hooked to each of the rods for a grand total of 18. I had to lower the binoculars, shake my head, and look again.
 
   The HDI's were attached with handcuffs and chains. 
 
   The ends of the rods went through bowling balls. BOWLING BALLS? I didn't believe my own eyes, but I could see the finger holes through my binoculars. I felt like we were victims of a cruel joke.
 
   Suddenly, two men appeared from underneath a tarp in the bed of the pickup truck. They began shooting toward the trailer fence.
 
   Dane, Rick, and Ian arrived at the bottom of the driveway just in time to get shot at. They ducked behind the trailer fence and the big rigs in the yard and began shooting with Mick and Kevin.
 
   The guns held by the men in the truck bed were long and black, and I realized they were at least, semi-automatic because they were shooting bullets faster than I could think, much less, count.
 
   One of the men jumped the gap between the truck bed and the front of the stagecoach. He almost didn't make it and had to pull himself over the buckboard. He ducked behind it and continued sending bullets toward the men and the trailer fence. The entire time, the truck slowly traveled down the road.
 
   As the truck passed directly in front of Mick and Ian, one of them “eliminated” the man in the truck bed. He dropped his automatic rifle as he fell and it hit the road. “That'll come in handy” I thought to myself right before the stagecoach wheels ran over it. I said several bad words out loud and was disgusted with myself when I noticed Amber and Michael standing behind Marisa.
 
   As the stage coach passed the gate, I saw the center curtain move and a long barrel came sliding out. I wanted to scream and tell Mick but he'd already seen it and was prepared.
 
   He began firing into the stage coach. Someone inside the stage coach was firing back and I could hear bullets hitting the gate and the trailer fence. 
 
   Kevin and Jason were still on top of the trailers and they stood to shoot down at the man hiding behind the buckboard. The man was nowhere to be seen and Kevin figured he had somehow crawled inside the stage coach.
 
   All of a sudden, the truck came to a complete stop and the driver side window was lowered. The driver pointed his pistol straight toward Kevin. Mick shot the pistol out of the drivers hand before he had a chance to fire. The man screamed and jumped out of the cab of the truck and began firing a second pistol with his good hand. Kevin dropped into a laying position and took the man out with a bullet to the head.
 
   I heard a loud clanking sound and directed my binoculars along the length of the truck and the stagecoach. When I passed the coach and had my eyes on the HDI's, I noticed that the log metal rods had been released from the rear of the stage coach and were laying on the ground. The HDI's were on the ground as well, because the falling metal rods pulled them down. 
 
   They began “accidently” sliding their arms down the length of the metal rods, away from the end with the bowling balls, and their hands slid past the unblocked end of the metal rods. There were 18 HDI's loose on the road and they began trying to climb each other and the trailer fence to get to Mick and Kevin.
 
   Mick and Kevin pointed their rifles over the side of the trailers and began shooting the HDI's. Dane, Rick, and Ian were shooting from behind the gate and suddenly, the gunshots stopped.
 
   Kevin, Jason, and Mick stood and made their way along the top of the trailer fence toward the gate. They hung from the sides of the trailers. Ian, Rick and Dane helped them down. 
 
   They opened the gate and headed toward the crazy contraption that had just aided several bad guys in causing so much trouble.
 
   When Dane checked the interior of the stagecoach he let out a yelp and began motioning for the other men to take a look inside. I couldn't understand a word he was saying and decided to walk down the hill and find out what else could be happening.
 
   Dane met me about a quarter of the way up the hill. He was carrying something in his arms and it took me a few seconds to realize what it was.
 
   It was a tiny, old woman. She is no more than five feet tall and has long gray hair hanging down her back and over her shoulders. She's dressed in a sweat suit that's way too big for her. She has short, black boots on her feet. Her arms were wrapped around Dane's neck.
 
   Dane carried her to the porch and I sent Rebecca to sit with the girls in Clinic Diane and send Hisa over to the house. 
 
   The woman looks half starved. She said her name is Emma Jane Riley and that she was with the stagecoach gang so she'd have something to eat. She cooked anything they hunted including cats and dogs. She washed their clothes and cleaned up after them, and says she was only trying to survive. I'll bet we get her entire story when she is well enough to tell it.
 
   She said that the rods with all the HDI's lost their wing nuts and pulled out of the board on back of the stagecoach, freeing the HDI's. She also said that none of the men, nor herself had thought about cutting the sleigh bells off the stagecoach. Der!
 
   Hisa has no room for her in Clinic Diane, so Emma's going to sleep in Micks recliner. For some reason, she doesn't want to sleep on the chaise.
 
   Dane went back down the hill to search the tan truck and the stage coach. Ian and Rick loaded HDI bodies onto the flatbed trailer and took them to the power lines. I came in here to write out what happened before I start convincing myself that everything I saw was just an illusion.
 
   My mind is still reeling over the stagecoach and the captured HDI's. I'm going to lay in bed and try to sort this out in my head. Maybe I can get the full story from Emma tomorrow.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, March 31
 
   Nana and Emma woke me up several minutes ago. They're talking, laughing, and cooking breakfast. 
 
   Emma got a shower in Nana and Pop's motorhome this morning. 
 
   She's dressed in some of Nana's clothes. They're too big for her but they're a hundred times better than her old stinky sweat suit. Her hair's in a little bun on top of her head and she has a pair of Merry's little sneakers on her feet. She seems like a genuine, sweet, little old lady. 
 
   She told Nana that she “knows better'n anyone how ta grow a garden” and she'd be happy to “partner up” with Pop and Nana on the job. Nana welcomed her to join them. I hope Emma doesn't eat a lot and I hope she didn't loosen those wingnuts on the metal rods.
 
   Nana doesn't actually “like” a lot of people before she gets to know them. It seems like she likes Emma already. Nana and Pop are both good judges of character and can spot a liar a mile away.
 
   Pop pulled me aside and told me that the stagecoach gang had killed Emma's husband and took her alive as their slave. “They didn't rape her” Pop said, “they just treated her like dirt.” 
 
   I replied “Thank goodness, but I thought we weren't takin' in any more people.” He pointed at me, gave me the “you better hush right now” look and said “What if it was YOUR momma alone and trying to find somebody to help her?” 
 
   I guess we now have a permanent “Emma” in the compound.
 
   I'll ask for her story when she's better settled.
 
   I just heard Hisa's voice in the kitchen. I'm sure she's here to get breakfast plates for the girls.
 
   I'm headed out to eat and find out everyone's plans for the day. See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:20 PM...
 
   I saw one. 
 
   I saw a relative of our most feared enemy. A fly came in the door with the men at lunchtime today. It wasn't the big HDI fly with green spots on its wings but, nevertheless, the sight of it made my heart skip a beat. Mick took it out with the flyswatter of death. 
 
   Now, I'm not so sure that I want the boards off the windows. Flies have arrived. I'm on edge and I passed out bottles of insect repellant with deet. The men sprayed themselves before heading out to finish the remaining portion of the back fence.
 
   They'll start on the side fences tomorrow. They'll build the sections in the midst of the meadow and put them in place on each side going down the hill. I don't know how long it will take. The sides are almost twice as long as the rear.
 
   The two buildings on Mick's trailer will be used for Isaac and Emma. 
 
   Jeremy and Jesse are still bringing in hay. They brought a load of square bales before lunch and headed out for more afterward. They took the cattle trailer for the second load so they can determine if they can get more bales in less time by stacking it to the ceiling of the cattle trailer instead of three or four rows high on the flatbed. It'll save time because they won't need to tie them down. There are two houses to check out at the farm where they found this bit of hay. Shawna went along to help keep watch and help loot the houses.
 
   Pop and Emma are in the garden and there's already a basket of broccoli in the kitchen, waiting for me to get my rear end in there and take care of it. I plan to freeze some it. Emma knows how to do it right and said she'll teach me.
 
   Deuce, Luke, and Larson brought in six more quail about an hour ago. Rona's busy cleaning them to add to the “bird section” in the big freezer.
 
   We're having venison roast for supper. Elaine and Valerie are on supper duty and they started the roast in the crockpot after breakfast this morning. It'll be falling apart by supper time. I believe we're having green beans and rice with it, because I saw several quarts of green beans and a pail of rice sitting in the kitchen when I walked past a few minutes ago.
 
   Shawna and I did laundry after lunch. We covered ourselves in bug spray and jumped every time something with wings got near us. We were both armed with flyswatters of death. Pop sat on the stump beside the motorhome and laughed until something with wings got close to him. He suddenly didn't think it was funny anymore.
 
   Nana has Amber and Michael in the motorhome for school time. They've had several sessions and she says they're doing great. She now believes that kids learn faster and retain knowledge better when they're taught one on one. It's like Nana suddenly had an epiphany and invented home school. Geez! I love that woman!
 
   Rebecca went back to her cabin after lunch. She doesn't feel well and both Hisa and Elaine say they're getting worried about her. She hasn't gone to Hisa with any complaints. If she continues to complain that she “isn't feeling well” I'll stick my nose in it and coerce her into telling me what's going on. Jeremy changes the subject when I ask him about it.
 
   I'm headed out to do something with broccoli. See ya later.
 
    
 
   9:30 PM...
 
   Dane, Mick, Jason, Ian, and Rick got the wooden buildings off Mick's trailer before supper. 
 
   Emma had offered to make her bed on the porch, and there's no way any of us were gonna let that happen. She had tears in her eyes when the men set up her little building near the garden.
 
   Isaac's building is set up in line with Rick and Ian's so he can use their outhouse without having to dig another.
 
   Apparently, Rick and Ian take care of the outhouse barrels when I'm not looking. So far, the outhouse doesn't stink.
 
   Before breakfast tomorrow, the men plan to get both of the broken wooden buildings off Kevin's overturned trailer and place them to the side for now. They'll have to be thoroughly checked out before anyone uses them. One of them lost its porch and they're both wobbly and a little broken. We may have to use them as scrap wood.
 
   Dane says they'll rig up chains and rope and use the backhoe and Kubota to pull Kevin's trailer upright.
 
   You know what they'll do after that. Yep, they'll work on the fence.
 
   There was a chorus of snores coming from the living room after supper. The men were exhausted and all of them headed to their respective cabins and homes early to get some sleep.
 
   It was 82 degrees this afternoon, and I admit that I stepped inside the big freezer to cool down.
 
   I hear Nana and Emma saying goodnight in the living room. I think I'll hurry in there and see if I can catch Emma before she goes. Maybe I can get her story.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, April 1
 
   Rebecca and Merry made cranberry muffins for breakfast this morning. There are so many people here that even the small task of making muffins from mix has turned in to a big task. 
 
   I need to go to the basement and check our food supply. I'm scared to go down there. I hope I find more food than I expect.
 
   Josie, Ian, and Rick plan to go into town after lunch today. They wanna take the Jeep and goat trailer. I think they're crazy but Mick says they are highly trained for combat situations, plus, they're adults and we can't tell them what to do. Josie says she hopes to bring home a trailer load of things we need.
 
   Jeremy and Jesse are staying home to work on the fence. Pop says rain is coming and they don't wanna get caught in the rain with a trailer full of hay.
 
   Mick told Jason that he's worried about getting plenty of propane for the gas ovens, motorhomes, and heaters for winter, and asked Jason to ease his mind a little.
 
   Jason took the hoist truck and went to out for propane tanks. Mick wants two for each house, motorhome, and wooden building here. We have several tanks down near the trailer fence but we definitely need more in order to have two for each building. I wonder if we can put a propane heater in the deluxe outhouse. Nah... It’d be a waste of propane.
 
   Shawna and Lisa went with Jason. Lisa was wearing her birthday bug out bag. I was happy to see her put it to use.
 
   Emma and Nana plan to work in the greenhouse while Pop harvests peas in the garden with Luke and Larson.
 
   Rona and Marisa have lunch duty and I don't know what they're planning. We still have a couple of 10 pound bags of potatoes and they need to be used because they're starting to sprout. I'll betcha we get potato soup for lunch. That sounds great to me.
 
   I got Emma's story last night and I'll write it out for you later tonight. She's had a very rough life since the world collapsed. I have no idea how she's come through it and managed not to go insane.
 
   I'm heading out to get dried broccoli florets from the dehydrator. I need to shell peas as well. The food preservation is about to get very busy and I hope I have so much to do that I drop in the bed every night from exhaustion.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   We had interesting visitors at the front gate right after lunch this afternoon.
 
   Elaine and Soo were on watch duty when a Greyhound bus stopped at the gate. Elaine stuck her head in the door and screamed “BUS AT THE DRIVEWAY!”
 
   The men were just about to head back to fence work and heard her call. Dane and Mick headed down the driveway with Soo.
 
   All three of them stood behind the trailer fence and yelled toward the bus. I couldn't make out what was said, but I knew they wouldn't come out from behind the trailer unless someone friendly stepped off the bus or it went on its way.
 
   I crouched down behind a rocking chair and sent everyone else inside. I told Carisa to grab my binoculars and toss them out to me. I looked through them and watched the bus door open.
 
   A figure stepped off of the bus and I could tell it was a woman simply by the way she walked. She approached the gate and began loudly talking to the men behind the trailer. Again, I couldn't understand what she was saying, but shortly after she and Mick had a few words it became very clear what she was offering. She knocked on the rear of the bus and the door opened again. Four women stepped from the bus and walked toward the gate. 
 
   When they were close enough, the first woman motioned to them and they opened their coats. All four of them were wearing bikini's and high heels. I almost flew down that hill to rip their hair out. I mean, I was MAD!
 
   Dane, Mick and Soo talked with the woman a little longer than necessary before the four young women closed their coats and headed back up the bus stairs. The door closed behind them.
 
   “Madam-never-stop-here-again" had a few more words with the men, then she burst out in laughter and went back to the bus. The door closed behind her and the bus slowly went down the road and out of sight.
 
   The men turned and began walking up the hill. They were laughing and joking with one another. I couldn't make out a word they were saying but I figured that I had the jest of it.
 
   I stuck my head in the front door and yelled to the women inside “The hookers just left.” Elaine was out on that porch before you could say boo. She was waitin' for Dane. Poor Hisa, she missed the entire show.
 
   When Mick, Dane, and Soo stepped back up on the porch, they had already stopped laughing and had their “serious” faces on. I asked Mick if the survivors on the bus had anything we needed. 
 
   He was almost tongue tied and had to swallow before he could answer. He said they were trading alcohol, cigarettes, and women for food, weapons, and supplies. I smacked him in the arm and asked why he didn't get a pack of cigarettes for me. He had a bewildered look on his face when I turned and headed back into the house, I almost choked, trying not to laugh out loud. 
 
   Seriously, that bus better not stop here again. If it does, well, I'd just have to believe that the women on the bus were somehow encouraged to “check back.”
 
   Rick, Ian and Josie didn't come home for lunch and I'm worried. Why in the world did they find it so important to go into town? I hope they get back soon. I'll be worried sick until they get home.

10:00 PM...
 
   Josie, Rick, and Ian are home. They pulled in about an hour after supper. We had full plates waiting in the cook stove oven. They spoke with us for a few minutes while they ate, and then went to their little homes.
 
   I told them they look like they've been through hell and Josie said she's pretty sure they have. All three of them are covered in dirt and grime. Their eyes are red-rimmed and their faces look sunken from exhaustion. Shawna sat with Ian and they talked between themselves while the rest of us drilled Josie and Rick with questions. 
 
   Yes, they found some good stuff. Yes, they found some clothes. Yes, they found some food. Yes, she'll tell me everything that happened while we're working on laundry tomorrow morning.
 
   They have the trailer loaded full. I have no idea what’s in there, but I'll check it out with everyone else in the morning.
 
   Since it's still a little early, I've decided to get Emma's story written out. I truly don't know how that woman’s still walking around.
 
   Emma Jane Riley and her husband, Cleve, have two sons. The family is Mormon and both sons were in El Salvador on mission trips when the world fell apart. Emma says she'll never see her sons again.
 
   She and Cleve lived on a small farm way out in the boonies. Cleve was a mailman and had a walking route in the city. He was three weeks away from retiring.
 
   Emma was a homemaker. She tended the animals, garden, and little produce stand they had on the side of the road. She sold produce, eggs, and blueberries during harvest season. She never had a permit to sell any of it. She didn't know she needed one. 
 
   She had several customers from the city that visited her regularly for eggs. Other customers were those that happened to be driving by, or neighbors from a trailer park about a mile down the road. She says a bunch those neighbor's owe her money to this day.
 
   She and Cleve had a good sized flock of chickens, a dairy cow, three barn cats and a dachshund. Cleve had a couple of hunting dogs that he kept in a large pen off the side of the barn. He had a doggie door installed in the side of the barn so his hunting dogs could have shelter at night and whenever it rained.
 
   Her little dachshund was named Loki and he was almost twelve years old. She got him when he was six weeks old and he's been her constant companion ever since.
 
   They had a big garden and rarely bought groceries except when they needed things like coffee, flour, sugar, etc. Emma canned all sorts of things from the garden to see them through winter.
 
   She quilted, kept house, and took good care of Cleve.. He told her that any money made from the produce stand belonged to her. She bought herself a new sewing machine for Christmas.
 
   She loves to make quilts. She hand quilts them after she puts them together with the sewing machine. She's a “little bit famous” in a couple of fancy stores “up north in Tennessee” for her homemade denim quilts. She makes them from blue jeans she buys from thrift stores and yard sales. She told me there are about 25 different shades of blue denim. I didn't know that, and she seemed proud to share the information with me.
 
   She and Cleve also had a stockpile. Emma says “you're not a real Mormon unless you have a stockpile.” God Bless her!
 
   Anyway, they had enough food to last the two of them about 18 months. She had plenty of flour, sugar, and other staples along with all the food she canned and a lot of long term stuff they bought. She had a strict rotation system. When anything was taken out of the stockpile, it was written down on the grocery list to replace the next time they went grocery shopping.
 
   Cleve came home from work one day and said he wasn't going back. Emma was shocked because he was very close to retirement. He told her what was going on with the virus and she agreed that they needed to lock themselves up and sit it out.
 
   They stayed on their little farm two weeks before she saw the trailer park burning. A little boy and two little girls escaped the fire and showed up at Cleve and Emma's place. Emma and Cleve took them in.
 
   The children were there a week before a big problem arrived in the form of a small National Guard unit. 
 
   It took 15 minutes to convince her the men were pretending to be National Guard troops, and were not the “real thing.”
 
   She was shocked. 
 
   Back to the story...
 
   There were fifteen men in the unit. The leader was a man called “Top.” That's the name he went by and Emma never heard him called anything else. 
 
   They told Cleve and Emma that they were requisitioning all their supplies and weapons. They would be staying on the farm until they received orders to leave, and that Emma and Cleve had to make sure they were taken care of. Emma said they had no choice. The men had taken all their weapons and they were helpless
 
   Things went smoothly for several days before two new men joined the group. The new men had brought along quite a bit of rum and vodka. By supper time, every man in the unit was “rip roarin' drunk” and some of them were mean drunks.
 
   They began teasing, pushing, and hitting the children. The kids were terrified. The men made the kids carry alcohol in a shot glass balanced on a small log. They had to carry it 10 yards and then turn around and bring it all the way back without spilling a drop. If the kids spilled one drop of alcohol. the men would beat them and make them start all over again. Emma said it went on for thirty minutes before Cleve came out of the basement, saw what was happening, and stepped up to put an end to it.
 
   The men began arguing with Cleve and sent him on an “around the circle” punching fest. Cleve screamed out to Emma and the kids to run and hide. She grabbed Loki and wiggled in behind an old recliner they had sitting on the porch. She was not going to run. If Cleve was going to die, she wanted to go with him.
 
   The children began to run toward a wooded field. Two of them made it but the third one didn't. One of the little girls was running past the porch when Top pulled his pistol and shot her in the back. She fell to the ground but didn't die right away. She cried out for her mommy.
 
   Emma stuffed Loki behind the chair and crawled out. She headed toward the little girl. Top stuck his foot out and tripped her. She hit the ground and two men grabbed her and pulled her to her feet. Top instructed them to tie her to a post facing the little girl.
 
   Emma was tied to the post and couldn't get loose. It felt like a hundred painful years went by as she was forced to watch and listen to the little girl cry and scream for her mommy. Whenever Emma tried to close her eyes, she would get smacked in the face with a hickory switch until she opened them again. When the little girl finally passed away Emma breathed a sigh of relief.
 
   “Top” stood on the railing at the edge of the porch and hollered for the men to “bring 'im 'round!”
 
   Several men pushed and shoved Cleve until he was standing across from Emma.
 
   There was an old Volkswagen Beetle that one of her son's drove when he was a teenager parked behind Cleve. The men were ordered to push the Volkswagen up to the base of the porch.
 
   When they got the VW in place, they were ordered to strap Cleve across the hood and roof with his feet hanging near the headlights. This put him right below the post where Emma was struggling with all her might to free herself.
 
   Emma started begging. She begged until her voice was hoarse, the bib of her apron was soaked with tears, and blood was dripping from her wrists from trying to pull herself free of the post.
 
   She made any promise she could think of, if only they would free Cleve and let him live. She tried to get them to let her take his place. She tried over and over until Top screamed at her to shut her mouth or he would kill them both. She knew he was going to do it anyway, so she continued to cry and beg.
 
   She looked directly into Cleve's face and he looked into hers. They silently said everything they needed to say to one another with their gentle, loving eyes.
 
   An old metal barrel was pushed up beside the Volkswagen and a fire was lit inside.
 
   Top stuck out his arm, rolled his wrist, and said “Begin.”
 
   Two drunk men stepped up beside the car. They pulled out large knives and cut the buttons from Cleve's modest plaid shirt. They pushed the shirt open, exposing his chest, and began to carve.
 
   Cleve's body lifted several inches from the hood and roof of the car while the two men slowly removed strips of flesh from his torso, limbs, and face. They threw the strips into the fire. Cleve's flesh sizzled and crackled in the flames. He didn't scream. Emma didn't scream either. She had nothing more to say.
 
   She stood as tall as she could in defiance and watched those devils from hell skin alive her husband of 45 years. She knew she would see him whole again very soon.
 
   His body rose and jerked, and pulled at his restraints unconsciously. Blood ran from his wounds and down the sides of the car, salting the earth. Forty-five minutes later, his body gave one last pull at the restraints. 
 
   His body made a loud thud as it hit the car for the final time. He was unrecognizable, but he had the strength to lift his remaining first finger for a few seconds and point toward Top. His finger and hand fell limp, and he was gone. He never screamed.
 
   Emma sighed, slumped in her restraints, and tried to will herself into going with him. After a few seconds, she fainted.
 
   When she regained consciousness, she found herself on the basement floor. Her left arm was tied to the leg of a storage shelf. There was no light. She called for Loki but he didn't come. She laid her head on the concrete floor and tried to recall every moment of her life with Cleve. She fell asleep with a smile on her face.
 
   Emma doesn't know how many hours went by before she was awakened with the beam from a flashlight on her face and a kick to her hip. She pushed herself up on her side and waited. 
 
   The rope was cut from her wrist and she was ordered to stand. She didn't move. She was kicked and hit several times and still wouldn't stand. Top bent down to speak to her.
 
   He grabbed her by the chin and forced her to look him in the eye. He told her that she was their cook and caretaker. If she refused the job, he would skin one innocent soul per day and force her to watch until she agreed to comply. 
 
   The wheels in Emma's mind began turning and she readily agreed to do as he wished. He stepped to the side, and she busied herself gathering ingredients for breakfast. Top seemed pleased and he turned and headed out the basement door. Emma picked up a lantern that was left on the floor and went about her task. Loki ran in and sat at her feet. She picked him up, gave him a quick squeeze, and placed him back on the floor. Her “wheels” continued to turn.
 
   Several days went by before one of the men completely blew apart the toilet, literally. 
 
   They had been drinking, and one of them had to visit the bathroom. When he finished his business and pushed the lever to flush, nothing happened. In a drunken stupor, he pulled his pistol and blew the toilet to smithereens. The camp went into a panic for several minutes before Top was able to regain control. He ordered the “toilet shooter” to be killed by firing squad. It took 10 minutes for the remaining squad members to carry out his request.
 
   At Emma's suggestion, a wooded area behind the barn became the new toilet area. Her wheels continued to turn.
 
   She cooked, cleaned, and washed clothing for the unit for several weeks before one of the men came into the kitchen with a dead animal in a plastic bag for her to clean and roast for supper, per Top's orders, of course. 
 
   She held out her hand, took the bag, and set it on the table. The man snickered as he went back out the door. That snicker told Emma she'd better be careful opening the bag.
 
   She used two wooden spoons to part the opening and when she realized what she was looking at, she felt her face go white and sweat break out on her neck and forehead.
 
   The bag contained Loki. He was dead and his eyes were open and staring out at her. 
 
   The man who brought in the bag stuck his head in the door and threw an apple toward Emma. She didn't even reach to catch it. It hit the ground and rolled underneath the table. 
 
   The man told Emma that Top “wanted his treat well done and served on a platter with the apple in its mouth.” Emma slowly nodded at him and turned to prepare Top's meal. Her wheels turned even faster.
 
   She went outside and told the guard that she needed to go to the bathroom. He stood aside and let her pass. She headed toward the wooded area they were all using as their bathroom.
 
   When she was sure no one was looking, she stepped off the path, gathered four large handfuls of leaves, and stuck them in her apron pocket. She pretended to take care of nature's call and headed back to the kitchen. Her wheels were running at “Top” speed.
 
   Emma took special care to make sure that Top had a delicious and satisfying supper. She cleaned and gutted Loki's body and stuffed it with cornmeal stuffing. She roasted it in the oven with the apple in its mouth and served it with scalloped potatoes, seasoned peas, and very tasty cornbread muffins which she made plenty of so that any man who wanted seconds could have it. 
 
   The men ate until their waistbands were tight and nothing was left on the table. Emma stood several feet from the table with a pitcher full of water, ready to top off anyone's glass that needed it. Top watched her as he ate. He made a strong effort to tell Emma how delicious the meat tasted, and that the cornbread muffins were “delightful.” Emma told him she was happy he enjoyed the meal.
 
   She gathered the dishes after supper and went to the well to wash them. She dried them and put them away, swept the kitchen, and went to bed on blankets in the basement. She prayed and ask for forgiveness of all her sins. She didn't go to sleep.
 
   Two hours later, the house was in and uproar. Men were losing their supper from both top and bottom. Many were lying on the floor, holding their stomachs and screaming in pain. None of them could stand up long enough to walk. Emma assumed the guards outside were in the same condition.
 
   She went to her old bedroom where Top had been sleeping. He was vomiting all over himself and the bed. His hands were holding his stomach and his knees were pulled toward his chest. Emma looked at him and shook her head. “Sometimes, a little dog's bite is MUCH worse than his bark” she said to Top.
 
   While he died she told him exactly what she'd done. She said it was too bad he couldn't say hello to Cleve because he'd gone to a place far away from the one where Top was headed.
 
   She had made one more trip to the bathroom area before supper. She fed the men hemlock by the handfuls.
 
   She left every man there dead and rotting, but she took all of their weapons with her. 
 
   The next morning, Emma loaded what was left into her old pickup truck. There wasn't much. The men had devoured almost everything she had stored. They never fed the cow or the hunting dogs, and they were dead inside the barn. Several chickens were left and Emma was able to get three of them into the cab of the truck.
 
   She headed down the road to get as far away from there as the gas tank would allow before she pulled over to the side of the road and made camp in the woods.
 
   She spent two or three weeks in her camp. She didn't count the days and has no idea how long she was there. She was running low on food and had eaten her chickens, so she walked to a small town where she met the six stagecoach men. They told her they would watch out for her and give her shelter if she'd cook and wash their clothes. She agreed to the arrangement.
 
   They drove her back to her camp in the tan Toyota with the stagecoach attached. They loaded everything into the stagecoach and headed down the road.
 
   Emma said they were constantly attacked and threatened by HDI's and survivors. Two of the men were killed by HDI's and the remaining four came up with a plan. 
 
   They figured that having HDI's with them would confuse other HDI's and throw them off the scent of live flesh
 
   They found the long rods with bowling balls already attached in front of a bowling alley. They were stuck in the ground and being used for decoration.
 
   They found the handcuffs when they followed directions on a billboard to an “adult novelty” store. They were specifically looking for handcuffs.
 
   They hammered three holes into the rear of the stagecoach and stuck the rods through them. They used three large wing nuts on the ends. Emma stood back while the remaining men tackled HDI's and handcuff them to the metal rods.
 
   Their plan worked and they were attacked a lot less often.
 
   She has no idea how long they traveled. They ate every bit of food she had left and killed any animal they came across for food. Emma cooked dogs, cats, rabbits, squirrels, and possums.
 
   It wasn't long before the men began attacking survivors for supplies. Emma stayed put, stayed quiet, and cooked. The men had already threatened to hunt her down and kill her if she tried to run. 
 
   She ripped and tore every piece of clothing she had and finally ended up wearing Cleve's old sweatpants and sweatshirt.
 
   The men would smack her around sometimes, and kick her in the chins out of meanness. They called her “itty bitty.” Most of the time, they let her be.
 
   They were traveling along a county road when they saw Mick and Kevin loading the little wooden buildings. 
 
   They decided to follow the trucks and find out where they were being taken. They followed a little too close and noticed that our fella's started picking up speed. One of the men in the truck bed stood and fired toward Kevin from the rear of the truck.
 
   The chase was on. 
 
   Kevin and Mick were able to travel a good bit faster than the Toyota with the stagecoach and HDI's attached. They were close enough to see Mick and Dane turn onto our street and they made the turn and continued to follow them.
 
   The HDI’s were released when the rear board cracked.
 
   You know the rest of the story.
 
   I've decided that you don't mess with Emma.
 
   Typing that out took a lot longer than I thought it would. I'm headed to bed.
 
   I can't wait to find out what Josie has in that trailer.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, April 2
 
   Nana and Elaine made breakfast while the rest of us stood around the rear of the goat trailer, waiting for Josie, Ian, and Rick to come along and show us the bounty. 
 
   We stood there for at least 10 minutes before Ian came out of his little house and headed to the outhouse. We waved at him and he waved back. He walked over to Rick's house and knocked on the door. Rick came to the door and Ian said something to him. We saw Rick throw his hands in the air before closing the door.
 
   Soon after that, Josie came out the front door and headed down the steps. She arrived at the rear of the trailer a couple of minutes before Ian and Rick. All three of them looked like they could use more sleep.
 
   Rick opened the trailer doors and began pulling things out.
 
   They looted a farm store and got six various sized animal traps. The boys started hooting' and hollering' and were very happy to see those traps. The farm store also yielded several large bags of rat poison, ant poison, seven-dust, and a lot of wasp spray. They brought every fly strip they could find along with 20 or so mouse traps. They also got several water containers and feed bowls made especially for chickens. There was no animal feed left in the place.
 
   In the trailer behind the farm store haul was a food haul. Part of it came from a little BBQ restaurant off the beaten path. There were twelve #10 cans of BBQ sauce, sixteen #10 cans of baked beans, and a huge bag of special cornmeal mix for making hush puppies. There were two boxes full of individual packets of salt, sugar, creamer, and pepper along with several jars of various spices and pepper flakes. The remaining food was either rotten or bug infested, so they left it.
 
   They stopped at a Cracker Barrel and found it already looted and no food remained. They almost walked out of there with nothing before Josie took notice of all the old-timey gadgets and gizmos all over the walls. They looted the Cracker Barrel walls. I don't know what half of those gadgets are for but I'm sure Pop, Nana, or Emma can tell us. I hope they're not decorative reproductions.
 
   Josie began pulling out clothes. There are clothes for women, men, children, and babies... wait a minute... baby clothes?
 
   A thought suddenly occurred to me and I looked to Josie for confirmation. She nodded her head and grinned. I stopped paying attention to what was coming out of the trailer and started paying attention to Josie. She motioned for me to join her around the side of the trailer and I left the rest of the crew “ooing and ahhing” over all the new stuff.
 
   As soon as I got near her, she burst into tears and threw her arms around my neck. “You're the first one to know” she said. 
 
   I didn't know what to feel. She looked happy and was smiling, but I knew this child was a result of her experience in the fake National Guard camp. 
 
   I asked her if she was going to be okay not knowing who the baby belonged to, and if she was gonna be able to raise it. She looked me square in the eye and said “I know who this baby belongs to. It belongs to me, and I'm definitely gonna keep it. You won't be able to pry it out of my hands.” I laughed and hugged her again. I assured her I wouldn't even consider prying it out of her hands. 
 
   We walked back to the rear of the trailer and I looked to her for permission while holding out a little dress, silently asking if it was okay to say something in front of everyone. She nodded yes.
 
   I held up the dress and called for everyone's attention. Several seconds of silence went by and Mick looked like he was gonna pass out. I had to break the silence right then and there to assure him that the little dress wasn't for us. I thought he was gonna fall to the ground with relief.
 
   Everyone continued staring until I turned to Josie and handed her the dress. Several seconds later, everyone turned to stare at Rick and Ian. Both men threw their hands in the air and looked just as shocked as the rest of us. Then, everyone got it.
 
   I loudly proclaimed that Josie was very happy about this and we were going to welcome with open arms a new member to Kapper Hill Compound sometime around Christmas.
 
   The entire group hesitated only for a second before they began patting Josie on the arm and congratulating her. I was proud of each and every one of them.
 
   When the trailer was emptied and the contents were loaded into the basement we all turned to head back to the house. Rick told us to hold up a minute and led us to the rear of the Jeep.
 
   Those three crazy idiots went to Walmart. I couldn't believe it! They climbed on top of the greenhouse area and onto the roof. They entered through the roof access of the warehouse area. They manually rolled open a loading dock door and all three of them ran to bring the Jeep around. They wanted to get the loot to the Jeep as fast as possible. 
 
   They found two HDI's inside the warehouse/storage area. Ian stabbed them through the skull instead of shooting. 
 
   They went through the door from the storage area into the retail store itself.
 
   They used shopping carts and shelves laid over on their sides to block off the sections they wanted to loot. They took turns shooting HDI's that tried to walk through the barricade. More often than not, two of them had to shoot while the third one grabbed the loot. As time went by, more and more HDI's tried to get through the shelves. 
 
   When the shelves started sliding and HDI' arms started coming through the cracks, they abandoned the store and left with what they already had loaded.
 
   We are extremely happy and blessed with what they got.
 
   There was no food left in the place, so they avoided the grocery section all together. 
 
   The clothing section has a lot left, but it also had a lot of HDI's walking around and crawling through the racks. Rick said there were too many places for HDI's to hide among the racks and there was too much HDI goo all over the hanging clothes.
 
   Josie wanted to head straight for the cookware section. She grabbed freezer bags, plastic bags, containers, and freezer containers which she threw in plastic tubs to load in the jeep. She got casserole dishes, cast iron cookware, and all sorts of utensils. She got two Food Saver devices and a box full of bags to go with them. 
 
   There were backpacks and duffle bags strapped to the luggage rack. The backpacks and bags held playing cards, games, and DVD's. 
 
   Rick said the warehouse area is a total mess and things are strewn all over the place, but there were untouched boxes and wrapped items including food on top of the tallest shelves. 
 
   They didn't see any forklift or machine that would give them access to the top shelves, and they didn't look for one because they needed to get out of there. The number of HDI's was rapidly increasing at the store access door. Ian said there's probably some kind of loading device underneath all the debris.
 
   They were lucky to get in and out of there alive. They went back through the store access door with supplies in one hand while shooting HDI's with the other.
 
   Rick says it's definitely worth another trip with a larger trailer, but only the well-trained folks should go back because there's a large number HDI's both inside, and outside, the store. Any future visit should short and carefully planned in advance.
 
   We began unloading the Jeep, and Josie was standing beside me when Rick walked up to her and told her that he doesn't want her to go off the compound until after the baby is born. Then he went to his little house and didn't help unload the Jeep. Hmmm.
 
   I've lingered long enough and I have peas to get into brand new freezer bags and laundry to get done.
 
   I'm very happy about everything they brought back, but I'm also very concerned that Josie put herself in danger knowing that she is carrying a child. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   I love peas. We have lots of peas. 
 
   Emma, Nana, Marisa, and I got every pea that Pop and Emma have harvested to this point shelled and in the big freezer. I plan to dry the next couple of batches.
 
   We finished laundry just in time to run inside because it started pouring rain. 
 
   Of course, there's laundry hanging all over the house because it's still pouring rain. 
 
   Pop's “bones” tell him that we're in for a day or two of rain.
 
   The men worked on the fence until the rain started. Elaine, Rebecca, and Valerie took sandwiches to them for lunch and they ate like lumberjacks. Dane says they have 40 feet of fence finished on both sides. He estimates that the fence will be completely finished within three weeks. I'm keeping my fingers crossed.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy brought home a load of square bales before it started raining. They were throwing them into a trailer when the rain started. Jesse said they got every bale inside before it got more than a few drops on it. They went to the basement to help Carisa and Rebecca fold and store the clothing according to size. It's mostly winter clothing, but there’s quite a few short sleeved shirts in the mix.
 
   Luke and Larson added six more quail to the freezer today. I've lost count on the quail situation. I'm sure Rona will let us know when we have enough for a quail supper.
 
   Hisa says that Sabrina, Isabella, and Anna are ready to move out of Clinic Diane and into more permanent quarters. If we don't get them out of Clinic Diane soon, Hisa will become a mass murderer and kill us all. The only problem is that we don't have any more permanent quarters. We'll have to send the men out for wooden buildings when the rain stops. I pray that no stagecoach will follow them back.
 
   When Deuce went to feed the animals this afternoon, he found dozens of flies in the barn and around the pigpen. They'd been driven in by the rain. I must have asked him ten times if he saw any large flies with green spots on their wings, and ten times he said he didn't. I plan to put out fly poison tomorrow on empty feed bags inside the empty stalls.
 
   The back brace is really helping me get through all this work. I should have lost 30 lbs and wore it every day five years ago. I hope it continues to help because we'll be doing a lot of preserving.
 
   Pop plans to harvest peas again tomorrow morning, and we'll spread them out on the table to dry a bit before shelling them. I'm not worried about the peas getting wet, but I am worried about leaving wet peas piled in a basket on top of one another. Plus, it's easier to shell peas when the shells are a little dry.
 
   Mick has watch duty out front tonight so I'll be sleeping alone. I'm so tired that I don't think I'll move all night. I'm heading to bed.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, April 3
 
   It's still raining. We had on and off thunderstorms last night and that woke me a couple of times.
 
   Mick's in the bed asleep right now. He had watch duty until 4:00 AM. He usually only sleeps five or six hours a night, but he's well known to catch a cat nap or two during the day. I wish we had more food, so we could take in more people, so we could all stand shorter watches less often. Oh well, it is what it is.
 
   I had horrible dreams of giant flies carrying off Amber and Michael. 
 
   Flies were the first thing on my mind this morning and as soon as I got dressed I went straight to the barn and put out fly poison in all the empty stalls. I've always believed the only good fly is a dead fly, and now I'm totally convinced that I've always been right.
 
   Rick stopped me near the radio building when I was headed back in the house.
 
   He's been hearing transmissions from the real military. From what he can gather, they're about 50 miles east of us and headed in our direction. 
 
   They're “checking” addresses, killing HDI's, and rendering aid to survivors. They have a large contingent of troops behind them, performing “clean up duty,” and that doesn't mean they’re sweepin' the floors. They get the task of going behind and taking out any HDI's that are still moving after the bulk of the unit goes through. He's not positive, but he believes they've been using cluster bombs in large cities to take out the hordes. Holy Smokes! Cluster bombs? I thought they were illegal.
 
   Anyway, they're also taking any personnel they find from the fake National Guard as prisoners. He asked me to send Josie and Ian to the radio building when they come in for breakfast. This is gonna make me a nervous wreck.
 
   Elaine and Shawna made pancakes for breakfast and served them with the last of the home canned sausage patties. 
 
   Mick, Isaac, and Jason headed out to try and get more wooden buildings. I'm nervous about that because it's raining and I think there must be something bad about using construction equipment in the rain. All the crews around here would take off work when it rained. 
 
   I keep having visions of one of those little buildings falling on top of the men. I can imagine their work boots sticking out from underneath like the ruby slippers on the feet of the bad witch.
 
   I hear Pop bringing in peas so I better get out there. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   2:30 PM...
 
   The military is definitely coming here. Josie expects them sometime near the end of next week. She says everything sounds like it'll be okay, but she's still nervous about it. She's worried they'll try to put her, Ian, and Rick back on active duty. I'm worried about that as well. I wonder if we need to hide them somewhere.
 
   Dane wants to hide most of our food in case they try to requisition it. We'll load it onto a big rig trailer and hide it somewhere in the boonies until they leave. I'm in total agreement with him. 
 
   The wooden building crew brought home two buildings and have them in place on the hillside. They headed back out for more.
 
   Dane and Kevin took a second big rig and trailer and went along. They'll try to get the last four buildings from one of the display lots. Ian and Rick said they'll assemble the gas grill and thingamajig that holds the big pots from the restaurant and we will use one of the buildings for a mini-kitchen.
 
   I had lunch duty today and decided to try something a little different. I used a waffle recipe and omitted half the sugar. I added buttermilk, which I made by adding ¼ cup lemon juice to 1¾ cups of goats milk. I make my buttermilk biscuits this way all the time and they usually turn out great. 
 
   To the batter, I added fresh dill, parsley, chives, freeze dried cheddar cheese, and crumbled bacon. I plugged up my waffle iron and made a lot of little waffles. We ate them with ranch dressing. They were delicious and the fresh herbs really popped. 
 
   Michael loved them so much that he asked if I'd make them again tonight. I don't have supper duty, but I put two waffles in the cold cook stove oven so he can have them for supper if he wants. God Bless children! You can feed 'em mac 'n cheese and they'll make you feel like the best chef in the world.
 
   Cauliflower, kale, leeks, collard greens, radishes, and a lot of herbs are ready to begin harvesting. Yay! I have no idea how to preserve few of those things but Emma says she can show us the ropes. Sounds good to me.
 
   Mick and Dane called a meeting for everyone not on watch after supper tonight. We'll be discussing our plans for the arrival of the military troops. I know that Rick plans to make a pallet on the floor in the radio building. He and Ian will sleep there and monitor the radio 24 hours a day. Josie will help. They don't want untrained ears monitoring the radio right now.
 
   It's still raining and everyone is stuck inside. It's a “bleh” kind of day. I've come to appreciate “bleh days.”
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:45 PM...
 
   None of us know what to expect from the military troops but we must prepare for the worst case scenario in order to stay alive the coming winter.
 
   We plan to take the big freezer trailer, the gasoline tanker, the hoist truck, and Clinic Diane and hide them in the boonies with the food trailer. Soo, Isaac, and Hisa will stay to guard them. Most of our ammunition stash and extra weapons will be in the food trailer and the radio equipment will go as well. 
 
   If any of the soldiers ask about the bare spots on the ground, we'll tell them we had three families with their own motorhomes that camped here for a while and left a couple of days ago when our food supply got low.
 
   The Kubota and backhoe will also be hidden even though Rick believes they'll have no use for them.
 
   Rick doesn't think they would requisition things like the concrete, logs, or animals except for the cows, which he is sure they would slaughter and eat. The pigs are still too young and small to be butchered and the chicks are still too young to lay eggs.
 
   We plan to wear the oldest and most worn out clothing we have and serve them a meal of plants that Emma plans to go out and forage. 
 
   I have no idea what to do about the pools, but Josie believes they won't have any need for them since they continuously travel. They'll also have no need for the wooden buildings but Dane says we should hide the propane tanks in the woods behind the Masterson place. That job alone will take three or four people two days.
 
   We can't hide the garden, but we can hide all the seeds we have left. We'll put them in the tornado shelter with the food that's still there.
 
   I hate liars, and I hate to be forced into being one but I truly believe that this is for the best until we find out exactly what the military wants from us.
 
   We'll be making more decisions and plans as the week goes by. I'm already feeling frightened and anxious. I can't imagine what the week will be like.
 
   No one will leave the compound tomorrow. Half the crew will be working on the fence while the other half begins packing and preparing the vehicles.
 
   I'm worried, sick. It's gonna be a long week.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, April 4
 
   Two wooden buildings were set up before breakfast this morning, and are ready for occupants. Isabella and Anna will have one of them and Sabrina and Nicholas will have the other. That'll clear out Clinic Diane so it can be moved when the time comes.
 
   Carisa, Merry, Valerie, Rebecca, Lisa, and Shawna have started packing the large trailer with non-perishables that we don't expect to use this week. They're wrapping full canning jars in towels and placing them back into the boxes.
 
   Elaine, Marisa, and I are gathering linens and things like cookware so it doesn't look like we have a whole lot to work with.
 
   Nana's giving a crash course to the gypsy girls so that they can be put on the duty rosters for cooking and laundry, but we want them to stay out of sight when the troops get here. 
 
   Rick believes there are both women and men in the unit, but he can't be positive and only assumes that from little tidbits he's heard over the air. There's also been several series of “click codes” over the airwaves. They sound something like Morse code but are definitely NOT Morse code, according to Rick. That makes Josie, Rick, and Ian very nervous.
 
   The men are working on the fence and Luke, Larson, and Deuce are helping them. Dane will push them like crazy today so they can get as much finished as possible before they come back to the house and begin preparing the vehicles.
 
   Hold on a second... 
 
   Mick just came in and told me that Josie now says that the troops may be moving a little faster because they're getting out of the city and suburbs and into the countryside where there are less households to check. She expects them here within three days. My heart almost fell to my stomach.
 
   We are now headed into overdrive. We need to get everything ready and moved as soon as possible.
 
    
 
   3:25 PM...
 
   The gasoline tanker, hoist truck, crane truck, Clinic Diane, and freezer trailer are out in the boonies. The silver and gold suitcases are inside Clinic Diane. Hisa, Shawna, and Soo are there to guard them. 
 
   We've almost finished packing the food trailer and will take it to join them tomorrow. We saved out enough food for two weeks because we wanna show that we have a little bit of food, but not enough to share in case they try to requisition it. 
 
   Josie wants the radio set up inside the delivery truck tomorrow. She and Isaac will monitor the radio from the pull-off, and then Isaac will meet Soo, Shawna, and Hisa at the hiding spot. 
 
   Josie says we should give no indication that we knew the troops were coming. If they suspect it one little bit, they might begin assuming things they shouldn't assume. They may suspect we are hiding tons of supplies or more nefarious things like fake National Guard members.
 
   Jason will be moving the propane tanks tomorrow as well. I guess we'll use the cook stove for meals. It's gonna get hot in here.
 
   Pop and Emma are harvesting in the garden to send any fresh produce that will last a few days along with the food truck.
 
   I don't know what else to do except wait. We can't move any more large items because it'll look bare around here, and that would be bad. 
 
   I have no idea how to explain the concrete and trailer fence except to say that we bought the concrete, and convinced big rig drivers that we met at the truck stop to leave their empty trailers in the field across from us right when the problems started. I have no idea if they'll buy that explanation. Probably not.
 
   I suppose there's nothing else to do except finish packing the food trailer.
 
   I plan to keep my mouth shut as much as possible and use short precise words to answer their questions. 
 
   I'm worried that they may want to search the house. They might find this computer and take a peek at this diary. I guess I could hide the power supply, but I'd be a fool to think they don't have their own power supplies. I guess I'll have to hide the entire laptop in a little hidey-hole Rick and Ian installed in the floor of the outhouse right beside the waste buckets. I'll have to disinfect this thing for my own sanity before I use it again, even though I plan to wrap it in plastic and tape it up.
 
   I really hate to expect bad things from the real military, but Josie says we have no idea what type of orders they are following, what kind of leader they have, or what they expect to find. 
 
   I liked the world a lot better when I was able to fall into the comfortable blind notion that the military could protects us against any enemy, great or small.
 
   Josie made me feel a little better when she said she's sure they won't hurt us or take our children, but I'm a nervous-nelly and will believe it when I see it, maybe.
 
   Everyone else plans to continue working on the fence until they get here.
 
   I'm headed out to help get more into the food truck and wander around, twiddling my thumbs. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM
 
   Houston, we have a little problem.
 
   Please forgive me. I need to be quick.
 
   We were cleaning up from supper when Dane sounded the alarm out front. Someone was on the road yelling “Hello, the house!” through the gate.
 
   Dane and Mick quietly headed down the driveway and Jason went down the right side tree-line to cover them.
 
   It was pitch dark outside and we couldn't see a darn thing, but we could hear voices from the bottom of the driveway. After several minutes we heard the chain jingle, indicating that the gate was about to be opened and we were about to have company.
 
   I sent everyone running to their predetermined hiding spots and stepped out on the front porch. I squatted behind one of the rocking chairs on the front porch to wait.
 
   Our driveway is paved half-way up and around to the back of the house. 
 
   I heard horse hooves on the pavement and those special “squeak and creak” leathery sounds of men adjusting themselves in their saddles as well as jingling of metal on the horses' gear. They continued up the driveway and along the sidewalk in front of the house.
 
   I heard Mick say “Ya'll make yourselves comfortable on the porch while I go get my wife.” 
 
   I both saw, and heard, Mick walk up the wooden porch steps. I stood up straight from my hiding spot and startled Mick. He almost fell backwards off the porch. There were four military men standing beside their horses and pointing weapons at me. All I could say was “uh uh” as Mick swore under his breath. 
 
   Mick turned, introduced me, and invited them in.
 
   Anyway, I need to hurry.
 
   They seem very nice and concerned about us. They are part of the large unit heading our way. They say they mean us no harm and are only preparing the way for the unit to arrive. They have a hand-held radio and they're sending “click codes” to someone.
 
   Someone's calling for me...
 
   Regardless, there are “scout's” here and I'm in the closet typing on this thing and trying to find a long skirt I can hide it underneath so I can head to the outhouse. I have a plastic dry-cleaning bag I can wrap it in but there's no tape in my room. I suppose I'll have to wrap in two dry-cleaning bags and tie it closed with strips from a third.
 
   Now, I really gotta hurry...
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, April 5
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   They camped near the trailer fence last night and came up to the house early this morning to talk to us.
 
   I know them as Sergeant, Staff Sergeant, Private, and PFC Olsen. They gave us their last names but we decided to call them what they call each other. 
 
   PFC Olsen's name I could easily remember because she reminded me very much of Diane. I kept looking at her, and when I saw that she was becoming uncomfortable with my stares, I explained to her why I was staring and how much I missed Diane. She seemed to be at ease with my explanation.
 
   They told us that a large military unit consisting of 400+ members will be arriving late tomorrow afternoon. They're led by a Colonel Thompson, and we'll probably be able to meet him. The unit is moving very slowly and trying to get an accurate count of all survivors near the Interstates. 
 
   They will not take our children or Josie, Rick, and Ian. They also will not requisition our supplies. Thank you, Lord!
 
   I asked about a gazillion questions and they were patient with me and answered almost everything I asked. The questions regarding who was in charge, where the president is, and other related topics were ignored or answered simply with “We can't give you that information.” At least they didn't lie and say “We don't know” to all of my nosy questions.
 
   Traveling with the unit are two doctors, a psychologist, and two dentists. There's a veterinarian as well.
 
   They asked that all of the members at Kapper Hill be available for physical check-ups and counseling if found needy. Every member will be asked to sign a document after they are examined and found capable of surviving on their own.
 
   They'll look at our animals, their accommodations, and available food supplies. We'll have to write out a description of our plans for the animals.
 
   They will also ask us to sign a document stating that the unit may take refuge in our camp anytime they need it. Soldiers traveling on official orders without the unit will also be allowed to shelter at our camp.
 
   The entire compound will be surveyed, mapped, and given a name. All members’ names and social security numbers will be listed on the back of the final map and we'll be given a copy. 
 
   The compound status will be listed as “Ownership Pending” unless every member here agrees to the ownership of a particular family or survivor. 
 
   We are highly encouraged to list someone as “owner” so the camp won't be up in the air and legally available to any group or person with the resources and ability to “buy in.” Certain things are required of anyone who buys in. They must be able to provide life sustaining supplies to all members listed, but they also have complete power over decisions made for the compound. We didn't like the sound of that.
 
   They will be leaving supplies based on the number of members we have, the supplies we already have, and whatever they find we are lacking. They'll also set up radio equipment to be able to “contact” us when they are within range. Ian and Rick hid the equipment we had in the radio building as soon as they saw military personnel coming in the front door last night.
 
   They also keep a strict record of the number of HDI's they kill and will ask if we have an accurate count on the amount of HDI's we've killed thus far. I haven't kept count.
 
   Every room will be searched for fake National Guard members or insurgents. They will not go through our personal belongings. They are simply looking for enemy troops. I guess that means I can keep my computer but I still plan to hide it when I'm not using it. I'll figure out a way to hang it inside my big winter coat.
 
   Their cooks will feed us every meal while they are here. That's the only part I liked about this whole mess.
 
   While the “big boys” are busy looking us over and counting every hair on our heads, the troops will be available to help complete any projects we have pending and/or fight off HDI's drawn by movement and noise of a large military force. I'm praying that means they'll help with the fence and kill any HDI near the area.
 
   They will be here approximately 48 hours to complete their missions. They travel both at night and during the day, usually moving 10-12 hours before resting when they aren't with a survivor group. 
 
   They will continue their mission until they run out of supplies for groups, or they come to “a certain destination on their map,” whichever comes first. They wouldn't answer my question about the “destination” on their map. They also wouldn't answer the question about where their “home base “is located.
 
   The scouts left about an hour ago so they can gain a little time and try to stay one or two days ahead of the unit. They left copies of every document we'll be expected to sign.
 
   We met on the back porch as soon as they were out of sight.
 
   No one likes the idea that they will be physically examined, their names and social security numbers taken, and every animal and resource we have cataloged to be known to any government official who gets their hands on our folder. 
 
   Isaac and Dane intend to leave the compound while the troops are here. They threw in a vote for Mick and me to be listed as “owner” before heading to their homes and preparing to bug out for a couple of days. 
 
   Since Dane is leaving, Elaine has decided that she and Jesse will go with him. She also threw her vote for Mick and me as owners. They'll stay with the gasoline tanker and Clinic Diane until the unit is gone. They plan to head out first thing in the morning and tell Hisa, Shawna and Soo what's going on so they can make their own decisions about staying on the compound.
 
   No one else mentioned leaving. Marisa and Jason said they want to think it over and will let us know later.
 
   Meanwhile, we have to get supper made and do what we need to do on our regular routine.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM
 
   Supper was rabbit stew... two different versions. Luke and Deuce checked their snares and brought in four rabbits after the scouts left.
 
   Emma and Elaine couldn't come to terms over what ingredients deserved to be in the rabbit stew, so they each made half enough for the group. I tasted both and they both tasted great. Emma's was a little more savory and thick while Elaine's had quite a few more vegetables and thinner gravy. I told them it was a tie because I loved both dishes and I love both women.
 
   Isaac, Dane, Elaine, and Jesse will head out first thing in the morning in case the military unit arrives “a little early.” Carisa begged to go with them and Mick and I agreed to let her go. She is sixteen, and that's old enough these days to decide whether or not you want all of your personal information in a file folder belonging to the US government. Carisa asked us to think of it as the new “living off the grid.” 
 
   Marisa, Jason, and the kids plan to stay simply because they believe their “four count” will increase the amount of supplies we are given.
 
   Pop and Nana are staying, and Emma said “weren't nobody gonna run her off 'n her little house,” so she's staying as well.
 
   I don't know if I should send Merry. I guess I'll wait until lunch. If Soo and Hisa haven't returned to get her, I'll keep her here.
 
   I gave everyone else the option including Nicholas, Valerie, Sabrina, Isabella, Anna, Shawna, and Lisa. They all want to stay except for Valerie and Isabella. Valerie said that she would go with Hisa and Soo if they came to get Merry.
 
   Rona and Kevin will stay as well. They said the military already knows all about them including the color of poop they make. They gave Luke and Larson the option and they both decided to leave.
 
   Jeremy, Rebecca, and Deuce will stay. 
 
   Josie, Ian, and Rick plan to stay.
 
   Honestly, I wish we could all go, but I don't want to lose Kapper Hill Compound or have it taken over by someone else. I hate this. It's invasive and impersonal. Nope, I don't like it one bit. 
 
   At least Carisa, Luke, and Larson will be “off the grid.”
 
   I have no idea where such a large unit will camp, but I'm assuming it'll be all over our hill and in the field across the road.
 
   I'm headed to lie beside Mick and not go to sleep.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, April 6
 
   Isaac, Dane, Elaine, Jesse, Isabella, Luke, Larson, and Carisa left right after breakfast this morning.
 
   We had cold cereal. We're all on edge and no one wanted to cook. Everyone was busy straightening up their private living areas, hiding whatever they wanted hidden, pacing, wringing their hands, and worrying.
 
   We aren't worried as much about the unit arriving as we are worried that 400 people will know everything there is to know about us, including where we are and what we have. It would only take a few “bad” soldiers to decide they were leaving the unit and come back to attack us. 
 
   We don't know what to do about it. Josie says everything depends on the personality of the Colonel. He may decide that he wants to go over every inch of the place, or he may decide to accept the information we give his staff as fact without prying into every corner.
 
   I asked Mick if he thought we could only allow the doctors and approved personnel on the compound and keep the remaining troops on the other side of the gate. “All we can do is ask” Mick said. So, I guess that's what we'll do.
 
   Mick thinks the troops will definitely visit Rick, Ian, and Josie's quarters because of their past military histories. Ian has one wall of his building papered in cash. He worries that it will be seen as a sign of disrespect from a former soldier. 
 
   I told Mick to have Ian move all his stuff into Isaac's building and pretend the other one is Jeremy's or something. I don't have the time or desire to figure out lies and deceit over such a petty thing as wallpapering with currency. I hate this. This shouldn't even be an issue.
 
   I've asked Jeremy to put several “peep holes” in the plywood over the windows so we can spy on the soldiers out front. He's busy with the drill right now.
 
   I hear someone coming up the driveway and it sounds like the Silverado. It's probably Soo and Hisa either back to stay, or back to grab Merry and Valerie.
 
   I'll write later if I'm able. See ya later.
 
    
 
   12:30 PM...
 
   Soo and Hisa picked up Merry and Valerie and headed back to the boonies. I thought about asking Mick if I could go with them. Nah... I can't leave my house for strangers to plow and pillage through.
 
   I figured out a way to hang my computer in the closet. I used a black canvas bag with thin straps around the hanger and put my black winter coat over it. My laptop fits perfectly inside the bag, but I had to put the power supply in the coat pocket. We'll leave the extension cord from the generator strip and plug a lamp into it. Yes, I know it's a cheesy and simplistic hiding spot that even a five-year-old could find. Maybe that'll be the beauty of it? Fingers crossed.
 
   Whatcha wanna bet they come straight in here and go straight to my closet. I've taken a Xanax of the blue variety because I needed it. It's making me a little loopy but it definitely helps.
 
   Mick is standing watch out front, waiting for the Army to arrive. The men who remain on the compound are working on the fence. I had to get them out of the house. They were driving me crazy(er).
 
   Oh crap! 
 
   I hear trucks at the gate and gunfire off in the distance. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:50 PM...
 
   I've decided to write from the closet. It's hot in here and the air is thick with whatever fibers and dust happen to fall from hanging clothes. I can't keep my eyes off the doorknob. If that sucker starts turning, I swear I'll jump through the ceiling.
 
   Colonel Thompson arrived with his group around 12:45 this afternoon. The lead vehicles stopped at the gate and two armed soldiers exited the vehicle in front and stood at attention, waiting for someone to come down the hill and converse with them.
 
   Mick and Jason stood up from their watch positions and headed down the hill. Those of us inside the house peeked out the front door and through the holes in the plywood. It wasn't long before the remaining men came down from working on the fence and took a spot on the front porch to watch and wait.
 
   Only a couple of minutes went by before Mick and Jason opened the gate and allowed the lead vehicle to enter. They shut the gate behind it and crawled inside the rear doors. The black Escalade drove slowly to the top of the driveway and the driver put it in “park.” I thought that Escalade was mighty flashy for this “end of the world situation” we're having.
 
   Mick and Jason crawled out of the rear and waited as the driver and his co-pilot climbed out of the front. They were dressed in formal attire from covered head to shiny toe.
 
   One of the soldiers opened the door and Colonel T.J. Thompson crawled out. I mean, literally... he crawled out. He was dressed in camouflage from head to toe, sort of. 
 
   His hat was askew, his shirt was halfway unbuttoned, and I could see stains in the armpits of his white t-shirt underneath. His boots were untied and he was laughing up a storm. He was either very sick, or very drunk, and I figured I already knew which one it was.
 
   Another soldier dressed in camouflage from head to toe climbed out of the passenger door. He stuffed Colonel Thompson back inside the Escalade and turned to glare at the driver. 
 
   Whatever telepathic message he was sending got through. The driver ran back around, hopped inside, and backed the Escalade down to the gate as the second camouflaged man walked up the sidewalk and onto the porch with Mick and Jason close behind. Mick had that “I didn't see a thing” look on his face but I could tell he was ready to burst out laughing at any moment.
 
   Josie poked me in the ribs and said “that's a Major!” She almost seemed giddy.
 
   Mick and the “Major” were quietly talking, and I looked past them to see a huge amount of military vehicles pulling into the field and all along the sides of the road. 
 
   It looked like what I'd imagined the inside of a bee hive looks like. There were dozens of vehicles and all of them were drab olive green except for the Escalade still sitting by the gate. 
 
   The vehicles were loud, and the volume rose even more as stern voices began shouting orders. A few distinguishable words rode the breeze and made the journey up the hillside. I couldn't see the end of the line and was still searching for it when Mick opened the door and ushered the Major inside.
 
   The Major waited as Mick and Jason made their way in and closed the door behind them. 
 
   None of us said a word. We were waiting for the Major to speak. I stepped up beside Mick and gave the Major my “go ahead” look. 
 
   The Major asked that they be allowed to search the house and make sure there was no “unsavory characters” hiding out. They were “sure we'd understand.”
 
   When they got to my bedroom, I held my breath. They checked under the bed and opened the closet door. I was so nervous that I almost had to leave the room. I saw one of them reach into the closet and the veins almost popped out of my head and neck.
 
   The soldier reached in and pushed all our clothing to the sides. Then, he banged around on the wall at the back of the closet, the sides, and the ceiling. He stood back looking satisfied and gave the entire closet one last glance before he shut the door. He turned and walked out of the room. 
 
   I fell on the bed and almost hyperventilated into my pillow. I realized that I've become much more dependent on this computer than I should be. I stood and went back to the living room for further instructions. 
 
   The Major stuck out his hand and said “How do you do, Mrs. Kapper. I am Major Knellson” (he spelled it out for us). “I am second in Command to Colonel Thompson, who isn't feeling well this afternoon. I trust you've had time to read the documents and digest what you learned from our scouts?” 
 
   I nodded my head and turned to lead him and anyone else who wanted to listen in straight to the kitchen table. Pop was already sitting there, and he motioned for Mick to take the chair at the head of the table. The Major didn't argue and stood behind the chair on Mick's left. 
 
   Both men stood and waited for me to take a seat. Pop pulled out my chair and I plopped down on Mick's right. My heart was almost beating out of my chest as the Major sat down and the remaining chairs became filled with Josie, Ian, Rick, Rona, and Kevin.
 
   
  
 

Major Knellson lifted his briefcase and placed in on the table in front of him. He pulled out a large orange folder, closed the briefcase, and returned it to the floor. The folder was left on the table. He opened the cover and my heartbeat was doing double time. “Shall we begin?” Major Knellson said. We all nodded. 
 
   Major Knellson looked around the room, nodded, and turned the first piece of paper toward me and Mick.
 
   Suddenly, we heard gunfire from the road. Everyone jumped to grab their weapons except Major Knellson. He said “Don't worry. We always have HDI's from outlying areas try to follow us or invade camp. They're attracted by the noise. Depending on the number of HDI's in the area, you might hear weapons fire at any time, day and night.” Everyone sank down into their seats and glared at him.
 
   I thought to myself “That's just dandy! They not only invaded our space with a gazillion troops and vehicles, but they also brought every HDI in the county along.” We heard sporadic gunfire throughout our two hour conversation.
 
   Believe it or not, we had to read every document and then take a multiple choice quiz on what we read. I was shocked and felt that we were being treated like children. 
 
   Major Knellson noticed my discomfort and explained that the quiz is intended to make certain anyone who signs the documents understands completely what they've just read. After we passed our “pop quiz,” we were allowed to sign the documents and pass them around the table for signatures from everyone there.
 
   The documents were short and to the point, leaving no room for loopholes on either side. They were written exactly as the copies the scouts had left.
 
   After the initial documents were signed, Major Knellson looked around the room and asked if everyone on the compound was present. Josie said that was “affirmative” and he gave her a soft smile.
 
    He asked for the name of the property owner and Josie named me and Mick without hesitation. No one spoke out or disapproved, so he wrote our names at the top of a large piece of paper and asked for the name of the group. “Kapper Hill Compound” Mick proudly said. I spelled it out for him. The Major nodded and wrote the name in large letters above the owner’s names. 
 
   He pulled out a final document and passed it around the room instructing everyone to write their names, social security numbers, and places of origin. When the document was returned to him he counted the names and then counted out the exact number of medical permission forms from his briefcase. We were instructed to each read one, sign the medical forms, and hand them over to the doctors when we went in for our physicals. 
 
   He stood and clicked a short series of bursts on his hand held radio. Five minutes later, we were making small talk when someone knocked at the door. “That's my men” Major Knellson said. Marisa went to the door and two formally attired soldiers walked in. Major Knellson introduced them as Private Gillespie and Private Devon. He told us that they would be assigning our medical appointments.
 
   Major Knellson kindly expressed his gratitude for our co-operation and saw himself out the door. I noticed several armed soldiers waiting on the porch to guide him back to the Escalade which was parked at the top of the driveway again. We haven't seen him since.
 
   Someone knocked at the door several minutes after Private Devon and Private Gillespie left. Mick went to answer it. There was a very handsome soldier who'd come to let us know that supper would be served at 6:00 sharp inside the compound at the base of the driveway, and that we were expected to attend. 
 
   We all prepared for supper and headed down the hill. Gunfire still sounded sporadically in the distance.
 
   I sent a thank you up to Jesus that I could see where I was going. I noticed several tents set up inside the compound. Most of them are olive green and look like Officer's tents.
 
   There's two small, white tents with a red cross on the side and top. We all knew we'd get our physicals in those tents. 
 
   I sent up a second thank you when I walked inside the large tent they are using as a cafeteria and saw the buffet spread they were offering.
 
   There was real fried chicken. I couldn't believe my eyes. There was also fish filets, roast beef, broiled chicken and just about every common vegetable you can think of. There was pasta and several different sauces to go over it. We ate our fill as sounds of distant gunfire came from every direction. By the end of supper I had almost stopped jumping with every shot we heard.
 
   We came back to the house as a group and our medical appointments began. 
 
   Two doctors meant that two people could be examined at the same time. Jason and Marisa were scheduled to start us off and Mick and I followed.
 
   We're all on a 24 hour no caffeine order so they can test our pee tomorrow. Why? I have no clue. “It's part of your physical exam” I was told by an old battle-axe in a white lab coat. She looked shocked and irate when I grabbed a little specimen cup and squatted on the ground. I was about to give her what she wanted right then and there. “No, no, Mrs. Kapper” she said. “We'll perform the urine test tomorrow. You may get dressed and return to your home.”
 
   I thought to myself “Gee, thanks... you old $%^&*#.” She'd already had her hands all over me and I got the feeling she liked it. I was wearing a hospital gown that opened in the back and I was standing inside a flimsy tent, at night. It was well lit by the strongest solar lantern I've ever seen. 
 
   The tent had flimsy flaps that lifted with the slightest breeze and I felt like I was lit up like an overweight Venus de Milo who'd come to life on a runway in Paris during some huge, naked event.
 
   Every time those flaps raised, it seemed like it took forever before they'd slowly resume their correct position and hide whatever was inside. 
 
   I was fed up... and I was mortified that Mick wolf whistled during one of the “flap raising” events. Old Battle-axe was mortified as well. The look on her face almost took me away from my anger and into a fit of laughter.
 
   I stepped out of the tent as Battle-axe called Mick inside. When he was fully engulfed by the flimsy tent, Battle-axe bent down and tied the flaps to the center post. I was livid and stomped up the hill and into the house. Mick came in about 30 minutes later and adjusted the seat of his pants as he told me he'd been thoroughly examined.
 
   So far I've fallen in line and done what they ask of me. 
 
   They didn't even ask about computers and only wanted to know if we had any communication devices. Josie quickly spoke and said that we didn't. 
 
   I don't know if I'm being a bad girl and deserve punishment for keeping my computer a secret. I really don't care. This thing is my closest confidant and they'd have to pry it out of my “cold, dead hands.”
 
   I have no idea what tomorrow will bring, other than the fact that I'm going to the dentist and psychologist. I'm already dreading it and I wish these people were headed down the road away from us.
 
   I'm gonna hide my computer and crawl in bed with Mick.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, April 7
 
   There was a loud knock at the door around 6:00 this morning. It was a “messenger” bringing news that breakfast would be served at 0730 and Major Knellson had invited Mick and me to join him. I practically had to roll Mick out of bed to get him up and moving. Neither of us slept well. We heard gunfire all night. It seemed like there were a hundred separate incidences. 
 
   It was already hot in the house and I stepped out back to read the thermometer. It was eighty-six degrees and, in my opinion, that is miserable. I came back inside, brushed my teeth, took a birdbath with cold water, and got dressed. 
 
   Mick was dressed when I came out of the bathroom. He refused to brush his teeth until after breakfast. I told him I was sure that Major Knellson would appreciate that. He groaned and went in the bathroom to brush his teeth.
 
   We headed down the hill and I noticed that the camp was a little quiet. I figured that everyone was busy stuffing their faces for breakfast. 
 
   When we walked in the tent, we were met by a “host” and led to Major Knellson's table. It was a metal folding picnic table. I'd never seen one before and thought it was fabulous. I asked Major Knellson if we could buy a few and he just laughed and told me I was “delightful.” Hey, I was serious.
 
   We were escorted by three soldiers who carried our plates and added to them whatever we asked. There was eggs, bacon, hash browns, grits, biscuits, oatmeal, pastries, toast, ham and egg omelets, and quiche. We were offered either water, juice, or decaffeinated coffee to drink. I loaded up on the basics and went back to my seat.
 
   Major Knellson made small talk with us throughout breakfast and we were serenaded with several more gunshots from the direction of the Masterson house. 
 
   He didn't acknowledge the gunshots and continued talking as if nothing was happening, He asked if there was anything in particular we needed and couldn't get. 
 
   I told him we needed animal food, canning jars, ammo, people food, medication, and lots of solar panels along with a solar expert to set them up. He said he can help us with everything but the solar panels. He does, however, have a soldier in the unit who is very familiar with solar setups and can spend some time with us. He can also provide us with several books on solar power. We'll take what we can get. Mick plans to meet with the solar expert after his medical appointments
 
   It wasn't long before the rest of our crew began filtering in for breakfast. Major Knellson's eyes lit up a little when he saw Josie walk in. He motioned for her to join us and she gathered her plate and sat down beside him. 
 
   As soon as Josie was comfortable and settled in, Major Knellson turned to Mick and me and told us that he wanted to speak in private with Josie about her prior experiences. He said he was grateful to us for joining him. In other words, we were dismissed.
 
   We left our fancy Dixie paper plates on the table and headed out the door. Mick wrapped his arm around me and we came back up the hill.
 
   Jason came inside and told us that there were at least 50 soldiers working on the fence and they'd been there since 6:00 this morning. He said we wouldn't believe how much they've got finished. I headed in here to sit in my closet and type. Mick headed out to see what the soldiers were doing to his fence.
 
   My dental appointment is in 20 minutes, so I'm gonna hide my computer and brush my teeth again. 
 
   My psychology appointment is right after that, but I don't have to pee in the cup for Battle-axe until later tonight. 
 
   I miss Carisa terribly. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   I was sitting in the dentist chair this morning, getting scolded because I have two cavities and need to floss more often.
 
   The camp suddenly became loud and both myself, and the evil dentist, heard a lot of shouting and engine's firing up. I sat straight up in the chair and watched as he headed to the door of the tent. He was met head on by a young soldier who almost ran smack dab into him. 
 
   He was told that the unit was on “code red” and he needed to prepare. He began throwing dental tools into canvas bags while screaming at me that there was gonna be a bomb and I needed to get everyone into the basement.
 
   I'm pretty sure my feet hit the ground only a few times as I practically flew up the hill. 
 
   Suddenly, a very loud siren sounded and a few dozen soldiers began running down the hill and back to the camp.
 
   I was in a huge panic and began herding everyone into the basement, telling them what the dentist said as we went. 
 
   Mick and I counted heads several times and added in the members who were hiding in the boonies to make sure all of our people were there. 
 
   I felt like I was outside my body, and feared the worst. Images of atomic and nuclear explosions from TV shows I've seen were running through my head one after another.
 
   Amber and Michael were crying loudly and all the women were shaking, wringing their hands, and crying. Sabrina and Anna were hysterical and clinging to Nicholas who wasn't much better. Shawna and Lisa were trying to calm them down. Rebecca was also hysterical and clinging to Deuce. Emma finally gathered as many of them as she could into her arms and made them sit down.
 
   We were turning in circles and walking in all different directions, trying to figure out what we should do. Mick joined Josie, Rick, and Ian in trying calm me down but I wasn't paying attention and began sliding shelves and boxes in front of the basement door and throwing flashlights from one of the shelves toward anyone I saw. I screamed at them to get as far back into the basement as they could go. 
 
   My heart felt like it was skipping beats and sweat was pouring off me. I sliced my palm of my hand on one of the shelves but didn't notice until I saw bloody hand prints on a couple of boxes. I looked down at my hands and found a large gash in the meaty part beneath my left thumb. I didn't care one bit, and kept right on sliding shelves.
 
   When there was nothing more I could think of, I gave up. 
 
   Mick finally got control of me and we headed back to join the rest of them. I gathered Marisa, Jason, Amber, Michael, Jeremy, Deuce and Mick around me. I asked Pop, Nana, Rona, Kevin, Luke, and Larson to slide in close, and they did. 
 
   Nana seemed perfectly calm. Actually she seemed like her brain had “stepped out for a minute,” but she was clinging to Pop and he was clinging to her. I cried all over Mick while I waited for our world to be blown apart.
 
   Rick, Ian, and Josie continued to talk to all of us in soft voices and tried to keep us calm. I barely heard a word they said.
 
   I couldn't get Carisa out of my head and I prayed hard that she was far enough away to survive whatever was about to happen. 
 
   My brain kept throwing images of an older Carisa, scarred from battle and carrying multiple weapons while walking through what remained of Kapper Hill Compound. Her brow was furrowed and her formerly soft eyes were hardened from a rough life and bad experiences. There was a faded bandana tied around her forehead and her long hair was tangled and blowing in the wind as she searched through the rubble. 
 
   I shook those images out of my head and tried to go to “the beach.” I got there, but had trouble staying.
 
   Even in the farthest, darkest, corner of our large basement, I could still hear the massive siren. I wanted a Xanax of the blue variety but I'd left them in bedroom so I was out of luck and had to handle it on my own.
 
   Per Josie's suggestion, we decided to stay where we were until someone came to get us out or 24 hours had passed, whichever came first. Jason set the alarm on his watch for 24 hours. 
 
   I buried my face in Mick's chest. I looked up and turned on the flashlight every five or ten minutes to make sure everyone was still there. I couldn't stop touching my family.
 
   Thirty minutes later, I began to calm down and started silently cursing the dentist who had scared the dickens out of me. I began to think it had all been a big mistake. Then, we heard numerous loud “thunks” and numerous large explosions. Jose, Ian, and Rick all agreed that the military unit was firing mortars and they were landing approximately a mile away.
 
   We sat there in the dark and kept asking each other if we were okay. Several minutes went by before we heard someone banging on the basement door. Mick hollered that the door was barricaded and they needed to come in through the house.
 
   Twenty minutes later, we were sitting at the kitchen table, waiting for Josie, Rick, and Ian to return with an explanation. It seemed like hours before they came in the front door and sat down at the table to tell us what they'd learned.
 
   The large number of HDI's the unit had been taking out concerned Major Knellson and he was about to contact his rear guards for information.
 
    Before he got the chance, a report came in that there was a large horde of approximately 600 HDI's within a mile of the compound. HDI's were coming from the residential areas and down the mountainside to join the growing horde on the road. 
 
   The rear guards fell back 300 yards and asked for “code red” help from the unit. Major Knellson was happy to oblige. 
 
   His men sent several mortars into the horde when it was approximately three-quarters of a mile away. The clean-up crew is there now, making sure every HDI is dead for good.
 
   Major Knellson told us to expect more hordes of this size in the future because HDI's are leaving the cities en masse and picking up stragglers along the entire way. They are headed west and northwest. No one has determined the reason why.
 
   Two hours later, the camp was back to normal and none of the military personnel seemed distressed or any worse for wear from the experience. I came in here to gather myself, grab that Xanax, and type on this stupid computer. 
 
   My dental appointment has been rescheduled until tonight. I'll be receiving two fillings and my very own dental hygiene kit. Then, I have to pee for Battle-axe. 
 
   My psychology appointment has been rescheduled for 9:00 tomorrow morning. I'm sure I'll pass with flying colors after the experience I went through today. Yeah, right.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Well, the best part of the day came when we were informed that we no longer needed to worry about tearing up the pavement between the two mountain access roads. The mortars took care of it for us. Mick says there are large holes in the ground. 
 
   Major Knellson has a group of 60 soldiers cleaning up the HDI bodies and burning them. They'll be working through the night and will be well guarded by an additional 20 soldiers who will walk the perimeter with night vision goggles and take out any HDI's that are still coming in. That's a job that I wouldn't want.
 
   My cavities are filled and my mouth is still a little numb. I really do need to make sure everyone pays attention to their dental hygiene because we have no idea if we'll ever see another dentist.
 
   The Battle-axe didn't want my pee. Oh noooo... She sent me to the second white tent where a young, tanned, handsome male doctor with the whitest teeth I've ever seen took my donation. I flirted a little and asked him why he couldn't have been the one to do my physical.
 
   Doctor “white teeth” was a plastic surgeon in South Beach. I guess he was more qualified to handle the urine samples and give advice on tummy tucks, fake boobs, and butt lifts. I really shouldn't look at it that way. There is truly a lot of need for plastic surgeons. Still, it was a pleasure to pee in front of him, not!
 
   I am physically and emotionally exhausted. Since the bombing incident, I have felt completely drained of energy and was happy that Mick agreed to bring my supper plate up the hill so I didn't have to deal with eating in the mess tent. I had a fat, juicy hamburger, french fries, baked beans and a piece of carrot cake. I couldn't finish the cake but Opie had no trouble getting rid of it in two bites. I almost fell asleep on my plate.
 
   Mick is snoring but I don't think it'll keep me from falling asleep at all.
 
   I'll end this entry by letting you know that the fence is only 20% from being finished. We still have lots of concrete and there are still lots of logs at the lumberyard. Hallelujah!
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, April 8
 
   Regardless of what we have to endure today, I expect it to be a happy day because the Major's unit will head out to their next destination this afternoon.
 
   Mick and I slept like logs. I heard several gunshots during the night but I was so out of it that I felt like I was dreaming.
 
   Breakfast was much the same as yesterday except we didn't get to sit with Major Knellson. Josie, Ian, and Rick sat with him and they talked quietly among themselves. I wished I could get a table near them so I could eavesdrop.
 
   After breakfast, Mick headed for his dental appointment and I headed for my psychology appointment.
 
   When I stepped inside the “psychology tent” I was shocked. Sitting at the desk was Glenda Sharpton. She was my psychology professor in college. That made me very happy.
 
   We spoke for several minutes before she truly recognized me. She asked me questions, filled in bubbles on her form, and spent the rest of the time talking with me about what we were doing to prepare for survival. 
 
   We spoke briefly about her career and how she came to be with the unit.
 
   Two months ago the unit came through her area of town. She was alone but had a cat and a dog to keep her company. When the Battle-axe performed Glenda's physical, she found out Glenda's profession. Three hours later Glenda was invited to join the unit. They allowed her to bring her animals along. 
 
   I suppose I passed my psychology test because I'm still here and no one has thrown a strait-jacket over my head and dragged me to a dark place to contemplate the true meaning of life.
 
   Mick got in trouble. He had four cavities that had to be filled and a molar that was so bad that it had to be extracted. They “don't do root canals and crowns” the dentist told him. Anyway, they yanked that puppy out of his mouth and sent him back up the hill with six pain pills and a seven-day antibiotic regimen.
 
   He stayed awake long enough to tell me that he walked to the pool to check on the water and caught Josie sneaking out the rear of Major Knellson's tent. She saw Mick, and she blushed and headed to the breakfast/brunch buffet. Me thinks Josie was a bad girl. I bet she'll miss the Major's unit once they leave (snort).
 
   Laundry needs to be done and I'm headed out to look at the laundry chart, find out who has laundry duty with me, and get started. See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:50 PM...
 
   Let me give you the best news about having the solders here. The fence is finished! Oh yeah, baby! I never thought this day would come. I asked each man who'd worked on it to choose his own post and carve his name and where he's from deep enough to stay there for a long time. 
 
   We have a large, sturdy fence around the compound. I was tempted to give a big ol' kiss to every one of those soldiers but I'm sure they would have rather had kisses from Marisa and Rebecca.
 
   The Sergeant in charge told Mick that he recommends we build a guard tower on the inside of the fence at each corner and in the middle of each section with supported, railed catwalks between them, three feet lower than the top of the fence. 
 
   He also recommended looting for sheets of heavy metal to place on the upper halves of the guard towers starting with the sides facing outward. Mick says we will definitely do that.
 
   We have a washing machine! One of the soldiers noticed the way we were doing laundry and he went to work, gathering up a few things from camp and from the house. 
 
   Two hours later, we had my old washing machine sitting on the back porch and hooked up somehow to the riding lawnmower from Marisa's tractor shed. It even goes through the spin cycle! No more wringing out clothes. Hoorah! 
 
   I grabbed that young man and gave him a big ol' kiss right on the mouth. He nodded, blushed, and quickly headed back to camp.
 
   Several minutes later he returned driving a forklift carrying a wooden pallet with two full barrels of gasoline. He set the pallet near the back porch and went back down the hill before I could give him another big ol' kiss.
 
   We also have a huge pile of wood already split and stacked. The unit has a strange machine. 
 
   It picks up logs which fall into a trench on top. The log is pushed forward a couple of feet and a huge chainsaw comes over the top and cuts it into a manageable length. Then, the log is pushed through a “magical” cutting wheel of sharp spokes, and out comes six pieces of split wood. It looks like a flower blooming. Every man here watched in amazement.
 
   The unit is busy packing up and getting ready to leave.
 
   We have our final meeting with either Colonel Thompson, or Major Knellson, in ten minutes. I better sign off and get ready.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:45 PM...
 
   They're gone and the night is eerily quiet. There’s no twinkling lights or sounds of muted laughter coming from the field. We're on our own again. 
 
   Mick and Jason are on watch out front, and Jeremy joined Rona on watch out back. Even though the fence is finished, old habits are hard to break and we still need to keep our guard up.
 
   We had our final meeting with Major Knellson. I guess Colonel Thompson still wasn't “feeling well.”
 
   We were handed a large map outlining the property of Kapper Hill Compound fully owned by Mick and Robin Kapper. Our social security numbers were written beneath our names. 
 
   The property lines include Marisa and Jason's house, the meadow, and the eight acres of woods to our right. It also included all of the old Peterson property and the large field across the road. The word “PENDING” was written in big red letters on a clear piece of tape across the sketch of the field.
 
   We were asked to come up with a “call sign” for the compound. I asked Major Knellson what his unit call sign was and he said “Ground Control.” He suggested that we use “KHC” or something like it. 
 
   Of course, Mick and I decided to use “Major Tom” as our call sign. Yep, I'll have to explain it to the young 'uns, but Major Knellson got it and we got a chuckle out of him.
 
   We were then presented with an additional document we hadn't seen before and allowed to read over it as many times as we wished. Every member on the compound was afforded the same opportunity.
 
   Major Knellson waited on the front porch until we finished reading and discussing the terms. When our decision was made, we asked him to return to the table.
 
    
 
   Do you remember those old rumors about the government hoarding food and ammunition? Well, those rumors were true. Surprised? I bet you're not really surprised. 
 
   When the unit pulls out, they will leave a supply allotment determined by the number of members we have and the status of animals and perishable supplies. This is a “one time” occurrence unless we agree to the terms and conditions of the new document.
 
   The document states that we’re eligible to receive an allotment of food and other survival supplies quarterly, if we agree to use the big field across the road to grow onions and edible herbs for the military. The onion bulbs and herb seeds would be provided to us at the appropriate planting time.
 
   Yep, you read that right. Onions and edible herbs
 
   Ninety percent of what we grow in that field will belong to the military, and we can use the remaining ten percent to grow whatever we wish. Eighty percent will be onions and the other ten percent will be herbs. You can grow onions and several herbs year round in Alabama.
 
   We would be required to harvest the onions and turn them over to a small military “resource gathering” unit. The herbs will be harvested by members of the unit in order to retain their freshness.
 
   If we signed the document, thirty soldiers would return within three weeks to erect a tall chain-link fence around the field. A large sign stating “PROPERTY OF US GOVERNMENT AS OF (insert date here). DO NOT ENTER” would be placed on all four sides.
 
   The gardens we currently have are our private property and not considered in the terms and conditions of the agreement. We could choose to decline the agreement, and the field would be removed from our ownership maps and recorded as “Ownership Pending” and available to any buyer in the United States with the resources to maintain it.
 
   If we agreed to the terms, the field will become fully owned by Kapper Hill Compound at the end of 10 years of service and production.
 
   Signing the agreement comes with badges allowing us to “recycle goods” from any unclaimed properties we find within a 100 mile radius of the compound. The terms include the agreement to cause no harm to others we come across wearing the same badge. 
 
   Unclaimed property is first come, first serve. If we come upon a property currently being “recycled” by badge wearing folks, we are to turn away and find another area. However, we are not required to afford the same courtesy to survivors wearing no badge. 
 
   It is highly likely that we will cross paths with both badge wearing folks and “non-participants.” The decision to turn away in the cases of non-participants would be at our discretion.
 
   We are required to detain any person representing himself or herself as “national guard” until an official escort can be sent to retrieve them.
 
   We are required to keep accurate and up-to-date numbers of the HDI's we kill and dispose of.
 
   Did we sign the agreement? You're darn right we signed the agreement. Food and supplies every three months? We signed that agreement so fast it'd make your head spin.
 
   Did we sign the agreement legibly using our real names? Hell NO!
 
   Did everyone step out of the room so they could testify that they never witnessed us signing? Hell YES! 
 
   This included Josie, whom I thought we would have the most trouble from. She jumped on the idea like a lion on a three-legged zebra. I was pleasantly surprised. 
 
   As Mick headed to the door to ask Major Knellson to return, Josie stood and whispered in my ear “one night stand” and giggled as she walked out the kitchen door. Josie is a delightful bad girl.
 
   I signed a completely unreadable “Ms. Molly Mack” in Mick's spot and he signed an unreadable “Chicken Scratch” in mine. 
 
   Major Knellson placed the agreement inside our folder without even checking the signatures and told us to head outside and take possession of our allotment. We didn't see him again.
 
   Why did we do it that “silly” way? Well, we would've been happy to grow food for the troops on part of that field as payment for the supplies we were given, but that field was dangled in front of us and then held back like a carrot in front of a carriage horse, and then we were told “on one condition” 
 
   That, my friend, is called coercion... or maybe a better word would be “blackmail.”
 
   It felt like a threat when the Major told us the field would be listed as “ownership pending” if we didn't take the deal. It felt like he was telling us that some horrible, unsavory owner would take over the property directly across from us and perhaps cause us grief while we struggle to survive. It felt like a dirty trick.
 
   We intend to grow onions and herbs for the government, but we intend to grow whatever else this compound needs to survive. If we need to use 20% of the garden, then so be it. 
 
   Our allotment included exactly what you'd expect and a couple of things you might not.
 
   Along with a radio setup and four hand held radios, we got a notebook full of code words and click codes.
 
   We got three barrels of flour, two barrels of sugar, a huge plastic jug of baking powder, and a 25 lb bag of salt. We also got a dozen #10 cans each of stewed tomatoes, corn, carrots, green beans, kidney beans, lentils, pork 'n beans, peas, spaghetti, chili, fruit cocktail, peaches, pears, and assorted pie filling.
 
   There are a dozen cases of Top Ramen noodles and another dozen cases of Cup 'O Soup.
 
   We have two 50 pound bags of potatoes and about 20 pounds of onions along with two large boxes of beef jerky.
 
   There's powdered butter, powdered eggs, powdered cheese, and two dozen tubs of lard.
 
   We have coffee, tea, powdered milk, Kool-Aid, two-liter sodas and 35 cases of bottled water with 32 bottles in each case.
 
   We have four big cookbooks on pioneer cooking, two books on food preservation, two books on gardening, and two books on Solar Power that were added at the request of Major Knellson. 
 
   There are fifteen cases of quart canning jars and eight cases of pint canning jars with twelve jars in each case.
 
   We have a pallet each of horse feed, cattle feed, goat feed, and chicken feed.
 
   We have to turn sideways to go down the rows inside the garage. I was loving every minute of it and so was everyone else.
 
   We also got four red chickens and a red rooster to go with them, as well as a male piglet because both of ours are female.
 
   Every animal on the place was vaccinated and micro-chipped including Opie and Tig. Huh? I thought that was strange but the “man in charge” said it was to track the animals and discourage other survivors from stealing. I was surprised they didn't micro-chip all the humans as well.
 
   We each received three pairs of shorts, one pair of pants, and five t-shirts along with a package of underwear and a package of socks. The women all received two bras.
 
   The compound as a whole received ten, one-size-fits-all, sets of rain gear.
 
   We got four M16's (one for each corner of the fence, I suppose), six Kevlar vests (yeah baby) and a big 'ol cast iron, claw-footed bathtub with a tall shower attachment and curtain rod that circles above it (OH YEAH baby!). 
 
   We got two cases of 1000 rounds each to go with the M16's.
 
   We also got a dozen laminated and coded badges attached to lanyards to wear on “recycling missions.”
 
   The last thing we received was a huge pallet of insect repellant along with written instructions on how to use it and color photos of the “infected flies and every known mutation.” Each of us had to sign a list stating at the top that we had received the insect repellant and instructions for proper use.
 
   Oh, there was one other box. On top of the taped box was written “Josephine Minor, CONFIDENTIAL” in big red letters. Josie grabbed it and headed to her motorhome.
 
   We all stood at the front gate to see the troops off to their next survivor group. The rear guards stopped on their way out and told us to be aware that there may be unusually high numbers of HDI's behind the unit, but they had taken out most of them. 
 
   We stood there with our mouth's gaping as the last of the rear guards disappeared down the road.
 
   Five minutes later, we were having target practice because several HDI's had come off the mountainside and into the field. Mick counted the bodies and I ran in to write it down on the blank pages in our new “HDI Records and Reports” book. We killed thirteen HDI's within 10 minutes of the unit's departure. Isn't that just dandy?
 
   Tomorrow will be a big day as we try to organize and move all these supplies. We are very grateful for them, and I suppose my encounter with Battle-axe was worth it after all.
 
   Carisa will be home tomorrow morning. I can hardly wait!
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, April 9
 
   I was busy making breakfast for the return of our incognito members when I heard gunshots coming from the road.
 
   I wasn't surprised. The new M16's were getting a workout and we had to keep five people on watch duty, lying on top of the trailer fence out front, all night long. 
 
   The death number in our HDI report book was growing more rapidly than I could keep up with it. Marisa entered the latest numbers while my hands were covered in biscuit dough.
 
   Not long afterwards, I heard the sound of truck engines and I raced to the door to pull my baby into my arms. She was second out the truck door, between Luke and Larson. 
 
   She ran up the sidewalk and threw her arms around my neck. I cried like a baby. I knew she was safe with Dane and Soo, but still, I cried like a baby and erased the image of the lonely, hardened, dangerous Carisa out of my head.
 
   Everyone made their rounds, hugging and shaking hands.
 
   The men went to put all the vehicles back in place while the women came inside to finish breakfast.
 
   We ate bacon, eggs, biscuits, and pancakes while we talked in detail about the experiences we'd had with the unit. Dane literally jumped out of his chair and ran out the door to lay eyes on the finished fence. He came back a few minutes later with a big smile on his face. He picked up Elaine and twirled her in circles. It was a wonderful sight to behold.
 
   He slammed four pancakes and a glob of eggs down his throat and headed to the trailer fence with firepower, and bacon, in his hands to take over watch from one of the men who'd been there for hours. Soo, Isaac, Jesse, and Shawna did the same. 
 
   Several minutes later, a bunch of tired, worn-out men came in the door for breakfast. They swallowed their food while trying not to nod off in their plates, then they headed for bed. Mick is sleeping as I type.
 
   Josie smelled fresh and clean when she walked in this morning. She tossed three additional Kevlar vests and two pair of night-vision goggles on the table. She said that Major Knellson had forgotten to add them in the allotment so he put them in a box for her to distribute as she saw fit. 
 
   She smelled like sunflowers and was sportin' a brand new Colt 1911 on her hip. She turned to me with a naughty look on her face and winked. She said that Chris (Major Knellson) had taken a special interest in our group and would check back with us often. Uh huh... I bet he will.
 
   Carisa allowed me to hold onto her arm all through breakfast and now she's in the garage, trying to organize the work of moving food and supplies into the basement.
 
   When Josie finished her breakfast, she stood and handed me a folded cloth bandana. I felt something small and rectangular shaped in that bandana, and looked up at Josie. She had a naughty twinkle in her eye as she turned and headed out the kitchen door.
 
   Inside that bandana was the most beautiful pack of long menthol cigarettes I've ever seen. I threw the bandana on the floor and ran out to the back porch.
 
   Josie was waiting for me and we talked as I indulged myself. She made me stand downwind because she's pregnant. I quietly asked if she intended to tell Chris Knellson that the baby was his. I thought she was gonna fall off the porch laughing. “I just might” she said. That Josie is a bad, bad girl. I love her.
 
   Now, I have 19 “nasty” cigarettes left. Yay! I wanna lay in that big bathtub and hang my leg over the side along with one hand, holding a cigarette between my fingers, while Mick massages shampoo into my scalp. Maybe later.
 
   Pop, Nana, and Emma are harvesting something in the garden, so I'm sure there'll be food to take care of this afternoon. I am so grateful!
 
   Josie and Emma have lunch duty and, after I finish a few loads of laundry, I'll entertain myself by watching them work to. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:10 PM...
 
   The men were all awake in time for lunch and the number of gunshots near the trailer fence has dropped drastically. We were able to remove two guards from the lineup and I was astonished when I went to enter the dead HDI numbers. 
 
   The unit left behind 112 HDI's (so far). Mick says they'll wait several hours after they see the last one before going out for body cleanup. At least they have the backhoe available, and cleanup should move pretty fast. Thank goodness.
 
   Dane and Mick sat together at lunch and discussed building the guard towers, looting for metal sheets, and going after another stash on the bad guys map. 
 
   They both agreed that they'd go after another stash three days from now. In the meantime, they'll see what town looks like since the unit went through and then, draw up plans for the towers and catwalks. 
 
   Dane wants to add two guard towers to the mid-sections of the fence instead of one. Mick wholeheartedly agreed with him. They also want to line the catwalk with metal sheeting if they can find enough. 
 
   I threw the phone book on the table in front of them and told them to dog-ear pages listing any place they assumed metal sheeting could be found. 
 
   They buried their noses in that phone book. They turned pages and grunted at one another when they came across an interesting advertisement. By the time they were finished, the corner of the phone book had grown fatter from all the folded pages. 
 
   Mick stood from the table, kissed me goodbye, and said he and Dane were “goin' to town.” They headed out in the Jeep, and both of them are loaded for bear. They each grabbed a Kevlar vest, but I just realized that they forgot to take radios and their badges. Crap! Stupid, ignorant, blankety blanks!
 
   Well, there's nothing I can do about it now, so I'm headed down to the basement to see if Carisa needs my help. I want to spend time with her. I really missed that sweet girl.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   8:00 PM...
 
   Mick and Dane aren't home. Supper is over, two plates are in the cold oven, and they aren't here.
 
   I'm a nervous wreck. 
 
   I would ask someone to take badges and go out looking for them, but it's dark. I don't want to put anyone in danger. 
 
   Jason told me to remember when he had to hide out in town overnight, and it all worked out fine. He said if they aren't back by morning, he plans to go looking for them. I have a bad feeling about this. Oh Lord, please let them come up the driveway right now!
 
    
 
   11:45 PM...
 
   They're still missing. I've worried so hard that I'm physically exhausted and every muscle in my body aches. I can't close my eyes and sleep while Mick is out there, possibly in danger, maybe even dead. Oh my God, please bring them home! I can't take much more of this!
 
   Wait...
 
   Okay, I've gathered myself and need to do something to keep busy, so I'm going out to re-clean the kitchen and then, I'll shell peas. There's two bushel baskets full of peas sitting on the table. 
 
   I want Mick, and I want him NOW.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, April 10
 
   6:00 AM...
 
   They're not home and I can't stand it anymore. Jason, Ian, and Rick are gearing up to go out looking for them. I woke them at 5:30 and told them I was gonna go if they didn't. They didn't argue, which told me they are very concerned as well.
 
   Every pea in the house is shelled and every corner of the kitchen has been cleaned and re-cleaned.
 
   Elaine came in the kitchen around 4:00 because she's worried about Dane. We have muffins and coffee ready to go with the rescue crew. I've been up all night on pins and needles, and spent a couple of hours talking with Isaac and Pop while they stood watch.
 
   I can hardly wait for Jason, Ian, and Rick to get in the Lexus and head out. I made sure they have badges, vests, and radios with their emergency backpacks. 
 
   I just heard the kitchen door. Maybe they're ready to go. I plan to sit beside the radio the entire time.
 
   See ya later. 
 
    
 
   2:30 PM...
 
   Jason, Rick, and Ian are in the kitchen, grabbing something to eat. They'll head back out after they finish and stay out until dark if they need to. I'm going. I can't sit here and wait. I promised Rick that I'd stay in the Lexus in case of danger or... whatever. 
 
   I need to grab my gear and go out there and stare at them while they eat. I can't wait to get out of here and find Mick.
 
    
 
   8:00 PM...
 
   We didn't find them. We found the Jeep, but we didn't find Mick and Dane.
 
   We searched for hours. Rick, Ian, and Jason loaded up the Lexus with medications from a couple of pharmacies while we were searching. I was shocked that antibiotics were still on the shelves. 
 
   I looked for Mick around every corner. I prayed and imagined that he would jump out from an alley and wave his arms so we could drive over to get him. It didn't happen. There was no sign of him.
 
   I begged the men to stay out after the sun went down, but they refused. I leaned over and laid my head on Jason's shoulder and cried the entire way back. He put his arm around me and said we could try again tomorrow. 
 
   We didn't find Mick. My heart is aching down to my very soul. Half of me is missing and I almost can't function without it. 
 
   I want to feel his rough and callused fingers brush across my cheek. I want him to walk up behind me and put his arms around me while I'm washing dishes. I want to smell him. I just want the smell of him all over me. I want surprise flowers from Walmart and a surprise white chocolate mocha from McDonald's. 
 
   I wanna find loose change and little bolts and screws on top of his dresser. I wanna hear him snore and belch. I wanna see his dirty socks laying on the floor by the recliner. 
 
   I want his cold, winter hands to go up my shirt. I wanna walk into the bathroom and find the toilet seat up. Oh my God in heaven, where is he? Where is the blood that runs through my veins? I can barely breathe.
 
    
 
   WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU, MICK? 
 
    
 
   My heart is being ripped from my chest and squeezed in a giant vise. It's going to burst. Oh... please... God... bring him back. Please bring him back... this hurts too bad.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   I need to remain calm and level headed. Calm and level head. Calm and level head. 
 
   Carisa's in my bed, trying to sleep. She's in rough shape and wants her daddy. I need to stay strong for her. I have no choice. If I break, she'll break. Oh Lord, please let me stay strong for Carisa.
 
   The Jeep is sitting beside a small pharmacy and the keys were in the ignition. Jason wanted to bring it home, but there was no way I was gonna let that happen. I want that Jeep left right where it is in case Mick and Dane somehow manage to get back to it. 
 
   There's a little hole in the left side of the passenger seat behind the seat belt buckle. I had Jason stick the keys inside that little hole. Mick knows about the hole. He and I have always joked that it would make a good stash hole for a small-town drug dealer.
 
   Town is abandoned by humans and most HDI's. A couple of times, we heard something moving around inside one of the shops and saw a few HDI's in alleyways. 
 
   We saw no living human and no animals. There's no one in the park to feed the birds and they're gone. Surely, this wasn't all caused by the military unit. Town is ready to be looted and the only things I care about right now is my children and my husband.
 
   Josie told me that she'd contact Major Knellson tomorrow morning. We'll have to say that Dane is new to the compound because he's not on the list. 
 
   She doesn't know if the Major will make an effort to find them. If he wants his stinkin' onions, he better make an effort. I mean it! Otherwise, he can shove the field up his behind and we'll deal with “ownership pending” our own way.
 
   I insisted that the compound run as usual while we were out. I couldn't live with myself if something happened to any member of this big family or any of our supplies because of my negligence. I know they all understand and sympathize with me. I can feel it pouring off of them.
 
   Hey, Brain. Can you let me be responsive to the needs of other people here? It might take away from my pain. I doubt it, but it just might.
 
   I don't know how long I've been awake but I'm not one bit sleepy. Hisa's sending in a cup of tea that's supposed to help me relax. I doubt it'll work. How can I relax when my stronger, better half is somewhere in danger, or hurt?
 
   Marisa's here with the tea. Hold on a minute.
 
   Okay, I'm back. I have three cigarettes left in the pack Josie gave me... whenever it was... I can't remember. I don't care. 
 
   If I can get Mick back, I'll never smoke again and I'll try not to curse or have mean, wicked thoughts. Please God, I'll do anything you ask of me. Please consider Carisa's pain in this horrifying new world. She needs her daddy. She needs him to protect her and make sure whomever she chooses for life treats her right.
 
   Life will go on. 
 
   Rick and Ian will take me out to look for Mick and Josie will contact Major Knellson and one of us will find him safe and alive. I need to believe that.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy will be out for hay.
 
   Pop, Nana, and Emma will be in the garden.
 
   The women will be preserving whatever's harvested.
 
   The boy will be hunting quail.
 
   Josie will be near the radio.
 
   We will find Mick.
 
   Whatever Hisa slipped into my “relaxing” tea is beginning to work. I almost “willed” her to slip something into it. I'd be no good for anything if I'm dead or a basket case. I need to sleep.
 
   I will find Mick. I will never give up. Count on it.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, April 11
 
   I closed my eyes last night and they opened six hours later. It felt like it was only a moment or two. 
 
   I thought I had dozed off, but I looked at the clock on this stupid computer and discovered that I slept and didn't dream for six solid hours. 
 
   Carisa's still asleep, but she's moving around a lot. My eyes feel like someone hammered quarters into them, and I have a “doctored tea” hangover. I wanna get dressed and get out of here to look for Mick. 
 
   Kevin, Rona, Shawna, and Lisa plan to loot in town today. They have a list and asked me to check over it to see if I wanted to add anything. I looked at the list but I couldn't really see it. I handed it back to Rona and she pulled me in for a tight hug. She tried to reassure me and I tried to let her. I won't be assured or reassured until Mick is in my arms. I can't help it. It's the way I'm made.
 
   I'm gonna wake Carisa and tell her my plans.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:30 PM...
 
   Josie tried to reach Chris Knellson's unit this morning but she couldn't get them. She's still trying.
 
   Flies are everywhere. Town is covered with them.
 
   We all had long sleeved shirts and insect repellant in our emergency backpacks, so we took full advantage of it. 
 
   Ian radioed back to let the lootin' crew know about the flies. I had a sudden thought and asked him to tell Josie to send the phone book with the lootin’ crew when they come to town. I wanted to check every single page that's dog-eared in that phone book.
 
   I left Carisa with Marisa this morning. She curled up on Marisa's couch and opened a book. She clung to me when I said goodbye and told me I better come back in one piece. 
 
   I can't imagine what she's feeling. Her father is missing, and her mother is looking for him, and the world is a scary, dangerous place. She must be a nervous wreck. 
 
   I know that I'm bordering on a breakdown and the only thing holding me back is the ability to look for Mick and the hope that I'll find him alive.
 
   Ian's keeping a notebook listing the locations of supplies we come across that we can't stuff into the Lexus. We found a little Italian restaurant on the back corner of one retail buildings, and it has black metal bars over the door and windows. It looks untouched. He radioed the location to the lootin' crew.
 
   They met us there and Rona handed over the phone book. She's having a rough time as well. She's very concerned about Mick and Dane but she's also trying to keep hope alive on the compound. 
 
   She looks tired and strung out. I haven't looked in the mirror. I'm thinking that would be a bad idea. I probably look like a speed-freak, jones'n for a fix, and my fix is Mick.
 
   Pop's throwing a fit to go out looking for Mick and Dane.
 
   Nana's burying herself in the food preservation.
 
   Anyway, we searched 10 different places Mick and Dane had dog-eared. The worst part is, there's lots of advertisements on each page, and they're not lined up according to street address AND I'm not sure if they bookmarked the page for the front side or the back side. I'm not fully confident that we chose the right ones. If we need to check every single place on those pages, we'll do it.
 
   We came home with the Lexus full of plumbing supplies and the boys got busy unloading them.
 
   Carisa just came in to tell me it's time to head back out. This time it'll be me, Rick, Ian, and Shawna. I pray that I have good news for you tonight. I pray we find them. I pray Josie gets in touch with Major Knellson. See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM
 
   Right now, everyone is inside the house because bullets go through motorhomes and windows of little wooden buildings. We can sleep behind fences, but we can't move entire mountains nor can we put a bullet proof bubble over the entire compound.
 
   This afternoon, we were in the middle of searching a hardware store when Josie's panicked voice came over the radio.
 
   There’s someone shooting toward the compound from the mountainside. Isabella was shot in the head when she came out of her little wooden building. 
 
   Luke and Deuce barely missed getting hit as well. As soon as they heard the shot they dropped to the ground, and a second bullet went over their heads and came to rest in the front door.
 
   Everyone heard the shots and the boys yelling. Jason refused to allow anyone to open the front door and Luke and Deuce had to crawl around to the back on their bellies. 
 
   As soon as they got inside, they heard a third bullet and breaking glass. Jason ran to the basement door and peeked out. One of the windows on Emma's little house has been shattered.
 
   We’ve heard four more shots since we got home. The Lexus has a broken side view mirror which took a bullet for Rick's head. We're lucky to be inside with our heads still attached.
 
   We can't get to Isabella's body. Oh my God, she's gone. That beautiful, shy young girl is gone with the wind and I didn't even get to write much about her. I didn't even get to know her very well. I feel horrid. How can this happen? 
 
   We can't use lights. Rick and Ian are freaked out that a tiny bit of light might get past the edges of the plywood on the windows and it'll darn sure shine through the peepholes Jeremy put in. They told us keep all the entire house dark.
 
   Most folks are sleeping, curled up on living room furniture or the floor. Marisa took the kids to sleep on Mick's futon which is now in the basement. 
 
   We haven't seen Hisa, Soo, or Merry. We believe they were inside their house when the shooting started and have hunkered down behind the boarded windows and heavy architecture of the old house.
 
   I'm inside my closet with clothes poked all around the edge of the door to keep in any light from the computer. 
 
   Carisa's in here with me, leaning against the wall and trying not to fall asleep. Every once in a while, I hear her sniffle, trying to hold back tears. We are being tortured, again.
 
   Rick and Ian are gearing up with guns, knives, vests, and night vision goggles to go out and find the s.o.b. who has us hostage. They are ticked off. Whoever's shooting at us better get their rear off that mountainside and down the road before Rick and Ian find them.
 
   I'm scared to death and feel like a tiny little rabbit with wolves waiting at my rabbit hole door. I'm pushing all my rabbit babies back with my feet to keep them away from that door. 
 
   I'm scared for Mick and Dane. I have no idea what they're going through, or if they're alive. My heart is aching thinking about how bad Mick's heart must be aching for his family. 
 
   Elaine has shut down. She doesn't believe Dane will be back. She stayed in bed all day and barely ate a bite. Jesse almost had to force a piece of bread down her throat. She says she wants to die. Surely she can't mean it. Surely she will think about her son. He needs her to live. 
 
   I don't know what's gonna happen, but I've finished a cup of doctored tea and I'm fading. I'm going to find Mick in my dreams.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, April 12
 
   Mick and Dane were alive the last time “Sniper” saw them. That's the only name he'll give us, so far.
 
   He bragged that he'd gotten our address from Mick's wallet which fell from his pants and was kicked underneath the military vehicle he and Dane were herded into. Sniper was watching from a rooftop, and he saw it all. That's all we know, so far.
 
   Sniper is far from professional. Rick and Ian found his camp easily inside a small cave on the mountainside. Sniper had a little fire action going on and was eating beans from a can when Rick smelled the fire and Ian spotted a little glow from the cave entrance. 
 
   Sniper was having supper and drinking lots of water. Ian and Rick sat and waited to make sure Sniper was alone. 
 
   Ian counts on Mother Nature. He says “she always calls, and can get you out of the warmest bed on the coldest day.” Ian's right. He counts on Mother Nature a lot and she never lets him down.
 
   It was a few hours before Mother Nature called and Sniper exited the cave. 
 
   Before Sniper could get his rifle scope level and pointed toward the compound, Ian threw him to the ground. Rick and Ian tied him up like a Thanksgiving turkey. Mother Nature insisted that Sniper take her call while Ian and Rick were tying him up. It took longer for them to drag him home than it did to find his camp.
 
   They came home before daybreak, dragging Sniper behind them. He's tied to a big ol' pine tree at the edge of the right woods and we've left him alone, so far.
 
   Rick and Ian sent everyone to Marisa or Soo's house. Pop and Nana went back to their motorhome and several other adults went back to their own quarters. None of the kids under eighteen were allowed to stay here.
 
   I stayed because I intend to filet Sniper until he tells us where Mick and Dane are. It's as simple as that.
 
   Sniper is a cold-blooded murderer. He killed Isabella and tried to kill Luke and Deuce. They are kids, for Pete's sake!
 
   Sniper will remain alive until he tells us everything he knows and we're satisfied with the information. Shhhh, don't tell him that.
 
   I'm headed out to get my favorite knives and my large shaker of salt ready to introduce to Sniper. See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:30 PM...
 
   Marisa said the coyote was loudly chasing the road runner when Sniper decided to tell all. She barely heard Sniper scream, but the kids didn't pay a bit of attention.
 
   Shawna and Lisa had several young, enthusiastic pupils in the living room at Soo and Hisa's house. They were teaching some sort of martial arts skills when Sniper screamed. They ignored his screams and kept right on teaching.
 
   Major Knellson is coming for Sniper and he's bringing twelve highly skilled soldiers along. I hope he doesn't mind if a few parts of Sniper are missing. 
 
   I served Sniper his very own left pinkie toe, all grilled up and steaming hot. I cooked it while it was still attached, so none of the flavor would be lost. I tried my best to pull out a little tendon to tie around it and dangle it over the fire, but it didn't work. Tendons are tougher than I thought.
 
   He didn't care for the taste, and it rolled down his chin in a mass of bloody saliva. It landed on top of his bare foot and he kicked it off. I scolded him for wasting meat and told him the pigs would enjoy it. I picked it up from the ground with a fork and tossed in the slop bucket.
 
   I cleaned the area, minus the toe, with alcohol pads and a little salt. I sprinkled a little more salt on gauze and bandaged it up.
 
   I told him that grilled eyeball probably tastes better than grilled toe, and asked if he’d like to try it next. He wet himself again.
 
   I decided to try one more time with the opposite toe. I wiped the blood from my knife on his pants leg and lit the torch.
 
   I was ready to divide his right pinkie toe from his right foot when he gave up. Smart Sniper. I would've served him digits and eyeballs ‘til we found one he liked or we ran out, whichever came first. I told him that, and we ended up removing only that left pinkie toe and a couple of pieces of meat from the inside of his thighs.
 
   Rick and Ian sat and stared at me the entire time. I didn't care.
 
   Regardless, we know the area where Mick and Dane are being held. We know that a lot of survivors are being held there. We also know that a small group of fake national guardsmen are keeping watch over them while others loot and take hostage any live human they find. 
 
   Sniper learned a lot on that roof. He learned to read lips through a rifle scope. I thought that was incredible. 
 
   He believes that the group holding Mick and Dane has between 25 and 30 members. He doesn't know the exact location, but says it is in the general direction of the old rock quarry. 
 
   He doesn't know if the hostages are being fed or given water. He doesn't know if they're tied to something or locked in some sort of building. That's okay. Major Knellson's men will find out.
 
   I'll stay here. I'd be a nuisance and get in the way. I can't risk hurting their chance for rescue.
 
   Major Knellson's special little group will be here sometime in the middle of the night.
 
   After everything was settled, Jason forced Sniper to dig Isabella's grave by hand while I ran around the barn and threw up all over the place. Marisa found me lying there, lying in my own vomit. I couldn't believe what I'd done.
 
   We buried Isabella in our little cemetery. We all apologized and wished we'd gotten to know her better. Isaac, Sabrina, Anna, and Nicholas were the last ones to leave the grave site.
 
   I've showered and I'm dressed in clean clothes. This is a bad dream, right? It has to be.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:15 PM...
 
   I couldn't eat supper. My stomach is still rolling and my head hurts. I am a mean, vicious person and there's a wickedness and feelings inside me that I never knew existed. I'm supposed to be a wuss. Who is this person sitting in my chair? I don't know her.
 
   I'm anxious for Chris Knellson and his group to arrive. I need Mick back. It's been days since I felt his touch. I don't know if I deserve him anymore. I don't know if I deserve any of the blessings I have.
 
   Hisa made strong, doctored tea and I'm sipping it now. Otherwise, I wouldn't sleep a wink.
 
   While I sip, I'll write.
 
   Rona and Kevin made a trip to their house today. They brought back two huge generators from their racing building. They also brought back a trailer load of auto tools, air compressors, all sorts of dragster equipment, and a couple of barrels containing alcohol fuel.
 
    The trailer they brought is really nice, even if it is their “old one.” There's sleeping quarters in the front of it and a nice full sized ramp on the back. It took both of them, plus Luke, Larson and an industrial hand dolly to get those fuel barrels loaded. 
 
   They also brought a gasoline golf cart for Pop and the garden crew so they could load lots of baskets and bring them to the house without having to make several trips.
 
   They gathered a lot of things from the house as well, and let the boys bring home some of their things. Let me tell you, there are plenty of gaming stations and games around here now.
 
   Isaac, Jesse, and Soo took the gasoline tanker to the truck stop to fill the big gasoline tank as well as the truck's tank. It took two hours and a bunch of water hoses to fill the tanker.
 
   I found out from Jeremy that the refrigeration trailer is called a reefer. That sounds weird. Anyway, its diesel tank has been topped 
 
   Isaac and Soo boarded up every window on the little wooden buildings that face the front of the property.
 
   Emma, Valerie, and Rebecca froze and preserved leeks. 
 
   They removed the outer layer, rinsed them, sliced them, and then vacuum sealed them using the Food saver device. Emma said they'll be good for five or six months in the freezer. They also plan to dry quite a few batches in the dehydrator to store for winter.
 
   They'll be working on leeks for a couple of days and then they'll work on cabbage. It can be made into sauerkraut, dehydrated, or frozen as well.
 
   Nicholas and Deuce have been riding the horses and trying to train them. The veterinarian from Major Knellson's unit left a couple of books on caring for horses and cattle, and the boys are devouring them. 
 
   They're also taking care of the goats, cows, and chickens. The chickens Major Knellson left have started laying eggs, so we're doing better on the fresh egg business.
 
   We lost four or five chicks to hawks. The rest of them are growing well and Jesse put a layer of chicken wire over the top of the run so no more hawks could get in.
 
   I hear that the pigs are growin' like crazy. That's good news.
 
   Emma has several edible flower beds around her little house. I can't wait to get Mick back and feed him flowers.
 
   The fly poison is working well in the barn and in front of the pig pen. There's still a lot of flies, but the population is a lot thinner than I remember it being last year. No one has spotted any HDI flies but everyone has been wearing thin, long sleeved shirts when they're working outside, along with their insect repellant.
 
   I can't think of anything else and I'm starting to nod a little. I think Hisa spiked that tea well. I'm having trouble with my eyes.
 
   I'm climbing in bed with Carisa. She's been sleeping in here since Mick's been gone.
 
   I plan to seriously pray for my soul and ask God to bring the “real me” back.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, April 13
 
   Major Knellson and his crew have arrived. They brought four vehicles along. There were two small vehicles and two large trucks that remind me of the delivery truck. 
 
   The Major brought two extra men to escort Sniper. He was loaded into one of the smaller vehicles and taken somewhere. I don't know where and I don't care. I never want to see his face again. 
 
   No one asked about his injuries.
 
   Emma and Marisa made copious amounts of pancakes for breakfast, and sent half of them to the Special Forces guys.
 
   They're camped in tents behind Emma's building. I saw several of them this morning in the radio building with Josie, Ian, and Rick. Major Chris Knellson has his own tent and a young soldier at his beck and call. I believe Josie stayed with him last night. I think Josie likes him more than she's willing to admit.
 
   They're preparing and planning. I believe they'll head out tonight, but I'm not sure and none of them would tell me. That includes Josie, Rick, and Ian. 
 
   Josie and Major Knellson (oh please, I'm just gonna call him Chris) will stay in camp and man the radio building.
 
   The only thing I can do is worry, pace, and try to find something to do. I'm trying to send vibes to Mick that we're coming for him. I know he's alive. I can feel it.
 
   Carisa's about to come apart at the seams, so I sent her with Shawna and Lisa to practice martial arts and archery all day. Nicholas, Jesse, Deuce, Luke, Larson, Anna, and Sabrina are with them. 
 
   Elaine's still in bed and won't speak to anyone except Jesse.
 
   I'm doctored up with a blue Xanax. Otherwise, I'd be pulling my hair out and probably someone else's as well.
 
   Chris said that none of us are allowed in town today. The Special soldiers will be working in and around there. He says it may take two days to get Mick back because the group has recon and planning to do based on the information they gather and observe. 
 
   One of the small vehicles pulled out and headed toward town. I don't know how many soldiers are in it, or what they're gonna be doing, but I'm assuming it's a recon mission.
 
   I don't know if I can stand it. Maybe Hisa will knock me out for two days. Whatcha think? Nope? I don't think she will either. 
 
   I clung to Carisa and Marisa all morning, and Amber sat in Mick's recliner with me while breakfast was being prepared. 
 
   I'm headed out to pretend I'm working and try to sneak around and find out things.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   The little vehicle that left this morning returned, refueled, and headed back out with three fresh soldiers on board. I hoped they got lots of information. I asked Chris to, at least, tell me if they'd found where Mick was being held. He said yes. HE SAID YES!
 
   Several other hostages were recognized as badge carrying participants from two more survivor groups. Chris wants them all back alive.
 
   Chris and Josie are debriefing the first crew that went out this morning. They've been locked in the radio building for an hour. I wish they'd hurry up so I can drill Josie with questions. I have no idea if she'll answer any of them, but it's worth a shot.
 
   The teenagers came in for lunch, scarfed down pinto beans and rice, and headed back to Soo's house. They all say they're really enjoying the lessons from Shawna and Lisa.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy are out for hay. I noticed that the trailers are filling up fast and that's a huge blessing.
 
   Rona says there’s a dozen more quail in the freezer but she's lost count, so she wants to get in there and recount. I wish we could figure out something very special to feed the soldiers when they bring Mick and Dane back. Maybe Hisa can open more chicken breasts and use powdered cream cheese to make her pesto chicken dish again. I'll ask about it
 
   Josie told me that Chris has a medic, trained in field combat situations, on the way. That sounds scary, like they’re expecting a big fight. Josie says it's normal procedure and not to worry. That's like telling a fish on land not to jump back into the water. “Worry” has become my middle name.
 
   I just want Mick back. I fear my heart is turning black.
 
   I feel sick, and hot, and unsteady. I'm going to the reefer trailer and step inside to see if it helps. Hopefully, I'll hear something from the radio building on my way there.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Oh My God. Josie just filled me in on things she probably shouldn't have filled me in on.
 
   Mick and Dane are being held in a large freight trailer about half-a-mile from the rock quarry. 
 
   The huge rock quarry is full. It's full of HDI's. The recon team suspects there’s over a thousand HDI's in the quarry. Now we know where the town HDI's went. 
 
   The HDI's are pushing up against the cliff and smashing the front lines to mush. Every HDI is trying to get “into” the walls of the rock quarry. More HDI's are arriving by the hour.
 
   There's mostly limestone and marble found in the quarries around here. What could be drawing the HDI's?
 
   Chris Knellson has called for cluster bombs to be dropped from the air into the quarry simultaneously with the attack on the fake National Guard camp. He believes the group will be caught off guard by the explosions from the quarry and won't expect a ground attack on their camp. Diversion, anyone?
 
   I'm not surprised that we still have planes in the air. We haven't seen, or heard, any planes fly over the compound, but I knew they were out there, especially since the well-supplied and efficiently run military unit stopped by for a visit. Colonel Thompson? Pffft, he's just a hood ornament.
 
   The only problem with planes? After the government uses up all its fuel stock, the planes will disappear unless there's a huge underground city making more. I hope they're using it wisely and not flying lazy diplomats to and fro.
 
   During the explosions, perimeter guards will be taken out one way or another. The camp will be infiltrated and tear gas will be utilized. Since the hostages are locked in the trailer, the soldiers hope that any effects from the tear gas will be minimal for them. The soldiers will be wearing gas masks and night vision goggles.
 
   Bad guys who can be put out of action with stun guns and Tasers will be hog-tied and left on the ground to collect later. Bad guys who cannot be taken that way will be shot in the head. No exceptions. 
 
   It'll basically be a shootout, but the soldiers will be wearing all their protective gear. Hopefully, the bad guys, having been caught off guard, have continued their habit, observed by the recon team, of lounging around in t-shirts and camo pants.
 
   Evacuation of hostages will occur as soon as the top ranking officer feels confident enough to remove them from the trailer. 
 
   During the battle, soldiers near the trailer will yell instructions for everyone inside to get on the ground. Hopefully, they’ll hear and comply.
 
   They plan to take as many of the bad guys as possible alive, but they have no qualms whatsoever about taking them out if there's no other option available.
 
   Our compound is the nearest civilian safe zone, according to Chris. The rescued hostages will be brought here for debriefing and evaluation and then, taken back to their own respective compounds or camps if so desired.
 
   The attack will begin after sunset tomorrow night.
 
   I'm scared outa my skin that one of those cluster bombs will miss the quarry and land in the camp.
 
   I'll have to act normal tomorrow, and not let on that I know all of this. I may have to stay in my room under the influence of doctored tea.
 
   This is it. This is our best chance to get Mick back alive.
 
   I asked Josie how we'll know when the battle starts. She said “Oh, you'll know. The radio will come to life. Chris will have his nose in the microphone and we might hear the aircraft.”
 
   I need tea. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, April 14
 
   Today, I get Mick back. That's the only thing I can think of. 
 
   It was the first thing that popped in my head every time I opened my restless eyes last night.
 
   I’m gonna go crazy, sitting here all day, waiting for our special folks to leave the compound. I don't know what to feed them or do for them to make them ready for battle. I don't wanna feed them something heavy because I want them fully awake. 
 
   Oh, who am I kidding? I have no idea how to “ready” men for battle. I'm pretty sure they won't build a bonfire, paint their bodies, eat raw meat, and run around beating their chests. Nope, these are modern warriors. They'll be geared up and rarin' to go without my help. 
 
   I could see a difference on Rick and Ian's face and the way they carried themselves at breakfast this morning. They looked distracted, hard, and confident. They ate breakfast faster than I've ever seen before and then, disappeared into the abyss of the big green military vehicles. I wonder if they'll sneak away from here without any of us knowing.
 
   Chris and Josie are no longer trying to hide their affection for one another. Chris spent the night in Josie's motorhome and they came in for breakfast together this morning. No one said a word about it. Hey, good for Josie. I hope she and Chris can make something happen. I wonder if she's told him about her pregnancy. That's none of my business I suppose. Besides, I'm still ticked off at him about the “grow onions for the gubermint” dealio. 
 
   Marisa and Carisa were both edgy this morning. They know something’s up for today. They probably felt the vibes from my fast beating heart and wide awake brain. I feel like my body is “zinging.” Is that a good word for it? Well, it's the best I can come up with at this point.
 
   Jason and Isaac are taking Emma on a mission in the opposite direction of the rock quarry. They plan to go back to Emma's little camp and dig up the weapons she took from the men who killed Cleve and changed her world forever. Those weapons will put us well over the top. We'll have enough rifles for every person here and then some.
 
   Emma and Nana have decided that they are the “Queens of the Kitchen.” At least one of them will be involved in every meal and the rest of us will be on rotation as their “assistants.” That sounds good to me. I'm happy that someone around here enjoys making sure there's enough servings for a large amount of people.
 
   Oh, how it breaks my heart to remove Isabella from the list. She was a quiet, subdued young lady who liked to spend time by herself. We loved her. She was part of our family. Every member is important, and Isabella was just as important as anyone here. We're all still grieving.
 
   Work has not stopped around the compound. The hay crew has been busy. The garden crew has been busy. The preserving crew has been busy. Watch duty rotation has continued, and looting has continued. 
 
   There are lots of things I haven't heard about or seen. I suppose my brain has “stepped out for a minute.” I am nothing without Mick. I'm not productive. I don't smile. I barely eat and sleep. I'm focused on getting him back where he belongs.
 
   The teenagers will have more martial arts lessons from Shawna and Lisa today. They can't get enough.
 
   Marisa and the kids plan to help Pop in the garden while Emma's gone and Nana's watching over the kitchen. I'm sure Rebecca will be helping. I don't know if Elaine crawled out of bed or where she is. She may be in Clinic Diane. I have no idea.
 
   Hisa, Soo, and Merry are living in their house. Merry has her own room and loves it. She constantly invites the other girls to stay over. I think she's proud to have a house and happy to be living with her Mom and Dad again. I know Hisa's happy. 
 
   I can't think of anything else to write about. My mind won't stay focused.
 
   I'm heading out to see if I can nose around and figure out anything new. See ya later.
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   Yep, it's gonna happen. The air is electric. Good looking men are running all over the place and I can't even appreciate them because I want Mick back so bad.
 
   A “cleanup crew” arrived this afternoon. They'll stay on the compound until they're needed to burn and count HDI bodies in the rock quarry. I'm guessing there’s 50 of them, both men and women, camped behind the trailer fence. They brought along their own food and they're setting up propane grills. Chris asked for permission to use water from the pools and of course, I said yes.
 
   Kevin is digging the hole for a fast outhouse, which will be enclosed with a small tent for now. My only request was that the outhouse be located on the opposite side of the driveway than the pools. I also want it down the hill farther than the pools. Chris assured me that they have the ability to determine the most optimal and safest areas for “latrine location.”
 
   I had no idea what to do, so I made up a couple dozen of those little fried apple pies and sent them to the “strike team” after lunch. I wanna make sure those men know that I'm extremely grateful to them. Maybe I'm a doofus. 
 
   I know little pies won't do the job, but it's a start. I had to do something to keep myself from going insane.
 
   Jason, Emma, and Isaac came in about an hour ago with the weapons Emma had hidden. Jason said she had them folded up inside a tarp like a burrito. The hole they were in was a little wet at the bottom, but the guns were nice and dry. 
 
   They found something scary along the way, and went to the radio building to tell Chris about it before they unloaded the guns.
 
   Twenty-five miles from here, you can find Sniper's final resting spot. Unfortunately, the two soldiers who were escorting him are there as well.
 
   Jason noticed a little plume of smoke and guessed it was about a mile away, straight down the two-lane road. He drove another half-mile, hid the Lexus in the trees, and got out. He, Isaac, and Emma went the rest of the way on foot.
 
   They hid behind trees and brush as they cautiously approached the plume of smoke. It wasn't long before Isaac spotted a military vehicle sitting in a ditch on the side of the road. It looked as though it was partially burned and smoke was slowly billowing upward into the sky.
 
   All three of them sat back in the trees and watched for quite a while. When they were satisfied that no one else was around, they approached the truck.
 
   They recognized Sniper in the backseat because of his left foot, which was missing a pinkie toe. The bandage around it was gone. The ashes were probably floating in the air around them. 
 
   Plastic zip ties holding his wrists and ankles together were melted into his body. Isaac turned and vomited behind the vehicle.
 
   Two people were in the front seat. One of them had dog tags handing from his left hand which was lying over the windowsill of the passenger side. Jason took the tags and went around to the driver side to see if he could locate dog tags on the driver.
 
   The air smelled like burning flesh and rancid oil. He hoped the interior of the vehicle had been set afire after the occupants were shot in the head. 
 
   He saw the tags around the driver’s neck, but they had sunken deep into his flesh. He tried to reach out and pull them loose but his stomach and brain refused to allow it.
 
   Emma reached in and pulled the tags from the driver’s body and over his head. Burnt skin and flesh came with them. She removed her little sweater, wrapped both sets of tags inside, and held it close to her chest. “Cleve was in the Army when the boys was little, ya know” she said to Jason.
 
   She suddenly stood as tall as she could and told Jason and Isaac to follow her back to the Lexus. She would take the tags to Major Knellson when they returned the compound. Jason said he and Isaac followed her like toddlers back to the Lexus. None of them looked back in the direction of the smoking vehicle, coming or going.
 
   After Jason, Isaac, and Emma left the radio building, Chris Knellson came unglued. I could hear loud cursing and banging along with several things hitting the walls. I was extremely concerned because I knew Josie was in there with him. I knocked on the door and no one answered. I knocked again and gave a three count before I opened the door and went inside.
 
   Chris was slumped over and sitting in a metal folding chair with his elbows on his knees. Tears were rolling down his cheeks. He was holding both sets of dog tags in his hands and they were dangling almost to the floor. Tiny bits of flesh and blood was stuck to his fingertips and he was staring at them. Josie was bent over him with her arm around his shoulder and her cheek pressed against the top of his head. 
 
   He looked up and saw me. He stood, dried his eyes, wrapped the tags in a napkin, and placed them in his pocket. He turned to ask if I needed anything. His voice was calm, cool, and collected. I wondered if I'd imagined the entire thing. 
 
   I told him I was just checking to see if Josie needed anything, and if she didn't, I'd leave them to their planning. He and Josie both said they had everything they needed. I left the radio building with the sudden realization that Chris Knellson was human after all.
 
   I felt uncomfortably satisfied that Sniper got his just reward.
 
   Time is flying by and I don't know what to do. I'm too anxious and restless to sit here anymore.
 
   I'm headed out to wander around the house.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:15 PM...
 
   I have Mick in my bed. Oh my God in heaven. Thank you!
 
   Can you believe it? He's sound asleep and I'm wide awake and I can't stop looking at him to make sure he's still there. 
 
   I want to touch him constantly. He needs sleep and I need to let him sleep.
 
   He was filthy when he arrived and I washed him in the big bathtub from the top of his head to the soles of his feet.
 
   He's hungry, but Hisa says he has to take it slow. He's had only a few club crackers from the floor of the trailer, and drank four bottles of water while he was being held captive. Dane's in the same condition except for a lump on his head. 
 
   They have bruises, bumps, and scratches. They're both having a little trouble adjusting their eyes to light and they're both weak, but other than that, they're fine.
 
   He's so beautiful. Oh Lord, I had forgotten how beautiful he is. Every inch of him is beautiful and every inch of him is in our bed. I feel like I've been put back together. In some way, everyone on the compound feels the same.
 
   It was dark when he got out of the truck. He could barely stand on his own and needed help walking a few feet up the sidewalk. I couldn't wait on the porch any longer. I ran to him. 
 
   We fell on the ground, holding each other, touching, crying, and thanking God that we were back together. It didn't take long for Carisa and Marisa to join us. We stayed on the ground, wrapped and tangled in each other’s arms and legs, for several minutes. 
 
   One of the soldiers asked if we needed help getting up, but Chris Knellson told him to stand down until we were ready. 
 
   Slowly, without letting go, we climbed to our feet. I had one side of him and Marisa had the other. We made it to the porch and he wanted to sit in the rocking chair. We helped him get settled.
 
   Elaine wasn't here. She was still in bed. Jesse drove Dane down the path to Marisa's house so he could go to Elaine. We heard her scream out with joy while we were sitting on the porch. 
 
   Folks began saying goodnight and heading back to their own little houses and motorhomes. Marisa and Carisa took the kids inside, and members of the strike team left the porch to wait near the truck. They told us to call for them if Mick needed help.
 
   Mick said that both he and Dane had been examined thoroughly by the doctor while the team “took care of loose ends.” The doctor said they'd be fine after a good scrub and a few days of food and rest.
 
   Mick didn't wanna go inside, so we used the golf cart to take him around back. He sat on the back porch, grinning from ear to ear, while Emma and Nana heated water and ran back and forth pouring it into the tub. I sat beside him and held on tight. When the tub was full, I helped him get undressed. 
 
   I threw his clothes on the porch and managed to help him into the tub. When he was situated in the warm, clean water I slid the curtain around the tub, threw off my clothes, and climbed in with him. My body wouldn't allow me to stay away. I washed and he talked. We cried and laughed. 
 
   I helped him inside and into bed. I put him in a pair of boxers and a t-shirt. Carisa brought in a mug of chicken broth and he sipped while he talked. 
 
   Carisa hugged him goodnight with happy tears in her eyes. He held her for several minutes and thanked God aloud for his beautiful child before letting go.
 
   I can't sleep, so I'll write out what I know. I'll have the whole story tomorrow when Ian and Rick wake up. Mick knows what happened inside the trailer. He doesn't know what happened outside.
 
   He told me how he and Dane were captured. I know he has more to tell, but he's exhausted both physically and mentally. 
 
    
 
   Mick and Dane drove into town and were shocked to see only a few HDI's roaming about. 
 
   They decided to loot a couple of small pharmacies and shops while they could. They parked beside a small mom & pop pharmacy and got out to check the doors. The front door was thick metal and it was locked, so they decided to head around back. The back door was locked as well. Dane decided to shoot out the lock because the brick building had only long, narrow windows that neither he nor Mick could fit through.
 
   They went inside.
 
   The store had been carefully emptied of all food and quite a bit of supplies. Several shelves in the pharmaceutical section were completely empty. They guessed that the owners had closed up early, taken what they needed, and got the heck outa there. It basically looked like a little store in need of a big delivery. 
 
   They decided to load up a few bins and stuff them into the Jeep. They wanted to pack as much as they could get before heading home, grabbing a large trailer, and going back to take advantage of the lack of HDI's in the area.
 
   They packed boxes and bins and placed them beside the back door. They went to the front of the building to get the Jeep, drive it around back, and load their haul quickly and quietly. 
 
   Just as Mick opened the driver side door, a man with an M16 stepped out from behind a car on the street and pointed straight at him. He told Mick to stop where he was or he'd blow his head off.
 
   Mick heard a thunk and a grunt from the passenger side, and saw Dane go down. There was a large man dressed in military garb standing beside Dane who was lying on the ground, out cold. 
 
   Several men in military garb stepped from behind abandoned vehicles along the road and ordered Mick to walk forward with his hands in the air. If he tried anything, Dane would be shot where he lay. Mick had no choice. He put his hands in the air and walked toward them.
 
   They forced him to sit on the curb and they tied his hands behind his back. It took two men to drag Dane's mass over to the curb beside Mick. They tied his hands as well.
 
   A large, covered truck came around the corner and parked beside the curb. Dane was shaken back to consciousness by the rumble of the engine. Mick heard him cursing and saw him struggle into a sitting position.
 
   Five people were led from behind a retail shop and ordered to climb in the truck. Mick knew that he and Dane were next. 
 
   He thought of the wallet in his rear pocket which held his driver’s license with our address and pictures of the kids. He managed to reach into the pocket, pull out the wallet, and hide it with both hands.
 
   He and Dane were ordered to stand and climb into the rear of the truck. 
 
   Mick was last in line, and when he came to the rear bumper, he turned and asked one of them who they were. He dropped his wallet to the ground at the same time. 
 
   He was told to “get his ass in the truck,” so he turned around and nonchalantly kicked the wallet underneath the rear of the truck before climbing inside. He prayed that no one noticed.
 
   Three armed men climbed in behind him and hollered to the driver to head out.
 
   Dane tried to shake the cobwebs out of his head and struggled to untie himself. He received a strong, verbal warning and decided to remain calm and pay close attention to the men holding them hostage. His mind took in every detail until the truck came to a halt.
 
   The flaps on the rear were thrown open and everyone was ordered to climb out. Mick almost fell on his face trying to get out of the truck with his hands tied behind his back. 
 
   When he was able to look around, he knew where he was. 
 
   He'd gone fishing many times in a small lake about a hundred yards from the camp. He knew the rock quarry was nearby and he could easily find his way home if he could escape. He held his tongue and followed orders. He needed time to think and hoped he'd be able to talk to Dane without anyone hearing.
 
   One at a time, the zip ties were cut from their wrists and they were shoved inside a very dark freight trailer. There were several people already inside, but Mick only caught a glimpse of them before the door was slammed and the lock thrown in place.
 
   The folks inside came to know one another by the sounds of their voices. The quietest whisper echoed inside the small, dark space, and Mick knew that he and Dane would have trouble keeping any escape plans secret from the people trapped with them. The smell of sweat, filth, and human waste was stifling.
 
   Twice a day, the trailer door was opened and two boxes of Club crackers along with a case of water was thrown inside. The crackers were grabbed and popped open, spilling all over the floor. Most people had to find food by crawling around on their hands and knees and blindly sweeping their fingers across the floor.
 
   The toilet was a metal barrel, also found only by touch. The barrel was tall and the prisoners had to hang their rear ends over the edge while someone else helped them stay balanced. There was no tissue or cleaning aids of any sort. Mick said the barrel wasn't taken out and emptied the entire time he was there.
 
   Including Mick and Dane, there were ssixteen people inside the trailer. They all were captured in various parts of town except for two women who were captured when they left the barn loft where they'd been living. 
 
   Their names are Tessa and Bree (short for Briana) and they were neighbors in an apartment building when the world collapsed.
 
   Both women are twenty-seven years old. They both worked hard and lived alone. Bree had a boyfriend who would occasionally spend the night. She doesn't know where he went or if he's alive
 
   They left town on foot and walked until they came across a farm with a large barn off the beaten path and a long way down a dirt driveway lined with hundred year old oaks. Living quarters were built into the barn loft and they assumed that farm hands or rowdy grandsons once lived in the loft. 
 
   The women decided to stay there, hidden in the depths of the large oaks. It was the safest place they could think of. Both of them have relatives in various places across the country, but none were close enough to risk the danger lurking on unfamiliar streets and highways, 
 
   They were discovered several days later by the landowner and invited to stay. Early one morning, they watched as the landowner drove his truck away from the farm and down the driveway. Several hours later, he returned. 
 
   Three hours went by before they watched him walk away from the house in search of living flesh. He had become an HDI and was very, very hungry. Tessa eliminated him with a pitchfork. It's the only time she's ever used anything remotely close to being a weapon.
 
   The women lived off a stockpile of food they found inside the house, and water from the well. They cooked on a grill until the propane ran out. Then, they cooked over an open fire. The house had no fireplace. 
 
   They continued to live in the barn loft. They simply felt safe and secure there and could keep watch over the front of the property and the driveway from the loft door. 
 
   They had two rifles they found inside the house, but neither of them have any knowledge of guns and how to use them other than the location of the trigger, They don't even know the meaning of the term “safety switch” or how to load the rifles.
 
   They were walking along a county road and were spotted by a guard inside the tree-line. They were surrounded by armed men within a minute or two and loaded into an old pickup truck which brought them to camp.
 
    
 
   Mick said the story of what happened inside the trailer during the attack is simple. These are his words, not mine. I'm writing exactly what he said.
 
   “Big boom, bigger boom, gunfire, start praying, trailer moved, lay on the floor, listen to screaming, listen to gunfire, pray some more.
 
   “See holes appear in sides of trailer, crawl away from crap barrel, notice dark outside, listen to more screaming,
 
   Yell for everyone to stay down, cover head with hands, pray bullet not hit crap barrel down low.
 
   Final big boom, lots of voices, more gunfire, pray again, door opened.
 
   See funky masks, see two masks come off, see Ian and Rick. 
 
   Get outa there. Air smells bad, eyes sting like fire, doctor with big finger check me out top to bottom, poor water all over face, get in truck, come home, end of story.”
 
    
 
   I told him that story sucked.
 
   He laughed and said he has more to tell me about his experience “inside.”
 
   He knows the stories of several other folks who were trapped, but he's too tired to talk about them. I'm sure I'll get lots if stories later since they're all sleeping in tents, guarded by soldiers near the trailer fence.
 
   I'm gonna snuggle up to my husband and hold on tight. I can't wait any longer.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, April 15
 
   I've been excused from breakfast duty due to the fact that a beautiful man is sleeping in my bed and may require my assistance at any given moment. Yep, I'm on cloud nine. What did you expect?
 
   Jason and Jeremy were able to retrieve the Jeep. We were relieved to get it back in one piece. They also brought home the medication haul Dane and Mick had placed near the back door of the pharmacy before they were captured. Hisa was very pleased.
 
   Chris Knellson and his troops will be here a few more days. 
 
   Several additional vehicles arrived sometime last night. I didn't even hear them because I was having the best sleep of my life. Anyway, there's a mini-cafeteria and a medical tent down there.
 
   The cleanup crew is working around the clock at the rock quarry because Chris requires accurate numbers for his HDI report book and he'll settle for nothing else. Meanwhile, he's up here in the radio building, schmoozing with Josie and a couple other folks. Rona's one of the schmoozers. Sneaky girl.
 
   There are fourteen survivors camped near the trailer fence. I can't meet them until they go through debriefing and medical checks 
 
   Jason says he feels trapped on the compound and regrets the fact that we didn't put a gate across his driveway. The military's standing watch along the fence perimeter and he's feeling bored, helpless, and “in the way.”
 
   I told him to cry on Marisa's shoulder because nothing's gonna bring me down today. He finally decided he'd get busy working on a guard tower at the rear of the property, and he was joined by the interested male members of Kapper Hill Compound.
 
   The women are staying near the house to do laundry, cook, and preserve food.
 
   Shawna and Lisa have the teenagers at Marisa's house, training to become TNMNS (Teenage Non-Mutant Ninja Soldiers).
 
   Hey, there's my guy. I think he needs breakfast.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   Mick's sleeping again. He feels better but he's still weak. We had the chance to sit and talk for a long time during lunch today.
 
   Nana made a plate with applesauce, toast, and rice. I had to go back to the kitchen and sneak in a little butter so he wouldn't make the “bleh” face over the plain rice. 
 
   He gobbled down every bite and asked for more. I don't wanna make him sick, but I feel like I need to stuff him with good hearty food, wait a while, and then stuff him again. He'd probably eat every bite of it. I keep reminding myself that he's been starved for four days and needs to take it slow for a couple more.
 
   He talked about the dark days he spent locked inside the trailer, and said it felt a lot longer than four days. I'll share most of what he told me.
 
    
 
   Dane and Mick were shoved into the trailer with the door slammed and locked behind them. They stood perfectly still for a minute or two, trying to let their eyes adjust to the darkness.
 
   One of the men in their group began yelling and banging on the side of the trailer. He banged, yelled, cursed, and kicked the side for several minutes before Dane hollered for him to shut his trap so they could think and try to figure out what to do.
 
   He and Dane felt their way to the wall and sat down, side by side, against it. They thought about the situation while they waited for someone sane to speak. After several minutes, someone did.
 
   It was pitch black inside the trailer and a male voice from the rear startled them. “Welcome to hell” the voice said. Mick said it was probably ninety degrees inside, but that voice sent cold chills down his spine.
 
   He thought he could see movement,but realized his mind was playing tricks on him. It was darker than our bedroom at midnight with the window boarded up, and he couldn't see his hand in front of his face. He asked Dane if he could make out any shapes or movement and Dane said he “couldn't see a damn thing.”
 
   Dane began talking to the other folks inside. He asked everyone to count out loud so they could figure out how many of them were there. The number ended at eighteen. There were seven women and eleven men.
 
   A male voice told them they were captured by fake military and several of them had been there almost a week. The voice told them about the metal barrel in the right rear corner and asked that they use it because no one wanted to walk around in human waste. Of course, Mick and Dane both agreed.
 
   The same voice asked for introductions from the new folks who'd just joined the party. Dane quickly spoke up and said he'd appreciate it if the ones already there would introduce themselves first, and tell the new folks what was going on. No one said a word for several second before the male voice agreed to do it Dane's way.
 
   Several folks introduced themselves and briefly told how they were captured. Several more only gave their names.
 
    
 
   The voice belonged to Steve Johnston. He was a Corporal in the real military and was captured when he was traveling home on leave. He had been serving in a re-supply unit near Birmingham, and was headed to Montgomery to check on his fiancé and her family. 
 
   There were three soldiers in the vehicle when the tires were shot. It rolled onto its roof and came to rest in a deep ditch. 
 
   Steve was able to climb out, but the driver and passenger in front were dead. Steve didn't know if they died when the vehicle rolled, or if they drowned in the ditch full of bloody, stagnant water. Regardless, their heads were below the surface and Steve couldn't find a pulse when he checked their wrists. He heard vehicles approaching and took cover in a nearby culvert.
 
   Three vehicles arrived and several men got out. One of them put a bullet into the culvert and it barely missed Steve's right shoulder. 
 
   He was pulled from the culvert by his boot heels, loaded into a truck, and ended up in the freight trailer. He had no idea how long he'd been there until Mick told him what day it was. Steve had been there five days.
 
   Ben Bainbridge is twenty-two years old and was captured while hunting near his cousin's property. He’s a member of a small survivor group living on his cousin's farm. Ben wasn't hunting alone. Two of his cousins were with him, but they managed to avoid capture because they were in the woods. 
 
   Ben was taken hostage when he went to his truck for a bottle of water. He never let on that his cousins were out there, and he never said a word about his survivor group. He believes they're still safe and sound.
 
   Brody and Serena Wilkerson are a married couple from Knoxville, Tennessee. They were captured in a small town 15 miles away while they were looting a shoe store for hiking boots.
 
   Sable Britt and Melody Holmes were college roommates. They were camping on the outskirts of town when several members of the fake military saw their fire and walked straight into their camp with weapons raised.
 
   The remaining male prisoners are Pao, Miller, Tommy, Bill, Montel, and Darryl. 
 
   The remaining female prisoners are LaShay and Brenda.
 
   It was hard to keep time while they were locked inside. They only knew whether it was night or day when the door opened and food was thrown inside. 
 
   Some of them spent hours talking to one another while others spent hours listening. Modesty was thrown out the window. Everyone used the barrel and no one was embarrassed. Every single one of them agreed to remain civilized and try to come up with a plan to escape their captors. 
 
   Rushing the door was considered, fake fighting was considered, faking illness was considered... even faking childbirth was considered. None of them could come up with a solid plan see any idea completely through.
 
   Mick doesn't know if it was the second or third day when Steve was pulled from the trailer. Steve was told that the “boss” needed to have a word with him. He walked out the door, and it was locked behind him. They never saw Steve again. 
 
   Several hours later, Miller was called. He walked out the door without saying a word. The door was slammed and locked, and they never saw Miller again.
 
   The men had just about decided to rush the door when they heard explosions and gunfire. They prayed that rescue was close and the camp wasn't being attacked by another group of fake military.
 
   Mick says it felt like hours while they lay on the floor listening to a battle outside. There was lots of shooting and lots of screaming before that door opened for the last time. He's amazed they got out alive.
 
    
 
   Mick says some of them may ask to stay here and others will go back to their own groups. I wonder which is which. I guess time will tell. If we take on more folks, I'll ask Chris Knellson for more supplies.
 
   Anyway, he's been staring at me for five minutes and now he's sitting on the edge of the bed, stickin' his feet inside socks.
 
   I guess we're headed out of the bedroom.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   Hisa spent hours with Battle-axe today and made her cry. Hisa can be a brute. I have no idea what she did to Battle-axe.
 
   Tommy, Bill, and LaShay finished their debriefing and passed their medical exams. They all belong in a survivor group about 12 miles south of us. There are 48 members in their group, including themselves. The name of their group is “Times Nine Farm.” They’re gardening, looting, and trying to grow wheat, corn, and Sugar Cane. The government will get 75% of the harvest and they can do as they wish with the rest. They plan to make flour and sweeteners. I met them briefly and liked them all except for Tommy. He's arrogant and likes to be in charge. 
 
   Anyway, we've set up a trade meeting with them near the end of May to see what they have to offer. They've requested summer clothing and any fruit, jellies, and jams we can let go of. They've also requested any quilts and blankets we can spare and would love to have horses to use on their farm. Major Knellson allotted them a very large farm consisting of approximately 80 acres for growing wheat.
 
   Ben Bainbridge went back to his cousin's farm. The farm is a good distance from the Interstate and he'd never heard of Major Knellson's unit until they brought him here. I had no doubt he'd wanna return to his family. He said his family are avid hunters and may have meat to trade later on. They have a smokehouse, and preserve most of their meat by canning it, salting it, or smoking it. He'll speak to his father about bringing goods to the trade meeting we already have set up. We wished him the best of luck.
 
   Montel, Darryl, Melody, and Bree asked Chris Knellson for several acres where the ckd's house is located. Brody and Serena Wilkerson agreed to join them and form their own compound. There's enough empty houses there for a small group.
 
   The Major said yes, and called to his unit to send several supply trucks this way. Brody will be listed as “owner” and we will have new neighbors whom we believe we can trust. Chris says he'll spend several days with them and help them get settled. He'll have his troops start on a fence, but he's not sure they'll be here long enough to finish it. We told them we'll help anytime we had a spare moment.
 
   Chris said he'll need to look over his books and decide what they can grow for the government. Every one of them told him “no thanks.” They don't wanna be members with badges. They want the one allotment and then, be left alone. Chris said that wouldn't be a problem, but the land would be listed as “ownership pending” unless one of them registered as landowner. None of them took the bait. They said they’ll deal with it their own way if someone decides to try and take over.
 
   Their “one time allotment” will probably be big since they’re lacking everything except shelter.
 
   Tessa, Bree and Pao asked to remain here at Kapper Hill. Chris told them the decision was up to us. We voted to allow them in and they'll be living in Isabella's little wooden building until we can get a separate building set up for Pao. He's nineteen years old and probably won't mind bunking with a couple of women, but I think he needs his own space.
 
   I asked Chris to verify that additional supplies would be arriving for Tessa, Bree, and Pao along with the supplies for the other compound. He sighed, went back to the radio building, and ordered the entire unit to head back this way. They should arrive by tomorrow night. 
 
   I hope they set up the mess hall again.
 
   I just heard the trucks with the cleanup crew arrive for their shift change. I wanna know how many HDI's were taken out. Josie said that three cluster bombs were dropped in the quarry. Chris said he'll know the numbers when the cleanup crew is finished.
 
   By the way, none of the fake military members survived, and the strike team is on their way to someplace else.
 
   I'm headed to bed to try and sort this all out in my head.
 
   Our world is changing in a big way, again.
 
   I'm praying it's for the best.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, April 16
 
   This morning, I told Major Chris Knellson that we were sending several members to town with trailers and trucks. 
 
   Since town in almost bare of HDI's, we need to get in there fast before every shop and business is looted and empty. He agreed.
 
   Rona and Kevin are driving the delivery truck. 
 
   Jason will ride along with Soo inside a big rig with a flatbed trailer attached. Jeremy and Jesse are taking the Jeep with the goat trailer attached, and Shawna and Lisa are headed out in their grandfathers Cadillac SUV with Isaac riding along.
 
   Ian and Rick are going as well. They'll mostly be scouting and guarding our people.
 
   The TNMNS (you know, the Teenage Non-Mutant Ninja Soldiers) begged to go, but Rona wants to check for fake military and HDI's who might have gone back to town since the battle.
 
   Mick feels better this morning. He had biscuits and jam for breakfast and was allowed to have caffeinated coffee. That put a hop in his step. He's able to get around with no assistance, but he's moving a little slow. Time will take care of that.
 
   Dane's in the same shape as Mick. He came in with Elaine for breakfast and headed right back to bed for a nap afterward. I plan to speak to Chris about moving the woodshop from the Peterson place to the hill inside the compound. It's time for Dane and Elaine to have their own place and get out from under Marisa's feet.
 
   Rona and Kevin looted a specialty store while I was looking for Mick. They brought home bee-keeping equipment, including several empty hives and the gear needed to tend them. 
 
   There are two or three see-through bee hives on the walls at the store. Kevin says there's holes in the wall which allows the bees to come and go. You can actually see the inner workings of a hive. I'd love to see them, but I don't wanna be there while they're catching bees. They have no idea how to move a hive. Chris said there's books on the subject in the unit’s book distribution truck.
 
   I stored lots of honey before the collapse, but not enough to last forever. Those hives will be a huge asset. 
 
   Pop and Emma are in the garden, dressed in bee-keeping gear to keep the flies away.
 
   Nana's picking poke weed so we can have poke sallet with eggs for lunch. I could almost see Pop's mouth water when she mentioned it. 
 
   She'll pick the youngest greens and parboil them. Then, she'll dump the water and rinse them. Next, she'll boil them again, rinse them, and let 'em drain. She'll mix it together with eggs and stir fry it in lard just enough to cook the eggs before serving. 
 
   Amber asked if she could have the leaves as a salad instead of cooked. Nana yelled “NO!” She caught herself and gently explained to Amber that it was dangerous to eat them that way. 
 
   My heart almost skipped a beat thinking of Amber lying on the floor, dead from being poisoned by an uncooked leaf. I asked Nana to keep the bowl of greens on top of the refrigerator.
 
   Pao chimed in and said he knew how to make ink from the dark purple poke berries when late summer and fall comes around. He learned it in an American history class.
 
   Rebecca's sick and I noticed that she looks terribly thin. I demanded that she have another checkup with Battle-axe today or tomorrow. I want her checked out thoroughly. I know that sounds bossy, but I can’t help it. If she's not pregnant, then something has to be wrong. We need to know what it is and how to treat it.
 
   Chris, Josie, and Mick are in the radio building, monitoring the movement of Chris's unit. The unit has been threatened by sniper fire twice since they headed back this way. Chris is very concerned because it happened at night. That means that the snipers have special headgear and/or goggles. 
 
   He believes the fake military is watching their every move. That makes me very nervous. I asked him if we should have the unit camp at the pull-off, or maybe the truck stop instead of our field. He rolled his eyes and told me that he had “something for protection” headed here from home base, and that he's better qualified than I am to command a military unit. Well, duh!! I KNOW that, but what about after his unit leaves? Who’ll protect us then?
 
   I'm thinkin' about my family and our compound. Sometimes I like Major Chris Knellson, and sometimes... not so much. Josie says she trusts him, but I'm still on the fence post, and so is Mick.
 
   I'm gonna head out to the kitchen and listen in from the kitchen window. Hopefully, it's open.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   Rebecca agreed to go to home base for a more thorough checkup. Battle-axe says she's not pregnant and needs to be seen by an internal medicine specialist or other experts. I'm a nervous wreck about the whole deal, but I can't let her stay here and continue to wither away.
 
   Jeremy's having a conniption fit and wants to go along, but he's not allowed. I thought he might try to follow from a distance until Chris said “Don't even THINK about following. You will be captured and reprimanded.” Geez! Amber would say “he's not the boss of us!” 
 
   Josie tried to tell us it was for Jeremy's own safety, but I couldn't stop thinking about what I'd do if someone was cartin' a “Mick with unknown illness” away to God knows where.
 
   The lootin' crew came back with every square inch of available space packed to the gills.
 
   Emma was very pleased to see that they'd looted a fabric store and the entire goat trailer was full of fabric and sewing notions. Rona made the mistake of saying there was still lots of fabric there, and they'd only brought home a small portion.
 
   Emma immediately turned to Mick and said “I’ll be needin' another one a dem little houses hooked up to mine so I can make quilts and sew up clothes fer tradin' to them others after I make tha ones fer us.” Mick told her he'd get it taken care of, but it might have to wait until he can walk a straight line. She said that'd be fine but she needs it as soon she can get it. Okay, Emma, you slave driver. 
 
   Guess where Rona and Kevin are right now. Yep, they took Emma and Isaac along with a big rig and trailer to the fabric store. I hope they get everything down to the last spool of thread because it makes me nervous having someone Emma's age off the compound. Rick and Ian are following them, but I'm a nervous-nelly.
 
   Rona says that HDI's are coming back to town, and she seems pretty upset that there's more of them around. I'm upset as well. We need lootin' crews out ASAP.
 
   With Rona's report, Chris authorized two military teams with four members each to escort our crews while they're looting. That made me feel a little better. Now, Ian and Rick can loot as well. They're familiar with the compound and know what we need. We'll be better off if they're used for lootin' instead of protection only.
 
   I have supper duty, so I need to head out and figure out what to cook. I haven't the foggiest notion what Emma and Nana (Queens of the Kitchen) have planned.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   The unit arrived about an hour ago. It's noisy outside and, of course, there's sporadic gunfire as they take out HDI leeches, looking for supper.
 
   Mick and I decided that we couldn't stand to sit on the porch, listening and watching them. We came in to talk, sleep, and type. 
 
   Chris was gritting his teeth the last time I saw him. I'm pretty sure that Dane gets under Chris Knellson's skin. I kinda like that.
 
   Jason, Soo, and Isaac brought home the last four little wooden buildings known to us. One will be used for Pao and another will be Emma's sewing room. Hopefully, the third will be set up to use as a mini-kitchen. Dane will probably want the fourth to add to his wood shop house. He's at the bottom of the hill, guarding his space. He's telling folks who want to set up that they'll bring over the woodshop tomorrow morning, and the space is reserved. 
 
   Pao had an interesting suggestion at supper tonight, and the men are considering it. They'll probably put it into action if the Sergeant who recommended the guard towers thinks it's a good idea.
 
   Pao suggested that we use big rig trailers standing on their ends and buried a few feet deepas guard towers at the corner of the fences. Mick says they'd have to be framed up on the inside and reinforced so they won't buckle, but it'd take a lot less time than building a fully enclosed tower from scratch.
 
   Floors can be put in at the level we want and stairs can be installed inside the trailer so that anyone climbing the stairs can pay attention to what they're doing. 
 
   Enemies won't have any idea how many men are inside the tower. The bottom half can be used for storage, ammo, supplies and/or sleeping quarters if two guards are on rotation. Of course, windows would be cut so the men on watch can actually “watch”. 
 
   We'll need steel sheeting because bullets will go through the trailers. The best thing about using trailers is they’ll be enclosed and a good barrier against flies. The windows can be covered with netting. 
 
   Mick and Dane both agree that it would be a better idea to use them as temporary towers until we can gather enough brick to build solid ones. Anyway, it's something to think about.
 
   Emma's the CEO of an entire big rig trailer full of fabric, notions, and sewing machines. 
 
   It's parked behind her little house so she can have access. Now, she wants a generator so she can use the machine's they brought home. Kevin promised to get one for her. 
 
   She says there's enough room to work in the rear of the trailer, but she'd still rather work in a wooden building because of the heat. We told her that we already had one for her and she jumped up and clapped her hands.
 
   I had a chance to sit with Pao earlier this evening, and he told me his story. It's interesting. I'm surprised he's still alive.
 
    
 
   Pao's mother was Vietnamese and his father was American. They met when his father was stationed at Da Nang Air Force base during the Vietnam War in 1973. 
 
   His father, Jim, had just turned eighteen and was deployed three weeks after his birthday to work on military aircraft at the base. His mother, Vien, was sixteen years old and lived with her family about half-a-mile from the base. 
 
   Vien delivered goat’s milk to the Commanding Officer at the base because he hated powdered milk in his coffee.
 
   To make the story short, I'll jump a little. Jim and Vien fell in love and spent every moment they could together while Jim was stationed there for two years. Then, the war ended and Jim headed back to the United States. 
 
   He kept in touch with Vien for two more years before he was able to get her out of Vietnam and into the United States. They were married the day she arrived. Several years went by and Vien never became pregnant. Jim didn't care, and they were both happy. When she was thirty-eight years old, Vien became pregnant with Pao. She and Jim celebrated, and Pao was born nine months later. 
 
   Pao's name came from a Filipino man Jim was stationed with. His name was Pao and Jim always called him “Old Pao.” He and Jim were friends during the war and several years after. 
 
   They were stationed together in California, and Old Pao's wife took Vien under her wing and taught her the ropes of living on a military base in the good ol' USA. Several years went by and old Pao was diagnosed with cancer. He fought it for six months before finally giving in. Jim and Vien were both devastated over his loss.
 
   Jim retired from the military and moved Vien and baby Pao to his native state of Georgia. They bought a nice house in town and a little cabin in Tennessee where they spent summers hunting, fishing, and basically, enjoying life.
 
   Pao was trying to get to the cabin when he was captured.
 
   The world collapsed and Pao's family was at home in their little subdivision. Several residents left their homes to head out to unknown places. 
 
   Jim and Vien began packing their truck and trailer with supplies, food, weapons, and sentimental items. Pao and Jim were loading a large generator into the back of the truck when Jim grabbed his chest and fell to the ground. He told Pao he was having a heart attack and asked for Vien.
 
   Pao ran inside and yelled for his mother to come as fast as she could. She ran out the door and Pao followed. Vien had the phone in her hand and was trying to call 911, but no one was answering. She handed the phone to Pao and told him to keep trying,
 
   Twenty minutes later, Jim was dead in Vien's arms. Pao bent over his father's body and cried with her. After several minutes, Pao tried to get his mother up and back in the house while he took care of his father's body. She wouldn't budge, so he went inside the trailer and sat on a box while watching her grieve.
 
   He heard something bang up against the trailer. The trailer shook and he was thrown off his box and onto the floor. He heard snarling and a sudden howling sound. He got off the floor and stood up just in time to see his mother being dragged across the road and in between two houses. He grabbed the closest gun, which was his Browning AB3 Bolt Action rifle, along with a handful of 7mm ammo and went after her.
 
   He ran between the houses where the HDI's had dragged her, and came to a halt as soon as he cleared the rear. There were approximately a dozen HDI's snacking on a woman, three children, and his mother. Several of them noticed him and headed his way. 
 
   He was able to shoot three times toward the group. One of his shots hit an HDI in the knee and it fell to the ground. His last two shots missed. He turned and ran as fast as he could back across the road and inside the house. He threw the locks on the door and slid down to the ground, up against the door, to regain his composure.
 
   Several seconds went by before the HDI's began banging on the door, and Pao felt the vibration against his back. He jumped to his feet and ran to the basement. The lock to the basement door was on the outside, so he couldn't lock the door. He wedged a chair underneath the knob.
 
   He went to the far corner, sat down, and tried to figure out what to do. It took about twenty minutes for the HDI's to crash through the bay window on front of the house, and he could hear them walking around the main floor and banging into things. He sat at the top of the stairs and waited to see if they'd try to come through the basement door.
 
   He stayed there several weeks, eating what his mother had preserved and stored. Then, he heard the HDI's leaving the house and there was silence. 
 
   He waited another day before opening the door and sticking his head out. The interior of the house was mostly destroyed and HDI goo was all over everything.
 
   He drove the truck and trailer down to the basement door and loaded everything he could inside the trailer and the truck bed. He pulled his father's map out of the dashboard, checked his route, and headed toward the cabin near McKelvey Hollow, Tennessee and the Tennessee River.
 
   He made it as far as Leeds, Alabama before he ran out of gas and left the truck on the side of the road. He grabbed a gas can, and started walking. He'd seen a sign advertising gas, lodging, and food three miles ahead and he hoped to find gas there. He had to run from several HDI's on the highway, but he made it to the gas station. 
 
   There were cars abandoned all along the road and in line at the gas station. He siphoned what he could out of several vehicles until his gas can was full. He noticed a bicycle behind the station and hopped aboard to ride it back to the truck and trailer. He had to prop the gas can and hold it on the handlebars with one hand while steering with the other as he watched the mile markers go by.
 
   He finally came to the area where he'd left the truck, and it was gone. It seemed like it had disappeared into thin air. He rode the bike another mile down the road, just to make sure his memory was correct, and found no sign of the truck. 
 
   He had no choice. He left the gas can on the side of the road and started pedaling, trying to remember the route he was supposed to take. He spent nights sleeping in garden sheds. 
 
   He made it to Cullman, Alabama several days later. He found a small shed behind a house in a residential neighborhood. He pushed the bike inside and slept on the floor.
 
   Even though he'd put many miles on that bike and rode all day, he was restless and was in and out of sleep. He never got to the deep sleep, you know, the kind of sleep where you're oblivious to everything happening around you. 
 
   During hazy moments when he thought he was sleeping, he had nightmares. He was yanked to his feet inside the muggy shed. Dust was riding sunlight, streaming through the one and only window, and he tried to shake himself awake and out of his dream. It wasn't a dream. He quickly figured that out.
 
   He was punched in the gut so hard that he doubled over and pain shot through his abdomen all the way to his spine. Someone kneed him in the chin so he'd stand up straight again, and he bit his tongue so hard that he thought he'd bitten it in two. He fell on the ground, vomiting. He watched the steaming contents of his stomach pool on the ground with blood from his mouth. He felt numb and his confused mind “stepped out for a minute.”
 
   He finally came to his senses in the bed of a Chevy Avalanche. It was traveling so fast that Pao had trouble keeping his glasses on his face. There were two men in the truck bed with him. They were in the deep sleep of the “recently knocked unconscious.”
 
   He found that his hands were zip tied behind his back, and his ankles were in the same predicament. He scooted on his butt to the rear window and looked inside. He saw two men dressed in military garb. He had no idea why they'd taken him and figured they'd let him go once they got a chance to interrogate him. He leaned back against the window and waited for the soldiers to reach their destination.
 
   He guessed he'd been riding for 45 minutes before the truck came to a halt inside a large clearing. 
 
   He was ordered to scoot down to the tailgate so the ties on his ankles could be cut. He did as he was told and stood beside the truck while his traveling buddies were brought back to consciousness by a bucket of cold water to the face.
 
   Pao received no explanation as to the reason he was taken and ordered to keep his mouth shut. He had no idea why he was thrown into a dark trailer without the ability to explain who he was and that he was no threat to them. It didn't take long for him to realize that his captors weren't the real deal. He moaned with the realization and sunk to the floor. 
 
   He sat on the floor and waited. He scrambled for crackers and water along with the rest of the group. He waited until Mick and Dane were captured, and then he waited some more. Finally, he was rescued. He has no idea how long he was inside that trailer.
 
   He asked to stay here because he has severe anxiety about traveling alone to his family cabin. 
 
   I like this kid a lot. We're keeping him.
 
    
 
   It's dark and I'm tired. Chris assured me that the mess tent will be set up tomorrow morning and I'm looking forward to it. I wonder if I can steal a couple of those metal folding picnic tables.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, April 17
 
   I've just returned from breakfast in the big mess tent Major Knellson's group set up. It was a smorgasbord of all the basics and I ate my fair share and then some.
 
   The hill and field have come alive. There's troops working on the Wilkersons's compound, now called “Wilky Place.”
 
   Early this morning, the wood shop was brought over from the old Peterson property and now, Dane and Elaine have their own place. They’ll let Jesse to bunk with Jeremy while Rebecca’s gone.
 
   The magic log splitting machine is back and working on wood for Wilky Place as well as Kapper Hill.
 
   The vet is thoroughly checking Lilac, Buttercup, Madonna, and Peaches to find out if they're pregnant. I wondered aloud why he hadn't done it before. He rolled his eyes and said the only males we had on the place was a gelding and a little bull. 
 
   I smirked and asked if he could recall they'd only been here for a couple of months. He marched out to the meadow with a bag of gear and his young assistant in tow. Let’s just say, I wouldn't wanna be a horse right now, or a cow... OR the vet's rear end if Chris finds out that he didn't thoroughly check the animals the first time around.
 
   Battle-axe will have Tessa, Bree, and Pao along with the folks from Wilky Place on display in the tent with the flimsy flaps today. She doesn't trust the “big-fingered” doctor traveling with the strike team. I told everyone to make sure the flaps were tied to the center post of the door before they even think about removing anything covering their bodies. 
 
   By the way, Battle-axe's name is Velma Dodson. She's been in the Army 29 years.
 
   We sent the survivors to Clinic Diane for hot showers last night. Carisa asked for their sizes and went to the basement to see if we had anything to fit them. I took what we had over to the Clinic. 
 
   I swear, if I didn't know better, I would a thought someone was in the shower with Tessa. The sounds she was makin' while that water poured down almost made me blush. 
 
   Pao was seated on the couch, waiting his turn with his hands folded in his lap. Bree was sitting beside him, giggling every so often behind her hand. I left the clothing there and headed back, laughing the entire way. I told Mick about it and he said we should torture the single men and send them to stand guard on that side of the motorhome. We laughed but of course, we didn't send the single fellows over there.
 
   Oh joy. Amber just ran in and told me that Buttercup's having a baby. I wonder if she meant NOW or “pretty soon.” I better go find out.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM...
 
   Buttercup has a little filly! The vet stuck his arm in and, whoosh, he broke the sack. He was covered in lovely fluids (snort). Serves him right, dontcha think?
 
   Anyway, we're all excited and Jason's throwing together a stall in the tractor shed. 
 
   Chris' “special weapons” arrived right after Buttercup gave birth. I saw two women and three men get out of a vehicle and go inside the command tent with him. A larger vehicle held its occupants inside. I wonder if I can sneak down there and listen. Nah... I like my head on my shoulders.
 
   Peaches is about three months pregnant and Madonna is about five months pregnant. Hay needs have doubled, again. We'll need to fill the horse barn behind the Masterson house and try to come up with more trailers, simply for storing hay. I believe we only have one empty trailer left on the trailer fence.
 
   I'm headed out to watch the new little filly trying to stand and walk. See ya later!
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   The entire unit is packing up, double time, to get the heck outa here and back to home base to await orders.
 
   Josie's having a hissy fit because Chris left with his “special weapons” and she can't go with him. Chris has known about her pregnancy all along and refused to take her for safety reasons. He asked Ian and Rick to stay behind as well. I believe he wants them here to keep Josie safe. I overheard him tell Josie that he loves her, and by the sound of his voice, he meant it.
 
   I can only tell you what I know. Some of it I really shouldn't know, but I have an “in” with Josie who's become my “non-family” best friend.
 
    
 
   Last week, North Korea invaded Southern California. They brought thousands of troops on hundreds of ships. 
 
   Japan is gone. It's simply an island with very few residents trying to survive throughout the countryside. Tokyo is now a large HQ to North Korean Officials. North Korean troops took care of everyone else, including the large numbers of HDI's.
 
   China was there, in California, to welcome them, but something went wrong and the top commanding Chinese Officer was killed along with his cabinet of lower ranking officers and several dozen troops who were supposedly there to protect him. 
 
   The “second in command” Chinese Officer was not present at the meet and greet, and is now in hiding.
 
   Meanwhile, North Korean ships continue to dock and unload troops in Southern California. 
 
   Our Mexican allies are all but beat. Many are smartly dropping their weapons and hightailing it back to Mexico. The North Korean and Chinese troops outnumber them 20:1.
 
   US command bases and radio units have huge price tags on their heads. They are targeted and destroyed immediately upon discovery.
 
   American planes and helicopters have been carrying messages detailing these occurrences to top officials in Canada, Mexico, and the UK. Small numbers of Canadian and British troops are supposedly on their way by ship, and on foot.
 
   Neither country is willing to risk the loss of what precious aircraft or munitions they have left as well as the bulk of their military troops. Since they have “no dog in this fight” other than their alliance with the US, they plan to save most of what they have to protect their own countries in case the same thing happens to them, and it will, oh... I promise, it will.
 
   In the meantime, South Korea has taken full advantage of the large number of missing troops from North Korea and has invaded. Farmers are fighting farmers, teachers are fighting teachers, and so on. No one has any idea who will have control of the country when the fighting stops, if the fighting stops.
 
   The Middle East is in a tug of war of its own. 
 
   A former dictator from Iran has overtaken the current leadership and raised an army. Their number one enemies are the family members of a former dictator from Iraq. Half of Saudi Arabia has thrown in with the Iraqi group and the other half fight with the Iranian's. 
 
   Christians found living in the area have been tortured, raped, mutilated, dismembered, and killed immediately after being discovered. Their dead bodies are carried in the air, bound to flag poles, as the troops march to into their next battle.
 
   Smaller countries remain neutral, but men from all over the region have left home to fight on one side or the other. Rumor says that Turkish soldiers are marching toward the region, but they have no real leadership and are unorganized and out of control. HDI took away most of their military troops.
 
   Syria isn't staying out of the fight, and many gangs have come together to fight on the side of Iran. 
 
   India is jumping in and plans to put an end to the whole shebang. They also have large numbers marching toward the region.
 
   Many private pilots and ship captains with small aircraft and boats have risked their lives to bring news to the United States. Some have been apprehended before taking off. They were tortured, and died horrific, unimaginable deaths.
 
   The numbers of reports the US receives grows smaller by the day, and the folks in charge fear that the number of such reports coming in by air and sea will diminish and disappear very soon.
 
   I told Mick to start building an Ark, because we're heading for Australia. I almost wasn't kidding.
 
   Our group will be on the side of the REAL military. 
 
   Our Enemies include the fake military, Chinese troops, North Korean troops, and HDI's. I'd say we're in trouble. Wouldn't you?
 
   We plan to do everything within our power to protect our people and our country. I don't yet know what that will include, but I'm sure I'll find out.
 
   I will never sleep again.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   The unit pulled out about an hour ago. Dane, Jason, and Soo are lying on the trailer fence, taking out HDI stragglers that inevitably come with the exit of the large unit. I still jump every time I hear a gunshot. I pray that I don't stop jumping until the HDI's are all gone for good.
 
   Chris left the supplies he could afford to leave. He has six more large groups between here and home base that will need extra supplies.
 
   He promised that he would somehow get word back to us about Rebecca. I made him pinky promise. Actually I threatened to employ Emma and poison his onions. He rolled his eyes and put up with my silliness. Honestly, I doubt we'll ever see those onion starts and herb seeds.
 
   We are the proud caretakers of the magic wood splitting machine because Chris wants to make sure that Josie and the baby will be warm in case he doesn't make it back. 
 
   Jason plans to split enough wood to get Kapper Hill and Wilky Place through winter, and then some.
 
   We plan to have a big meeting after breakfast tomorrow and discuss what we can do to make the compounds both safe and ready. The Wilky Place folks will be here as well. 
 
   Everyone was walking around in a daze at supper this evening. They're all worried and shocked that the unit pulled out so fast. No one other than me, Josie, Rick, and Ian know what's going on. I'm not even sure that Josie told me everything. I pray there's nothing more, but I'm sure there is.
 
   I told Mick what I knew when we came to bed. He's lying there, thinking as I type. I don't know if either of us will be able to sleep. I need a prescription from Hisa for doctored tea. It works almost as well as Xanax of the blue variety. I wonder if she'll prescribe it for me. Probably not.
 
   Should we tell the entire group? Yes, I think they have every right to know. Heck, if CNN or any other news station was still on the air, they'd know already. 
 
   I don't care what Josie thinks. I plan to blurt out everything I know at the meeting tomorrow. We need to be ready mentally and physically. We need to prepare for the worst and hope for the best.
 
   I need to go through the boxes of supplies Chris left so we can do our planning and figuring. I already know there's more animal feed out there, but I don't know how much.
 
   I'm tired, but I could sit here for another hour, being redundant. Instead, I'll crawl in bed to lie beside Mick and think with him.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, April 18
 
   Meeting adjourned. Folks at Kapper Hill and Wilky Place sufficiently freaked out? You better believe it.
 
   We've decided to take it one day at a time. This week will be lootin' week. We need to get everything we can before we're forced to stay on the compound twenty-four hours a day. Mick, Ian, Rick, and Dane stayed at the table after breakfast with a national map, trying to figure out how long it would take North Korean troops to get here and what route they'll use. Are they on foot? Did they loot vehicles? Every possibility has to be examined.
 
   I'm pretty darn sure their end goal is not the takeover of Kapper Hill. We need to figure out what the goal is. Are they headed to DC or are they looking to take over every inch or land and civilian outpost in the US? We don't know, but we have to consider both possibilities along with a dozen more.
 
   How can we fight them? How many troops will move through our little corner? Again, we don't know. We plan to prepare for the largest encroachment we have the ability to prepare for. That's all we can do.
 
   Rick suggests well-disguised tunnels in the hillside, or taking refuge in a large cave on the mountainside. It all depends on how long we have. It all depends on whether or not we're accurate in determining the correct time and date to expect them here. 
 
   We need scouts, but we don't have enough men, including Wilky Place, to send out enough scouts who can both protect themselves and gain information. We need Chris Knellson's scouts. It's too bad he won't share.
 
   Anyway, looting will occur this week, and work on some sort of hidey-hole will also begin. I don't know what the men will decide. I have no experience in matters such as this. I think I'll depend on Ian, Josie, and Rick to guide us in the right direction. 
 
   I know that Chris and Josie decided on a special channel to meet and talk over the radio. I don't know what the range for clear communication is, or if they'll be overheard. They should a come up with some kind of codes. Maybe they did and I don't know about it. I pray they did.
 
   While the adults are looting and working, the boys will be hunting. Pop plans to go with them and be in charge of the hunt.
 
   Gotta run, someone's calling for me. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   Lisa and Shawna had lunch duty today and Emma became their assistant. We had baked potato soup topped with crumbled bacon, freeze dried cheddar cheese, and green onions. Alongside, we had “shrimp and pesto baguettes” made with the canned shrimp we got from the restaurant haul. 
 
   I told ya we'd have a few gourmet meals when those girls joined us. Anyway, the soup was divine and so were the baguette's,o even though we had to use a thin layer of the shrimp and pesto mixture so everyone could have a piece. 
 
   The shrimp and pesto was mixed with butter, garlic powder, and powdered cream cheese we got form the instar-food supply at the Masterson house. I doubt we'll have meals like this very often. We had no idea what we were gonna do with that canned shrimp. Problem solved.
 
   Shawna says they can make hearty, filling soups, but they need to get those big pots and gas range set up inside the mini-kitchen. Shawna and Lisa are amazing cooks.
 
   Note to anyone reading this. When the SHTF and you have a large group to feed, soup is your best bet to stretch your supplies. Remember that.
 
   Three lootin' crews went out, and all three came home safely and well stocked with various supplies. 
 
   Rick and Ian found a mid-sized gun shop that had already been looted for guns, knives, and ammo. The looters left a small display section with a bunch of silver coins, so they grabbed them. 
 
   They also got half-a-dozen silencers that fit many of our weapons. That's gonna make a huge difference simply because of the fact that HDI's from long distances won't be drawn by our gunfire. It'll also hide our gunfire from enemy troops who may be close.
 
   From the same gun shop, they got cleaning kits, add on goodies, and several boxes of hand warmers which we'll store in the guard towers.
 
   Ian had an epiphany and they removed all the bulletproof windows from the gun shop and loaded them into a big rig trailer. It took all day to loot the shop and remove the windows. Now, they're on the hunt for more. I told them to check bank windows as well as convenience store cages, and maybe even fast food drive-through windows. They couldn't wait to get back out there with these new ideas. I hope they make it home for supper.
 
   Rona, Jason, and Isaac brought home shelving from TSC. They worked all day there. While Kevin and Isaac took apart shelves, Rona kept watch, wandered the store and grabbed whatever she could find that might be useful. 
 
   She got heating lamps, lawnmower parts, welding supplies, agricultural sprayers, garden tools, outside canopies and tents, all sorts of machine fluids, garden hoses, and animal medications along with feed bowls and buckets. 
 
   She got salt blocks and mineral blocks and every piece of horse related gear she could find, including the shelf of Mane and Tale that Pop hid behind when Willy Spears was killed. We can use “Main and Tail” for shampoo. I remember when it was popular to do so. Ahh, the good old days.
 
   Soo, Jesse, and Jeremy visited several small shops in a strip mall. They brought home all kinds of cookware and electric gadgets we can plug into the generator. They also got a huge amount of lingerie (not the kind you're thinking of) like socks, underwear, pajamas, and bras.
 
   They continued along the strip mall to a barber shop and loaded up all sorts of clippers and supplies as well as a barber chair.
 
   They visited a salon and left most of the frou-frou stuff, but brought home all the white towels, robes, and personal hygiene items including wax. WAX? Okay, whatever.
 
   Several shops still had soda machines in the employee lounges, and they raided every one they found.
 
   They went inside a jewelry store only to check the employee lounge for soda machines or snacks. They hit pay dirt with a Pepsi machine, a Coke machine, and a snack machine. They should have taken any gold or silver jewelry they could find. I need to remind them of that.
 
   The liquor store was cleaned out. They couldn't even find a small nip underneath the edge of the counter.
 
   They also raided a tobacco shop with no tobacco to be seen. It had already been taken. They found a “roll your own” machine and a bunch of filters and papers. There was a box of disposable lighters with pictures of half-naked women on a shelf in the manager’s office. They also found a cigarette pack full of, not cigarettes, but marijuana seeds. We're gonna grow marijuana for medicine and trade. Count on it.
 
   They found a Smith & Wesson .45ACP in a holster that had been velcroed underneath the top of the office desk. The gun was loaded, but no spare ammo was found. Soo noticed footprints on the seat of an office chair, so he climbed up and slid a ceiling tile out of the way. There was $10,000 in cash up there. Ian took it to wallpaper more of the walls in his little wooden building.
 
   There was a small hotel with a bar near the strip mall, and they ended up with a lot of dishes, glasses, cups, cookware, and serving containers. There was no food.
 
   They headed to the laundry area and took every towel, bedspread, and sheet they could find along with cloth napkins, robes, and disposable slippers. They also took several boxes of hotel sized shampoo, soap, mouthwash, and toothpaste. 
 
   Pop and Kevin are working on plans for the guard towers this afternoon. I prayed and asked God if Mr. Wilson, with his architectural expertise, could send great ideas to Pop and Kevin's brains. Now, I'm praying that Pop and Kevin can understand those ideas and see them to fruition.
 
   When the unit pulled out this time, they left 72 HDI's behind. I made sure to record the number in our HDI report book.
 
   Josie heard from Chris this afternoon. He's nervous and on edge. He's lost contact with his scouts on horseback. I'm praying those scouts are just out of range. For some reason, I doubt it.
 
   I don't know what else to tell you. I'm sure I'll be able to report more looting finds when I sit down to write tonight.
 
   I'm gonna head out and see what Elaine and Emma plan to make for supper to top the yummy soup Shawna and Lisa made.
 
   My nerves are almost shot.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Ian and Rick returned with a lot of bullet proof windows and a very, very useful tool.
 
   When the delivery truck was full, they headed home. They came upon a small house with a sign that advertised portable lumber service and a phone number to call.
 
   They hopped out of the delivery truck like greyhounds chasing a rabbit and went to investigate. 
 
   A nice portable lumber mill was parked at the back of the house. They hunted for a vehicle to pull the trailer home and found a Dodge truck inside the garage. They found the keys for the truck hanging on a nail beside the house entrance door. For some reason, they didn't go in and loot the house. They were hyped up over the lumber mill.
 
   They hooked the Dodge to the trailer, poured a five gallon can of diesel into the tank, and brought that lumber mill home. Every man on the place touched and toyed with the lumber mill for hours. Pop showed them how to use it and they began making lumber. 
 
   You would've thought gold had dropped from the sky when they started hootin' and hollerin' as the first boards were made. That lumber mill is a huge asset. Now, we can build proper houses or add on to the little buildings easily if we can find nails, screws and bolts. Otherwise, we'll have to use the dovetail method described in my foxfire books and build the outer walls with logs.
 
   The best part? We can now use lumber to support and reinforce the tunnels we intend to dig into the hillside.Ian and Rick got lots of pats on the back before everyone headed back to work.
 
   Elaine and Emma made ground venison steaks with mushroom gravy over the top for supper. They also served real mashed potatoes seasoned with chives and garlic powder. Emma threw together a sweet corn casserole which was made with cornbread mix, freeze dried cheddar cheese, mayonnaise, cream corn, whole kernel corn, sugar, eggs, and lots of butter. I could eat that corn casserole for dessert.
 
   Supper was wonderful. There's no way I can decide whether I liked lunch or supper best. I felt guilty eating both meals because we are so blessed and I kept imagining less fortunate people and their children out there, scrounging for something to eat.
 
   The men sat on the back porch to talk about everything we need to get done. They stayed out there until the mosquitos, flies, and gnats drove them inside.
 
   Josie drove me crazy after supper because she hasn't heard form Chris since this afternoon and she can't raise the unit on the radio. She's almost in a panic. Hisa sent her to bed with a cup of warm goats milk.
 
   I think I'll head there myself. Bye for now
 
   Saturday, April 19
 
   Great find alert! 
 
   Dane, Elaine, and Jeremy decided to tour the outskirts of town this morning and found a small retail building with worn out signs advertising prices of cheese making supplies and specialty cheese. 
 
   The shop was overgrown, but a path to the door had been kept clear. The average traveler wouldn't have known what the shop sold unless they got out of their vehicle, brushed a few small branches aside, and squinted to read the sign. Dane spotted a piece of Plexiglas on the ground and knew right away why the sign was so faded.
 
   The shop wasn't looted, and there were several wheels of real cheese in back. It appeared that the shop mostly sold cheese making supplies rather than actual cheese, but the few wheels in back looked like gold to Dane, Elaine, and Jeremy. 
 
   Dane used his knife to slice into a roll of sharp cheddar. He thought he'd died and gone to cheese heaven. I asked if he used the same knife he's used on HDI's and he said “no, I used a pocket knife” and looked at me like I was stupid. Hey, I had to ask, right?
 
   The shop had a good supply of cheese making equipment, supplies, cheese wax, additives, molds, and books. 
 
   We're low on butter and need to come up with something quick. We need a butter churn and a book.
 
   Breakfast this morning was that good old standby known as oatmeal. Hey, it fills our bellies. 
 
   We have a couple cases of Farina that Chris left. We need to figure out all the details. Is it a hot cereal? Is it a side dish like grits? We're Southern. We know all about grits, oatmeal, and cornmeal mush, but Farina's a new one on me. Shawna says it's a porridge, almost like cream of wheatm but “things can be added to make it tasty and more appealing.” She'll make it on her next breakfast duty.
 
   Tessa and Bree have lunch duty with Nana today. Tessa says she's Italian. We got a good bit of supplies from that Italian restaurant including half a wheel of mozzarella cheese and a dozen triangles of parmesan. I hope we have some sort of Italian dish for lunch.
 
   Right now, I'm gearing up to head out on a lootin' run with Rona and Kevin. I don't know if anyone else is heading out, but I do know that Mick and Dane are scouting out the best area to begin digging the tunnels.
 
   I also know that Jason, Isaac, Soo, and the remaining fellows, except the ones on watch, will be working with the lumber mill and the tower plans that Pop has drawn up.
 
   I know that the boys will be setting traps, snares, and hunting with adult supervision. I have no idea who that adult will be.
 
   Nana, Emma, and the girls will be canning garden produce all day. Chris left an abundance of canning jars, lids, and rings. I don't know the total, but Nana says it's a big number.
 
   Of course, Josie will be stalking the radio.
 
   It's gonna be a busy day. 
 
   I almost forgot that half the world wants to take what we have and kill us... almost.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:15 PM...
 
   When we arrived in town, I was surprised to see the number of HDI's that came back or wandered in from other places. It was no longer an abandoned town and the HDI's had taken up right where they left off. At least there were a lot fewer than before the cluster bomb incident, but we had to take out several and make sure we had someone on watch at all times. I believe the silencers on the guns gave us a huge advantage.
 
   We hit clothing stores and sporting goods stores. I knew we'd find no weapons in the sporting goods stores, but I was after clothing and hiking boots. We'd bring home sports equipment only if we had room, however, I wanted every baseball or softball bat in the place.
 
   We had the Dodge with the goat trailer attached. We packed the trailer and the bed of the dodge with as much clothing, boots, and sneakers as we could fit inside. I found several arrows in the storage area and stuffed them in as well. I don't know if they're good for protection, or the type of bows we have. But heck, an arrow is an arrow. It propels forward and sticks into something. That was good enough for me.
 
   Rona was on watch when Kevin and I closed the trailer doors and slid the lock in place. I looked up to see her backing along the side of the trailer with her rifle raised. I looked past the rifle barrel to see what it was pointing toward. 
 
   A small compact car had pulled up and was blocking our way out of the parking lot exit. I pulled my Glock and edged my way up to Rona's side. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kevin squat and hide behind the goat trailer.
 
   Two men dressed in fake military uniforms got out of the car and began walking toward the front of the Dodge. They had shotguns pointed straight at us. The first thing that popped in my head was that any HDI who tried to eat me would be pulling little bits of lead out of his teeth.
 
   They ordered me and Rona to drop our weapons and get down on the ground. 
 
   I felt Rona nudge me in the ribs and we both threw ourselves to the left and fired toward the men. One of them was hit in the leg and the other ducked and started coming toward us.
 
   We were scrambling around, trying to get behind the goat trailer, when the man was shot started screaming. The second man was caught off guard and snapped his head around to see his partner in crime being eaten by a group of six HDI children. Kevin stood from the driver’s side of the Dodge and took out the second fake military man with a shot to the head. 
 
   The HDI kids began howling, and we saw several more drop from a tree beside the road. They rushed toward the newly dead man and began chomping down. The first man was still screaming and more HDI kids began dropping from the row of maple trees lining the street and heading toward both men.
 
   It was only a second or two before several of them noticed us, jumping inside the Dodge. Kevin started the engine. He was in the driver’s seat and Rona was in the back seat. I landed in the front passenger seat.
 
   We went into full panic mode when eight or nine HDI kids jumped on top of the Dodge and the goat trailer. We panicked a little more when we realized that the little compact car was still blocking us in.
 
   Kevin slowly drove the Dodge forward as HDI kids beat on the roof and the windows. They looked like they'd never been human, and reminded me of Gollum from Lord of the Rings, but they were bloody and had chunks of flesh missing from various parts of their bodies. Maggots were crawling around in their wounds. 
 
   Black, slimy, goo and wiggling maggots began covering the windows. I could barely see out. The windshield was almost as bad. Kevin had to search for clear spots in order to see ahead. Rona sat in the back seat and cussed those HDI kids up and down. She said words that I've never heard her say before. I wondered if her time traveling with the military gave her the new vocabulary.
 
   The HDI kids climbed all over the clothing we had in the bed of the truck and began howling and banging on the rear window. It wasn't long before black goo, maggots, and pieces of flesh covered the entire rear window. That made the howling sounds even scarier and we couldn't see when a fist was headed toward the window. I was terrified, and jumped when each one landed.
 
   I screamed for Kevin to slam his foot down on the pedal and knock the compact car out of the way. He screamed back and said he didn't want to damage the front of the Dodge, or the radiator and possibly, the engine.
 
   He was slow and steady as he used the Dodge to push the car out of the way. I don’t know how he kept his composure.
 
   We made it through with a dozen HDI kids all over the hood, roof, and goat trailer. It took two miles of brake slamming and high speed to get them off the vehicle. I buried my face in the back seat and wondered what in the world possessed me to think I could go into town without finding trouble.
 
   We had to stop a few miles from town and use several pieces of clothing from the truck bed to clean the windows. Then, we headed home. Kevin and Rona joked about the HDI’s the entire way. 
 
   I couldn't think of a thing to add, so I kept my mouth shut. I told them I needed some doctored tea and headed in here to cry in my pillow. I am sick and tired of all this crap.
 
   I asked Carisa to bring me a bowl of cereal and cold milk for lunch. I ate half of it and now I'm going to lie on my bed and feel sorry for myself.
 
   See ya later.
 
   11:20 PM...
 
   Okay, well, I got it together and headed out of the bedroom around 8:00. No one said a word. They watched me walk across the room and get a bottle of water from refrigerator. I took a couple of swallows before asking them “what the hell they were looking at.” 
 
   They eased off and went back to their conversations. Regardless, I will never forget those child HDI's. None of them could have been over twelve years old and now they are real monsters. The thought is rubbing a blister on my brain.
 
   I found out about that tomorrow's Isaac's birthday. He wants cornbread, turnip greens with bacon, a bottle of hot sauce, black-eyed peas, a sliced onion, and a tall glass of milk. He said he'd pass on the cake if he could get a pecan pie. The thought of that meal makes my mouth water. I know there's a pecan pie in the freezer and I need to remember to pull it out to thaw tomorrow morning.
 
   Rick helped Mick and Dane decide on a spot to start building a tunnel. They asked Pop to come take a look so they could get his opinion. He said it'd make a fine spot.
 
   So, what do we do now? Do we concentrate on the tunnels? Do we concentrate on the guard towers? Do we split up into teams and concentrate on both at the same time.
 
   Do we continue sending out looting crews now that we know HDI's and fake military are back in town?
 
   I guess I'll lie in bed and ponder those questions like I'm sure the entire adult population at Kapper Hill Compound is pondering them. Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, April 20
 
   I actually remembered to take the pecan pie out of the freezer. We still have one left inside. Isaac will get as much of the pie as he wants. He can award any remaining pieces to whomever he desires, or he can take them to his little wooden building to squirrel away for later.
 
   I asked Mick to go to the basement and pick out a rifle and pistol to give Isaac as his own personal weapons. I can't think of anything else to give him.
 
   Kevin's busy, digging the entrance to the tunnel. He headed out right after breakfast. Since we have only one backhoe, the remaining men split off to do looting and tower work. I asked Mick to leave one of them with Kevin in case he gets far enough inside for the tunnel to collapse on him. Larson volunteered to stay.
 
   Mick hopes that Kevin will get in deep enough so that they can begin building the entrance support.
 
   Dane and Pop both believe that we should use at least 4x4 posts as the main supports. I suggested that we simply use logs from the lumberyard. I got lots of high-fives and an "Atta girl" from Pop.
 
   Emma and Nana are harvesting in the garden and I'll head out to start preserving food when they get back. Carisa has taken over the herb drying. She keeps up with it a lot better than I do and has all her little plastic containers in a row on the kitchen counter. If you touch them, she will skin you.
 
   Laundry duty belongs to Shawna, Lisa, and Elaine. It's so much easier than it used to be thanks to the young soldier who rigged up the lawnmower contraption.
 
   Ian and Rick are going out. I don't know what they're looking for, but they took the Silverado and several rifles.. Maybe they're going hunting. I hope so.
 
   Josie stays with the radio every minute. She set up a thick pallet inside the radio building and we have to pass her food through the kitchen window. She's not bathing and is barely sleeping. Thankfully, she scarfs down every crumb of food we give her..
 
   We haven't heard from Chris at all. I wanna know about Rebecca, enemy troops, and what the real military plans to do.
 
   I have no desire to go to town. Actually, I'm a little afraid of it. I think I'll go with Jason to loot a few houses in the neighborhood with the BIG, MEAN, DANGEROUS dogs. Marisa wants to go along, so I guess Amber and Michael will stay with Nana.
 
   Wait a minute....
 
   Okay, Deuce says that Josie is in the radio building, freaking out. See ya later. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   I headed to the radio building to see if I could get control of Josie. She believes she was able to make out three words from the jumble coming over the radio. Those words are “Cure, HDI, and Tupelo.”
 
   Oh My God, what if they've found a cure for HDI? What if bad guys are in Tupelo? What if the cure is in Tupelo?
 
   The radio's buzzing and it's hard to make out understandable words. Not only is there lots of voice traffic, but there's also lots of clicking.
 
   Josie thinks she heard Chris' voice and he sounded panicked and scared. She wants to go after him, even though she has no idea where he is or what direction the transmission is coming from. 
 
   I grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her 'til she came back to her senses. Then, she started barking orders. I told her to shut up and go to her motorhome, get a little rest, and calm down. It's too bad that Hisa has no tranquilizers safe enough for pregnant women. I'd spike Josie's drink at every meal.
 
   Everyone got the chance to chime in with their opinion. Jeremy's only response was that he hopes the bad guys (or good guys) kill the Deliverance gang who captured him.
 
   Ian and Rick are still out. I have no idea when to expect them home. They were secretive about their plans and I hope they aren't doing anything stupid. They're well-trained, and I doubt they'd put themselves in real danger but I wish they'd come home soon. I need help controlling Josie.
 
   I can't sit here any longer. I need to get out there and try to straighten things up. We'd all be dead if the enemy decided to attack right now. See ya later.
 
    
 
   9:40 PM...
 
   Ian and Rick were home before supper. They spent hours on top of buildings in town, taking out HDI's.
 
   I thought they'd wasted ammo and I was beyond mad. I started yelling, and when I paused during my rant, they told me that Chris Knellson left an extra 1000 rounds of ammo on the condition they'd go to town and become HDI Snipers. 
 
   Ian said they were precise, careful, and accurate. Not only did they take out 215 HDI's, but they also took out 11 fake military members. That made me feel a little better until I thought about the fact that they were able to find 11 fake military members and 215 HDI's. Both groups remind me of mice or roaches. When you see one, you can guarantee yourself there are 10 more to take its place.
 
   Ian and Rick's news has made me more paranoid than happy.
 
   We were scarfing down Isaac's birthday supper when shots rang out from the rear of the property.
 
   Mick, Dane, and Jason grabbed their weapons and headed out the door to join Jeremy and Soo, who were on watch and walking the rear fence perimeter. It was 30 minutes before Mick came back but it seemed like forever. He talked while he grabbed extra gear and ammo before heading back out. Ian and Rick joined him.
 
   While he was here, Mick told us that Soo heard noises behind the fence at the edge of the meadow. He motioned for Jeremy to stand still and listen. Jeremy heard noises as well and said it sounded like several people walking in the woods. There was no snarling or howling, and both men feared the compound was about to come under attack.
 
   The guard tower and catwalks are not finished and they couldn't see over the fence.
 
   Soo whistled, and Herb, the gelding, came straight to him. He stood on Herbs back and used a pair of night vision goggles to survey the area. He saw three figures running away from the compound and deeper into the woods. He saw a fourth figure heading toward the fence, and decided to shoot over its head to see its reaction.
 
   Soo shot, and the figure dropped to the ground. It stayed there several seconds before jumping to its feet and rushing toward the fence. Playtime was over and Soo took aim and fired. He saw the figure go down, get back up, and run away from the property. He shot again and the third bullet missed. The figure disappeared into the woods.
 
   Mick, Dane, Jeremy, and Soo are on watch at the rear of the property. Kevin, Isaac, Rona, Jesse, and Shawna are walking the perimeter at the front and sides of the property and Pop is on the front porch with Lisa, standing watch. 
 
   Marisa, Emma, and Pao are on the back porch. 
 
   Ian and Rick are somewhere outside the compound, searching for our suppertime visitors. I'm sitting here waiting for news, thankful that we still haven't removed the plywood from the windows.
 
   I'm nervous and scared. We haven't been attacked but we've definitely been spied on.
 
   I wonder how long those people have been in the woods. I wanna know who they are and what they want from us. I have visions of Ian and Rick dragging them onto the compound tied up with lots of rope. I hope my visions come true.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, April 21
 
   What would you do with eight skeletons? I'm talkin' about the living kind. Not the HDI kind. Not the dead kind... the living kind.
 
   What if three of them were the child kind? What if they begged you with their sunken eyes and were barely able to hold out their tiny hands for just one bite of... anything? Would you cut your meal portions is half to save their lives? Would you summon the best part of your humanity? I would.
 
   Would you feed 'em a good meal, wish them luck, and tell 'em to be on their way? I WON'T.
 
   Rick and Ian came home before dawn. 
 
   I heard them both come in the front door. They weren't making “Mick” sounds. I knew it wasn't Mick walking down the hallway. I knew the kids were sound asleep in the basement because I hadn't heard the basement door creak.
 
   Rick opened the bedroom door without knocking and I almost shot him. If he hadn't quickly said “it's just me,” well, as John Wayne would say, he'd be pushin' up daisies right about now.
 
   I reached over and turned on the solar lantern about the same time he dropped a hideous creature on my knees. At first, I thought it was some kind of animal. It was covered in dirt and looked like it was near deaths door. Then, it looked at me and reached out a tiny human hand. My heart dropped to my feet.
 
   I picked it up, held it close to my chest, and started yelling orders at Rick as I climbed out of the bed and headed to the kitchen wearing an old football jersey and a pair of Mick's boxers. Modesty was the last thing on my mind
 
   I grabbed a clean dish cloth, stuck it in a bowl of water by the sink, and washed the little creature's face.
 
   By the time I got its face clean, Deuce was walking in the door with the morning milk. I told him to put it on the table and run to Hisa's house to wake her and tell her to get here fast. He stared at what I was holding, turned on his heel, and flew out the door. That's when Rick touched my arm and said “There's more.”
 
   I didn't understand what he meant. Did he have more to tell me? I shuddered and prayed to God that Rick didn't mean there were more sick people. Unfortunately, he did.
 
   I finally noticed Ian standing in the doorway and saw that he had another one in his arms. There was a third one with its rail thin arms wrapped around his neck and its toes hooked into the top of his belt for leverage. He said “there's more on the porch, but this is all the kids.” I thought I would either faint, or sprout wings and fly away right then and there. 
 
   “General Hisa” burst through the door wearing a Miami Dolphins t-shirt and “Eeyore” pajama pants. She had her trusty black bag and began shouting orders. The Southern Belle portion of my brain said “her clothes don't match,” but I yanked myself back to reality a moment later. Damn Southern Belle brain! It needs to be slapped, hard.
 
   She told Rick to clear off the table so Ian and I could lay the children on top. Rick told her there were five more on the front porch and, I swear, she started cussing in Japanese while her hands flew all over the child I'd been holding. “This one's a girl” Hisa said. “Give her drops of milk with the cloth!”
 
   “Yes Ma'am General Hisa,” I thought. 
 
   I dipped a fresh cloth into the milk bucket and began squeezing drops into the little girl's mouth. She opened her mouth like a baby bird and I fed her like a momma bird would. 
 
   Suddenly, she lifted her head, clamped her teeth down on that cloth, and began sucking the milk out of it. Hisa wasn't looking, so I let that little girl suck every bit of milk out of that cloth. When she couldn't get another drop, she laid her head on the table, sighed, and went to sleep.
 
   A few seconds later Hisa yelled “This is a boy, Do the same thing!” I poured out a small bowl full of milk so I didn't contaminate the whole bucket. I dipped my cloth in the bowl and repeated the process for the little boy lying in the middle.
 
   The third child was sitting up. She was trying to talk but very soft raspy sounds were coming from her mouth. She was looking at me and motioning for the milk bowl while Hisa ran her hands all over her, listened to her heart, looked in her ears, and examined every inch. 
 
   I didn't wait for Hisa's orders. I dipped another cloth into the small bowl and the girl reached out for it. I placed it in her hand and she pulled it to her mouth and began sucking.
 
   That's when I noticed General Hisa staring daggers through me. She didn't say a word. She sat down on a stool at the kitchen counter and begin writing out orders in a notebook. By that time, the sun was up.
 
   Hisa shoved the notebook into my hands and headed to the front porch to see what else Rick and Ian brought home.
 
   The younger girl and boy were sleeping and clinging to one another. I believe they would have been crying if there were hydrated enough to make tears. I have no idea what age they are. In their condition, it's not possible to even take a guess.
 
   The older girl was still sitting on the table. Her cloth had run dry and she was motioning for more. I put a finger up to tell her to hold on for a minute. I marched down the stairs, woke Carisa and Marisa, and told them to get every woman on the compound awake and in the kitchen as fast as they could. 
 
   Both girls stopped at the kitchen doorway and stared at the little skeletons on the table. Neither of them said a word. Several seconds later, Marisa went out the front door and Carisa went out the back.
 
   A few minutes later Elaine, Nana, Rona, Emma, Marisa, Josie, Tessa, and Bree were in the kitchen with the notebook and the three little birds.
 
   I had to lie down. A few minutes later, I came to my senses and was surprised to find myself sobbing and hugging my pillow.
 
   I straightened myself up right away and got dressed. Then, I sat down to write.
 
   I suppose I need to go back out there and see what's happening. I don't wanna go, but I must.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   I don't know everyone's name yet. I only know that I've now seen in person what the Jews must have looked like after the Hitler Beast got a hold of them. Living skeletons look a lot worse in real life than pictures.
 
   The folks at Wilky Place want them. 
 
   Hisa absolutely insists that Clinic Diane be taken to Wilky Place and parked up against one of the empty house trailers there. She wants to line up the doors and use the house trailer and Clinic Diane to watch over them and help them heal. She believes all of them, except two, will survive.
 
   Well, it ain't gonna happen. There is no way on earth we'll allow Clinic Diane to leave the compound with all our medications and medical supplies, and park in such a vulnerable place. There's no fence, for Pete's sake. What is she thinking?
 
   I told her not to ask again and she screamed at all of us that they'll be staying in her and Soo's house because there's plenty of room. I screamed back that I thought that was a wonderful idea! 
 
   She stomped off, cursing under her breath in Japanese. I've heard those Japanese words a little too often. I think I'm beginning to understand some of them and if I'm right, Hisa better watch herself 'cause I'll start slinging them right back at her with a little southern fury mixed in.
 
   Anyway, besides the three children there's an elderly couple, two men, and one woman. I plan to be on the supper crew that takes their meals to Hisa's house.
 
   Hisa allowed them to have plain Farina for lunch.  She said they can have plain Farina and Jell-O for supper. They can also have a half-cup of milk. She wants vitamins for adults and children from my coupon queen totes. We've all been taking daily vitamins, but I still have at least one full tote in the basement.
 
   The women from Wilky Place are here to assist Hisa. 
 
   Serena Wilkerson already loves the children and plans to have them live with her and Brody. That sounds good to me. If she didn't take them, I would have.
 
   I'd like to sit with a couple of the adults and find out their stories, but Hisa said “not now, maybe tomorrow, we see” as she practically pushed me out the door.
 
   Josie finally heard from Chris. The panicked voice she heard earlier wasn't him. He “coded” that he's traveling with the strike team. They're going after whomever killed and burned his two soldiers and Sniper. For Chris, it was personal. He's extremely dedicated to his men. 
 
   Anyway, He said he'd check back with Josie in two days. She seemed satisfied with that and finally left the radio building. Luke and Larson took her place on monitoring duty.
 
   The “Sniper” incident occurred only 25 miles from here. Chris is 25 miles away and he won't come to visit? He must be deep in the scary part of something big.
 
   Jesse and Jeremy finished filling the fence trailers with hay today. We need more hay, so I asked them to start filling the garage at the old Peterson place as well as the horse barn behind the Masterson house. They moaned and headed out for more. Jeremy says the pickin's are getting' slim. I hope they can find more, but I don't want them traveling near the area that where Chris and his team are working.
 
   Mick and Dane found two more display lots with little wooden buildings about ten miles from here. They'll have to load up the bulldozer and take a couple of big rigs and flatbed's to get them. They can leave the bulldozer there until we get all the buildings. Mick says there's a total of 14 buildings and Dane says the total is 13. I guess we'll find out.
 
   Ten miles is a long way. I've been stuck like glue to Mick since he came home. I don't know if I can handle it. Yep, I'm a wuss, but he's my man and I like 'em tall, sweet, and alive with the last name of “Kapper.”
 
   This afternoon, Pop told me to get ready for tomatoes from his early crop within three or four weeks. Yahoo! I can't wait. I'm truly a tomato addict. I canned and stored almost as many tomato products as jellies and jams.
 
   Anyway, laundry is going on, and Deuce is teaching Amber and Michael to ride horses under the supervision of Marisa, of course.
 
   I need to see healthy children laughing and playing so I'm headed to the meadow to watch the fun. See ya later.
 
    
 
   9:45 PM...
 
   Jesse and Jeremy found a small barn with 30 square bales of hay today. They unloaded it into the old Peterson garage and said they'd look for more tomorrow.
 
   I helped carry supper plates to the new folks this evening and met Tom Sulligent and his wife, Darlene. They're sitting up and talking. I asked if I could visit them tomorrow and get their stories. They said they'd be happy to see me. I stuck my tongue out at Hisa as I left. She playfully threatened to slice it off with a scalpel. I was glad to see she was in a better mood.
 
   An hour later, Hisa came to the house for clothing. She sent Valerie and Carisa to the basement to bring back anything they could find that would possible fit very thin adults and children. While they were searching, Hisa told me that Darlene Sulligent is dying from cervical cancer. There's no chemotherapy in the post-apocalyptic world, and there's no surgeon to try and remove the diseased parts. 
 
   Hisa has allowed her to smoke some of the marijuana we brought home from the ckd's house. Darlene says it helps greatly with the pain, but makes her extremely hungry, so Hisa added half a cup of Farina as an evening snack and an extra serving of Jell-O for Darlene's breakfast meal in the morning.
 
   She also told me that one of the men named Jose’ has given up and refuses to eat or drink. His family was burned to death in their home while he was out looking for propane. He has no idea who set the fire, but his home was near the same area where Major Knellson's troops and Sniper were attacked and burned.
 
   I was struck with immediate fear. Our fence is made of wood. What if there’s firebugs in the area? We need to keep the folks on watch, walking the perimeter every minute. We also need to find fire extinguishers and place them evenly all along the fence.
 
   Luke and Larson received a radio call from “Staff Sergeant Surn” before supper. He informed us that a Military crew consisting of 30 men will be here tomorrow to begin work on the chain-link fence surrounding the field. They expect to be here two or three days if all goes well. They'll bring their own cooks and mini-cafeteria to avoid using any of our supplies. There's already a few latrines the unit dug when they were here before.
 
   
  
 

Larson and Anna spent a lot of time whispering in a corner of the living room after supper. My “mommy sense” began tingling and I told Rona she better keep the motorhome door locked and guarded tonight. Something tells me they're planning to sneak out and spend time together in the dark. I did it when I was a teenager. Maybe that's what put the suspicion in my mind.
 
   Most of the women from Wilky place went home tonight. They left Serena and Melody to assist Hisa overnight. Two women will replace them in the morning, and Tessa and Bree volunteered to take the afternoon shift. Clinic Diane is parked close to Hisa's house. Soo, Merry and Hisa are sleeping in the clinic so there's enough beds for the new folks.
 
   A group of eight HDI's appeared on the road right before sunset. Pop and Shawna put an end to them pretty fast. The bodies are loaded on the small flatbed trailer, ready to unload at the power lines tomorrow morning.
 
   We're adding a few dehydrated banana chips to the breakfast trays for the new folk’s tomorrow morning. If they keep it down, we'll add a few more to their lunch trays along with a half cup of pinto beans and a small amount of plain white rice.
 
   Hisa hasn't ordered supper meals yet. I'm sure she'll take care of it before lunch, so we have plenty of time to prepare.
 
   Nana says we're having pinto beans, rice, and cornbread for lunch and supper tomorrow because it's easy to make and she plans to get started on spring cleaning for every building in the compound. I'm not looking forward to it.
 
   Mick has watch duty tonight, so I'm headed to bed alone. I'm definitely ready for some sleep.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, April 22
 
   Lootin' crews are in town today. Rona radioed back that the HDI population was smaller because of Rick and Ian's “outing”.
 
   Rick and Ian are on the rooftops, continuing their work. Rick says the HDI's seem to be drawn toward the rock quarry again. I hope that quarry gets filled to the brim so Chris can call in another round of cluster bombs.
 
   Dane, Mick, Soo, Isaac, and Jason left to get little wooden buildings. Dane called dibs on the first two so he can add rooms to his woodshop house.
 
   Wilky Place is borrowing our crane truck and log truck to bring home logs for their fence. We made a deal that we'd provide the fuel if we get one load of every three they bring home. We wanna use our lumber mill to build sturdy houses, or additions onto the little wooden buildings. Our first project will be the tunnels, guard towers, and catwalks. 
 
   We also want to use the magic log splittin' machine to make sure we have plenty of firewood for winter on both compounds.
 
   The men at Wilky Place plan to use trailers and a gate in front. We'll be loaning a lot of equipment, but it'll be worth it to have another friendly compound and extra hands near Kapper Hill.
 
   I'm completely ignorant about construction projects. I don't know if we can use re-use shingles from roofs of other buildings. Maybe we should plan on tin roofs.
 
   I know we can use doors and windows as well as bathroom fixtures, and cabinets. That's about all I know. Can insulation be reused? What about sheet rock? At least we won't have to worry about electrical outlets at this time.
 
   Jeremy and Jesse are looking for hay. I hope they find some and I hope they don't travel far.
 
   None of our crews are allowed to head west until Chris figures out where the bad guys are and captures or eliminates them.
 
   I'm headed to Hisa's house to get Tom and Darlene's story. I'll take along a hand held radio. Josie's monitoring the radio and I told her that I wanna know where Mick is at all times.
 
   Uh oh, I hear trucks. It might be the fence crew.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:20 PM...
 
   The fence crew is here and they're almost finished setting up camp in the field. Staff Sergeant Surn is staying in the Peterson house. I guess he likes the floor there better than a tent. We've already removed all the beds from the house.
 
   They plan to erect the fence around their camp. Every finished side adds a little protection to the camp, and they plan to start across the back. I think there are more than 30 men and women there. The extra troops will probably be guards, or cooks, or “whatever” while the men work.
 
   I was pleased to see that one of the soldiers is the young man who hooked up our washing machine. He came up the hill to find out if it's working for us. I told him it was my favorite post-apocalypse gadget ever and he just grinned. Lisa insisted she be allowed to escort him back down the hill. Hmmm.
 
   The lootin crews brought home an assortment of things including an American bulldog female and four pups. Rona found them in the janitor closet of a factory that makes bumpers for Mercedes Benz. I have no idea why she was in a bumper factory, but regardless, we have five more animals on the compound. Jason wants to train them to be guard dogs. They're definitely a mixed breed, maybe with German shepherd or something else long-haired. I have to admit, they're cute as buttons.
 
   The kids went nuts over them. Kevin grabbed a couple of doghouses from TSC and Momma Dog seems to like hers. She also likes Opie. Thank goodness his baby-makin' gear is out of business and the vet took care of Tig's when he was here.
 
   Buttercup's little filly is doing fine. She's hilarious and likes to play. The kids named her “Pride,” I thought that was a fancy name but they like it so, Pride it is.
 
   I asked Ian and Rick how many HDI's they took out while they were in town and they looked dumbfounded. They forgot to count them. I made a fuss about it and they ended up counting the ammo they have less so they could figure out how many they fired. They both agreed on the number 88, so I wrote the number in my HDI report book.
 
   As I mentioned earlier, I visited with the Sulligent's at Hisa's house this morning.
 
   Tom and Darlene Sulligent are from Falkville, Alabama. They owned a small jewelry shop when the HDI virus came to visit. They decided to close the business and hunker down in their house outside of town.
 
   Darlene had been diagnosed with cervical cancer a couple of weeks before Christmas and she was preparing for surgery and chemotherapy to begin after Christmas. They had two daughters in college at a university in Kentucky and wanted to wait until after Christmas to tell them the news.
 
   Their daughters didn't come home for Christmas. In fact, they never saw or heard from them again. They assumed the worst had happened when news stations began reporting HDI outbreaks and overwhelming amounts of crime in Louisville, Kentucky.
 
   There was approximately two weeks’ worth of food in the house and they decided to begin rationing immediately. The food lasted three weeks and they had no water other than the water in the toilet tanks and any rainwater they could catch. They tried looting houses in the neighborhood, but they were threatened and shot at several times. 
 
   They decided to take their GMC truck and head for the hills. They had three cans of soup and a sleeve of saltine crackers to take with them. They filled a two-liter bottle from the toilet tanks, loaded the truck, and headed out.
 
   They came across several abandoned cars and discovered that many of them held bodies. Tom used a thick tree branch to bash in the head of an HDI in a government car with a license plate that read “recruiter.” They took a loaded pistol from the recruiter’s body. There was no extra ammo in the vehicle.
 
   They searched cars and truck cabs and found several half full water bottles, a few unopened soda cans, and a few snacks that must have escaped previous looters.
 
   They made it 25 more miles before the GMC ran out of fuel and they were forced to walk. Darlene was feeling terribly ill and Tom knew he had to find a safe place for her to rest. They came across a sign advertising a camp ground and walked the dirt road about a quarter of a mile before they found a small, primitive office. 
 
   There were lots of decorations and furniture in the camp office, but there was no food or water. There was an outhouse in the woods behind the office, but no bathroom facilities inside. There was a refrigerator, and Tom made the mistake of opening it. Everything inside was ruined.
 
   Beside the office desk was a small display with pamphlets on edible plants, dangerous snakes, insects, first aid, and camp rules and regulations. Tom took the pamphlet on edible plants and went out to forage while Darlene rested inside the campground office.
 
   There were no campers or motorhomes there.
 
   He wandered around the campground, trying to identify the plants pictured in the pamphlet but the images were simple pencil drawings and Tom feared eating the wrong thing. He threw the pamphlet in his backpack and headed back to the office building. 
 
   On the way, he noticed a large hand pump sticking out of the ground. He pumped the handle several times and almost jumped for joy when clear water poured out. He ran inside the office, pulled fake roses from a decorative vase, ran to the pump, and filled the vase. They had no food, but they had shelter and water. They stayed there two days before Darlene felt like walking again.
 
   They were on a small country road with several areas that had picnic tables where anyone enjoying the view could pull off the road and eat their lunch in the midst of nature. Tom and Darlene searched every garbage can at every picnic area. They found nothing.
 
   They decided to turn around and head back to their home so they could starve to death in peace. Along the way, they found a squirrel and one rabbit that had been hit by cars.
 
   It was winter and it was cold. They didn't have to fight very many insects for their raw road kill. Darlene became ill several hours later and they took refuge in an abandoned Honda Accord station wagon. Tom found old french fries and several pieces of chewing gum stuffed in the seats. They ate everything.
 
   They were eight miles from home when Darlene collapsed and couldn't go any further. She begged Tom to leave her and go home, but he refused. He carried her into the woods and they slept, huddled together under the low hanging branches of a hickory tree. They stayed there three days. Tom dug for worms and grubs and anything edible he could find. It was just enough to keep them alive.
 
   They began walking toward home again. Darlene had to stop often and rest, but Tom was patient and gave her all the time she needed. They were within a mile of home when Tom noticed huge plumes of smoke coming from the direction of their subdivision. 
 
   Darlene was sitting on the grass at the edge of the road and Tom was staring at the smoke when military vehicles began heading toward them at a high rate of speed. They heard automatic gunfire and Tom picked up Darlene and ran through the woods. He fell over a rock hidden under the leaves and both he and Darlene hit the ground. When he tried to stand, his ankle gave way and he removed his boot to examine it. He didn't think it was broken, but he couldn't walk on it or carry Darlene. They began to crawl.
 
   They crawled for two days before emerging from the woods into a clearing beside a paved road. 
 
   They noticed a house trailer a few yards back from the road and Tom crawled to check it out. The trailer was abandoned, old, and had obvious leaks in the ceiling. 
 
   He went back for Darlene and they took refuge inside the trailer. They found two small cans of green beans in the back of the cupboard. The expiration date was three years old, but they didn't care. Tom used his pocketknife to open the cans and they ate them over a period of two days. The beans tasted fine, and neither of them became ill.
 
   They slept on moldy carpet and went outside to take care of nature. They were lying down to sleep on the third night when they heard coyote's in the distance. They crawled into a filthy bathroom and slept in the tub with the bathroom door closed. The following morning, they left and headed west again. The fire from the direction of home was still burning and they'd heard several explosions through the night.
 
   They traveled for three more days, drinking water from ditches, mud puddles, and dew from leaves they could pour into the vase. They chewed the leather straps from their backpacks until there was almost nothing left.
 
   Tom wasted two bullets trying to shoot a couple of squirrels from trees, but his eyesight is poor and he missed both times. He decided to save the remaining bullets for protection. 
 
   Finally, they gave up.
 
   They chose a beautiful spot in the woods and laid down together, holding hands and waiting to die.
 
   They fell asleep when night came, and slept peacefully. 
 
   When Tom opened his eyes the next morning, he saw a young woman and a small child standing over him. He raised up on his elbows and tried to talk to them. The woman's name was Kayla and the child was Vicki. 
 
   Kayla found Vicki alone in the woods two days prior and decided to take care of her the best she could.
 
   Darlene woke from the sounds of their voices and they sat together for several hours, telling each other their stories.
 
   Vicki had a can of clam chowder and a box of matches in her purse. They built a fire and warmed the chowder over the flames. That chowder, split four ways, was the last packaged food any of them had.
 
   They traveled west together, eating bugs, insects, and mushrooms from the forest floor. They ate acorns and wild strawberries and anything else they decided was safe enough to eat. They found several dead squirrels on the side of the road and cooked them over a small fire. They continued traveling west and had no idea where they were headed.
 
   One day, they were sitting on a log at the base of a large tree pulling mushrooms and cramming them in their mouths. They heard a sound from behind the tree and looked up to see two small children standing and staring. 
 
   Tom asked the children where their parents were, and the young boy said “we ain't got none no more.” The young girl tried to repeat what he'd said but she was still in the “learning to talk“ stage and didn't do a good job of it. 
 
   Tom, Darlene, Kayla, and Vicki took the children with them. Their names were Tricia and Dale.
 
   Several days later, they came upon a small camp. They watched the occupants for a while and decided to introduce themselves. Tom kept his hand on the pistol while the group talked.
 
   There were two men in the camp and they seemed to know which plants to eat and which ones to avoid. They also knew where to find water. 
 
   The men were startled when Tom and his group walked into their camp. A few minutes later, they were all sitting around the fire while the two men fed wildflowers and weeds to the group. The men were Jose' and Carl, and they were headed west. 
 
   They all decided to travel together, camping when they needed to and walking when they could. 
 
   They came to our fence and decided to spy on the compound and see if there was food they could beg for. That's when Soo heard them. 
 
   Soo's shot didn't hit Jose'. The bullet ricocheted off a tree and scared him enough to trip over his own feet, but that was it.
 
   Ian and Rick found them sleeping about a hundred yards to the east of the compound. They took one look at the group, picked up the children, and demanded that the rest of them follow them back to the compound. Rick and Ian promised them at least one meal. The group stood and followed their good Samaritans.
 
   You know the rest of the story.
 
    
 
   Josie stuck her head in the door a few minutes ago and told me that Mick and the crew are headed home. I'm going out to wait for them on the porch.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:15 PM...
 
   Mick and the crew made it back with no trouble. There are four little wooden buildings on flatbed trailers beside the trailer fence. It looks like a munchkin village already around here.
 
   Dane says he'll... hold that thought.
 
   O M G I smell smoke and I hear yelling and gunshots!
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, April 23
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   The only thing I can do is pray for help from God.
 
   The kids, including the older ones, have been in the basement all night with Nana and Emma. We allowed them out an hour ago. They were crying and worried, and had to use a bucket for potty time because no one was allowed to go to the outhouses.
 
   I was interrupted last night by the smell of smoke and the sounds of gunfire. Mick jumped out of bed before I could get out of my chair. We both ran to the kitchen door and I waited as he grabbed his weapons and headed to the front of the house. I saw Pop come out of the motorhome to follow him. 
 
   Jason and Jeremy were running down the path. They stopped at the porch and asked what was happening. I told them I didn't know and asked them to come inside to look out the peep holes in the living room window plywood. The three of us put an eye up to a peephole and I couldn't believe what I was seeing. 
 
   The old Peterson house was in flames and people with torches were trying to light the little wooden buildings on the trailer.
 
   Flaming arrows were coming over the trailer fence, and I saw one of them stick in the roof of Dane's woodshop house.
 
   Flashes were coming from the road and all over the field where the fence crew had camped. There was so much gunfire. It sounded like it was all running together.
 
   Five seconds later, I ran back out the kitchen door to the motorhome. Nana was sitting on the couch in the dark. I told her to go to the basement immediately and she followed me back inside to take the stairs.
 
   Kevin and Rona burst in the kitchen door and I told them what I saw. Rona ran back to the motorhome to get Luke and Larson. She met Marisa on the path, heading to our house with the kids in tow. 
 
   Kevin headed inside to take a shortcut out the front door. The door was standing wide open and Jason and Jeremy were gone.
 
   Rona sent Luke and Larson to Mick's office and told them to yank the plywood off the window, break the glass, and stand watch. Deuce wanted to go with them but I told him to get his 12 year old butt to the basement. Against my mothering instinct, I allowed Carisa to take an M16 and go to the office with Luke and Larson.
 
   I ran to the bedroom and threw on a pair of pants. I threw a black jacket over my white t-shirt and zipped it. I grabbed the Glock and Marley and headed to the front. Emma was coming in the front door as I was headed out. She was calm, cool, and collected. I told her to go to the basement with Nana and the kids. 
 
   I ran in the kitchen to grab my Ka-Bar and an extra blade just in case I needed it. Marisa was standing in the dark and I almost had a heart attack when I saw her. I told her I was going down the hill and she was to remain in the house and shoot from the front door if she needed to. She nodded, told me the kids were already in the basement, and headed to the front door.
 
   Folks were coming out of their wooden buildings and motorhomes and I was trying to count heads. It was impossible.
 
   I was half-way down the hill when Soo and Hisa's house exploded. I stopped in my tracks and prayed to God that this was all a bad dream. It wasn't.
 
   I decided to try and get to Hisa's house to see if anyone was alive. I had no idea how I would find anyone or what I'd do with them but I had to try. 
 
   I met Soo, Merry, and Valerie coming up the hill. I sent Merry and Valerie to the basement and told Soo to run in the kitchen and grab guns and ammo, He screamed that he was already armed and going back for Hisa before he went anywhere else. We both headed toward the burning house.
 
   Bullets were flying in the field, and several made it to the hillside. Soo's shoulder barely missed getting hit. 
 
   Elaine met us a little further down the hill. She was carrying a rifle and pistol, and said that Dane and Jesse were in the middle of the fight and they were loaded for bear. I sent Elaine to the corner of the house to stand guard. I told her to holler to Marisa and the teenagers as she approached the house so she wouldn’t get shot.
 
   I wanted to know where Josie was but I had to find Hisa first. My mind told me that Hisa was dead but I didn't want to believe it.
 
   We were near Soo's burning house when one of the women from Wilky Place came stumbling toward us. 
 
   She was burned so badly that I couldn't tell who she was.
 
    On her hips were the two youngest, starved children. She dropped them at Soo's feet and fell to the ground, moaning. I bent to try and comfort her but she yelled for me to get to the house and find the third child, Vicki. She said I would find her in the cellar behind the house. 
 
   The woman was dying, but I didn't stay with her. I carried the two young children to the basement and handed them over to Emma. Soo went after Vicki, and Hisa, and whoever else might be alive.
 
   I headed back down the hill and saw Darlene and Tom Sulligent coming toward me. Tom was carrying Vicki in his arms. I asked about Hisa and Tom shook his head. My heart almost flew out of my chest. Hisa was gone. I couldn't believe it. 
 
   I shook myself back to the present moment and told Tom to go to the basement with Darlene and Vicki. He said he'd leave Darlene and Vicki there but he wanted weapons and he wanted to fight. I told him where to find several of the weapons that Emma brought home, and to holler as he approached the house. He headed toward the house with Darlene and Vicki.
 
   The air was lit by the fires and I saw Buttercup run past, barely missing me. I felt the wind. 
 
   I looked toward the direction she was headed and saw Jesse at the bottom of the driveway with his hands in the air. A stranger in a military uniform was aiming a pistol at him. I knelt to aim at the man, but didn't get a chance to shoot. Buttercup plowed into the stranger and Jesse hit the ground. The gun fired, but the bullet missed. 
 
   I watched in awe as Buttercup reared up on her hind legs, whinnied, squealed, and stomped the man's brains out. She headed to the trailer fence and began pacing the length of it, snorting out her demands. She wanted out but I wasn't about to let her out. I yelled at her to protect the house and kids, and she actually turned and trotted back up the hill.
 
   Jesse ran toward me and asked about Carisa. I told him where she was and that Elaine had one side of the house guarded but he needed to guard the other. Of course, I warned him to holler as he approached so he wouldn't get shot.
 
   My mind went back to Hisa and I had to pull it away. I concentrated on finding Mick without getting myself killed. I dropped to the ground and crawled down to the trailer fence. Dane's woodshop was fully engulfed and the night was lit with flames.
 
   A body fell from the top of the trailer fence and another one jumped down after it. The first body was a stranger in a military uniform and the second was Shawna. She was beatin' the hell out of the first body. She raised a large knife and thrust it through the stranger's chest. She pulled it out, raised it again, and shoved it through his eyeball. Then, she smiled at me and disappeared into the night before I could say a word.
 
   I heard a voice say “Hey, sister.” I knew the voice and looked up to see Pop crouched and walking toward me. He sat beside me and we leaned against the trailer fence while he told me what he knew.
 
   He believed we were under attack by a group of fake military. He said their primary target was probably the fence crew. He told me a few things he'd witnessed, including the explosion of Hisa and Soo's house. 
 
   He saw two men launch grenades into the house and he had barely a moment to tuck himself behind the trunk of a large pine before the grenades exploded. 
 
   I asked about Clinic Diane and he told me it was fine but probably had a little blast damage. I told him that I saw Soo, Merry, and Valerie, and that Tom Sulligent said Hisa was dead. He stood from his crouched position and headed toward Clinic Diane without telling me what to do. I couldn't believe it. I had no idea what to do, so I crawled in one of the trailers and hid behind several bales of hay while I thought out my next move. Dane's house continued to burn.
 
   I was in the middle of thinking when I heard tires squealing and vehicles on the road. Someone had arrived. I prayed it was someone who'd be on our side, and God said “Yes.”
 
   I had no idea who was on the road, but I could tell they were shootin' at the bad guys 'cause whoever was manning the machine gun was cursing up a storm and shouting nasty things to the “fakers.”
 
   I wanted to climb on the trailer fence to watch but, of course, I didn't. 
 
   I crouched and went back up the hill toward the house. I almost forgot to holler as I approached, and felt a chill run down my spine. Carisa or Marisa could have shot me. The thought of either one of them having to live with that scared the crap outa me. I hollered “It's Momma, Don't shoot!” Thank goodness, no one shot.
 
   I ran inside and almost tripped over Marisa who was lying on the floor, aiming her pistol out the door.
 
   I grabbed the binoculars from the kitchen, went out on the front porch, and squatted behind one of my huge concrete planters. I almost had a bird's eye view of what was happening.
 
   The Strike Team had arrived. 
 
   I wouldn't have been able to see a thing if the flames from Dane's house, Soo's house, and the Peterson house wasn't roaring with life. Flashes from all the gunfire made me think of lightening bugs. The flashes were everywhere, and moving.
 
   There were three large trucks with guns mounted on the tops. Two of those guns were getting business. I saw the large, green, enclosed truck that had camped here when Mick and Dane were missing. I knew it was “that” truck because Michael had stuck a SpongeBob sticker on the passenger door and it was still there. I sent a thank you up to Jesus for whoever invented strong binoculars.
 
   There was a second truck identical to the large enclosed truck, but it was missing a SpongeBob sticker. 
 
   I saw the rear doors on those trucks fly open and lots of dark figures come pouring out.
 
   Twenty seconds later, I heard men screaming. I heard lots of men screaming
 
   Josie used a second set of binoculars and watched the chaos with me. I had to threaten her keep her from going to find Chris. I told her I'd accuse her of endangering a child if she walked one foot down that hill. She stopped and thought for a moment, then agreed with me. 
 
   She grabbed her weapons and used the porch railing to climb up on the porch roof and then made her way to the roof of the house. I almost had a heart attack when I saw her foot slip a little. I guess you can't take the “soldier” out of Josie. Her baby may come out wearing camouflage.
 
   Anyway, she was up there, loaded for bear with an infrared rifle scope she found on one of the weapons Emma stole from the guys who killed Cleve. God help any member of the fake military that appeared within her sites. I'm sure he/she is no longer walking this earth.
 
   The battle went on all night. Men screamed. Men died. Men tried to climb the fence and Dane shot their legs out from under them before he and Jason put a bullet through their heads.
 
   The bulk of the fake military was handled by the strike team and the cursing maniacs using the machine guns.
 
   We won, if you really wanna put it that way. We have several dead and many injured.
 
   Ian and Rick killed more men by breaking their necks than they did with bullets. Ian lost a pinky finger. It was shot off when one of the fake military guys was aiming at his head. He continued to break necks, slice throats, and shoot bad guys without that finger. He's not interested in going to look for it. Chris ordered him to see the strike team doctor and he's there now.
 
   We lost Hisa. 
 
   Soo found her body several yards from the house. Her neck was broken and we believe she was thrown against a tree when the house exploded. My heart is aching for Soo, Merry, and Valerie. Soo's only injury is on the inside. He hasn't cried or broken down, and is concentrating on handing out supplies to other members of the group.
 
   The three of them are in Clinic Diane, handing out basic bandages and medical supplies. I loved Hisa too. I still haven't come to terms with the fact that she's gone. I have no idea what we'll do for a medic.
 
   We lost Nicholas. Mick found him lying on top of the trailer fence with his throat slit. His rifle was still in his hands. 
 
   Sabrina’s in shock. She won't get up and come out of Carisa's room, or eat, or speak a word. She is staring into space. She isn't crying. She's rolled up in a little ball, sleeping on a bean bag chair. 
 
   Anna is there with her, sitting on the floor beside the bean bag chair and rubbing Sabrina's head as she gently talks to her about things other than Nicholas.
 
   Isaac has no injuries but his mind has “stepped out for a minute.” Every move he makes, including feeding himself, reminds me of a robot.
 
   We lost Tessa and Bree. They were found with bullets through their heads and their throats sliced open on the porch of their little wooden house. Bree's pants were pulled down but the strike team doctor says she wasn't raped.
 
   Shawna and Lisa appeared on the back porch. Both girls were covered in mud, leaves, and debris. They have numerous bruises and scratches. They are both wild-eyed and jump at every sound.
 
   Pop is fine. His knees and back are sore, and he's in the motorhome with Nana. They'll only allow me and Rona inside.
 
   Kevin has a long knife wound on his back. Rona has him in her motorhome and she's trying to figure out how to clean the wound and stitch him up.
 
   Elaine is fine and she's caring for Dane who has a gash across his cheek, a busted knee, and a lot of busted knuckles. His right hand may be broken and he's in line to see the strike team doctor.
 
   No one, other than the Sulligent’s and the kids, made it out of Soo and Hisa's house.
 
   Brenda was the member from Wilky Place who was burned to death while she rescued Vicki, Dale, and Tricia. Melody was there as well. Her body hasn't been found.
 
   None of the remaining members from Wilky Place are hurt. I don't even know if any of them were here.
 
   Everyone else is fine including Emma and the teenagers as well as Amber and Michael.
 
   I'm fine. I have no physical injuries but my heart is broken in so many places that I'm afraid it'll never grow back to together. Most of my pain is from the loss of Hisa.
 
   Twenty-three members of the fence crew were killed including Staff Sergeant Surn. Chris is devastated. He and Josie are in her motorhome and they won't allow anyone in.
 
   The Strike team lost no one, but they have four live, fake military men tied to the back of the truck. The men are naked except for their underwear. 
 
   There were actually five captured members, but an expert in the art of torture from the Strike Team was able to confirm from the fifth man that the group was the ones who killed and burned Sniper and the two guards. They did it for fun. 
 
   When Chris heard that, he ordered that the fifth man be tied from a utility pole beside the road and left there alive. His mouth was taped and his voice box was methodically destroyed beyond repair. He can't scream or utter a word. I don't intend to visit or allow the kids near the field. I don't know what Chris plans to do with him.
 
   Clinic Diane has cosmetic blast damage, but it still runs and I'm thankful for that. 
 
   Dane's house is burned to the ground. 
 
   Soo's house is burned to the ground.
 
   The old Peterson house is burned to the ground.
 
   One of the fence trailers has a huge dent where a fake military vehicle was forced off the road and hit the side.
 
   There are large numbers of HDI's in the field and on the road. They were drawn here by the sounds of battle. The Strike Team along with the remaining member of the fence crew are putting them out of their misery, and ours.
 
   I'm headed out to help Nana and Emma prepare to feed a large number of people. The fence crew's mini-cafeteria was destroyed.
 
   If the field is clear of HDI's before supper, we'll bury Hisa, Nicholas, Tessa and Bree.
 
   I don't know whether I'm coming or going.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:50 PM...
 
   We buried Hisa, Nicholas, Tessa, and Bree before supper. One of the fence crew members is an ordained minister and Pop took him up on the offer to conduct the service. I think Pop is emotionally spent.
 
   I'm feeling extreme depression. Please forgive me if this entry is short and straight to the point. I've taken two Benadryl tablets for no reason other than the fact I want to fall asleep and not dream.
 
   Chris has contacted home base. They're sending a large supply unit and several high ranking members to view the carnage and meet with Chris.
 
   They'll be here by tomorrow evening.
 
   I can't think clearly. I'm in emotional agony.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, April 24
 
   I woke up in bed alone this morning. I could hear the men talking in the kitchen and grabbed one of my white hotel robes to head out and see what they were doing.
 
   We have a table that seats eight, and every chair was filled with male members from Kapper Hill. They were cleaning guns. Mick looked up at me and said they intend to clean every gun on the place today, including the ones Emma brought back. I thought that was a good idea.
 
   Nana, Emma, and Marisa were in the kitchen, making a gazillion biscuits and two huge pots of oatmeal. We have to feed our folks plus the fence crew and the Strike Team. We're not feeding the fake military prisoners a damn thing.
 
   Chris gave orders to the fence crew to take care of all the bodies, both HDI and fake military, and burn them at the power lines. They'll start the job after breakfast.
 
   The captured members from the fake military will be placed in a large truck when the unit arrives. They'll be taken back to home base and interrogated for information. I don't know what'll happen to them after that
 
   The KIA members from the real military will be placed in a large freezer truck when the unit arrives and be taken back to home base, and any family that's alive and known to the government will be notified
 
   We've inherited three old Jeeps and a Humvee from the fake military crew. The remaining vehicles are full of bullet holes and none of them will start. Chris says he'll have them hauled away. He expects at least 400 troops to be with the supply unit and another 50 to be with the high ranking officials who come to observe.
 
   I don't think anyone plans to leave the compound today. We need to take care of our own business and clean up the burned buildings and debris. We also need to supply two more meals to the large group of people here. Our flour supply dropped in volume greatly with all those biscuits. Lunch and supper will be beans and rice.
 
   After breakfast, Marisa will take the kids back to her house along with the TNMNS who'll have lessons from Shawna and Lisa all day. Shawna's eyes look haunted but her demeanor is the same as always. I wonder if we'll ever find out how many enemies she killed on her own. I may not want to know.
 
   I'm not sure where I'll spend the day. I may go from project to project. 
 
   I plan to help Pop and Emma in the garden this morning. Then, I'll help prepare and serve lunch. We'll have to eat in shifts because we don't have enough cups and bowls for everyone to eat at the same time. 
 
   After lunch, I may spend time with Amber and Michael, watching them while they play. I may go out to the meadow and watch Deuce ride Buttercup while the little filly tags along. I may bury myself in the laundry. I guess I'll play it by ear.
 
   We can serve the biscuits and jam on napkins. The oatmeal will have to be served in shifts because of the lack of enough bowls. I want everyone here to eat before the troops come up so they can help serve. See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:30 PM...
 
   Darlene Sulligent ate beans and rice for lunch. She went to the bedroom in one of the houses at Wilky Place to take a nap and she didn't wake up. She is gone. We buried her in the little graveyard.
 
   I have no more words.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   The supply unit has arrived. They're busy setting up camp in the field and all over the hillside. Camp noise is back again. I'd forgotten how loud it was. Stern voices are shouting orders, vehicles are being moved around, and tents are being set up.
 
   We had a wonderful surprise only minutes after they arrived. 
 
   I was on the front porch watching them set up camp when I saw a figure walking up the driveway. I knew it was female because of the way it was walking. I had no idea who it was, but there was suddenly a spark of hope in my mind. The spark was right.
 
   Rebecca is home and she's doing well! Yay! She found out that she has Lupus and was also anemic when she arrived at home base. She's been treated well, taken care of, and has no complaints. 
 
   You should have seen Jeremy's face when she walked into the kitchen. He went down on his knees, wrapped his arms around her waist, and cried like a baby. He didn't give a hoot who was watching.
 
   She pulled him to his feet and they headed out the back door and down the path to their little wooden house with their arms around each other.
 
   The high ranking officials have arrived as well. They brought along motorhomes. There are three of them, and three motorhomes. 
 
   They're basically surrounded with a human fence made up of troops with red badges on their shoulders. Chris will be meeting with them in the morning inside the top official's motorhome. Breakfast will be served to them while they meet.
 
   The mess tent will be up by morning. That means we may be able to get the kitchen back in order by lunch.
 
   I spent two hours this afternoon, watching Amber and Michael play Candy land and various other games. They made up their own rules and some of them were hilarious. They dressed me up in a crumpled Burger King crown and made me wear numerous strands of Mardi Gras beads. My scepter was a roll of Christmas wrapping paper. I gave them orders, knighted them, and made them do ridiculous things. They had a blast and I felt much better when I left Marisa's house.
 
   I suddenly thought of the young soldier who set up the washing machine. I talked Mick's ear off about the boy until he got up, put on his boots, and went to find out if the boy was still alive. 
 
   He came back half an hour later and confirmed that they boy had, indeed, made it through. I asked if he knew the boy’s name and he said yes. He is Timothy Stein, and he's from South Carolina, and that's all Mick knows, and I should “hush about it now cause he's not going back to find out Tim's shoe size or anything else.” That information was good enough for me, so I left the subject alone.
 
   The men were true to their word. They cleaned every gun in the house and began sharpening all the knives. I wonder if they'll continue working on weapons tomorrow.
 
   Chris Knellson almost had a coronary when Mick told his we have six hand grenades. He demanded to know where we got them and we told him about the stash map. He asked to see it. He looked it over, stood, and took it with him out the door without even asking. 
 
   That ticked me off and I hollered at him as he walked toward Josie's motorhome. I told him to be sure and return the map in the morning. He lifted his arm and waved without turning around or saying a word. I want that map back and he better bring it with him when he comes in for coffee.
 
   Josie's one of the unfortunate women who has morning sickness at night. She told me that she vomits, brushes her teeth, and goes to bed. That's been her bedtime routine for the past week. I plan to tell Chris to make sure his doctor brings something akin to prenatal vitamins. I wish Josie could see an obstetrician. I wonder if they have one at home base.
 
   Flies are everywhere, especially near the animals. I've asked everyone to wear long sleeves and keep themselves sprayed with insect repellant if they intend to be outside. We haven't seen any mutant flies, but they're probably out there lurking, waiting to come in and bite us all. I've given thought to adding insect repellant to our laundry rinse water. I need to think it over a little more before I do.
 
   I found Larson and Anna, kissing on the back porch after supper. I told them to get their lips away from each other and go home. Larson asked me not to say anything to Rona. I winked at him and said “that's what Aunties are for.” He grinned and gave me a hug.
 
   I won't tell Rona what I saw, but I fully intend to tell her she better keep an eye on them. I hope she'd do the same for me if she saw Jesse and Carisa in the same position.
 
   Isaac's having a hard time dealing with the death of Nicholas. He feels somewhat responsible for all the Gypsy Traders. He spent an hour in Carisa's room, talking with Sabrina. I don't know what he said to her, but she came out of the room for supper and sat at the table for a few minutes before heading back. My heart aches for the child. She is a sweet girl and she's lost so much. I wish I could find her biological mother and punch her in the face several times.
 
   I've swallowed another Benadryl, and it's starting to kick in.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
   Friday, April 25
 
   Chris Knellson and the three important folks have been in the motorhome since 7:00 this morning. I saw breakfast go in, and I saw dirty dishes come out an hour later. The fact that they've been in there so long is beginning to worry me. I'm praying there's no horrible new happenings, but I'm almost expecting bad news.
 
   Serena Wilkerson visited after breakfast and told us that Vicki, Dale, and Tricia are doing fine and eating well. 
 
   Tom Sulligent was prepared for his wife's death, but he wasn't prepared for the emptiness it left in his heart and soul. He's grieving. 
 
   He took supplies and went to stay in one of the empty house trailers. He asked that he be left alone with his grief for a few days. Of course, Serena and Brody intend to leave him be.
 
   Ian and Shawna surprised us all this morning. They told us that they asked the minister from the fence crew to perform a marriage ceremony tonight. I was shocked. 
 
   I tried to talk to them about the eight year difference in their ages and drilled them with questions 'til I was satisfied they were made for one another. 
 
   So, we'll have a “spur of the moment” wedding celebration tonight. Nana and Emma are in a tizzy. Nana has Elaine, Marisa, and Rona in the kitchen, making up little cakes and cookies along with a wedding cake.
 
   Emma locked herself and Shawna inside the sewing building because Emma says that Shawna must have a wedding dress to pass down to her children.
 
   Ian and Rick plan to head to town and find a jewelry store to loot. Ian said he's bringing back the biggest diamond ring he can find for his bride. I told him to bring back every piece of jewelry and any other frivolous items like fancy statues or collectibles he can find. We can have a stash for birthdays or other events. He thought that was a great idea and agreed. He said he's always wanted to rob a jewelry store. He's beaming, and grinning from ear to ear. Rick just rolls his eyes and goes with the flow.
 
   I grabbed Rick's arm as he walked out the door and told him to find a tuxedo shop and bring home everything they've got. I also asked that, if he had the time, he could raid a bridal shop and bring home all the fancy dresses for brides, bridesmaids, and pageants. He rolled his eyes again, but I'll bet we get tuxedos and fancy gowns. You just wait and see.
 
   I wanna feel happy. I'm almost there, but I'm still mourning the loss of Hisa. I wonder if I'll ever stop.
 
   Carisa asked to borrow my computer so she can design and print out a wedding certificate. She just came in the door, so I'm handing the computer over to her.
 
   See ya later
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Knock me over with a feather. 
 
   Jason and Marisa announced that they'll be getting married with Ian and Shawna tonight AND that they are expecting a baby in December. 
 
   I stared at them forever, then I burst out in tears. I was crying so hard that I couldn't talk. They couldn't tell if I was happy or freaking out. It took several seconds before I could put a smile on my face and indicate to them that I am thrilled. A little worry popped into my mind about Marisa giving birth in these conditions, but I put it out of my mind for the moment and stood to give her a huge hug.
 
   We were jumping around the room. I sang “I'm gonna get a new grand baby” while Marisa sang “I'm gonna get a husband and another kid” to the tunes of good old rock 'n roll songs. 
 
   Mick was on watch out front and came in to see what the commotion was about. When we told him the news, his face went white and he had to sit down in the recliner, but he was grinning from ear to ear. 
 
   It was news to Amber and Michael as well. They were running all around the room, and Amber suddenly stopped in her tracks and told Michael that the new baby was “gonna be like her and him all mixed into one.” Then, she turned to Marisa and said “It BETTER be a girl.” Everyone laughed.
 
   Amber begged to be the flower girl and Marisa told her she could. Jason asked Michael if he wanted to be the best man. Michael looked excited for a moment, and then he frowned and said he “didn't wanna wear no itchy suit.” He stomped off to Carisa's bedroom.
 
   Carisa came to the kitchen to find out what was wrong with Michael and we told her the news. She started dancing with us and singing “I'm gonna be a new Auntie.” I swear, my girls are definitely “mini-me's.”
 
   As for the freaking out part? I left that to Nana and Emma and they were doing it well. Emma snatched Marisa's arm and led her to the sewing building to be held hostage with Shawna.
 
   I sank down in the recliner, on Mick's lap, and cried tears of joy into his chest. I started praying right then and there. I prayed for our future and the future of our children and grandchildren. I prayed for every HDI in the world to suddenly disappear along with all the bad guys. I prayed for the Chinese and the North Koreans to suddenly realize their horrible lapse in judgment and turn around, get back on their ships and head to their own countries. I prayed for everything good in life to fall on our heads. I sat on Mick's lap for an hour before his legs got numb and he had to get up.
 
   I was headed out the door to share the news with anyone and everyone when Rick and Ian came up the driveway in the delivery truck. I asked if they'd found anything, and they led me around to the back.
 
   They opened the doors, and it looked like several weddings and a few proms had thrown up in there. I asked about the jewelry, and Ian handed me a heavy gym bag. I almost went blind when I looked inside.
 
   He showed me the ring he picked out for Shawna. It was a huge single diamond on a simple gold band. I knew she would love it.
 
   I told them to take the truck to Emma's building, knock on the door, and show Emma what was inside. 
 
   The last thing I saw was Rick backing up with his hands in the air while Emma was laying a big ol' kiss on him. I bet he'll never forget it.
 
   I found Rona and Elaine picking up casings from the front yard and told them the news. They were thrilled. I told them to hurry in the house 'cause Nana was freaking out and she needed help. They hurried inside.
 
   I came in here to look at pictures in Amber's baby album. I got carried away and looked through Marisa's and Carisa's as well. The world seemed nice again for a couple of hours and I lost myself in memories.
 
   I realized what time it was and headed out to work on laundry. I prayed with all my heart that the bad guys stayed away tonight and left us to celebrate. I'm gonna pray, and pray, and pray.
 
   I hope there's something nice in that trailer for a middle-aged woman to wear. I'd love to knock Mick's socks off.
 
   Chris is still in the motorhome with the important folks and that scares me. Josie is pacing the driveway, waiting for him to finish his meeting and fill her in on the news. After Josie gets the news, I'll get the news. 
 
   I fear the news. I really do.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   Both Shawna and Marisa asked Mick to give them away. He looked humbled and nodded his head to each of them. Then, he had to go to the outhouse. I'll bet Mick was feeling a little emotional. Whaddya think?
 
   Instead of two separate weddings, the girls decided to have a double wedding. I thought Nana was gonna kiss their feet because that meant she only had to make one wedding cake.
 
   Nana is my mother, and my idol. I wish I could cook like her, plan like her, teach like her, and make everything perfect like her. In my next life, I wanna be Nana, Emma and Hisa all rolled up into one.
 
   The wedding cake was stunning. It was four layers and Nana used the corners of baggies to pipe decorations all over. It was simple and elegant. Marisa and Shawna both loved it.
 
   Remember all those instant camera's Mick took from Walgreens when we first began looting? Well, we used every photo on every single one of those cameras. It may be years and years before Shawna and Marisa are able to have pictures from their wedding. Someone, someday will figure out how to develop them.
 
   Pao says he wants to be that person. He wants several more cameras and supplies from a photography studio to experiment with. I hope we can get that for him. I have complete confidence that he'll figure it out.
 
   Emma found dresses in the conglomeration of formal attire that Ian and Rick brought home. She removed a little here, added a little there, glued a few sequins and pearls all over, and made Shawna and Marisa very, very happy. 
 
   She made veils from sheer fabric she removed from an extra wedding gown. The veils were attached to fake ivy vines and they looked beautiful on the heads of our brides.
 
   There were several child sized tuxedos and one of them fit Michael perfectly except that it needed to be hemmed. Even with my poor sewing skills, I was able to do a good job.
 
   We found a very small pageant dress that we had to take in and remove length for Amber to wear. She twirled like a ballerina 'til she got dizzy.
 
   Carisa was maid of honor for Marisa, and she wore a royal blue pageant dress with tons of sequins. It was strapless. I had to look through my lingerie drawers and find a strapless bra she could wear with it.
 
   Ian was dressed in a tux and his best man was Rick, of course. 
 
   Rick was also in a tux and the women couldn't take their eyes off him.
 
   Mick wore a tux, and he was gorgeous. I wanted to rip it off and have my way with him.
 
   There wasn't a tux big enough for Dane, so he wore blue jeans, a western shirt, and his cowboy hat. He looked scrumptious as well. Elaine dressed to match him in a western style skirt with a frilly little blouse.
 
   My dress scared the crap outa me. It was royal blue, halter style, and covered in sequins. It showed a lot of skin. I wanted to grab a coat to go over it but Mick asked me not to. He said I looked gorgeous and not a day over thirty. Have I ever mentioned how much I love that man?
 
   Anyone who wanted to attend was welcomed. The living room and front porch was full of people and the minister made me cry as he read those sweet words from the bible.
 
   The brides and grooms said their vows, kissed, and then it was over and everyone was eating cake. Nana outdid herself. The cake and cookies were delicious. 
 
   We didn't dance. We simply spent time together talking and enjoying the moment.
 
   We ignored the shots coming from the road because we all knew guards were taking out straggler HDI's. Folks started leaving around 9:30. 
 
   Amber and Michael are spending the night here, and Shawna is headed to her new home in Ian's little wooden house.
 
   The only ones missing from this happy event was Soo and Merry. Their absence broke my heart. Several times, I caught myself looking around the room for them and suddenly realized that Hisa wouldn't be here when the baby arrives. I tried to push those thoughts to the back of my mind and bask in Marisa and Shawna's happiness.
 
   Chris emerged from the important folk's motorhome right before supper. He and Josie wore solemn, tense faces and fake smiles throughout the evening. I saw fear in Josie's eyes.
 
   I'll be able to spend time with her in the morning and she can fill me in. I have a feeling it's not gonna be pleasant.
 
   I'm tired and I wanna go to bed happy.
 
    
 
   Hisa, if you're listening, I truly loved you. I wish you could have been here tonight and I wish you could be here to help bring my new grandchild into the world. I know your spirit will be there. Thank you for everything you did for us. You saved us over, and over. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. I will never, ever, forget you. I pray that you're happy and carefree.
 
   PS - I promise to remember those Japanese curse words and use them on unsuspecting folks who deserve them. 
 
    
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, April 26
 
   4:00 PM...
 
   The mess tent smelled wonderful when Mick and I walked in this morning. They were serving the usual but, nowadays, the usual is a blessing. We had eggs, bacon, sausage, grits, hash browns, oatmeal, omelets, biscuits, and muffins to choose from. Mick and I both loaded our plates with a little of everything and took a seat at one of the folding metal picnic tables.
 
   I noticed Josie and Chris sitting alone at a table in the corner of the tent. They were deep in conversation and oblivious to everything going on around them. They were holding hands and leaning in close to one another with their foreheads almost touching. Their whispered conversation couldn't be overheard.
 
   Jeremy and Rebecca came in while we were eating. They never left each other’s side. Jeremy stood and waited for Rebecca to finish preparing her plate before they both walked away from the buffet and sat side by side at one of the tables. I caught a sparkle of light from Rebecca's hand, and my nosy self-had to investigate. 
 
   I walked over to give Rebecca another hug and asked about the shiny thing on her finger. I figured Ian had helped Jeremy dig around in the jewelry bag.
 
   She and Jeremy are engaged. They plan to wed before the unit leaves and takes the minister with them.
 
   I was happy for them and loudly announced their plans to the entire tent. 
 
   Everyone applauded and Jeremy stood up and took a bow. I can't wait to tell Nana and Emma to begin preparations. On second thought, I think I'll let Jeremy tell them. I don't wanna be in the line of fire when Nana starts throwing cake pans.
 
   I suppose Shawna and Marisa started a trend and I think it's a good one.
 
   Chris and Josie finished their breakfast and Chris stood and headed out the door. Josie came to our table and sat down beside me to make small talk and stare at Mick until we finished our breakfast. She wanted to speak with me alone and I knew it, and I dreaded it.
 
   I chewed every bite twice as long as usual until I could dawdle no longer. Mick finished a minute or so before me and was ready to get going. He stood and kissed me on the forehead before heading out the door.
 
   Josie told me to hurry it up because we needed to talk somewhere private. I rolled my eyes, took the last sip of my coffee, and stood to lead her up the hill. 
 
   I told her that I wanted our stash map back, and Chris “must have forgotten to bring it to me” this morning. We walked to her trailer and dug around in all the papers he has all over the top of the table until I found the map. I folded in and stuck it in my jeans pocket before going out the door.
 
   We walked to the house and into my room. I plopped down on the bed and she plopped down in the computer chair and started talking,
 
   Here's the good news... 
 
   Chris and Josie were married last night in a private ceremony. I told Josie I was happy for her and asked why they'd kept it private. She said both she and Chris wanted it that way. They wanted the moment to be special and shared by no one other than themselves and the minister. 
 
   I thought about it for a moment and understood. Josie and Chris are both very private people and not really in to pomp and circumstance unless someone's pinning a medal on their chests.
 
   Here's the bad news...
 
   There will be a meeting tonight. Every member of the unit and both compounds will be asked to attend including anyone over the age of fifteen.
 
   The North Koreans and Chinese have moved through the western states and are now fully involved in war with each other, as well as the fake military AND the real military in the north and central USA. Four separate groups are fighting four different enemies each if you include HDI's.
 
   The real military is calling for any and all retired personnel still living and under the age of 65 to rejoin the ranks. At this point in time, active duty is optional. That's expected to change within the month, and maybe sooner.
 
   If numbers of returning retirees is too low, an involuntary draft will be ordered. Men and women under the age of 65 and over the age of 16 will be called to active duty. Refusal to comply will be met with severe punishment NOT including death or torture. 
 
   The draft will exclude land owners and members of any compound assigned to jobs essential to the survival of the group.
 
   It will also exclude the elderly, infirmed, and handicapped people with records of their illness dated before the collapse. 
 
   Pregnant women will be excluded if the pregnancy is confirmed and recorded by a military physician. When the pregnancy comes to term, and the baby is delivered, mothers will be allowed to spend 6 months with their newborns before returning to active duty. They will spend two weeks on the battlefield and two weeks with their children per month. Military “nannies?” will care for the children in a group setting while the mothers are away. 
 
   School aged children of military members will be raised in group settings and schooled by military officers and teachers in the basics as well as other subjects including military tactics like weapons and ammo, hand to hand combat, camouflage, torture, wilderness survival, troop movement, planning, war history, and more. Students who excel in these specialties will be recommended for more advanced training.
 
   All military members will earn three days of “leave” per month. Military “pay” will be in the form of food and supplies for each members host group.
 
   Any man or woman willing to volunteer for service may do so regardless of exclusion status. Military members will receive three meals per day, uniforms, weapons, and shelter
 
   Teenagers over sixteen years of age will be required to attend military training camps three days a week to prepare for the battlefield when they turn seventeen. 
 
   These training camps will be mobile, and will work from large survivor compounds and settlements across the United States. Each compound or group that hosts the training camps will receive extra supplies is their quarterly allotments.
 
   School aged children raised in compounds or groups will be provided textbooks and traveling “teachers aids” to help prepare them for their basic training and camp at age sixteen. Students who excel in these subjects will be recommended for more advanced training.
 
   Survivor groups and compounds will be required to either grow food for the government, provide a service, or manufacture goods for use by the military. Quarterly allotments of food and supplies will be payment for these services.
 
   Extra supplies can be purchased with precious metals. 
 
   Former US Currency holds no value whatsoever. The “dollar” will become something written about in history books.
 
   There are no elections planned. The “Man in Charge” will be there until he dies or someone kills him. When that occurs, he will be succeeded by his wife or his oldest child over the age of 35. If he has neither a wife nor child over 35, he will be succeeded by the second “Man/Woman in Charge.” 
 
   The big wigs are still working on details. That scares me even more.
 
   Of course, there will be a black market. Isn't there always?
 
   In other words...
 
    
 
   WELCOME TO THE COMMUNISTIC WAR STATE OF THE USA
 
    
 
   My brain began to swirl and I became dizzy and sick at my stomach. I ran out the front door to vomit all over the antique rose bushes. I fell to my knees and couldn't walk. My chest was on fire and I couldn't breathe. I thought I was having a heart attack and would die right there on the front porch. I almost wished it were so.
 
   Josie called to Nana and Emma to help me back inside and onto the couch. She yelled for Mick, and he arrived about five minutes later, but it felt like an eternity.
 
   He screamed for a doctor, and several minutes later, Battle-axe was beside me and running her hands and equipment all over me. She diagnosed me with a severe panic attack and medicated me with a big needle full of something divine.
 
   I began to cry and didn't stop until the medicine took the pain away. I told Mick not to leave my side, and he picked me up and carried me to the bedroom. I woke up an hour ago and I feel bad. I feel very, very bad.
 
   I don't know what we'll do. I need to get a pad of paper and pencil to write down everyone's name, age, and circumstance. I need to figure out who they plan to take away. I need to do it now, before I pass out again, or lose my mind.
 
   I'm being honest when I tell you I'd rather fight HDI's and flies for the rest of my life than go through this mess.
 
   I'm getting up to make my list. God, help us all.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   I can't think clearly. I asked Battle-axe for more of her divine concoction at supper tonight and she refused, however, she did hand over a small supply of Xanax of the blue variety and told me to take one when I feel a panic attack coming on. Well, duh! If I'd known a panic attack was imminent, I would've taken two before I sat down with Josie.
 
   The meeting tonight was delayed and set for 10:00 AM tomorrow morning. I told Mick, Pop and Rona everything Josie told me. They left the room with horrified looks on their faces. They're “chewing” on the information now. 
 
   The only news I have for today is that the tunnel entrance has supports in place and the backhoe is eight feet in. We need more. We need lots more, because those government assholes aren't taking my babies away from this compound. I'll die before I let it happen. Rona agrees and says they CANNOT have Luke and Larson. If she's forced to go, she wants her boys to stay here.
 
   I'm not sure about Wilky Place. I can't even think about it right now.
 
   Okay, my plan is to get as many of us as possible listed as landowners. Mick and I will “deed” Jason and Marisa's property to them. I want this done ASAP.
 
   I want every frickin' piece of property around us deeded to anyone old enough to own land. That means anyone over the age of eighteen.
 
   If Chris will go along with it, we'll only need to worry about our teens. Hopefully some of them can be listed as “essential to the survival of the compound.” I don't know the age limit on that and neither does Josie. She says she'll ask Chris tonight. 
 
   I told her she better “hold out on him” until he comes around to our way of thinking. She laughed, but I meant it.
 
   This needs to be taken care of before the big wigs change the “details.”
 
   I need to lie down.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, April 27
 
   Breakfast is over and I'm getting' ready to head down the hill for the big meeting. I still have a few minutes and wanted to sit down and write about the supplies that were loaded into our reefer trailer and garage beginning at 5:00 AM this morning.
 
   I heard trucks coming up the driveway, and it startled me awake. I haven't slept well since Battle-axe gave me the divine concoction. 
 
   I grabbed a robe and went to the front porch to ask the guards what was going on. They told me our allotment was being unloaded. I was surprised because, well, we just got an allotment not too long ago. Hey, if they were gonna unload anything, I was gonna take it.
 
   I walked around to the garage and watched a dozen soldiers and a forklift unloading supplies. Several boxes are sealed and the contents are written in small letters on the top and sides. Many boxes are covered in company logo's, advertising the products inside. The barrels have their contents clearly stamped in large capital letters across the sides and top.
 
   We received seven barrels of flour and four barrels of sugar. There's two 25 pound bags of salt and three cases of coffee. I also noted 300 pounds of various dried beans in 50 pound bags along with 300 pounds of white, long-grain rice. 
 
   I was happy to be the recipient of all these supplies, but the numbers were staggering and my old friend, fear, crawled inside. I ran back in for a Xanax of the blue variety before heading out the kitchen door to see what was happening with the reefer trailer.
 
   When I say ”a lot,” I mean it. 
 
   A lot of meat was being loaded into our reefer trailer. There was a small section off to the side and I asked one of the soldiers why it was separate. He told me that it belonged to Wilky Place but they have nowhere to store it, so Major Knellson told them to put it in our reefer truck along with our allotment. He said that the canned and dry goods for Wilky Place were being unloaded in Serena and Brody's garage.
 
   I watched the reefer trailer become filled halfway with frozen meat before the soldiers jumped in the truck and headed back down the hill. I walked past the barn and saw several pallets of animal feed sitting inside. No one was around, and I guessed they'd unloaded the feed when I wasn't looking.
 
   I walked back around to the garage and saw dry goods and cans continues to come off the unit supply truck and land in the garage. I saw lots of cans, and lots of boxes. I'll have to go through everything more thoroughly later. Right Now, I need to go to the meeting. See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:10 PM...
 
   The meeting was NOT fun, at all. 
 
   Dane almost killed the messenger. He jumped into the truck bed where Chris was standing so that everyone could hear him speak. 
 
   Dane grabbed him by the collar and talked to him quietly between clenched teeth. I thought he was gonna put Chris' lights out for good and hollered for someone to get him off Chris.
 
   No one needed to climb up there. Dane let go when he heard the sounds from about 50 various weapons being readied for firing. 
 
   He let Chris go, and Chris grabbed him by the arm and said something close to Dane's ear before he jumped down from the truck bed and headed any place but there.
 
   The meeting broke and everyone headed in different directions with stunned looks on their faces.
 
   Mick and I headed up the hill, and all the members of Kapper Hill Compound and Wilky Place followed on our heels, including Dane who told us we had a special meeting scheduled during lunch with Chris in the main house. 
 
   In the meantime, I had to try and answer questions from every member here, including the panicked and terror-stricken teenagers. I answered any questions I could and told everyone I'd know more after the private meeting with Chris.
 
   Finally, the swarm of people around me headed off to take care of projects and whatever they needed to take care of. 
 
   Kevin, Mick, and Dane headed back to the tunnel and Deuce had Buttercup pulling logs to them as fast as she could. 
 
   I walked back there and watched for a little while. Kevin was digging like a madman and the remaining men were measuring, cutting, and re-measuring. None of them talked about anything other than what they were working on. They were taking their anger out on that hillside. 
 
   The job site was eerily quiet at times and overwhelmingly loud at others. I gave up watching and headed back to the house to try and handle Nana and Emma's emotional madness. 
 
   I thought about hiding in the bedroom and writing, but every time I headed this way, someone cut me off at the pass with questions or ideas they wanted to share. I finally gave up and sat down at the table to start a list of questions I wanted Chris to answer. I wrote until he came in the door and sat down with the rest of us. Then, the meeting began.
 
   Everyone was here including Soo. 
 
   The kids played in Carisa's bedroom while Merry, Anna, and Valerie watched over them.
 
   Chris began the meeting by announcing that he and Josie were married. Everyone gave their congratulations but I'm not sure how many were heartfelt. I could tell they were ready to get on to other subjects.
 
   He briefly covered what he announced at the meeting before pulling his briefcase from the floor. It landed on the table with a thud. He opened it and pulled out several orange folders. Each folder was labeled and he handed it to the appropriate owner.
 
   Most of the adults received a folder.
 
   Soo opened his folder and took a brief glance before tossing it back on the table and turning toward me and Mick. He told us he was joining the military and going to war. He asked if we'd take care of Merry and keep her safe. 
 
   We were shocked, and it took several seconds before I spoke up and told him we'd be happy to keep her here. He nodded his thanks, pushed the folder toward Chris, and walked out the door.
 
   Isaac stood and tossed his folder on the table as well. He said he was going with Soo. I sent a thank you up to Jesus that Sabrina and Anna were not in the room. Isaac went out the door in search of Soo.
 
   A few seconds went by before Rick stood, handed his folder to Chris, and walked out the door without saying a word.
 
   Uncomfortable silence filled the room for a good minute or two before women began crying and Chris continued speaking. I went to get a box of tissues to add to the table as he talked. I held onto every word he said like it was gold.
 
   First of all, he told us that both Serena and Brody Wilkerson asked to be left alone with the three starving children. They are both listed as landowners and will be exempt from the draft.
 
   He also said that the remaining members at Wilky Place, including Tom Sulligent, were leaving to join the Military. He's very worried about the Wilkerson’s being the only adults left at Wilky Place and asked us to consider finding a place for them here, behind our fence, until their own fence can be finished. I quickly mentioned that we'd have two empty buildings if Isaac and Rick left. Of course, every head in the room nodded yes to Chris' request.
 
   He asked everyone to open their folders.
 
   Marisa and Jason are listed as owners of the property where they currently reside, including the meadow and the woods all the way down to the road. Chris explained to them what that meant and they threw their arms around one another and rejoiced. He told them that their medical reports were already on file and a truck was waiting for them at their house to unload their allotment. They grabbed the kids and headed out the door.
 
   My heart was bursting with happiness.
 
   Jeremy is listed as landowner to 40 acres that butt up against the Masterson property Rebecca owns. Jeremy fell to his knees and thanked God right then and there. They will be raising sheep for wool and meat. He and Rebecca asked that their allotment be unloaded here, and Chris told them that it was already taken care of.
 
   Dane was awarded three acres beside Elaine's property. His job will be to research and come up with new solutions to use the propane tanks all over the area, and he is listed as head of security as a job essential to the survival of the compound. Three soldiers and two trucks will head out with him tomorrow, to find every propane tank they can get within two days. The tanks will be lined up inside the tree-line on Dane's property. His allotment has already been unloaded here
 
   Dane will need to build a house there or on Elaine's property. At this time, there's an old, used, motorhome there for him, Elaine, and Jesse. He said he preferred to live on Kapper Hill until he could get a house built and fenced, and Chris told him that was fine. I guess they'll drive the motorhome over here and inside the gate. Their allotment has already been unloaded here.
 
   Pop and Nana have been listed as landowners to five acres directly behind our house. Even though they're elderly and exempt from the draft, Chris wants to solidify their exemption in case the powers that be decide to change the rules in the future. Pop and Nana will be growing garlic for the military. Their allotment has already been unloaded here
 
   Emma was listed as landowner to two acres right beside Pop and Nana. Her job will be to repair military uniforms, gear, and backpacks, and make quilts for the troops. Her supplies will arrive within the week. Her allotment has already been unloaded here
 
   Rona and Kevin are listed as landowners to 40 acres on the other side of Marisa's property. They will grow sweet potatoes for the military. A crew will be sent to choose a good location for their large sweet potato field and clear it of rocks and tree stumps. Their supplies will arrive at planting time and their allotment has already been unloaded here.
 
   Ian and Shawna have been listed as landowners on the far side of Wilky Place. They will be testing small weapons for the military. They'll clean and repair weapons as well. Their allotment has been unloaded here.
 
   Pao has been listed as landowner to two acre's behind Wilky Place. His job will be research and testing for growing food with hydroponics, His supplies will arrive later in the week. His allotment has been unloaded here.
 
   Josie has been listed as landowner to two acres beside the Masterson property. Chris marked through her property map and replaced it with the map of the old Stang property Soo would have been given. She will be head of communications for the area and direct any military traffic that comes through. She will monitor several channels and report any suspicious transmissions directly to HQ. Her allotment has been unloaded here
 
   Carisa, Luke, Larson, Merry, and Valerie were in the boonies when the unit first came through. They aren't on any lists and will not be identified or listed as survivors.
 
   That leaves Lisa, Jesse, Sabrina, and Anna, Unfortunately, there is nothing Chris can do about them. They'll be required to go through the military process and be trained for battle.
 
   The visiting teachers and textbooks will arrive for the kids. Nana will be responsible for teaching classes. There is nothing Chris can do about that. 
 
   He said the teachers will visit once a month and look over work the kids have done. That means we'll need to hide our teens one day a month, like werewolves. The tunnels will be their home during that time and whenever the training camp is held here. I'm hoping we aren't required to host a training camp. I'll have to ask Chris about it.
 
   This part put a damper on all our spirits. Elaine threw a raging hissy fit and begged Chris to fix it somehow so that Jesse could be removed from all lists. 
 
   He told her his hands were tied and there was nothing he could do. He's risking his life and career by backdating all the paperwork concerning everyone's property. He feels terrible about it, and will continue to look for a solution, but he can't guarantee a darn thing.
 
   Every supply available for distribution has been unloaded here or at Wilky Place. Chris will head back to home base empty handed. He will spend all of his earned leave time here with Josie.
 
   There were two last requests before everyone was allowed to leave.
 
   Velma “Battle-axe” Dodson has requested retirement and her own spot on our compound to open a clinic and provide medical service to the area.
 
   Private Timothy Stein (washing machine fixer) has requested to be listed as killed in action and make his new residence on Kapper Hill.
 
   We agreed to both requests. It was unanimous. We need a doctor, even if it is an old grumpy one, and we like Tim already. We will be happy to have them here.
 
   Chris requests that all the information we'd just been given be kept private and confidential from anyone passing through. The land deeds have all been backdated and we're asked to admit only to the dates listed on the paperwork.
 
   Everyone who hasn't had their medical work-up and dental check must have them done within the next two days. All medical paperwork and signatures must be backdated to match the deeds listing ownership. 
 
   In his final statement, Chris told us about a new threat.
 
   The HDI virus is still mutating.
 
   Four HDI infected people were found about three miles from here. They weren’t your typical HDI’s. They still have human traits and behaviors. 
 
   They recognize living people and HDI’s as “relatives” of themselves, but their loyalties lie with the regular old HDI’s and they protect them like a master would protect his dog. However, they’ve lost their knowledge of modern weaponry and have fallen back in time to something akin to the mindset of cavemen.
 
   They wear clothes and almost look normal. They lost their knowledge and desire for cleanliness, but they’ve kept the instinct to find shelter and cook their food. 
 
   They speak their own language which is occasionally mixed with common English words. Chris says they remind him of humans who have never had contact with other humans. 
 
   This mutation is very rare, and if we come across one of them, we should notify home base immediately.
 
   And that is all.
 
   Okay, we’re freaked out about the new mutation of “almost HDI’s.” What in the world would we do if we ran into them? Would we kill them with no remorse?
 
   Anyway, Chris said we probably won’t run into any of them. I hope he’s right.
 
   Chris rose from his seat, told us that a lot of trucks will be arriving tomorrow, grabbed Josie by the hand, and left the building.
 
   We feel more secure now, I think.
 
   I pray that Chris’ plan and deception isn't found out. He has truly put his life on the line for us. I hope we can figure out something for Jesse, Lisa, Sabrina, and Anna. I'm hoping the simple sentence “They ran away” will suffice if anyone comes looking for them.
 
   We need to finish the tunnels as fast as we can. The North Koreans, Chinese, fake Military, and HDI's all want a piece of us. We must have a place to hide and guard our lives, even if the whole compound is burned to the ground.
 
   I was satisfied that it was over and thought I wouldn't need any more injections of that divine concoction. 
 
   When everyone left, I put my arms around Mick and thanked God that we still had hope.
 
   He turned to me and told me that he is planning to spend one year fighting to get his country back, and that he'll be leaving with the unit in five days. My vision went dark and I felt pain in my heart. I felt vomit running down my chest. The last thing I remember is looking into his eyes and knowing that he was dead serious.
 
   I fainted.
 
    
 
   11:50 PM...
 
   I'm in my bedroom alone, coming out from under the effects of Battle-axe's divine concoction.
 
   I woke a few minutes ago and saw Mick sitting by the bed. 
 
   I screamed at him to get the hell out. He hesitated and I screamed “GET OUT! GET OUT! GET OUT” at the top of my lungs. He slowly walked out the door. I don't know where he is. 
 
   I am beyond furious. How dare he do this to me?
 
   I understand loyalty. I'm loyal to my family and friends. They need me to be here, helping them get through the vast pool of problems living in a post-apocalyptic world. I feel it's my duty. I belong here. Mick belongs here too. Why does he feel differently? Why is he doing this to our family?
 
   I'm praying for guidance and understanding. I don't know that I'll be able to accept his decision. I don't know if I'll be able to live with the fear that I may never see him again.
 
   I didn't have supper, and the divine concoction has worn off. I'm throwing two Xanax down my throat and going back to bed. I don't know if I'll get up in the morning and I really don't care.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, April 28
 
   Hello, may I please buy stock from whatever company makes Battle-axe's divine concoction? I'll take my dividends in the form of product. We can all be entertained watching HDI's eat us without feeling a thing.
 
   Actually, Battle-axe told me to shut up and take my Xanax this morning. I met her coming from the outhouse as I was going in. She is certainly unpleasant in the morning. I wondered if I could influence Hisa's ghost to come back and haunt her. Yep, I've been talking a little with Hisa. Yes, I know she's gone, but it comforts me to pretend I'm talking with her.
 
   I returned to my bedroom and was followed by Pop and Nana. They were dragging chairs behind them, and I knew I was in for a stern “talking to.”
 
   The positioned their chairs in a triangle with my computer chair, told me to sit down, and started talking.
 
   The first thing Pop asked of me was to imagine the plight of the Native Americans when a bunch of foreigners arrived on their land and took from them whatever parcel they wanted. 
 
   There was no pay, no allotments, and no trade goods in return for each measure of plentiful, rich soil. The foreigners simply took it away, fenced it, and called it their own. The Native American, who'd been surviving for thousands of years on what is now called “American soil” were treated as savages, subhuman, and godless beings in need of being taught “a lesson” and “enlightenment.” 
 
   The dirt beneath their feet had fed their fathers, and their father's father, and their great grandfathers for many generations. It was their most precious commodity... and only with the land could they survive.
 
   Many wars were fought, and with each of them, the Native Americans lost more and more of their most precious commodity. Cherokee in the south were gathered and marched hundreds of miles away from the lands of their forefathers, never to return.
 
   Native Americans all over the country fought. They fought in the only ways they knew how... but they lost. 
 
   To this day, they're still caged BUT, with the current events, some of them may be able to regain the land of their forefathers if the new foreigners and HDI's are beaten back and killed.
 
   We have a right to keep and harvest this land we stand upon. Nana's father was one-quarter Cherokee. His great grandfather ran and hid from the masses who marched the trail of tears.
 
   Pop's ancestors were Choctaw. 
 
   One of our great grandmothers came to this land as an indentured servant on board the first voyage of the Mayflower. She married our Choctaw ancestor. 
 
   This land rightfully belongs to us.
 
   Nana and Pop had more to say.
 
   Both of them had a grandfather who served on the side of the Confederacy during the civil war. They weren't fighting to preserve slavery. Oh no, they never had slaves. They were lucky to have shoes.
 
   Forget about seeing the doctor. If you had a penny, you used it for food that you couldn't grow yourself, gear for your mules or tractor, or for fabric to make clothing.
 
   Your dishes, pots, and pans were whatever was passed down to you and whatever was given to you on your wedding day. Your quilts and blankets were homemade from old clothes, or passed down through the generations. When the quilt or blanket was “raggedy” it was taken apart and the good pieces were used to fill a spot in another quilt, or as a patch over a hole in your dungarees.
 
   Nana's great grandfather wouldn't throw away shoes until they were “five timers” meaning that they'd spent lots of time on the feet of five different children. If they were leather, and it was still good, he used it to repair halters and other leather equipment. 
 
   Every top off a strawberry, shuck from an ear of corn, shell from an egg, or crumb left on a supper plate went in the slop bucket to feed the pigs. They couldn't afford commercial feed. They wasted nothing.
 
   They did have land, and selling that which the land produced was the only way they could feed themselves and their families. Clothing was a luxury. You wore it 'til the patches on your patches needed patches.
 
   One of them grew cotton and the other grew sugar cane. Neither of them could read nor write. The only news they got was what they heard on Sunday mornings from the folks at church, until the war began and both Confederate and Union troops began crossing their land.
 
   There were good soldiers on both sides, and there were bad soldiers on both sides.
 
   One night, Pop's great grandfather's cotton field was set on fire by bad Union soldiers. They threatened him. They threatened his wife and his daughters with unspeakable things. They threatened to butcher his sons before his very eyes and feast on his farm animals while he watched his family starve to death. 
 
   They held him at gunpoint and forced him and his family to dig latrines, fetch bath water, cook their meals, and wash their clothes. Some of their threats regarding his wife and daughters came to fruition. Finally, they moved on. 
 
   One of them told my great, great grandfather that his life wasn't worth a cent and that the land where he was standing would soon belong to a wealthy northern corporation. His family would be homeless and would live in settlements with the other poor southern trash and the Indians.
 
   He lost more than half the crop from that fire, which meant his family would eat half what they were accustomed to until the next crop could be harvested. He bent down, grabbed a handful of dirt, and swore he'd die before his land was taken from him. He joined the Confederacy the next day.
 
   I could tell you more stories about both grandfathers, but I won't.
 
   I'll simply tell you that Nana and Pop convinced me of the value of the dirt under my nice “one timer” shoes and my name on a legal piece of paper laying claim to that dirt.
 
   The North Koreans, Chinese, and fake military are threatening to take this dirt away from us and fertilize it with our blood. 
 
   They want everything America has to offer, including its people, whether they need it or not. They want to punish us for our wealth and arrogance. They want to take it all and make it theirs. 
 
   The dictator of the fake military wants basically the same things. 
 
   The HDI's want our flesh and blood. There's actually not a lot of difference between all four groups.
 
   There will be problems with the real military and the way it's being run, of course. But we have to take sides with the lesser evil, eliminate the enemies, and start a movement to put this country back on course and resuscitate the dreams of our forefathers including our Native American forefathers.
 
   I finally got it. I understood why Mick felt the need to fight for what we have. Every grain of sand and speck of dirt on this hillside represents the greatest treasures in history, and the blood that was shed to give it to us, especially now.
 
   I wiped my eyes and thanked them both. They wiped their eyes and told me to go find Mick.
 
   I did what my Daddy and Momma told me to do and headed out to throw my arms around the only man I've ever truly loved and tell him how sorry I was for treating him the way I did.
 
   I found him on the road, trying to decide what to do about the dented fence trailer. I threw myself into his arms and cried on his shoulder. 
 
   I let go when he fired his pistol and made me jump five feet in the air. I turned in time to see an HDI fall to the ground. It was heading from the direction of Wilky Place, and Mick took that sucker out. Lord, I love that man!
 
   I'm gonna try my best to support Mick's decision. I will be sad, angry, hurt, happy, proud and every emotion you can think of while he's gone, but I'll be damned if anyone is gonna take this place away from me and mine.
 
   There's lots of stuff going on around the compound and I'm heading out to put in my two cents.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   I don't know where to begin. I guess I'll start at the driveway and work my way up.
 
   First of all, Major Chris Knellson is now Lieutenant Colonel Chris Knellson. His home will be fortified and extra precautions will be put in place for his security. He listed his home as Kapper Hill Compound. His wife is living here and his home will be here. He'll spend all his off duty time here.
 
   Several trucks carrying many things arrived at the compound today. I have no idea how many trucks are here, but there's a lot.
 
   There's three “guard towers” behind the trailer fence. The towers were formerly 40 foot shipping containers used to carry freight across the oceans. 
 
   They're thicker than the fence trailers.
 
   They're buried 8 feet in the ground and doors have been cut from the sides at ground level. Windows will be cut tomorrow once all “towers” are in place. 
 
   The towers will have a floor at 15 feet above ground level and another at 23 feet above ground level. Wooden stairs will be installed and sand bags will line the walls facing the road. Any empty space will be used for storage of ammo and other supplies. With netting over the windows and an air tight door, the towers will be “fly proof.”
 
   Automatic guns will be mounted on the top floor. I haven't yet found out what they're called, but Mick willll fill me in.
 
   There will be a total of eight guard towers around the fence perimeter. There will be a squad of 20 soldiers standing guard when Chris is here. Our folks will man the towers when he's gone. 
 
   We are required to follow all guidelines for standing watch posted on one wall of the towers. Chris will be leaving in four days and they hope to have all the towers in place before he leaves.
 
   We've been asked to build catwalks using materials left when the unit pulls out.
 
   There are massive machines near the pools. They're digging a deep water well. Chris says the spot at the bottom of the hill is much better for a well than the top of the hill. This will be a basic, old fashioned, well. Chris recommends we filter the water and learn how to treat the well. 
 
   There are four 250 gallon water containers behind our house. They're huge! They look like white plastic with a black metal “cage” around them. 
 
   There are two more at the bottom of the hill where Chris intends to have the house built for himself and Josie. The house will be completely solar powered and another well will be drilled there at a later date. Plumbers will come in “later” to hook up luxuries. Right now, they're short on time and have a war to fight.
 
   A construction crew of 12 men will arrive on the compound to build the house for Chris and Josie sometime soon after the unit leaves. Supplies will be provided for them and they'll be living in tents and caring for themselves while they construct the home.
 
   Dane drove his motorhome inside the fence and parked at the top of the hill on Marisa and Jason's property.
 
   Bulldozers are working to clear the area where the old Stang house stood as well as the area Dane's wood shop house was located.
 
   The log fence is being sprayed with some sort of flame retardant chemical.
 
   There's a large crew in back, digging and lengthening the tunnel. They'll add supports and work on it for the next four days. We'll have to be satisfied with what they finish in that short amount of time. We'll continue to work on the tunnels after they leave.
 
   There's a fire truck from the old volunteer fire department parked near the rear fence and another parked beside the front trailer fence.
 
   There are two of the 250 gallon water containers there as well. It'll be up to us to fill them. Chris had a fit about all the hay stored inside the trailer. I asked him where else we should store it. He had no answer for me. Dane, Jason, and Kevin are receiving a crash course in proper use of pump trucks.
 
   The gate across the driveway is no longer heavy chain-link. It is now made of thick iron, and slides on heavy duty tracks to the sides instead of opening in or out. Until solar power can be hooked up, a heavy chain and lock will continue to keep it closed. Again, because they're short on time, they'll work on solar stuff later and we'll just have to deal with it for now. 
 
   Two sides are up on the chain-link fence surrounding the onion field. Posts are up all the way around. The fence will be complete before the crew leaves.
 
   The portable lumber mill is at the lumberyard where a small crew is cutting boards of various sizes and loading them on a flatbed trailer. They'll get as much done as possible, and we can use anything left over after Chris' house is finished. 
 
   There's a large, electric, fixed lumbermill inside the lumber company. Someone will be working on plans to get it running whenever the unit returns.
 
   The Wilkerson's and three kids are living in Shawna and Lisa's old house. They need the room with the two attached buildings. Lisa has moved into Isaac's old house.
 
   There's a small trailer full of fabric and items pertaining to military uniforms and gear near Emma's sewing building. She is required to re-order supplies when the trailer is 75% empty.
 
   Since Velma “Battle-axe” Dodson is now a civilian, we will be responsible for building her clinic. However, supplies will be provided by the military on the condition that the clinic is built near Chris' house. I asked that the name of the clinic remains “Clinic Diane.” No one opposed.
 
   Since HDI's are being drawn to the rock quarry, Chris' is toying with the idea that the rocks really do generate energy from the past and that previous “Ghost Hunters” may have had it right to some degree.
 
   Some sort of noise device will be placed on a cable across the rock quarry. We are expected to check the quarry once a week and notify Chris when it becomes full of HDI's. The rock faces are so slick that the HDI's are not able to use each other's bodies and climb out. Actually they don't appear to have the desire to leave. It seems they want to be absorbed into the rock. 
 
   Managing HDI's is second in priority to fighting and driving back the Chinese, North Koreans, and fake military. Pao chimed in and said PWB's (people without brains) are much less threatening than people with brains.
 
   We have a large amount of canning jars and lids when we combine the amounts from everyone's allotment. I can't get an accurate number. The jars are stacked in a corner of the basement and it seems like a gazillion identically clad military folks are buzzing around all over the place.
 
   Several crews on different projects will rotate shifts and work through the night.
 
   A large number of troops are working specifically to guard the compound and kill the large number of HDI's attracted by all the noise. HDI's are coming at as from the rear and both sides as well as the front.
 
   There's no telling what I'll wake up to tomorrow.
 
   I'm headed to bed. Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, April 29
 
   Breakfast was served in the large mess tent. It was the usual affair and it was delicious. We are grateful for it.
 
   Mick leaves in three days. Good Lord, how it hurts my heart to write that. I'll be able to see him three days a month if the unit he's assigned to is in the area. 
 
   Josie sat with us at breakfast and told us a little more.
 
   I asked her to make sure that Chris has Mick, Soo, Isaac, and Rick assigned to his unit. She doesn't know if he can request certain men in his unit but she thinks he might be able. She'll talk to him about it.
 
   Chris' unit will combine with a smaller unit and he'll be in charge of 600 men. I asked if it would be a supply unit, or a fighting unit, and she doesn't know. Chris hasn't told her. She suspects it'll be a fighting unit. GULP! On second thought, maybe I shouldn't ask that Mick be assigned with Chris.
 
   We left the mess tent together, and I saw Marisa and Jason several yards ahead of us with their hands over Amber and Michael’s ears. 
 
   I was bewildered, because the machinery wasn't that loud. I understood their actions when Josie and I passed the well digging crew and heard all the swearing and cussing coming from the men. 
 
   Hey, they're digging a well for us. They can curse and swear all they want and I don't plan to say a word about it. It's been my experience that a loudly cursing crew is either making great progress, or having a lot of problems. I hoped our crew was making great progress because I don't have the ability to run over there and throw magic well-digging dust over their heads. 
 
   There's a line outside the door of Emma's building. There's a lot of soldiers with uniforms in need of a lot of repair. Josie and I saw Emma open the door, smiling as one soldier left and another entered. Emma' in hog heaven. I guarantee it. 
 
   Josie laughed and wondered aloud if she should volunteer to be Emma's assistant. She said she wouldn't mind watching brave young soldiers undress and redress in front of her eyes. I smacked her on the arm and told her to remember that she's a married woman now. Secretly, I'm delighted to see that the “naughty” Josie's still in there.
 
   Deuce ate breakfast with Luke and Larson before heading to the meadow. Jesse went with him. 
 
   Deuce believes the army will steal our horses away. I tried to reassure him that the army has plenty of vehicles and fuel to run them, but he's still suspicious and keeping his eye on things.
 
   This morning, I asked Jesse to take the goat’s milk and a cup to share it with the soldier's standing watch. He said one of the men drank a cup of milk and fell to the ground. It scared him 'til the others started laughing and the man on the ground stood up with a big smile. He told Jesse he'd fainted because he thought he'd never see real milk again. I don't think Jesse appreciated his humor and told me he didn’t want the “water boy” job.
 
   A small group, including Kevin and Tim Stein, have gone to pick up more little wooden buildings. We told Battle-axe (I REALLY need to start calling her Velma) they'd bring home two buildings for her and attach them. She can use one for private quarters and the other for a clinic until we can get something larger built.
 
   Tim Stein will be living in a wooden building as well. I've lost count of how many we have, how many we need, and where they all are. I plan to draw a map of the compound once the unit leaves.
 
   Mick and Kevin intend to take the teenagers fishing later today. Mick wants to spend quality time with Carisa before he leaves, and the teens have been aching to get off the compound. Ian says there's several boats at the marina and most of them have keys in the ignitions. 
 
   I had visions of Carisa flying down the lake at a high rate of speed, fishtailing the boat and laughing up a storm before she hit a rock and was launched over the bow. I shuddered. You'd shudder too if you'd been in the car when we taught her to drive. I threatened to wear body armor and a helmet when it was my turn to ride with her. She likes speed. She likes speed A LOT.
 
   I told Mick and Kevin that none of the teenagers are allowed to drive a boat unless it's a little one with foot pedals. They looked at me like I was crazy. Mick said he had no intention of allowing any teen in the driver’s seat, and I should know that he well remembers Carisa's driving lesson days.
 
   I'm headed out to see what's been accomplished since last night. I heard gunfire several minutes ago. I suppose a group of HDI's were on the loose.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM...
 
   The tunnel is 35 feet in the hillside and there's a large room at the end. The passageway has supports in place and the men are working on the large room right now. The roof is limestone and granite. Wooden supports are attached to the walls with huge spikes that remind me of railroad spikes. Huge wooden beams cut from logs are attached to the wall supports to secure the ceiling. 
 
   The door to the tunnel will lift on hinges much like old garage doors without rollers. Dirt, Grass, and weeds will grow on the outside of the door and overlap the edges so it'll look like part of the hillside. Lord, please let me be able to know where the handle is and find it when I need to.
 
   A soldier grabbed me by the arm and led me to the side of the big room to show me a tiny, thread sized, strip of gold inside a thin layer of volcanic rock at the base of the wall. He was very excited about it. I had trouble actually seeing it.
 
   There will be two tunnels off the main room, one on the left and one on the right. They will not be directly across from one other. One will be at the front of the large room and the other will be near the tunnel entrance. I had visions of the vaults in the Egyptian Valley of the Kings. 
 
   Those tunnels will also lead to large rooms where we can store supplies, or sleep, or whatever. Doors to the additional tunnels will be disguised to look simply like walls of the big room in case anyone gets inside.
 
   The men may be able to get one of the additional tunnels and room dug, but they won't have time to finish the supports. We've been warned not to camp inside the second room without supports in place. We've also been told that small ventilation ducts are in the big room. I have no idea how they did it. Maybe I don't wanna know.
 
   Soldiers and compound members are all over the place, and valuable lessons are being taught. 
 
   I need to find my way into a few of those classes, along with everyone on the compound but, you know, some folks can learn and understand one thing while others cope to even get the concept.
 
   I'm a “hands on” type of learner. I need to get in the mud and play with it for a while before I'm able to come out with a gorgeous, one of a kind, vessel or vase.
 
   I loved my pottery classes in college. I wonder if the unit has a pottery wheel, 'cause we've got plenty of clay around here. Nah... Probably not.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   4:30 PM…
 
   Get ready to peel Mick's brain off the ceiling.
 
   Jesse approached him this afternoon and asked if it would be okay for him to give Carisa an engagement ring. He wants to marry her when she turns eighteen, and he thinks she'll want to marry him too. He's waiting to ask her 'til he gets our permission. 
 
   Mick had to walk to the pool and dunk his head before he could speak. Through gritted teeth he told Jesse he'd talk to me about it. I saw him walking fast and stiff-legged up the hill and knew right away that he either needed to pee, or something was up.
 
   He walked straight up the porch steps and asked me to follow him inside. 
 
   We talked for an hour about how the world has changed, the options Carisa will have, and the choices she'll need to make. She just turned sixteen, for Pete’s sake. I know that my great grandparents already had babies at sixteen, but this is now, not 70 years ago. I had to give kudos to Jesse for approaching Mick before he asked Carisa without our permission.
 
   We finally came to the agreement to speak to Carisa before giving Jesse an answer.
 
   We spent 45 minutes talking to her. She didn't say a word until Mick and I shut our mouths and waited for her answer. She said eight words, which were “Engagement ring? Umm, NO. Promise ring? Umm, maybe.” Then, she turned and walked out the door. We talked for 45 minutes and that's all we got? Geez! 
 
   Anyway, I hope she's somewhere with Jesse, explaining her intentions and solution to Jesse desire to lay claim to her. I sent a thank you up to Jesus that we'd raised a smart daughter with good common sense.
 
   That was the end of that. Mick shrugged his shoulders and headed out the door to clean fish they'd brought home. I sat on the bed and cried. I can't imagine my baby considering this, much less seeing it through. Lord, help me get through. One minute I'm thinking about the handle on a tunnel door and the next minute I'm thinking about my youngest daughter getting' hitched. I think it's time for a shot of whiskey... maybe two.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30...
 
   I'm no good. I fell on the hill and rolled into the corner of the outhouse, hitting it with my lower back. My back is screaming. Mick and Jason had to carry me to the bed and I have the computer on my lap. I'm a little woozy from some variation of concoction, but it's not the happy kind. It's the “O M G I'll throw up if I move” kind. 
 
   Velma has ordered me to bed for three days. She gave Mick a bunch of those Thermacare heat pads from my coupon queen totes to place on my back and alternate with icepacks. The heat pads feel wonderful, but I despise the ice. 
 
   I can't do this. Mick's leaving in three days and, I swear, I'll be on my feet to hold him and watch him go. I'll walk all over Velma if I have to. She's not the boss of me!
 
   Jeremy and Rebecca were married tonight. I couldn't walk to the living room and attend. 
 
   Note to self: loot for some of those rolling hospital beds. 
 
   I cried every time I heard laughter. Jeremy's like a son to me. I can't believe I missed my adopted son's wedding. I won't be able to see video’s or pictures. This sucks.
 
   I did get to see him in his tux and he looked like a beautiful angel with a huge grin on his face that extended to his kind, caring eyes. He looked truly happy. He laid his well-groomed head on my stomach, talked to me, and called me Mom. 
 
   I cried. It hurt to cry, but I couldn't hold it back. He left the room with happy tears and I reached out to hold his hand one more time before he belonged to another woman.
 
   Several minutes later, Rebecca came in to show me her dress.
 
   One of the dresses Ian and Rick brought home fit her perfectly. Emma had to let out a little in the bodice, but she placed a sheer piece of fabric over Rebecca's cleavage so the dress would be elegant and decent. 
 
   The dress was strapless, and Rebecca had taken apart several pieces of diamond jewelry from her mother. She glued the diamonds to a thick sash around her waist. The skirt was solid white satin. There was no lace, sequins or pearls dotting the fabric. She wore a choker of her mother's pearls around her neck and a pair of pearl studs in her ears.
 
   Marisa used satin ribbon and wove it through her hair. Teeny, tiny flowers in many colors were glued to the ribbon so they would show off their colors while riding the white satin waves around her head. The flowers were the only colors, other than white, she was wearing. 
 
   She didn't want a veil, and she didn't need one. She looked like a photo from a bridal magazine. Marisa styled her hair in an "up do," and ringlets fell over one shoulder to meet the top of the dress. I was in awe. I still have a picture of her in my head even though I'm a little loopy from the shot Velma gave me.
 
   God, please bless Jeremy and Rebecca. They're young and need you now more than ever.
 
   Mick brought in a piece of cake and a few cookies after everyone left. I was able to take a few bites before my stomach began churning and I pushed the rest to the side. I felt horribly guilty about wasting food and told Mick to gobble the rest of it down. That actually made me laugh a little, and it hurt to laugh. I had to force myself to stop.
 
   Mick's rubbing my feet with lotion and hitting all the right spots. It feels heavenly.
 
   Tomorrow morning, Emma will be here to fit Mick for his uniform. I told him to ask her to work here so I could be with him and watch as he's measured and fitted. Besides, Emma flirts with every young soldier she sees. It'll tickle me to watch her flirt with Mick and see his face turn red with embarrassment.
 
   When I wake up in the morning, it'll be two days until he leaves. I want every spare minute of his remaining time to be spent with me, Marisa, Carisa, Jason, Amber, and Michael.
 
   I've asked that someone report to me, in detail, everything that happens while I'm flat on my back. I need to know. I mentally NEED to know it all, down to the last detail. 
 
   Everyone agreed to do as I asked. They're probably out there now, writing up a schedule with time assigned to certain folks to come in and report to me. 
 
   Carisa's an organizing maniac and she'll eat your lunch if you don't follow her schedule. She remains brave and strong about Mick leaving. That may change once he's walking down the hill, but for now, it's her way of coping. I'm proud of her.
 
   I'll ask Mick to move the computer back to the desk and try to lie down and sleep. He offered to sleep in the other room so he wouldn't hurt my back.
 
   I told him absolutely not. I'd rather have a sore back than a lonely heart.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, April 30
 
   The calico cat woke me this morning by jumping on the bed and startling me. The fire in my back quickly demanded attention and I remembered everything. 
 
   I woke Mick and sent him out for a bucket because there's no way I could make it to an outhouse. He jumped up, ran out of the room, and was back within two or three minutes with a nice, clean, potty bucket. He helped me on top and I did my business. 
 
   He left the room to empty the bucket, and several minutes later he returned with "Emma the seamstress" who was bright eyed, bushy tailed, and covered in sewing gear. She had a uniform over her arm. Mick held the bucket in one hand and a portable sewing machine in the other. He plugged the machine into the generator cord and sat it on my desk.
 
   We were interrupted twice when Josie and Rona came in to make the reports I'd demanded. 
 
   Mick got sick of jumping and covering himself, so he and Emma went in the master bathroom to work. I could still see them, and they could simply close the door when my reporters knocked. I heard him yelp several times when Emma stuck him with a pin.
 
   She brought all the right patches and took special care to sew them in place His designation is “Civilian Rank Five” or C5.
 
   Anyone who has experience fighting HDI's and/or fake military will automatically rise to C3 or above. Wouldn't it be funny if your initials were PO? You could be “C3PO” from the “Star Wars” movies. Yep, I'm a little loopy.
 
   I guess the army has a new set of rank codes for civilians who volunteer. It'll sound funny to call someone “C4.” Actually, that's ridiculous and I wondered what idiot came up with it.
 
   Anyway, Mick wore pieces and parts of the uniform while Emma ran out of the bathroom and made adjustments using the sewing machine.
 
   When he finally emerged in full uniform, drool ran out of both corners of my mouth. He looked absolutely stunning. I wanted Emma to leave the room while he did a strip tease for me. That didn't happen, and even if it had, I couldn't have done a thing about it because of my stupid, worthless back.
 
   I received several reports today. My first visit was from Josie.
 
   Chris agreed to send solar panels, batteries, and parts to the compound with each quarterly allotment and when he's home on leave. 
 
   It may take a year to get the compound up and running on full solar power. We'll need to use the cook stove and fireplace for heat this winter, and the other homes will use propane if we can find enough. 
 
   We won't abandon cook stoves and propane heat. Some days, the sun won't be enough to charge batteries. Josie says we should have emergency batteries charged up to see us through those days. Since I have no experience with solar power or making it work, I can only tell you what I know. Mick will return to Lowe's where we found the Hobbs/Halston family to see if the boxes of solar panels are still there.
 
   We'll also send looting crews to remove every solar panel we can find from neighborhoods and businesses in town. Hopefully, we can speed the process of getting the compound "solarized." Josie says we need a crew to head out for every vehicle battery they can get. Okay, if she says so, we'll do it
 
   My second report came from Rona.
 
   Tomorrow's Luke and Larson's birthday and she has no idea what to do or what to give them.
 
   I told her to go to Nana immediately after we talked and tell her she'll need a birthday cake and some kind of special supper. Rona says their favorite meal is spaghetti with meatballs full of garlic and chopped onion along with Worcestershire sauce in the mix. We have ground beef in the freezer from our allotment, so I told her to head out there and grab enough to feed the compound. It'll thaw before tomorrow night.
 
   As far as gifts go, I told her to head to the basement and find M16's or whatever she wants for each of them. I bought a few sets of throwing knives several years ago and I remembered exactly where they're stored. I told her to take two sets for the boys. There's a new dart board and darts that Rick, Ian, and Josie brought home when they went to Walmart, and I told her to grab that as well. She thought those were great ideas and headed out to take care of it.
 
   My third report came from Jason.
 
   Five of eight guard towers are up and the floors are finished in three of them. The top floor will have mounted, good old M2 “Ma Deuce” .50 BMG caliber belt fed machine guns, also known as a Browning .50 Caliber Machine Gun. It's been around since WW1. It was being manufactured in America before the world collapsed. I'm just gonna nick name them “badazz guns.” 
 
   The second floor will be manned by guards using their weapon of choice.
 
   Jason headed out the door with a hop in his step. I'm pretty darn sure he wants to be the first to test those machine guns.
 
   No one's here to give me more reports, so I'm gonna lie down and rest my back.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Mick came in to eat lunch with me and I got a report on the tunnels. 
 
   The first tunnel, along with the big room, is open for business and the soldiers suggest we begin moving food and supplies there as soon as they leave. You betcher bottom dollar we're gonna do it.
 
   The second tunnel is 20 feet in, and crews are working on the supports as well as the “doors.” They believe they'll have the tunnel dug as well as the big room before they leave. They also believe they'll have the tunnel supports up. but not the room supports. We'll need to do that ourselves. 
 
   The third tunnel will not be started before the unit leaves, and they suggest that we wait for their next visit instead of attempting it ourselves. We plan to do as they say.
 
   Mick says it's nice and cool inside the big room. The days are getting longer and hotter every time I wake up. I might have to move into the big tunnel room during summer because of the heat and the fact that I despise summer. It'll probably bother me a little having a gazillion tons of dirt over my head but, if it's cool in there, I'll be able to live with it.
 
   He also said that the entire wooden fence should be covered with flame retardant by tonight.
 
   Several little wooden buildings have been unloaded and put in place including the ones for Clinic Diane. 
 
   Velma has already begun preparing her quarters and the clinic. She recruited three old soldiers to build in cabinets. They'll be rustic, but they'll work.
 
   When Velma discovered how few bunks would fit inside the building she demanded that a third building be brought in to hold four additional bunks. I don't know if she'll get her way. I guess we can take care of it after the unit leaves.
 
   A device that makes a loud siren sound every 10 minutes has been threaded through a wire cable and installed across the rock quarry. 
 
   Mick says the quarry is about 25% full of HDI's trying to smoosh themselves into the rock wall. I wish I could read an HDI mind. I can't imagine what I'd learn.
 
   Anyway, Pop has potatoes planted in the lower garden. I have no idea when we'll be able to harvest them.
 
   Chris says we have a case of herb seeds ready to begin planting as soon as we get the ground prepared inside the finished chain-link fence. He said the onion starts will arrive in the fall.
 
   Emma still has a line of soldiers at her sewing room door. She's been pinning the solders name to each piece of clothing. She tells them to check back in eight hours to see if their order is complete. Elaine's helping her and they've been working like crazy women.
 
   There's a large number of propane tanks lined up on Dane's property as well as ours and Wilky place. We have plenty of propane to see us through this winter in the little wooden buildings and motorhomes.
 
   I plan to use the cook stove for most meals this winter because it helps keep the house warm and will save on propane. 
 
   A knowledgeable soldier showed Nana and Emma where and how to use the wood cook stove to make hot water for dish washing and general kitchen needs. It'll be hot in that kitchen when they run the stove. I'm ticked off that we didn't know about this earlier. Unfortunately, the Kitchen Queen Cook stove from Mr. Peterson's shed didn't come with a manual. 
 
   I wanted to dance when I learned about the hot water capabilities, but my stupid, worthless back kept me from it. I plan to dance as soon as I feel better.
 
   I have no idea what's for supper. Mick'll bring me a plate from the mess tent. I thank God for every meal they serve us. It means one more meal in our stockpile for the compound when the unit isn't here.
 
   I need to sign off and holler for someone to help me to the potty bucket.
 
   See ya later.
 
   10:55 PM...
 
   Supper was beer-battered fish filets that come in a box. We also had coleslaw, hush puppies, and french fries. Mick added a piece of lemon pie to my plate and it was pretty tasty. I wish the unit could leave the mess tent here when they head out.
 
   There's a full load of lumber near the area where Chris and Josie's house will be built. Its right on top of the spot Hisa and Soo's house used to be. It's gonna feel strange looking down the hill and seeing a new house instead of the old Stang house.
 
   The well is complete and filling with water. I hope I can get down there to watch the first bucket come up, but I doubt I'll be able to make it. My back is still killing me and it hurts to move. It seems like every member of the compound has stuck their head in my door to tell me the well is finished. I wish I could jump for joy with them.
 
   Pao, Jeremy, and Jason feel confident they can operate the fire trucks properly. I pray we never need them, but if feels good to have them here.
 
   Dane stuck his head in to tell me I'll hear a lot of gunfire tomorrow because they'll be practicing with the machine guns. I mentioned that the noise will probably bring a lot of HDI's this way and he said “Whatcha think we'll be using for targets?” Dane is one of a kind. I wonder if he'll decide to hop on the bandwagon and marry Elaine before the unit heads out. For some reason, I don't expect it to happen.
 
   All eight guard towers are in place, but only five of them have flooring, sandbags, and machine guns installed. I don't know what the unit plans to do tomorrow.
 
   Carissa and the girls spent a lot of time in the basement, organizing the allotments. She says we don't have enough shelving to hold it all. I told her that Jason plans to go out for more shelving once the unit leaves. A lot of shelves will be placed inside the tunnel room for storage. She rolled her eyes and said she dreaded trying to figure out what goes in the tunnel room and what stays in the basement. I told her I'd help come up with a plan.
 
   The mess tent will be disassembled when breakfast is over the day after tomorrow. I'm guessing everything will be packed up around the same time.
 
   We still hear sporadic gunfire from soldiers on guard taking out stray HDI's. We're used to hearing it now.
 
   Lisa's been spending time helping Tim Stein get set up in his little wooden building. I see a relationship growing between the two of them already. I'm hoping its interest and not just lust. I plan to speak to her about it. 
 
   Her grandfather left me to care for her and guide her. I'd feel like I wasn't doing the job he wanted me to do if I leave the situation up in the air. 
 
   She's a good girl, and I trust her. Tim seems like a really nice guy but I don't know him well enough to give him my blessing to date Lisa. She's only seventeen, and that means I still have a little control. I know her grandfather told her to allow me to guide her. I just hope she will.
 
   I need to wake Mick and ask him to move the computer off my lap. I'm getting tired, and the pain pills aren't making it easy to stay awake.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, May 1
 
   It's Luke and Larson's sixteenth birthday. I hope we can keep them “off the grid.”
 
   We'll have a quiet celebration tonight after supper. Rona doesn't want any soldiers invited. She fears they'll discover we have teens that aren't on anyone's list and force them to sign up.
 
   By the way, if you think the tunnel room and basement are the only places we'll hide supplies and food, you're wrong.
 
   Dane, Jeremy, Pop, Kevin, Rona, Mick, Jason, and Marisa met in my bedroom early this morning to discuss other options. So far, the nine of us are the only ones who know about this.
 
    
 
   There's an old rock chimney at the back of Pop's 40 acres where an old farmhouse previously stood. Pop discovered the place three months after he bought the land. No one told him there was an old homestead back there. He discovered it when he decided to keep a few horses and was checking the old fence for needed repairs.
 
   Anyway, the place has a root cellar as well as a storm shelter which the original owners dug by hand. They used concrete blocks to build the storm shelter. There's also a covered well. Pop has owned the land 45 years and never tried to get water from the well. He has no idea if it's still good, or caved in, or filled in, or whatever.
 
   There are no roads into the area except a small trail behind Pop's pasture at the back of his house. You'd need to go to the back of the pasture to find the trail. Then, you'd have to cut the fence in order to follow it in a vehicle.
 
   We will have food, weapons, and supplies stored in the old root cellar and storm shelter. We'll also check the well.
 
   And...
 
   Out in the boonies lived an old hermit whom everyone called “Cookie” because he was an alcoholic and addicted to cooking sherry. He was found dead on one of the park benches in town last year.
 
   His home was a large cave which was used as a “Speak Easy” and gambling joint during prohibition times. 
 
   The cave entrance is vast and the ceiling's probably 40 feet high. Folks could drink and gamble inside the cave without worry of being caught, because the land was owned by the Chief of police himself, and he got a nice cut each week. The windows for buying or cashing in chips are made of rock and were still standing when I was a teen.
 
   There's a tunnel off the main room that leads deeper into the ground and ends inside another large room. 
 
   Smack dab in the middle of the tunnel is a small sinkhole. The last time I was there, someone had laid plywood over the sinkhole and attached a rope to the ceiling. You could either walk across the plank, or swing over the sinkhole by holding on to the rope.
 
   There are more sink holes in the room at the back, and if you grew up around here, you know where those sinkholes are.
 
   I have no idea how big the back room is because every time I was there we had only flashlights to use for exploring. I wanna see what that room looks like all lit up. 
 
   At the rear of back room is a hole near the ceiling which leads outside. Over the past gazillion year’s, dirt and debris has fallen through that hole and formed a dirt ramp inside. We always referred to that hole as the back entrance/exit. We'd crawl up the dirt ramp and wiggle out that hole. It was big enough for two people to wiggle out at once.
 
   Anyway, I'm surprised that I never heard of anyone falling into a sinkhole or getting killed in the cave. Actually, I'm surprised that none of my high school classmates ever fell into one of those sinkholes.
 
   During the 60's and 70's, teenagers used the cave for parties and drugs. There's graffiti all over the walls. If you mention the cave to the teens around here today, they'd have to ask what you were talking about. It probably saw its last party in the mid-eighties when the land was sold and the new owner put up “No Trespassing” signs. 
 
   Neither Marisa nor Carisa have ever visited the cave.
 
   The area has since grown over with trees and weeds high enough to cover the cave entrance somewhat. No one visits there anymore, except for Cookie and us. A small clearing near the cave entrance is where we hid our vehicles and several compound members when the first unit came through.
 
   We plan to have quite a few supplies, weapons, and food hidden in old Beggar Cave. We'll begin stocking it after the unit leaves. We will not tell Josie or Velma.
 
   I feel bad that we have to hide it from Josie, but she's strongly rooted in the military with her husband, and she might tell him. We just don't know. We're planning future meetings to discuss which members will have this information.
 
   Back to the compound...
 
   Crews are still working on the tunnels. Sergeant Rifting is in charge and he say's they'll work until they walk out of here with tunnel dirt on their boots. 
 
   I'm extremely grateful to him and his crew. They've given us a hidey-hole that might save our lives. I'll take any piece of extra security I can get.
 
   More Wooden buildings are being unloaded at various spots on the hill. I'll need to draw a map and label each building with the name of its occupant in order to keep tabs on everyone.
 
   The sounds of sporadic gunfire travels across the hillside every now and then. HDI's never give up. 
 
   The horse barn behind the Masterson house is filled with hay. Jesse and Jeremy took two trucks and several young soldiers looting for hay yesterday. They got the job done. I think we have enough hay to last through winter now.
 
   Mick and Dane took the Jeep and headed out alone to “see about a couple of things” before Mick leaves.
 
   I'm still stuck in the bedroom with pain meds and an aching back.
 
   I think I'll use the metal walker and sit on the chaise so I can talk to Nana and Emma while they make a birthday cake for two teenage boys. They should make two cakes. Luke and Larson can eat more than Mick, and that's a lot.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Carisa's having a bad day. She wants nothing to do with anything. Her bad mood is caused by the fact that her Dad is leaving tomorrow to fight enemies we know nothing about. 
 
   Mick and I both talked to her, and he tried to explain his reasons for going. I know she understands, but she's mad at him. I told her that I'm mad as well, but I wanna send him off with my support, and confidence that I'll love him for always and forever.
 
   Understanding doesn't make it any less frightening. I'm with her on that subject. I'll fear for his safety every second he's away. There will be lots of praying going on around here.
 
   Rona and Nana are deeply involved in cake decorating while Emma tries to finish up the uniform repairs before the unit heads out.
 
   I haven't seen Chris or Josie today. They're hiding out in Josie's motorhome, probably enjoying each other’s company before Chris leaves.
 
   I took a peek inside the radio building from the kitchen window. My back won't allow me down the porch steps and along the pathway to the building just yet.
 
   There's all kinds of gadgets will lots of knobs in there. There's maps on the walls and little red tacks stuck in several places. I plan to ask Josie to explain it all to me when my back is better and I'm trying to kill time while Mick is away.
 
   Jason says the unit has begun preparations for leaving. They're packing up everything except their tents,
 
   The fence crew is hanging the big white signs on the sides of the fence. I guess we're the official caretakers of an official government onion field. Pop will get in there with the Kubota as soon as the unit leaves. He's itching to get started.
 
   Hold on...
 
   Okay, Dane just stuck his head in the door and said that the paperwork Chris sent to home base for signatures has arrived back and everything was signed. We've all been approved. Lucky us.
 
   The construction crew who'll build Chris' house will arrive sometime at the beginning of next week. My first thought when Mick told me that was that we have one week to get all our special supplies hidden in our secret spots without anyone finding out. It's gonna be tough, but we must get it done.
 
   I'm feeling achy and sore and I need to lie back for a while.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   Luke and Larson's small party went off without a hitch. The cake is gone. I have no idea how many pieces they each had, but it was more than two.
 
   They loved their presents and told Rona and Kevin that the gifts were exactly what they wanted. Rona squeezed my hand and gave me a wink.
 
   Mick told everyone to leave, point blank. He said he wanted to spend the evening with his family and he was “sure they'd all understand.” Of course, they all understood and left to spend the remainder of the evening someplace else.
 
   Mick and I are in bed. He's trying to fall asleep and I'm wide awake.
 
   We've said goodbye in our own private way and both of us held on for several minutes longer than usual. I didn't want to let go. I never wanna let go.
 
   Mick leaves tomorrow. It seems like a bad dream, like it really won't happen. I have visions of him walking halfway down the drive, and then he turns and runs back up the hill into my arms.
 
   In my vision, he tells me he can't leave. He hands his gear off to Chris and tells him to go on without him. I can dream, can't I?
 
   Most of the unit is packed and ready to leave after breakfast in the morning. Mick has a military pack full of gear sitting at the end of our bed. His government issued weapons are lying beside it. I feel sure that he has a few special things from home inside the pack.
 
   After we came up the hill from supper, Carisa threw her arms around him and cried. It broke my heart. I've always tried to imagine how hard it was for women to send their husbands off to war. I'm now imagining how hard it is for children to watch one parent go to war and the other parent struggle and cry during the night while he's (or she's) away. 
 
   Carisa says something is squeezing her heart so tightly that she expects it to come flying out the top of her head at any moment. God, please help me stay strong for her. 
 
   Mick hugged her as long as she wanted to be hugged. He had tears running down his cheeks when she finally pulled away. He promised her that he'd do his best to stay alive.
 
   She went over several things with him and gave him a pack of Clorox wipes to keep in his pack. She told him to make sure he wipes his eating utensils before and after he uses them, and not to sleep close to anyone sick, and air his feet out whenever he has the chance, and several other things. 
 
   I began to wonder if she was receiving messages, telepathically, from his mother. I thought she'd tell him to watch out for booze, drugs, and wild women. Then, I realized she didn't know what else to say and was expressing her love in the form of caring advice for his health. After giving him several more “orders” and another pack of Clorox wipes, she headed to her room for the night.
 
   I'm still having a hard time believing he'll walk away from here tomorrow morning.
 
   I'm gonna sign off, snuggle up in his arms, and have a meltdown. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, May 2
 
   He's gone. He didn't turn around and run back to me. 
 
   Velma's on alert and watching me like a hawk. Maybe I should fake one of those panic attacks so she'll give me the divine concoction and I can sleep for hours. Nah... That’s not my style. Besides, Carisa needs me awake and alert. She started crying with the first step he took. I joined in, and pretty soon the entire porch was full of crying women and uncomfortable men.
 
   It'll be at least a month before I see Mick again. THIRTY FRICKIN' DAYS! I've never spent more than two nights away from him. When Carisa was born, he slept on a cot in my hospital room. Three or four times during our marriage he had an overnight stay at a hotel in Atlanta to attend conferences for work. I spent one night sleeping on a chair outside Marisa's room when Amber was born.
 
   We didn't eat breakfast in the mess tent this morning. Mick wanted cold cereal and he wanted to stay home with his family for as long as possible. That's what we did.
 
   The front door was open and I saw the mess tent come down. It was like a sudden awakening, watching that tent slowly fall to the ground. Two hours later, the unit was ready to go and I watched as Josie said goodbye to Chris from the front gate.
 
   We were watching the vehicles pull out when Mick turned to me. It was the moment I'd been dreading. It was 10 seconds before he walked down the driveway and joined a huge number of Patriots who'll fight for our survival if nothing else.
 
   We watched every step he took. Carisa held my arm as he exited the gate and turned to wave. We all waved back. He climbed inside a drab olive truck that melded with the line of drab olive trucks on the road. 
 
   Rick, Isaac, and Soo waved when they exited the gate and we all waved back. I swore to Soo that I'd take good care of Merry while he's gone. He said he'll be back anytime he's on leave.
 
   I watched Mick’s truck until it passed the tree line.. It felt surreal. 
 
   My darling Mick... My heart just walked down that driveway. He’ll be spending time with someone else. He’ll be with strangers who don’t love him like we do. 
 
    What can I do? How can I make sure he’s fed, and safe, and has shelter over his head? I can’t. 
 
   What if he gets injured? Who’ll sit by his side, waiting for him to open his eyes? Will he die, trying to crawl home to me?
 
   What if he’s killed? Will his body be thrown on a flatbed trailer with dozens of others? Will he be left to rot? WiIl his name be written on a list and taken back to home base. Will they contact me? How long will it take? 
 
   This doesn’t seem right. It’s a bad dream. I don’t know if I can take it. Lord, I miss him already. 
 
   I went down on my knees and prayed when he disappeared from sight. Marisa and Carisa had to drag me back up on my feet.
 
   They followed me to my bedroom and we cried together. We held one another, assured one another, laughed through our tears, and promised to be there for one another while he's gone. I cursed him, and swore my undying love for him, in the same sentence. Both girls nodded, and we cried some more.
 
   I seriously need to throw myself into some kind of work, but my back is keeping me from it and I'm ticked off. I'm furious, and grumpy, and my blood pressure's probably high.
 
   Carisa crawled into my bed to sleep on her daddy's pillow. She said she didn't get a bit of sleep last night and she was finally worn down both mentally and physically.
 
   Marisa left to take care of her children. She promised to drag me out by the hair of my head for lunch if I don't appear on my own. She may have to do just that. I'm not sure I wanna leave this room. The smell of him lingers.
 
   I hear lots of gunfire from the road as the rear guard takes out HDI's trying to follow the unit. I'll probably hear gunfire all day. Our men will take over when the rear guards disappear down the road. It's gonna be a long, long day. If I can make it through today and wake up tomorrow, it'll be twenty-nine days 'til I see him again. It sounds like an eternity.
 
   I'm gonna crawl in beside Carisa and try to nap. I feel like I'm living in a different world now. Mick's gone and I miss him already.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Marisa almost had to make good on her promise to drag me out of the bedroom. Carisa left before I woke up, and I was sound asleep when Marisa knocked and hollered “time for lunch.”
 
   I pulled myself awake and raised up on my elbows to shake the cobwebs from my brain before crawling off the bed and looking for something to help me walk. I'm still having trouble with my back, but I've graduated from the metal walker to the cane.
 
   Nana and Rebecca made baked beans with hotdogs sliced up to pour over rice for lunch. Nana said the hotdogs came from the frozen supplies the unit left inside the reefer trailer. She had to soak the packages in warm water to thaw them out in time for lunch.
 
   Surprisingly, I'm doing okay right now. I don't wanna see anyone's face other than my children or grandchildren, but I have no choice. I'll wither and die if I don't carry on. Carisa wouldn't be able to handle me becoming a recluse.
 
   While we ate, everyone updated me on what the unit finished before they left. 
 
   The second tunnel has all supports up. Part of one wall in the big room has supports as well. 
 
   The well is full, and Dane thinks he can figure out some way to pump the water up the hill. He began slinging terms and names of equipment toward me and finally figured out that I didn't understand a word he was saying by the blank look on my face. He went back to his beans and weenies so that anyone else with a report could speak. 
 
   While Jason was describing the gate, I was wondering why they all thought of me as the “Godfather” of the group. I don't want that position. I wonder who I can pass it off to. Maybe Pop will accept. He's good at that kind of stuff. Yep, I think I'll ask him to step up and be the President of Kapper Hill while Mick's gone.
 
   Lunch was over and Marisa wouldn't let me return to my room. She told me to sit on the chaise and talk while the kitchen was cleaned and dishes were washed. 
 
   Carisa was moping around the room and I told her we needed a full and complete list of exactly what supplies we have and where they're located.
 
   I asked Jesse to make a full and complete list of all the ammo and weapons we have and where they're located.
 
   I finally stood and told Marisa that I had a duty to write in my diary everyday around this time as I walked down the hall and into my room. It felt good to close the door behind me. 
 
   I have Mick's pillow on my lap and I can squeeze it and smell it anytime I wish. This pillow and pillowcase will not be washed while he's gone. It's my security blanket.
 
   Since I can't physically work, I intend to throw myself into planning what supplies need to be taken to which locations, and try to figure out how to get them there without Josie or Velma finding out. 
 
   We hadn't considered Ian. I wonder if his loyalty now lies with Kapper Hill or if he still feels a duty to the military. We need to meet and discuss it before telling him our plans.
 
   It won't be long before someone comes to drag me out of here for supper. I think I'll look through my wedding album while I wait. I feel useless. See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:30 PM...
 
   How dare I believe this would be a quiet night? I must've been crazy to even consider the idea.
 
   It's Mick's first night away from home and the HDI family reunion decided to hold their annual event in the big field around the onion garden fence. They looked like spectators at a baseball game. The entire perimeter was surrounded by HDI's looking in. 
 
   The worst part? Pop and Emma were inside the fence with the Kubota. The days are longer now, and we have a couple hours of daylight after supper. Pop thought it would be a grand time to start work on the onion field. 
 
   Emma was there with him, carrying a rifle across her shoulders, to stand guard. Pop jumped off the tractor and took the rifle from her. He began shooting HDI's through the fence. 
 
   We could hear the fence rattling from here as the “live ones” were driven into a frenzy,
 
   The men headed to the trailer fence and were halfway down the hill when Deuce ran in from the back screaming that he'd seen an HDI fly on one of the horses. I heard ringing in my ears as I yanked him into the kitchen and asked if he'd been bitten or if he'd killed the fly. The answer to both was “no.”
 
   I didn't know what to do.
 
   I tried to get Deuce to run to the tunnel and tell Jeremy and Jesse to get here as soon as possible but he refused to go back outside. Valerie said she'd do it and threw one of the beekeeper hats over her head as she went out the door.
 
   Jeremy and Jesse arrived within five minutes. I threw beekeeper outfits and fly swatters toward them and told them what Deuce thought he saw. They donned the outfits and headed to the meadow.
 
   I headed to the front porch.
 
   Suddenly, our sweet, mild-mannered Pao jumped inside the Humvee we got from the fake military and drove it to the bottom of the driveway, stopping at the gate
 
   I saw Carisa jump out of the passenger side and my heart almost exploded. She unlocked the gate and slid it open enough for Pao to drive the Humvee through. Then, she closed it behind him. He drove the Humvee straight through the onion fence and came to a halt beside the tractor. Pop and Emma jumped inside and Pao drove back to the gate. 
 
   The folks on top of the trailer fence shot HDI's while Carisa opened the gate to allow the Humvee to enter. By that time, HDI's were crossing the road and trying to climb the trailer fence. 
 
   Dane said it was like shooting fish in a barrel. Thirty minutes later they were almost out of HDI's and most of them were out of ammo. Dane and Ian stayed to take out the remaining HDI's and Luke ran to the basement, grabbed ammo and headed back down to resupply them.
 
   When I went back inside, Elaine asked where Jesse was and I told her I'd sent him to the meadow to kill an HDI fly Deuce thought he saw. 
 
   She drew back her hand to slap me and I caught her by the wrist. Through clenched teeth I dared her to try it again. She lowered her arm and walked into the kitchen to stare at the door and wait for Jesse to return. Several minutes went by before he and Jeremy came inside to tell us what they'd found.
 
   Nothing. They found nothing. The sun was setting when they headed back to the house.
 
   Jesse said the beekeeper outfits spooked the horses and they wouldn't come near either of them. They wanted to check each horse, but the big babies wouldn't go near those beekeeper outfits and Jesse said he and Jeremy weren't about to take them off, so they came inside.
 
   Josie asked to spend the night at the house because she feared walking back to her motorhome in the dark with an HDI fly on the loose. That caused us to postpone our little meeting we had planned for tonight to decide when to begin carrying food and supplies to our hidey-holes.
 
   Flies are holding us hostage. This is like a curse that a wicked witch would put on a beautiful princess.
 
   I was ready to head in here, and looked for Deuce to tell him goodnight. Carisa told me he was in his room and wouldn't come out.
 
   I knocked on his door and got no answer so I entered the room and saw that he had clothing and towels stuck in the crevices between the wall and the plywood over the window. He also had a towel stuffed along the bottom of the door. He was in his closet, cutting a “door” in the back so he could climb inside to hide and pull the sheetrock back after him. He was scared.
 
   I held him and talked with him for a good 30 minutes before he told me he'd be “brave” and come out of his room in the morning. I told him I was proud of him, closed the door, and headed in here.
 
   We'll need to clean up HDI bodies and take them to the power lines to burn in the morning. It'll take all day because I'm sure they'll be covered with flies and no one will want to work on the project unless they're wearing a beekeeper suit. We have only four suits. 
 
   What a mess.
 
   I'm sending someone back to the specialty store tomorrow to see if they can find more suits.
 
   I wonder if we could spray the outside of the house from top to bottom with insect repellant.
 
   I wonder what Mick's doing right now. My heart hurts.
 
   Bye for now.
 
   Saturday, May 3
 
   I woke up this morning with flies on the brain. Finally, I had an idea and I asked Carisa to run downstairs and bring up the book with the colored photos of flies with HDI and every known mutation.
 
   I remembered that the book also contained photos of several other flies like house flies, horseflies, dragonflies, etc.
 
   Deuce was true to his word and came out of his room for breakfast. While we were eating, I asked him to go through the pictures and show us which fly he saw. He pointed to the photo of a regular old horsefly. 
 
   The entire room sighed with relief while I explained to him that the horsefly photo was in the book so we could identify the bad flies from the “not so bad” flies, and that he'd seen a normal horsefly. 
 
   I figured it looked huge to him. 
 
   Heck, horseflies look huge to me and I've seen plenty. I know how quickly a twelve-year-old imagination can run wild, especially when someone's told you that mutant flies are out to get you. He understood, and his face turned bright red. I had to give him the old “better safe than sorry” and the “we’re so proud of you for keeping a watchful eye out” spiels. 
 
   Everyone there told him they were glad he was aware of what was going on and keeping a watch out for unusual flies. That made him feel better. In fact, he headed straight to the meadow after breakfast.
 
   Dane, Jason, Ian, and Jeremy took two loads of HDI bodies to the power lines before breakfast
 
   I miss Mick so much. I'm sure my heart is bleeding. The feeling is almost like jet lag. My whole body misses him. I can't go 10 minutes without thinking of him and wondering what he's doing. I'm trying to send unlucky vibes to any enemy he faces.
 
   Josie said she didn't sleep a wink all night, and she headed to her motorhome after breakfast. That made me happy because we'll be able to load the delivery truck with a few things and take them to the cave. We'll have to be careful and not move too much at once in case Josie or Velma are actually aware of what we have.
 
   Dane has the delivery truck backed up to the basement door. We plan to tell anyone who asks that he's getting ready to go on a lootin' run with Ian and Pao.
 
   I told everyone that I'd let Carisa in on our plans right away because she keeps a sharp eye on the supplies and she'll notice something missing in a heartbeat. I'll have a talk with her after the crew leaves.
 
   Kevin, Rona, and Shawna are actually the ones going on a real lootin' run. They're headed back to the specialty store to pick up beekeeping suits. 
 
   Even though Deuce's HDI fly turned out to be a false alarm, we still want to have as many suits as possible. I wondered aloud if we could find HAZMAT suits at the hospital. Kevin said they'd stop and check it out if there aren't too many HDI's on every floor.
 
   Luke and Larson are standing watch in the front guard towers today. Pop will be spending time with each one of them in each tower. Rona feels safe enough to let them handle it because of the locks on the inside of the doors.
 
   Luke and Larson would take out any fake military folks who try to make the jump from the top of the trailer fence to the middle floor window of the towers. I think that area's our most vulnerable spot and I asked the men to come up with some sort of plan to make the top of the trailers beside the towers dangerous. 
 
   I came up with two ideas. My first idea was to stick long spikes through the top of the fence trailer, but Pop reminded me that the hay inside would get wet. I suppose we could use the hay from those trailers first so we can employ the spike idea. 
 
   My second idea is to add metal shutters on the inside of the watch tower windows that can be closed and locked if entry is threatened. Plus, there's always the badazz guns on the top floor. Anyway, I'm no good at stuff like that so I'll give Dane my suggestions and leave it to him.
 
   I just heard the truck engine start up. Dane's probably ready to head out. I'm gonna grab Carisa and fill her in.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   Carisa listened to everything I told her and replied “It's about time.” She completely agrees that we needed to stash and cache. She said she'd work on a dummy list in case someone wants to check the food and supply list.
 
   Rona, Kevin, and Shawna came back from their lootin' run pretty darn fast. They brought nothing home except information and fear.
 
   They were sitting in the Dodge, about ready to open the doors and head inside the specialty shop when Kevin noticed movement in the rear view mirror. 
 
   Military vehicles were headed towards them, and they all three ducked and laid down in the seats praying the vehicles would pass them by. They had no idea whether it was real military trucks or fake military trucks.
 
   Rona swears that she held her breath for two minutes as the small convoy slowly passed them by. 
 
   All three of them were afraid to raise their heads to make sure every vehicle had passed. Shawna finally said “what the heck” and slowly raised her head until her eyes were above the windows. She saw no vehicles on the street at the rear or the front.
 
   They decided to take the scenic route home. They didn't get out of the vehicle. I prayed that the convoy passed the pull-off and wouldn't run into Dane on his way back from the cave. Thankfully, he didn't see them.
 
   Kevin decided they had acted ridiculous, running after the danger had passed. He and Dane are in town now, getting what they need to get. I hope they remember the beekeeper suits.
 
   Josie said they radioed in about half an hour ago and told her the noise device is loud and clear, and it's working. They've seen several HDI's headed toward the rock quarry.
 
   We're due to check the quarry in a few days. I think I'll go along. Surely I can't get into trouble staring at a bunch of HDI's in a deep hole.
 
   I wonder what Mick's doing right now. I'm imagining him in a martial arts class with his shirt off and wearing sweatpants. He's barefoot and throwing some mean karate chops toward his instructor who's praising him for his ability to catch on fast.
 
   Maybe he's on a shooting range, firing at moving targets. He's wearing his uniform and his brow is furrowed as he concentrates on his targets. I can almost smell his shaving gel on the wind. 
 
   I need to get out of this funk. It can't be good for me.
 
   Elaine and Lisa have been filtering water all day. They're working on filling the two large white tanks behind the house.
 
   It's eighty eight degrees outside and I'm miserable. Have I ever mentioned that I hate bras? Well, I hate bras. I think of them as torture devices, especially in the heat of summer. 
 
   After we get all the water containers filled, I plan to use one of the above ground pools for what it's meant to be. I have a feeling we're all gonna need it.
 
   To hell with my back. I'm heading out to visit the big room at the end of the tunnel and find out if it's cool in there. Summer’s gonna make me crazy.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   I was walking up the hill toward the tunnels. 
 
   I was almost past the garden when Pop hollered for me to come over and take a look. 
 
   Right there, on a beautiful green vine hanging from the weight of the fruit, was a gorgeous ripe tomato about the size of a tennis ball. I pulled it to my mouth with the vine still attached and took a bite. It was divine. 
 
   I saw several more red beauties, so I picked a couple, kissed Pop on the cheek, and took them to the cave.
 
   As I walked down the tunnel, I could feel the darkness grow cooler with every step. I heard tiny clumps of dirt crunch under my feet and a few pebbles scoot along the floor to rest against the walls. I went inside the big room and waited as long as I dared before turning the switch on the solar lantern. I sat on the ground and ate my tomatoes. 
 
   The sound of my movement and scuffling of my feet echoed slightly in the large room. I knew I'd found my haven. I plan to spend as much of the summer there as possible. 
 
   I'm guessing its sixty-five degrees in there, and that's perfect for me. I felt safe, and I turned off the lantern to soak up the cool darkness. I thought I could feel Mick there with me even though I knew he wasn't. I knew he was somewhere thinking of me. I was sure of it.
 
   I knew I'd better get back but I loitered for several more minutes in the cool air. It was divine. I'm sure I looked like a different woman when I emerged from the entrance. My new favorite place is that tunnel room.
 
   Kevin and Dane returned with three more beekeeper suits. The see-through bee hives are still alive and kickin' on the walls. They brought home several books so we can learn how to move the hives. I would love to have fresh honey on homemade bread.
 
   They also visited a couple of antique stores and came home with a lot of old-timey gadgets along with several crocks in different sizes. They stripped all the linens off the antique beds and wrapped several sets of china in them. I hope there's no lead in the patterns on that china because we need intend to use it. 
 
   I asked Kevin to put away an elegant, solid white set for Marisa so I can give it to her for her birthday in July. I don't think she has anything other than a few old chipped plates and saucers at her house. We have a small section in the basement reserved for gift type items and he said he'd put it there.
 
   Emma canned tomato chutney this afternoon with the small harvest they got from the early tomato plants. I've never eaten chutney. Since it has tomatoes in it, I'll probably love it.
 
   We have so few members who can stand watch that we're beginning to wear ourselves out. We always have two guards at the front of the property and two in back. We have 19 members who can reliably stand watch if you include Luke and Larson.
 
   We need at least four guards per shift and we need to work on other projects like looting, catwalks, towers, tunneling, gardening, preserving, laundry, water filtering, and getting our secret supplies to the proper places. 
 
   We're working from dawn 'til dusk, and there's always something extra that pops up like repairing the onion fence where Pao busted through. 
 
   I'm trying to stay busy and avoid thinking about how much I miss Mick. It's impossible. He's in my head all the time and I can't shake it. I don't know how Josie handles it. Maybe she has it easier because she and Chris have only been together for a short while. 
 
   Maybe she's stronger than me. If she has some sort of secret about how to handle this loneliness, I wish she'd share it with me.
 
   It's hot in here because of the warm weather and because Nana and Emma were canning most of the day. I'm tempted to take Mick's pillow and blanket to sleep inside the tunnel room. If folks wouldn't freak out because I'm not in the house tomorrow morning, I'd already be on my way there.
 
    
 
   Goodnight Mick. I love you and miss you terribly.
 
    
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday May 4
 
   The first thing on my mind when I woke this morning was Mick and the fact that it's only 28 more days 'til I see him again. 
 
   I crawled out of bed and thought of him while I dressed. My back's feeling better but I'm still a little sore. I abandoned the cane.
 
   I took care of nature and came inside to talk with Nana and Valerie as they mixed up muffin batter for breakfast. 
 
   That's when I saw it. 
 
   The belt from Deuce's robe was laying on the floor, halfway under the recliner. I almost jumped through the ceiling thinking it was a snake, just for a split second, but that was enough to make my skin crawl. Then, I began thinking about the outhouse, and the tunnel, and the big room where I'd sat in the dark.
 
   I can't believe I walked right in that dark tunnel and sat down to have a snack without checking all the way around. O M G, a snake could have fallen on my head from the ceiling above. Shudder! I'm praying there's such a thing as snake repellant and I'm praying that someone here says “Oh yeah, we have that.”
 
   Anyway, I need to move on to something else and give the chill bumps on my arms a chance to recede.
 
   I had a talk with Merry this morning. She doesn't seem to be bothered at all that Soo is gone. She misses him, of course, but she's still grieving over the loss of her mother. 
 
   I felt so bad for her. She' such a tiny thing and looks so sad. I told her that I promised her dad to take good care of her. I also told her that her mom wasn't “really” gone and she was probably watching from heaven right now. 
 
   I asked that she think of her mother in a truly happy place with no fake military, HDI's, hunger, or pain. I told her what a strong woman her mother was, and that I'm sure she'll grow up to be a strong woman herself. 
 
   I shared a secret that I'd heard from Marisa. If the new baby is a girl, she'll be named Selene Hisa Black. I'm not sure if I've ever mentioned Jason's last name, but now you know that his name is Jason Black, just like the color.
 
   Between you and me, if it's a boy they plan to name him Caleb Luther Black after Caleb and Mr. Hobbs. I hope Elaine and Jesse won't mind.
 
   Merry accepted several hugs and then wiped her eyes and climbed out of the recliner where she'd been sitting curled up next to me. She was heading down the hallway when she suddenly stopped and turned around. She asked if she could call me “Grandma” with Amber and Michael, and of course, I said yes. God, bless that child.
 
   Dane and Jason are working on the supports for the walls in the second tunnel room. They're moving slow and checking everything twice so as not to make any mistakes.
 
   Kevin and Rona are at TSC taking apart more shelves. They plan to drop off half the load at Beggar Cave before returning home with the rest.
 
   Elaine promised to teach me to make yeast rolls for lunch today. I wanna serve them with honey butter to go with the pasta salad we're having for lunch. I have no idea what's in the pasta salad other than pasta and English peas. I suppose I'll get a lesson on that as well.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Rona and Kevin brought home a man. He seems like a nice man, and they know him. His name is Kenny and he's twenty-two years old. He was a student at Georgia University and was trying to make it home to Moulton, Alabama. 
 
   They met him when they were looking for Luke and Larson. He was a member of a small group of survivors near Anniston, Alabama. There were 13 members in the group and they were living off things they could hunt and scavenge.
 
   Kenny met up with a woman from his hometown when he was staying with the group. She told him that their hometown had been wiped out by massive numbers of HDI's. He decided to stay with her group for the winter and continue heading home once the weather got warm. When he felt the time was right, he left the group.
 
   He made it as far as our little town when the threat of fake military and HDI's forced him to take refuge on the top floor of a grocery store. He saw everything that happened when Mick and Dane were captured. 
 
   He watched as HDI's were called by some unknown force to the rock quarry. 
 
   He watched when Chris' strike team came to town to scout out the area and rescue Mick and Dane. 
 
   He stayed in his little office sanctuary and ate food he looted from the store while the HDI's were in town. He said he had plenty of food and water because no one was looting in town while the HDI's were there. He had lots of time to haul non-perishable supplies up the stairs and into the office.
 
   When the HDI's began heading to the rock quarry and the real military took control of the fake military camp, looters began appearing in town. There were good looters, and not so good looters. 
 
   Kenny had to climb out the second story window and onto the roof to escape a rough group of folks who was looting the store from top to bottom. He was able to grab his well-prepared bug out bag and sneak out of town.
 
   He was on the outskirts of town when night fell and decided to make camp inside TSC. Rona almost blew his head off before she realized he wasn't an HDI, nor was he fake military. He'd grown a beard since he last saw Rona and Kevin, and it took a moment for them to recognize him. 
 
   He's the only person we've come across who's actually says they've gained weight since the world collapsed.
 
   Kevin and Rona are driving him 15 miles to Moulton now. I don't expect him to find his family, so he'll probably return with Kevin and Rona. Will he stay at Kapper Hill? I hope so. We can use the extra hands and eyes.
 
   Anyway, he helped Rona and Kevin take apart shelving inside TSC and load it on the truck. Kevin says that he and Rona unloaded half of it in the basement while Kenny was washing up and getting drilled with questions from the girls. They closed the door to the truck and headed out to take Kenny home and unload the remaining shelves at Beggar Cave on their way back.
 
   I asked Pop about snake repellant and he says they mixed cinnamon and lime to spread around the area. They put the mixture in one of those large sugar shakers and went all the way around the perimeter. I plan to mix up a good sized batch and pour it around the entrance to the tunnels as well as the base of the walls. Then, I'll climb to the top of the hill and spread what's left on the ground over the tunnel. I'm hoping this works. 
 
   This is Alabama. We have rattlesnakes, copper heads, and water moccasins just to name a few. We also have “black racers” and rat snakes.” I hate all snakes. I might like snake stew but, if they're hissing, slithering (shudder) and sticking out that forked tongue, I wanna kill 'em. I can't help it. 
 
   Dane and Jason stopped working on the tunnel room and they're now working to finish the floors in the remaining towers. The teens loaded the finished towers with ammo and supplies. Each tower has its own blue barrel of filtered water and several days of emergency food just in case one of the folks on watch has to lock him/herself inside and wait it out.
 
   Those towers are blazing hot already. The sandbags help quite a bit, but I spent about 10 minutes inside before I started sweating like crazy. I may request to Dane that all my shifts be at night because I'm a wuss and can't stand the heat.
 
   I believe we're having bean burgers for supper and I'm supposed to be on supper duty, so I'm heading out to make bean burger patties.
 
   See ya later!
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Kevin and Rona weren't back for supper and we were worried.
 
   We ate in silence, listening for the sound of the delivery truck coming down the road and up the driveway. I almost willed myself into believing I actually heard it once or twice, but I was wrong.
 
   When supper was done and the kitchen cleaned, we went out to the front porch to wait. 
 
   Luke and Larson along with Jesse, Deuce, Jason, Carisa, Rebecca, Jeremy, Valerie, and Elaine formed a bucket brigade from the well to the empty barrels beside the house. We've been filtering the water from the barrels and pouring it into the big white water tanks. 
 
   I was irritated because they were loud and I couldn't hear well enough to satisfy myself that no sounds were coming down the road to reach the hillside. Finally, the last barrel was filled and I could focus my ears on the road again. Several minutes later I heard a very strange sound. I thought it sounded like metal scraping on the road. Pop agreed. 
 
   The sound got louder and louder until the delivery truck came into view from the right side woods. It was moving slow. One side of the trailer had a huge, 12” wide slice stripped from the front to the back and it was dragging the ground. Little sparks were flying. 
 
   Along with everyone there, my heart dropped to my stomach. 
 
   The truck turned into the driveway and waited at the gate. I heard a voice yell from the driver’s side and saw Jason run to the gate and unlock it so the truck could enter. It came slowly up the driveway and we all rushed toward it.
 
   Rona was driving and Kenny was in the passenger seat. Kevin way lying across Kenny's lap and his legs were on Rona's lap. The front of his shirt was covered in blood and the original color of his shirt was indistinguishable. Kenny and Ian carried him to Clinic Diane and left him in the hands of Velma “Battle-axe” Dodson. 
 
   Rona jumped out of the truck and I noticed blood running down the side of her head, past her ear, and down her neck. She was hopping on one foot, trying to get to the clinic to be with Kevin. Dane scooped her up in his arms and headed to the clinic. Nana almost beat him there and I wasn't far behind. 
 
   Luke and Larson stood outside the door with me while Velma worked on Kevin and Rona. The three of us ended up in lawn chairs, waiting for news. It seemed like it was taking forever.
 
   Finally, I could no longer handle the waiting. I barged into the clinic just in time to see Velma pull a bullet from the area near Kevin's collar bone. She cleaned the area and stitched it up quickly. Then, she gave him a shot and turned him over to remove another bullet from his left lower back.
 
   I saw Rona lying on an extra bunk and Nana was standing beside her, holding her hand. I went to check on them both. Rona was out cold and I screamed at Velma to let her know. 
 
   I sent Nana out to be with Luke and Larson. She's not good with the screaming stuff, and I could see she was already frazzled. I knew I had to get her out of there, and caring for the boys made a good excuse. She went outside to be with them and closed the door behind her.
 
   I talked to Rona, shook her a little, and continued to try and wake her as Velma hooked up an IV, removed the bullet from Kevin's back, and stitched him up. She'd already given him something for the pain but he screamed at the top of his lungs while she was digging around in there. He screamed again while she was sewing him up. Then, she gave him another syringe full of something and told him to try and rest. He was breathing fast but I saw his body slowly relax as the medication took effect.
 
   Velma turned her attention to Rona who was finally regaining consciousness, probably from the ear-splitting sounds of Kevin's screams. 
 
   Luke and Larson opened the door. They leaned against the door frame and their eyes were begging to be allowed inside. I motioned them in before Velma could say a word. They saw that their mother was awake and sitting up, so they walked to the bedside of their Father. 
 
   They stood there for several seconds before Larson turned to Velma and asked if his father was going to live. Velma told him the truth. She said that the odds were in his favor, but she could guarantee nothing. Larson nodded and turned back to grab his father’s hand.
 
   He touched it gently at first, and then he wrapped all four fingers around Kevin's hand and squeezed. He put his arm around Luke's shoulders. Luke sniffed and stood up straight before he turned and walked toward his mother. 
 
   Rona had tears running down her face and she couldn't say a word because of the emotion she was feeling. Both boys laid their heads on her thighs and she stroked their hair for a minute or two before Velma gently asked them to move aside so she could care for their mother.
 
   The boys went outside to sit in the lawn chairs and wait. Velma asked me to leave, but Rona wouldn't let Velma touch her unless I was there. I took a seat on the end of the bunk. Rona talked while Velma cleaned and stitched a huge gash on her head, wrapped her bruised ribs, and wrapped her fractured ankle in five or six plaster bandages. Rona didn't scream. Her injection of divine concoction worked well.
 
   She told me what happened.
 
    
 
   Kevin was driving when they approached a small roadblock on the 
 
   edge of town. Kevin and Rona were leery of continuing on to the roadblock and were contemplating their next move when Kenny pointed out a man beside a white panel van and said he knew him. 
 
   He assured Kevin and Rona they'd be safe and could drop him at the roadblock because he was sure that “Bennett” could take him home. 
 
   Still leery, Kevin slowly approached and stopped 25 feet from the roadblock, beside the driveway of an apartment building so he could use it to turn around and head back. He told Kenny to walk from there.
 
   Kenny climbed out of the truck, grabbed his bag, said thanks to Rona and Kevin, and headed toward the roadblock. Rona saw him raise his arm, wave, and yell “Yo, Bennett. It's me, Kenny Armstrong. Can you gimme a ride?”
 
   Bennett stood perfectly still and didn't say a word. As Kenny got closer, he noticed the barrel of a long gun sticking out from behind the van, and it was pointed directly at Bennett. 
 
   Kenny stopped in his tracks, turned, and began running back toward Rona and Kevin in the delivery truck. He was waving his arms in a way that Kevin interpreted as “get the hell outa here.” Kevin quickly backed into the driveway and slammed it in drive as Kenny jumped in the door and landed on Rona's lap. 
 
   Several men dressed in military uniforms came from the back of the van and began shooting as they ran toward Kenny, Kevin, and Rona. 
 
   A bullet flew through the window and hit Kevin in the upper chest near his collar bone. He pulled the truck out of the driveway and headed away from the roadblock, gritting his teeth and trying to get away from there. Kenny was sitting between Rona and Kevin when the white van pulled up beside them.
 
   Kevin jerked hard to the left, causing Kenny's head to hit Rona's head and slamming it into the passenger side window, hard.
 
    She must have hit a weak spot because the glass shattered and blood was pouring down her face from a cut on her head. The white van came back around and took the same turn Kevin had taken. He floored the gas pedal as Rona vomited in the floorboard. She sat back up, pulled her pistol, and stuck her hand out the door to shoot at the white van.
 
   Kevin was driving 60 miles an hour down a winding residential street when he started getting dizzy. He slammed on the brakes and Kenny hit the windshield because he had no seat belt. He was knocked out cold and Kevin was slumped in the driver’s seat, saying he was just about to pass out himself.
 
   Rona jumped out and pulled Kenny's unconscious body into the passenger seat. She screamed at Kevin to come around and climb on top of Kenny.
 
   As Kevin was about to climb inside, the white van caught up and Kevin was shot in the lower back. He managed to crawl inside the truck and slam the door as Rona was running around the front to get to the driver’s side. She turned her ankle and fell just in time for a bullet to miss her head. The white van was almost upon them. 
 
   Rona got up and ran. The adrenaline kept her from feeling any pain. She climbed in the driver’s side, slammed her foot down on the gas pedal, and the chase was on.
 
   Kenny woke while she was swerving, and turning, and taking random shots out the driver’s side window whenever the white van pulled up alongside. As soon as she shot, the van would slow and pull back in behind the delivery truck.
 
   She looked ahead and saw her chance.
 
   Just ahead was a big rig parked a little ways into the street. She waited 'til the white van was on her rear and drove the truck down the left side of the road toward the parked big rig. She jerked the wheel just in time to avoid hitting the big rig smack in the rear, but she wasn't in time to keep from catching the delivery truck's trailer on the rear corner of the big rig's trailer. 
 
   She heard and felt the slice of metal being ripped from the side of the delivery truck. Then, she saw the white van slam head on into the rear of the truck and she screamed “Go to Hell” back towards the smoking van. 
 
   She didn't stop to breathe a sigh of relief. She didn't stop when Kevin began screaming. She didn't stop when Kenny begged her to stop. She kept right on going. She was heading back to Kapper Hill as fast as she could. When she came near the pull-off, the truck blew a tire and she had to slow down, but she didn't stop. 
 
   She never breathed her sigh of relief. She didn't even realize that she'd landed on her rifle and bruised her ribs when she fell and fractured her ankle.
 
   Kevin and Rona are under the care of Velma tonight. 
 
   Luke and Larson are sleeping near the clinic in a tent so they can be near their parents.
 
   I'm headed to bed with Benadryl on board. I pray that no one followed Rona home.
 
   Goodnight Mick, Lots of crap happened to Rona this afternoon. I wish you were here so I could tell you all about it and you could pull me into your arms for comfort. I love you and miss you more than anything.
 
   Bye for now.
 
   Monday, May 5
 
   Oh, sweet nectar of the fake gods. That wily young man, Kenny, was smoking a menthol cigarette outside the clinic when I went to check on Rona and Kevin this morning.
 
   Darling Kenny just happened to have a few extra sticks of delicious death and offered one. I took it and he lit it. It was indescribable, and I was sad when I pulled the last draw and was left with only the filter in my hand.
 
   Laughter, hollerin', and cussin' began coming from the Clinic. I rushed in and saw more of Kevin than I needed to see. Rona burst out in a fit of laughter because of the look on my face. 
 
   Velma was “bathing” Kevin and he wasn't enjoying it at all.
 
   I turned to go back out the door but Rona asked me to come in and stay. I went to her bunk and stood with my back to Kevin as he was scrubbed 'til his skin was pink.
 
   From the action Kevin was getting, I assumed he was gonna live. I asked Velma, just to make sure, and she said he would be fine unless he kept running his mouth. I told her she should've given him the divine concoction before his bath. She growled and continued doin' what she was doin'. Kevin toned down his hissy fit, probably because I was there.
 
   The first thing Rona said when I stepped up beside her bunk was “you've been smokin.” Well, duh, I already knew that, and the look on my face told her I didn't wanna discuss it. She left the subject and went on to another.
 
   She believes that Moulton has been overtaken and being used as a base for the fake military.
 
   She saw no HDI activity on the numerous streets she drove through and thinks the “fakers” have cleared the area. She saw no living person other than the fakers and Bennett, and she doubts that Bennett's still alive. 
 
   I stuck my head out the door and sent Luke to “run get Josie because she's needed here as soon as possible.”
 
   Kevin was clean as a whistle and dressed in appropriate attire when Josie knocked at the door. Velma went to the door, opened it, and walked away. Josie took that as “come on in.”
 
   She walked inside with a hand-held radio and closed the door behind her.
 
   Rona told her everything she'd told me and Josie listened, said thanks, and headed out the door toward the house and the radio building. I left Rona and Kevin to be tortured by Velma as I headed home. 
 
   I wonder what'll happen next. My spidey sense is tingling.
 
   Anyway, I have a ton of laundry waiting in the living room to be folded and placed in designated baskets for each person here. I need to get out there and get started.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:00 PM...
 
   Just popping in to say hi while I grab my gear to head out and check the quarry with Dane, Jeremy, Rebecca, and Jason.
 
   It's raining, so we plan to try out the new rain gear.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:40 PM...
 
   I may never leave this compound. I will never forget this day and the horror it brought. My heart is falling apart piece by piece and I've almost given up on putting it back together.
 
   There's nothing I can do to bring her back. I would give both arms just to bring her back. 
 
   My adopted son is in unspeakable pain and I can't comfort him. He won't see me. He won't see anyone. He's locked himself inside his little home and I can hear the occasional wail of pain coming from inside.
 
   I didn't want to leave the little wooden house, but it was still pouring rain, and the thunder and lightning arrived. Marisa and Carisa both begged me to head inside, so I did.
 
   I feel helpless, and hopeless.
 
   This afternoon, Dane, Jason, Jeremy, Rebecca and I hopped in the Jeep and headed to the quarry to find out how full it was and decide if it's time to call Chris' cluster bombs down on the horde.
 
   We drove through town on our way there and saw only a few HDI's on the streets. There were actually more HDI's roaming the neighborhoods and subdivisions. Most of them were headed toward the rock quarry, but there was a few ornery monsters who decided to grab at the jeep as we drove past. 
 
   We lost ourselves for a few minutes, laughing as we watched them grasp thin air and fall to the ground behind us. I wanted to scream “eat my dust!” but it was raining and my atypical, somewhat literal, brain said “there is no dust.”
 
   The mood was jovial as we pulled into a small parking lot on the west side of the quarry.
 
   Several HDI's walked to the edge of the quarry and kept going, disappearing into the depths. It reminded me of Wiley Coyote when he runs off the edge of a cliff and lingers in midair for moment before plunging to the bottom. 
 
   I'm not even sure the HDI's identified us as delicious living flesh. They had their sites on the quarry.
 
   We all got out of the jeep and struggled to rearrange our rain gear before walking to the edge. We decided to stay close together in case ornery HDI's were near.
 
   When we stood about 10 feet from the edge and looked down into the man-made bowl, we were amazed. We were all entertained watching the HDI's try to melt into the rock walls.
 
   I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and then saw Jason trying to stay on his feet and push back as a “wild person” pushed him closer to the edge of the quarry.
 
   My brain immediately assumed that this was one of the “very rare” mutations Chris had told us about. To me, he looked like a “wild person.”
 
   It was a young man and he was covered from head to toe with stripes of brown and black mud. His bright blue eyes shone from his face like beacons. The contrast was startling. 
 
   He was wearing green and gray clothing which had been purposely ripped into long fringe, and the pockets of his pants bulged with, what I assume, was rocks. There were twigs and leaves in his thick, curly hair. Sounds were coming from his mouth but only a few were actual words that sounded human. I caught the words “how” and “you” in the midst of his gibberish. Hearing that language convinced me that we were dealing with the mutation.
 
   He used his legs and feet to push against the ground as he leaned and walked forward with his straight arms locked in place and his hands flat against Jason's back
 
   I was screaming at Jason to fall on the ground so the wild person would lose his forward momentum and, hopefully, fall into the quarry. No one heard me. My voice was drowned out by the rain and the strange animal-like calls coming from the trees.
 
   Dane raised his pistol to shoot as the rest of us were being pelted with gravel and small rocks thrown toward us by the beings in the trees. 
 
   
  
 

A large piece of gravel hit above my eyebrow, and I watched Jason go over the edge before blood filled my eye. I wiped the blood away with my shirt tail and began running toward the edge of the quarry where I'd seen Jason go over.
 
   I heard Dane shoot, and figured the wild person was now dead.
 
   Dane and Jeremy were shooting into the trees when I steeled myself and looked over the edge. 
 
   I sighed with relief. 
 
   Jason had caught himself by the tips of his fingers on a small ledge about two feet below. He was hanging there, and the sharp rock sliced into his fingers causing blood to run down his wrist. I screamed for him to hold on while I went to get Dane and Jeremy who were still shooting into the trees.
 
   Jason screamed that he couldn't hold on any longer. My blood ran cold and I felt the color drain from my face. My brain went into overdrive.
 
   I knew I wasn't strong enough to reach down and pull him up, so I sent a thank you up to Jesus for the raincoat and then yanked it over my head. I turned it upside down and put my legs through the arm holes
 
   I tossed the remaining “skirt” over the edge of the quarry toward Jason. Then, I sat on the ground and wrapped both arms and legs around a small tree about a foot from the edge. I hollered at Jason to climb the rain coat until he could get hold of the ground and pull himself up.
 
   As soon as I felt his full weight on the raincoat, my back began screaming. My idiot brain began counting “one Mississippi, two Mississippi” and made it to the count of nine before I felt the raincoat go slack and heard Jason breathing close to my neck.
 
   I untangled myself from the tree and the raincoat. I stood up the best I could. My back was still screaming out in pain but I ignored it as Jason ran and I walked back to toward the others.
 
   We were almost there, and I could see Dane and Jeremy shooting into the trees.
 
   Suddenly, we heard a woman scream and I instinctively jerked my head to the right. 
 
   About 20 feet away, a wild person had Rebecca by the feet and another had her arms. They were swinging her back and forth near the edge of the quarry and she was screaming to high heaven.
 
   In a matter of only a couple of seconds, I could see the terror in her beautiful, brown eyes. She knew we wouldn’t make it in time to save her. 
 
   I saw her body go limp and accept her fate. She lost her instinct to fight in those few seconds. I reached my hand out and screamed that I loved her. She looked toward me, and her eyes were calm and unafraid.
 
   Jason pulled his pistol to shoot but couldn't take aim because Jeremy had abandoned shooting into the trees and was running toward Rebecca. He was between Jason's pistol and the wild people holding her.
 
   Jeremy was within five feet when the wild people swung Rebecca over the pit and let go. She fell and, I swear, I heard her body hit the ground. It felt like my lungs collapsed.
 
   Jeremy screamed from the deepest pit of his soul and picked up one of the wild people. He launched the creature over the edge to its death. He turned to grab the second one and it was no longer there. It had disappeared into the trees. 
 
   He turned back to the pit and clawed at the edge. He was fighting himself not to jump in that pit with her and die alongside.
 
   I could no longer stand. I fell to the ground. 
 
   Rocks and pebbles continued to come from the trees and hit me all over my face and body. I didn’t care. I began sobbing and Jason knelt beside me and wrapped his arms around me. I looked for Jeremy over the top of Jason’s arm.
 
   Jeremy looked up, and I heard a low, deep growl come from inside him before it turned into a pain-filled scream. He purposely slammed his head into a tree trunk, and screamed again. He held his arms up to the sky and asked God “Why?” over, and over.
 
   Jason finally let go of me and I ran to the edge of the quarry in hopes that Jeremy had missed something and Rebecca had been able to catch herself on a ledge or vine. I lay on my stomach and crawled to the edge. I saw her body on the ground at the bottom. I knew it was her because I recognized her pink pants and yellow raincoat.
 
   Two HDI's rose from her body, and I thought I could see chunks of flesh missing from her neck. Rain washed the blood away as her HDI body rose from the ground and walked toward the horde to try and melt itself into the walls. I gave up when agony rocked me to the very core. 
 
   I couldn't stand and I couldn't move. Dane had to carry me back to the Jeep.
 
   He put me inside and went back for Jason and Jeremy. It wasn't long before Jason joined me. He said that Jeremy was standing near the edge of the quarry, watching Rebecca as she disappeared into the crowd. Dane was standing nearby, guarding him, as gravel and small rocks continued come from the trees.
 
   Thirty minutes went by before Dane and Jeremy climbed in the Jeep. We drove home in silence.
 
   Here I am. 
 
   Deuce is lying on my bed. I don't know if he's sleeping. He and Rebecca were somewhat close, but there was an eight year age gap between them and that makes a difference. Still, his heart is broken and he's suffering.
 
   I am furious at Chris. He told us not to worry about the wild people. He told us we probably would never see one. Now, they’ve taken someone precious from us.
 
   I haven't left the room since we got back. I can't go out there. I can't leave Deuce. I simply can't, and...
 
   O M G. Ian just sounded the danger alarm!
 
   This may be the last time you hear from me. I don't know if I can take anymore.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, May 6
 
   1:15 AM...
 
   Yep, it's the middle of the night. I need to write this out before I sleep.
 
   A couple of hours ago, Ian was sitting on the front porch and he saw and heard vehicle movement on the road. He knew that Dane and Pop were in the guard towers, but he hadn't heard a word from them and decided to sound the alarm to the house.
 
   Kenny and Ian headed down the sides of the hill to find out what was happening.
 
   We all went to our designated hiding spots to wait for word.
 
   I was standing in front of the living room window, looking through the peepholes, when the door opened. I almost jumped outa my skin before I heard Ian whispering “shhhh” in my direction. I felt my way through the furniture to stand beside him. He was looking at me through night vision goggles.
 
   He leaned in close and whispered that Rona, Kenny, and Kevin had probably been followed home because there was a line of eight vehicles on the road. They were driving slow and pulling into the field to park in a straight row facing the hillside.
 
   Then, he told me that Pop and Dane have hand-held radios and were making use of “click codes.” They were waiting on the top floors of the guard towers with the badazz guns for every vehicle to get situated. They both had night vision goggles.
 
   I opened my mouth to say something at the same time those badazz guns began firing. Ian had to pull me off the ceiling (not really, but you know what I mean). He was holding back laughter as the guns continued to roar. He told me to go to the basement and wait. 
 
   I really didn't like that. In fact, I didn't like it so much that I completely ignored him and took my spot back at the peepholes to watch the badazz guns take care of business.
 
   Pop and Dane blew those suckers outa the water. Those “Ma Deuce” guns are monster killers, but they eat .50 caliber bullets like jellybeans at Easter. I don't know if anyone escaped the deluge of bullets Pop and Dane sent their way but I do know that a lot of them didn't. 
 
   There are bodies all over the place and they're partially dressed in military uniforms as well as civilian clothes. Ian says they are probably a small branch of the fake military who are considered “expendable.” Body cleanup will begin when the sun comes out.
 
   I'm gonna lie down for a while and worry about the ones who got away.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Approximately one hour and seventeen minutes ago, a little red corvette went flying down the road so fast that you could almost blink and miss it. Two minutes later, a gold Ford truck flew down the road behind it. Pao saw the corvette but missed the truck when he bent down to grab his water bottle. Ian saw them both and I heard them both.
 
   I was in the clinic, visiting with Kevin and Rona when the vehicles passed. I hope and pray they keep going in the same direction they were headed at the same rate of speed.
 
   Rona is much better, and when I asked Kevin how he was feeling he said he was “bleh.” Velma has him in bed on strong pain medication. He has the handy dandy milk jug beside him and an IV still in his arm. Rona has a walking boot over her plaster bandages but Velma warns her not to walk on it. She said the boot was there simply to stabilize the foot and ankle. 
 
   Rona's getting around on crutches like she's been doing it all her life, and basically, she has. I can't tell you how many nights I spent as a kid, sleeping on hospital chairs while Rona was getting “checked out.” She was a rough and rowdy kid. When the boys pulled her pigtails, or called her four-eyes, she'd fill her knee socks with gravel and lay it on 'em.
 
   Men in beekeeper suits are cleaning up dead bodies across the road. We'll need to clean up all the trashed vehicles as well. Pop doesn't wanna drive the tractor over any of it. We don't have spare tractor tires.
 
   Pop and Emma are in the garden, harvesting tomatoes, while Nana teaches Valerie and Marisa how to can them. We also have cauliflower, carrots, zucchini, cabbage and a whole list of herbs for drying. Next month, the garden will explode and we'll spend hours every day canning and preserving.
 
   I haven't seen Jeremy today. He's locked in his little wooden house even though the temperature is almost eighty-seven degrees. I wanna take him to the dark tunnel room and show him the calmness there. Maybe he can let go and let loose with his grief. 
 
   Deuce has been in the meadow with the horses all day. He's having a harder time dealing with the loss of his sister than he did the loss of his parents. He's withdrawn, indifferent, and apathetic to everything going on around him. I don't know what to say to him that I haven't already said. Time will ease his pain and maybe I should just leave it alone and let it do its work.
 
   I miss Rebecca. I miss her soft smile and quiet giggle. I miss seeing her chase Amber and Michael around the yard. I miss seeing her eat like a little bird at meals. I can't imagine what Jeremy's feeling. I suppose the only thing I can do is be here if he needs me.
 
   Josie said she was able to get word to Chris about the fake military in Moulton but she hasn't heard back from him yet. She's been spending a lot of time in the radio building and says radio traffic and the frequency of “click codes” is increasing. The ones she's able to interpret mostly contain information on troop movement and basic surveillance of HDI activity
 
   Everyone here has their guard up and we're doubling guards at night. We fear that the small group last night was sent ahead to clear and scout for a larger group. We have no reason to believe that's true, but we fear it. 
 
   Pao and Tim are trying to get shelves up in the tunnel room so we can organize all the supplies and food we've taken inside. We haven't told Kenny about the tunnel yet. Ian's fears that Kenny may be some sort of spy or have some affiliation with the fake military. He says we should wait until Josie hears back from Chris before we say anything about our supplies and plans to Kenny. Rona assured him that we can trust Kenny, but Ian is ex-military and he trusts no one. I like that about him.
 
   Marisa looks wonderful. She has the glow.
 
   I don't want her stepping a foot off this compound until the baby comes. Actually, I don't want her or Carisa stepping foot off this compound ever. 
 
   I'm still pondering the wild people who killed Rebecca. I can’t imagine what other mutations may be lurking out there, waiting to be discovered. 
 
   I can’t believe we haven’t seen these “wild people” before now. Jesse and Jeremy have been all over the countryside, looking for hay. I wonder if the group near the rock quarry are the only ones in the area. 
 
   I wondered aloud where they lived. Dane says they probably live in the trees. Jason thinks they live underground. I suppose we'll never know unless we go looking, and we don't plan to do that. Jeremy would tear each and every one of them from apart from limb to limb and I can't say I'd blame him. 
 
   Anyway, Josie notified home base about them. I have no idea what they plan to do.
 
   Well, I should get up and help with the tomato harvest. I think I’ve have a tomato sandwich while I’m out there
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:15 PM...
 
   I want you to come back and carry me home. Away from these long, lonely nights. I'm reaching for you. Are you feeling it too? Does the feeling feel oh, so right? ~ Air Supply
 
    
 
   I'm so lost without Mick. I can't comfort myself, much less anyone else. I'm aching for him and want to hear him whisper “I love you” right up close to my ear. Sigh...
 
   Everyone was busy after supper, trying to prepare the tunnel room while Kenny was visiting with Kevin in the clinic. Kevin's in on it and was asked to keep Kenny there as long as possible. He didn't like the idea, because he trusts Kenny, but he went along with it.
 
   So, we're keeping the tunnel information from Kenny, and we're keeping the cave and Pop's location from Josie, Velma, and Ian. 
 
   This is beginning to feel like we're a sneaky government of two or three parties playing games with the others. 
 
   I've almost had enough of watching my tongue and I'm tempted to blurt out everything to folks at breakfast in the morning, but I won't. I'll wait 'til I simply can't stand it anymore or someone gives in and decides it's time to reveal all to everyone on the compound.
 
   We've been missing something. We've seen no HDI's come from the hillside or down the road in the past two days. It almost feels creepy, like the abnormal isn't the norm anymore. 
 
   Dane plans to go into town with Jason and Tim tomorrow morning to check out the HDI status there. I made him pinky swear that he wouldn't go anywhere near the rock quarry and I was surprised that he agreed with me.
 
   Josie says there's still a lot of radio traffic and she was partially able to crack a little of the code from the fake military. Her biggest concern was the word “sprayed.” 
 
   She's following the rabbit down the hole and fears that the fake military is getting ready to “spray” areas with some sort of chemical or biological spray. She is two inches away from freaking out and she's sleeping in the radio building again. She sent a second message to Chris but still hasn't heard from him.
 
   Her paranoia is beginning to effect some of the younger folks, and everyone asked her to request gas masks and instructions.
 
   Is the dictator of the fake military ready to eliminate everyone in the country other than his own troops? Will this spray eliminate HDI's? What about animals? Does the dictator have this “spray” or does it belong to the real military? Can this really be happening or am I in the middle of one of those fabulous stories on TEOTWAWKI forums I used to read ten times a day? 
 
   My brain is fighting with me. One side says there's no possible way the dictator has had the time to gather all the supplies needed to conduct a nationwide “cleansing.” The other side is saying “maybe he's had this plan for years.” 
 
   I don't know whether to be afraid, or indifferent. The ONLY reasons I care at all is because of my family living here on this hill, expecting my protection. Without Mick, I almost don't give a hoot if I'm taken out by HDI's, fake military, Chinese, North Koreans, wild people, or some green fog.
 
   To put it short and sweet, I'm only here for my family. To hell with myself.
 
   I suppose you're tired of reading this drivel and self-pity, so I'm headed off to sleep in my lonely bed and await whatever tomorrow throws in my lap.
 
   Goodnight Mick, I'm all out of love, I'm so lost without you...
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, May 7
 
   I haven't mentioned Wilky Place in a while, so I need to update the information.
 
   The last time the big unit was here they finished the fence across the back of the property and down the right side. They didn't have concrete to set the fence posts, so they simply dug the trench deeper. 
 
   If I'm correct, the fence is over 8 feet tall. Brody wasn't satisfied with that so he used the Silverado and small flatbed to get several rolls of barbed wire from a TSC 30 miles away. He got enough to run three strands along the top of the fence, adding another 21 inches to the height.
 
   The trench is dug across the front and waiting for trailers. We haven't been able to turn loose and allow any of the men to head out for trailers with Brody. Serena refuses to allow him to go by himself.
 
   Since Tom, Sable, Daryl, and Montel left with the military, Brody and Serena are the only adults there. I'm feeling bad about it. I think I'll mention it to Dane, again. 
 
   The three children Ian and Rick rescued from the woods are gaining weight and coming back to life.
 
   They all enjoy running and playing with Amber and Michael. They look completely different than when they arrived. 
 
   We were able to provide them with a few sets of clothes from the haul Josie, Ian, and Rick brought back when they looted the clothing stores and Walmart.
 
   Hey, there's a thought! 
 
   If Dane, Jason, and Tim come home with good news from town, we may try to loot Walmart. Hopefully no one's beaten us to it. I’ll stay on the compound. I have no idea when I'll be ready to step foot outside the gate again. Maybe next week. Maybe never.
 
   Emma and I continued to can tomatoes this morning while Nana helped Elaine and Merry with breakfast. I've discovered that keeping Merry busy is a very good thing. If she has less free time, she doesn't become depressed and lethargic. 
 
   Using a huge pot for oatmeal along with a water bath canner on top of the gas stove was difficult. Nana finally said forget it and made a small pot of oatmeal for the kids and raspberry muffins in the oven for the adults. Everything worked out fine in the end, even though elbows got in the way more often than not.
 
   OMG! Carisa just ran in and said Mick's on the radio. See ya later!
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   The news is good. 
 
   First of all, Mick and Chris will be here with the unit in three days. I have no idea why they're coming here. 
 
   I'm walking on clouds because he's coming home. I plan to have everything ready for his first night back. I think he deserves a nice bath in the big ol' cast iron tub, compliments of yours truly. Don't you?
 
   I need to tell Nana to plan on venison burgers for that night. I don't know if the mess tent will be up but I want a family supper around our own table.
 
   Shawna and Lisa have the teens in the tunnel room, organizing supplies and probably practicing some of the martial arts skills they've learned.
 
   The second best news is that town is missing all the HDI's again. Dane says they saw a looter group down the street and he's sure the group saw him but neither group approached the other. 
 
   I told Dane to get looting crews to town as soon as possible.
 
    There are three groups gearing up and I have no idea who's going. I'm not going and neither is Josie and Marisa, because they're pregnant. Kevin and Rona are stuck on the compound as well. 
 
   I guess that the looting crews will be Ian, Pao, Tim, Kenny, Elaine, Dane, and Jason, I'll stand guard in one tower and Pop in another. I think Josie and Marisa will stand guard in the rear towers but I'm worried about them getting too hot. I plan to take a bucket of cool water and a hand towel to dip and wrap around my neck to keep myself as cool as possible. I plan to force Marisa and Josie to do the same. 
 
   Pop may give in and take a bucket and towel along with him. I asked if he wanted to switch places with Emma so we'd have an all-women guard shift but he declined and said he'd rather sit in a hot tower than make pickles. I'm almost with him there. I hate making pickles, but I hate the heat worse.
 
   I hear truck engines which is my signal to head to the guard tower and take over from Tim.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   Standing watch was absolutely miserable. 
 
   I was trying to figure out how to lose 10 lbs before Mick gets here, but I don't think I'll need to worry about it now. I sweated more than I have in the past 10 years. Anyway, I was glad when the looting crews came back through the gate and Kenny came to stand watch.
 
   The crews took a big rig with an enclosed trailer, the jeep with the goat trailer, and the Dodge truck. They came back with both trailers and the bed of the Dodge packed full.
 
   The list is too long to write out, but I'll tell you what types of stores they looted. 
 
   They looted Walmart and found a battery operated fork lift to take the supplies from the top shelves. Of course, the battery was dead.
 
    Half the men climbed the shelves and tied rope around large cases of supplies to lower to the floor. The others grabbed it and loaded the truck. 
 
   They got lots of canned food, paper goods, clothing, small appliances, camping gear, diapers, baby food, powdered baby formula, personal hygiene items, cookware, dishes, kitchen supplies, and a wide assortment of other things. They filled half the big rig trailer, the bed of the Dodge, and the rear of the Jeep with items from Walmart.
 
   The men were most excited about the 5,000 rounds of .22 ammo along with lower numbers of other calibers they found on the top shelves. The women were most excited about the canned food.
 
   Nothing was left in the pharmacy and Dane figures that the looter group he saw the other day has already been there. 
 
   The clothing section inside the store was full of goo covered clothes hanging nicely on their racks. 
 
   Pao says there's plenty of underwear and socks inside plastic bags covered with HDI goo, and he'd be happy to retrieve them if we wanted to wash the HDI goo off. My answer was “Heck, we'll use gloves and roll the bags inside out to purge the contents.” Yep, we want those goo covered underwear bags. Dane rolled his eyes and said he'd “see about it on the next run.”
 
   The food section was bare as was all the little candy stands and drink machines around the registers. The shoe section was also bare and the camping section looked like it had been spit polished (Jason's words, not mine).
 
   Thank goodness the other group didn't find a way to get all the stuff from the top shelves in the storage area. I wondered aloud if the other group might be “Times Nine Farm” that Tommy, LaShay, and Bill belong to. Remember them? They were rescued with Mick and Dane from the freight trailer?
 
   More about the loot haul...
 
   They looted several clothing stores and boutiques. Elaine says we have clothes for newborns and up. I was thankful to hear that because Amber and Michael are growing out of their clothes. There's no way they'll be able to wear the same winter clothes next year. I suppose Emma will fire up the sewing machine if she needs to. I've noticed her candle burning late at night. She's probably working on blankets and quilts for the military.
 
   They also looted the vitamin store and found it almost undisturbed. There's a load of vitamins and herbal goodies in the back seat of the Jeep. Elaine said they found a lot of flavored teas.
 
   The goat trailer's full of plumbing supplies, tools, and....
 
   CRAP!
 
   Josie just sounded the alarm through the kitchen window.
 
   Gotta run...
 
    
 
   11:45 PM...
 
   Josie's picking up radio traffic from Asian troops. She doesn't know if it's Chinese or North Korean, but it's getting clearer by the hour which means they're headed our way. She's sending click codes amazingly fast and someone's answering her. We should know the exact location of the enemy by tomorrow morning if she deciphered the click codes correctly.
 
   We'll be spending the entire night loading up food and supplies to take to the tunnel room. It's time to tell Kenny about the tunnel room because we need his help.
 
   I'm scared and confused. I don't know what to do other than get as much as we can hidden in that tunnel room and send more to Beggar cave if we can determine whether or not it's safe to go that way.
 
   The teens are leading the goats to the second tunnel room. I don't care that the supports aren't finished. We need those goats. We need that milk. I don't want any of those darling milk machines to get eaten by the Chinese or North Koreans. Oh, my God, I don't know what to do next.
 
   I beat on the door of Jeremy's house until he opened it and let me in. I told him what was happening, and he was gearing up before I finished explaining everything. He's in the thick of it right now, using the hand truck to haul blue water barrels to the tunnel room.
 
   Holy Smokes, I just realized that someone needs to run to Clinic Diane and tell Velma to start packing up all the medications and supplies. Surely Luke and Larson have been there to tell their parents what's going on, but I plan to check anyway. We're all in a frenzy.
 
   Oh Geez! We need to get all the ammo and supplies from the guard towers. Should we do that? Should we keep guards posted? Forget it. I'm leaving that up to Dane, but what if someone is captured from a guard tower and tortured 'til they talk about the tunnel rooms? This feels like a double-edged sword and we're about to fall on it.
 
   This is a bad dream, right?
 
   The loot from today is still on the trucks. It needs to go straight to the cave and be left there. It's six miles out in the boonies but we need to get it there as soon as possible.
 
   I plan to ask Dane and Ian to scout on foot, or by horse, the path to Beggar Cave. That means we'll have to actually tell Ian about it. Oh Lord, please don't let him take it the wrong way! Can they make it that far and back before the enemy arrives? Should they use the BMW? It's really quiet.
 
   The cruel, inhuman side of me wishes we had HDI pits with hungry HDI's all over the field, waiting to be fed the bodies of our enemies. How could I even think that? Someone needs to slap me hard and fast.
 
   Oh, heck, I don't know!
 
   I need to stop trying to make all the decisions myself.
 
   I need to get out of here and walk into my nightmare.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, May 8
 
                 I fell asleep with my head on the kitchen table about 3:30 this morning. I was awakened by Josie yelling through the kitchen window about 5:00 this morning.
 
   It startled me so bad that I fell out of my chair and hit the floor. It took a moment for me to realize where I was and why I was there. I jumped up and ran straight to the window to find out what was happening.
 
   North Koreans are 25 miles northeast of us and they're heading southwest. The North Korean group numbers approximately 2,000 men not including officers and high ranking officials. 
 
   At this time, they're camped and not moving, but that could change at any moment. 
 
   Josie will receive click codes if the North Korean's begin to break camp and move. They have vehicles, large and small. That means they could possibly arrive here within 40 to 45 minutes of leaving camp if they follow the speed limit signs (snort). 
 
   Josie calls them “NK’s,” so that’s what I’ll call them.
 
   We are warned to expect scouts in the area by this afternoon and most definitely, tonight. We may see them, and we may not. My guess is that we won't see them at all but they'll see us. They'll see our fence, and our guard towers, and the fence around the onion field. Oh, I have no doubt, we'll be discovered.
 
   Will the scouts be in vehicles, or on foot? We don't know, but Josie and Ian say they could be utilizing both methods. We have no idea how many scouts will be roving the area, looking for enemies.
 
   This means that we need to have everything inside the tunnel rooms, including ourselves, as fast as we can and pray that the scouts are not already here, which Josie says is possible. 
 
   We don't want them to see us moving supplies to the tunnels but we have to take the chance and move everything we can before lunch.
 
   TWO FREAKIN' THOUSAND NK'S! We're in big time danger.
 
   Josie's sending out click codes for more information as fast as her clicker can click. She's also sending out codes to her contact with Chris. We'll have the radios inside the tunnel, but we haven't tested them yet for a signal. I pray they work and I pray we can tape one to Josie's ear to keep the volume way down.
 
   I'm freaking out that her transmissions are being picked up by the NK's, even though she's using unusual channels to send them.
 
   Ian was ticked off when he found out about the cave, but he said he didn't have time to talk about it and he'd discuss it with us later if we live through this.
 
   A thought occurred to me and I asked Ian if the NK's might check the entire hillside with metal detectors, looking for buried bombs or mines. He said he doubts it, but anything's possible. He also said that, if they use metal detectors, he'd expect them to check the front of the hillside and around the buildings instead of the overgrown area where the tunnel enters the hillside.
 
   There's about 25 metal shelves with a whole bunch of ammo down there. If the NK's use metal detectors, I pray their batteries are dead. I pray that the shelving and ammo is too deep in the ground for any metal detector to pick up a signal. I have no metal detector experience and neither does anyone here. Can't you tell?
 
   The goats are already inside the second tunnel room and I've sent Deuce, Luke, and Larson to gather the chickens and take them there. They'll get along fine with the goats.
 
   The horses, pigs, and cattle will remain outside. There's not enough room for them all inside that second tunnel room, and if they started fighting they could ram into the walls and possibly weaken them enough to collapse. I'm pretty sure a squealing, neighing, baaing, mooing, clucking animal fight could easily be heard from the surface. We have no choice but to leave the larger animals outside.
 
   The decision to stay in the tunnel room or head for Beggar cave was debated over breakfast. We all agreed that it would be safer to stay in the tunnel room because the cave is also in the line of expected movement and, well, you can't hide a cave as big as that one unless you weave plants into ropes and grow some sort of covering to blend the entire entrance into the mountainside. The entrance is pretty well hidden by all the greenery, brush, and trees that have grown tall over the years, but someone with military instinct and eyes trained to scout will find the cave, especially now that our vehicles have traveled there and flattened the grass. 
 
   We simply cannot defend the cave entrance against 2,000 troops. We could take along two of the “Ma Deuce” badazz guns but we don't have time to remove them and take them to the cave. Ian doesn't believe we have 2000 rounds of ammo left for them, anyway. The cave will serve better as a place to shelter in case Kapper Hill is destroyed.
 
   Our best chance of survival is to hide.
 
   We have three weeks of food and water inside the tunnel room. We have guns and ammo as well as knives and grenades. 
 
   We have blankets and quilts to sleep on. 
 
   We can build a fire for cooking because there are ventilation holes. We will use hardwood for the least amount of smoke possible.
 
   We can also use the propane grill since the cave is ventilated. How will we disguise the smell of fire and food cooking? I don't know the answer to that. We can only pray that the troops search the compound and leave instead of camping out. Surely they won't camp only 25 miles from their previous location. Surely they'd want to travel farther than that. Oh Lord, please let their goal be 100 miles or more from here.
 
   Ian is outside the compound. He's wearing some kind of super wham-a-dine camo suit he made himself from vines, leaves, and twigs. He called it a “Ghillie suit.” I don't know where he is, but I do know that he's scouting for scouts.
 
   I don't know what to do, but I feel I'm wasting valuable time on this stupid computer.
 
   See ya later. 
 
    
 
   1:00 PM...
 
   Josie has received word that the North Korean's are breaking camp and preparing to move.
 
   This will be my last entry before I head to the tunnel room. There's no generator there. It would make too much noise.
 
   I killed a person. A real, living, bad person. 
 
   He had my pregnant daughter by the hair and was trying to pull her up and over the log fence. He didn't look Asian, but he did speak an Asian language. I wouldn't know the difference between Chinese and North Korean if it was pounded in my head by the world's number one brain-washing machine. I intend to get those little language books from the library, if we live. 
 
   Right now, I'm numb. 
 
   I came in here to write out what happened before I head to the tunnel. Most everyone is already there. 
 
   Dane's in the living room waiting for me to finish writing, and Velma has Kenny's aid in packing up the last of the supplies from the clinic. Josie and Ian are finishing up with the radio building and packing their last load to take to the tunnel room. 
 
   I feel the need to write this down in case I'm dead when Mick gets here. Maybe he'll find the computer and be able to read my last entry.
 
   We were all carrying supplies to the tunnels when Marisa decided she'd forgotten something from her house. I decided to go with her.
 
   All of us were wearing our guns and blades. We're so accustomed to having them on our bodies that we feel naked without them.
 
   Marisa and I were on the second floor in the kid’s bedroom when I noticed a lone chicken wandering in the meadow near the fence. The top floor windows aren't boarded, so I could clearly see the little hen. 
 
   Marisa agreed to run out there and grab it while I finished packing toys and games to keep Amber and Michael occupied while we're stuck inside the tunnel room. The golf cart was beside the log fence and the chicken was jumping around, inside, and on top of it.
 
   Suddenly, I heard her scream, and it was the scream of my child in fear for her life. I felt my blood boiling and bubbling in my veins as I ran down the steps and out the back door.
 
   By the time I arrived, a tall, blonde man had Marisa on top of the golf cart and was trying to climb over the fence, pulling her by her hair. She was fighting like a crazy woman. 
 
   She has hair down to her waist and usually wears it in a low ponytail. The man had a tight grip on that ponytail and he had one leg over the top of the fence as Marisa struggled and caused him to move carefully to avoid losing his balance.
 
   Then, I realized I'd left Marley on Amber's bed when I heard my child scream. I pulled my Glock, fired toward his head, and missed. I needed to get closer. 
 
   As I ran toward them, I noticed Marisa's belt with her holster, Glock, and knife lying on the ground beside the golf cart. I saw the frazzled edge where the belt had been cut from her waist.
 
   Marisa had her hands over her head and was clawing at his hands while he continued to pull her closer to the top of the fence. 
 
   I screamed at him to let her go or I'd blow his brains out. He screamed something in a foreign language back at me. 
 
   He continued to try and pull Marisa over the fence and he was succeeding a few inches at a time. Barbed wire was cutting into her skin and I saw a trickle of blood run down her upper arm and disappear inside her shirt.
 
   I was finally close enough to be confident I could blow his brains out. I raised the Glock as he pulled his neck down to his body like a turtle pulls its head into the shell. It didn't matter, because the Glock jammed.
 
   I felt something primal rise inside me and pulled the K-bar knife off my belt. I knew right then and there he was NOT going to pull my child over that fence.
 
   I ran to the golf cart and stood on the edge of the floorboard and jammed the knife into his calf twice. 
 
   He let go of Marisa and she slid to the ground. 
 
   He lost his balance and fell to the ground beside the golf cart, grabbing his calf as he fell. He landed hard on the ground, screaming in pain. 
 
   I don't know what Marisa was doing when I threw myself upon him. I stabbed him in the heart, the belly, and the face. I twisted the knife in his gut like I'd seen on TV shows. I stabbed his arms and his neck until he was unconscious and obviously dead, but I didn't stop. 
 
   I stabbed him through both eye sockets and began to cut his head from his neck. Marisa had to physically pull me off him by grabbing my ankles and dragging me backwards. 
 
   It took several seconds before I realized where I was and what I'd done, and I didn't care. I stood and looked at Marisa to make sure she was okay. She said she's never seen true rage until she looked in my eyes.
 
   I can't remember every move I made or how many times I stabbed the man. I can barely remember stabbing him in the calf, hoping that he'd let go of my precious child.
 
   I lifted Marisa's shirt and checked her for wounds. I lifted her pants legs and did the same. She has several cuts from the barbed wire woven into the log fence but, other than that, she's fine.
 
   She had to help me back to my house like a boy scout helps a little old lady crossing the street, encouraging me with every step.
 
   When we reached the back porch, I noticed that I was covered in his blood from head to toe. 
 
   I didn't care who was watching. I removed every piece of clothing I was wearing and flung it to the ground. I asked Marisa for the bucket of water from the kitchen and she brought it out to the porch. I poured  cold water over my head and it ran down my body. 
 
   She dipped another bucket of water from the blue barrel beside the porch and carefully washed the man's blood from my hair with a bar of soap. 
 
   She used a wash cloth and began washing my face. I took the cloth from her hand and washed my entire body using close to half a bar of soap before I was satisfied. Marisa wanted to run back to the house to retrieve Marley but I was afraid to let her go. I was afraid there might be another man out there, waiting for her.
 
   When I was clean, I looked up and saw Marisa standing on the porch with a set of clean clothes. I got dressed and then held her in the tightest hug possible. I asked her if she was really okay about ten times and then sent her to the tunnel. 
 
   Dane was walking from the outhouse and saw us on the porch. We told him what happened and he said the man was probably working with the NK's as a scout, and that Marisa and I were lucky to be alive I asked him to stay on the porch while I came in to write on this stupid computer and get it packed up to take with me to the tunnel room.
 
   The man's death isn't bothering me a bit, and that scares me more than anything. I'm ready to head to the tunnel now.
 
    
 
   Mick, 
 
   If you're reading this, I'm probably dead or captured by North Koreans. 
 
   Please know that you are the most sensitive, loving, tender and truly good man I've ever known. The way you touch me both physically and emotionally compares to no one else in my past.
 
   Your strength and unselfish ability to commit to doing the right thing amazes me. 
 
   I've never felt as loved as I do when you look into my eyes. I want to thank you for making me the happiest woman in the world and making my life glorious and happy.
 
   Continue to love our children as you always have. Protect them from the evil that threatens every moment of their lives in this horrible, unfair world. Hold them when they need holding. Advise them when they need advice. Encourage them when they need encouragement. Love them always.
 
   Love our grandchildren and build a safe and happy place for them to raise children and grandchildren of their own and know how precious they were to me.
 
   I'm not saying goodbye Mick. I'll see you later in heaven.
 
   You are my one true love and I'll be with you with every step you take if the good Lord permits, and I'm sure he won't deny such a request because he is merciful and giving.
 
   See ya later baby. Big Smooch,  
 
   Robin
 
   Sunday, May 11
 
   Three days later...
 
   We're finally out of the tunnel. We were rescued by a very sexy man in a military uniform. His name is Mick Kapper. I was pretty sure our tunnel room had left earth and arrived in heaven.
 
   Anyway, we spent three days in that tunnel room. The only time I enjoyed it was at night when all the candles and lanterns were out and everyone was asleep.
 
   I had finished writing and packing up my computer when Dane and I heard trucks from a distance. We scurried as fast as we could toward the tunnel and jumped inside. Dane lowered the door and checked around the edges to make sure they were covered and none of the leaves or debris camouflage had become stuck in the door causing a seam to appear on the outside.
 
   We walked to the tunnel room and announced that the North Koreans had arrived. I heard several gasps but other than that, there was nothing but silence.
 
   Several minutes went by before the goats began calling for their afternoon feeding. 
 
   We panicked, and ran in there to give it to them as fast as we could. They ate, pooped, and lay down for their afternoon nap. We spent an hour sweeping up goat berries from the floor and pouring them into plastic bags. Goats poop more than I thought, and I've had goats for nine years. I swear, they're poop machines.
 
   Anyway, the humor of the goat poop cleanup somewhat relaxed the crowd and we began to talk in low voices and whispers.
 
   Marisa chose a spot for Amber and Michael to sit and play.
 
   They entertained themselves until their tummies began calling for supper. We still hadn't heard a sound from outside and decided to heat a large pot of hamburger soup for supper. We used the propane grill and it took an hour for the soup to fully heat up.
 
   Jason was standing watch at the tunnel door and told us he heard voices speaking Chinese “or something” outside. Now, Jason wouldn't know Chinese from Japanese or either one from North Korean himself, so he calls all Asian languages “Chinese.”
 
   The entire room went into silent mode immediately. We were afraid to continue eating in case our silverware dinged on the side of the bowl. Marisa carefully dipped out spoonfuls for Amber and Michael and fed them herself. Ten minutes later we were all dipping spoonfuls as quietly as possible and were able to finish supper.
 
   We dipped out a bucket of water from one of the horse troughs and washed the dishes as quietly as we could. It took twice as long as it usually does. I told everyone to use paper plates, bowls, and napkins as much as possible to reduce the numbers of dishes that needed washing in order to conserve our water.
 
   We unfolded quilts and blankets and laid them out so we'd be ready for bed as soon as dark came. We were afraid to keep the room lit after dark in case the light escaped through the ventilation ducts.
 
   Everyone was full, dishes were clean, pallets were made, the animals were taken care of, and dark came sooner than expected.
 
   We blew out the candles, turned off the lanterns, and were submerged in darkness. 
 
   Small noises came from people adjusting their pillows and blankets. It wasn't long before peaceful, even breathing sounds came from every direction. Mostly, the young folks slept well. The older folks tossed and turned, tried to muffle coughs and sneezes, and tried to force themselves to sleep.
 
   Most of the night, I thought about the man I'd killed. I wondered if he had a wife and kids. I wondered where he came from and how he got to be in the position he was in. I cried for his soul and asked God to show him mercy even though I knew he was one of the bad guys. 
 
   I killed him, and he never got the chance to repent and become a good person, but I'd do it all over again if presented with the same situation. I hope God understands, but it doesn't make it any easier to accept. 
 
   I'd just closed my eyes when Ian came to tell us the sun was up. I crawled out from underneath the cover and discovered the room was a little chilly. I was comfortable, but several folks complained and since one of them was Elaine, Dane decided to build a small fire to heat the room a little.
 
   Emma and Elaine cooked cheese omelets over the fire in order to conserve the propane hooked up to the grill. So, I guess you could say the fire provided two services that morning.
 
   An hour later, one of the potty buckets was full and we were faced with a dilemma. We could have taken it to the second tunnel room if the animals weren't there. Dane decided to wait until a second bucket was full, and then try to sneak out and dump them in a swampy area several yards from the tunnel entrance.
 
   It was an hour after lunch when the second bucket became full. The buckets of waste stunk to high heaven in the enclosed space. Ian, Dane, and Jason actually drew straws to see who'd get the honor of taking the buckets outside. Ian drew the short straw and threw on his Ghillie suit to prepare for potty bucket dumping. 
 
   He was just about to crack the tunnel door when we heard voices. They sounded like they were coming through the ceiling. Heck, they almost sounded like they were in the room with us. We all froze in our tracks.
 
   Ian left the buckets near the tunnel entrance and quietly came back inside the tunnel room. He whispered to all of us to turn off the lanterns and blow out the candles. We did as we were told, and listened to men speaking a foreign language, laughing and talking on the hill directly above our heads. It was surreal. I just knew one of them would find a ventilation duct and figure out we were inside. 
 
   My breathing became rapid and my heart was pounding. I whispered to Ian that I needed to get medicine from my pack, and he flipped on a tiny little flashlight so I could find my way. I opened the bag and pulled out a Xanax. Elaine asked for one as well and I gave it to her. 
 
   I could barely see Velma “Battle-axe” Dodson scowling at us from several feet away. I saw her mouth open and heard her whisper “Ya got an extra one of those?” I sighed and gave Velma a blue Xanax of her own. She popped it in her mouth and swallowed it dry. 
 
   I almost forgot there were North Koreans walking around above us after Velma “popped” that pill and lay down on her pallet.
 
   Forty-five minutes later she was snoring and the whole crew became so nervous that Ian had to wake her and ask her to sit up and stay awake.
 
   It felt like we sat there for hours. The kids fell asleep and many adults followed their lead. We sat in the dark and listened to each other’s tummy growl an hour past lunch time. We didn't dare cook something that would smell strong enough to reach through the ventilation ducts and tickle the noses of the enemies above our heads.
 
   Finally, Ian flipped on his tiny flashlight and told Nana to take it to the food shelves and bring back jars of peanut butter and jelly as well as boxes of crackers and plastic spoons. We passed around peanut butter, jam, and crackers until the jars were empty. Then, we sat there.
 
   We could still hear muffled voices above our heads and I was almost lulled into sleep when I heard he first goat call for its evening meal. I panicked and told Ian to get in there as fast as possible and throw feed down their throats if he had to. He shined his light toward the teenage section and motioned for Deuce to follow him. 
 
   They made it to the second tunnel room just as the second goat let out a soft “baa.” I heard food being carefully poured into feed pans and I cringed at the sound even though I knew it was too quiet to be heard outside. 
 
   Ian and Deuce returned to their respective pallets and Ian flipped off the flashlight. I was fully awake and no longer lulled by the constant sounds and friendly bickering from the enemy above.
 
   Amber and Michael began to cry, and Jason had the idea to take them to the second tunnel, which has supports up, and let them use a lantern to play. We hung a dark blanket over the entrance and left the door up so we could hear them if they called out. They were instructed to play a game of “no talking,” but they could use toys and their hands to motion to one another. It kept them entertained for almost two hours.
 
   By this time, three potty buckets were full and I decided that, if we get out of this alive, we will need to figure out a way to put a sanitary bathroom facility inside the tunnel room. I have no idea how it can be done but I intend to demand it 'til someone figures out a way.
 
   Pao crept back into the room to tell us dusk was almost here and, I swear, I could hear boots crunching on fallen leaves. 
 
   We heard the voices getting farther away as they talked. They were headed down the hill and away from the tunnel room. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief until Ian whispered “Not so fast. They may have left someone up there.”
 
   Dane was grumpy. He picked up the propane grill and took it inside the second tunnel where Amber and Michael were playing.
 
   The kids emerged several seconds later, and Amber said that Uncle Dane was being a “stupidhead” because he kicked them out of their play area. 
 
   Dane came out and loudly whispered Emma's name. She must have gotten up and felt her way to him because several seconds later I heard them whispering. 
 
   Emma flipped on Dane's little flashlight and made her way to the food shelves. She motioned to Luke and Larson to follow. They came back through the room carrying containers of oatmeal and a large bucket of water. 
 
   I guessed that Dane and Emma were cooking oatmeal for supper and I was right. 
 
   Dane whispered that five people at a time could go into the tunnel to eat. We stood around the oatmeal pot and dipped out spoonfuls with plastic spoons. We were allowed to eat for ten minutes before Dane shooed us out of the room, and five more people went in.
 
   Everyone was fed and the oatmeal pot was washed and turned upside down on a towel to dry. We all kept our plastic spoons and slipped them into our backpacks to await another meal.
 
   Dane shut off the grill and told Jason to make sure it was cool and back in the main room before allowing the kids back inside to play. He turned to Ian and told him to get the damn potty buckets outa there. Then, he laid down on his pallet and pretended to sleep. 
 
   Ian went down the tunnel wearing his Ghillie suit, which looked scary with the small amount of light from the little flashlight.
 
   I laid down on my pallet and tried to sleep. I couldn't remember what day it was. I knew the Unit was due to arrive soon, but I actually lost track of how long we'd been in that dark room and for the life of me, I couldn't figure it out. I wasn't about to ask someone in case they'd think I'd lost my mind. Finally, I drifted off.
 
   I didn't wake when Ian came back with clean buckets. I didn't hear anyone snoring, or crying, or anything else. I fell asleep thinking about Mick and praying that the unit would be there the next day to remove the NK's from Kapper hill. I prayed that they knew how many NK's were here and had prepared for them.
 
   I dreamed that I was a bat, hanging from the ceiling of a cave. I was watching explorers and tourists come in to tour my cave. It was a boring, simple dream but it wasn't bad. I'll take boring over bad any day.
 
   I was pulled from slumber the next morning by the sounds of moaning. I tried to figure out who was doing the moaning. I knew it was one of the men and prayed it wasn't Kevin, but it was.
 
   He spiked a fever during the night and was miserable. Velma was using a tiny flashlight to examine his wounds and try to figure out what was wrong. Then, he coughed and it sounded wet and scary. 
 
   Velma asked Kenny to help her sit him up so she could listen to his lungs.
 
   Several minutes later, she whispered that he had pneumonia and she needed to start him on antibiotics immediately. She and Kenny searched the medication boxes until she found what she was looking for. She filled a syringe and stabbed Kevin in the upper hip. Then, she forced him to take two puffs from an inhaler. 
 
   Kenny helped her roll up linens and towels until they had enough to put behind Kevin's back to keep him in a sitting position. She turned to Dane and told him we needed to get Kevin out of the tunnel room. Rona sat beside him and held his hand. She covered his mouth when he coughed, trying to muffle the sound.
 
   I felt incredible sadness. I knew we had to get out of there, or get some fresh air inside. The ventilation ducts must not be working as well as Chris' soldiers thought they would.
 
   Nana and Emma mixed biscuits in the second tunnel and were cooking them in a cast iron pan on the propane grill. We ate buttered biscuits for breakfast.
 
   Two hours later, Michael began coughing. Velma examined him and said his lungs sounded wet but he wasn't to the point of pneumonia yet. She started him on antibiotics and gave him one puff of the inhaler. She also dug out a children’s decongestant liquid from the “over the counter” medication box and dosed him with it. He was asleep an hour later.
 
   We heard nothing that morning. We heard no voices, no gunfire, and no engine noise. We were ready to send someone out of the tunnel to take a look. 
 
   Jason offered to go but Ian refused to let him. He said that Jason had no experience blending in to the scenery, and he preferred to don his Ghillie suit and go out alone. He was almost ready when the tunnel door opened. We thought for sure we'd been discovered and I'm not ashamed to say that I wet my pants a little.
 
   A voice called from the doorway and traveled down the tunnel. “Hi honey, I'm home” the voice said.
 
   I jumped from my pallet and ran down the tunnel. 
 
   I threw my arms around Mick's neck and almost knocked him to the ground. 
 
   There were several soldiers standing nearby, and I was wet with pee and I stank from not bathing for three days, but Mick didn't care. He picked me up and carried me straight to our room. I used cold water and a wet cloth to clean myself as he watched. I have no idea what everyone else did.
 
   Mick and I are headed to the large bathtub to wash ourselves and get into clean clothes. I'll write about the damage on the compound tomorrow.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday, May 12
 
   Remember when I told you that Deuce was cutting a hole in the wall inside his closet? That's where I am now. 
 
   I pulled out everything he had blocking the hole, climbed inside, moved everything back, and replaced the sheet rock panel. 
 
   I have a full charge on the computer and I'll write 'til the battery goes dead. I'm in a tiny space and I barely fit. 
 
   I was afraid to use the cord for the generator in case the NK's get inside and follow the cord right to me. I'm also afraid to sit in my own closet because they'd find me if they simply opened the door.
 
   There's a battle raging outside. I can hear loud guns and occasionally the ground rumbles and the house shakes. 
 
   I can't run to the tunnel because the NK's on the hillside might see me, and that would put everyone in more danger.
 
   Anyway, here's what happened.
 
    
 
   Chris, Mick and the rest of the unit arrived on the compound and found no one. The houses and motorhomes were ransacked and the gasoline tanker is completely empty of fuel. Every vehicle on the compound was empty of fuel.
 
   They checked all the buildings before checking the tunnel.
 
   Mick said he was relieved to find no dead bodies or people hurt in any building or motorhome, and he figured we were either in the tunnel room, or at the cave. He counted vehicles and decided we must be in the tunnel room because all the vehicles were on the compound.
 
   He walked to the tunnel room, opened the door, and found us.
 
   While Mick and I were getting reacquainted, the rest of the folks were busy going through their own private quarters to assess the damage and begin cleanup. They were happy to be out of the tunnel room and wanted to put everything back in place to try to get back to normal.
 
   Most of the furniture has been cut and slashed with the stuffing lying on the floors. 
 
   The walls have holes in them and the wooden furniture, including tables and chairs, have been thrown and broken into worthless, splintered pieces of wood against the walls. 
 
   North Korean words of warning have been painted on the walls with little, single serve packages of ketchup and mustard from a basket we had on the kitchen table. I have no idea what the words mean, but I'm sure someone from the unit can decipher them.
 
   There's lots more to tell, like the fact that poop is in the bathtubs and corners of each room. Urine and other stains have run down the walls and pooled on the floors. 
 
   Anyway, I need to move on. I have no idea how long a full battery will last because I've never timed it but I'll hit “save” every three or four sentences.
 
   We were all on the porch after having supper in the mess tent.
 
   We heard sporadic gunfire in the distance and never guessed anything unusual was going on. We simply thought that the rear guards were taking out the “groupie” HDI's who usually appear behind the unit when they travel.
 
   Chris and Josie were sitting on the porch with the rest of us. They were wrapped in each other’s arms. Several minutes went by without hearing any gunfire in the distance and I noticed Chris looking at his watch every three or four minutes. He stood and went inside the house with his hand-held radio.
 
   He was inside only one or two minutes before we heard something whistle through the air. There was a large explosion, and we saw an area inside the camp on the onion field explode into flames
 
   Then, people were running and screaming. Everyone from the compound began running back to the tunnel room.
 
   Mick told me to get myself and the kids to the tunnel as fast as I could. I screamed at Jason and Marisa to go immediately and find Carisa and Deuce to take with them. I don't know if they made it to the tunnel without being seen and I can't take the chance of leaving the house and leading NK troops straight to them. I feel in my heart that they're all safe. I just feel it. I can't explain.
 
   I knew Pop was in the right guard tower, talking to one of the soldiers who was standing watch. 
 
   I knew Rona and Kevin were in the clinic several yards inside the trailer fence. 
 
   I grabbed a can of gasoline and ran to the golf cart which Jason had moved from the meadow to the area in front of the basement door. I poured half the gas in the tank and drove the golf cart down the hill to get Rona, Kevin, and Pop.
 
   I met Rona and Velma trying to carry Kevin up the hillside. They jumped on the golf cart and I drove them to the back of the house so they could head to the tunnel on foot.
 
   I heard, and saw, several more explosions before I saw foreign troops coming down the mountainside behind the onion field. There were too many to count. I prayed that the entire NK unit of 2,000 soldiers was not coming down that mountainside. I don't know how many were actually approaching the compound and shooting their way through the camp.
 
   I didn't hear the rapid fire from the badazz guns and figured the folks manning the guns couldn't shoot into the mixed mass of foreign troops and camp members fighting hand to hand in the onion field.
 
   Tents were on fire, and several small explosions shook me to the core but I had to get back down there and find Pop. 
 
   I drove the cart behind the line of wooden buildings and down the hillside near the tree-line on the right. I was halfway down before I noticed smoke coming from the tower where Pop was supposed to be. 
 
   I felt fear coming on strong. I thought my Father had been killed inside that tower. Then, I noticed a soot covered person walking toward me and waving a stick in the air. I recognized his gait. It was Pop, and he was waving his cane in the air. 
 
   I drove down and helped him onto the golf cart. He was coughing like crazy and covered in soot. 
 
   He told me that someone shot several flaming arrows through the top floor window where the badazz guns used to sit. He was grateful that we hadn't moved the .50 caliber ammo back inside.
 
   The wooden floor caught fire quickly and Pop turned to find the soldier who'd been standing watch in the tower with him in flames from an arrow that pierced her side underneath her left arm. 
 
   He knew he couldn't help the woman, but he tried anyway. He sliced open several sandbags, allowing them to spill out onto the floor. He pushed the soldier down in the loose sand and tried rolling her body around and throwing handfuls of sand on top of her. 
 
   He stood and sliced more sandbags on the wall beside her. Sand poured from the bags and covered part of her body. Smoke was quickly filling the small room and the wooden floor was burning.
 
   When he saw that he couldn't save her, he said a short prayer over her body and headed for the stairs.
 
   He made it down to the second floor and took a moment to look around and see if there was anything he needed to carry out with him. Soot and ash begin falling through the cracks of the floor above his head. 
 
   He continued down the stairs and heard the bulk of the first floor fall onto the second floor. He was covered in a shower of ash, soot, and dust. He ran out the door and started up the hill. That's when he saw me on the golf cart.
 
   I drove him up the hill and let him off at the back porch. He assured me that he could make it to the tunnel on his own, so I headed back down the hill to look for Mick or anyone else who might still be there.
 
   I guess I was going too fast down the hillside because I hit a large dip in the ground and the cart turned over on its side. I was scrambling out of the cart when the front gate was hit and the chain broke. 
 
   I crawled behind the nearest wooden building and watched NK's slide the gate open and walk into the compound. They were met by soldiers on the hillside, and the hand to hand combat began.
 
   I decided to use my Glock and shoot 'til I was out of bullets. I knew I'd have seventeen or eighteen chances to thin the NK group a wee bit. 
 
   I took careful aim while laying on my stomach and shot from behind the corner of the building. There was so much gunfire, I knew I wouldn't be discovered. I shot seventeen times and I think I killed nine or ten NK's. 
 
   I was out of ammo, so I took the Ka-Bar from my belt and held it in my mouth as I crawled into the tree-line and up the hillside. I arrived at the top and ran out of the trees as fast as I could. I hid behind the outhouse and peeked around the corner to see the battle advancing further up the hill. I belly-crawled to the back of the house and inside the kitchen door. I grabbed the computer and almost headed for the closet when I remembered Deuce's little hidey-hole.
 
   Here I am. 
 
   I'm sitting in a tiny space, and each elbow is touching sheet rock. I can hear the battle raging. I have no idea where Mick is and I have no idea how many of us made it to the tunnel. I can only pray that no mortars land on the hilltop above the tunnel room.
 
   I don't know what else to do except sit here until the fighting stops. I wonder how I'll know when it really stops. Will it be over when the gunfire and explosions stop? Will there be men fighting with knives and their bare hands on the front lawn? Will Mick come inside and call for me? I have no idea, but I plan to sit here until I hear voices speaking English inside the house. I pray that'll be soon. I can't imagine sitting in here for hours and hours. 
 
   What if the house is set on fire or bombed? If that happens, I'll be toast. I suppose I can't worry about it because I have no choice in the matter. I'll simply pray and pray, asking God for the survival of my husband and children.
 
   Another explosion just shook the house and I hear automatic gunfire. 
 
   Lord, where am I? Where did America go? How could any human being with a heart have allowed this to begin? I can't understand, and I don't want to be the type of person who would understand.
 
   How many times must we go through this before we're allowed to simply survive? Surely there's someone out there with the answer. I just checked, and the battery on this stupid computer is 87% charged.
 
   Forget it. Just forget it. I'm gonna write about the news Mick brought home and try to concentrate on that while the house shakes and dust falls on my head. Here I go, ignoring the gunfire...
 
   The unit has a trailer with six “wild people” inside.
 
    Less than half a percent of HDI infected people become wild people instead of full blown HDI's. This mutation is named HDI4. Does that mean there’s an HDI2 and an HDI3 out there somewhere?
 
   Can a cure be discovered by studying them?
 
   There are so few “wild people” that non-military “hunting parties” have formed simply to hunt, track, and kill the wild people for pleasure. It's a new sport. Isn't that just dandy? 
 
   The unit was taking the wild people to home base to be examined. They'll probably serve as guinea pigs to be experimented on by heartless scientists. 
 
   Mick said he would take me to see the wild people but I declined. I want nothing to do with that mission. I do not want to look on the faces of innocent beings destined for examination, experimental procedures, and dissection. It makes me sick at my stomach.
 
   More news...
 
   High ranking officers have been meeting in secret to decide what their next moves should be. Mick heard rumors that they decided to join together until the fake military, NK's, and Chinese have been beaten back and destroyed or forced out of the country.
 
   After that happens they will begin concentrating on a movement to reinstate the constitution and elect a new government. It may take years. 
 
   Mick says that's the only info he has about these “secret meetings.” He's not a high ranking officer and he’s not privy to confidential info. He simply follows orders.
 
   He says he's learning a lot being with the unit. He plans to head back out with them when they leave again. He's determined to fulfill his year commitment and he wants to make sure the compound receives the extra supplies promised to us for “lending” compound members to the ranks.
 
   I have to “shhhh” now. I hear voices closer to the house. I'm shutting down. I'll write later if I have enough battery.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday, May 13
 
   2:23 AM...
 
   I'm still here. 
 
   Deuce must have planned to hide things in here because there's no way he could fit his body inside and be comfortable. He's bigger than me. He'd probably be stuck sideways and couldn't lie down.
 
   I still hear gunfire but the explosions have stopped. I haven't heard voices since I last wrote. The gunfire seems to have slowed a bit and isn't close to the house. I'm worried sick about Mick and the soldiers. Mick said there were 614 members in Chris' unit. Forty or so are somewhere on leave. I pray that the NK's didn't have their entire unit on that mountainside.
 
   I'm almost worried out of my mind about my children. Oh Lord, please let them be inside the tunnel. Please let the tunnel be undiscovered and still safe. I feel sick at my stomach and my mouth is dry. God, please don't let the NK's get hold of my children. I can't stand to think of it. I'm in agony. I'm being tortured! I have to push this out of my head. I'll climb out of here and go looking for them if I don't stop thinking about it. Nope, I need to think of something else.
 
   The cows were gone. I forgot to tell you that. Didn't I? Yep, they took the cows, but I'm guessing the freaky uniforms spooked the horses into the woods because they were in the meadow when Deuce and Jeremy ran to check. I was surprised. I thought they would eat the horses as well as the cattle. If they couldn't catch the horses, why didn't they just shoot them?
 
   The pigs were alive. They must've been hiding under the straw and mud. Surely they could sense the danger? Surely the NK's smelled them. I just realized how stupid the NK's were. If I were an NK soldier, I'd walk along every big hill on the ground looking for tunnels or doors, especially in a good sized compound. 
 
   Maybe we're the stupid ones. How could we have believed that they stopped here, destroyed a few sets of furniture, ate the cows, and went on their merry way? Yep, we are pretty darn stupid.
 
   Did they know we were here all along? Did they know the unit was on the way, and waited to ambush the soldiers and us? Were those NK soldiers standing on top of our tunnel room, laughing their asses off at the stupid Americans underneath their feet?
 
   I know! They took the cattle with the bulk of the unit and left a quarter of their troops on the mountainside to ambush us! That sounds like a good plan to me. 
 
   But, why would they do that? Why wouldn't they take all the resources and leave the humans to starve? Why would they be bloodthirsty enough to wait on a mountain side just to kill Americans? Never mind, I just answered my own question. There's plenty of “folks” in this world who'd like to make a sport of shooting Americans like fish in a barrel.
 
   I don't know! Frustration!
 
   Did I tell you that Rick, Soo, and Isaac came back with the unit as well? They look great. I realized how much I missed them when I saw them again.
 
   My brain is jumping all over the place. It's hopping from one subject to the next, and then back again. Please forgive me if my writing reflects this.
 
   I'm terrified to walk out of this house in the daylight and see bodies all over the hillside. I can imagine it. I know there's no choice.
 
   I bet we have tons of damage. There's no telling how many little wooden buildings are gone. I hope the trailer fence is still there. I can't imagine losing all that hay.
 
   Dear Lord, thank you so much that we didn't have time to move our food back to the house from the tunnel room or the cave.
 
   This end of the house seems to be okay. Who knows? I may be sitting inside the only wall left standing. The explosions shook the house, but I didn't feel anything big enough to make me think a bomb or mortar hit the house.
 
   I'm miserable, but I'm not crawling outa here in the middle of the night. I'd probably crawl smack dab into the middle of a group of NK's with night vision goggles. They're probably sitting on Deuce's bed, waiting for me to crawl out. I'm kidding myself. If they knew I was here, and had the chance to get a hold of me, they'd grab me around the neck and pull me outa here like stuffing from a pillow. They might just shoot me through the wall and lave my body here to rot.
 
   I have my weapons and knife. I might be able to take one of them out. 
 
   Oh good grief. I'm sitting here, blubbering, and wasting battery time. I'm shutting down now. I have 57% battery life left.
 
    
 
   Mr. Wilson, Please come down here and use your “gift of gab” to get through to them. Tell God that we need his help! I'm sure he already knows, but tell him anyway. Okay?
 
    
 
   See ya later, hopefully.
 
    
 
   11:13 PM...
 
   I'm out of the wall. I'm sitting on a pallet on my bedroom floor because my mattresses are destroyed.
 
   Most of us are alive. Most of us made it to the tunnel or some other hiding spot.
 
   My children and grandchildren made it to the tunnel. Mick made it through the battle. I stayed alive inside the wall.
 
   When the battle began, Luke and Larson were with their parents in Clinic Diane. Rona sent them ahead to run to the tunnel room. Larson made it there. Luke didn't. He's not dead. Oh, no... He’s alive and perfectly fine. He shimmied down the rope we have tied to the bucket for the well. He sat on the bucket, hanging from the rope, during the entire battle. Thank you Lord!
 
   An hour after the battle ended, we heard someone yelling for help near the pools. We thought the voice was coming from someone injured and laying among the dead bodies. We ran down the hill to search and heard him yell “I'm in the well!” The men hauled him up by the rope and he's fine. Rona almost fainted with relief.
 
   Marisa was on the back porch with Amber, Michael, and the three kids from Wilky Place. They were playing while Brody and Serena were trying to get their little building cleaned up enough to sleep there.
 
   Marisa heard the explosion and immediately took all five children to the tunnel room. She made them sit against the wall while she headed back out for Nana, Valerie, Anna, and Sabrina. 
 
   They were sitting at the table, playing cards, when they heard the first explosion. Marisa met them halfway between the house and the tunnel room. She turned and ran with them. They stayed inside and waited for others to appear.
 
   Jesse and Carisa were next to come through the door. They'd been “taking a walk” along the path between our house and Marisa's when the battle started. (Yes, Carisa and I will have a discussion tomorrow).
 
   Deuce and Jeremy ran in from the meadow within seconds of Carisa and Jesse's appearance.
 
   Marisa was having a hard time with Nana, who wanted to go out looking for Pop and Emma. She practically had to force Nana to sit and take care of the kids while she stood at the tunnel door to make a list of people coming in. She made the list by scratching names on one of the post supports with a piece of gravel.
 
   Larson came through the door next, and he was followed a minute or two later by Rona, Kevin, and Velma.
 
   Marisa said a short minute went by before Chris and Dane practically threw Elaine and Josie through the door. Chris had to drag Josie in. She wanted to stay by his side and fight. Marisa grabbed her by the shoulders and forced her to look at the kids. Then, she put her hand on Josie's stomach. She didn't need to say a word. Josie sat down and shut her mouth.
 
   Marisa went down the list of names and made a second list on a post beside the first. She was missing me, Mick, Pop, Emma, Luke, Dane, Jason, Merry, Shawna, Lisa, Ian, Pao, Kenny and Tim. She began to panic. Her brain was telling her to stay put but her heart wanted to run out the door and find us. Thank you, Lord! She listened to her brain. 
 
   Rona was having a fit and Kevin was trying to get up, get out of there, and find Luke. Nana talked to them softly until they settled down and listened to her. She told them they'd be putting us all in danger if they left the tunnel room. She placed her hand on Larson's shoulder and told Rona she could risk losing one, or both. 
 
   Finally, they decided to stay inside, but they didn't stop worrying, fidgeting, and cursing. Kevin begged Velma for a shot of divine concoction to knock out his pain from being carried halfway up the hill. I think he wanted to be knocked out to keep himself from heading out that tunnel door to find his son.
 
   Pop came through about two minutes later. Nana jumped up, grabbed a pack of wet wipes, and began washing his face and hair. He was still coughing like crazy. Velma had him drink a lot of water and snort some into his sinuses. It wasn't pretty. I'll just leave it at that.
 
   Emma's sneaky. She has a hole dug in the floor underneath her sewing table. She was sewing when the NK's attacked, and she knew exactly where to go. She lifted the rug and floorboards and crawled in the hole. She stayed there throughout the entire battle. Her little wooden building wasn't hit. Thank you, Lord!
 
   Mick found Pao and Tim when he went to the outhouse. They were hiding beneath the bench seat, right up against the waste buckets. Both of them still have a sickly, green look to their faces.
 
   Shawna came wading up the hill through the bodies. She was carrying Lisa over her shoulders like a sack of potatoes. 
 
   Lisa and Shawna were fighting, back to back, against NK soldiers. They used their training well. Lisa was shot by a stray bullet as they were heading toward a small group of NK's. An explosion caught the attention of the NK group just after Lisa was shot. 
 
   Shawna took advantage of the diversion and carried Lisa into the tree-line. She forced her up into Dane's old tree-stand and climbed up to join her. They took turns shooting NK soldiers from the tree stand until they ran out of ammo. They laid there and watched the rest of the battle. Shawna wanted to get down and fight, but Lisa begged her to stay put, and she did. Thank you, Lord!
 
   Jason and Dane fought well. Both have minor injuries and Jason's been beaten up pretty good. Dane injuries were mostly caused by himself. He fought, bashed heads, shot, stabbed, hid, ran, slid, and made his rounds taking out NK's.
 
   Elaine found Kenny's body near the front porch. He was shot through the chest and had knife wounds on his arms.
 
   We thought that Lieutenant Colonel Chris Knellson's body was found near the front gate. The body was almost destroyed. Mick thought it was him because of the uniform decorations. The man was obviously killed in one of the explosions.
 
   When Chris actually jumped down from the top of one of the trailers, we were shocked. Mick stared at him, looked back at the body, and looked up at Chris. “Dude! We thought you was dead” Mick said. Chris assured him, and Josie, that he was far from dead. The body belonged to another man who'd been traveling with the unit on his way to take command of a unit in Mississippi.
 
   We found Merry curled up in a ball between two round bales of hay inside the trailer fence. She whimpered and wouldn't say a word. Velma has her now and I think she's given her a sedative.
 
   Several yards away, we found the body of Saitou Yamatsu, aka “Soo.” We will bury him in the graveyard beside his wife tomorrow. I can't come to terms with the fact that he's gone. He was a good man, He will be missed. I'm positive that Hisa's welcoming him with open arms right about now.
 
   We haven't found Ian, Rick, Isaac or the Wilkerson's. Tom Sulligent went to a different unit, so we didn't look for him. Shawna says she's heading out to look for Ian as soon as the sun rises.
 
   Cleanup begins tomorrow morning. There's a lot of cleanup to do and a lot of bodies to take care of.
 
   Before I came in here, I heard Chris tell Mick that he saw more than a few NK's run back through the woods and up the mountainside. Great. Just wonderful. Bye for now.
 
   Wednesday, May 14
 
   Well, we know that Ian and Rick are alive. Shawna found a note on the front of the trailer fence. It was written in blood, presumably from the dead NK lying underneath. The note said “Yo S, Me gud, IaR X, LU.” Shawna interpreted it as “Hey Shawna, I'm fine. Me and Rick are going after the ones who escaped. We're gonna X them out. Love You” 
 
   Okay, if she says so. I wonder how many soldiers went with them.
 
   The little wooden building where the Wilkerson's slept was blown to smithereens. Chris thinks it took direct hit from a grenade or small mortar. Brody and Serena's bodies were found in the wreckage. 
 
   Valerie and Elaine are helping Marisa care for the kids. Josie's there as well. I think she may be researching motherhood.
 
   We haven't found Isaac, but the body cleanup isn't finished. 
 
   The troops who survived are taking special care to record the names of the fallen. 
 
   Anything found in the pockets is bagged and tagged for return to any family members still living. 
 
   There's no way to take the bodies back to home base unless the unit empties the refrigeration truck and loads them inside. Chris won't allow that to happen. He says that food for the troops is more important than returning bodies. We offered up our reefer trailer but he said there's too many bodies for one trailer. 
 
   I made sure to ask that the bodies not be burned at the power lines. Chris says they'll be buried in a field near one of the little country churches. 
 
   There will be a ceremony tomorrow afternoon and each name will be read aloud. One dog tag will be buried with the body and the other will be returned to the family. If the soldier has no family listed, the tag will be stored at home base. Bodies that can't be identified will be listed as “unknown soldiers” with the date, place of death, and burial spot.
 
    Chris doesn’t expect to have an accurate count of the dead until tonight at the earliest.
 
   Enemy bodies will be burned somewhere far away. There's a lot of them and not enough space at the power lines. I don't wanna know about it.
 
   In the meantime...
 
   The Mississippi unit whose leader was killed is on its way to merge with the remaining members from Chris' unit. They should arrive by mid-week.
 
   The compound looks horrible. 
 
   Both swimming pools are gone. They were shot, trampled, and ended up with several bodies in each. Thank goodness for the well.
 
   We have six more little buildings damaged or destroyed. I don't know who lived in them. There's debris and trash all over the hillside. It looks like a war zone in some third world country.
 
   The trailer fence will need four new trailers, which means every trailer will have to be taken out to replace the damaged ones unless we find some kind of huge forklift to pull them out. The iron gate needs to be put back on its tracks and a have little welding done here and there.
 
   The guard tower where Pop was visiting needs to be power washed on the inside. Dane says we can use the fire trucks and water from the pond. I reminded him about the HDI's in the pond and he said “We'll give it a good rinse with bleach water after it's clean. 
 
   The floors and stairs will also have to be rebuilt. Loose netting over the windows will be removed and metal screens will be secured over all windows to keep flaming arrows as well as flies from coming inside. 
 
   Shutters or steel roll down doors will also be mounted on the windows with some sort of switch or device on the inside to close them. “Gun holes” will be cut out underneath the windows so the barrels of the badazz guns will have a full range of motion. A soft, flexible, rubber molding will be placed around the holes on the inside.
 
   The onion field is destroyed. There are several small craters in the ground and the fence is flat in most spots. Bodies are everywhere. It reminds me of a scene from a movie where deadly gas was dropped into a huge party of 500 NK's mixed with real military troops. The number of soldiers lost is gonna be staggering, I'm sure of it.
 
   The trailer that held the wild people was destroyed. One of them must have escaped because they only found five bodies in the rubble. We may find the sixth among the dead in the field where the real mess is located. 
 
   Bodies, tents, vehicles, and debris are all over the onion field. I'm not sure we'll be able to grow anything there. The ground is saturated with blood.
 
   I thought I would feel happy when I got out of that wall. I should be happy that Mick's here, my kids are alive and well, and our home is still standing. Instead, I feel depressed and sad. Is this all we have to look forward to? 
 
   I need to walk back in the meadow and watch the horses peacefully graze and act like nothing has happened. I don't wanna look at destruction and death any longer. 
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:30 PM...
 
   I've just come from the burial of Soo, Kenny, and the Wilkerson's. I feel numb. I can't cry anymore.
 
   Both Merry and Valerie were inconsolable and I admit, I left the job to Josie, Marisa, and Elaine. I simply cannot deal with it. I feel like I'm shutting down.
 
   I've heard children cry for parents who are gone from this earth. I've heard people cry for the loss of a good friend or loved one. I've heard familiar voices changed by pure agony.
 
   I've thrown out furniture, books, and other inanimate objects that meant nothing to others but held precious memories for me. 
 
   I've picked up human feces from the corners of our home. 
 
   I've washed walls and mopped up who-knows-what from my floors. 
 
   I've watched my husband, soaked in blood, drags tarps covered with dead bodies to the hillside for identification. He's mourning for Soo, who'd become one of the best friends of his life. Soo? Oh, you know. You can always depend on Soo.
 
   I've seen Mick's eyes follow Merry as she struggles to deal with the loss of both parents. I know in my heart he's thinking “what if that was Carisa?”
 
   I've watched as scavenger HDI's roamed the onion field and were taken out by men standing watch.
 
   Stand watch. Guard duty. Watch duty. Kill HDI's. Guard this. Death. Guard that. Guard towers. Stand watch. Go to funeral. Stay alive. Stand watch. It's too much standing and watching.
 
   I've watched as brave men became covered with the blood of their fallen comrades as they were forced to go through pockets and “bag and tag” the contents. 
 
   This is madness, and I need to “step out for a minute.”
 
    
 
   All of the bodies are off the hillside but I can see splotches where they fell and bled. 
 
   I can see small chunks of grass torn from the once smooth lawn where boots swiveled, twisted, and turned to change direction and fight off enemies.
 
   There's a hand print smeared in blood on one of my porch posts. Dark red spots dot a couple of the steps. 
 
   I saw the bloody handle from a knife that must have broken from a blade left inside someone.
 
   Patches from uniforms, both ours and theirs, litter the ground. 
 
   The air smells wrong. It has a bitter, metallic smell. I can almost taste salt in the air. The blood has grown cold, and it smells different. It smells like “hope” has been removed.
 
   We are preparing to head out to a little church about 7 miles from here where the US Military soldiers are already buried. Several soldiers will be left behind to guard to compound.
 
   Chris will speak, and the minister will speak. The remaining troops will stand at attention as each name is read from a scroll. 
 
   When all names have been called, the scroll will be rolled and placed inside a leather tube and taken back to home base by a group of four soldiers. Personal belongings will travel inside a small trailer behind them.
 
   I am so thankful Mick's personal goods are not traveling is some tiny trailer along some dusty road. I pray that his body will never be buried with dozens of others in a field beside a little church I may never see.
 
   There, I've gone and done it. I've caused myself to become even more depressed than before.
 
   I'm gonna finish getting ready and head out to join the living souls in the line of vehicles on their way to the ceremony.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   The number of Military soldiers lost in battle is 246. 
 
   The number of unknown soldiers is 42. 
 
   The number of missing soldiers is 26, and no one knows their names because of the 42 who were unidentifiable.
 
   The number of NK bodies found is 317. They're burning. I didn't ask where and I don't wanna know who's getting the job done.
 
   The unit will be here for six more days to merge with the Mississippi unit and help us get the compound back in order.
 
   I am done for the day.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday, May 15
 
   Okay, I'm better today. I haven't fully recovered. Isn't that laughable? 
 
   Who am I to say I have anything to recover from when little Merry has lost both parents, Valerie has lost adopted parents, the Wilky Place kids have lost adopted parents, and we've all lost dear friends? I'm one of the lucky ones left alive, right? My family's still alive. I should have no need to “recover” from anything.
 
   Anyway, I'm not crawling back into that hole again. I got “stuff” to do. There's people to feed, lootin' to do, cleaning to do, and a lot more.
 
   Before dawn, Mick, Dane, and several soldiers refueled the gasoline tanker and took it to the truck stop to fill the big tank. We need gasoline to get the generators up and running.
 
   We've decided to take it one building at a time. 
 
   We started before breakfast with the kitchen, since we prepare all our meals there. 
 
   The women shooed the men outside and went to work. We scrubbed that kitchen from ceiling to floor and then some. It's cleaner than it's ever been.
 
   We sent the teenagers to retrieve pots, pans and food from the tunnel so we could start a couple of huge pots of oatmeal. Nana cooked muffins in the motorhome oven and we cooked biscuits in here. I have no idea how we did it, but we fed whatever number of soldiers there is left. 
 
   The floor of every building was covered with sleeping soldiers. 
 
   I had to find a way through the maze of sleepyheads in the living room just to get to the kitchen. 
 
   I thought I'd step out on the back porch for some air, but it was covered with sleepyheads as well. It wasn't long after the sounds of pots and pans began banging around that the sleepyheads rose and began their respective day.
 
   We need to start on lunch as soon as the kitchen is clean, or we'll never get it done in time. We're making beans and rice for lunch and supper. We have lots of green onions ready to harvest, so we'll add those on the side. No meat today. We don't have time. We've got cleaning to do.
 
   Let me say that I've gained all the respect in the world for military cooks. Oh my Lord, their job never ends. They're either cookin' it up or washin' it up all day long.
 
   I'm in here to get out of the way and sit in front of the fan. 
 
   There's a bunch of ornery women in the kitchen, cleaning dishes and wiping down counters and tables. I can't squeeze in. 
 
   While we were cleaning this morning, I thought of chain gangs with really short chains. That's how it felt having scrubbing buddies on both sides of me, behind me, and sometimes overhead.
 
   Pop, Emma, and Nana are harvesting in the garden and we plan to get everything preserved as soon as possible. 
 
   I was shocked when Pop told me the garden wasn't damaged. I was a little fearful about the food, thinking the NK's might have poisoned it. 
 
   That topic is still up for debate and a couple of “expert's” from the unit are looking in to it.
 
   The men left after breakfast with several trucks and a lot of soldiers to find furniture. We all need beds and anything else they can find. There's a lot of soldiers still on the compound. They're carrying out destroyed furniture and gathering trash to burn.
 
   Ian stayed on the compound and recruited help from several members of the unit to set up the gas grill and propane cooking thingamajig with the giant pots we got from the truck stop restaurant.
 
   Chris and several of his staff retrieved radio equipment from the undamaged vehicles and the tunnel room. 
 
   They're in the radio building. The door's shut and the window is closed. It's already eighty-nine degrees outside. I don't know how they can stand it in there.
 
   Marisa's house and Pop's motorhome were still locked and untouched. I have no idea why. It may have something to do with the location of Marisa's house and the fake chicken feet Pop hung above his door to ward off “those that believe in such a thing.” I didn't asked where he got those chicken feet and I probably don't wanna know. I'd guess he used them to prank some of his old fishin' buddies. Maybe he used them to fish for alligator. With Pop, you never know. He saves the strangest things.
 
   Rona's and Josie's motorhomes were ransacked.
 
   Our beautiful sectional and chaise was gutted and raped. It's beyond repair. I asked Emma if she wanted to save the leather but she declined and I don't blame her. Pop said “hold up a minute,” and he pulled the sectional from the wall and cut the leather off the back. I'm sure he has plans for it.
 
   Everything we left in the refrigerator and both freezers was devoured by the North Korean's. 
 
   We took most of the meat to the tunnel and put it in coolers full of ice before they came, but we didn't have room for it all. 
 
   The reefer trailer was left empty and the switch was off. We hoped they'd believe it was just an empty trailer. I guess it worked, because there was no damage. The only thing they did to it was leave the door open. Anyway, it's on and cooling down.
 
   The reefer trailer for the unit is still good. It's still full of meat and other frozen products. Thank you Lord! 
 
   One of the supply trucks carrying dry goods survived as well. The other was destroyed and it makes me sick to see all the little food packages ruined and laying around on the ground. We need to get out there and go through those packages. I'll bet some of it's still good. 
 
   I've been sitting in front of the fan and typing on this thing for 30 minutes now.
 
   I need to get my rear in gear,
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:45 PM...
 
   The big propane cooker is amazing. We were able to make enough beans and rice for everyone with two pots on the cooker and two pots on the stove in the house. The pots on the propane cooker make our big stock pots look tiny. That thing is truly made for mass production.
 
   The large grill is hooked up as well. We'll be able to make a lot of sausage, bacon and powdered eggs in the morning.
 
   We're still getting over three gallons of milk a day from the goats and we've been sharing with the soldiers as best we can. You should see their faces when they taste real milk instead of powdered stuff. It's priceless and makes me happy to have the goats, again. 
 
   Those does deserve an extra cup of food every once in a while, but we just can't do it. We must pay close attention to efficient rationing of the animal feed.
 
   I have a new bed. Well, not a new, new bed, but it's new to me. 
 
   The furniture stores still have furniture inside, but a lot of it has been damaged and vandalized not to mention that HDI's have broken the windows and black goo is all over most of the floor model stuff.
 
   The men were able to get a good bit of furniture from the storage areas, but there wasn't enough to fill our order, so they began looting houses and second story apartments. The crew headed back out after lunch to get the last of what we need.
 
   They came across two furniture stores that had already been looted. They also came across a lighting store that was missing all the lamps. Mick guesses that the folks from Times Nine Farm or another group have been busy in town. 
 
   Mick said there are still HDI's in town, but you have to look hard to find them. The residential area between town and the rock quarry is more populated with HDI's than downtown proper. 
 
   They also ran into a few HDI's inside houses.
 
   Rona, Elaine, Marisa, and the teens went to look through the remains of the dry goods truck that was destroyed in the battle. Marisa had to leave and come back up the hill because she felt nauseous and light-headed, probably from her pregnancy.
 
   The “experts” say the garden produce hasn't been tampered with. Pop said he could a told 'em that because there were no foot prints or evidence of someone trying to hide footprints in the garden. They may have missed the garden completely. There's several trees and a lot of weeds between here and there and the garden is on a little plateau. They may have ignored it because their bellies were full from eating the cows. Who knows? I'm just thankful it's still there. 
 
   Chris let it slip that a large truck from home base will arrive sometime during the night. 
 
   Josie said it'll be full of gas masks. Here we go again. 
 
   I'm tired of the damn secrets. If we need gas masks, I wanna know about it now. What reason is there for holding back until the truck arrives? It's ridiculous and I told Chris that I didn't appreciate it one little bit. Of course, he didn't give a hoot about what I thought and I got no more information. I guess we'll find out more when the truck arrives.
 
   Someone's calling for help outside!
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   We have Isaac back and he's in rough shape, but Velma says he'll live.
 
   He was walking down the road toward the compound when he was spotted by a guard in the left guard tower. The guard saw a man, stumbling down the road, and was just about ready to take him out. He thought Isaac was an HDI before he looked through the sites on his rifle. 
 
   He sent a truck to pick up Isaac and drive him the short distance back to the compound and up the hill. Velma had to examine him because the unit doctor was killed in the battle.
 
   He's dehydrated and suffering from dysentery. He has a through-and-through gunshot wound in the palm of his left hand. His shirt was wrapped around it. Velma removed the shirt, and the hand looks and smells terrible. Velma believes she can save his hand if she can get the infection under control. 
 
   He's hooked up to IV antibiotics and fluids found in the remains of the unit's medical tent. She's fully prepared to remove the hand if she needs to. Isaac says she'd have to do it over his dead body. 
 
   While she worked on him, he told us what happened and where he's been.
 
   He left with Ian, Rick, and “a bunch a other guys” to take care of a few NK soldier's who'd escaped. He has no idea how many men are with them, but he says they're taking out NK's left and right.
 
   There was a gunfight with four NK soldiers who had stopped to rest on the other side of the mountain. Rick found them, and the group planned their attack. The four NK's were killed but not before one of them put a bullet through Isaac's hand. Several hours later, Isaac became ill and knew he needed medical attention.
 
   Rick sent two men to escort him back to the compound. 
 
   He told them to stay out of sight, get Isaac back, and return to the group. The men escorted Isaac over the mountain and through the woods until they were about 50 yards from the compound. 
 
   They stayed inside the tree-line and sent Isaac walking down the road, knowing that our guards would look through their sites before shooting. 
 
   I suppose they've headed back to Rick and Ian now. Isaac says that Rick and Ian are both doing fine but they're crazy determined to kill every NK they can find. He has no idea when they'll return.
 
   The looting crew returned with the rest of the furniture we needed. 
 
   Carisa got bunk beds in her room because Merry belongs to us now. I intend to treat her as my own. I owe it to Soo and Hisa. They saved us so many times. 
 
   Valerie's very attached to Lisa and will be living with her. 
 
   Tim Stein has recruited a group of men to use the lumber mill and build a new little house for Lisa since she was living in Isaac's old building and it was damaged beyond repair. 
 
   Tim needs help getting the frame up. He plans to take siding, insulation, and sheetrock from the ckd's house or the home where we found the canning jars. It'll have two rooms and be larger than her previous building. She and Valerie will be living with Ian and Shawna until the house is complete.
 
   Mick says they'll be bringing home little buildings to replace Pao's and the two buildings the Wilkerson’s were using. 
 
   Isaac said he'll need a new building because there's no way in hell he's leaving with the unit. 
 
   Velma will need a new building for Clinic Diane. 
 
   The attached building she was using for living quarters made it through, but the clinic with all the rustic cabinets was destroyed.
 
   Three soldiers have asked to join the compound instead of leaving with the unit. 
 
   There is one young woman and two men who were either retired, or close to it. 
 
   We said we'd love to have them because we need more hands, and having ex-military folks around won't hurt a bit. 
 
   Chris will allow them to stay. I'll have Josie see to that. Anyway, that's three more little buildings we need.
 
   Most of the space left in the basement has been taken up by furniture awaiting new owners. Carisa isn't happy about it because it makes it hard for her to get around down there, but she'll just have to live with it for now.
 
   Three military cooks survived the battle and they'll take over the cooking with the aid of Nana, Emma, and Elaine. The rest of us will rotate as assistants if needed. 
 
   Most meals will be prepared in the new little kitchen building. Thankfully, they'll be using supplies from the unit's reefer trailer and surviving dry goods truck.
 
   Jeremy's building, hidden in the tree-line and covered with new growth provided by Mother Nature, was undamaged. I'll bet he's snug as a bug in a rug there right now.
 
   Tomorrow's another day and we'll be concentrating on fixing ourselves and welcoming our new members. I'll introduce them as soon as I get their names.
 
   Mick's already asleep on our new bed and I'm heading there myself. I wanna touch him as much as possible before he leaves again.
 
   I'm ready for the gas mask truck to arrive. That news has been bothering me all day.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, May 16
 
   The gas mask truck arrived while I was sleeping. I didn't even hear it come in. 
 
   Chris scheduled a meeting for 1:30 PM. Every member on the compound and every soldier not on watch has been ordered to attend.
 
   Four wooden buildings arrived before breakfast. The looting crew took it upon themselves to go out for them before dawn and left Mick sleeping in my bed. I love those soldiers! Anyway, they're back out for more so they can make it here in time for lunch and the big meeting.
 
   Chris took a crew to check out the rock quarry for himself and decide if it's ready for bombing. I expect him back any minute now.
 
   We haven't heard from Rick and Ian's group. I'm worried about them and Shawna is royally ticked off at Ian. I wonder how long they'll chase NK's. Please Lord, don't let them get killed.
 
   I hear the lumber mill going strong on the hillside. I'll bet they have that sucker framed up by tomorrow afternoon, maybe sooner.
 
   I got the short stories on our new compound members this morning.
 
    
 
   Destiny Blankenship is twenty-eight years old. She's originally from Jacksonville, Florida. She joined the military when she was twenty-one. 
 
   She planned to become a doctor, but had no idea what she wanted to specialize in. She wanted to wait until rotations to decide. She was working on her basic associate’s degree when her parents were killed in a car wreck. 
 
   There was no will, so she had to drop out of school because she had no money to pay tuition, and her parent’s income from the previous year prevented her from being eligible for a grant. She refused to take out a student loan and went to work as a waitress. 
 
   The estate was tied for a year before she was able to get it settled. When all was said and done, she got a few family heirlooms and ten acres of land with a house trailer. Her parents were deep in debt and the debt collectors got the small amount of money they'd saved. 
 
   Her older brother also received ten acres of land which he promptly sold and used the money to feed his drug habit. His inheritance was gone within a month.
 
   She decided to join the military and save enough money for medical school. 
 
   Seven years later, boom! The apocalypse came and all her savings are gone. She has medical training as a corpsmen and worked in a military hospital doing triage for one of the clinics. She's been with the unit since the world collapsed, and she's had enough of the constant travel. Guess who Velma’s new assistant is.
 
    
 
   Monty Lollar is fifty years old. He was into his third year of retirement when the world collapsed and he was recalled. He was a Marine and he's been to Afghanistan and Iraq four times. He works with munitions and says he has a talent to rig things up and make 'em work. He's also good with small engine repair, but he says he's mostly a “grunt.”
 
   He's been in the military since he was seventeen years old when his Mom signed for him to join. He was a troublemaker and she couldn't handle him, so she gave him to Uncle Sam. He was married for eight years and had a son and daughter. 
 
   He and his wife divorced and she moved back to her old hometown. 
 
   He paid his child support every month and saw his children several times a year. When they were grown, they wanted nothing to do with him. He has no idea where they are, but his ex-wife was remarried and living in Washington, D.C. 
 
   He's originally from Paducah, Kentucky. He looooves the ladies (his words, not mine) and had lots of “lady friends.”
 
    
 
   Jack Sullivan is forty-six years old. He was a member of the Naval JAG (Judge Advocate General) team and joined when he was twenty-eight years old. He was planning to retire in two years and open his own law practice, part time. 
 
   When the world collapsed, he was stationed in Norfolk, Virginia. He was happily married and had two teenage daughters. His wife and daughters died with the HDI virus when he was on his way home from investigating an incident involving prisoners at Guantanamo Bay. He's also “sick of it.” 
 
    
 
   Anyway, that's our new folks. I'm sure we'll learn more about them with time. We're happy to have them, and very happy to have three more sets of eyes and hands.
 
   Well, laundry is waiting for me, and it's a lot of laundry. At least I'll have help from good lookin' soldiers.
 
   I'll write after the meeting.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:00 PM...
 
   Military Intelligence reports that the dictator and head of the fake military is operating somewhere out of the Colorado/Nevada region. 
 
   He plans to use aircraft to deliver chemical weapons over the Southeast within the next ten days. 
 
   This weapon will, supposedly, take out all the HDI's and his live enemies including NK's, Chinese, real military, and people in groups with no alliance. It also kills animals but it does NOT kill plants or trees. This chemical is akin to nerve gas.
 
   We will probably receive warning via click codes within twenty-four hours of the expected “delivery.” 
 
   New England and several states nearby were hit three days ago. They had three days warning and gas masks. The number of survivors will not be known for several weeks. 
 
   North Korean troops and Chinese troops are headed west as fast as possible to get the heck outa dodge. 
 
   The real military expects 20,000 foreign troops to be left behind and taken out by the chemical weapon. They also expect HDI's to be 85% eliminated. Those still in buildings or houses may survive. They have no estimate on the number of animals that will be destroyed.
 
   We've been allotted gas masks for the number of members we have according to the records from Chris' last report. We have extras because they sent twenty-six for the soldiers listed as missing.
 
   We have been advised to wear our gas masks and go underground when the warning signal comes. If we have to leave our underground shelter, every inch of our skin must be covered and we'll need our gas masks. We are advised to stay underground for two days.
 
   The last thing Chris did was relieve the entire unit of duty if they so desire. They can't fight an invisible enemy. They can head back to home base and hope there's enough shelter and bunkers to house them. There isn't enough underground shelter here at the compound. Chris will remain here with Josie.
 
   The crowd stood in place for two or three minutes and the hillside was silent. Finally, several people turned and headed off to somewhere else.
 
   My skin started to crawl and I had tunnel vision. I fainted, and I wasn't the only one.
 
   Okay, that's what happened at the meeting, and now I need to try and think clearly. We'll move everything to the tunnel room including the goats and chickens. We've survived there before, we can do it again. 
 
   I want the ventilation ducts blocked off and I want some sort of super filter to pump in air. I pray that the air in those tunnel rooms will last two days but I want the filter just in case it doesn't.
 
   I want some kind of oven or grill inside the tunnel room.
 
   We'll move the horses and pigs to Beggar Cave and put them in the back room. We'll pray they don't fall in the sinkholes. Since most of the sinkholes are near the wall, we may be able to fence them off. We can at least throw plywood over them. 
 
   Jeremy and Deuce offered to stay there and keep them fed. There's no way I'll allow Deuce to do that. It's up to Jeremy whether or not he wants to do it on his own.
 
   Everyone will go to the tunnel rooms. The tornado shelter could probably support four or five people, but I don't know about filtering the air
 
   I don't give a damn if the chemical weapon doesn't kill plants. Our garden will be covered with rolls of clear plastic.
 
   I want Mick to board up the well.
 
   I want Ian and Rick back now!
 
   Oh, my God. I'm not smart enough to figure all of this out.
 
   If Chris had told us this yesterday, we would have had an additional day to prepare! I don't have time to be mad at him now. If we make it out alive, I'm gonna get a piece of him.
 
   Chris and Mick are at the kitchen table with several others. I'm headed out there to find out... anything.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM...
 
   Most of the unit hopped into vehicles that survived the battle and headed back to home base. The rest of them simply walked away.
 
   The vehicles were packed with people. They left the reefer trailer and the dry goods trailer. 
 
   The men are unloading the dry goods into the tunnel room now. 
 
   Dane, Jason, and Mick are working on the wall supports in the second room. 
 
   We've decided to live in the second room because there are no ventilation ducts. We'll leave the main room for the animals. It'll be easier to get rid of their waste from there. It'll also be easier to prevent unfiltered air from getting to us. 
 
   Chris has a chart that lists locations of the ventilation ducts.
 
   We plan to plug them tomorrow. It's either that or wear our gas masks and clothing to cover every inch of our bodies for two days. 
 
   I told Chris we should plan to stay inside for three days, just to make sure the contaminant has dissipated. He actually agreed with me. He said most nerve agents dissipate quickly, sometimes within minutes, depending on the wind but he doesn't know the specs on this one. Lord. Please bring wind!
 
   Dane came up with a plan to move one of the propane ovens into the room. The propane tank will reside in the main tunnel room with the animals, and the tube to feed it will be put through the wall and sealed.
 
   Our new men, Monty and Jack, have figured out a way to filter air from the main tunnel into the second tunnel room using an activated charcoal filtering system with multilevel filters and fans.  There will be a second duct with a fan to blow the bad air out. 
 
   I tried to understand, but it boggles my female brain so I left it up to them. Monty said I was making it sound more difficult than it is. 
 
   Neither Monty nor Jack seem a bit worried. They said they'll improve and expand on the air filtering system when this crap is over (they didn't use the word “crap”).
 
   Anyway, a looting crew will go out tomorrow morning to try and find whatever they need that we don't already have. 
 
   I heard them talking about “aluminum flexible duct” and I know they can get it from out basement 'cause Mick told me. He also said that the water filters have activated charcoal. Okay, whatever. Just get it done!
 
   I told Mick to spend a little time looking for Times Nine Farm in case they don't know about this. 
 
   If he can't find them, he'll leave notes on the walls in town and I'll pray they see them and get to someplace safe.
 
   The large generator will be outside the main tunnel entrance in the open air. Gas cans full of fuel will be nearby. The generator will be filled if someone is brave enough to go outside, otherwise, we're gonna need a lot of batteries for flashlights and lanterns.
 
   We'll have to use potty buckets because there isn't enough time to rig up a sanitation system. Mick suggests that we dump them into a metal barrel near the main entrance. Thirty nine people make a lot of pee pee and poo poo. The barrel can be rolled out using a hand truck and a new one can be brought inside by the people brave enough to suit up and go out.
 
   Dane says we should leave the generator running because the nerve agent won't penetrate the refrigerator and freezer. The reefer trailers should be fine as well. We'll take meat inside with us. There's coolers of water making big blocks of ice in the reefer trailer right now.
 
   My biggest fear is that we don't get the warning signal. I'm tempted to make everyone go inside the tunnel room and stay there. 
 
   Chris says there's an antenna trunk the unit left that can be driven up the hill and parked outside the tunnel room. The radio should work inside the room, but he'll check and make sure.
 
   I'm wide awake and I don't know if I'll sleep a wink until this is over. Why, oh why didn't I add books on nerve agents and other weapons to my survival library? This is another time that I wish the internet had magically survived.
 
   I can't stop worrying about our animals and Jeremy because he's decided to stay in Beggar Cave with the horses. I wanna use duct tape and tape a raincoat and his gas mask to his body. 
 
   Maybe we can duct tape a plastic door to the entrance of the cave's back room as well as the exit. Will there be enough air in there to keep him, the horses, and the pigs alive for two or three days? I pray there is.
 
   I think I just heard Ian's voice in the kitchen. I hope it's not wishful thinking.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, May 17
 
   Rick and Ian are home. They brought 17 soldiers home with them, and they were filthy.
 
   The only reason they came home is because they were hungry. They wanted to eat, fill their packs, and head back out. Then, Chris told them about the weapon coming our way. Yep, they decided to stick around.
 
   Rick says the NK's must not have reliable radio contacts because the group they were following is still marching southwest. He estimates that approximately 500 NK’s were left on the mountainside to attack the compound. 
 
   How did they know we were here? How did they know that Chis' unit would be here? I guess we'll never know 'cause they're about to get a big surprise and I doubt any of them will be left alive to explain. I don't know whether I should take comfort in that, or pity them.
 
   Ian says there's a lot of HDI's stuck in a swampy area of a low valley on the other side of the mountain. They're either tangled in tree roots, stuck in the mud, or can't find their way out. He watched as several stepped up on the slippery bank and slid right back in, over and over. The group decided to leave them alone. They didn't want the sounds of their gunfire to raise a ruckus in the large North Korean unit.
 
   They've been picking off NK's a few at a time. The group used bird calls to communicate. 
 
   Ian estimates that they took out at least 75 more NK's who either escaped from the compound battle, or slipped away into the woods to take care of private business.
 
   Chris explained the situation from the radio building doorway. They were shocked. Their faces revealed what we looked like when we got the news. Several of them asked for food to go, and headed down the road together. I suppose they'll pick up a vehicle at some point and head back to home base.
 
   We're left with nine of them if you don't count Rick and Ian. 
 
   I don't know what to do. I mean, we probably have enough food, but, oh hell... they have nowhere else to go and I'm not about to deny them shelter and stand at the pearly gates with some ridiculous reason why I let nine soldiers die. I'd be sent straight down the elevator shaft.
 
   Anyway, Mick's in town with Jack and Monty, looking for the parts they need to make the air filter come to life. Jeremy and Jesse went along.
 
   Somehow, Dane is using one of the fire engines to wash out the guard tower. He tried to explain to me how that thing works, but I really didn't care to listen and told him to just get it done. Hey, I'm just being honest here.
 
   Every man still on the compound, including the nine soldiers, is working on the tunnel wall supports while the women plan out meals and gather the things we'll need for a few nights inside the tunnel room.
 
   I suppose I should get out there and help. I believe Monty and Jack have caused me to relax and not take this as seriously as I should with their nonchalant attitude. That may have been their plan all along. They may be quietly freaking out inside.
 
   I need to stay alert and focused.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   Chris was prepared to argue when I told him the nine soldiers were staying. I put my hand up in that man's face and told him to shut up and listen. I explained that we had enough food and enough room. I asked that he make sure two of them stay with Jeremy in Beggar Cave and then I turned on my heel, walked into the kitchen, and announced that they were staying over the lunch table. 
 
   Chris was still standing with his mouth open on the back porch. I loved every second of it. 
 
   The kitchen window was open and the radio squawked and clicked. Chris ran inside. 
 
   Silence filled the room and I almost hyperventilated, waiting for Chris to come out and tell us what the squawking and clicking meant. 
 
   It was only two or three minutes later when he came out to say that is was NOT the weapon alert. 
 
   That's all he said, and I almost fell to the ground with relief.
 
   The mood changed and everyone headed off to do what they needed to do.
 
   Our prior experience underground taught us a few things. 
 
   I noticed folks packing more books, puzzles, and batteries. 
 
   The teens took an armload of board games to the tunnels. 
 
   Everyone' packing extra water and two pillows. The tunnel room floor is hard enough on the body. It's even harder when there's not enough “cushion” under your head.
 
   We have three air mattresses. One is big enough for Pop and Nana and the others will be for Isaac and Kevin, since they're injured and sick. 
 
   We could drag all our mattresses in there, but they'd be filthy when we dragged them out. If we had plastic mattress covers, we'd do it. 
 
   Plastic mattress covers were hard to find before the world collapsed. I doubt we'd find them now. I don't know if anyone's heading back to town anytime soon because Monty and Jack say they have everything they need. I'll mention it to Mick, just in case.
 
   Pop and Emma are busy in the garden. They're harvesting everything that's ready and laying out plastic sheeting beside the rows.
 
    I thought about using the plastic for mattresses, but I would sleep better knowing the garden is covered than I would lying on a mattress, wondering if it was destroyed. Chris thinks we're silly for covering the garden, but I don't care what he thinks. Maybe he'll be happy when he's able to eat vegetable soup this winter. Yo, Chris. Ever heard of Agent Orange? What if some of that's mixed in with the bomb soup? Hmm?
 
   Unfortunately, some things never change. There's loads of laundry waiting for the next victim, and I that's me. I'm not sure if I want to touch the clothes Rick and Ian's crew wore home, but I suppose I'll have to. I dread it.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:45 PM...
 
   Monty and Jack say they'll have the air filter system up and running by tomorrow morning. 
 
   They're out there with some sort of spotlight hooked into the generator, working like crazy. The younger soldiers are at their beck and call. I wonder how long that'll last.
 
   I was watching Jack as he worked. I asked how a military lawyer knew how to make air filtration systems. “Some of us had to work our way through college” he replied, and kept right on working.
 
   Hey, I'm happy that Jack had to work his way through college and I'll bet he's grateful for the lessons he learned.
 
   Everything else is ready. The wall supports are finished and the room is stocked with food and water. 
 
   When the alert comes in, we'll load the horses and pigs, take them to the cave, and come back to the tunnel room. 
 
   I'm banging my head against the wall, trying to figure out if I've forgotten anything. I'm sure everyone else is doing the same.
 
   We had a little trouble with a group of three HDI's this afternoon. They came off the mountainside, through the creek and into the onion field.
 
   Pop was standing watch and Larson was in the tower with him.
 
   Larson saw them first and pointed them out. Pop said he watched as they made their way in a random pattern across the field and near the road. 
 
   They were bending and picking up objects from the ground. 
 
   Pop was shocked. He knew that wasn't normal HDI behavior and wondered aloud about it at supper. Chris said it may be the result of a mutation. 
 
   HDI hunters and gatherers? That's a scary thought. Could they form communities? Shudder! I will not miss the HDI's if that weapon hits. 
 
   I wonder about the wild people. If they live underground, will they survive? I guess that's a question for later. 
 
   Anyway, Pop and Larson took out the three HDI's and their bodies were loaded up and taken to the power lines. 
 
   Chris says the quarry is full and ready to be bombed, but he's not calling for planes unless he gets word that the threat of nerve gas has been eliminated. Wouldn't Uncle Sam be proud? Chris will save him a bundle if the HDI's in the quarry are killed on the enemy's dime.
 
   Chris and the crew didn't see any wild people. They were either hiding, or have moved on. For some reason, I feel sorry for them. I could still see humanity in their eyes. It was unsettling then and it's unsettling now. I need to push it out of my mind. There's nothing I can do about it.
 
   Josie wants to raise one of the Wilkerson kids as her own. She wants the youngest girl, Tricia. That sounds good to me. I wonder if she's spoken to Chris about it.
 
   Marisa and Jason will take Vicki and Dale. I knew they would. Marisa was a little hesitant to get close to them because of what happened to Caleb, but Jason was eager to claim them both. It didn't take long for Marisa to come around.
 
   I've got Deuce and Merry. Marisa has the new kids. Josie has a new kid. If more kids come along, someone needs to step up to the plate and help this village raise them. 
 
   The kitchen window needs to stay closed when I'm in there. Every time that radio beeps, clicks, or squawks, I jump outa my skin. Carisa says she does the same thing and plans to avoid the kitchen if at all possible. 
 
   The teens are handling this pretty well. They're staying busy planning, checking stock, and counting bullets. Jesse handed Dane a list of every weapon we have along with an accurate count of ammo to match. I think Chris was a little perturbed that Dane got the list, but Dane is our head of security. He needs the list. Of course, we'll look to our military folks and pass ideas by them anytime we get a chance.
 
   My mind has wandered all day long. What happens next?
 
   I'm know there's a big civil war coming, but I don't know what to expect. Perhaps I should wait and find out if we make it through this latest threat before I ponder the situation. My gut tells me that we will make it. I don't know why, but it does. 
 
   My biggest worry is the rest of the country. 
 
   Will we find another community to make friends and trade with? What if they're on the side of the dictator? 
 
   I just can't imagine it. I have no idea what kind of person would follow such a tyrant. Surely they're aware that he's not only killing HDI's but he's killing normal, everyday people along with them. That includes children. 
 
   A couple of the old modern day prophets may have been right. The human race will destroy itself. No need for divine intervention or space alien moderators. We're on the path to destruction. We have been all along. 
 
   I just don't understand why everyone can't see what's right in front of their face. Why can't we all just eat, drink, and be merry? It infuriates me.
 
   We plan to have a fire drill tomorrow morning. We need to know exactly how long it will take to get the horses and pigs to the cave, get back to the compound, get the goats and chickens in the tunnel room, and make sure everyone on the compound is there. We'll have breakfast there and test out the oven as well as the air filtration system. I'm not looking forward to it, but I think it's a good idea.
 
   I'm climbing in bed to be near my husband. I may be sending him off to war any day now. I have no idea how much time we have left. Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, May 18
 
   2:00 PM...
 
   The fire drill is over, thank goodness! The horses played their parts by being ornery when we tried to load them onto the cattle trailer. 
 
   The pigs couldn't have cared less, and the goats followed the rattling feed bag inside the cave. 
 
   We had trouble catching the chickens, but only for a few minutes. They were very happy to be back in their runs and pastures when it was all over. We accomplished what we needed to do and it took six hours.
 
   We baked 80 biscuits, and that took a lot of time. We'll have to eat in shifts because we can't fit that many biscuits in the oven at once. Nana and Elaine want to get the biscuit dough made, cut, and frozen in packages of 18 while they're able to work in the clean kitchen. They also plan to get muffin batter mixed and inside empty milk jugs so they can just pour it in the tins and bake them when the time comes.
 
   The radio works fine inside the tunnel room. Chris says he'll be monitoring it every moment we're there. I guess we'll sleep to the sounds of clicking, squawking, and blips. I don't care. I wanna keep up with everything that's going on, day and night.
 
   Jeremy and two soldiers headed out after lunch to take the supplies they'll need to the cave. 
 
   They're also rigging up plastic “doors” for the entrance and exit to the large room in the rear, and laying sheets of plywood over the sinkholes. They actually plan to make their beds on the plywood because the horses won't step on them and will probably ignore all the gear they have. 
 
   The pigs are a different story. They're using pallet fences for the pigs. Posts will be driven into the ground and the pallets will be slid over them. It's a perfect temporary fence. If I'd known about it sooner, I would have used the idea for something like a rustic fence around an herb garden.
 
   There's no way to seal off the first room of the cave. The entrance is huge, and we're using the last of our plastic to take care of the doors and cover the garden rows. 
 
   They plan to live in their gas masks and clothing including hats and gloves. Mick said the temperature in the cave is cool. Maybe Jeremy and the soldiers won't sweat to death. 
 
   I need to learn the names of the nine soldiers. I don't have extra space in my brain to try and remember them right now. I'll do it after this is over. I know that each of them will have a story to tell. I wonder if they'd mind wearing name tags.
 
   We've decided to go into action as soon as the alert comes in. Chris says it'll be a 24 hour warning, but no one wants to take a chance on waiting 'til the last moment. If it were up to me, I'd already have everyone living there.
 
   I guess Chris said “yes” to adopting little Tricia. Josie's been carrying her around the compound all morning. She was responsible for her during the fire drill. 
 
   Josie looks frightened and that scares me. She knows a lot more about this type of weapon than I do. If she's worried about it, I'm worried about it.
 
   Since the tunnel room is ready to go, the men have turned their attention back to cleaning up the damage from the battle and placing little wooden buildings on the hillside. Tim almost has the framing ready for Lisa's new house. He's working on the roof now.
 
   While they were looking for air filtration supplies, they came across a hardware and building supply store. Mick says the inside is trashed and looks like someone has been living in the back offices. The supply yard is full of brick, rock, tile, marble, granite, and more.
 
   Tim pointed out several pieces of granite he wants to use in Lisa's house. He also wants rock to build a rock fireplace. Mick told him he'd help get the supplies if we're still alive after the threat passes. I told Mick that I wouldn't mind a few pieces of marble on top of a couple of wooden rolling carts to hold condiments and such. 
 
   If we survive, we'll need to build a larger place for a dining hall with a concrete floor where forty people can sit and eat at the same time. 
 
   We rescued several metal, folding picnic tables from the battlefield. We can also loot houses for more tables and chairs. We can store dishes on shelves along the wall and use the wooden carts to move condiments around the area. 
 
   I'd like to have the hall hooked up to the little kitchen building.
 
   Mick thought that was a great idea and said he'd draw up plans while he's busy sitting in the tunnel room, waiting for death to leave the area. Those words put me in a somber mood.
 
   Crap! I just realized that we didn't factor in moving Kevin and Isaac from the clinic. We should add 20 minutes to the time, I'm sure it won't take that long, but I like to leave room for error. Maybe Chris left that part out of the drill intentionally. It wouldn't make sense to move two injured men for a fire drill. For Pete's sake, we could have just pretended! I'm gonna need to know where in the order of things that fits in.
 
   I'm going to the tunnel room to check it out for the umpteenth time. I just wanna make sure.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   We had a visit this afternoon from Tommy and Bill of Times Nine Farm. They pulled up to the gate, got out of their truck, and waited for someone to come down the hill. 
 
   There were two soldiers standing watch in the left guard tower since the right tower still needs flooring.
 
   The soldiers aimed those nasty looking M16's toward Tommy and Bill to make them talk. Several words were exchanged and one of the guards whistled toward the house. 
 
   Dane and Mick headed down and recognized the men who'd been held captive with them near the rock quarry. They spoke for 20 or 30 minutes before Tommy and Bill got back in the truck and headed down the road. Mick and Dane came back up the hill.
 
   They said the men stopped by to tell Mick they'd seen his notes in town but they already knew about the weapon because they're registered landowners and received their supply of gas masks. 
 
   Mick said they tried to drill him about our plans to protect ourselves. He told them we planned to stay in the basement and ride it out. He doesn't want anyone, other than the compound members, to know about the tunnels. I thought that was a smart move. 
 
   Anyway, they said they'd be doing the same. They have three houses in a subdivision with basements and they're set up and ready to go. 
 
   They asked if we were still on for the trade meeting scheduled for May 26th and Mick told them that we'd be there if we were still alive and the threat had disappeared. They were happy with that and headed home.
 
   Now, we wait. 
 
   The men have plenty of work on the compound to keep themselves busy. They need to build new floors in the guard tower and finish replacing the little wooden buildings. 
 
   There's still lots of cleanup to do in the onion field, but we've had an influx of HDI's coming out of the woods behind the Masterson place. I've heard at least eight gunshots since supper. There'll be more bodies to take care of in the morning.
 
   An idea suddenly occurred to me and I need to write it down so I'll remember. It's the safe room at the Masterson house. It must have an air filter of some sort. Would it run on a generator? I have no idea what size the room is, but it might be able to support two or three people. Is it airtight? I'll mention it to Mick. Maybe we can take a look at it tomorrow. Maybe he and I should honeymoon in there while the rest of 'em stay in the tunnel room. Yeah, right. I couldn't stand to be away from my kids at such a dangerous time.
 
   Tomorrow's the 18th. Chris told us about this on the 15th, but he knew about it the day before. Did he factor in that day when he said “within ten days?” These are the types of details I need to know. I plan to corner him and ask him first thing in the morning.
 
   What am I forgetting? There has to be something I'm forgetting. I can feel it. Maybe it'll come to me while I'm sleeping, if I sleep. I'm beginning to feel anxiety coming on. I'll probably be up before the sun tomorrow.
 
   Bye for now.
 
   Monday, May 19
 
   I was right. I was up at 3:30 AM. 
 
   I sat on the back porch and listened to the crickets, birds, and night time animals. 
 
   As I sat there, I realized that those sounds will be gone for a long time after this idiotic weapons is dropped on us. I wonder what it'll do to the environment and ecosystem. I wonder how long it'll be 'til the birds come back. I hadn't even thought about it 'til I sat on the porch this morning. 
 
   I wish I had a cigarette or ten. I know they're really bad for you, but they calm me. The last one I had was the one I got from young Kenny on the day Kevin and Rona were hurt. I'd probably cough my lungs out with the first drag. Oh, well. I do feel better without them but, man, I really liked smoking. Ah, the good old days.
 
   I can hear the military folks getting up already. They like to do PT if there's no danger in the air. I'm not talking about the kind of danger we're expecting. I'm talking about the “in your face” kind of danger. 
 
   Emma and Nana should be coming in the door any moment now. I think their assistants will be Sabrina and Anna. They'll have to wake them up. They're typical teens and like to sleep 'til noon.
 
   I wonder if I can sneak back to bed and fall asleep beside Mick again. Oops, never mind. He's awake.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   10:50 AM...
 
   The men were cleaning HDI bodies out of the field before breakfast this morning. Mick left early and came up the hill for tools to work on the floors inside the right tower. He told me that all the HDI bodies were holding shell casings in their hands. 
 
   The hunter gatherer HDI's were picking up shell casings. It shocked me and didn't know what to do with the information. I couldn't think of anything to say so I stood there with my mouth gaping open and tried to figure it out. 
 
   Several seconds went by before we heard a barrage of gunfire coming from the left tower. Mick looked through the living room peep holes and saw soldiers running down the hill with their rifles. Then, he looked across the field and said “HOLY SMOKES” as he ran out the door.
 
   I would guess there were 25-30 HDI's in the field and they were hunter gatherers. They were walking in random patterns and picking up shell casings. 
 
   The guards were having a hard time of it, getting head shots on them, because they'd bend over at the most inconvenient time. Several of them made it to the trailer fence and were trying to make a body ladder to crawl over.
 
   The soldiers boosted one another up onto the top of the trailers and helped the guards eliminate them all. Mick heard someone yell “shoot 'em in the legs first” and that's what they did. They shot the legs out from under them and took their head shots while the HDI's were lying on the ground. Ten minutes later, they were all eliminated.
 
   Body cleanup began immediately after the last one was assumed dead. The men were very careful approaching the bodies in case a bullet had simply skimmed off a cheekbone or grazed a skull instead of hitting the brain. Mick waved from the field which indicated to me that they were all dead. Jason drove the truck and trailer down and out the gate. It took about an hour and a half for the leery men to load all the bodies. They've taken them to the power lines to unload and burn.
 
   We don't know where they came from. Ian and Rick said they weren't in the woods when they were stalking North Koreans. This is a mystery, and why in the world would they want shell casings? Anyway, the field is clear again and those not on burning duty have gone back to their projects.
 
   It's time to start lunch preparations and I'm on the cooking crew.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   1:23 PM...
 
   It's time!
 
   The alert signal sounded thirty minutes ago. I'm grabbing my pack and computer.
 
   See ya from the tunnel room, I hope.
 
    
 
   9:00 PM...
 
   We're in the tunnel room and everyone's still getting settled. 
 
   It's quiet. People are moving around carefully and whispering as they try to get comfortable. We're using the big spotlight that Monty and Jack had rigged up when they built the air filtration system. It works a lot better than flashlights and solar lanterns. 
 
   A lot of folks are wearing their gas masks, and I keep reaching toward mine and then pulling my hand back. I think I'm waiting on the soldiers to don theirs. I feel somewhat safe without mine as long as they're without theirs. 
 
   I don't know what to do. Should we be listening for aircraft? Can we rely on the click codes to get it right? I pray they get it right. 
 
   Someone's “clicking” to Chris and he's “clicking” back. I have no idea what any of the codes mean and I hope Josie will make her way over here soon to tell me what she knows. We don't wanna step out of this room too early. 
 
   Because of the HDI's this morning and the alert right after lunch, we didn't get a chance to check out the safe room in the Masterson house. 
 
   We're a little crowded in here but it's not too bad. At least we don't have to worry about the animals making noise and alerting anyone standing on our heads. I'm pretty sure there are no NK's above the ceiling.
 
   We ate creamy potato soup with bacon bits mixed in for supper. Nana and Emma prepared it while we were getting things done. I'm grateful that we had the fire drill. Things moved a lot smoother when the real alert sounded.
 
   I'm thinking about Jeremy and his cohorts in Beggar Cave. Please Lord, let them be okay. Please let the plastic doors hold up and keep the poison out.
 
   Is this truly the last day we'll have to deal with HDI's? 
 
   That's really the only good that could come from this. I won't be able to stop looking for them for several weeks. I've become accustomed to listening carefully when I'm near the fence and in the meadow. I've been somehow trained to check behind every corner and vehicle on the street whenever I go off the compound. It's gonna be a hard habit to break and I'm not entirely sure I'll let it go.
 
   The soldiers will leave after the threat has passed. Ian and Isaac will stay behind. I don't know if Rick will stay this time. He's such a soldier at heart. I'm not sure he could stand to be away from that life too long. He's really good at it. I wonder if the military would accept part-time solders again. Heck, that's what the National Guard was.
 
   Mick plans to leave as well. He says he will fight to keep our rights and property. I pray that the real military can win and we can start all over again. It'll be a lot easier now that we don't have deal with the North Koreans, Chinese, HDI's or ungodly mutant flies.
 
   I think I'll sneak over near the radio, and maybe I'll be able to hear whatever the soldiers are whispering about. 
 
   Lord, I hope we make it. I wish they'd just get it over with so we could begin the countdown. Actually, I wish our troops would find the dictator and take him out before he gives the order to drop the bomb. I can wish, can't I?
 
   I took a Benadryl and it's kicking in. I'm gonna lay my head down, just for a few hours...
 
    
 
   10:30 PM...
 
   I'm in a Benadryl fog. I'm trying hard to bring myself out of it. I really am.
 
   Chris woke us 15 minutes ago and said the aircraft had just flown over, which means Kapper Hill is probably covered in poison right now. 
 
   Mick's over in the corner with the rest of the military men, whispering up a storm. I have no idea why they're whispering. The only thing they can do is stay here and try to live.
 
   I don't know what to do. There's nothing I can do. There's nothing any of us can do. The real wait has begun and we're being held hostage again. I hope we're able to escape this time.
 
   Josie say's we're getting click codes from Beggar Cave. They heard the planes fly over and, so far, they're all okay. The horses are a little spooked but that's to be expected.
 
   Now, we wait for word from home base. We need confirmation that the planes bombed the area. We need to know what's going on outside. I'm praying. I'm praying hard.
 
   Bye for now.
 
   Tuesday, May 20
 
   I'm awake and I know by the clock on this computer that it's 5:00 AM. I think I'm the only one awake. Scratch that. I just looked over toward the radio area and I can see one of the soldiers sitting up and monitoring it with a solar lantern that's turned way down low. 
 
   The radio area is near the front of the room and the radios are sitting on a big, square coffee table that the furniture crew brought home. I feel like I'm partially blind because I can't tell who the soldier is. I think he's one of the nine who came home with Rick and Ian. 
 
   I just waved at him and he waved back. He can see me because I'm lit up by the bright computer screen. I guess we'll both sit here in silence. I hope my pecking on the keyboard isn't bothering him.
 
   Everyone was up late last night, talking about the bombs. The Benadryl I took got hold of me and sent me back to sleep not long after I talked with Josie. 
 
   I wish someone would wake up and tell me if they learned anything else. Maybe I should make some racket to wake them up. Nah... I'll let 'em sleep.
 
   I don't feel any different. My skin's not tingling and I'm not having trouble breathing. If those planes really did drop the bomb, maybe we're gonna make it through.
 
   The kids are sleeping like logs. They're all around me. 
 
   Michael’s not even aware that Amber has her feet near his nose. Deuce has his face pressed up against the wall. He may feel more secure that way. I remember hugging the wall when I was a kid. My sister and I had twin beds in the same room. We both had a wall to hug.
 
   Someone else is awake. I can hear them tinkling in the potty area. There's a shower curtain surrounding the area, but it gives you a false sense of privacy. When the room is quiet like this, potty sounds can be heard all around. 
 
   I see a tiny flashlight coming out. I can't tell who's carrying it. It's gotta be one of the women or girls. It's too short to be one of the men. It's heading towards me. I'll bet its Nana.
 
   I don't know what to do. I suppose I could get up and start making biscuits, but I'd make noise and I'm sure I'll wake someone. Oh Well, they need to get up anyway.
 
   Uh Oh. I think Nana just stepped on Dane's stomach. I can hear him grumbling and he's getting up. Nana replied to his grumble with a whisper. She said “You shouldn't have been laying in the path.” I can't believe I wanna laugh. I want to laugh like an insane person. This is crazy.
 
   I don't know what this day will bring other than paranoia and fear. I dread it.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   3:30 PM...
 
   It's difficult to get over here in my spot and fire this thing up with all the action going on in the room. It wouldn't surprise me a bit if someone trips on the cord and yanks it outa my hand. I'll try to write out what I've learned, but I 'm sure I'll get interrupted, so bear with me.
 
   Josie and I ate lunch together over paper bowls of chicken corn chowder. Nana and Emma really got smart this time. They made the chowder and stored it in gallon freezer bags they placed in a cooler full of ice. All they had to do was dump the chowder into the pots and warm it up. Cornbread muffins came with it. They were also premixed.
 
   Anyway, Chris announced before lunch that the bombs have, indeed, been dropped and our Hill was probably covered in poison. 
 
   HDI's are dropping like flies. Some of them take longer than others to completely die. 
 
   Insects, wild animals and stray pets are dying in massive numbers. 
 
   Home base sent out a HAZMAT team to determine the level of destruction. They're dressed in full protective gear and riding in a fully enclosed vehicle. Several cameras are attached to the vehicle, and home base is receiving images. 
 
   The level of poison in the air was greatest five minutes after the bomb was dropped, and the level is dropping faster than expected. 
 
   The experts believe any significant amount of poison will be gone within twelve hours of delivery. They have changed their recommendation to shelter underground from 48 hours to 24 hours. 
 
   The bomb was dropped in our area at 0411 Zulu which means 10:11 PM Central time for those of us who don't speak “Zulu.”
 
   We're having a meeting after supper tonight to decide when we should leave the tunnel. 
 
   Jeremy's crew says they're all okay and wouldn't mind getting themselves and the horses out of there as soon as possible.
 
   I'm nervous. I don't wanna leave the tunnel room at 10:00 tonight. I'm hoping we can all agree to stay the 48 hours recommended on the first go round. 
 
   We could leave the tunnel late tomorrow night and go straight inside the houses and motorhomes. I hope Chris will agree to it.
 
   Regardless of what he says, my family's staying here 'til tomorrow night.
 
   There's a kid fight breaking out and I need to get up and get them under control. I'll write after the meeting.
 
   See ya later
 
    
 
   10:00 PM...
 
   Chris is preparing to leave the tunnel room. Several soldiers are heading out as well. 
 
   Josie told Chris that she's staying until tomorrow night because of the baby. She doesn't want to take any chances. Tricia will be staying with her.  
 
   My entire family will stay until tomorrow night. We're all doing well, we have plenty of food and water, the potty barrel isn't full, and the air filtration is working. 
 
   The rest of the group will stay as well. That makes me happy. People may think I'm overprotective but I don't care.
 
   I can't believe we made it through, again. God loves Kapper Hill. That's for sure!
 
   Josie says that, according to the click codes, rain is expected overnight and throughout the day tomorrow. The experts say this will help clear the air of any residual matter. They’re fully confident that the air is safe.
 
   We have been instructed to clear our areas of HDI's and dead animals as soon as possible. All bodies should be burned, and animals should not be consumed. HAZMAT crews will begin touring the Southeast tomorrow morning and report their findings to home base.
 
   Jeremy's crew has decided to leave the cave. They'll wear their gas masks, but they want to get outa there. 
 
   Their loading up the horses and pigs and coming home tonight. 
 
   That makes me nervous as all get out, but they're adults and I can't tell them what to do. The animals belong to all of us and I was the only one opposed. So, they're coming home.
 
   I'm exhausted. The adrenaline rush has left my body and I feel like I could sleep for days. Honestly, I can't believe I'm surprised we didn't die. I should've had more faith than that.
 
   I'm gonna put this thing away and snuggle up in Mick's arms. 
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday, May 21
 
   The remaining soldiers left the tunnel before breakfast. 
 
   Chris came inside to prove to us that he was okay. Josie threw her arms around his neck, took Tricia's hand, and headed out.
 
   We were eating biscuits when everyone began turning on me. 
 
   They want out of here before lunch. I compromised and told them I'd agree to leave early if we waited 'til after lunch. I got a round of applause for giving in. I don't like it, but I've been outvoted.
 
   Jeremy came in for breakfast. The horses and pigs are doing fine. He's says he's “good to go.” He slept in his little house last night and said it felt great to be in his own bed without worrying about a cave ceiling falling on his head or acid raining down from above.
 
   Monty and Jack still plan to expand and improve the filtration system in case we need to take shelter here again. Better safe than sorry, right? 
 
   My gut tells me that we'll use this tunnel room again. I'm glad that all the supports are up and that we did everything we could to survive.
 
   I just saw Ian and Shawna walk out the door. 
 
   Oh, My God. Thank you for saving us!
 
   Well, it's time to make lunch, clean up, and pack up to head back to the house. We'll be spending a lot of time today, moving supplies back to the house.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   9:00 PM...
 
   We're out of the tunnel and I'm sitting on my own bed. My husband is beside me, waiting for me to finish up this entry. 
 
   We made it. 
 
   We lived. 
 
   I'm praying that we’ll find the garden healthy and alive. I'm praying that every HDI in the area has fallen down, dead.
 
   We have a trade meeting scheduled in five days with the folks from Times Nine Farm. Chris says that a couple of other groups will be there as well. I'm anxious to meet them and get this party started.
 
   Hopefully, we can all help one another in our quest to rebuild while this tyrant tries to take away every right we have. 
 
   Those rights were fought and paid for by the American blood of all the men and women who believed in us before, and those who believe in us now. We owe it to them to survive.
 
   I’m headed to bed to snuggle up with Mick and try to get some sleep.
 
   Bye for Now
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday May 22
 
                 I felt a tingle of fear go through my body as I opened the kitchen door this morning. It took every ounce of courage I had to step out on the back porch and breathe in the morning air. 
 
   The only sound I heard was the rustling of the leaves as the light breeze blew through them. Heavy dew had pooled on the stairs and porch railing. 
 
   I kept waiting for my skin to burn and my body to go into convulsions, but it didn’t happen. Thank you, Lord!
 
   Chris and the experts have assured us that the poison has dissipated and we have nothing to worry about. The same folks once told us there was no such thing as the living dead. Do I have complete confidence in the experts? I don’t think so.
 
   The mood around the kitchen table was light and happy until Chris reminded us that the poison was dropped only in one tiny spot of the world.  HDI’s, wild people, and mutant flies still exist. 
 
   Faces around the table went from happy and smiling, to sullen and somber.
 
   I wonder how long it’ll take the HDI’s to come back to Kapper Hill Compound. I’m praying we’ll have the summer to concentrate on growing crops, preserving food, and avoiding the fake military.
 
   The entire group stepped out on the porch with me. We were all headed to the same place. We were going to the garden.
 
   The vegetation we saw on our short journey looked fine. Nothing was wilted or odd colored. Everything was awake and reaching for the sun. From what I could tell, there was no residue on any leaves or wildflowers.
 
   I saw several dead birds that looked as if they’d simply dropped from the sky. Amber spotted two baby birds at the base of a tree and she almost touched them. She stuck out her hand, and then pulled it quickly back. We didn’t need to say a word. She understands. 
 
   We made it to the garden and were relieved to see the plastic covering our future food still in place.
 
   Pop recruited help from everyone there. We removed the plastic from the rows and rolled it up to save for another time. I swear, I could see our crops stretch and yawn as they reached for the sky and breathed fresh air. I was beyond relieved and so was everyone else.
 
   There were no gnats or flies in the garden. 
 
   There were no bees, or anything else with wings, to aid in pollinating the vegetable blossoms. 
 
   Pop looked worried as he glanced around the field. I knew what he was thinking. We need to get back to the little specialty shop where the see-through bee hives are located and find out if any of them survived. We need to bring them here as soon as possible.
 
   Pop announced to the crowd that our crop yield would be small and eventually die out if we don’t get bees here soon. He said we could pollinate everything by hand, but we’d need several folks in the garden, working day in and day out. 
 
   Standing in the hot Alabama sun in July and August for eight or nine hours a day? No thanks. My ancestors did it, but I don’t want to, unless I have no choice.
 
   Dane and Jason immediately formed a “bee getting crew” and headed to town wearing beekeeper suits. I pray they come back with living bees
 
   Everyone left the garden to head back to the house or check out other areas of the compound. I came in here to write.
 
   I’m getting tired. It seems like I’m never able to write anything wonderful without following it up with some sort of new threat or problem. 
 
   Will the problems never go away? I’d love to go back to the days of making sure the mortgage was paid and the electricity stayed on. I miss paying bills, buying groceries, and putting gas in my car. I never thought I’d hear myself say that.
 
   Well, there’s a lot of work going on. We need to get everything moved back from the tunnel rooms.
 
   See ya later.
 
    
 
   2:35 PM…
 
                 We have wild animals in the form of human children.
 
                 Amber, Michael, Vicki, Dale, and Tricia are running around the back yard, hootin’ and hollerin’ like banshees. They’re happy to be out of the tunnel rooms. I believe they can feel that the fear among the adult members of the group has somewhat diminished. They’re playing like children should be able to play.
 
                 Chris, Mick Ian, and Rick headed out with several guards this afternoon to check on the HDI’s in the rock quarry. They were armed for bear in case the wild people somehow survived and decided to attack. They were home within an hour.
 
                 Mick says that the bottom of the rock quarry is a lake of HDI bodies. 
 
   Many of them are melted, and the fluids are pooled on top. Hundreds of air bubbles rise to the surface and burst as fluids run down to fill the cavities underneath. 
 
   He said it reminds him of a hot lava field because the fluids are thick and draining slowly, HDI bodies adjust as the air bubbles rise, and it appears as if they are wriggling in slow motion as gravity takes hold. The air is filled with horrible smells and the sounds of bubbles popping,
 
   They found the bodies of three wild people underneath the trees. Their eyes were open and their arms outreached. The smallest female appeared to have been crawling toward a larger female who was lying at the base of a pine tree. Her head and neck were resting in a distorted position, broken by the fall. Their bodies were showing signs of rapid deterioration and decay. Mick said he almost thought he saw decay happening as he watched.
 
   The crew walked farther into the woods and came across the bodies of several dead animals who looked as if they’d simply stopped in their tracks and fallen over dead. 
 
   They came upon an old, rusted out washing machine lying on its side near a pile of garbage someone dumped in the woods. There was a tabby cat with three dead kittens lying inside. That was enough for Chris, and he turned and ordered everyone back to the vehicles. No one said a word as they traveled back to the compound.
 
   Mick says he never wants to see that place again.
 
   Dane, Jason and a few others went back to the specialty store. The little “bee doors” through the wall leading outside were plugged with dead and dying bees. 
 
   From the middle of the hive down, the bees were still alive and doin’ their bee thing. They had no idea how to capture them, so they plopped down on the floor and looked through beekeeping instruction books from the shelves nearby.
 
   They brought home several empty hives. Monty and Jack are helping Pop get them situated now.
 
   Dane decided to go back tonight after dark to move the bees.  He said the bees will be “sleepy” around that time. Whatever, just get the darn bees!
 
   We have all the animals back in their appropriate spots. They immediately began grazing. It makes me nervous as all get out and I’m praying that the rain washed away any residue that was on the grass and leaves. 
 
   I don’t wanna be the guinea pig who eats the animals that made it through. I’m even a little worried about the milk. I think I’ll drill the brains of the experts to find out what residue on grass might do to the milk. 
 
   My biggest concern of all is the chickens. There are no insects for them to munch on, and they’ll have to rely solely on chicken feed. If it isn’t one thing, it’s another.
 
   Got stuff I need to do. See ya later.
 
    
 
   11:00 PM…
 
   The bees are here. Dane and Jason “smoked” them to sleep.
 
   They wore their beekeeper suits and unscrewed the Plexiglas cover from the see-though hives.
 
   It took almost half an hour for them to find the queen and get her into a little box made especially for carrying “queen bees.”
 
   Then, they removed the frames and placed them inside a large cardboard box, Sleepy bees were stuck to the frames and several flew into the box on their own.
 
   They brought the whole mess home, put the queen in the hive, put the frames with a bunch of bees walking all over them into the hives, and plugged the hole with a cork of some sort.
 
   Pop says they need about three days to get used to the place before he opens the plug and allows them to roam free. Sounds good to me.
 
                 Emma says the garden will be busting at the seams in a week or two and we’ll be busy day and night, preserving food. 
 
                 I probably won’t have a lot of time to write during the summer and fall. I may just fall in my bed, dead tired, every night. I’m prayin’ my back holds up.
 
                 We have three more days to prepare for the trade meeting, I’m clueless about what we have to offer. That’ll be my priority for tomorrow. Tonight, I’m crawling in to snuggle up next to Mick.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday, May 23              
 
   2:30 PM…
 
                 Sorry I didn’t get a chance to write this morning. 
 
                 When I stepped outside for my breath of fresh air before breakfast, I smelled death. I was expecting to smell it sooner or later. 
 
   I spoke to everyone at breakfast and told them we needed to spend the day cleaning up the dead animals from the woods around the compound. Everyone groaned and made horrible faces, but they all knew it had to be done.
 
                 Marisa and Josie were off the hook. They both get nauseous with their pregnancies, and we needed someone here to look after the kids anyway, so they stayed behind.
 
   I simply must learn the names of the nine soldiers who stayed behind with Ian and Rick. I can’t keep referring to them as “one of the nine” all the time. Anyway, you’ll forgive me if I do it here, right?
 
   Several of “the nine” stood watch as we headed out the gate to circle the compound and clear the woods.
 
   We found plenty of dead animals and two HDI bodies. We wore gloves on our hands and clothes pins on our noses while we carried the bodies to the flatbed trailer to be taken to the power lines and burned. It was a very unpleasant experience, and I don’t wanna think about it ever again. 
 
   Mick just walked in and he’s sitting on the bed, watching me. He looks worried and he’s bouncing his knee up and down, waiting for me to finish typing. He hasn’t said a word but I know he needs to talk. 
 
   I’ll shut this thing down for a while. See ya later.
 
    
 
   9:00 PM…
 
                 The location of the President and his cabinet was discovered.              Nerve gas was pumped in through the ventilation system and everyone died in their sleep. There were no survivors.
 
                 The “second in charge” is now at an undisclosed location, He’s putting together a new cabinet, hand chosen by himself and his wife.
 
                 A real military base in Pennsylvania was bombed and destroyed by the fakers. Survivors were either hung, shot, or burned at the stake, depending on their rank.
 
                 All of the real military troops have been ordered to return to their home bases within three days to prepare for civil war. That means Mick is leaving either tomorrow or the next day.
 
                 I can’t write anymore.
 
                 Excuse me, I’m gonna be sick again.
 
                 Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday, May 24
 
                 Mick is preparing to leave tomorrow morning. He doesn’t know how long he’ll be gone or when we’ll see him again.
 
                 Chris and the nine are leaving as well. Rick has decided to remain at Kapper Hill.
 
                 The “meet and trade” has been cancelled until further notice. I’m headed out to spend the rest of the day with Mick. This news has rocked me to the core and I’m lost in a fog. I don’t know what to do. I don’t know when I’ll write again.
 
   Bye for now.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday, May 25
 
   The men just left Kapper Hill. You would have been proud of me. I stood up straight and tall as my brave soldier walked down that hill. I had tears running down my face, but I was resolved to remain stoic for his goodbye.
 
   Mick looked so handsome in his uniform. I can’t believe he’s gone.
 
   We were up most of the night, talking and planning. I know what to do while he’s gone
 
   I'm gonna say goodbye for a while. I'm gonna concentrate on caring for my family and bringing this beautiful hillside back to life. I may pick up my writing habit after summer is gone and the nights are cold and lonely.
 
   I need to step back and enjoy life while I can. I have children and grandchildren to spoil, and another one on the way. I have things to teach them. It should be a joyous time. 
 
   One man is trying to take that joy from me, and my man is leaving to help take it back. I know in my heart of hearts that he'll succeed and come home.
 
   Maybe you found this diary in on one of those ancient old thumb drives. Maybe you found it in a small town library. Maybe you're my triple great grandchild and you mom was crazy enough to let you read granny's diary.
 
   Hey, if you're in the area, look us up. Just ask for directions to Kapper Hill Compound. We'll be here, standing watch in the towers, working in the gardens, raising our children, and surviving.
 
   I leave you with three simple words that are stronger than anything else in the world.
 
   Love one another.
 
    
 
   And… Bye, for now.
 
    
 
   The End.
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