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Prologue
 
   This novel is the first in a series of suspense filled mystery novels with a Christian based theme staring flawed characters solving mysteries. Grumpy and Sam are either blessed or cursed with the ability to encounter and solve murders and other crimes. This series shows the development of a young teenaged girl into a young woman crime fighter. 
 
   What would you do if you saw another car run off the road and roll over with the driver trapped underneath? What would you do if you saw a young girl and her dog, homeless and about to be trapped in the child welfare system? The girl has many troubles and has been abused. The dog is a tiny Shih Tzu who has the heart of a saint and courage of a lion. The girl is 15 and thinks she’s a detective. The couple in this story has major losses in their lives, but knows what they should do. The man, Grumpy, has lost his faith in God, but the girl and dog help restore his faith while she finds God for the first time.
 
   Taking the girl and dog into their home results in them being attacked, shot at and having to solve a murder mystery. Most people would run away from a girl who brings this much baggage. Grumpy and Mary need Sam and Sammy, just as much as Sam and Sammy need them.
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   Chapter 0
 
    
 
   The young girl was chained to the wall in the basement of a cabin in the woods. It was cold, dark and musty in the room. One window let a little light in during the day; she hated the dark cold nights. She had a pillow and one blanket to help her sleep on the floor. The bed was on the other side of the room. There was a case of bottled water and packages with enough food to last until her kidnappers returned each time. The men took turns visiting her and always wore masks. She fought at first and hoped that they would let her go free if she resisted. They beat her with their fists until she gave up fighting and resigned herself to the ongoing abuse and degradation.
 
   After she stopped resisting, one of the men was gentle and treated her like she was his lover. He talked with her and told her how beautiful she was. The other was out of control and sometimes passed out while attacking her. He beat her if she didn’t please him.
 
   On the fifteenth day, the out of control man came down the stairs and turned on the lights. He wasn’t wearing a mask. She instantly knew that this would be her last day on earth. She thought about her parents and little brother until he was on top of her. She knew that he was going to kill her and she was full of rage. She kicked him in the groin and bit his arm. Before he could get free, she scratched his neck. He pushed her off him, came back with a baseball bat and started beating her until she stopped moving.
 
   As he drug her out to the woods he said to himself, “I like the fighters.”
 
   He found a nice spot beside the others and started digging.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ✼ ✼ ✼
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ✼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Bill worked for United Metal Stamping Co for thirty-five years, was tired of working and looked forward to retiring. He knew that he would get the “watch” and a cake but a catered luncheon, cake, watch and a roast surprised him. The roast was not a meat roast, but a roasting of Bill by his fellow workers. There was a lot to roast! Bill’s nickname at work was Grumpy. While many of Bill’s co-workers liked him, he was disliked by just as many and loved by few. He was the best at his job and respected by everyone in the company.
 
   Bill hired in as a janitor in the stamping department on the third shift. He swept floors, cleaned bathrooms and picked up after 110 press operators. The pay was not great but he had no bills and lived at home so he lived a good life. He worked for a year as a janitor and then moved up to stamping press operator. The operators were on a bonus plan so he could double what he had been earning as a janitor. He soon started setting records for production and excellent quality. Over the next five years, he learned how to operate every stamping press in the plant. He had stamped out everything from car to airplane parts. The department supervisor watched him develop and encouraged him to sign up for a maintenance job. He did, and got a third shift maintenance apprentice job.
 
   Tim was Bill’s supervisor and began to notice that Bill was a very opinionated man. He was always in the middle of every heated discussion about politics, sports or religion in the break room. No one complained and no blood was spilled, so there was nothing to do but laugh at some of the stupid arguments.
 
   Bill learned the maintenance job, kept his 20 presses running better and with less downtime than any presses in the plant for two years. Bill was promoted to Lead Maintenance Mechanic. He was given responsibility for all of the stamping presses in the plant. He also started taking night classes to get a better job with an aircraft manufacturer. He was still living at home with his parents but paid rent, washed his clothes and cleaned up after himself. His room was at the back of the house and had a door that opened to the deck so he did not bother his parents coming and going. He and various women were almost caught when he snuck them in for a sleepover but luck had always been on his side.
 
   He met Mary Linton in his American History class but did not get to know her until they had a project during a Poly Sci class the next year. She was eight years younger than he and just as opinionated. She had the “Irish” temper and could throw back a beer or two with the best of the guys. They soon became inseparable. She called him Billy and soon fell deeply in love with him.
 
   Bill started applying some of the ideas he learned in school to how he managed and motivated his mechanics. He mostly succeeded by listening to his team, implementing their ideas and giving them the credit. Soon the stamping presses were far outperforming the welding, bending and warehouse departments. The mechanics and the press operators earned more money and were much happier than the other departments in the building. He was promoted to Maintenance Supervisor over stamping and spread his methods throughout the entire department. The production supervisor rarely got out of her office and was happy to take the credit. She did have to get after Bill every now and then because Bill was constantly arguing politics, religion and about anything else possible to argue about.
 
   Some one or the other was always complaining that Bill took things too far and hurt some of the team’s feelings. Clinton’s second term was a devastating blow to Bill and he was on a mission to get everyone to vote Republican. His fellow workers started calling him “Grumpy” because if he couldn’t get people to agree with his views, he was terse with them for a day or so. 
 
   All was going well for the factory until union authorization cards had been found in the break room and then a union representative was handing out authorization cards in front of the parking lot. This brought the corporate HR and union avoidance teams to the plant to see what was wrong. 
 
   Roger, the plant manager, noticed the large improvements over the last year and was under pressure from corporate to get the rest of the plant on the same path. Roger was a plodder and only had his job due to family connections with the owner. He barely kept his job and HR was constantly after him to improve morale. He was not a people person and could care less about his workers as long as the plant was profitable.
 
   One day Roger disappeared and Lee Grant was announced as the new plant manager. HR and Lee immediately started meeting with the hourly team members and soon noticed the major difference between the Stamping department and the other departments. He promoted Bill’s department manager to Operations Manager and Bill’s boss to Stamping Superintendent and Bill to Stamping Supervisor for all presses. The rest of the building started to improve and in a year, it was a great place to work. Bill kept being promoted until he was the Operations Manager. He was recognized as the best in the business but not promotable to a higher position because he had no clue about office politics and was not politically correct on any topic.
 
   He would still argue politics with anyone who would argue with him. He argued too much and said a couple of things that HR could not overlook as they had in the past. Senior HR managers told the COO that he could either offer early retirement or fire Grumpy. 
 
   “Lee, enough is enough. We know that Bill is great with keeping the machinery running and is liked by 80% of the team, but the other 20% want a union to keep him off their backs about politics, religion and general BS. He has to go!”
 
   “I think you HR types are overly sensitive about this. Grumpy, err Bill, has done more to make this a profitable facility than the whole management team. I think this is a big mistake.”
 
   You can even make it look like it was Grumpy’s idea. God knows the poor guy had been thorough more tragedy than most encounter in their lives.
 
    
 
   The party started with a barbeque lunch while a slide show of his promotions and accomplishments were shown to all. The company gave Bill a nice watch and a plaque commemorating his time and service. His team gave him an expensive fly rod and tackle box. Then various members of his team told stories about “Grumpy.” Some were heartfelt, some were funny and a few were downright embarrassing but true. Grumpy had a good time and tears came to his eyes as he left the building for the last time.
 
    
 
   Neither Bill nor Mary was ready for his retirement since it was thrust upon them five years earlier than they had scheduled. They had plenty of money with Bill’s pension from the company, 401K, Social Security and their investments. Bill had bought forty thousand shares of Ford stock when it dipped down to a dollar a share. This scared Mary then, but Bill looked like a superhero when it passed ten dollars a share. Bill had invested wisely.
 
   Mary had also inherited a little over two hundred thousand dollars when her mom passed away. While her family was poor throughout their lives a big retail company had been trying to buy their small farm for years. The land was now in the city limits and was hot property. None of her brothers or sisters wanted the family home so they sold it for a couple of million dollars.
 
   The big issue was what to do with their time, not money. They were both healthy and got bored too easily. They blamed themselves for their kids' deaths and fought a lot. Mary sought relief in her church but secretly blamed God just as much as she blamed herself for the kids' deaths.
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   Chapter 2
 
    
 
    
 
   “Sammy, just look at Mom and Jack. Passed out on the couch and half naked again. Well, at least, they left some cold pizza on the coffee table. Watch out for Jack. If he sees you, he’ll hurt you.”
 
    
 
   Sammy was Sam’s only friend; she found him wandering the streets half starved. He was only about six months old when they started playing together behind the school. She snuck part of her lunch out to him after school every day and they became best friends. She took him home one day when she knew Jack wouldn’t be there.
 
   “Sammy, that’s my Mom asleep on the couch. She drinks a lot and takes those pills. She says they make her feel good. I guess sleeping is a good escape.”
 
   She took Sammy to the kitchen sink and gave him a bath. He looked much better and smelled like lemon dishwashing soap. She got a pair of scissors and trimmed Sam’s hair. Now he looked like a fancy dog like the one she had seen on those dog food commercials. She searched the kitchen and could only find a small jar of peanut butter and some half-eaten bread scraps left on the table. She made some small peanut butter sandwiches and shared with Sammy.
 
   “You need a name. What do you think about Sammy? Sam and Sammy sound good together. I love you Sammy.”
 
   Sammy licked her face and sat down in her lap. She stroked and petted him for about 15 minutes when she heard a deep rumble coming from the side of the house.
 
   “Sammy, Jack’s home! We have to hide. I hate him. He tries to hurt me when Mom isn’t around. He’s a perv.”
 
   She took Sammy to the basement and put him in a box behind the furnace.
 
    
 
   Sam had somehow managed to hide Sammy for six months, but barely had enough food to spare for him. She would sneak him in and out of the house when they were gone or passed out.
 
   “Sammy, be quiet. I’ll come back down with some food and water after Jack passes out.”
 
   Sam went back upstairs and acted as though she was just coming in the kitchen door.
 
   “Mom, I’m hungry. Can you fix some supper before you go out tonight?”
 
   “We’re not going out tonight. Jack wants to stay home and watch the game. He ordered some pizza. He wants to stay home and spend some quality time with you. After all he’s going to be your new father and he loves you.”
 
   “Mom, you said that about the last three bums you brought home. This guy is a pervert and he is mean to me.”
 
   Sam’s mom slapped her and shoved her down to the floor.
 
   “Look, you had better be nice to him; he has lots of money and can take care of us. Be nice to him.”
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   Chapter 3
 
    
 
    
 
   William Jackson Jones was born in Newton, Kentucky, just south of Louisville. He was the only child of a Methodist pastor and a high school science teacher. His Mom and Dad raised him in a religious home but allowed him to explore his world and make some mistakes along the way. His Dad did not cram religion down his throat but rather set a good example and knew in the end a child had free will and the best a parent could do was to set a good example and teach them right from wrong. Both had passed away a couple of years ago.
 
   Bill was an average student and mostly stayed out of trouble in school, but was always challenging his teachers. He loved to read about the old west, WWII and politics. He did not have an off switch on his mouth; if he thought it, he said it. His teachers did not like the interruptions and arguments about what they were trying to teach their students.
 
   Bill was good at sports and played at least one sport all of the time. He was never great at any one of them but everyone wanted him on their team because he always gave 110%. He played point guard in basketball, halfback in football and catcher in baseball. He lettered in all sports and that helped him have a good choice of the eligible girls in his class. His mom had given him the lecture about sex and he took it as a challenge to have as much sex as possible before he got married. Thank God, she had stressed protection and never caught him in the basement with any of the dozen girls that he experimented with over the years.
 
   His dad taught him to hunt and fish but they were never avid outdoorsmen. Bill liked to shoot guns, but did not like gamey tasting meat so he never hunted but he did love guns and the military in general. He joined the Army and served three years in an armored division. He really got a kick out of the M48 and M60 tanks; there was nothing better than firing the main gun or 50 caliber machine guns. He missed serving in Vietnam but did spend a year each in Germany and Korea. He had a lot of fun and met some beautiful women. He almost married a beautiful blonde German girl but her father put a stop to it and sent her away. He found out later that she was only seventeen and he was lucky her dad hadn’t shot him.
 
   After arriving back home, he bought a new truck and spent his time drinking with his high school friends on the weekends. After about two months, his parents sat him down and asked him what he planned to do with his life. He told them that he had no idea what to do and that he was running out of money and needed a loan. His Dad told him that he had to get a job and stop drinking his money away. While he was careful not to show it, he was mad at his parents and wanted to get away from them as fast as he could. He woke up the next morning in jail with a hangover, a totaled out truck and a potential jail sentence hanging over his head. He couldn’t remember what had happened but the Mayor’s daughter and Bill were found in his truck passed out after it went through the Newton City Park and crashed into a water fountain. 
 
   He could not remember any details about that night but he did find out that the judge did not have a sense of humor. Luckily, the judge was an Army vet also. He gave him a year’s probation and told him to go to United Metal Stamping Company and they would put him to work. There would be a $25 deduction from his paycheck each week until the damage to the fountain was paid for in full. 
 
    
 
   He worked there until he retired. 
 
    
 
   Bill was fifty-seven years old and in good health. He had the normal aches and pains, but both of his knees were injured playing football and still ached a lot in the winter. He was six foot tall with wavy black hair speckled with gray and gray sideburns. He was in good shape and only weighed two hundred pounds. He still jogged and lifted weights every other day. He only took the usual blood pressure and cholesterol medicine that most guys his age had to take.
 
   He did a remarkable job hiding his bouts with depression because a man just had to tough the hard times out and keep on trucking. You never heard that John Wayne had to take pills to put him into a better mood. He would not see that damned grief counselor either for he felt it was a waste of time. People died every day and you just had to suck it up and get on with life. Bill did not hold it against Mary because she took the damned Xanax. Women weren’t as strong as men were; the counselor made sense for her.
 
   Bill never argued with Mary anymore, he just sat in his chair, watching TV or was out in the garage working on one of his hobbies. He didn’t say much at all.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mary Elizabeth Linton was the daughter of two working class people who had six children and never had much in the way of possessions, but their house was full of love. They were Southern Baptists who went to church on Sunday and lived life to its fullest. Her father was a regular at O’Tools Pub and needed a pint or two after work to settle his nerves before going home. He was a good man and provided a good, but poor living for his family. Her mom stayed at home and took care of the kids, house and her husband, who did not approve of a woman working outside of the home. She helped by taking in some laundry for some fancy people on the next block.
 
   Mary was eight years younger than Bill and she adored him so much it hurt. They met in school and dated for a year or so before he popped the question. His father was devastated when they got married in the Baptist Church but even he knew that, “If Momma ain’t happy, ain’t nobody happy.” 
 
   Mary was always happy and passed her enthusiasm for life onto everyone she contacted during her life. She had no time for gloom and doom and hated to watch bad news on TV. She was the one who would be the first to console friends or fellow church members who lost loved ones or fell on hard times.
 
   Mary never worked outside their home and stayed busy managing the home and raising the kids. She had a large garden and enjoyed canning fruits and vegetables. Bill liked having Mary at home; she catered to him and the kids.
 
   Their daughter was born a year later and was a Daddy’s girl from the first minute. Ann had him wrapped around her finger from day one. They did everything together and Bill could not wait to get home from work to play with his young daughter.               Johnny was born the next year and Mary had complications with the birth and could not have any more children. Bill was okay with only two kids but Mary was grief stricken and took a couple of years to make peace with the hand that God had dealt her. She did not blame God and knew better than to question his judgment, but wondered what she had done wrong to be punished.
 
   Bill and Mary never knew that Ann was in such pain and did not fit in at high school. She was a loner who would rather read a book than socialize with the girls. She took an overdose of sleeping pills when she was sixteen. 
 
   Bill and Mary were devastated, but kept themselves together for Johnny’s sake. Johnny was an all-American boy who excelled at everything. He was a star basketball and football player. He took both teams to the state championships twice and his teams won state in both sports his senior year. Every college in the country offered him a scholarship, but he surprised everyone by joining the Navy and qualifying for the Navy Seals.
 
    
 
   Johnny died saving the lives of several of his best friends during a mission in Afghanistan. The government gave their son the Medal of Honor and a Purple Heart. Bill and Mary just wanted their son back in their arms. Bill insisted that his son’s body be in Newton instead of Arlington. Bill and Mary refused to go to the ceremony to accept the Medal of Honor from the President because they blamed the President and liberals for weakening the military.
 
    
 
   Bill was a man so he had to be Mary’s rock and never allowed himself to grieve or cry over the kids. He just became angrier and angrier. People who loved him started avoiding him.
 
    
 
   Mary was five feet six inches tall and had red hair with a matching Irish temper. She was forty-nine years old and felt a hundred. While still a stunning beauty, her will to live was just about gone. Her doctor had her on anti-depressants and several other pills to help her with the crying spells and depression. She loved Bill just as much as ever, but he was so damned grouchy.
 
   She didn’t smile much anymore and struggled to get out of the house to go to church. She had stopped getting dressed most of the time except for church on Sunday. She still loved Bill but life was a struggle. She just could not believe that she had outlived her children and had no grandchildren.
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   Chapter 4
 
    
 
    
 
   The truck was just what the doctor ordered. Mary had told him for years that he needed a hobby working with his hands. He hated woodw0rking and had worked in maintenance for years at the stamping plant. Mechanical work came naturally to him. He had always performed the general maintenance on their cars and had built a dune buggy early on so the leap to restoring an old truck was an easy decision. The ’49 F1 Ford had seen better days but had a sound body and actually ran fairly well. It was what they called a survivor and was found in a local barn. One of Bill’s friends had told him about it on the day he retired. Bill coaxed Mary to take a Sunday drive in the country to look at the truck. They drove over to inspect the truck and found it to be perfect for Bill to restore. It had a sound body with all glass intact and all the parts. There was even a "parts" truck to make sure he had all the parts needed to restore the other truck.
 
   They made a deal for $8,000 and the owner would deliver the trucks to Bill’s garage about twenty-two miles away. Bill was pleased with the deal and Mary thought that this would help get Grumpy in a better mood. He talked all of the way home about how he would put a high performance engine and running gear in the truck and all of the modern conveniences. Then he changed to getting a new interior and paint. Mary was starting to think she had created a monster, but she was pleased that for the first time in years Bill was happy and had a mission.
 
   It was only three weeks since he had retired and Grumpy had dug into working on the trucks. He had decided to restore the parts truck as his big project since the body was almost as good as the one that ran. This way he could drive the one that ran while he worked on the other one. He would have a completely original 1949 F1 Ford pickup and a customized 1949 F1 Ford hotrod. He had been collecting catalogs that contained parts for trucks for years. He also found several good internet web sites where he could order parts.
 
   He had built a 40’ x 60’ pole barn several years back and quickly cleaned it up and got ready to work on both trucks. After it was cleaned, he put a ceiling in, insulated the entire building and added a gas furnace so he could work in it during the winter. He added several fans in the ceiling to remove hot air and six fans in the walls to blow outside air into the garage in the summer. He had more tools and metal working equipment than most garages so he only needed the parts to start. He planned to have both trucks professionally painted and would send any parts to be chromed to a shop specializing in that work. He was going to rebuild the flat head V8 for the original truck and send the other running gear out to a shop to be rebuilt. The hotrod was a different matter. He wanted to buy a 460 V8 Ford truck motor, C6 automatic transmission and a heavy-duty rear end.
 
   He thought that Mary and he could redo the interior of the original truck using a replacement set of seat covers and repaint the inside of the truck. The gauges were in good shape and just needed cleaning and paint. There were even replacement knobs for sale in these catalogs.
 
   “Mary, I need you to help me with the truck. I need your help installing the seat covers and I'd like your opinion on the interior paint.”
 
   “You know I don’t want to go into that garage unless you cover up that car.”
 
   “The car is covered and I’ll take you to that movie that you want to see if you’ll help me. Pretty please.”
 
   “Throw in cleaning the grill and I will help you.”
 
   She had not been in the garage since Johnny’s death. His Mustang was still under a tarp in the back corner. She told Grumpy that she did not want to see the car. Grumpy offered to sell it or store it in the barn behind the garage. She told him that she wanted it to stay safe, but didn't want him to take the tarp off while she was in the pole barn.
 
   The seat covers for the original truck had arrived and Grumpy wanted Mary to help him install them. He had already removed the seat from the truck, removed the old seat cover and cushion material and repaired the springs. They just had to place the foam rubber on top of the springs and then stretch the new leather seat covers over the foam and apply the hog rings to secure them to the seats. Mary was a big help in holding the leather in place while he secured it with the hog rings. The work was not too tough, but tedious. They enjoyed each other’s company.
 
   “Darling, you need to get a hobby that you enjoy. I love working on this truck and I think you need something to do in your spare time now that we have retired.”
 
   Mary punched him in the arm. 
 
   He grabbed his arm and said, “What did I do this time? That hurt.” 
 
   Mary said, “Dummy, what am I retiring from? I still clean the house, wash and iron your clothes, cook your food and tend the garden. What am I not doing in retirement that I was doing before?”
 
   “Oh crap, I didn’t think.” 
 
   She said, “I am used to that!” They laughed and finished the seat covers.
 
   They talked about many things from their past while working, but never mentioned the kids. Grumpy caught his wife looking back at the car under the tarp several times but never mentioned it. He had helped Johnny build the Mustang from a plain shell to a high performance beauty that was fast, red and sexy. All of his high school friends were jealous of Johnny’s hot muscle car. They started on it when he was fourteen and finished right before his sixteenth birthday. Johnny took his mom and dad for a ride in the red Mustang and stopped at Wendy’s for his favorite meal. Johnny drove very responsibly and never caused them a bit of trouble. He had several girlfriends over the years but none that stayed around long. Johnny died four years later and the car had set under the tarp since. Every time Grumpy saw the car, he thought of Johnny and cried.
 
    
 
   Later that night Mary said, “We have a car, three pickups and that Mustang. Isn't that a bit too many cars for two people? Can’t we sell of one of the trucks or the Mustang and use the money to fix the others up?”
 
   “I didn’t think you’d ever sell Johnny’s car.”
 
   “Well, I don’t want to, but it’s just going to waste setting in that garage. Some other boy would love to have it and drive around town with his girlfriend like our boy.”
 
   “Let me think about it for a day or two.”
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   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   They had left church at about noon in a heavy rainstorm. May in Kentucky can bring snow or heavy rain, the weather changes every day. Traffic out of town was dead slow due to the pouring rain. This gave them time to talk about today’s sermon. 
 
   Grumpy said, “I’m thinking the preacher was talking about me today.” Mary looked over at him and punched him in the arm. 
 
   She replied, “You must have a guilty conscious. I thought he was aiming his sermon at me.” 
 
   He said, “I guess the sermon could fit a bunch of people in this town but the part about wasting your lives worrying about something out of your control hit me hard.” 
 
   “What did you think about what he said about placing your faith in God and turning all your troubles and worries over to him?” 
 
   Grumpy said, “I just don’t think that you can dump your problems on God and put a smile on your face and be happy.” 
 
   “Bill, did you hear the part about that this was the first step of several? You also need to be nice to people and find a purpose in life,” she replied.
 
   Grumpy knew that he had been a sorry man since the kids' deaths, but how much could a man take? He had kept a smile on his face and acted cheerful on the outside but he was dying on the inside. 
 
   Grumpy grabbed his wife’s hand and promised, “I will start with being a better husband and being nice to you and our families. I can’t promise much more, but I’ll try.”
 
   They were now about a mile out of town when suddenly a pickup pulled out of a driveway slinging gravel and fishtailing with the truck barely staying on the road. 
 
   “Slow down, that fool is going to wreck that truck and I don’t want to hit him.”
 
   Grumpy immediately slowed down and watched the truck ahead of them, which was about one hundred feet ahead of them and still picking up speed. It appeared to be under control when the right tires dipped off the pavement into the soft muddy side of the road. The driver overcorrected and the vehicle shot over to the left side of the road and then suddenly back to the right side. This time the driver could not get the tires back on the road and began to drift down the hillside. The right side of the road dropped off about thirty feet to a flat spot just before ending at dense woods.
 
   The driver should have turned down the hill and been satisfied with missing the trees and power poles. Instead, he tried to turn back up the hill. This caused the truck to flip and roll side over side down the hill and end up against a tree. Grumpy slid to a stop on the side of the road with Mary yelling for him to help the driver. The rain was still pouring down and Grumpy remembered thinking that it was great that it was late spring and not too cold. He slipped and fell several times before he got to the truck. It was upside down with the lights still on and the driver’s side door closed. He looked in and the truck was empty. He immediately ran to the other side of the truck.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam had stolen the truck to leave home and never come back. Being treated like crap was not Sam’s cup of tea. She would rather be dead then live with a mom who was drunk and taking drugs all of the time. Sam’s mom and her boyfriend making and selling drugs out of their garage did not make for a healthy home. There was barely any food and what clothes there were had been worn and patched long ago. Sam hated school. She was a very strong willed teenager and was very street smart. Sam’s mom had many boyfriends who disliked Sam and now the last one liked Sam too much. They had a knockdown drag out fight when Sam’s mom caught her boyfriend trying to pin Sam down in the back bedroom.
 
    
 
   She went to the back yard, picked Sammy up and let him lick her face. They were best friends and Sam talked with Sammy as if he was a person.
 
   “Sammy, I know that life has been miserable around here. I promise that I will find you a good home where you will be loved and have plenty to eat. No one will ever beat you again.”
 
   Sammy looked at his best friend and began licking Sam’s face, trying to tell Sam how much he loved her.
 
   Sam snuck back into the house found Jack’s keys and then found his baseball bat. Sam’s plan was to beat him to get even for what he had done to both of them. Sam walked up behind Jack and swung the bat at his head, but only landed a glancing blow, which knocked him down. Sam hit him several more times, then ran out of the house, grabbed Sammy and drove off. The plan was to find a good home for Sammy and then drive the truck off a cliff like in the movies. Sam did not care to die, but wanted Sammy to have a good life in a new home with people that loved and cared for him.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mary slipped and fell several times trying to follow Bill down the steep hill. She turned her ankle during her last fall and knew that she wouldn’t be much help to Bill. She saw him go around behind the truck and disappear. A few minutes later, she saw a person covered with mud from head to toe dragging another smaller person from behind the truck and laying them down about fifty feet from the truck. She thought that must be Bill but could not be for sure because the rain was so heavy. The other person was covered in mud but was much smaller than Bill. Both were a pitiful sight.
 
   She saw the smaller of the two try to get up but the other pinned him down. The struggle stopped and they appeared to be talking. She was only about fifty feet away but could not hear over the rain. Her ankle hurt and she stopped trying to hobble towards the wreck. She sat down on a stump and watched for several minutes as several more cars stopped but only one person came down the hill to help. It was their pastor. He stopped and asked her if she was okay then headed on to help at the wreck.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Grumpy cleared the front of the truck and saw that the person was partially under the rolled over truck. He could smell a lot of gas and knew he had to get this guy clear of the truck quickly or they would both be barbeque. 
 
   Grumpy asked, “Are you okay?” 
 
   The reply was “Are you a dumbass? I’m stuck under this damn truck and I think it is going to catch on fire, so no, obviously I’m not okay!” 
 
   Grumpy thought this being nice to people may not be worth the effort, but continued to try to be nice. However, he could not keep his mouth shut. 
 
   “Look, asshole, I could leave you stuck under this truck but being a nice guy I’m going to get you out if it kills both of us,” replied Grumpy. 
 
   He then added, “Our pastor told us today to be nice to people and find some way to help people in order to serve God better and you are my first project.” 
 
   The guy replied, “I don’t believe in God.”
 
   “You’d better start praying to God that gas doesn’t catch on fire.”
 
   He tried to pull the guy out from under the truck and found his left leg was under the cab. The guy screamed in pain like a little girl and hit Grumpy on the shoulder. Grumpy said sorry and started trying to dig the guy’s leg free to no avail.
 
   He backed up and looked at the old truck and gathered all his strength, grabbed the running board and pushed and lifted with all of his might. The truck moved enough that the guy came free. Grumpy grabbed the guy by the arms and drug him away from the truck, fearing that the gas would catch on fire even in the rain. He got them as far away as he could before he ran out of steam. He was trying to remember his first aid training when the guy tried to stand up. The guy yelled something about his dog Sammy might be pinned in the truck. Grumpy told him to stay still and put his hands on the guy’s chest and pinned him to the ground. The guy kept trying to get up but was in great pain. He then told him that he would go get the dog.
 
   Grumpy ran back to the truck and poked his head in the passenger side but did not see any dog. He was about to leave when he heard a whimper. He still could not see a dog, when suddenly a head poked out from above his head. The dog was under the seat, which was now the roof. He got the little dog out from under the seat and took him back to the guy who gently took the dog and kissed it. 
 
   Grumpy started checking the guy out and found that his leg was bleeding. Grumpy took his shirt off and then took his undershirt off to make a bandage to apply pressure to the wound. 
 
   The guy said, “You’re going to take a dirty sweaty undershirt and put it on my cut?” 
 
   Grumpy replied, “I think God has just washed it with all of this rain, besides you’ll bleed to death if I don’t stop this bleeding from your calf.”
 
   The guy tried to get up again and Grumpy put his hands on the guy’s chest and pinned him down again.               The guy was crying and said, “God doesn’t know me. I was taking Sammy to a friend’s then I was going to run the truck off a cliff.” 
 
   Grumpy laughed and said, “You need to get better at picking cliffs if you want to kill yourself. You just managed to get us both wet and muddy! Besides, God does know you, he knows everybody. He just does not step in to solve all of our problems. You are still young and need to learn that your mom and dad and, yes, God loves you.”
 
   Grumpy felt another person was behind him. The pastor said, “Bill, you are doing a great job. Please tell this boy about God.” 
 
   The guy replied, "I don’t have a dad and my mom is a drugie who hates my dog and me."               The pastor asked, “How old are you?” 
 
   The guy replied, “Old enough to know that you two are full of bull and need to stop preaching. I don’t believe in him and never will!”
 
   This really made Grumpy mad but he realized that this youngster may have had a bad life and just needed to get right with God and get a fresh start.               Grumpy said, “I know that you have probably had a rough life, but if you just place yourself in God’s hands he will help you to get the strength to live through your troubles. I know, personally, that he doesn’t take all of the pain and troubles away but he can help you start living a good life and avoid more trouble. My wife and I have lost a daughter and had a son killed in Afghanistan, so we know that life can be tough but it is worth living.”
 
   “My daughter took her own life because she felt so alone in this world. We loved her and raised her right. I have no idea why she killed herself but I know she was loved, as you are. I will never stop trying to find out what I did wrong that would contribute to her death and will tell you now that people love you."
 
   “When you get out of the hospital, look me up and I’ll take you to our church and help you learn about God and all of the good that can come to your life thorough our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.”
 
   The paramedics arrived and took over. They checked the guy out and placed him on a gurney, but would not take the dog. The guy pitched a fit, but they told him a hospital was no place for a dog. Grumpy took the dog and told the guy that he would take him to a vet and keep him until he could come and get Sammy. Grumpy asked the guy what his name was. 
 
   The guy replied, “Sam, my name is Sam.” 
 
   Grumpy said, “Well, Sam and Sammy, God loves both of you!”
 
   Grumpy headed back towards his truck with Sammy in his arms. He saw the pastor and Mary talking up ahead. He overheard the Pastor say, “Bill was wonderful, he was a super hero. He saved the guy, gave first aid and gave witness about God to the poor soul, all in fifteen minutes."
 
   Just then, the paramedics walked up and wanted to check Grumpy out to make sure that he was all right. As they led him to the ambulance, the pastor said that he would drop the dog off at Smith’s Animal Hospital. Grumpy had a few scrapes and a bunch of bruises but was otherwise okay. They also examined Mary’s ankle and said she just had a sprain and to stay off it for a while.
 
   Grumpy got a jacket from behind the seat of his Ford and they drove home. Mary told him ten times how proud she was of him.  
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   Chapter 6
 
    
 
                 Grumpy slept in Monday morning until 9:00 a.m. when he heard the phone ring. He heard Mary talking to someone and could not go back to sleep. He got dressed and came down the stairs thinking they had to move their master bedroom down to the ground floor. His knees hurt and just about every other part of his body hurt. That was new because of straining, trying to lift the truck off that young boy.
 
   He got a glass of orange juice from the refrigerator and sat down at the table. Mary had heard him moving around upstairs and had prepared his favorite breakfast. Three eggs over medium, bacon, toast with pepper jelly and a pot of coffee. Mary had already had breakfast but sat down with Grumpy to discuss yesterday’s events. Again, she told him how proud she was of him and that the local TV station was to have a piece about the wreck this afternoon. There was also a front-page story about the wreck with a picture of Grumpy pulling the guy from the wreck.
 
   Grumpy thanked her and said, “Anyone would have done what I did, it was nothing special.”
 
   “Sweetheart, it was special. Only you and our pastor made it down to that poor boy; the rest just stood around and took pictures with their phones. You may have saved that boy’s life because the others just watched.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “I wonder how many peoples' souls are lost because no one steps in to help.”
 
   She interrupted his train of thought by saying, “I almost forgot that call was from Sheriff Cox’s office. He wants you to come by and fill him in on more detail about the wreck.”
 
   “I’ll go by the vet's and check on the dog while I’m out.”
 
   “Don’t you think we should drop by the hospital and see how Sam is doing? He was pretty beat up according to the paramedics.”
 
   “How about tomorrow for that visit?”
 
   Mary was okay with going to the hospital a day later.
 
    
 
   Grumpy went to Sheriff Cox’s office and told him all he knew about the wreck and asked how the driver was doing. The Sheriff replied that he had not heard, but was going to interview the driver that afternoon. He thanked Grumpy for helping save the driver and the dog.
 
   Grumpy asked, “What do you know about the kid’s parents?”
 
   The Sheriff said, “The dad is in prison for cooking meth and was a poor excuse of a human. He was suspected of robbing several pharmacies and gas stations, but nothing stuck. He was a bad kid in school and got in trouble several times for bullying other kids and taking their lunch money.”
 
   Grumpy asked about the mom. The Sheriff went on to tell him about the mom. She was a girl from a well-to-do family from Louisville, but had fallen in love with that piece of crap. She had tried to clean up her act when the baby was born, but the drugs and alcohol kept reeling her back into a world of drugs and shady people. Sam had started well in school, but was picked on by the other kids because her clothes were worn out or dirty. Sam was barely on the radar, but nothing bad enough to bring out CHFS.
 
   Almost as an afterthought Grumpy asked, “What about the mom’s current boyfriend?”
 
   The Sheriff answered, “That one is a very bad guy. He has been in jail twice for armed robbery and beating a guy to death. He was also a suspect in a young girl's kidnapping as a teenager, but nothing came of it. His family is big money in Louisville and they spent a fortune getting his sentences reduced. He was caught red-handed or they would have gotten him off without jail time. Stay out of his way.”
 
    
 
   Grumpy drove over to the Animal Hospital, went to the front desk and asked about the dog. The receptionist called for the vet who came up to talk with Grumpy about the dog. The vet told him that Sammy was not in good shape but was eating like a horse. There appeared to be no injuries from the wreck but the dog was malnourished for a one-year-old Shih Tzu. While they were talking, an assistant brought Sammy up to visit.
 
   The vet said, “You can see he is extremely thin and you can feel his ribs sticking through his skin. We washed him and brushed his hair, but he needs grooming.”
 
   Sammy had hair so long that you could not see his face. His coat was silver gray with dark streaks that went from top to bottom down his sides. His face was a dark gray and he had dark button eyes with a dark patch under his chin that looked like a beard. He was only about ten pounds and was about sixteen inches tall at his head. His tail was long, bushy and constantly wagging. He went to Grumpy and demanded that Grumpy pick him up. Grumpy picked Sammy up and the dog tried to lick him in the face, but Grumpy was too fast. Sammy barked and wagged his tail.
 
   The vet said, “This dog has not been taken care of and I have to report the owner to the local authorities and turn the dog over to the shelter until they decide what to do with him.”
 
   Grumpy said, “That doesn’t make sense, that boy loves this dog. I was only with them for a few minutes but that boy loved that dog more than his own life. What happens if no one adopts the dog? ”
 
   “Bill, you know what happens. The dog is put to sleep after five days without being adopted.”
 
   Grumpy said, “That just isn’t right.”
 
   The vet replied, “If you feel so strongly, why don’t you take him home with you now? I am on the board of directors at the shelter. I’ll take care of the paperwork. I won’t even charge you with the bill.”
 
   “I’ll take him. Even a dog deserves a second chance,” Grumpy replied.
 
   Grumpy kept trying to think how to break it to Mary that they were the proud owners of a Shih Tzu. They had not had a dog for over eight years and he was not sure that he had done the right thing bringing this orphan home with him. Sammy had just lain down in the front seat of the truck with his head on Grumpy’s lap and minded his own business. He didn’t even try to look out the windows. They stopped at a pet store and bought a leash, dog bowls, toys and dog food. Grumpy then went to a lady who grooms dogs and talked her into cutting Sammy’s hair.
 
   “Do you want the classic Shih Tzu cut?"
 
   Grumpy replied, “No, cut it real short and maybe he will look like a dog.”
 
   The lady replied, “Why did you pick out a dog like this if you wanted a man’s dog?”
 
   He replied, “The dog picked me out.”
 
   She placed Sammy on the table and he just sat there and let her groom him without any fuss at all.
 
   She said, “This is the best behaved dog I have ever groomed.”
 
   He paid her and they drove home.
 
    
 
   He got out of the truck, put the dog on the leash, walked him up to the front door and rang the doorbell. Mary came to the door and opened it. Sammy jumped into her arms and started licking her all over. He almost knocked her down. She recovered and sat down on the floor with him on top of her. She laughed and fell in love with Sammy at first sight. He was all over her and she stayed on the floor with him and played with him and his toys. They both got tired and Sammy lay down beside Mary and went to sleep.               Mary said, “He is so skinny, did that boy ever feed him?” 
 
   Grumpy filled her in on the conversation with the vet. He told her that it did not make sense because he could tell that the boy loved the dog.
 
   Mary sent Grumpy back into town to pick up some more dog supplies and some gates to keep him in the kitchen until they knew how well he was house trained.
 
   It was dark when he got home and after he got everything unloaded, Mary had supper ready for both of them. They dined on pork chops, green beans and corn while Sammy had a bowl of dog food with pieces of pork chop stirred into the mix. Both of her guys were happy and had full bellies. They went to bed with Sammy in his new dog bed in the kitchen. 
 
   Mary woke up and went down to the kitchen. She did not find any mess in the kitchen but Sammy wanted out so she took him out on his leash to do his business. He was very well behaved and did not beg for food, but Grumpy fed him scraps off the table so Mary knew that the begging would come soon. Mary told Grumpy to fix the gate for the backyard fence and she would be able to let him outside to play and do his business without being tended to. 
 
   He went to the garage, got his toolbox, and tried to fix the gate however Mary had let Sammy out into the back yard and he was trying to play with Grumpy while he worked. He sat down on the ground by the gate to tighten the bottom hinge on the gate. Grumpy started to get mad and even yelled at the dog once, but Sammy just jumped in his lap and licked his face. He pushed Sammy away, got back to work and soon had the gate working freely.
 
   Just as he was admiring his work, a ball rolled between his feet. Sammy had run up and dropped it just in front of Grumpy. He picked the ball up and threw it towards the back of the yard. Sammy was lightning fast, brought the ball back and dropped it at Grumpy’s feet. He threw the ball several more times and told Sammy they had to find some new games to play. Mary joined in and they started a game of keep the ball from Sammy who quickly figured this new game out and sat down at Mary’s feet and begged for the ball. Grumpy rolled on the ground and laughed. Mary went over to him and sat down on his belly with Sammy jumping on her. They had not had this much fun in many years.
 
   When Sammy wanted to be picked up, he got up on his hind feet and walked up to Grumpy with his front paws in the air. This reminded him of his daughter when she was a toddler. She would walk up to him and raise her arms and say, “Daddy, pick up.” Every time Sammy got on his hind legs and walked, it reminded him of Ann.
 
    
 
   That evening the news had a story about the wreck. They were making a big deal about Bill Jones being such a hero and saving the life of the driver. Bill turned the channel before they got too far into the story. He still did not think he had done anything special and certainly not anything any good Christian wouldn’t do for his fellow man. Mary came over to him, gave him a big kiss and sat on his lap.
 
   “I need to find someone else to save, if I get the hero treatment every time.”
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   Chapter 7
 
    
 
                 They woke the next morning to find Sammy at their feet at the bottom of the bed sound asleep. Mary had forgotten to put the gate up to the dining room and Sammy just made a run to get upstairs. Grumpy ran his hand under the cover and tickled Sammy, which ended up being a fifteen-minute game of Sammy chasing Grumpy’s hand under the cover. Mary was laughing so hard she hurt her side. They got up and looked throughout the house to see if he had torn up anything and only found one strange situation. He had piled all of his toys up in the corner of the living room by the TV. Mary had gone to bed too tired to straighten up the house and now didn't have to clean up after Sammy. 
 
                 “Good dog!”
 
   When they finished searching the house, they saw Sammy coming down the stairs with something in his mouth. It was a pair of Grumpy’s underwear.
 
   Mary said, “Bad dog.”
 
   Grumpy said, “At least the dog has good taste.”
 
   Mary punched him in the shoulder. Grumpy and Sammy ended up in a game of tug with the underwear with Grumpy eventually winning but the underwear had several holes in them. Grumpy made a mental note to buy some more toys for the dog.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   They had a light breakfast and decided to go to the hospital and see how the boy was doing. Grumpy had told Mary about their conversation about God, but had not told her the part about the boy wanting to drive his truck off a cliff. He told his wife how destitute the boy appeared and about the desire to commit suicide. Mary mentioned that the boy must have a horrible home life to attack his mother’s boyfriend and want to commit suicide. Grumpy agreed and said that at least his mother would know how her child felt and perhaps could help him before it was too late.
 
   They drove to the hospital with Grumpy driving the old Ford and Mary driving her car so they could drop the truck off at the garage to have new tires and wheels installed. After all, Grumpy’s new hobby was to restore the truck. As they were leaving, Grumpy saw a wrecked truck at the side of the garage that might have the engine and gear he wanted. He went back into the garage and asked about the truck. He was right, it was a newer Ford and the body was totaled, but it had exactly the running gear that Grumpy wanted in his truck. He asked if it was for sale and the garage owner said that he would check because the owner of the truck still owed him the towing fee. This made Grumpy happy because the truck had a 460 V8 with a C6 transmission and a nine-bolt Ford rear end. Just what he wanted!
 
   They went on to the hospital and went to the information desk to find where the boy’s room was. They told the attendant that they wanted to visit the boy that was in the wreck the other day.
 
   The attendant got a big smile on her face and said, “You are the hero, who saved that kid, aren’t you?”
 
   Grumpy said, “I helped a kid in trouble, but I am no hero.”
 
   The attendant gave them the room number and directions to the room. They took the elevator and traveled to the section of the hospital where the boy’s room was. As they approached the nursing station, they heard a commotion in the hallway up ahead and saw a woman throw a vase at a seedy looking guy who was running while trying to duck the vase.
 
   She yelled, “You SOB get out of here! I never want to see you again.”
 
   A nurse yelled, “Call for security! Get the police.”
 
   Two security guards arrived, asked the guy to leave and the woman to calm down or be thrown out of the hospital. She cursed the guards and was immediately escorted out of the hospital. This took several minutes and there was still yelling coming from a room in front of them. 
 
   Mary asked where room 222 was and was told, “Just follow the sound.” They cautiously walked towards the room with the yelling and saw a young blonde haired boy yelling at two ladies who were unsuccessfully trying to calm him down. 
 
   They walked into the room and the boy saw Grumpy and threw a water bottle at him.
 
   Grumpy ducked and said, “Why are you mad at me?”
 
   The boy said, “Because you are the pervert that was feeling me up after the wreck!”
 
   The two women looked alarmed.
 
   Grumpy was astonished and said, “You're a girl?”
 
   The blonde haired girl answered, “Well duh, I am a girl and you are a pervert.”
 
   Grumpy and his wife looked at each other and were speechless.
 
   The two ladies were from CHFS.
 
   One spoke up and said, “Mr. Jones, don’t worry about the pervert charges. Your pastor told us the whole story and this ungrateful young girl owes you her life.”
 
   Grumpy said, “Thank God for a pastor being in the right place at the right time. We were worried about her and came to check and see how she is doing.”
 
   The girl said, “Thanks for saving my life and all, but no more free boob grazes!”
 
   The lady who spoke up earlier told the girl to be quiet and thank this nice couple for helping her survive the wreck.
 
   Sam calmed down and said, “I am sorry, but these two old hags are trying to put me in foster care since my mom is a crappy mother and none of my family wants me.”
 
   Grumpy walked up to the bedside and said, “Perhaps if you treated people with a little respect and were nice to people, they would be nice to you. Have you prayed to God since we talked at the wreck?”
 
   “I told you that I don’t believe in God.”
 
   Grumpy said, “It’s a free country and you can believe whatever you want but since Child Welfare is involved, you have to get along with whoever is your guardian for a couple of more years. If you don’t straighten up you will end up like your mom and with a loser like that jerk in the hallway.”
 
   Sam spoke up and asked, “What happened to my dog, Sammy? He is my dog and I am worried about him. Who has him? Is he okay?”
 
   Mary spoke up and said, “That poor dog was starving and why didn’t you take better care of him? You don’t deserve such a great dog.”
 
   She broke down cried and then said, “I had to eat something. I shared most of my food with him but there wasn’t much food at the house. Mom was drugged out most of the time and wasn’t worried about eating.”
 
   Mary replied, “I’m sorry for that comment, I did not know the whole story. We have Sammy and he is just the sweetest dog I have ever seen. He is being well fed and Bill is playing with him.”
 
    Grumpy said, “You need to try to straighten up your act and then you can start making your own way in life. Until then, it is the adult’s duty to protect you and make sure you get an education and learn about God, even if you don’t believe in him.”
 
   One of the CHFS ladies said, “That is no way to talk with a young girl.”
 
   She then ran them out of the room before they could reply.
 
   Mary drug Grumpy from the room and said, “Well, that went rather well didn’t it, Mr. Grumpy?”
 
   They both broke out laughing for no one called him Grumpy to his face.
 
   As they exited the room, a man in a suit stopped them and said, “I overheard what you said Mr. Jones and I couldn’t agree with you more. How would you two like to become foster parents to that young lady while we figure out what to do with her?”
 
   Mary said, “You don’t know us, how can you make such an offer?”
 
   He replied, “Your husband has been in the news every day since the wreck. The whole town knows about Bill Jones! I am Greg Hope and I am in charge of the CHFS department for this end of the state. It’s tough to place older children in good homes. That girl has almost zero chance of being adopted and needs strong parents to get her out of this wild phase that she is stuck in due to her poor real parents.”
 
   They both told him that they would have to go home, pray, and think this over.
 
    
 
   It was close to lunchtime, so Mary drove them over to Bill’s favorite fast food restaurant, Bennie’s. He ordered his usual chicken sandwich, fries and a large chocolate shake. She ordered a salad.
 
   The manager whispered in the clerk’s ear, then said, “Mr. Jones, the meal is on Bennie’s today and thank you for being such a role model for our town.”
 
   They ate their lunch and discussed how their life would change if they took the girl into their home.
 
   Mary asked, “What if something had happened to us and Ann needed foster parents who could help her turn her life around? Wouldn’t we want someone to step up to the plate and give their time to our baby?”
 
   That brought tears to Grumpy’s eyes and choked him up.
 
   He said, “I won’t say yes, but I won’t say no. I’m just saying that we need to know what we are getting into with this wild child.”
 
   They finished their meal and as they were leaving, several of the people in the restaurant came over and shook Grumpy’s hand and a few asked for his autograph. On the drive home Grumpy complained to Mary about the people making a big deal about him, but Mary knew that he really got a kick out of being famous.
 
   She looked over at him and said, “Your fifteen minutes of fame are going into overtime.”
 
   He laughed and lightly punched her on the arm. She broke out laughing.
 
   She drove for a while and said, “That little girl sure is a feisty one, isn’t she? I’ll bet she is Irish, that one.”
 
   Grumpy knew that was not an idle comment but was having similar thoughts. He just didn’t think they had any business trying to look after a wild young girl at their age with all of this retirement fun just starting and the truck to build. 
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   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   They arrived back at the house, opened the door and Sammy immediately greeted them with a wagging tail and smiling face. He jumped into Grumpy’s arms, licked his face then begged Mary to pick him up. He then ran up the stairs, came back with the torn underwear in his mouth and expected Grumpy to play tug of war with him. Grumpy grabbed one end of the underwear and they played tug of war for over thirty minutes. Mary watched for a few minutes and then started supper. Grumpy told Mary that he was going to take the dog for a walk before he went out to the garage.
 
   Grumpy put a leash on Sammy, led him out the front gate and down the road. They walked for about a mile and stopped to look at the old Benton place when a car pulled up and stopped.
 
   The driver said, “Hey Bill, where did you get the dog? What’s his name?”
 
   Grumpy looked into the car and saw one of his friends from work.
 
   He replied, “It’s not mine, I’m just doggie sitting. How are you doing?”
 
   The driver was doing well, they talked for a few minutes and he drove off.
 
   Grumpy looked around and said, “If I let you off this leash, will you stay close by me?”
 
   Sammy looked back at him and sat down with his paws up in the air begging Grumpy to let him off the leash. Grumpy imagined hearing, “Let me off the leash and I’ll be good.”
 
   They continued walking for a few minutes when a squirrel ran right in front of them. Sammy stopped and looked up at Grumpy.
 
   Grumpy said, “Get him!”
 
   Sammy took off after the squirrel and finally chased him up a tree. He kept trying to climb the tree but only slid back down after a couple of feet. After a few minutes he sat down and watched the squirrel taunt him from the safety of a limb about twenty feet up the tree.
 
   Grumpy had followed, patted Sammy on the head and said, “Good dog, you treed a squirrel. Now, what are you going to do with it?”
 
   Sammy looked at Grumpy, then the squirrel and back again.
 
   Grumpy finally caught on and said, “No, no way! I’m not climbing the tree. You have to get the squirrel yourself.”
 
   Sammy looked at him, stood on his hind legs and begged for Grumpy to pick him up. Grumpy picked him up, Sammy looked up at the squirrel and jumped to the tree and tried to climb it to no avail. He fell to the ground, stood up on his hind legs and again begged for Grumpy to pick him up.
 
   Grumpy laughed, walked away and said, “Sammy, let’s go. Let’s let the squirrel have a peaceful day.”
 
   Sammy looked at him, then the squirrel and then ran up to Grumpy and continued walking with him.
 
   Grumpy thought about Sam back in the hospital and wondered if she would fit into his family. While they walked, he said a short prayer for God to help him do the right thing. Grumpy then had the same negative thoughts that he had since his son had been killed.
 
   He said to God, “Why couldn’t you help my children? I miss them so much. Why were both of them killed? You have almost killed my wife, she doesn’t deserve this.”
 
   Sammy slowly walked up to him, rubbed against his legs and then begged to be picked up. Grumpy bent over to pick Sammy up and Sammy started licking his face and barking.
 
   Grumpy asked, “Sammy, why doesn’t your girl believe in God? I don’t want Sam to be like me.”
 
   Sammy heard his girl’s name and wagged his tail then looked Grumpy straight in the eye as if to say, “Where is Sam? I miss her.”
 
   They walked for another mile or so when another car drove up and stopped. It was one of the press operators from work. Grumpy greeted him and asked how he was doing.
 
   The guy replied, “Well, it’s not going very well. We all miss you and the place is starting to fall apart. The new GM means well but just does not take the time to get to know us and what we need.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Have you told him about your concerns?”
 
   The reply was, “No, but he should find out by himself.”
 
   Grumpy said, “Has he asked?”
 
   “Well, yes, but we are kind of scared of him. We don’t know him and you know what the last GM did if we complained.”
 
   Sammy interrupted them several times begging to be picked up and finally Grumpy picked him up.
 
   Grumpy replied, “Don’t judge the new guy by what the last GM did wrong. Give him a chance. What would Jesus do?”
 
   The guy looked at him and said, “Now that you put it that way, I’ll try to talk to him, and by the way, when did you get religious? I like it.”
 
   Sammy licked Grumpy on the face and lay in his arms.
 
   The guy said, “Bill, I didn’t know you had a dog.”
 
   Again the reply was, “I don’t have a dog. I’m doggie sitting this Shih Tzu for a friend.”
 
   “Well he sure likes you and looks like he thinks he’s your dog.”
 
   Sammy jumped from his arms, looked back at Grumpy, took a few steps towards home and looked back as if to say, “Let’s go.” Grumpy laughed and followed Sammy. After a couple of minutes, Sammy stopped and picked up a stick and brought it to Grumpy. He then backed off, looked at Grumpy and whined.
 
   Grumpy said, “It’s a nice stick Sammy, but there are thousands like it in the woods.”
 
   Sammy ran over, gently took the stick from Grumpy and brought it back to him. He did this three times before Grumpy caught on and threw the stick. Sammy started wagging his tail, retrieved the stick and returned it to Grumpy. They did this all of the way back to the house. When they got to the house Grumpy changed the game to him not turning loose of the stick. Now they were playing tug of war, Sammy’s favorite game.
 
   Mary was watching from the porch and said, “Grumpy, are you actually having fun? Did Sammy teach you how to play again?”
 
   Grumpy stopped and picked Sammy up. He said, “I think you are right; this dog is teaching me how to play.”
 
    
 
   He told Mary about their walk over supper. He had Mary laughing at Sammy’s antics.
 
   “This is the first time in years that we have talked to each other so much. This was fun and we have to do it at every suppertime, especially when we get Sam to move in with us.”
 
   “Now, Mary, that hasn’t been decided, has it?”
 
   “Bill, we also need to say grace before meals. I always do, but you just start eating while I pray.”
 
   “You didn’t answer the question.”
 
   “Don’t you know me by now? I don’t want much, but what I want, I really want.”
 
   Grumpy knew it was a lost cause, but that didn’t mean he had to roll over. He would resist enough that she would have to give something to get what she wanted. He would settle for her not getting after him for spending so much on the old truck.
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   Chapter 9
 
    
 
    
 
   The man was skulking along the hallway of the hospital with his hoodie up to hide his face. He kept his face away from the security cameras and quickly broke into the employee’s locker room. It was four in the morning and there were no visitors and little staff at this time. He quickly found some dirty scrubs and got dressed. He saw a cleaning cart and knew he could pull this off. He had posed as a flower shop deliveryman to get his little darling’s room number and pushed the cart straight towards the room. His pulse quickened when a nurse stopped him.
 
   The nurse asked, “Are you new here? I don’t remember seeing you before.”
 
   Jack replied, “Ma’am, I just hired in yesterday.”
 
   The nurse said, “Good; we are short-handed. Please go to room 238, there is a mess.”
 
   Jack replied, “I’m glad to be here. I have to go to 220 first, but will get 238 next.”
 
   The nurse told him that was okay and went on about her business. Jack was proud of himself and headed straight to his target. He found her room and slowly opened the door to find her sound asleep. He entered and closed the door behind him. She looked so peaceful laying there and was very beautiful. He stood there watching her for a long time. He had started seeing her mom just to be around Sam. He knew he had to have her and dreamed about her every night. He thought about her while making love to her mom. He did not care that she was only fifteen. She was going to be his and she would love him because he could buy her things and give her a nicer life. He stroked her hair for several minutes before trying to touch her. He put his hand on her hip and then thought that there would be time for that later, and he did not want to wake her up.
 
   Jack knew he had to have her and had brought an injection needle with something to keep her asleep while he got her out of the hospital. He knew that if she woke up, she would not understand and would make a fuss. His plan was to inject the knockout drug and then get her out of the building without being noticed. He would get a wheelchair and take her out of the building right under their eyes.
 
   Jack had been up all night injecting heroine and partying but thought that he was on top of his game. He was riding a high and felt invincible. He left the room, found a wheelchair and pushed it back towards the room. He was about halfway there when a real orderly stopped him. 
 
   The orderly said, “What are you doing with the wheelchair?"
 
   He stopped and looked Jack over, then said, “Hey, you don’t work here. I’m calling security.”
 
   Jack pulled his knife, grabbed the orderly by the neck, stabbed him repeatedly and shoved him into an empty room. He quickly rushed back to Sam’s room and picked her up just when a nurse yelled at him from behind.
 
   "What are you doing to that girl? Get out of here. I’m calling security.”
 
   He then heard an alarm go off. He slapped the nurse, knocked her down and placed Sam back on the bed. He ran out of the room and made it to the door without being stopped. He was just opening the outside door that led to his car when a security guard caught him from behind. Jack again pulled his knife and stabbed the guard to get away. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 Mary was fixing breakfast when the Sheriff called. Grumpy answered the phone.
 
   The Sheriff said, “Bill, we had a situation at the hospital last night. The mom’s boyfriend, Jack Collins, tried to kidnap the kid last night. He was not successful but killed an orderly and stabbed a guard while making his escape.”
 
   Grumpy asked, “My God, is Sam okay?
 
   “Yes, she never woke up and we are keeping this from her for a while.”
 
   Grumpy asked, “Sheriff, should we be worried about taking this girl into our house?”
 
   “Bill, I heard that you were going to take care of the girl for a while. Do you still have that 1911 Colt? I’d dust it off and be ready for anything. You have a concealed carry license. Keep the gun on you at all times. The guy apparently was on drugs and had no concern for his own safety. He would kill you and Mary without a second thought if you got in his way.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Sheriff, we haven’t decided on foster parenting yet. I always have my pistol nearby and stay ready for trouble. I do have a concealed carry permit so we will be protected everywhere but bars and banks and Mary won’t let me go in a bar anymore. Thanks for the heads up.”
 
   Grumpy filled Mary in on the conversation and told her that the guy may try to bother them if they take the girl.
 
   Mary said, “This just makes me want to help her even more than before. Why would this guy try to kidnap this poor child unless he had very bad intentions?”
 
   Grumpy had to stop and think for a few minutes before talking. He agreed with her about the guy’s intentions, but still wasn’t wild about becoming a foster parent. He did not even want to think about what this guy had already done to this girl.
 
   “Mary, that guy is a bad person who has a police record. We should be wary. I am not sure that we should get involved.”
 
   “Bill, if we don’t get involved, who will? This girl could be our little girl. I wish someone had stepped in and changed the course of her life. Bill, I have made up my mind. I want to help Sam! Get my gun out of the gun safe. I’m glad you made me get my concealed carry license when you got yours. I hate guns, but I won’t let that bastard hurt this little girl any more than he already has.”
 
   “Mary, I want you to be happy. Are you sure? I will do it, but this won’t be easy.”
 
   Mary replied, “You know that God never gives you a burden larger than he thinks you can handle. Remember to get my pistol out of the gun safe. I will carry it until this is over.”
 
   “I will do this because it is the right thing to do and you also will make my life miserable if I don’t. Don’t let the girl see the gun. Keep it concealed.”
 
   Mary laughed and replied, “Bill, do you really think I am mean?” 
 
   “You’re not mean; you just know how to get your way when you want to.”
 
   “Bill, when was the last time that I made your life miserable?”
 
   Bill kissed her, laughed, did not answer and went to get his chores done for the morning. Every once in a while, Grumpy knew when to keep his mouth shut. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mary called the Kentucky Cabinet for Health and Family Services and made an appointment with Greg Hope for one o’clock. Grumpy came back from the barn and Mary started rushing him to get cleaned up and ready to go to the meeting.
 
   Grumpy said, “I was hoping that you might cool off on this idea.”
 
   Grumpy was joking, but Mary still punched him in the belly hard enough to hurt a bit.
 
   Grumpy said, “So, was that proof that you aren’t mean?”
 
   Mary came back to him kissed him and said, “I will make it up to you many times over if you are nicer about adopting Sam.”
 
   This put a big smile on Grumpy’s face, but quickly disappeared when he took the words into his mind.
 
   Grumpy was choking as he replied, “Adopting? I thought this was foster parenting." 
 
   Mary replied, “You know what I mean.”
 
   “Mary, I’m not sure that I really do know what you mean, but I do know that if Mama ain’t happy, Bill won’t be happy.”
 
   Mary replied, “Bill, now you are getting much smarter.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 They arrived fifteen minutes early for the meeting and Mary was a nervous wreck. She spent most of the trip trying to get Grumpy to be able to support her when he answered questions about truly wanting to take care of Sam. Grumpy intentionally answered all of the questions wrong just to tease his wife. Mary knew what he was doing and did not appreciate the humor. She was happy that Grumpy settled down and was serious when they arrived at the CHFS office.
 
   Greg Hope said, “Thanks for coming to see me. I knew that you two would eventually drop in to check on Sam. What do you know about the Cabinet for Health and Family Services?”
 
   Mary replied, “Greg, we don’t know much about this at all. We do want you to tell us how Sam is progressing, but we also want to find out more about foster parenting and see if we are candidates to watch over Sam until you decide on a permanent home for her.”
 
   Greg said, “I can start with Sam is doing very well since nothing was broken and she is recovering from bruising and some pulled tendons. She will be fine physically. I am not worried about her health, but am concerned about her mental state. This poor girl was mentally and physically abused by her mom and perhaps by some of her boyfriends. Her mom actually comes from a good family up in Louisville who want nothing to do with her or Sam. The father is in jail and his family is confident that Sam isn’t his child.”
 
   Greg went on to explain how the Kentucky Cabinet for Health and Family Services works and his role in the organization.
 
   Mary looked at Grumpy, then Greg and asked, “Was she sexually abused? That poor baby has been through hell, but I pray that she wasn’t molested.”
 
   “We don’t know. We had a doctor check her out and he did not find anything conclusive. I had a psychologist interview her and she thinks the poor girl has been molested. Add in her Mom’s boyfriend trying to kidnap her and we have a lot pointing to child abuse at the least.”
 
   Mary said, “What do we need to do to keep her until you decide her fate? You probably already know, but we lost our son and daughter. Our daughter took her own life.”
 
   Greg replied, “We always perform an exhaustive background check on all applicants. I had your background checks started when I left the hospital. You two are great people that had two tragedies, but are excellent candidates to foster or adopt. We will give you training on how to deal with her issues and to help her begin the healing process.”
 
   Mary and Grumpy sought each other’s hand and sat there holding hands while Greg interviewed them.
 
   Greg asked, “Bill, why do you want to be a foster parent?
 
   “At first I didn’t want to and Mary was trying to get me to agree to fostering, then the more I spent time with her dog, Sammy, I saw him help me. In addition, I have heard more about Sam and think we can really make a difference in her life. You can call it guilt over Ann, but I think we will be better able to spot issues with behavior and able to make the appropriate change as required. I want to make a difference in her life and help her lead a normal life.”
 
   Greg asked both of them several more questions and then had them fill out several forms. 
 
   Grumpy said, “I filled out a lot less paperwork to buy the house.”
 
   Mary said, “Sam isn’t a house or a puppy!”
 
   Greg was laughing at them and knew that they would be great for Sam. They would show her what a real family was like. Then he thought, “I hope she doesn’t scare them off the first day.” They finished filling out and signing the forms and Greg moved them to a room with a movie screen and a projector.
 
   Greg came back in to the room and said, “This is where we try to scare you off. I am going to show some movies that demonstrate the behavior of kids Sam’s age and how they can treat their foster parents. This does not mean Sam will be this bad, but forewarned is forearmed.”
 
   Greg started the film. The first scenario showed a teenage boy sitting in his room, withdrawn and not responding to the foster parents. The film covered several weeks and one could obviously see the mounting frustration on the couple. The next scenario had a beautiful young girl at the breakfast table that would not eat because she thought she was fat. The foster parents tried to get her to eat to no avail. The next film started with a young girl throwing a glass of milk at her foster mom. The mom ducked and kept talking to the young girl, but made no headway in getting her to behave.
 
   The film ended and Grumpy immediately said, “What percent are like these? Surely most just need caring people to give them guidance, love and God in their lives.”
 
   Greg said, “I can’t officially say anything about God, but I go to the same church you do. The truth is that about fifty percent of the kids that we see here are not much of an issue. The older they get the higher the percentage of behavioral issues increase. A kid raised in a drug-infested home by drunk or drugged out parents lends itself to kids raising themselves. They have to rely on their ability to survive in a bad situation and those skill sets don’t work well in the average home.”
 
   “You haven’t scared us off yet, however, you have opened our eyes to the potential for issues. We have the time, and more importantly, the patience to work with Sam. I think love and good parenting will always prevail.”
 
   Grumpy asked, “What can you do to help prepare us to handle ourselves if we encounter issues like those. I guess we also need to know of any specific issues that Sam has shown so far.”
 
   Greg said, “Sam is rebellious and has authority issues, but has good manners and was good in school until a few weeks before the wreck. She does not believe in God and has never been to church a day in her life. We will assign a counselor to meet with all of you at least once a week until we feel all is going well. The average stay in a foster home in this area is about six months. Sam will be sixteen in four months, so she would time out in two years and four months. This means that you will no longer be responsible for her care at that time.”
 
   Grumpy said, “So, she is like a carton of milk, we just pitch her in the trash at eighteen?”
 
   Greg laughed and said, “No, and I know you are kidding me. I just have to make it clear what the ground rules are before potential foster parents actually take responsibility for a child.”
 
   Greg picked up the phone and asked someone to bring Sam into the conference room. In a couple of minutes, a woman brought Sam into the conference room. It had been a week since they had seen Sam. She was dressed in a blouse and jeans with tennis shoes and looked like she was ready to go to the mall. She had a smile on her face until she saw Grumpy.
 
   “That’s the pervert that tried to feel me up after the wreck. Keep him away from me.”
 
   Greg said, “Nice try, but sorry that was pretty weak. Do you have anything better?”
 
   Sam broke out into a grin then said, “Well, it was worth a try.”
 
   She turned and looked at Grumpy and said, “Mr. Jones, thank you for saving me from a horrible death in a burning truck.”
 
   She said the words in a scripted and mechanical voice. Greg looked over at her with a frown on his face and he sat down and made some notes in a logbook.
 
   Sam said, “I said it just like the nice lady taught me. Now, you are mad at me and I did exactly what I was told to do."
 
   Greg stood up and said, “Sam these people are Mary and Bill Jones. Mary and Bill, this is Samantha Ann Smith. Sam, they will be your foster parents until we find a permanent home for you.”
 
   Sam said, “No way! Don’t I have a say in this? Look at them; they beat kids. I’m not going with them.”
 
   She looked at Mary and said, “Look bitch, I’ll make your life a living hell if you take me home.”
 
   Greg said, “Sam, calm down! I am not going to kid you about this. Yes, you can throw a fit and not go with the Jones, but do you see anyone else standing in line to care for you? They have a small farm where you and Sammy can run and play. You will be able to go to the same high school and keep all of your friends.”
 
   Sam said, “Where is my dog? I want Sammy. How is he doing? What have you done with him?”
 
   Mary said, “Sweetheart, we have Sammy. He is doing very well and we enjoy him a lot. He has gained a few pounds and he runs and plays with Bill.”
 
   “Give me my dog and I’ll go back home and take care of him and myself.”
 
   Greg replied, “Sam, you are not going back home. Your mom and dad are both in jail and you don’t have any relatives that can take care of you. You are going to live with foster parents until you can be adopted. We have covered this at least twice, so don’t act as if you just heard it for the first time. The Jones have offered to be your foster parents and are very good people”
 
   “Where is Mom’s boyfriend, Jack?”
 
   Greg replied, “We don’t know. He got out on bail and has not been seen since the incident in the hospital.”
 
   Sam asked, “What incident at the hospital?”
 
   Greg replied, “I forgot that you weren’t told about that. Bill, will you tell her about the issue?"
 
   “Yes, I will.”
 
   Sam looked at Bill and Mary and said, “That’s the guy that was molesting me at the wreck. How could you stay with a man like that?”
 
   Mary replied, “Have you thought about taking acting classes? That was very unbelievable and how dare you say things about the man who risked his life to save yours. Now get your things together and let’s go home and let you see Sammy. He really misses you.”
 
   Sam looked at Greg and said, “What happens if I don’t go with them?”
 
   "Then you will go to the home for juvenile delinquents and Sammy will stay with Mary and Bill.”
 
   Sam smiled and said, “Let’s go see my dog."
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 Jack Collins drove about fifty miles to his family’s cabin. It was on a small lake on about one hundred acres of mostly wooded land. His dad inherited it from his grandfather on his mom’s side. He kept it to hunt deer, fish and mostly to get away from his wife’s family. Jack never liked the outdoors, but he did like coming up here just to be with his dad. The cabin had two bedrooms, a large family room and nice kitchen.
 
   Jack arrived at the cabin about a week after leaving the hospital. He had crashed at a couple of friends’ houses and one hotel while he planned what to do next. He parked the car in the shed beside his dad’s old truck. He had driven around to make sure that he was not being followed. He took some pills and crashed on the couch. He fell asleep dreaming about Sam and him getting married and living happily ever after.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Sam, please put your seatbelt on.”
 
   Sam rolled her eyes, looked at Grumpy and stared out the window.
 
   “My mom never made me use a seatbelt. She always thought that she would burn up in a car if she couldn’t get it unbuckled after a wreck.”
 
   “Sam, please buckle your seatbelt. I’m not starting the car until you do. It will just take that much longer until you get to see Sammy.”
 
   Sam rolled her eyes again, but this time she buckled her seatbelt.
 
   Mary also had to ask her several times to get simple questions answered during the drive home. Otherwise, the trip was uneventful. 
 
    
 
   Sammy came running to the fence to greet them when they pulled into the driveway. When Sam got out of the car, Sammy tried several times to jump over the fence and barked like a wild dog. Sam ran over to him and lifted him over the fence. She fell down and Sammy was all over her, licking her face and running all over her. She was laughing and telling Sammy how much she loved him.
 
   Sammy ran to the back yard, brought back a stick and tried to teach Sam how to throw the stick, so he could fetch it and bring it back to her. She did not understand what he wanted. Grumpy saw Sammy and knew exactly what to do. He took the stick from Sammy and pitched it about twenty feet. Sammy ran to the stick and brought it back to Sam who just stared back at Sammy.
 
   “He wants you to throw the stick so he can bring it back to you.”
 
   “I don’t need you to tell me what my dog wants.”
 
   She picked the stick up and threw it as far as she could. Sammy ran to the stick, brought it to Grumpy and dropped it at his feet. Grumpy threw the stick and this time Sammy took it to Sam.
 
   “Sam, I think Sammy wants us to all play together and get along instead of fighting. We both love this dog and want what is best for him, so why don’t we just try to be nice.”
 
   Sam picked Sammy up, went to the back of the yard, sat down with him in her lap and appeared to be having a conversation with him.
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   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   “Sam, you can play with Sammy for a while, but then we need to get you settled into your room. Would you like some lemonade?”
 
   “No mam.”
 
   Grumpy took her bag up to her room and Mary placed her clothes into the drawers.
 
   “Honey, the poor girl barely has any clothes at all. We need to take her shopping and get her some nice jeans, blouses and a couple of dresses.”
 
   Grumpy looked out the window to the backyard and saw Sam bent over picking Sammy up. 
 
   He looked over at Mary and said, “Get her some decent underwear when you go shopping.”
 
   “Thong?”
 
   “No, Lord no! Holes! The poor girl has holes in her drawers. I think she’s too big a Tom Boy to wear a thong yet.”
 
   Grumpy shook his head and went down stairs and out to his shop while Mary got Sam settled into her new room. The room had been Ann’s and still had her pictures and decorations on the walls. Ann’s clothes hung in the closets and filled the dresser. Grumpy wondered what Mary would do, since she wouldn’t even talk about getting rid of them. This skinny girl was twenty pounds lighter then Ann. Ann was at a normal weight; Sam was skin and bones. Of course, Mary’s great cooking would fatten the poor child up a bit, but she could never fill out Ann’s clothes.
 
   Grumpy had parked the F1 a few feet from the other truck, which did not run. He was stripping the parts off the body to get it ready to be lifted off the chassis to begin restoration. Grumpy wanted this truck to be perfect so he was taking his time and would take a couple of years to finish. Then he would take it to car shows and show it off to the crowd of admirers.
 
   “Damn it to hell,” Grumpy cursed when he pinched his thumb with the headlight bucket.
 
   “Do you cuss all of the time and what does your God think about you cussing?”
 
   Grumpy turned to see Sam standing behind him with Sammy in her arms. Sammy broke loose, ran to Grumpy and begged to be picked up. Grumpy picked Sammy up, rubbed his ears and said, “Good boy.”
 
   “No, I don’t cuss all of the time. I pinched my finger and no, God does not like cussing.”
 
   “What are you doing out here?”
 
   “I’m working on my truck. It’s my hobby and I really enjoy working with my hands. My plan is to drive this one and make a hot rod out of that one.”
 
   “What’s under the tarp? Do you have another truck under it?
 
   “No, that’s my son’s old car.”
 
   “Y’all have a boy, where is he and why haven’t I seen him around here?”
 
   “Sam, do you know about the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan?”
 
   “Yes, we read about how the USA invaded those poor countries and killed thousands of their poor people for their oil. I also remember some of the news reports several years ago.”
 
   Grumpy was still holding Sammy and rubbing his ears while he thought about his reply.
 
   “Our son, Johnny, was killed in Afghanistan by one of those damned terrorist SOBs. Your textbooks probably don’t mention 9-11 or those countries being controlled by Islamic radicals and terrorists, do they?”
 
   “No, but don’t jump my ass. I didn’t shoot him.”
 
   Grumpy got red in the face and was about to blow up when Sammy started licking his face and barking gently at him. This cooled Grumpy off and gave him time to remember that sermon about being nice to people, even bratty kids.
 
   “I’m sorry, but I get excited and a little mad when I think about my son giving his life to protect our country and then textbooks make the USA to be the bad guys. “
 
   “Can I see the car?”
 
   “Not now, we need to get cleaned up for supper. Mary will skin us if we are late. Let’s go eat.”
 
   They walked into the kitchen just as Mary finished setting the table.
 
   “Sam, this will be your job, starting tomorrow. We also need to discuss the house rules and your chore list tomorrow.”
 
   “I knew we’d get down to the slave labor sooner or later. Y’all just want the kid to do all of your work so you can watch TV and drink beer.”
 
   Sam had just finished talking when a look came over her face and she added, “Or maybe I get paid for the valuable work that I perform for this family?”
 
   “Something like that. We’ll work out the details later in the week. Mary and I both have jobs where you can learn to be a responsible young adult and earn some money.”
 
   Mary laughed and started bring the food to the table. Sam helped her.
 
    
 
   They sat down for supper and Mary cleared her throat a couple of times and put her hands together. Grumpy finally caught on.
 
   “Blessed Father we are thankful for everything that you do for us and the meal on our table. We are very thankful for Sam and Sammy joining our family and please look out for them and keep them safe.”
 
   Sam waited until Grumpy was finished and said, “Do you always give a speech before supper?”
 
   Mary had prepared one of Grumpy’s favorite meals. Pork chops, mashed potatoes, green beans and apple pie for desert. Sam ate as if she had never seen food before. Her manners were horrible and she talked with her mouth full. Mary and Grumpy exchanged glances and just smiled. Sammy lay by Sam and whimpered, but did not beg. Grumpy pitched a small piece of pork chop and Sammy caught it in mid-air. His tail was wagging a mile a minute and he lay back at Sam’s side.
 
   “Sam, we need to go shopping for some clothes for school and church in the morning after we get our chores finished. Feel free to go through the closets and drawers in your room and wear any clothes that you find. Those were Ann’s and she’d be glad that someone got some use out of them.”
 
   “Who’s Ann?"
 
   Mary filled her in on Ann and Johnny over supper. “Ann was our daughter. She was a couple of years older than Johnny was. She was sixteen when she passed away.”
 
   Mary didn’t mention the suicide and just gave Sam enough to help her know the family’s history.
 
   Sam saw the tears streaming down Mary’s face and excused herself to go out and play with Sammy.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The sun was going down and it would be dark in about an hour. Jack had been fishing most of the day and had barely caught enough fish to feed himself. The days were passing slowly; however, he knew that he had to let some time pass to allow everyone to forget about him. They would soon feel safe and then he would strike. 
 
   Jack also helped pass the time daydreaming about his life with Sam. He knew that he could make her love him. They could live in the cabin and live off the land. The last one he fell in love with was buried by the lake. She was an ungrateful girl who he fell in love with on a visit in Nashville. She did not love him back and she had to disappear. There were several other graves by the lake.
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   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   Mary had always been an early riser. She loved being up before the world started making ugly noises and Grumpy needed anything. She always made coffee and sat on the back deck for about half an hour before doing anything else. Since her children’s deaths, she started each morning with a prayer and her cup of coffee. Early on, her prayers were more of an attack on God for allowing her babies to die.
 
   “Mary, can I have some coffee?”
 
   The voice startled Mary. In over twenty years of her morning ritual, no one had ever disturbed her.
 
   “Good morning Samantha. Did you sleep well? Yes, you can have some coffee. How do you like it?”
 
   “I slept real good. I hate to bother you. I can fix my own coffee, if that’s okay with you.”
 
   “Yes child, fix your own cup and come out here and watch the sun come up over the trees. We’ll have breakfast with Bill when he gets up.”
 
   Sammy walked into the room and lay down at Mary’s feet and went back to sleep. Sam joined her and they talked for half an hour before Mary went to fix breakfast and wake up Grumpy for the day.
 
   “Why do other people call Bill by Grumpy, but you don’t?"
 
   “Child, only a few people that work with Bill or know him very well call him Grumpy. I married Bill Jones and will always call him Bill, even though he can be a bit grumpy at times.”
 
   “What made him grumpy?”
 
   “Sweetheart, he is not always grumpy and he is trying to be more cheery, but sometimes life knocks you down and you just have to get up, put a smile on your face and go about life. Bill and I have lost two children and have just started recovering from those blows. Bill is very conservative politically and was devastated when this current President was elected and then won another term. He thinks that the country is going to hell in a hand basket and it saddens him so much."
 
   “What about the President makes Bill so unhappy?”
 
   “Most of the politics are complicated, but I’ll give you a couple of examples. First, there is abortion. The President’s party thinks that it is okay to kill unborn babies.”
 
   “Killing anyone is wrong, isn’t it?”
 
   “Yes dear. We think that a baby is a baby, life begins at conception and that babies are not something to dispose of because they are not wanted. Too many couples out there can’t have kids and would gladly adopt these unwanted babies.
 
   “What are the other examples?”
 
   “The President and his followers want to take away our rights to keep and bear arms. They say that the USA will be safer if all guns are taken away from the people.”
 
   “If no one has guns then there wouldn’t be any shootings and no massacres at schools."
 
   “Sam, there are laws now that were enacted to keep criminals from having guns. No criminal yet has turned in a single gun. Only law-abiding people would turn their guns in to the government if an anti-gun law were imposed. Then the criminals would be able to rob and loot at will.”
 
   “I guess I didn’t really consider that. Why did he get elected then if he is making such poor decisions?”
 
   “Bill feels that the liberals buy votes with welfare and government assistance. Enough of that for now; we need to fix breakfast.”
 
    
 
   Grumpy walked down the stairs wearing a t-shirt and shorts and whistled as he walked. He was very happy because Mary had kept her promise about being nice to him. He thought that being nice to Sam and working to help her could be rewarding.
 
   “Hello ladies. What’s for breakfast for a growing boy?”
 
   Mary kissed him, patted him on the belly and said, “Now that you are retired, we need to make sure that the boy doesn’t grow too much.”
 
   Sam sat on a bar stool and watched Mary fix breakfast which consisted of ham, eggs, toast, orange juice and more coffee. She hummed the “Old Rugged Cross” while cooking.
 
   “Do y’all always eat so much food? I’ll be fat before I leave here.”
 
   “Sam, you are too skinny,” Mary laughed,
 
   “This is just a normal meal for an active family. Breakfast is the meal that gets your day started. We usually eat a medium sized lunch and a light supper to finish the day. We won’t fatten you up, but we will make sure that you don’t go hungry.”
 
   “What about Sammy? Will y’all feed and take care of him?"
 
   “No. You will feed, take care of and clean up after him. We will provide food and toys. Cleaning up his poop and putting his toys away at night will be two of your daily chores.”
 
   “So, you did want child labor. Well I’m not a slave and I’ll be damned if I’m going to do your work for you.”
 
   Grumpy started to jump Sam, when Mary stepped in and said, “Sammy is your dog. Do you love him?"
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Well Sammy is no different than a baby. He has to be fed, cleaned up after and played with. If you have a child or a dog, you are responsible for their care. Do you understand what I am saying?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Next time you disagree with something, please ask questions before you start smarting off, which is disrespectful.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Thanks. You are a beautiful young lady who has to learn who to trust and who not to trust.”
 
   Sam was very quiet during breakfast while Mary and Grumpy discussed their plans for the day.
 
   “Sam and I are going to go shopping for some school clothes and a couple of things for me. Bill, do you need anything from town?"
 
   “I don’t want to go to school. I hate school. They all make fun of me.
 
   Grumpy ignored Sam and replied, “Check with the garage and see when they are delivering the truck that has my new engine.”
 
   “I’m not going to school!”
 
   “Sam, why do you hate school so much?”
 
   “I just do, and you can’t make me go to school.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
 
   Jack stole a car from long-term parking at the Louisville airport, changed the license plate and headed to Cincinnati. He was lonely and needed some companionship.
 
   “If I can’t have my little darling, I will find another to take care of me until I get her back,” Jack said to himself as he drove up Highway 75 North into Cincinnati. He drove around several high schools and followed kids to their hangouts. He instinctively went for the girls who had no friends and were lonely. Just after dark, he saw a girl leave the library and start walking towards a rundown part of town. He drove ahead of her, parked on a side street and waited behind some bushes just a few feet from his car.
 
    
 
   She had gone to the library to study and get her homework done before going home. She never went home before her mother got home because Larry wanted her to do bad things. He threatened to kill her mom if she told anyone. She was deep in thought when she felt the arm wrap around her and another cover her mouth and nose. She felt a rag and smelled a strong chemical. She passed out quickly.
 
   Jack dragged her to his car and placed her gently in the trunk, taped her hands, feet and mouth. He then drove carefully back to the cabin.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 Mary and Sam drove into Louisville and shopped at several department stores. Sam had worn her best clothes and still looked shabby compared to the other girls in the mall. She looked more like a boy than a fifteen-year-old girl. Of course, Sam wanted to go into Victoria Secret and the trendy teen shops, but Mary stuck to Kohl’s and Belk.
 
   “Here are the teen sized jeans; you are so tiny, let’s try a size four.”
 
   “I don’t like them, how about these?”
 
   That’s okay; now let’s pick out a blouse so we can get your size before we start picking clothes." 
 
   Sam didn’t like any of the blouses on the racks and just wanted t-shirts.
 
   “Look Sam, I’ll buy you some t-shirts, but you need a few nice blouses and a couple of dresses for church.”
 
   “I ain’t wearing any dresses.”
 
   “Sam, you are going to want things that I don’t agree with and I will want you to do things that you don’t want to do. Instead of making this a contest, let’s compromise. Pick out three pieces of clothes that you want and I’ll pick out three that I want you to wear.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll go with that, but can we go to Victoria's Secret and pick one of them?”
 
   “What could a fifteen year old girl want in that store?”
 
   “Panties, duh! You might find something that would put a smile on Bill’s face.”
 
   Mary forced a smile and said, “We will go in there and look, but no promise.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
    
 
   That’s how the whole morning went. One negotiation after another, until Mary had enough of the constant push back on everything she tried to do for the ungrateful kid.
 
    
 
   They were finished shopping by noon and Mary took Sam to KY Roadhouse for lunch. Mary ordered a club sandwich and a house salad. Sam ordered hot wings, fries and a coke. Mary watched as Sam ate and thought that Sammy had better manners when he dug into his dog food.
 
   “Samantha, are you always this hungry? You are eating like someone is going to take your food away from you.”
 
   Sam had a mouth full and said, “I’m hungry and mom never fixed much supper. This is almost as good as your cooking.”
 
   “Samantha, I want to make you a deal, but first tell me what you wanted at Victoria's Secret."
 
   Sam leaned across the table and whispered, “Please call me Sam. I want a nice bra.”
 
   Mary was embarrassed because Sam was flat chested and Mary had not even bought any bras for her.
 
   “Darling, I’m sorry, I haven’t bought clothes for a girl in a long time, of course you need some bras. What size do you wear?"
 
   “I don’t know, I never had one but I know mom only bought hers from Victoria's Secret.”
 
   “Samantha, I’ll take you back to buy you that bra if you’ll let me give you some training in manners and how a young lady should behave in public.”
 
   “Two bras and it’s a deal.”
 
   “Okay, two bras and no lip while I work with you on manners.”
 
   They finished their meal, went to Victoria's Secret and bought Sam two bras. Then Mary brought a bra plus matching panties for all of the bras. Mary took her back to Belk’s and bought her several more of each.
 
    
 
   Later that night Mary modeled her new clothes for Grumpy. Grumpy liked this new Mary. He was trying to figure out what was going on, but he was sure that being nice to Mary had its rewards.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 Mary woke Sam up for school at 5:30 a.m. to get her dressed for the first day back in class. Since Sam was an early riser, it was easier than Mary remembered with Ann. They had developed a ritual of getting up and drinking their coffee as the sun came up over the forest behind their house.
 
   “Do you know how to apply makeup?"
 
   Sam dropped her head and said, “Mom wouldn’t let me wear makeup or dress up in good clothes.”
 
   “Well, let’s go upstairs and get you fixed up and I’ll show you how to apply it yourself after school.”
 
   “I hate school. The rich kids always made fun of me and I just didn’t fit. I really don’t want to go. Can’t you home school me?”
 
   “No darling, you need to go to school. You will be dressed nice and no one will pick on you because of your clothes. I think that you will be with us for several years and I want you prepared for college.”
 
   They had Sam ready just when Grumpy came down the stairs for breakfast.
 
   “Sam, is that you? I thought we had a movie star visiting our home. You look great and so grown up. The boys will be chasing you around the school.”
 
   “I don’t like boys. They are so mean and nasty.”
 
   Grumpy laughed and joined the girls for breakfast. He noticed that Sam waited until her mouth was empty to talk and she was noticeably more polite.
 
   “I’ll drop you off at school on my way to the auto parts store this morning. I’ll drop you off each morning or you can ride the bus. Just let me know what you want."
 
   “I’d like you to take me to school until Jack gets put in jail.”
 
   “That’s a good point. I want you to be safe and will take you to school and pick you up afterwards. Only Mary and I will ever pick you up from school. If someone else tries, tell your teacher immediately.”
 
   Grumpy walked towards his new truck when Sam called him back.
 
   “Can we take the old Ford F1? I really like old trucks and would like to go to school in it instead of the new truck.”
 
   “That’s fine with me. I thought that you might not want to be seen in an old truck with an old man.”
 
   She replied, “I like old trucks.”
 
                 The drive to school was uneventful and Sam asked many questions about the truck. This was the first time Grumpy and Sam had any meaningful conversation. The time flew and they arrived at school while Grumpy was explaining the difference between a flat head V8 and an overhead valve V8.
 
   Sam got out of the truck and walked towards the front door. Many of the kids stared at her because they thought she was a new student.
 
   “Sam, is that you? I didn’t recognize you. You look like a total babe now.”
 
   “Kathy, I missed you. How are you doing?"
 
   “I’m fine. We all heard about the wreck and your mom going to jail. Who are you staying with?”
 
   “I’m with a foster family, Mary and Bill Jones. They are nice, but they are trying to morph me into something perfect, a little beauty queen or something.”
 
   “Isn’t Bill Jones the man who saved your life and rescued your dog? The story was on Channel 5 for a week.”
 
   “Yes, but I was okay and doing well by myself. I didn’t need rescuing.”
 
   They went on into school.
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   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   Bill did not have to be prodded to say grace before supper and Mary was impressed.
 
   “Thank you Lord for this food as it nourishes our bodies and our many blessings. Bless our troops overseas, keep them safe and bring them home to their loved ones. Amen.”
 
   “Bill, you are getting better and I am proud of you. This is a great example for Sam."
 
   Sammy barked and jumped on Mary’s leg. She gave him a small piece of chicken and he went back to Sam’s feet.
 
   During supper, Mary and Bill had their normal conversation about their day and what they planned to do tomorrow. The only difference was that they included Sam into the conversation.
 
   Mary asked, “Sam how was your day at school? You have been back at school for a week and you haven't told us any details. “Yes” and “no” don’t make for much of a conversation.”
 
   Sam looked up from her plate and said, “I don’t hate school as much and my homeroom teacher is okay. My American History teacher hates me, but my Science teacher likes me.”
 
   Grumpy asked, “Why do you think that your History teacher hates you?”
 
   “Because she is an idiot liberal and wants to take away all of our guns.”
 
   “Did you tell her that she is an idiot?”
 
   “No, but I dared to disagree with her about guns in our society. No one speaks up in class and they are afraid of her. Bill, can you teach me more about guns? I want to learn more about gun safety and how to shoot them.”
 
   “Why do you suddenly want to know more about guns?”
 
   “Mary and I had a discussion about them and you always have that big gun under your vest. I want to feel safe. There are too many people like Jack out there.”
 
   “If you do well in school and don’t get in any trouble, I will begin your education about gun safety.”
 
   After supper, Sam went to her room, completed her homework and showed it to Mary. She was allowed to watch some TV before bedtime at 9:00 p.m. She argued for the first several days about the early bedtime, but gave up after getting nowhere with the argument.
 
   After she went up to bed, Grumpy asked Mary, “Will we ever get to where she does what’s best for her without so much arguing and smarting off about everything that she doesn’t like?”
 
   “Both of our kids were just like her. The only difference is that we are allowing her to give her side of the issue instead of telling her to shut up and do what we say. You are doing a great job of explaining why we want her to do something instead of browbeating her into submission.”
 
   “Was I that bad with Ann? I loved her so much and she was my favorite.”
 
   “Bill, both of us were raised in strict households where kids were told to shut up and do as they were told. Kids these days are more educated and need to know why they have to do what we say. “Do as I say” doesn’t mean a thing to them.”
 
   “So they can do anything they want and don’t have to do what I tell them to do?”
 
   “No, they still have to behave, but explaining why they need to do something helps them understand how things work and their responsibilities in life.”
 
   “I get that and will keep allowing her to ask questions and challenge, but I won’t put up with the smart mouth. We need to discuss punishment. I want to do this better than I did with Ann.”
 
   They went to bed and both had trouble sleeping.
 
    
 
   Sammy was growling and barking in Sam’s room, which woke Grumpy and Mary up. Grumpy looked at the clock while he put his pants on and grabbed his gun; it was one thirty in the morning. He ran over to Sam’s room as fast as he could and found the door locked. He heard Sammy growling like a wolf. He backed up and rammed his shoulder into the door. The door broke free and Grumpy fell through the door just as a dark shadow went out the window. He went to the bed, found Sam bound and gagged. 
 
   He removed the gag and Sam yelled, “Save Sammy! He went out the window with the bastard.”
 
                  Grumpy asked, “Are you okay? What happened?" 
 
                 She replied, “A guy tried to tie me up when Sammy started attacking him. He shoved a rag in my mouth and used duct tape to tie me up. Go save Sammy, please!”
 
   Grumpy looked out the window and saw a figure getting up from the ground and running away from the house. He took aim about 10 feet to the left of the guy and fired a shot just as the person entered the tree line. The person kept on running and disappeared. He knew shooting the guy in the back would look bad.
 
   Grumpy ran down the stairs, turned the outdoor lights on and ran out the front door. At first he didn’t find anything and was about to go back in when he heard a whimper from the bushes under Sam’s window. 
 
   Grumpy went to the bushes and found Sammy on the ground behind the bushes. He picked Sammy up and gently took him in the house. It was apparent that Sammy was injured and needed medical help. He told Sam and Mary to get dressed and go with him to take Sammy to the vet. 
 
   Mary called the vet and woke him up. He said that he would meet them at the Animal Hospital in fifteen minutes. Mary then called the sheriff and told him of the attempted kidnapping. Mary gave the details and told the sheriff that they had no idea who broke into their house.
 
   Sam said, “It was Mom’s boyfriend, Jack Collins.”
 
   Mary passed that on to the sheriff.
 
   Grumpy asked, “Did you see his face?”
 
   Sam replied, “No, but he said “Hold still little darling,” while he held his hand over my mouth. Jack said that little darling stuff several times before.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Make sure that you tell the sheriff. That’s probably not enough to convict the thug, but may be enough to get a search warrant.”
 
   Sammy was still whimpering while being held in Sam’s arms. He was obviously in a lot of pain, which broke Grumpy’s heart. Sammy had almost given his life to save Sam. They drove on to the Animal Hospital and rushed Sammy in to see the vet.
 
   The vet took Sammy back to the examining room and disappeared for about an hour. Sam was sitting between Mary and Grumpy and was crying.
 
   She said, “He must be hurt real bad with all of that blood on his face.”
 
   “Sam, thanks!”
 
   Grumpy ran back through the door to the examining room. He told the vet, “Don’t wash Sammy’s face. The blood is from the kidnapper!”
 
   The vet had not cleaned Sammy up yet and was in the middle of x-raying him.
 
   The vet replied, “I will swab his muzzle and save samples for the police.”
 
   Grumpy thanked him and went back to the waiting room.
 
   Mary asked Sam, “How did you get Sammy? Was he a present?” She was trying to take Sam’s mind off his injuries.
 
   Sam answered, “I was walking home from school one day, he ran up to me and we started playing. I took him home and hid him in the basement. I gave him part of my supper and we have been friends ever since. He is my only friend and I love him. I hope that he is okay.”
 
   Grumpy heard Sam’s reply and said to her, “Do you mind if I pray to God to make Sammy better? I know that you don’t believe in God, but maybe Sammy does.”
 
   She replied, “No, go ahead, I guess it couldn’t hurt.”
 
   Mary and Grumpy put their hands together and closed their eyes. “Dear Lord, please help make this faithful companion and protector of this girl recover quickly and be of good health. Amen.”
 
   Sam asked, “Does God even care about dogs?”
 
   Grumpy replied, “God loves all of his creations. Dogs have a special place in God's heart. Spell dog backwards.”
 
   She thought for a moment, punched Grumpy on the arm and said, “You just made that up!”
 
   The vet finally brought Sammy into the waiting room and handed him to Sam.
 
   He told them, “Sammy will be okay, just bring him back in to see me in a couple of days. Give him one of these pills twice a day for the pain and don’t let him run or play for a few days while the ribs heal.”
 
   The vet pulled Grumpy off to the side and said, “Sammy will be okay. He has some broken ribs and bruises, but otherwise he will be okay. I also gathered more than enough blood samples to get a good DNA test for the police. He had a lot of blood on him. He must have torn the guy up so he is a marked man and may need a doctor.”
 
   Grumpy thanked the vet and tried to pay him, but he waved him off saying, “I can’t charge to treat another hero. This town now has two heroes.”
 
   They walked out the door to the vet’s office just as the sheriff and his deputy walked up.
 
   The sheriff asked, “Is everyone alright? What happened?”
 
   Grumpy said, “Let’s go to our house and get a cup of coffee and tell our stories. We don’t have an id on the guy, but you need to alert hospitals and doctors about a guy with dog bites. See the vet for DNA samples. We’ll fill you in at the house.”
 
   They arrived at the house around five o’clock in the morning and Mary put on a pot of coffee. The sheriff arrived and joined them at the kitchen table. He started questioning Sam immediately.
 
   He asked, “Did you see the guy who tried to take you?"
 
   Sam replied, “No, but it was Mom’s boyfriend. The guy used the same name for me as Jack has in the past when he was trying to molest me.”
 
   Grumpy asked, “Did he molest you?” 
 
   Sam started crying, grabbed Sammy and ran up the stairs to her room.
 
   Mary followed her to her room and held her while she cried herself to sleep. 
 
   The Sheriff took the rest of their statements and said he would get the DNA off to the lab and get the DA involved. He said that he would arrest Jack as soon as they could find him.
 
   The Sheriff said, “Please take Sam and get her checked out by a doctor and you might want the school counselor to recommend a psychologist to check out her mental state. Too bad that shot didn’t solve this problem. Now we have to find this piece of crap and try to put him behind bars.”
 
   Mary said, “There is no telling what this poor child has gone through. I will not lose another child. Bill, we have to get her the best care available.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Jack shot up with heroin to kill the pain from those damned dog bites. He poured hydrogen peroxide, then alcohol on the wounds and covered them with torn strips from the bed sheets. The little rat had bitten his leg, arm and neck. That damned dog had scared him and hurt him so much that he was running even before he heard the door forced open.
 
   “That damn dog has to die and I’ll kill that old couple too just for fun. That guy shot at me and he will pay for it,” Jack said in anger.
 
   Jack had been very cautious executing his passion over the years. The young girls had been taken far from his hometown, but never left. There were no ties to him. The cabin was miles from a main road and was at the back part of the hundred acres, so there was no reason for strangers to get close to his sanctuary.
 
   He drove back to the cabin and chained the new girl to his bed for the night.
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   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Mary slept with Sam until 11:00 a.m. then made breakfast for lunch. Mary called Grumpy in from the garage and gave him an update on Sam.
 
   “She had nightmares and tossed and turned all night. She just fell into a sound sleep a couple of hours ago.”
 
   “Doesn’t that mean that you were up all night? How are you doing?”
 
   “I’m a little sleepy, but remember, I’m a young lady. It’s you old farts that need your beauty sleep.”
 
   Grumpy grabbed her, kissed her and held her tight for a few minutes.
 
   He then pinched her and said, “I’ll teach you about old.”
 
    
 
   Sam slept until late afternoon and joined Mary in the kitchen. Sammy never left her side and she carried him downstairs to the kitchen.
 
   “Mary, can I have a cup of coffee? I need something to wake me up.”
 
   “Yes, dear, you may have a cup of coffee. How are you doing this morning? 
 
   “I’ve never been so afraid in my life. I thought that Jack was going to kill me the whole time he was tying me up and taping my mouth. I have always been afraid of him. That’s why I ran away from home and ended up wrecking that truck. He was always trying to be too friendly with me when Mom was not around. He would call me his little darling and try to bribe me with money to let him touch me. I would get away from him and hide with Sammy in the woods. I could tell he was getting mad at me for hiding from him and knew that I had to get away.”
 
   “Sam, this is very important. Did he do more than touch you?”
 
   She started crying and started to get up when Mary hugged her and held her close.
 
   Mary said, “Child, you will never have to worry about that man bothering you again. Bill and I will make sure that he goes to jail and you never see him again.”
 
   “Sammy and Bill saved my life last night, but Bill can’t be around all of the time.”
 
   “Bill cares for you and would gladly do what it takes to keep you safe. That dog of yours loves you and is very protective of you. He almost gave his life for you last night.”
 
   “Mary, can we fix him a steak tonight?”
 
   “That’s a good idea. We will fix steaks for both of our heroes.”
 
   “I guess that I need to think of something nice to do for Bill.”
 
   Mary thought for a minute and said, “Start helping him work on that old truck of his. He would like that and who knows you might need to know how to work on one yourself one day.”
 
   “Are you sure that he wants me in his garage? He doesn’t seem to want anyone around when he is working in the garage."
 
   “He will love to have you with him if you really want to learn about the old trucks and how to work on cars and trucks. Johnny always worked with him, but Ann was a girly girl and didn’t want to get dirty. Ann was his favorite, but Johnny never knew that. Now go out there and thank him for helping Sammy save you. It will make him feel good.”
 
    
 
   Sam walked out to the garage with Sammy in her arms. The overhead door was open and she just walked in and saw Grumpy bent over the fender of the old wrecked truck removing belts and wires. He was getting ready to pull the engine. She didn’t make a sound as she looked around the garage. There were the three old Ford trucks and the mystery car under the car cover back in the corner. The garage had shelves along both sides covering the walls and had a corner filled with a riding mower, garden tiller, push mower and assorted garden equipment. She inspected every corner of the garage and took in the smells of grease, antifreeze and hand cleaner. She liked what she saw and wanted to learn all that she could.
 
   She looked down at Sammy and said, “I can put up with the old man to learn all about this mechanic stuff.”
 
   “Sorry, I couldn’t hear you. What did you say?”
 
   She was startled and replied, “Bill I want to learn how to work on cars and trucks. Would you show me how?”
 
   “Sam, I’ll make you a deal. If you will do a couple of things for Mary and me, I’ll not only teach you how to work on cars, I’ll help you build your own car.”
 
   “But I don’t have any money for the car or parts.”
 
   “Don’t worry about that because we will give you chores to earn the money. We just want you to go to get good grades in school, do your chores and cut out the smart mouth stuff. You are always welcome to question things, but you have to obey us just as if we were your real parents. Deal?”
 
   “Deal, but it might take a few weeks to get my mouth under control. I don’t mean to be a smart ass, it just happens.”
 
   “I can live with that. Now go get me a 7/16 open- end wrench.”
 
   “What is that?”
 
   “Good question. Just watch this afternoon and tonight after supper I will start teaching you about mechanics' tools.”
 
    
 
   “You promised her a car? Grumpy what were you thinking? That doesn’t sound like you at all. I am proud of you. This could help jump start her improving her behavior."
 
   “That’s what I thought; a bribe couldn’t hurt. I think that she is just a frightened little girl who acts tough to bluff her way through life. She needs a firm, but fair hand to guide her and she will do well."
 
   “Get cleaned up for supper and we need to talk later tonight about that bastard Jack and what he has done to her. She opened up a little and what she said scares me.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam set the table, helped Mary bring the food to the table and sat down.
 
   Before Grumpy could say grace she asked, “Why do y’all say grace before every meal? If God exists, he would already know that you are thankful or just going through the motions, so why does he have to hear the words?”
 
   Grumpy turned red in the face, got mad and then counted to ten in his head.
 
   “Sam that is a tough one to answer. I must say that the question took me off guard and made me think. The best answer is that yes, God already knows what we think and feel, but we as Christians must demonstrate our faith and belief in God and set a good example for all others.”
 
   “So, if I weren’t here there would be no grace?”
 
   “You are a very wise young lady.”
 
   “We should have never stopped saying grace or praying to God every day, but my faith was shaken by the deaths of our two children. I was wrong when I thought God abandoned us. People want to think that God protects them from all harm. It doesn’t work that way. God doesn’t step in every time someone gets in trouble and prevents all bad things from happening.”
 
   “If God can’t stop all bad things, why believe in God? Why didn’t God stop Jack from breaking in and trying to hurt us?”
 
   Grumpy thought for a minute and said, “Another great question. I am the worst person to answer that question since I almost lost faith in God during our tremendous losses. Mary, can you help?”
 
   “Faith is something you have or don’t have. Some people begin having faith as children and never lose it. Some people don’t have faith in God until they are on their deathbed. The important thing is to put your trust in God and be kind to all people. Christians believe that our true home is with God in Heaven after we die and shouldn’t worry so much about our lives on Earth. God does watch over you and helps you in many ways, but don’t count on him to save you every time something bad happens.”
 
   Sam thought for a few minutes and said, “Do you think your pastor could give me an answer that I understand? I am scared of Jack and that he might hurt you two trying to get to me.”
 
   “We care for you and it’s our job to protect you. Don’t you worry about Jack; Bill and Sammy will protect you.”
 
   “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I have an old man and a tiny dog to protect me from a crazy man. God sure works in mysterious ways.”
 
   Both Mary and Grumpy broke out laughing and Grumpy said, “Sam, our pastor will be glad to answer your questions. I’ll set up a meeting to introduce you to him. He is better at explaining how faith and religion work than I am. Before I forget, I’m not that old and my 1911 and I are more than a match for Jack. Sammy is just my helper.”
 
   “Bill, do you believe in God?”
 
   “Yes Sam, I do, but don’t use me as an example of perfection. I am a sinner and doing the best that I can.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Grumpy had been out in the garage for about an hour when Sam joined him.
 
   “I thought that you wanted to learn about tools."
 
   “I do, but Mary reminded me that homework was more important.”
 
   “Oops, way to go Mary. Yes, your homework is more important than working on dirty old trucks. Now, go over to the workbench, get that small red toolbox, bring it over to this table and spread the tools out. Put all of the same type of tools together.”
 
   Sam walked over to the toolbox and started to pick it up when she saw a label with her name on it on the top of the box.
 
   She took the toolbox over to Grumpy, placed it on the table and asked, “Is this for me?”
 
   “Well it doesn’t have my name on it. I thought that if you are serious about working on cars, that you should have your own tools.”
 
   She hugged him and thanked him several times. She had never had anyone do anything this nice for her. Sammy begged Grumpy to pick him up and licked Grumpy’s face.
 
   “Sammy must like the tools as much as you do! Now pick up the red-handled screwdriver. It is a flat bladed screwdriver and it fits this type screw. Do you see the clear handled screwdriver with the cross for its head? It is a Philips head and you use it for this type screw.”
 
   Grumpy had Sam use the screwdrivers on a couple of old carburetors to demonstrate how to use them. He then moved on to pliers and wrenches. He was careful to make sure that she used the correct tool for the correct job. He also taught her how to use all of the tools in a safe manner.
 
   They were working away when they heard Mary say, “It’s a school night and it’s half an hour past your bedtime. Well, have you two learned anything?”
 
   Sam gave Grumpy and Mary a hug ran into the house with Sammy in her arms, cleaned up and went to bed.
 
    
 
   “Mary, tell me what Sam told you about that scumbag, Jack.”
 
   “Bill, she won’t directly answer what Jack did to her other than touching her, but when I press, she starts crying and changes the conversation. I am afraid for the worse. He probably forced himself on her and that may be part of the reason that she is hateful towards men in general. It has taken her a month to warm up to you Bill.”
 
   “I am very pleased with the progress that she has shown just in the last week. She has a real interest in auto mechanics and is behaving much better.”
 
   “Bill, she eats like a horse. I never thought that she would fill out Ann’s clothes, but they are getting close to being a good fit for her. She must have been starving trying to feed Sammy and herself from the meager meals that her mother fixed for her.”
 
   “She is very smart. I get mad when I don’t have a ready answer and must realize that one doesn’t have to have the answer. Our job as parents is to point them in the right direction and help them find the right answer.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   They never noticed the dark figure watching them from the woods or following them on the way to school each day.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   They had just finished breakfast on Saturday when Sam jumped up and ran to the bathroom. They could hear her throwing up her breakfast. She came out of the bathroom as if nothing had happened, started clearing the plates and washing the dishes without even being asked.
 
   Mary said, “Sam, are you okay? Did something disagree with you?”
 
   “No, I'm fine.”
 
   “Mary, is it me or is Sam being extra special good today?”
 
   Before Mary could answer, Sam spoke up, “You know that I can hear you, don’t you?”
 
   Mary responded, “Yes, I have noticed. We are either very good at this foster parenting or Sam wants something is my guess.”
 
   This made Sam furious, “So every time that I behave y’all think that I want something? I bet you only take care of me for the check each month. I was being good because y’all promised to take care of me and yes, I do want the car and the gun lessons. Is that so bad?”
 
   She ran out of the kitchen and ran to her room.
 
   “Come back! We were just teasing you!”
 
   She was already in her room and didn’t hear them. Sammy jumped on the bed with her and was licking her hand and trying to get to her face. She was so mad that she shoved him off the bed. He sat on the floor staring at her with big brown eyes that looked so hurt. His look told her that he was innocent and that she shouldn’t be mad at him. She took him in her arms and rubbed his ears, which he liked. She then scratched his back and he started licking her again.
 
   Sammy licked her face, then jumped off the bed and barked.
 
   “What do you want?”
 
   Sammy ran down the hall and stood on the stairs. He barked and ran down a couple of steps. When she didn’t follow, he did it again several times.
 
   “I guess you want me to go downstairs.”
 
   She followed Sammy back into the kitchen where Mary and Grumpy were still seated.
 
   Grumpy saw her and said, “We’re sorry that we hurt your feelings. We were only teasing you. We are very proud of you and love you so much. Yes, we take the $900 per month, but we place it in the bank for your college. We aren’t rich, but we don’t need the money. We are sorry and won’t tease you again.”
 
   She ran over to Grumpy, gave him a bear hug and then went to Mary and hugged her.
 
   “I’m sorry that I blew up. I’ve never had anybody care for me before. I just did what I wanted to and kept out of the way. I had to steal food to feed Sammy and me. I will try to do better. Just give me a chance. Don’t make me leave.”
 
   Mary spoke up, “Child, we care for you and would never run you off. We are a family and families aren’t perfect. All of us will do things that upset others from time to time and we just need to remember that person must be having a bad day or just made a mistake. We all have to support each other and forgive when mistakes are made.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   She looked Sammy in the eyes and said, “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t mad at you, but I took my anger out on you. Please forgive me. Sammy we can’t stay here. We have to run away and get as far away from here as possible. Jack will kill Mary and Bill to get to me. ”
 
    
 
   Sam took a gym bag from the closet and crammed as many clothes in it as she could and still be able to zip it closed. She then waited until Mary and Bill were asleep and packed some food into a pillowcase. She then went to Mary’s hidden jar with her mad money and took all of it.
 
   She wrote a note that said, “To Mary and Bill. I’m sorry for causing all of this trouble for you. Sammy and me have left and will go so far that Jack will never bother you. I will pay the money back and leave your truck in a safe place. I’ll call and let you know where to find it. Love Sam and Sammy.”
 
   She loaded up the truck, snuck back into the house, got Sammy and drove off. It was just starting to rain and storms were forecasted throughout the night. Her plan was to drive to Birmingham, drop the truck off in a parking garage and catch a bus to Florida. She thought that Pensacola would be nice.
 
    
 
   The old Ford had a deep rumble from the exhaust and woke Grumpy up as she drove off.
 
   “Wake up. Someone is stealing my truck.”
 
   Grumpy put his pants and shoes on and grabbed his pistol. He checked Sam’s room and saw that the bed hadn’t been slept in and Sammy and Sam were gone.
 
   “Bill, do you think that Sam is running away? I would die if she gets hurt.”
 
   “That’s my guess. Get dressed; we’ll go get them and bring them back.”
 
   “But, Bill, they will have a ten minute lead on us.”
 
   “Mary, they will be waiting for us on Highway 65 and my best guess is that they will be heading south. All of my trucks have a fuel shut off switch set for cutting the fuel off in fifteen minutes. Hurry up and let’s go. I could be wrong and Jack may have taken her and my truck.”
 
   Mary quickly dressed, put on a raincoat and got in Bill’s new truck and they headed to Highway 65, which was only about five miles from their house. Grumpy headed south and just as he predicted there was his truck about four miles south of the on ramp. They pulled in behind the truck and quickly saw that it was empty. Grumpy drove slowly until they saw Sam and Sammy walking on the right shoulder. She had her thumb up trying to flag down a ride.
 
   They pulled even with Sam and Mary said, “Young girl, do you need a ride? It’s a bit wet out here and you look cold. Your poor dog is shivering.”
 
   Mary opened the door and Sammy jumped in the cab of the truck.
 
   “Sam, we love you and want you to come home with us, but we won’t make you come home just to run away again.”
 
   “I’m leaving to protect you. Jack will keep coming back until he gets what he wants. This is better for all of us.”
 
   Bill got out of the truck, walked over to Sam and hugged her.
 
   He said, “Sam, we lost both of our children and couldn’t do a thing to save them. We love you and God loves you. I’ll never let anyone hurt you. They’ll have to kill me first. We want you to come back home and be a part of our family. We need you just as much as you need us. We were dying a slow death grieving for Johnny and Ann. You came along and we have a reason to live again. Please come home.”
 
   Sam started crying and hugged Grumpy. She got in the front seat with Mary and Sammy and they drove home while Grumpy got in the old Ford and followed.
 
   “Sam, we didn’t know you and little Sammy a few months ago and now can’t imagine life without you. We were lost and were mad at God for taking our children. You say that you don’t believe in God and we had lost our faith. Having you and Sammy has brought Bill and me closer together and is helping restore our faith in God. We want our home to be your home. We will get through these trials together like all families do.”
 
   “I like being a part of your family, but I have never been a part of a family. Mom was too busy chasing her boyfriends and drugs to have any time for me. I don’t know how to be a part of a family and I don’t know anything about God or how to worship him or even how to pray.”
 
   “Sam, we will show you these things and by doing this, we will also be helped and given a purpose. You and Sammy were brought to us by God to save us. We were drifting apart and barely getting by day to day before you came into our lives. We need you.”
 
   They drove up to the house and ran in out of the rain. Grumpy arrived a few minutes later and Mary greeted him with a cup of hot cocoa and a change of clothes. Sam came down from her room and they sat on the couch under a blanket talking about how God has blessed them.
 
   Mary said, “Let’s pray together. I will start and then you two add on to my prayer. God, I want to thank you for bringing Sam and Sammy into our lives. I also want to pray for Jack Collin’s soul. He will surely be lost if you don’t help him. Amen.”
 
   Grumpy added, “God, I also want to thank you for bringing Sam and Sammy to us. I want to thank you for providing food, clothing and shelter for us. Amen.”
 
   Sam looked at both of them and said, “God, thank you for Mr. and Mrs. Jones for they have taken good care of me and given me a home. Thanks for giving Sammy to me. He is my best friend. I also pray for Jack’s soul, but if you can’t save him, please find a warm place for him down there.”
 
   Grumpy and Mary broke out laughing and hugged Sam.
 
   Grumpy said, “Sam that was quite a prayer. I think God knows what to do with Jack and I’ll be happy to set up the meeting between the two.”
 
   Sam didn’t get it, but Mary punched him in the ribs. They said goodnight and went on to bed.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   They got up the next morning, had a large breakfast and got ready for church. Sam didn’t want to wear a dress and Mary gave in, but did make her wear some nice slacks and a blouse. Sam’s Sunday school teacher told Mary that Sam behaved very well and had many questions. The sermon was about how to be a better person and listening when God spoke to you.
 
   They were in line to shake the pastor’s hand when Sam asked him, “Pastor John, why does God let people get away with doing terrible things?”
 
   “Sam, that will require a rather long answer and if Mary will bring you by after school, we will dig into it. The short answer is that everyone has free will and can do what they want, good or bad. They will be judged for how they treated people on judgment day.”
 
   “Mary, can we come back here after school?
 
   “Yes. Pastor John, we will be here on Tuesday.”
 
    
 
   They left church and Grumpy took them to Mary’s favorite restaurant for lunch. They all had fried chicken and Sam had two helpings of everything. She remembered to take the scraps home for Sammy. They talked about Sam’s chores for next week with Sam trying to negotiate her way out of the chores that she didn’t like. 
 
   They pulled into the driveway and Grumpy said, “Now, let’s work on your education. Meet me behind the garage after you change out of your church clothes."
 
   “Is this where you take me out behind the woodshed, beat me until I’m good and we all live happily ever after? Just teasing! I’ll be right there.”
 
    
 
   About a half hour later, Sam walked around to the back of the garage. Grumpy had a small table with several guns and a black bag. She looked away from the table and saw that there was a huge pile of dirt about 50 yards from the back of the garage. It was about 12 feet high and 30 feet long.
 
   “Bill, what is that big pile of dirt? I never saw it before. Can I shoot the guns?"
 
   “I had the dirt delivered last week to make a backstop for our shooting range. There is a hill about a hundred yards further back, but Mary was afraid someone might wander into the woods and we’d shoot them. Are you ready to take lessons in gun safety before you learn to shoot? You must do what I say, when I say or someone could get hurt or even die. Guns are a lot of fun, but we must always remember they are also very dangerous if not used properly.”
 
   “What’s the toy pistol for?”
 
   “We will use this at first to make sure that you know how to handle a gun safely, then we move to the pellet pistol and finally to a real gun. I bought a Ruger 22/45 for you to learn to shoot with. It is just like my Colt .45, but a lot lighter and doesn’t kick as much.”
 
   He then picked up a small rifle that had been hidden behind the table and said, “This was Johnny’s rifle. It is a Ruger 10/22 and is perfect for you to learn how to shoot a rifle. I will keep these locked up in the garage when we aren’t using them. Let’s get started.”
 
    
 
   By noon, Sam had learned all Grumpy could teach her about the toy pistol and safety. They had shot the pellet pistol numerous times and Sam could hit a can every time at twenty-five feet.
 
   “Let’s break for lunch and then we will shoot the 22/45 and the 10/22 for about an hour and then we have to do some chores for Mary before we start on the truck.”
 
   Just then, Mary drove up in the ATV with a picnic basket and a jug of sweet tea for lunch. She had made ham and cheese sandwiches, potato salad and chocolate chip cookies for lunch. Sam ate quickly while sneaking Sammy a bite every now and then. They finished eating and Grumpy loaded the pistol.
 
   “Here Sam, keep it aimed down range, take the safety off and shoot at the cans just as we have been doing.”
 
   Sam was slow and deliberate. She moved the safety to fire, aimed at the nearest can and squeezed the trigger. The can exploded up into the air and before it landed, Sam had shot another can. She kept firing until the ten round magazine was empty.
 
   “That was a blast and I hit every can!"
 
   “You did much better than I expected. I must be an excellent teacher and you are a great student."
 
   “When can I shoot your Colt?”
 
   “Hold your horses. Let’s make sure you are comfortable with the .22's before we jump to a real powerful weapon like my .45."
 
   They shot for another hour and then had to clean up and get the chores done for Mary.
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   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Mary had to run into town for her Thursday shopping trip, so she decided to take Sam to school. Sammy stayed out in the shop with Grumpy and kept him company. Sammy healed very quickly and was almost as good as before the attack. Sam had been sick again this morning after breakfast. Mary was wondering if she was purging to keep her weight down, but didn’t say anything to her or Bill. She had gained over twenty pounds.
 
   “Mary, please go by Jim’s Auto and pick up the parts that I ordered last week.”
 
   “You do know that you can probably order those parts on the internet and get a better price and have them delivered right to your garage.”
 
   “I’m not sure that I trust the internet yet. I like to see the parts before I pay for them.”
 
   “Bill, that makes no sense. I am paying for the parts and you don’t see them until I deliver them to you. Get with the 21st century or I will stop running errands for you.” 
 
    
 
   Mary and Sam pulled out of the driveway and headed towards town. They were still laughing about Grumpy’s distrust of the internet. Mary stopped in a line of traffic at the first stop sign as you enter the city. She heard the back door open and felt the car bounce when she felt a gun at the back of her head.
 
   “Don’t turn around and make the next left or I’ll blow your head off.”
 
   Sam had turned and looked the intruder in the eyes, “It’s Jack! Don’t hurt Mary; she is a good person and takes good care of me. Please Jack, don’t hurt her.”
 
   Mary was scared, but very mad and yelled, “You had better get out of my car and run. My husband will kill you if you hurt either one of us.”
 
   This made Jack very mad and he hit Mary on the shoulder with the butt of the pistol.
 
   “Look bitch, I am in control. You will do what I say when I say or die. Your husband is next on my list after I get my little darling safe. If you shut up and do what I tell you to do, I might let you live.”
 
   Mary knew that he was lying and planned to kill Bill and her. She looked in the mirror back at Jack and noticed that he didn’t have his seat belt on. She then looked over at Sam and saw that she had her seatbelt on and then sped up to over 60 mph. She reached for her purse and palmed her Ruger .380. She then quickly made a turn back towards town and sped up to 80 mph.
 
   “What are you doing? Slow down and turn back to Cox Lane or I will shoot.”
 
   “Go ahead bastard and you will die in the wreck.”
 
   Jack knew that she was right and moved the gun to Sam’s head and said, “If you don’t slow down and turn around, I’ll kill Sam.”
 
   Mary saw that they were back in a populated area and slowed down to about 50 mph. She knew that he wouldn’t be fooled long so she chose her target. She suddenly turned the wheel and aimed at a parked car in front of a house.
 
   She yelled, “Sam, hold on!”
 
   Her car rammed the parked car at 45 mph and threw Jack against the back seat and then against the side window dazing him.
 
   “Sam, get out of the car and run for help!”
 
   Sam was shaken up, but got the door open and ran towards the closest house.
 
   Mary got her seatbelt loose and turned around in time to see Jack trying to get out of the car. She shot through the back of her seat and Jack fell out of the car to the ground. She crawled out of the front seat and turned towards Jack with her pistol aimed at him. He fired first and she then got two shots off. He shot her again and she blacked out.
 
   Sam heard the shots, looked back and saw Mary fighting with Jack for control of the gun. She heard gunfire and saw Jack standing over Mary looking at her.
 
   He yelled, “I just wounded her. Come with me or the next shot will be to her head.”
 
   Sam walked back to him, Jack grabbed her arm and told her, “If you ever leave me again, I will kill that woman and cut your head off.”
 
   Sam saw blood coming from Jack’s side and left leg. She could see that he was turning white.
 
   “If you don’t get these wounds fixed, you are going to bleed to death.’
 
   He looked down, saw the blood and told Sam to bandage his wounds. He made her rip a piece of his shirt off and put pressure on the wound in his leg. She wadded up a piece of his shirt into a ball and tied another piece over it to keep pressure on the wound. The other wound stopped bleeding on its own and was only a deep furrow. He then flagged a car down and forced the driver out at gunpoint.
 
   “Get out of the car if you want to live.”
 
   “My baby is in the back seat. Let me get him.”
 
   Jack opened the back door, took the baby out of the carrier and tossed him on the street.
 
   He ordered Sam into the car and took off heading out of town, leaving the mother crying over her baby.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The engine and transmission were almost ready to pull and he only had to disconnect the driveshaft to be able to separate them from the truck. He kneeled down beside the creeper to roll onto the creeper when he felt a pain in his right hip. He loved his 1911 Colt .45 Auto, but it often got in the way of daily activities. He slid it out of the way and then rolled under the truck.
 
   This truck was a 1975 F250 4x4, which had been customized and used as a show truck for many years until it was stolen and crashed. The engine had all of the usual high performance parts and everything on it was chromed. The transmission looked brand new and was painted Ford blue. He looked at the rest of the truck and saw nothing that was needed on the F1 trucks except for the custom seats and he wasn’t sure that they would fit. He was deep in thought when the phone rang.
 
   “Bill, this is Sheriff Cox. Now, I need you to stay calm. Mary is in the hospital and I need you to meet me at the front door so I can tell you what happened. She is in surgery and will be okay.”
 
   “Oh God! I will be there in ten minutes.”
 
   The sheriff replied, “Drive safely,” but heard a click as Grumpy hung up.
 
   Grumpy jumped in his pickup and drove like a madman to the hospital. He started praying to God and begged him for Mary to be okay. He promised everything he could think of if God would save her. He even asked God to take his life instead of hers. He was halfway there when he saw Mary’s car on a side street surrounded by cop cars and thought that she must have been in a wreck. He suddenly felt bad because he hadn’t asked how Sam was doing. 
 
   He felt something on his right leg and saw Sammy nuzzling against him. Bill thought, “How the hell did Sammy get in the truck? He was lying in his bed by the workbench when I answered the phone.”
 
   Bill pulled up to the emergency entrance and saw the sheriff standing there. He jammed on the brakes and left the truck when he came to a stop. He ran up to the sheriff asking a thousand questions.
 
   “Bill, calm down. Mary is in surgery and the reports are good so far.”
 
   “What happened to her and where is Sam?"
 
   “Bill, Mary was shot twice and was also in a crash. We don’t know where Sam is. From the witnesses' description, it appears that Jack Collins tried to carjack them, but the car crashed. He then carjacked another car and took Sam with him. That’s all we know.”
 
   “Take me to Mary.”
 
   “Follow me. We have an APB out on Collins and they were last seen heading out of the area on the Bluegrass Parkway. He has carjacked at least one more car in an attempt to cover his tracks. One other thing, it also appears that Mary may have shot him or he was injured in the crash. Her gun had been shot four times. She still had it clutched in her hand. We found a blood trail from Mary’s car to the location of the first carjacking and blood in that car when we found it. We think that she crashed the car to stop the carjacking and then tried to save Sam from him.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   They were stopped at the nurses' station where the attending nurse told Grumpy that Mary was in the recovery room and he could go in and see her for a minute. She would be brought to her room in a couple of hours assuming all was still going well. Mary’s surgeon joined the conversation. 
 
   “Mr. Jones, your wife is doing very well and will have a complete recovery. You will need to keep her from being too active, but otherwise she will do okay. She has three broken ribs, a gunshot to the left shoulder and another bullet wound to her left side just below the ribs. I hope she did more damage to the man who shot her.”
 
   “Thanks, and I will finish the job when I catch the SOB.”
 
   The sheriff grabbed Grumpy’s arm and said, “Grumpy, don’t make threats and then go shoot the guy. That’s called premeditated murder. Stop mouthing off. If he attacks you, I’ll give you my blessing to fill him full of lead, but you can’t hunt him down and shoot him.”
 
   “I know that you are right, but I won’t let him get away with this. His dad’s money won’t mean crap this time.”
 
   Grumpy went to the recovery room and Mary was asleep and looked very peaceful. She had burns and scrapes on her face from the airbag deployment. He gave her a kiss on the forehead and held her hand until the nurse ran him out of the room.
 
   “Mr. Jones, we are taking your wife to her room and she should sleep through the night. Tomorrow she should wake up and be able to talk to you. If I were you, I’d go home and get some rest.”
 
   “Thanks, but I’ll stay with her. Where is the cafeteria?”
 
   “Go past the nurses' station, take the elevator to the ground floor and take a left out of the elevator. It’s on the right about a hundred feet down the hall.”
 
   He went down to the cafeteria and had a couple of burgers, French fries and a coke. He brought another hamburger back with him for a snack later that night. He traveled back to Mary’s room and waved at the nurses as he passed. He opened the door to Mary’s room and was shocked to see Sammy curled up beside her on the bed. Sammy heard him enter the room, looked up at Grumpy and then laid his head back on Mary.
 
   Grumpy walked over to him, rubbed his ears and patted him on the back. He then remembered that poor Sammy hadn’t eaten all day. He tore off a small piece of hamburger and fed it to Sammy. He kept feeding him until the burger was gone. Sammy licked his hand as if to say thank you and went to sleep curled up against Mary. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Jack hid the car behind the gas station and handcuffed Sam to the steering wheel.
 
   “Now be quiet and I won’t hurt the nice lady anymore, but if you do make a fuss, I’ll kill her and her husband.”
 
   They only waited for a few minutes until a well-dressed man pulled behind the building and parked. The guy got out of his car, was walking towards the men’s room when Jack jumped him and demanded his wallet and keys. The man put up a fight, but Jack stabbed him several times and dragged him behind a stack of old tires. Jack got the man’s keys and wallet before freeing Sam and pushing her into the car. Jack pulled out of the parking lot and slowly got onto the road and drove off. 
 
   “Sam that guy could have just given me his keys, but no he had to try to hurt me. I’m not going to let that happen. It was his fault. It always is. They just won’t do what they are told to do.”
 
   “Jack, you were robbing him. What did you expect him to do? You are nothing but a petty thief and I don’t want anything to do with you.”
 
    
 
   “My little darling, you had better change your tune and be good to Jack or you could end up like that guy with his gut slit open.”
 
   Sam thought for a minute and realized that he would kill her if she was too mean to him, but she didn’t want to be too nice either. She looked over and saw that his wound had started bleeding again.
 
   “Jack, you are bleeding again. We need to get you to a hospital quickly or you might die.”
 
   Jack pushed his hand more firmly on top of the wound in his thigh and knew that he was lucky that the bullet had missed the large artery in his thigh. He knew that he should have killed that crazy woman, but he didn’t want to upset Sam too much. He also knew that Sam was right; he needed medical attention and soon. He pulled out his phone and called for help.
 
   “I’ve been shot and I need help. Can you get me a doctor? I’ve got a bullet in my leg. How did you know? So I’m famous now. At the old mill on 27. Yes, I can be there in under an hour. Yes, I have her. No, I won’t let the Doc see her. I’ll pick one up just for you. Yes, a blond. Thanks.”
 
   “What was all of that about? Jack, you need a doctor and I need some food and something to drink.”
 
   “Shut up, I’ll tell my……. I’ll tell my friend to drop off some fast food at our home since I won’t be able to cook for a while.”
 
   Jack turned off the road and went back west for a while, pulled into an empty parking lot and drove behind a very large old building. He parked the car and again he handcuffed Sam to the steering wheel and told her to be quiet. He then walked around the corner of the building and disappeared for over an hour.
 
   Sam heard a noise, turned towards the building and saw Jack walking towards her using a crutch to walk. He was wobbling and almost fell down several times. He finally walked up to the car, stumbled and fell against the door. He pulled himself up, unlocked the handcuff from the steering wheel and cuffed Sam to his right arm. He then started the engine and drove across the parking lot to the opposite side of the building. A car sped off just as they rounded the corner. Sam saw an old truck parked close to the building. It was an old Chevy that had been restored and had candy apple red paint.
 
   Jack pulled up to it, stopped and got out of the car.
 
   “Come on Sam. We have to leave this car here. My friend will get rid of it."
 
   They got into the truck and sped away. They had been on a back road for 30 minutes and there was nothing but trees on both sides of the road.
 
   Sam asked, “Where are we going? I have to pee. Please stop at the next gas station. Jack, just let me go and I won’t tell them who took me.”
 
   Jack looked over at her and said, “Now little darling we are only a few minutes from home and you are staying with me the rest of your life. Hold it until we get there.”
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   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Mary heard a noise in the room that sounded like low rolling thunder on a stormy summer night. She rubbed her eyes and opened them to see Bill sleeping in a recliner next to her. The noise was his snoring.
 
   Her first thought was, “We don’t have a recliner in our bedroom. Where am I?”
 
   Then she felt the pain in her shoulder and saw the IV tubes taped to her wrist and everything started coming back to her. She remembered Jack telling her to drive her car out of town and then the wreck.
 
   “Where is Sam? Did he take her?”
 
   She was yelling which woke Grumpy up and brought two nurses running into the room.
 
   “Mrs. Jones, are you okay?"
 
   “Yes, I guess, but where is Sam? Please tell me that he did not take her.”
 
   Grumpy answered, “Mary, you were shot two times and were in a car wreck. Let’s focus on getting you better.”
 
   “Bill, where is Sam?”
 
   “We don’t know. She was taken by her mom’s boyfriend; the same man who shot you.”
 
   Mary thought for a minute and asked, “Did I hit him? I shot several bullets at him. I’d hoped he was dead.”
 
   “You did hit him and there was a lot of blood, but he escaped with Sam as his hostage." 
 
   “Bill, go find her and deal with that evil man. I will be okay. Please find our Sam. I’ll get my sister to sit with me while you help find her. Please?"
 
   “I’ll talk with the doctor and if he says that you are recovering okay, I will go join the search.”
 
   “Bill that would mean so much to me. Please find Sam.”
 
   Sammy heard Mary talking and jumped up on her chest, looked her in the eyes and licked her face before she could turn her head.
 
   “How long has Sammy been in bed with me?”
 
   “Since last night. He snuck into the room and won’t leave. He has been watching over you the whole time. I had to carry him outside to do his business. He won’t eat or drink.”
 
   “I wish he was guarding Sam.”
 
    
 
   Mary’s sister, Joan, arrived about an hour later. The surgeon and Mary’s family doctor told them that Mary was doing well and would be able to go home in three days as long as she stayed in bed for another week. Then she would have to take it easy for several months as she healed.
 
   “Bill, both doctors said that I am okay. Please go find Sam. I know that this puts you in danger, but I know that you can handle this scum and get our girl back. I can’t lose another child.”
 
   “Okay, I will do the best I can,” he told Mary.
 
   Out in the hallway he told Joan, “As much as I want to find Sam, these cases don’t turn out well if the kid is missing more than 48 hours.”
 
   Joan replied, “Do the best that you can. At minimum you can keep pressure on the police to keep looking.”
 
    
 
   Joan went back into the room and sat down beside Mary’s bed.
 
   “Mary, I knew that y’all were foster parenting this kid, but I had no idea that y’all had become so attached. Tell me about my new niece."
 
   Mary told her all about Sam, her home life and her stalker.
 
   Joan said, “I know that you don’t want to think about this, but she is lucky that she didn’t get pregnant. That happens all too often in these cases of child abuse.”
 
                 Mary sat up in bed and exclaimed, “Darn Joan, I should have recognized the signs. Sam is pregnant. She gained twenty pounds, had morning sickness and was having mood swings. This makes it more urgent to get her back before she or the baby are harmed.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam thought that they had made so many turns on back roads that she could never find her way out if she escaped. Jack slowed and turned onto a gravel road that turned out to be a long driveway to a nice cabin. He reached above the visor and Sam saw the garage door open. Jack parked the truck in the garage that was attached to the cabin. He then closed the garage door. Jack dragged Sam from the truck and forced her to help him limp up the steps from the garage into the kitchen.
 
   They stopped in the kitchen and he had Sam change the bandages covering his wounds. Several times during this process, Sam thought that she had heard a baby crying.
 
   “Jack, is there someone else here? I hear crying.”
 
   “No one is here; that’s a damn cat that keeps getting into my garbage. Now shut up and finish with my bandages.”
 
   Jack then went to a door, turned on a light and disappeared down a set of stairs. Sam could have sworn that she heard the crying again, but it stopped and then Jack came back up the stairs and shut the door.
 
   “That damn cat got into my basement. I killed it with a baseball bat and threw it out a window. It won’t bother us again.”
 
   She wondered if she would face the same fate as the cat. Poor cat.
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   Chapter 16
 
    
 
   The FBI showed up at the hospital and interviewed Grumpy and Mary. They started working with Sheriff Cox on the few leads and evidence that were available. They told Grumpy that since this was not a kidnapping for ransom that they didn’t expect the perpetrator to try to contact him or Mary.
 
   The lead agent told Grumpy, “We think that we have a good chance of finding this guy today since he is wounded and will have to seek medical attention.”
 
   Grumpy looked the lead agent in the eye and asked, “What if he doesn’t seek medical attention?”
 
   “Sir, I want to be honest with you. If we don’t find her in the first 72 hours, the chance of finding her alive drops quickly. Child molesters don’t like to leave witnesses.”
 
   “Agent, this guy doesn’t see himself as a child molester. He actually thinks he is in love with Sam and she with him. I am hoping that he won’t hurt her and we can catch the bastard before he molests her. He was shot in the leg and I pray that slows him down.”
 
   “That does make a lot of sense and praying can’t hurt.”
 
   Grumpy caught Sheriff Cox off to the side to get an update from him.
 
   “The bottom line is that we are checking all leads and have gotten nowhere in finding Sam or Jack Collins. We found two of the three stolen cars, a dead salesman and blood in all of the cars. Sam left notes in the two cars telling us that Collins was the abductor and that they were heading east. They disappeared after he killed the salesman and stole his car. Bill, I wish I had more, but it is what it is.”
 
   Grumpy looked at the sheriff and said, “Look, I know that I am not a detective, but this guy obviously has a hideout or a safe place to hide. Someone owns it or knows that he is staying there. Have you checked to see if he, his family or friends own any property east of Louisville?”
 
   “Grumpy, it’s not that easy in this case. His father is friends with every elected official, billionaire and influential person in Kentucky and every state around us. He dines at the governor’s mansion once a month and their families take vacations together. He’s been to the White House numerous times.”
 
   “So, have you checked or not?”
 
   “Yes, and I got my ass chewed out by the mayor. There isn’t any property in Jack’s or his father’s name outside of Louisville. I tried checking on his father’s companies and got nowhere. Several companies are shell companies owned by offshore companies owned by other companies.”
 
   “So what you are telling me is that the father is probably with the mob or is just a regular old crook, but the bottom line is that he is a crook.”
 
   “Grumpy, I have always thought he was a crook. Do you remember that good-looking blond reporter that fell off the Natural Bridge over by Lexington?
 
   “Yeah, she fell to her death. They reported that she was on drugs.”
 
   “Well, she was performing an investigation into Jack Collins, Sr.’s dealings with the Chicago mob just before she fell. A friend said that she spent two weeks in Chicago spending a lot of cash on informants and ended up dead a couple of weeks later. You don’t want to get caught messing with Jack Collins, Sr.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Caught,” and left the police station. 
 
   Sammy waited in the truck and was happy when Grumpy came back to him. He missed Sam so much and wanted Grumpy to find her. He jumped in Grumpy’s lap and lay down while he drove to the Café for lunch. They sat outside on a picnic table and shared Grumpy’s lunch. Just as they were finishing lunch, a young black girl walked up and Sammy jumped up and ran to her. She picked him up and walked to Grumpy.
 
   “How do you know Sammy? He seems to like you.”
 
   “I go to school with Sam and we hang out a lot. I’m Kathy and Sam is my only close friend. I miss her so much. I couldn’t see her because my family thought that she was on drugs like her mom and Jack.”
 
   “I’m Bill Jones and my wife, Mary and I are Sam’s foster parents. I am searching for her. Do you know anything that would help me find her? Do you know Jack?”
 
   “I don’t know him very well and didn’t want to. He was trying to molest Sam and her mother wouldn’t do anything about it. He even tried it with me once and I kicked him in the balls. I never went back to their house again.”
 
   Grumpy didn’t want to push too hard so he got Kathy talking about school and Sam for several minutes, then went back to asking what she knew about Jack.
 
   “Did you hear anything or see anything that could give me a clue where he could be hiding her?”
 
   “I’ll tell you what I know. One time I was in the house and could hear Jack talking with someone on the phone. He mentioned that he was going up to the cabin for some fun that weekend. He said that it was only about two hours due east from Sam’s home. He also got a call from his dad on Fridays about every two weeks and had a lot of money after each call. Sam told me about that. She thought that Jack was a pimp and was supplying young girls for his dad.”
 
   “What made her say that?”
 
   “I don’t know; she didn’t say. Hey, I almost forgot, his dad goes out to the cabin after each of those calls and drives an old pickup truck to the cabin after work. They both would spend the weekend at the cabin. Jack had a truck just like his dad’s, but as you know Sam wrecked it several months ago.”
 
   “Thanks so much for the information. If you think of anything else please call me at the number on this card.”
 
   She took the card and asked, “How is your wife doing? She is so brave. Would it be okay if I visited her at the hospital?”
 
   “Of course, go see her anytime. You are welcome to come and visit Sam anytime. We will get her back soon. I promise.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Sir, may I have a word with you?”
 
   “Yes, but I only have a minute. What can I do for you?”
 
   “That sheriff has been nosing around your building over in Shepherdsville and burning up the internet searching anything to do with you or Jack, Jr. Should I do anything?”
 
   “Ray, you are the head of my security. Make sure that my son and I are secure. That’s all.”
 
   “He will be dealt with.”
 
    
 
   “George, meet me at my house at 2:00 p.m. and I will prep you for an off the books operation. Think about which two of your best men can be trusted with this type of operation. They will be well compensated.”
 
   “Yes sir. I know just the two for the job. One is a woman; is that a problem?"
 
   “You know your people. I expect results. Handle this to my satisfaction and you will receive a fat bonus and a trip to anywhere you want for you and your wife.”
 
   “Thanks, I won’t fail you.”
 
    
 
   They met on the deck behind his house. He briefed George about the sheriff, but never mentioned Mr. Collins or Jack.
 
   “George, I know you have many questions, but all I am going to tell you is the name of the sheriff and pay you to make sure that he goes away. An accident would be nice.”
 
   “How soon would you like this mission completed?”
 
   “Make it your top priority. Here is $20,000 to get the mission started. There is another $30,000 when I see proof that the mission was successful.”
 
   “We will start on Friday and bring proof to you ASAP.”
 
    
 
    
 
   ***
 
   Sheriff Cox dropped by Grumpy’s house later that morning to tell Grumpy that there was still no progress in the case. He also asked Grumpy if Sam had mentioned going to any other houses or friends with Jack and her Mom.
 
   “Andy, what has the FBI accomplished? I know that your resources are limited, but these guys have the full weight of the Federal Government. Sam never mentioned any other places. Jack and her Mom just stayed around the house all drugged up or went to that bar out on Popular Road.”
 
   “It’s only 29 hours since Sam was abducted on Thursday. We need time to check hospitals, doctors and walk-in clinics. The FBI is checking for a cabin owned by Jack, Jr or Sr. We have over fifty police, FBI and state police checking every city east of here to see if anyone has seen Sam or Jack. We are doing our best.”
 
   “Andy, is the FBI checking out Collins, Sr.?”
 
   “Grumpy, I am not aware of them checking into that angle, but remember Collins is a big donor and supported of the governor and the President. They won’t look too hard. You also have to remember that Collins, Sr. hasn’t done anything wrong. Jack, Jr. is the kidnapper.” 
 
   Sheriff Cox drove off and Grumpy finished getting ready to head to Louisville.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The sheriff was heading east out of town retracing the part of Jack's route when he saw a dark SUV following two cars back. He saw the same SUV across the street from the diner an hour ago. He thought that they must be the FBI because they were in the same make and model Suburban that they drive. He made a couple of turns and they stayed behind him. He called his friend Joe in the state police and told him what was going on. Joe told him to lead the vehicle out of town towards the State Maintenance garage and that he would fall in behind them in an unmarked car and run the plates.
 
    
 
   “Greg, we need to get him to stop and get out of the car so we can inject him with the drug. In ten minutes, no one will suspect anything other than a natural heart attack.”
 
   “Look, he just made another turn. Either he is just wandering around or he made us.”
 
    
 
   “Andy, I ran the plates and it’s a rental from Illinois. This smells rotten. I think that we should pull them over and see what they are doing.”
 
   “I agree. Be prepared for a gun fight.”
 
   “Let’s roll.”
 
    
 
   The driver of the Suburban saw the flashing blue lights and said, “He did make us and called for backup. Do we take them both out or run?”
 
   The woman said, “No, let me talk our way out of this. Pull over. I was prepared for this.”
 
    
 
   Joe approached the car from the driver’s side while Sheriff Cox slowly walked to the passenger side.
 
   “Please hand me your driver’s license.”
 
   He looked at the license and asked, “Why were you tailing the sheriff?”
 
   The driver pointed at the lady on the passenger side of the car.”
 
   She pulled out some ID and said, “Sorry for startling you. I am trying to do a story about the kidnapping and hope to follow the sheriff to something interesting.”
 
   “Both your IDs check out. I’d recommend that you not do this in the future.”
 
   The woman smiled and said, “You know us reporters; we have to get our story.”
 
   Joe told them that they could leave and they drove off.
 
   “Joe, did you buy that story?”
 
   “Not for one minute. They are either good guys acting stupid or you pissed off someone with some real power. Both of them are ex-military guns for hire. I could see the outline of a shoulder holster on the man and the woman kept her right hand close to her jacket flap. They were ready to shoot it out.”
 
   Joe then got on his car radio, sent the vehicles and peoples description to the station and asked that the two to be picked up and detained for questioning. He warned that they were armed and dangerous.
 
   They were never caught.
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   Chapter 17
 
    
 
   Grumpy had searched the internet and had a good picture of Jack's father and the location of his business. He locked up the house and went to his truck. He opened the passenger’s side door of the pickup and found Sammy sitting on the seat.
 
   “Boy, I thought that you were still at the hospital with Mary. You need to stay here.”
 
   Sammy looked at him and barked. Grumpy remembered that he had no one to watch Sammy.
 
   “Boy, do you want to take a ride with me? Go bye bye?"
 
   Sammy got all excited, wagged his tail and shook all over.
 
   “Okay, I really don’t have a choice; you and I are going to Louisville.”
 
   The drive was only about 55 minutes and Grumpy talked with Sammy all the way to the Collins' building. He told Sammy about his promise to God to be a better person and offering his life for Mary’s life. Sammy crawled up in Grumpy’s lap, licked his cheek and listened to him talk.
 
   He found a spot where he could see the parking area for the office building. People came and went until about 5:30 p.m. and the parking lot emptied. There were only a couple of small compact cars left in the parking lot and they looked more like the janitorial crew drove them than the owner of the company. He waited another hour and heard a rumbling of a hot rod coming from the alley to the left of the building. A bright red ‘49 Chevy truck drove out of the alley, made a left and drove right in front of Grumpy. The driver was Jack Collins, Sr. Sammy barked several times and jumped up and down in Grumpy’s lap. He pulled out and followed the truck from about a hundred feet back.
 
   The truck got on Highway 64 East and jumped way ahead of Grumpy. He pressed the peddle down and was doing 95 mph before he saw the truck in the distance. There were several cars on the road so he didn’t think that he had been spotted. The truck only slowed to go through Lexington on New Circle Road. It stopped at a restaurant for ten minutes, and then it was 85 mph again on 64 east. They drove for another 30 minutes, exited south and took a small country road southeast for another 1o minutes before getting on another gravel road. Grumpy didn’t have to worry about being seen because the truck threw up a cloud of dust so he stayed about 100 feet back.
 
   Suddenly there was no dust and the road turned into a dirt road with no one ahead of them. Grumpy turned around and drove slowly back until he saw the truck's tire tracks turn down a small gravel driveway. He listened and did not hear the truck, so he parked his truck in the woods.
 
   “Sammy, I’m leaving you in the truck with the window down a bit and I’ll be right back.”
 
   Grumpy had his .45 Colt and two extra magazines. If he needed more ammo then that, he was in deep trouble. This was just a scouting mission and the worst case was he would call the police to rescue Sam.
 
   He walked into the woods and walked parallel to the long driveway until he could see the house. He saw the truck parked in a garage attached to the right side of a very nice cabin. Collins father was carrying several bags from the restaurant into the cabin. The sun was going down and the trees were thick around the cabin so it was almost dark. Grumpy heard a rustling in the woods across the driveway and saw an animal slowly walking in the shadows towards the truck. He was afraid that it was a dog and its barking would give him away. He moved closer to the cabin when he saw the animal cross a patch of light. It was Sammy!
 
   He scurried across the driveway, picked Sammy up and gave him a hug. Sammy squirmed to get down and made a beeline for the old truck. He sniffed around the truck and jumped up and down on the door until Grumpy opened the door and Sammy jumped in. He sniffed around the truck and brought a girl’s sock to Grumpy. Then he forced his way under the front seat and came back with a wadded up piece of paper. Grumpy used his cell phone light to see that the paper was part of a pamphlet on gun safety that he had given to Sam.
 
   Grumpy was both excited and scared for Sam’s safety. She had to be here. He picked Sammy up and started to walk behind the cabin when a light came on in the garage and Grumpy saw someone walk out of the house into the front of the garage. The truck backed out of the garage and Grumpy saw that the older Collins was behind the wheel. Grumpy was glad that he had hidden his truck in the brush. Collins father was trading trucks. The old Chevy bellowed as the driver roared down the back roads.
 
   Grumpy had Sammy in his arms and he was looking in the kitchen window when he was struck from behind. He fell to the ground just as Sammy jumped free. Sammy saw Jack and ran towards him to protect Grumpy when Jack shot several times at Sammy, but missed every time. Sammy charged and bit Jack on the leg and hand when Jack tried to hit Sammy. Sammy bit him several more times when Jack finally hit Sammy with his gun and knocked him away. Sammy ran off into the woods with Jack taking several shots at him and again missing every time.
 
   Jack reloaded his gun and then threw some water on Grumpy to wake him up and made him walk into the cabin. He pushed Grumpy down on the floor, tied his hands behind his back and told him not to get up.
 
   “Stay on the floor until I get some chain. I had planned to kill you in a month or so, but you are making this very easy on me. I was going to kidnap you and force you up here so I could bury you in the woods with my other friends. Now, I can torture you and make you dig your own grave.”
 
   Grumpy was looking at Jack when he looked past him into a bedroom. There was Sam spread out on the bed with her leg hanging off. Grumpy was now sure that Sam had been murdered and would soon be buried in these woods. He wondered what role Jack’s father played in this nightmare.
 
   Tears were streaming down Grumpy’s face as he asked, “Is this where you bury all of the little girls that you have molested? Does your father molest them before you kill them? Killing Sam was the biggest mistake in your life. I will make sure that you are brought to justice.”
 
   Just then, Grumpy heard, “Bill, I’m not dead! Where is Sammy? How is Mary? Jack shot her.”
 
   Grumpy saw Sam was sitting up and chained to the bed. A chain was bolted to her leg just above her ankle and was locked to the footboard. The bed was an old iron bed so Sam had no chance of breaking free on her own.
 
   “Sam, Mary is doing well. Sammy is outside waiting to attack Jack again. We love you and will get you away from this pervert.”
 
   Jack replied, “You can’t save yourself. How are you going to save her? I killed that damn dog; he won’t be bothering me again." 
 
   Jack pulled his pants leg up to show a bloody bite mark.
 
   Jack limped over to Grumpy and hit him on the head with the butt of his pistol. Grumpy slumped to the floor and pretended to be unconscious while watching Jack clean his new wounds and then bandage them. Sammy had torn into Jack again. Grumpy doubted that Jack had killed Sammy. That dog was fast and hated Jack. He could imagine that Sammy was plotting how to attack Jack again and free them.
 
   Jack went to the back porch and came back with a log chain and several locks. He chained Grumpy’s hands together and used another length of chain to chain his feet just loose enough that Grumpy could walk.
 
   “Mr. Jones and I are going to take a walk into the woods and only I will be coming back. Sam, say goodbye to Mr. Jones. He and his wife has been a bump in the road, but will no longer be a problem. Then Sam, we can finally be together.”
 
   Jack was slurring his words and moving very deliberately, like a drunk who had been asked to walk a straight line. Grumpy eyed his .45 Colt lying on the kitchen table and said, “Look scumbag. What makes you think that I am going to walk into those woods, dig my own grave and let you kill me?”
 
   Jack thought for a minute, went into the other bedroom and came back with a large bag and a box with a handle on top.
 
   He worked on the kitchen table for a few minutes, turned around and showed Grumpy a bundle of dynamite with a timing device attached.
 
   “You see Mr. Jones, you are correct. You can take a chance and over power me and even perhaps kill me while digging your grave. After all your hands will have to be free to handle the shovel, however, this bomb will go off two hours after we leave the cabin. I assure you that I am not taking the chains off your feet so you can’t possibly get back here in time to save little Sam. Just in case that you perform a miracle and do get back here in time you should notice that the timer has to be unlocked with a code that only I know. So you might save your sorry life, but will doom Sam in the process.”
 
   Stalling, Grumpy said, “Not bad planning for a meth head. Where did you learn how to make a bomb?”
 
   “It’s surprising what you can learn from the internet.”
 
   “That may be true, but why did you have all of the parts and dynamite to build the bomb?
 
   “You are nosey, but since you will be dead soon I don’t mind telling you. I have a business arrangement with a very powerful person who needs some dirty work done from time to time. The bomb was going to eliminate a potential threat. Now because of you it might eliminate Sam.”
 
   Sam heard this and said, “Jack, just turn yourself in. The bad guy always gets caught in the end.”
 
   “Little darling, you are right, but I think the end is years away. My dad won’t let any punk policeman put me in jail.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was a piece of cake to pick the lock and enter the house. He worked on the oven and she ran the tube for the knockout gas through a hole made in the wall to their bedroom for an old cable TV wire. They installed a defective pilot light on the hot water heater and turned the gas off for the house. They would supply the gas and spark at the right time for maximum damage. The tube for the knockout gas would be pulled out and there would be no evidence it had ever been there. The timer for the spark was to be supplied by the gas-fired water heater. 
 
   The sheriff and his wife were in bed asleep when the knockout gas started filling their bedroom. The killers crept back into the house and made sure that no evidence had been left behind. He turned the water heater setting down a bit and made sure the defective oven pilot light was allowing gas to enter the kitchen before they made their escape. He guessed that the water heater would cool for about an hour before it got cool enough for the electronic spark to be generated to light the water heater. When the water heater lit, the whole house would be full of gas.
 
   They were both sound asleep when the explosion leveled their house and damaged the houses on either side. Both bodies were burned extensively.
 
    
 
   The killers were sitting at a bar three blocks away when the explosion jarred the building and fire truck sirens could be heard blaring in the night. In a few minutes, several police cars roared by the bar.
 
   “Well, the boss should be happy. I think that Jack Collins, Jr. being a fugitive for kidnaping might have something to do with our work.”
 
   She replied, “Don’t know, don't care. As long as I get paid, I will do whatever they want.”
 
   “Boy, you are a cold-hearted bitch.”
 
   “If I were you, I’d remember that and don’t ever cross me.”
 
   They toasted their success and had a couple more drinks before heading back to Louisville. 
 
    
 
   The police and arson investigator searched in vain to find evidence of arson. The manufacturer of the oven even brought in its expert and found only a defective valve. They knew that they’d had some defective valves get out, but this stove was not in the production run for that defect. Case closed. Insurance paid off the sheriff’s children and no one was the wiser. 
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   Chapter 18
 
    
 
   Jack told Grumpy to get up and go outside. Grumpy tried to stand up and fell down the first attempt. Jack laughed and kicked him. Grumpy got up on the second try and shuffled out the door.
 
   “Follow me to the shed. You will pack the bag of lime down to my little graveyard. I’ll be a nice guy and carry the shovel. The dirt is very loose and easy to dig so you won’t even break a sweat.”
 
   They walked to the back yard and Grumpy saw a large shed that was built to match the cabin. There was a johnboat, canoe and several lawnmowers under an awning attached to the shed. Grumpy surveyed the area around the shed searching for a weapon to no avail. It was dark and Grumpy only saw a few sticks. He knew that he must escape and free Sam in the next few minutes or they would all be dead.
 
   Jack opened the shed, walked to the back end and was busy moving something. Grumpy spotted a pair of grass clippers, stuck them into his belt and tucked the handle under his shirt. Jack was preoccupied with something at the back of the shed and did not see the movement. The combination of painkillers and other drugs were taking a toll on Jack; he was moving very slow and not thinking clearly. His limp was getting worse by the minute.
 
   Jack came back to the front of the shed, gave Grumpy the 40lb bag of lime and grabbed a shovel. Jack was very unsteady on his feet and almost dropped the bag. The light in the shed highlighted the back of the shed where Grumpy saw something like clumps of hair hanging from hooks on the wall.
 
   “Oh, I see that you saw my collection of pigtails, ponytails and scalps from my many adventures. Don’t worry; I don’t collect hair from old men. I have been collecting these trophies since I was 12 years old. I was caught the first couple of times and my old man was able to bribe and force judges to set me free. You know, I can’t help myself. I must have these girls to survive.”
 
   Grumpy thought about what Jack had just told him and asked, “How many girls have you molested and killed?”
 
   “You are dying soon and will take what I say to the grave so I will answer your questions. I have molested many young girls and killed twenty three.”
 
   “Have you ever thought about seeking help for this affliction? Have you asked God to help you?”
 
   “There is nothing wrong with me. I don’t need help and I don’t believe in God. Pray to your God and see if he saves you or Sam. You will die today and I will either sell or kill Sam.”
 
    
 
   He pointed the gun at Grumpy, punched him in the stomach with the shovel and made him walk towards the woods. Jack lit a lantern and walked just behind Grumpy as they went deeper into the woods.
 
   “What kind of pervert are you? You kidnap, rape and then scalp little girls. You are one sick bastard. There is no punishment too severe for you. You will surely burn in hell. God will judge you and people like you very harshly.”
 
   “If that is true, why hasn’t he stopped me yet? Screw you and your God.”
 
   “God works on his own timeline. He doesn’t step in and fix everything every time something goes wrong. That would be heaven. However, I do believe that God empowers others to take care of evil like you."
 
   “Well, he’d better hurry up because your time is running out. Stop here, this looks like a good place for you to dig your grave.”
 
   Grumpy saw something move in the shadows and saw two eyes glowing in the dark just watching them. Jack unlocked the chains on Grumpy’s arms and locked the chain around a small tree so Grumpy couldn’t escape even if he overpowered Jack. He then told him to start digging. Grumpy saw movement in the shadows and was just able to make out Sammy as he moved behind Jack. Sammy was creeping closer to Jack as Grumpy talked to him to keep him focused away from Sammy.
 
   Grumpy had a feeling of calm come over him, he knew that whatever happened that he had reconciled with God and was at peace. He saw Sammy in the shadows and thought that maybe that little dog was sent by God to help him. He then thought that he wished that God had sent a Pit-bull or a Rottweiler instead of a tiny mop dog.
 
   Grumpy started digging and with each shovel full, he stopped and tried to get Jack to talk. He knew that he was using up valuable time, but he had to make sure that when he jumped Jack, he was successful.
 
   Sammy was only a few feet behind Jack when Grumpy turned and said, “Jack, it’s time for God to kick your ass and send you to hell.”
 
   Jack laughed and pointed the gun at Jack, “You talk too much. If you keep this up, I won’t get back to the cabin in time to save Sam. Even worse, I’d have to get a new hiding place. I’d shoot you now but I want you to finish digging your grave.”
 
   He barely got the sentence out when Sammy leaped through the air and bit Jack on the arm that he was holding the gun. He didn’t drop the gun and started shooting at Sammy. This gave Grumpy the distraction that he needed. He swung the shovel and aimed at Jack’s head just as Jack turned to shoot at Sammy again. The shovel hit Jack on the right shoulder and Jack swiveled around to point the gun at Grumpy just as Grumpy brought the shovel down on Jack’s head with all of his might. The gun barked, Grumpy fell to the ground and grabbed his left arm. Jack fell to the ground unconscious with his head bleeding.
 
   Sammy jumped on top of Grumpy and started barking. Grumpy thought he heard Sammy say, “Let’s go Bill, we have to save Sam. Get up! Get up!”
 
   Sammy licked Grumpy’s face and Grumpy woke from his daze. He saw Jack on the ground and tried to stand up, but the chains caused him to trip. He searched Jack’s pockets and only found the key for the lock that had held the chains that bound his hands. Knowing that they only had a short time to save Sam, Grumpy took the shovel and used it like an ax to cut the small sapling down that Jack had chained him too. The shovel didn’t cut very well though he was making progress and in five minutes, he was half way through the trunk of the tree. Knowing that he was running out of time he started swinging the shovel with all of his strength. The wound in his arm was on fire and Grumpy winced with pain at each blow. Just as he was getting close to cutting through the trunk, the shovel handle broke. Grumpy grabbed the shovel blade and pounded the tree with his bare hands. The tree finally broke in two, but his hands were bleeding from several blisters and cuts. 
 
   Sammy tried to get Grumpy to run, but he could only stagger and hobble forward with the chains around his legs. Grumpy swore that he heard Sammy talking to him again.
 
   “Come on Bill. We have to save my girl. Please hurry.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Sammy I’m doing my best and will do better.”
 
   He thought, “Now I’m talking to a dog and he is talking back. I must have lost a lot of blood.”
 
   They arrived back at the cabin in about 20 minutes and found Sam struggling to escape from the chains. She was beating on the bed frame with a lamp base to try to break the metal to no avail.
 
   “Sam, let me take over. I know how to disassemble the bed frame.’
 
   “Bill! Sammy! You are both alive. I thought that he had killed both of you. Where is Jack?”
 
   “Don’t worry about him. He won’t hurt anyone any more. He had an accident with a shovel and Sammy bit him several more times.”
 
   Grumpy hugged her and moved her to the side. He tossed the mattress and box springs out of the way and separated the bedrails from the footboard so Sam could now take the footboard with her as they escaped the cabin. Grumpy turned to look at the timer on the bomb and saw that they had ten minutes. Thank God, that Sammy had helped him defeat Jack and save Sam. He heard a noise coming from the porch, turned to see Jack standing there pointing the gun at him.
 
   “You thought that you killed me. What kind of God loving person as you say you are kills a good man like me? Well I guess that I’ll have to shoot you where you stand and call for some help to bury the body. You’re not getting a second chance to split my skull.”
 
   Grumpy knew that they only had a few minutes so he said, “Jack, please disarm the bomb so Sam won’t be killed. Do what you want with me, but save Sam.”
 
   Sam saw Jack walking up the steps, looked over to the table and saw Grumpy’s pistol lying beside the bomb. While Grumpy distracted Jack, she dragged the footboard to the table, retrieved the gun and aimed it at Jack.
 
   “Jack, put the gun down. We can all get out of here alive. Don’t shoot.”
 
   Jack heard Sam and lowered the pistol.
 
   “My little darling, if I can’t have you, no one can.”
 
   He raised the gun and aimed it at Grumpy again, but before he could pull the trigger the .45 Colt barked twice and Jack fell to the ground dead.
 
   “Sam, let’s go, the bomb is blowing in a minute.”
 
   Grumpy lifted the footboard and they both limped out the door with Sammy leading the way. They walked for about a hundred yards to the main road and stopped.
 
   Sam said, “Well, I guess Jack wasn’t much of a bomb maker. I was scared to death for nothing.”
 
   They walked on to Grumpy’s truck and rested for a minute. Sam looked at Grumpy’s wound and the bleeding had already stopped. Grumpy lifted the bed cover on the pickup and retrieved some tools to cut the bedframe so he could free Sam. He was almost done with cutting the frame when a tremendous explosion blew the cabin to pieces. The fireball was a hundred feet across and there were multiple explosions. They ducked into the truck as burning debris fell around them. They could feel the heat from the fire as far away as they were from the cabin.
 
   "Jack must have been ready to make several bombs. The guy was blown to bits and there won’t be much left of him," said Sam.
 
   “I guess we won’t have to call the fire department or the police. You could hear that explosion and see it for miles.”
 
   They had several minutes to talk and Sam wanted Grumpy to know how sorry she was for bringing Jack into their lives.
 
   “Bill, I’m so sorry for all of this. Mom, sorry Mary, has been shot and now you got shot."
 
   Grumpy interrupted her and said, “Mary would like it if you call her Mom. We both love you and want to adopt you. Don’t worry about the trouble. Every family has trouble.”
 
   “I love y’all too. I’ve never had a real family. I know that I have been a brat at times, but promise to do better. Can I call you Dad?”
 
   “Of course you can call me Dad. I like that. We don’t expect you to be perfect, however I would like you to go to church with us and make up your mind about church and God. Just give him a chance.”
 
   “Okay, can Sammy go with us?”
 
   “The pastor might object to that. How are you doing?
 
   “I’m fine; you got shot, not me.”
 
   “I mean how are you doing after having to shoot Jack?”
 
   “I don’t feel anything except relief. He can’t hurt me or anyone else anymore. It was no different from shooting a snake. Don’t get me wrong, I know that killing anyone is wrong, but he would have killed you if I hadn’t shot him first. I may feel differently later, but I’m okay now.”
 
   Grumpy thought, “What a remarkably strong and intelligent young lady.”
 
    
 
   The police arrived first and a few minutes later several fire engines arrived. A fireman used a bolt cutter to remove the chains from Sam and Grumpy and then paramedics started working on Grumpy’s shoulder. Both were placed in an ambulance and taken to the hospital in Williamson for treatment.
 
   A paramedic loaned Grumpy her phone and he called Mary.
 
   “Sir, it’s past midnight, you’ll wake up your family.”
 
   “Yes, I know, but Mary has been waiting on this call for several days.”
 
   He dialed Mary’s cell number and she answered on the second ring. 
 
   “Mary, I found Sam and she is okay. Jack is dead and we will be home tomorrow. I can’t talk right now. We have statements to give the police and need to get Sam looked at by a doctor. Yes, she is okay; it’s just precaution to make sure she has no hidden trauma. I’ll call early in the morning.”
 
   “Thank God for this good news." "
 
   Are you okay?"
 
   "Yes, I am doing much better. Bill, I have some disturbing news. Sheriff Cox and his wife were killed tonight when their house exploded. It was a gas leak.”
 
   “Damn, he was a good guy. Thanks for the info. I got a few scratches and will have a doctor look at me when we get Sam to the hospital. I love you and will call you back in the morning.”
 
   “Mr. Jones, a bullet in your arm is not a scratch. You are lucky to be alive. You will be going into surgery as soon as we get you to the hospital.”
 
   He told the paramedic about Mary’s wounds and a brief version of what Sam and his family had been through over the last month.
 
   “I thought it best not to alarm my wife until she could see that I am okay. Mary will understand.”
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   Chapter 19
 
    
 
   They arrived at the hospital and Sam was moved to an evaluation room while Grumpy was wheeled into the operating room and prepped for surgery. The bullet had gone through the top of his left arm and had not hit any bone or major blood vessels. The doctor told him that he would be as good as new in a couple of months. The surgery went well and they took him to recovery to be monitored.
 
   He woke up the next day with Sam and Sammy watching over him. Sammy was on the bed curled up to his side and Sam was asleep in a recliner.
 
   “Good morning Dad. You look like a truck ran over you. I’ve never seen so many scrapes and scratches on a man before. I’m so glad that you are okay.”
 
   “I like being called Dad. It’s much better than Grumpy that most people call me behind my back.”
 
   “I don’t see why they call you Grumpy. You are so sweet to Mom and me. How did you get the name? Is it supposed to be ironic?”
 
   “I know that you are being a smart ass, but I’ll give you a straight answer. No dear, I guess that I have been changing without knowing it. I am very opinionated about politics, what’s right and wrong for our country. I also have strong feelings for how children should be raised and was too strict on my two kids.”
 
   Sam corrected him, “Three kids.”
 
   “I have not been strict with you young lady. You have had us wrapped around your finger and you know it.”
 
   "Maybe a little bit. Is now the time to ask for my own car?”
 
   “Don’t push it. You won’t be 16 for a month.”
 
   A doctor entered the room with a nurse and asked Sam to go with the nurse so she could check the bandage on her wrist.
 
   “I’m Dr. Folts and I am watching over you and Sam. Your surgeon says that you will have a full recovery, but this will make the arthritis in your shoulder worse over time. Now I understand that Sam is a foster child. Is that correct?”
 
   “Yes, we just got her about eight weeks ago.”
 
   “What do you know about her health?”
 
   “Not much. CHFS had her checked out and we have her scheduled to see our doctor soon. Is something wrong?”
 
   “The answer depends on what you think wrong turns out to be. Sam is pregnant and is about 1o weeks along.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Yes, I am afraid it’s true. Do you know who the father is?”
 
   “Not for sure, but I have a guess.”
 
   The doctor looked at Grumpy and said, “I only know a little bit about this case, but I am also worried that she might be pregnant by the guy who attacked her.”
 
   “Doctor, I am also scared that might be the case. Does she know?”
 
   “Mr. Jones, I don’t think she does. She appears to be very intelligent, but backward in this type of matter. Y’all might want to consider an abortion. With this being child rape, it would be advised.”
 
   “Dr. Folts, my wife and I don’t believe in abortion and have to contact CHFS to see what they do in a case like this.”
 
   “Mr. Jones, I have already contacted them and filled them in on the medical part of the situation. Sam is in great health other than some bruises from the kidnapping. There is no reason that she can’t deliver a healthy baby.”
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   Sam came back into the room a few minutes later and said, “This being in a hospital is great. They gave me ice cream and a soda. The gowns suck, but the ice cream is good.”
 
   Grumpy wanted to grab her and hold her, but resisted.
 
   “How are you feeling?”
 
   “I feel pretty good except for I threw up again this morning. They brought bacon and eggs for breakfast and the bacon turned my stomach. I love bacon so I don’t know what happened.”
 
   “Don’t worry; you will be okay.”
 
    
 
   No sooner had the doctor left than the county sheriff entered the room along with an investigator from the state police. They asked Sam to leave the room so they could talk with Grumpy by himself.
 
   “Sam, here is some money. Go down to the cafeteria and get you and Sammy some lunch while we talk.”
 
   “Okay dad, but I just had ice cream.”
 
   Sam left the room holding Sammy.
 
   “Mr. Jones, I thought that Sam was a foster child in your care. You two seem very close.”
 
   “We weren’t at first, but this ordeal appears to have brought us much closer and has resulted in a big improvement in her behavior.”
 
   “Tell us what you know about Jack Collins and what happened at the cabin.”
 
    
 
   Grumpy filled them in on the lead up to the kidnapping through the explosion that leveled the cabin. They raised their eyes and appeared to be most interested when Grumpy told them that he found Sam by following Jack Collins, Sr. to the cabin.
 
   “You probably don’t want to hear this, but Jack Collins Sr. is involved in this and I don’t mean just covering it up or trying to help his sick bastard of a son.”
 
   “What makes you think that he is involved?”
 
   “Someone has been helping him evade the police and he has been abducting girls for a long time. I think that his dad and others may be involved in this sex ring case.”
 
   “I know you found several bodies around the cabin and I’ll bet as you keep digging, you will find that some of them have been buried since before Jack was a teenage punk.”
 
   “We can’t comment on an ongoing investigation, but you are correct. There are numerous bodies buried at the cabin. That’s all I can say at this time.”
 
    
 
   Sam came back to the room and told Grumpy that an investigator had questioned her over lunch.
 
   “Sam, did you mention Jack Collins, Sr.?”
 
   “Dad, I did, and that stirred them up. They acted like someone had kicked them in the balls.”
 
   “Sam!”
 
   “Well it’s true. When I told them that I’ll bet his dad is in on the abductions and killing of all those bodies around the cabin, they got agitated.”
 
   “Sam, I need you to write very detail down that you know about Jack and his dad from the first time they came into your mom’s and your lives. I will do the same. Something smells and I see a whitewash coming.”
 
    
 
   He got his cell phone and called a tow service to haul his truck back home. He then talked the doctor into letting him be taken to the hospital in his hometown for recovery. Grumpy didn’t tell the doctor that they would ride in a tow truck back to the hospital.
 
    
 
   The tow truck let them off at the emergency entrance to the hospital and Sam made Grumpy sit down on a bench and hold Sammy while she went in and got an orderly with a wheelchair.
 
   “Mr. Jones, we were expecting you to arrive in an ambulance. Williamson Hospital would have never released you had they known that you were riding in a tow truck. Did the ambulance break down?”
 
   Grumpy started to cross his fingers and say yes. Instead, he said, “I might have misled them a bit.”
 
   They took him to an examining room and checked him out. All was going well so they sent him to share Mary’s room. The orderly took them to the elevator and up to the fifth floor. The nurses swarmed over Grumpy and Sam when they arrived at the nurse’s station.
 
   “Mr. Jones, you are a hero again. You found Sam, freed her from the kidnapper and killed the bad guy.”
 
   Sam quickly replied, “I shot him. He was going to kill my Dad.”
 
   The nurses all gave Sam a hug and a pat on the back.
 
   One nurse said, “Then we have two heroes. Mr. Jones save you and you saved him. Sam, you are a strong young lady. We are so proud of you.”
 
   “There are three heroes. Sammy saved both of us by attacking the kidnapper.”
 
   The nurses all wanted to hold Sammy and pet him. He loved every minute of it.
 
   “Thanks for welcoming us and all of the praise, but we need to see Mary now.”
 
    
 
   The orderly wheeled Grumpy into the room and Mary said, “Bill, are you okay? I thought that you said you only had a scratch.”
 
   “Mary, I didn’t want you to worry. It was only a flesh wound. Jack got off a lucky shot before I pounded his head with a shovel.”
 
   Bill took her hand and they both struggled to get close enough for a kiss, but were successful.
 
   “Sam, how are you? I was scared to death when I woke up and remembered what had happened. I don’t want anyone hurt, but I am glad Jack has gone to meet God and not here to bother you anymore."
 
   Sam bent over, gave Mary a hug and a kiss on the cheek and said, “Mom, I missed you and thought that Jack might have killed you. I hate him. He almost killed my whole family before we got started.”
 
   “Sam, I think this shows you how strong prayers are. Bill and I have been praying for your safe return.”
 
   Grumpy looked at Mary and said, “Sam, I think that God has been watching over you all along. I think that he gave you a pint seized angel to keep you safe and to keep harm from you.”
 
   Sammy had jumped on the bed and had curled up against Mary. He had his head lying on his paws and watched them.
 
   Sam looked puzzled and thought for a few minutes before asking, “So I think you are saying that Sammy has been sent by God to keep me out of trouble?”
 
   “Sammy has saved you twice and me once. Without him, we would both be dead. While Sammy is fearless, he is only a 15-pound Shih Tzu. Not exactly a guard dog by any stretch of the imagination.”
 
   “Bill, err Dad, I’m still not buying the whole God thing. I am trying to understand and keep an open mind, but I just can’t see it.”
 
   “You’ll get used to it and embrace it one of these days. Just give God a chance. Now here’s some money. Go down to the cafeteria and get us a couple of milkshakes.”
 
   Sam pocketed the cash and left the room. Sammy stayed curled up against Mary. 
 
   When Grumpy was sure that Sam was out of range he said, “Mary, I have something to tell you about Sam and you are not going to like it.”
 
   “Bill, I already know that she is pregnant. I’m guessing that the doctor’s examination proved it.”
 
   “How did you know? I never thought for a minute that she was carrying a baby.”
 
   “I’m not surprised. I was four months pregnant and showing when I told you the first time. Mom and I had a bet that you would notice about the time I delivered. You did notice that she was throwing up in the morning and gaining weight. Didn’t you?”
 
   “Well, when you put it like that, I guess it was right out there in front of my face. How do we break it to her? I have no idea how she will handle this.”
 
   “After we pray to God for help and guidance, I think we should call Greg at CHFS and see what advice they have for us. We should also go talk with our Pastor.
 
   “Mary that is a good idea. Sorry, but I didn’t think about the pastor. We still need to attend the rest of the classes. What if she wants to abort the baby?”
 
   “Oh my! That would be horrible! Bill, I couldn’t stand that.”
 
   “Mary the doctor mentioned the possibility since Jack forced himself on her, she may not be able to handle having his baby around her day after day.”
 
   “Bill, the baby doesn’t care who its father is and deserves to live. She should have the baby and then put it up for adoption if it reminds her of that bastard.”
 
   “Mary, you just cussed.”
 
   “No, I didn’t. That is a perfectly good description of that guy and I hope he burns in hell.”
 
   “Now Mary, don’t hold back. Say what you think. I don’t want you getting ulcers holding all that anger in.”
 
   “Bill I know that you are kidding, but you reminded me that I should be praying for the bastard’s soul and not wishing bad things to happen to him, but a pedophile is the lowest form of life on this planet.”
 
   “Mary you are a good person and will always do what is right. If Sam hadn’t shot him saving me, I would have killed him the first chance I got. I don’t want this stigma on Sam; she is just a kid. I wish that I had killed him with the shovel."
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   Chapter 20
 
    
 
    
 
   The local and national news organizations were desperately trying to get Sam, Sammy and Grumpy for interviews. Grumpy finally told the reporter from his favorite TV station that he would give them an exclusive interview from the hospital.
 
   “Charley, we will answer any questions about the kidnapping and rescue, but the interview is over if you try to ask any questions about Sam before the kidnapping or about the abuse. We don’t want a stigma hanging over Sam for the rest of her life.”
 
   “Bill, can we ask about how Collins was killed? After all, Sam saved your life. What about Sammy? Can we ask questions about where he came from and about his heroics?”
 
   “Yes on all of those. The fact that Sam shot Collins is already out there. Just be gentle. I want to see every question that you are going to ask Sam before the interview. I’m fair game, but I must protect Sam.”
 
   “That’s certainly understandable. I do need to tell you that the national anchors will ask most of the questions and may want you to go to New York to appear on their show.”
 
   “Will they abide by these rules and pay for us to travel to New York? If so, I’ll have to check with CHFS first to get permission for Sam to be interviewed.”
 
   “Sounds good. I’ll make sure that everyone is good with the rules on our side. Our company wants to protect Sam and wouldn't do anything that would hurt her.”
 
   Grumpy checked with Greg at the CHFS, the rules were approved and Grumpy was given approval for the interview.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Okay, we are going live in 5 – 4 – 3 – 2 – 1.”
 
   “Hello, this is Casey Evans and I would like to introduce the Jones family and their dog Sammy to you. As you know, they have had a very harrowing experience over the last three weeks.”
 
   He went on to tell their story while Sammy was fidgeting in Sam’s lap. Every time they said his name, he looked straight into the camera and licked Sam’s face.
 
   “It appears that Sammy is putting on a show for us today. Is he always this adorable?”
 
   Sam jumped in with an answer, “He is cute, except when he’s biting creeps, then not so much.”
 
   “Yes, this little guy actually attacked the perpetrator and stopped the first kidnapping attempt.”
 
   Sam responded, “By perpetrator do you mean Jack Collins, Jr.? Then yes, Sammy attacked him several times. First, he bit Collins until he had to jump out of my window to get away. Then he bit Collins again when he was about to kill my Dad at the cabin.”
 
   “Bill, you were able to find Sam when the police couldn’t and you saved Sam from the explosion at the cabin. You are a true hero. What gave you the strength to act when in so much danger?”
 
   “I prayed to God for answers and he gave Mary, Sam, Sammy and me the strength to get through this. This ordeal has renewed my faith and belief in our God and the miracles that he performs. As far as finding Sam, I knew that someone had to be helping Jack Collins Jr. so on a hunch I followed his Dad, Jack Collins Sr. to the cabin and found Jr.”
 
   This revelation startled the commentator and the panel of news people.
 
   “Are you indicating that Jack Collins, Sr. is involved in the kidnapping and other murders? Collins Sr. is a pillar of Kentucky business and one of the largest donors to progressive groups.”
 
   “I don’t know for sure, but any prosecutor that doesn’t follow up on this and check out all leads is either dishonest or incompetent. Jack Collins Jr. could not have killed all of those girls since some were killed when he was a small child. The fact is that I followed Collins Sr. to the cabin; he went in and came out a while later. When he left, I was attacked from behind and knocked out. How did he miss seeing Sam and why didn’t he report his son to the police?”
 
   “Well, this certainly is a bombshell and Mr. Collins has some explaining to do.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   They were released from the hospital three days later and were very happy to head home. Mary’s sister had stayed at their house and watched over Sam and Sammy. Sam laid a guilt trip on Mary’s sister and her caseworker and stayed home from school that whole week.
 
   Grumpy drove his truck home over the objections of the hospital staff. They had gotten to know him and surrendered after a brief discussion. They both had one of their arms in a sling and made jokes about being twins. They pulled into the driveway and saw a large banner saying “Welcome Home Heroes.” There were a houseful of people, food and drink for this homecoming celebration.
 
   Pastor John said grace and they began the festivities. Sam’s best friend Kathy was there and they snuck out in the backyard so that Sam could fill her in on what had happened.
 
   “Sam, I missed you so much. I would die if you had been killed by that creep.”
 
   “I’m okay, just a bunch of bruises and scrapes. I really missed you.”
 
   “Please tell Bill not to tell anyone who told him about Jack’s dad and the cabin. That man is just as evil as his son and many times more powerful.”
 
   “Kathy, I didn’t know that and I know he hasn’t brought it up to the police or news.”
 
   “What do you know about Jack’s dad that scares you so much? We can’t let him get away with covering up what Jack did and he probably was in on these crimes. Let’s start our own investigation and put the ass hole in jail.”
 
   Kathy started crying and held on to Sam for a few minutes. "I don’t want to think about what happened. If it gets out I’ll disappear into one of those shallow graves in the woods.”
 
   “Let’s discuss this at lunch on Monday.”
 
   “Okay”.
 
   Sam pressed her to tell more, but Kathy wouldn’t discuss that topic anymore.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam gave Grumpy a kiss on the cheek and said, “Wish me well, you know how much I don’t like school.”
 
   “That’s great. You used to hate school, so we are making progress.”
 
   “The old Sam would have told you kiss something, but the new Sam just rolls her eyes like the rich girls in this school.”
 
   Grumpy laughed and said, “Yeah, but the old Grumpy would have tanned your butt. Get on in to school. Sam, we love you. Keep your head up and all will be okay.”
 
   “I love you too. It’s great to have a family that loves each other. I would have settled for a family that wasn’t on drugs and had food.”
 
   She ran into school before Grumpy could make a wise crack.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam walked into her homeroom and saw a big banner stating, “WELCOME BACK SAM.” Her classmates swarmed over her cheering and welcoming her back.
 
   Her homeroom teacher said, “Thanks for the warm welcome for Sam. She has been through an ordeal and needs your support. We need to give Sam some room and not pester her. She has been through a lot and may not want to talk about the experience.”
 
   Sam spoke up and said, “I don’t mind talking about most of what happened, but some of it is a bit personal. Thanks for being so nice to me and I am glad to be back. I don’t know if I’ll like school any better. But I’d rather be here than kidnapped any day.”
 
   The class broke out in laughter and then the bell rang to go to first period classes.
 
    
 
   Grumpy picked Sam up after school as usual that afternoon. They were about half way home when a cat ran out in front of the truck and he had to swerve to miss the cat.
 
   Grumpy said, “Damn cat almost got killed trying to kill us.”
 
   “Dad, we need a cuss jar for you to put money in when you cuss. God doesn’t like it!”
 
   “Okay young lady, but you have to put money in when you get smart with Mom or me. Deal?”
 
   “Deal!”
 
                 Sam thought for a minute and said, “That cat reminded me that Jack killed one that first night when we got in the cabin. I first thought it was a baby crying, but Jack went down in the basement and the crying stopped. He said that he hit it with a baseball bat and threw it out the window.”
 
   Grumpy swore under his breath and said, “Was it a meow like a cat or sniffling and whining like a baby?”
 
   “Dad, I thought it sounded like a baby, but one with a deeper voice. What’s the difference?”
 
   “Oh, none, I was just passing time while we drove home."
 
   This scared Grumpy. He knew it wasn’t a cat. Did Jack have two hostages and killed one?
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next day after dropping Sam off at school, Grumpy was out in the barn looking at his old truck when the phone rang. It was Greg from CHFS.
 
   “Bill, could you meet me for lunch? I need to discuss something with you in private.”
 
   “I’d be glad to. How about the diner across the street?”
 
   “No, but how about the one out on Main and 21st street? It’s out of the way, but I like the food.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll meet you at noon.”
 
   Grumpy had a bad feeling about this. He was worried that Greg was behaving strangely. He went into the house and filled Mary in on the conversation.
 
   “I’m not sure what’s going on, but I don’t think it is normal child welfare business. I’ll go with an open mind expecting the best and prepare for the worst.”
 
   Bill left home an hour early to be cautious. He drove the old truck over to the meeting place and waited in the truck until he saw Greg pull into the parking lot. Just as he got out of the car, he saw a man and woman drive up behind Greg and go into the restaurant. They looked just like someone who was tailing a suspect. Grumpy thought that they weren’t cops, so these must be bad guys.
 
   He went into the restaurant and saw Greg sitting at the back of the room. He noticed that the suspicious couple was just about 15 feet away. He ducked into the restroom and wrote a note telling Greg not to say anything that they could hear. He also asked Greg to write the topic down on the paper and slide it to him.
 
   He left the restroom, walked up to the table, shook Greg’s hand and passed him the note in the handshake. Greg covertly scanned the message and started a line of chitchat about Sam. He excused himself to go to the restroom and wrote a brief note to Grumpy. The message said, ‘I am getting pressure to take Sam away from you due to the press conference and that you taught her to shoot. This smells like Collins Sr. is putting pressure on Frankfort to get back at you or to shut you up.’
 
   Greg got back to the table just as the food arrived and passed the message on to Grumpy. They ate their meal and continued to chat while they ate lunch. The message confirmed Grumpy’s fears. He had poked the bear.
 
   “Bill, thanks for meeting me for lunch and I am glad Sam is doing so well. Have a great day.”
 
   “Same to you and I’ll see you next month.”
 
   They shook hands and left the dinner. Grumpy pulled away from the curb and pulled away slowly to see if the car followed one of them. The SUV left before Greg and headed to the interstate towards Louisville. Grumpy started wondering about the sheriff’s house blowing up. He called Joe Richards, a Sargent in the KSP, and asked if he could meet with him away from the KSP headquarters. He knew Joe through Sheriff Andy and wanted to question him about Andy’s death.
 
   “Joe, this is Bill Jones, I need to talk with you about Andy’s death. Can you meet me away from the office today?”
 
   “Hello Bill, I sure can meet with the most famous guy from Newton. That was an impressive TV appearance. How about a late lunch at the Country BBQ out on Highway 1326 west. How does 1:30 sound?”
 
   “Sounds good. I know the place and will see you there.”
 
   Grumpy hadn’t been able to finish his other lunch due to the way they had to communicate so he was ready for the best barbeque in this neck of the woods.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam finally saw Kathy during 3rd period math gave her a big hug and said, “This is the first day in my life that I actually kinda like school. I don’t feel like such a loser anymore. It’s not just the new clothes. I can’t put my finger on it, but perhaps it’s the first time that I feel good about myself.”
 
   “People always tried to like you, but you pushed them away. You pushed me away at first, but I kept after you and bribed you with some jelly sandwiches.”
 
   They both laughed and had to shut up as class started.
 
    
 
   Sam and Kathy ate lunch by themselves then went to the gym and got off to the side to talk.
 
   “I know that you are afraid of Jack’s dad, but we have to stop him.”
 
   “Sam, I don’t see what we can do that would stop him and put him in jail. I really don’t want him finding out that we have been snooping in his business.”
 
   “I don’t mean following him around or confronting him. I plan to do most of the work on the internet. I want to start with searching for anything odd or different about Jack and see where that takes us. How hard can this be? We see crimes solved all the time on TV. Let’s look into it and figure out how to prove he is guilty.”
 
   “The news said that they found nineteen bodies. Do you think there are more dead girls?”
 
   “I don’t know, but I wonder if there could be more to this. We know Jack didn’t work, had a lot of drugs and received big lumps of money from time to time. I guess that he was selling drugs or involved in some kind of crime. I forgot, Dad told Mom that some of the bodies have been in the ground for 20 – 25 years and that Jack couldn’t have buried them.”
 
   “You said Mom and Dad; you really like the Jones don’t you?”
 
   “Yes, Kathy, They’re uptight, but I can tell they mean the best for me.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Grumpy was sitting at a table when Joe walked up to the table, shook Grumpy’s hand and sat down. The waitress came over to the table and they both ordered a full rack of baby back ribs.
 
   “Bill, I hear that this place is famous from Cincinnati to St. Louis for these ribs. They are almost as famous as you are.”
 
   “Fame only lasts for about 15 minutes.”
 
   “Bill, what were you thinking by throwing those accusations out at Jack Collins, Sr.? He’s going to be the next Governor of Kentucky and President if he has his way.”
 
   “Joe, I don’t know you well, but Andy told me that I could trust you and you were an honest cop.”
 
   “Honest yes, dumb also because I would have done the same thing if I had the info that you have. This forces the state Attorney general and Bullitt County prosecutor to open a case and investigate Collins. We all know that he is dirty, but never figured him to be a pedophile and murderer. You know that if this is true, he will do anything to shut you up.”
 
   “Like he shut Andy up?”
 
   “Do you know anything or just guessing?”
 
   “Just guessing, but here is what I know. The other day Greg down at CHFS asked for a private meeting with me out on the edge of town at a dinner. I saw a man and woman who I’ll bet were following him in a black SUV and then sit beside us in an almost empty restaurant. We had to pass notes like schoolgirls. Greg is getting heat from Frankfort to take Sam away from us. When we left, they didn’t follow either one of us. Later, Sam told me that when she got to that cabin she thought that she heard a baby crying. Jack went down to the basement and told her that he killed a cat and threw it out the basement window. Was a dead cat found at the crime scene? Was I followed here?"
 
   “Very interesting stuff and you weren’t followed here, but I was. See the guy in the brown shirt. I had him follow you and another friend followed me just to see how serious this is getting. I was followed by a black SUV that high tailed it when they made the tail just before arriving here. They don’t know about the meeting with you. I think that they are following me because I performed some internet searches on Collins Sr. right after Andy’s death."
 
   “Well, that answers that question.”
 
   “What question?"
 
   “Should I be concerned about my family’s safety?”
 
   “Bill, these guys are pros and I think Andy and I had a run in with them. Give me a description of those two.”
 
   Grumpy told him about the man and woman and gave him the license plate number.
 
   “Bill, I won’t pull any punches, these two are dangerous and may have been involved with the sheriff’s death. You need to be careful making accusations against powerful people. If you shut up and don’t do any investigation, you will probably safe. Do you have an alarm on your house? Is it cell or land line?”
 
   “Joe, I hear you, but this guy is going to get away with murder if we don’t stop him. I will back off and downplay my comments if anything comes up.”
 
   “Bill, let the law handle this. I can’t name names, but there are people in high positions that are looking into Collins, but they want an ironclad case. We don’t want him to be spooked and start covering up before we get a chance to pin some of his crimes on him. Now cell or land line?”
 
   “Cell and on a backup battery. If these are pros, they might get into the house anyway. I can handle myself, but I don’t want Mary and Sam hurt.”
 
   “Bill, do you have the skills to install some sensors, cameras and trip wires around your house?”
 
   “Joe, I ran a maintenance department; I can install anything. Why?”
 
   “You don’t want to have a bunch of installation people all over the place or leave a trail that can be searched on the internet. I’ll put you in contact with a friend who is a security expert. He will direct you to the right equipment and how to install the gear. This won’t be cheap. My guess is just south of ten grand.”
 
   “I have some money put away that will more than take care of this project. Thanks. I should have thought of doing this myself.”
 
   “Not a problem. Bill, are you armed? Do you know how to shoot and are you prepared to kill if necessary?
 
   “Joe, I have a concealed carry permit and I always carry a pistol. I just upgraded from my .380 to my .45 Cal. 1911. I’ve never had to shoot anyone, but no one is going to mess with my family. I can hit what I shoot at and know that I own that bullet when it leaves my gun.”
 
   “Do you have a couple of short barreled shotguns and an AR?”
 
   “Yes, why?”
 
   “I’d keep a shotgun with a bandolier full of ammo in your truck and the AR and shotgun handy at home in case they do attempt to break in your house. Load up with 00 Buckshot. It will take 10 – 15 minutes for the police to get to your house. If you can scare them off or hold out for about ten minutes, they will run when they hear the sirens.”
 
   “Yeah, I carry a 1911 because it’s weighs less than a cop and doesn’t take ten minutes to arrive.”
 
   “I hear you.”
 
   “Rick Fellows will call you this afternoon about security. Do what he says and you will be much safer.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Classes were done for the day and Sam walked out of 6th period to go stand at the curb until Bill drove up to take her home. She heard a voice behind her and turned to see a handsome red headed young man standing in front of her.
 
   “Sam, do you remember me? I’m Jeff Stone and I live a few houses down from the Jones. I have 3rd period Math with you.”
 
   “Yes, I know you. What do you want?”
 
   Sam was wary of this boy because she didn’t trust men at all after years of abuse from several of her Mom’s drugged out boyfriends and then the experience with Jack made her hate men in general. Bill was the only man that she felt safe with or trusted.
 
   Jeff replied, “I’ve always thought you seemed pretty cool. I was wondering if you wanted to hang out with me sometime?”
 
   Sam replied, “I don’t need any friends,” and walked to the truck and got in with Grumpy.
 
   “Well hello to you too. What’s on your mind and why the big frown on your face? Did school not go well?”
 
   “No school was alright. It’s that read head from down the road. He wants to hang out with me.”
 
   Grumpy thought for a minute and said, “And what’s wrong with this picture? I’d think that a good looking boy like Jeff would make a good friend.”
 
   “I don’t trust men. They’re not worth it.”
 
   “Darling, you don’t have to date him or marry him. Can’t you try to be his friend? You can always back away if you don’t like him, can't you? All men aren’t like Jack. Some are rude and ignorant, but not mean. Most are good people that would never harm anyone. Only a few are like Jack.” 
 
   “I want to believe that, but I’m still scared.”
 
   “Give it some time, but you should consider being Jeff’s friend."
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   Chapter 21
 
    
 
    
 
   Grumpy’s cell phone rang, he answered and heard, “This is Rick, Joe sent me. Do you have time to talk?”
 
   “Yes and thanks for calling. Can we set up a meeting?”
 
   “Yes, how does now sound?”
 
   Grumpy thought for a minute and said, “You must be close by.”
 
   “Bill, I have three men at each of your doors. They picked your locks and could walk in if they wanted to. Let’s talk. May I come in?”
 
   “Certainly.”
 
   Grumpy barely got the words out when his front door opened and a man dressed in black with night vision equipment walked into his living room followed by another man dressed the same.
 
   “Bill, I’m Rick and this is Jimmy. Please show Jimmy your PC’s, laptops, tablets and cell phones. He will handle cyber security while the rest of my team handles physical security.”
 
   “Joe thought that I would have to do the work on the quiet. How do you know that the bad guys aren’t watching?
 
   “My men have swept the area around your house for miles. No one is watching your house at this time.”
 
   “What do I need to do?”
 
   “Well, first to do this work in one night will be fifteen thousand. Sorry for being higher than Joe prepared you for, but when I heard the situation, I thought it would be terrible if you got killed during the next week while you quietly installed the gear.”
 
   “You are one hell of a salesman. Fifteen thousand is good for me. Can y’all actually get it all done tonight?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Grumpy introduced Rick to Mary and Sam and explained that he wanted to install a security system to make sure that Sam felt safe and he wanted to make sure that no one could get into their house again. Rick gave them a crash course in how to conduct themselves and recognize danger. He then explained how they were installing several layers of security that should give them advanced notice of anyone within the boundaries of their property. There would be cameras with monitors and recording equipment. There would also be floodlights and outside alarms that could wake the dead. 
 
   Mary asked, “That’s nice that the system will tell us that someone is out there, but what keeps them from breaking in quickly and leaving just as quickly?”
 
   Rick replied, “All doors and windows will have alarms and extra locks installed. Yes, they can break windows, but alarms will have already gone off before they get to your windows. I can install bulletproof glass, but it will cost an arm and a leg for a house.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Mary, this is a security system to warn us about intruders before they get into the house. It doesn’t stop them. It will scare off burglars and thieves. I will protect you.”
 
   Rick then switched to the cyber-security, “Jimmy has placed software that can tell you if anyone is trying to hack into any of your computers and cell phones. Bill, give this cell phone to Sam. It will serve as an emergency call device as well as keeping you in contact with Sam.”
 
   Sam said, “But, I want a real cell phone! I don’t want one that looks like Grandma carries it.”
 
   Rick smiled and pulled an iPhone out of his pocket and said, “Bill, for a few dollars more.”
 
    
 
   The men worked through the night and all were gone except Rick when Grumpy got up at 5:00 a.m. Rick trained Grumpy how to use the surveillance and alarm system for maximum protection. They were done by 7:00 a.m. and had breakfast with Mary and Sam.
 
   After breakfast Mary asked, “Rick, we don’t have a storm shelter. Could a shelter double as a safe room?”
 
   Rick looked over at Grumpy and said, “That’s a great idea but Bill wanted to keep the work secret. It would be hard to keep a major project like that secret.”
 
   “Come out on the porch with me.”
 
   They went out on the porch and Mary moved a couple of chairs and a rug to expose a steel hatch.
 
   “Rick, there is a built-in cistern under the porch. The walls and ceiling are over six inches thick and the room is as big as a small bedroom. The basement wall could be cut through and a steel door installed with very little effort. You’d just have to sneak the door into the house.”
 
   Grumpy said, “I remember the cistern. Let’s go to the basement.”
 
   They went down the stairs, examined the wall for a few minutes and went back to the porch. Rick removed the locking screw and lifted the cover to see a cobweb filled room. He shined his flashlight around and said, “Mary you are brilliant. I can sell you a door for about a thousand, cut the doorway and install the door for about another thousand.”
 
   Mary quickly replied, “Let me pay for the entire project from my own money. Having the security and a storm shelter will make me feel much safer.”
 
   Rick looked over at Bill for approval.
 
   “Don't look at me, she’s paying the bills.”
 
   Mary said, “Bill, Sam and I are going to town to buy some supplies for the storm shelter. We will look like we are just purchasing the weeks' groceries.”
 
    
 
   The door arrived the next night along with a team to install it into the basement wall. The crew cut through the wall and found it to be eight inches thick and solid concrete. Mary and Sam cleaned the room while the door was being installed and tried to stay out of the crew’s way. The door was one inch of solid steel with a locking mechanism similar to that of a safe except the lock was on the inside. The door was balanced so well that a gentle push would open or close it.
 
   “Rick said, “This is one of the best jobs that we have ever done thanks to Mary’s idea.”
 
   Mary looked at the closed door and said, "Bill can you hide the door so no one will spot it, but we can easily open it?”
 
   Grumpy thought for a minute, went to the door, opened and closed it several times.
 
   "I’ll bolt a set of shelves to it and no one will ever know that there is a door behind the shelves."
 
    
 
   The crew left and they locked up and went to bed thoroughly exhausted. Grumpy locked all the doors, set the alarms and turned in for the night.
 
    
 
   Mary worked on the storm shelter most of the day after church. She put some fold up chairs and a blowup mattress along with a ton of food and water on shelves supplied by Grumpy from the barn.
 
   “Mary, I’ll order some survival food and equipment on the internet and we will have a proper storm shelter with supplies in case the house gets blown away.” 
 
   “Do you think that we are carrying this too far?”
 
   “No, Mary. I have a bad feeling about Jack Collins, Sr. not liking us attacking his good name in the state of Kentucky. A reporter was shoved off a cliff a couple of years ago and a lot of people think she was killed for looking into Collins Industries.”
 
   “Bill, I want something bigger than that little .380 and I want you to teach me all about the shotgun and that Bushmaster in the living room closet.”
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   Chapter 22
 
    
 
    
 
   Bill and Mary took Sam to CHFS to let her meet with her caseworker on Monday morning and so they could meet with Greg. Sammy could now be trusted in the house alone so they left the TV on to keep him company and headed into town.
 
   “Mom how many times do I have to go see the caseworker? I am trying to be good and just want to get back in school with my friends.”
 
   “I don’t know, but the visits drop off to once a month when they see that you are progressing along well and don’t need to be checked on as much.”
 
   “I know that I have been a pain in the butt, but I promise that I will do better. With Jack dead, I finally feel safe for the first time in over a year.”
 
   “They are going to ask you how you feel about what happened over the past few days. Do you think that you can talk about the kidnapping and Jack’s death?”
 
   “I don’t want to think about all of it, but I’ll answer their questions if it gets them off my ass.”
 
   “Samantha!”
 
   “Sorry Mom, I have been bad much longer than good. My Mom wouldn’t have said anything about most cuss words.”
 
   “I know that you will slip up, but try harder.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   Grumpy laughed and said, “That will be a quarter.”
 
   Sam replied, “Got me. Just remember that I have ears also.”
 
   Mary asked, but they just laughed and didn’t answer.
 
    
 
   They arrived at the office and had to wait for twenty minutes past their appointment time before the caseworker came to get Sam. They were escorted to Greg’s office a few minutes later.
 
   Greg saw that both Mary and Bill had slings on their arms and scratches and bruises on their faces.
 
   “Hello Mary and Bill, lesser people would have tucked their tails and ran away from this poor child. How are you both doing and how is little Sammy?”
 
   Mary shook his hand and said, “We are all battered and bruised, but are all well otherwise. The slings come off in a few weeks. I won’t kid you Greg; this has been a very tough week, but if we can help Sam have a good life, then it will be worth all of the trouble.”
 
   Grumpy chimed in with, “That dog is a hero. He saved Sam’s and my life more than once. I am almost convinced that he is an angel sent by God to watch over Sam. He tore into Collins several times over the past few weeks and put his life on the line to save ours.”
 
   “You are right, that does sound heroic. I’m glad that both of you are committed to seeing this through because the pregnancy complicates the issue.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Tell us what y’all think and recommend should be our plan to help Sam through this? We will also talk with our pastor and pray a lot.”
 
   “Well there is no simple answer. She is a ward of the state and won’t be able to abort the fetus. She will be given a chance to keep it, but if she resists, the baby will be placed in a foster home and then put out for adoption. It depends on her frame of mind concerning the baby’s father and how the baby was conceived. She may even be hostile towards the baby.”
 
   “What is the first step?”
 
   “That’s being done right now. Her caseworker and a psychologist are evaluating her as we speak. They need another hour or so and I can give you a better idea of how we will proceed. Why don’t y’all go see your Pastor and then come back here?”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Mary and Bill it’s good to see you up and walking. You two and Sam have been in my prayers since I visited you in the hospital. What can I do for you?”
 
   “John, how much do you know about Sam and her background?”
 
   “Mary, I know the short story about her parents, home life and that Collins probably abused her. I know what has been on the news concerning the kidnapping and the rescue. I was going to reach out to you to see if I can help both of you deal with the difficult situations. I feel so sorry that poor girl had to shoot Collins. Tell me what I need to know to help you.”
 
   Grumpy jumped in, “Well, we just found out that Sam is about eight weeks pregnant and we think the father is Collins. We need guidance on how to help Sam and her baby.”
 
   “This happens more times than anyone would like to know. An abusive father, stepfather or mother’s boyfriend impregnates a minor. What happens to the baby depends on the person who has custody and their beliefs. I will never accept abortion as a solution, but I don’t make these decisions. What would you like to do?”
 
   Mary answered, “Since it never happened is not in the cards, I guess that we would like for Sam to love the baby and want to raise it with our help.”
 
   The pastor looked over to Bill and said, “What do you think about helping raise a baby?”
 
   “I won’t lie to you. If you suggested this six months ago, I’d give you a cussing. Now that we have Sam and care for her and Sammy so much, I want to do the right thing by her and the baby. We have money, a nice house and most important we have the love and guidance that they both will need.”
 
   “Bill, I’m glad that you said that, because you understand that a good home with love is most of what a child needs. Bill, you didn’t mention God. Do you still blame him for Ann and Johnny’s deaths?”
 
   “Pastor, I have come to believe that God doesn’t interfere with all of man’s actions on earth and that while we are not to blame for Ann’s death, we could have done more for her before she made that decision. Believe it or not, that little dog has helped me more than anything else in getting my faith back. I swear that he is an angel sent by God to watch over Sam. He has saved both our lives more than once.”
 
   He proceeded to fill the Pastor in on Sammy’s heroics and the talks that Sammy and he have.
 
   “Bill, you just said that you talk with the dog. Does he reply?”
 
   “No John, I’m not crazy. You would have to be there to understand. An issue comes up and the next thing I know, I’m talking with Sammy and feel like a hand is guiding me to the right solution. No he doesn’t speak in English to me, but I get what he is saying.”
 
   “Well we all know that God works in mysterious ways so I’m not going to argue with you. The important thing is that you are growing closer to God and can be a good influence on Sam. I want to meet Sammy when you have the time.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mary hadn’t said a word on the drive back to the CHFS office, but finally had to say, “So you think that God is talking to you through Sammy? I think that is strange, but wonderful. You and Sammy are my heroes.”
 
   “Are you making fun of me?”
 
   “No I am serious. You are a work in progress and we both had strayed away from God over the past few years. I am thankful for anything that helps renew our faith. We will need it to meet these tests that have been thrown at us.”
 
   They arrived at the CHFS, parked the truck and went into Greg’s office. 
 
    
 
   “First I want to thank you for the fantastic progress that Sam has achieved in such a short time. The psychologist does not agree with all of your methods, but can’t argue with the results. She is worried about Sam’s safety because you are teaching Sam how to shoot and does not like her being around guns. How do you respond?
 
   “Has the psychologist ever heard of the 2nd Amendment? My Dad taught me how to shoot and more importantly gun safety before I was ten years old. My guns are locked away when not in use and are no danger to Sam. For Pete’s sake, her training saved my life. I know that you should never count on a 15 year old to shoot someone, but the fact is that she handled herself very well and saved my life. I know that anyone who takes a life, even for a good reason bears scars that can’t be undone, but life goes on and you deal with it the best that you can.”
 
   “Calm down, I happen to agree with you and think that Sam is in good hands. I would like for you to lay low on training Sam on guns for a while.”
 
   “I will.”
 
   “Now, the good news. Sam is in a remarkably good frame of mind considering what she has gone through. The psychologist asked Sam about her thoughts on getting married, raising children and making a home for them. Her answers were very mature concerning having children, but still has some animosity towards men in general. She has improved greatly, which I think is due to the role model that you are setting for her. This tells us that she doesn’t fear having children or hold a preconceived poor opinion of them.”
 
   “Sod she won’t flip out when she hears about the baby?.”
 
   “The truth is that we don’t have a clue how she will actually behave, but our best bet is that she will deal with this without falling apart. As feisty as she is, she might want to dig him up and shoot him again. The one thing that we must mandate is that she be told about the situation here in front of the psychologist and me.”
 
   Mary replied, “We are all here so I think we should tell her today. Are there any suggestions on how to break the news?”
 
   “Just tell her the facts and tell her that you will both be with her through the experience. If she is adamant on giving the baby away or demands an abortion, the psychologist and I will take over the discussion. Keep it gentle and as positive as possible.”
 
   Grumpy added, “Let’s wait until after lunch because I want Sammy with her to give her comfort. I know it sounds crazy, but that dog is her best friend and she will want him present.”
 
   “Bill, normally I would take exception to a dog being in the room, but it can’t hurt and may keep her calm. After lunch it is.”
 
    
 
   They went home for lunch and let Sam play with Sammy in the backyard while Mary prepared their meal. Sammy would stand on his back legs and lay his head on Grumpy’s leg until Grumpy gave in and gave him a piece of his sandwich.
 
   “I hope he doesn’t gain 20 pounds begging like that. He will look like a bowling ball with legs.”
 
   This made Sam laugh and Sammy jumped into her lap and sat down. He kept looking at her plate to no avail.
 
   Sam said, “Sammy, I am already gaining enough weight for two people, we don’t need a fat dog also.”
 
   Mary choked on her food and had to clear her throat. 
 
   Mary looked at Sam, laughed and said, “Sam, you have filled out nicely. You actually have boobs to fill out those bras that I bought you.”
 
   Sam turned red in the face and replied, “Mom, not in front of Dad!”
 
   “I’m sorry, but you were so malnourished that we are just now seeing the real Sam. Your body just needed some food to fill out naturally. You didn’t want to be a stick the rest of your life, did you?”
 
   Sam ate two sandwiches, a bag of chips, five cookies and a coke for lunch. Mary thought that Sam might be having twins at this rate.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Sam, but we have to go back to talk with your caseworker to get an action plan for your next six months. The good news is that they want to meet the heroic Sammy.”
 
   “They will like Sammy, I’m sure.”
 
    
 
   They had an uneventful drive back to the CHDS office and were ushered straight into a conference room. The psychologist, Anna, was a young lady who was about 30 and she welcomed them into the room with a warm handshake and a smile. Greg picked Sammy up and held him while Anna petted him.
 
   “Sam, we are so pleased to finally meet this fellow that we’ve heard so much about. Not many dogs are heroes and get on national TV.”
 
   “Anna, he’s the best. I don’t know what I’d do without him.”
 
   “Well then, we must take good care of him. Do you feed and clean up after him?”
 
   “Yeah, he’s like a baby. It’s work, but I don’t really care.”
 
   “Sam that is very mature thinking for such a young lady. So Sammy is much like your baby and you want the best for him for the rest of his life.”
 
   “Yes I found him when he was just a few weeks old and had to protect him from Jack and feed him. I hid him and gave him my food to keep him alive. He has saved my life several times since then, he loves me very much.”
 
   As if on cue, Sammy started licking Sam on the face and wagging his bushy tail.
 
   Anna smiled and said, “I do believe he knows what we are talking about. Now enough about Sammy. Mary has something to tell you.”
 
   Mary cleared her throat and said, “Sam you have been gaining weight, very moody and sick every morning. Do those symptoms mean anything to you from what you have learned in health class?”
 
   “It sounds like pregnancy, but that can’t be it. You’ve got to be kidding.”
 
   Mary bent towards her and wrapped her arms around Sam just as Sam broke down into tears.
 
   Mary said, “Darling, you are pregnant. We will be with you throughout this and afterwards. We will help you take care of and raise your baby. We love you and will love your baby also.”
 
   Sam was crying and Sammy was licking her face while Mary held her in her arms.
 
   “This is so unfair. As if Jack hasn’t stolen enough from me.”
 
   Sam cried for a minute and looked at Sammy, “Sammy boy, what do I do?”
 
   Sammy was sitting in her lap, stood up on his hind legs and raised his paws to be picked up. She picked him up and cradled him in her arms.
 
   She kissed him on the snout and said, “You’ll still love my baby, even if it’s dad was a bastard, right?”
 
   Again, Sammy licked her on the face and settled down onto her lap.
 
   Grumpy spoke, “Sam, just as though you had no choice who your parents are, this baby didn’t get to pick his father. You will be a great Mom and Sammy will love the baby just as much as he loves you. Sammy will be very protective of the baby just as he is protective of you. We will be there for you, Sammy and the baby.”
 
   She leaned over, gave Grumpy a hug and a kiss on the cheek and said, “I guess angels don’t have to have wings.”
 
   Grumpy said, “Sam, I think it’s time to go home.”
 
   Sam sighed, God I hope this baby doesn’t turn out to be like Jack.”
 
   “Sam, a baby is like a lump of clay. He or she, will grow up to be the person that you three show them to be. Babies soak up their surroundings. If you are mean, they will be mean. If you are loving and kind, they will also be loving and kind. You can’t make them tall or run fast, but you can be a good role model and educate them to be good caring people.”
 
   “Mom and Dad, let’s go home.”
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   Chapter 23
 
    
 
   “Ray, our surveillance so far indicates that Bill Jones was just blowing off steam and will go away now that Collins Jr. is dead. The KSP officer, Joe Richards, is another matter. He will be trouble. He was a good friend of the sheriff's and won’t go away. He has made several inquiries to friends in Frankfort about your boss and is pressing for an investigation. He even leaked info to a Republican Senator to try to get him involved.”
 
   “How worried should we be about Richards?”
 
   “He doesn’t have any solid proof or the shit would be hitting the fan. We must stop him from digging or he might stumble on to something.”
 
   “We have enough bodies lying around and don’t need more eyes on this. Discredit him or blackmail him and make him go away. Look into his personal life. Does he drink too much? Have a woman on the side? You know the drill." 
 
    
 
   George put his partner tailing Richards while he performed an internet search on the KSP Sargent. He found numerous articles singing his praise for saving lives and making arrests, but not a single negative. He made a call to a friend in Frankfort and asked if he could get a copy of a State Police personnel file. The answer was ‘How much are you willing to pay?’
 
   He paid $5,ooo for a copy of the file and again found nothing useful. This guy was squeaky clean on paper, but had to have enemies and crossed the line somewhere in his career. They just had to keep digging.
 
    
 
   She saw Sgt. Richards get in his patrol car and leave the KSP Headquarters in a hurry. She waited and followed at a distance. He drove into town and through several subdivisions until he stopped at a bar on 2nd Street. He got out of the car and walked into an alley. She saw a guy walk up to him that looked like a street gang member. They spoke for a several minutes and while he was distracted, she placed a tracking device under his car. In a few minutes, Richards got back in the car and drove off heading north towards Louisville. She followed, but this time she could watch the GPS unit and track him without being spotted.
 
   She reported to George about the meeting and the success in placing the tracking device. He asked her to find the guy who met with Richards and pump him for information.
 
   “Thanks for getting that done; now I can track Richards from the computer and have a record of his travels. His wife should be at her aerobics class, swing by his house and place the other trackers on his car and then hers.”
 
   “Not a problem, I’ll check out the gang banger, get the cars and then I’ll break for lunch.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam was very quiet during the ride home and both Grumpy and Mary tried to get her mind off her worries with no success.
 
   “Sam, how would you like to stop by the Dairy Bell and get a hamburger, fries and a chocolate shake?”
 
   “Go ahead, but I’m not hungry.”
 
   They drove for a while and Mary thought to herself that perhaps confronting the issues and making them come to the surface would be for the best.
 
   “Sam, we need to come up with a name for the baby.”
 
   “Mom, I’m new to this parenting stuff, but don’t you have to know if it’s a boy or girl before you pick a name?”
 
   “Dear, we’ll pick a boy’s name and a girl’s name then you’ll have the right name in a couple of months when you find out its sex. Then we can decorate its bedroom and start buying pretty little clothes.”
 
   “Dad, can we get that hamburger? I think I am hungry.”
 
   “Yes, and now you are eating for two.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Grumpy cleaned out his office in the barn and set up a PC and other office supplies. He wanted to get started working on his project to investigate the murders at the cabin and find out as much about Collins Sr. as possible. He talked with Rick to help him hire a private detective to do the footwork and not be traced back to Grumpy. Rick’s company provided the detective and Rick gave Grumpy advice on how to perform the investigation and keep his name far away from the search. The detective would pose as a news reporter working for a conservative newspaper out of D.C. and thanks to Rick’s contacts would have proper ID and a friend at the paper would vouch for him if caught snooping. This would cost a large sum of money, but Grumpy felt that Collins was a major threat to Sam and his family so the money would be well spent.
 
   The office door was locked when Grumpy was working on the investigation. There was a rattle of the doorknob and Grumpy pulled his .45 and got ready for anything.
 
   Then he heard Mary say, “Bill, are you in there?”
 
   He opened the door and let her come in. He pushed a chair over to her and sat down behind his desk. Mary looked around the room and saw different colored sticky notes all over the wall across from Grumpy.
 
   “Bill, what the heck is this? It looks like a detective’s office on one of those murder mystery TV shows.”
 
   “Mary that is exactly what this is. I am following up on Collins and looking into the murders at the cabin.”
 
   "I thought Joe told you to stop and not draw attention to yourself.”
 
   “Mary, Rick has taught me how to use the internet by avoiding wireless connections and a proxy server based in China. Remember we also have a security feature that tells us if anyone searches our names or tries to hack into our computers or phones. I also installed eight inches of insulation around this room so no one can use a listening device to hear us talk. I am being very careful.”
 
   “I trust you, but keep this away from Sam. We want to have her prepared, not paranoid.”
 
   “Do you think that I am paranoid?”
 
   “No Bill, you are an adult and can handle the stress of this horrible situation. A fifteen-year-old pregnant girl is fragile and I want her prepared not paranoid. Our story to her is that we never want to be in a position where someone can break into our house and hurt one of us. I don’t want her to know that we think that there is a definite threat out there waiting for us to make a mistake.”
 
   “Mary, I couldn’t agree more. Please remind me if you see me getting too carried away in all of this security preparation.”
 
   “Bill, I’m not worried about the preparation. I’m worried about what the investigation will find and will anything blow back on our family.”
 
   Grumpy thought for a minute and decided to give her an update on the investigation.
 
   “Mary, the PI to investigate Collins is going to cost ten to twenty thousand dollars. We can live the rest of our lives just on Social Security and your investments in very good style. I am willing to spend much of our other money to take Collins out and stop him from being a danger to Sam, you and me. My gut says that he will be coming for us eventually. He is very wealthy and we killed his only child.”
 
   “Bill, I agree. I also want to take any steps necessary to keep us all safe. The security system and safe room were a start. Please ask Rick what else can be done to keep us all safe from Collins or anyone else.”
 
   “I’m one step ahead of you. I’ll be talking with Rick tomorrow for some training for all of us to make sure that we can handle an attack if it does happen. Joe Richards is still investigating Collins along with at least one government agency so perhaps they will nail him before he turns his anger towards us.”
 
   Mary turned to Bill, kissed him and held him tight for a minute.
 
   She then said, “I’m so glad that you know what to do to protect us. I also think that the training will be good for Sam. It not only teaches her discipline and how to defend herself it also keeps her mind off the other bad things in her life. This will help her not feel so powerless."
 
    
 
   Two days later saw all three of them in a self-defense course taught by Rick’s company. Even though Sam was nine weeks along, she could safely perform all of the moves and counter actions. They drilled every other day for four hours for five lessons. On alternate days, they practiced shooting at Rick’s private training course. Rick sold Grumpy two Ruger P95s from his personal stock so Collins had no way to know about the transaction.
 
   They walked on to the target range and Grumpy put a bag on the bench and set another down below the bench. He took the two 9mm P95s out of the bag and set four loaded magazines by each one. He then opened the longer bag and placed two 16-gauge pump shotguns beside the pistols.
 
   Grumpy said, “Ladies, these are my gift to you. These Rugers are a bit big, but they carry enough firepower to handle any situation that you will encounter. The magazines hold 16 rounds each; that’s a lot of firepower. Most gunfights end rather quickly with only a few rounds expended. The shotguns are both 16 gauge and won’t punish you as you shoot them like a 12 gauge would. You’ll also find eye and hearing protection on the bench. Rick’s guy will begin your training. Enjoy blasting the hell out of those targets.”
 
    
 
   Grumpy and Rick watched as the ladies received their training.
 
   “Bill, I know that you think some of what I am doing and instructing you to do are a bit over the top, but your safety is the only thing important at this time. People that cross Collins tend to disappear or have unfortunate accidents. Let’s keep y’all below the radar as we complete your safety program.”
 
   Grumpy replied, “Rick, I trust you and my gut tells me that Collins will be sending someone after us. I want all of us able to escape or fight off the attackers. Keep up the excellent work.”
 
   “Bill, I am worried about the amount of money that you are spending. Can you afford the expenses?”
 
   “Rick, I am paying cash for everything. I invested wisely and had some good luck. I will not spend anything I can’t afford. Even if this situation blows over, I’ll have the peace of mind that my family can take care of itself.”
 
   “You’re the boss.”
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   Chapter 24
 
    
 
   She waited on the gang member to come out of the bar and get in his car. She pulled a mask over her face, got in the seat behind him and poked her Glock into his neck.
 
   She said, “Move and you won’t have a neck. What were you and Sgt. Richards talking about? Don’t look back here or I’ll blow your brains all over this piece of shit car.”
 
   “You know that I can’t tell you about our meeting. That’s official 5-0 business between him and me. Besides, it is broad daylight and people are all around us. You won’t shoot.”
 
   He felt a stabbing pain in his back just as she said, “You are right about me not wanting to draw a crowd, but my M7 bayonet will slice through your back if you don’t tell me what I want.”
 
   “I can’t tell you anything. I’ll go back to jail.”
 
   She pushed the knife another half inch and he started talking.
 
   “Joe wanted to know about my dealings with Jack Collins. I just sold Jack some coke and weed. Nothing more. That sick bastard was into young girls and I didn’t want anything to do with that shit.”
 
   “Did you tell the cop about the young girls and what did you tell him?
 
   “I just told him that once Jack asked if I knew anyone that traded in 10–15 year old virgins. I thought he was kidding. I told him to stop joking and pay for his drugs.”
 
   She shoved the bayonet through the seat back and used both hands to pull upward. She dropped several pills and a pinch of coke on the front seat and slowly got out of the car and walked around the block to her car. The police would close the case quickly as a drug related crime. She had parked in an alley without surveillance cameras, drove away from the bar through residential areas and avoided cameras. She drove to her favorite restaurant just south of downtown Louisville and got her usual table at the back away from the lunch crowd.
 
   The waiter said, “Miss Jane, will it be the usual," as he poured her a cup of coffee with two sugars and a small amount of cream.”
 
   “No Zeke, I’d like the club sandwich and a cup of bean soup today. How are Hellen and the kids doing?”
 
   “They are all fine. Little Barb has been accepted to Western and will be moving out at the end of summer. Hellen will be crying a lot.”
 
   “Now, be nice to her.”
 
   “I will.”
 
   “How is your family doing, Miss Jane? You don’t speak much about them.
 
   “As I told you, I was an orphan and have two cats, Ying and Yang. I care a lot about them and they are great company.”
 
   “Now, Miss Jane, don’t tell me that there’s not a man in your life.”
 
   “Never had the time for one and the one that I had, tried to beat up on me. That kind of soured me on men.”
 
   “Sorry, for digging into your personal life.”
 
   “Zeke, I’ve been coming here for what, about ten years? You are one of my favorite people and if men were like you, I’d have two or three.”
 
   “Now Miss Jane, you made my day.”
 
   Zeke walked away to wait on another customer and Jane wondered what Zeke would think about her if he knew that she had cut up her last boyfriend and fed him to the alligators down in Mobile.
 
    
 
   “Tell George that Richards is still investigating Jack Jr. on his own. He is not assigned to the case. So far, he has done nothing that would help us blackmail him. I’ll stay after him. Oh that drug dealer told Richards that Jack Jr. had tried to get him to deliver some young virgins. I took care of him and set it up to look like a drug buy gone bad.”
 
   “My best guess is that we won’t find anything that we can blackmail him with. I’ll recommend threats to his family or elimination.”
 
   “I agree. Let me know if you want him taken care of.”
 
   “Hold on, the boss thinks that there has been too much news floating around about Jack and his perversions. Let’s try to find the dirt, if not, we threaten him first.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Grumpy had been to town for more car parts and noticed that he was running a little late picking Sam up. He hopped in the truck and sped over to the school to find Sam and Kathy standing there waiting on him.”
 
   “Hello Kathy, how are you doing this afternoon?”
 
   “I am great. How are you Mr. Jones?”
 
   “Finer than frog hair split three ways as my dad always said.”
 
   Kathy and Sam just looked at him with a puzzled look.
 
   He saw the question in their faces and said, “That means real extra special good.”
 
   They both laughed and Sam said, “Remember Kathy is coming over after school so we can do some homework together. I told Mom and probably didn’t mention it to you.”
 
   “That’s okay with me. Kathy is always welcome in our home.”
 
   Sam and Kathy placed their backpacks in the bed of the old truck and they took off for home. Grumpy listened to the two just chat away about school and Kathy’s boyfriends.
 
   Grumpy asked, “Kathy do you know Jeff Stone? What do you think about him?”
 
   Kathy replied, “I know that he has a crush on Sam and tries to talk with her every chance he gets. He plays football and baseball, but is more of a computer nerd than a jock. He has won some awards for that kind of stuff.”
 
   “Dad, are you trying to get me to be friends with Jeff again? No boy wants to date a girl that got knocked up by another man. I’ll die an old maid.”
 
   “Sam, please say pregnant around Mom. I know that you are upset by this ordeal, but be as nice as you can.”
 
   Before Sam could speak, Kathy replied, “I don’t know. He seems pretty into you, so maybe he wouldn’t care. I’d be his girlfriend if I didn’t have Malcolm and Henry to deal with.”
 
   They both laughed and Sam said, “I just don’t feel safe around men after everything that has happened.”
 
    
 
   The girls played with Sammy and then started on their homework in Sam’s room until supper and then they both helped set the table.
 
   Mary had prepared fried chicken, brown beans, mashed potatoes and a pecan pie for supper. The girls both cleaned their plates and had another plate full.
 
   Kathy looked at Mary and said, “This is the best food that I’ve ever had. I love fried chicken.”
 
   “Kathy, I only fry something once a month since fried food is supposed to be bad for you, but Bill and I love it so much. I’ll give you the recipe for your Mother if you would like.”
 
   “My mom can’t cook. She spent her early years protesting and working in politics and never learned to cook. My dad is a fair cook, but can’t cook as good as this.”
 
   “Kathy what does your Mom and Dad do for a living?”
 
   "My dad, Nathan, is an engineer for the City of Louisville and my mom, Gail, is a professor of African American Studies at UL.”
 
   “What do you plan to major in at college?”
 
   “I want to be a housewife and have a bunch of kids. Mom says that women have come too far to stay home and just watch over a house.”
 
   Mary said, “I never worked outside of our home and I wonder at times if that was the right thing to do. I enjoyed cooking for the kids and taking them to ball games and such. I don’t know what I’d want to be if I was your age.”
 
    
 
   The girls excused themselves and went up to Sam’s room. Kathy got out her Dad’s laptop and started an internet search on Collins Industries. Kathy’s dad had installed a 4G card in her laptop so they could use the laptop out by the pool at their house.
 
   “Sam you use your laptop to search for missing girls and I will keep searching Collin’s business.”
 
   “Like I’m going to use my computer for that. The security dude warned us not to go on the internet form our house. We will have to use yours and the school’s computers for our research. We will be safe using yours since it is not hooked into our system.”
 
   “Okay then, use my phone to do your research. It won’t be on your system either.”
 
   They kept charts, maps and lists of all of Collin’s assets, businesses and business associates. They also started a chart of his political contacts and events that he attended. Sam chased down all unsolved missing young teenaged girls and was surprised how many there were within the 100 mile radius around Louisville.
 
   “Sam, let’s use this mapping program to drop pins at the location of each missing girl.”
 
    An hour later, they noticed that the pins were much heavier along the corridor on either side of Highway 65 South below Louisville. They expanded their search another 50 miles and dropped pins for each case and found that the pins dropped off dramatically south of Nashville.
 
   “Someone from this area has been abducting young girls for over 30 years. Many appear to be homeless or from poor families who can’t afford to follow up on their missing daughter. They also prefer blonds.”
 
   “We need to take the time to expand this map of missing girls out another 100 miles to make sure that we are correct.”
 
   “Sam, I think you are right, but it appears that we have had someone taking these girls and no one is doing anything about it.” 
 
   The girls searched the records that covered an additional 100 miles out from Louisville and found that they were correct. There was a cluster representing hundreds of abductions over 30 years that followed Highway 65 south to Nashville. It was about 25 miles wide and clustered around the major roads that branched off 65.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Sir, we have not been able to get any dirt on Richards, but a drug dealer told him that Jack Jr. had asked him about obtaining some young women. The drug dealer won’t talk anymore. Richards is freelancing and has not been assigned to Jack’s case. Actually, the state police are trying to close the case, but a couple of politicians keep pushing for an investigation.
 
   “Thanks for the update. I want to think about this and give you some guidance.”
 
   “Sir I also need to tell you that my IT resource informed me that there has been some serious research aimed at Jack, your company and you. He dug deeper and found that the same person was performing major research into missing girls in the area surrounding Louisville to Nashville. The person performing the research is Nathan Cole. He is the father of Kathy Cole. She is the best friend of the girl that Jack allegedly abducted.”
 
   Ray noticed that Mr. Collin’s head jerked to attention when he mentioned Kathy Cole as though he knew her.
 
   “Sir that’s all I have for today’s update. Do I need to do anything now about Richards or Cole?”
 
   “Watch both closely until I get back to you.”
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   Chapter 25
 
    
 
    
 
   “Kathy, I found something that looks weird to me this morning and need to research it further. I had to stop searching because Mrs. White said that I was off task. Okay so first, Jack Collins, Sr. was in a dead end job barely getting by in the early 60’s and then suddenly he has a pile of cash. He bought some cheap houses and apartment building and became a slumlord. Next, he bought several bars and gentleman’s clubs and became wealthy. A short time later he owns several small manufacturing companies and a few years later he is a multi-millionaire with companies around the world.”
 
   “So where did the money come from to start his empire? It has to be something against the law or we would see a trail on the internet.”
 
   I’m going to ask Jeff to help us. He’d probably know how to dig deeper.”
 
   “Fine, God, just don’t try hooking us up.”
 
   “No promises.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mary’s sister called to see how everything was going with Sam and to check on Mary and Bill’s recovery. Mary loved talking with her sister, but was busy and could only talk for a short while.
 
   “Sam is behaving very well and has changed her outlook on school. She actually says that she likes it now.”
 
   They were chatting away, when the intruder alarm went off. Mary looked at the monitor and said, “Sorry sis, I have to get off the phone, we have a visitor.”
 
   Mary watched a small van drive up to the house. The van had a sign on it for a florist shop. The driver got out with a bouquet of roses and walked up to the door. Mary pulled her .380 out of her pocket and opened the door with her other hand. She made sure not to open the door more than a foot and to block the door with her foot just as she was taught.
 
   “Mam, this is for Alice Crabtree at 2641, but I can’t find the house.”
 
   “Mary said, “We are on the south end of the street and the Crabtrees live on the north end. Both ends have the same numbers except for the north and south.”
 
   The driver thanked her and left. Mary saw him looking around the house as he left and this gave her a bad feeling.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Ray, I just turned you in to finance for a $30,000 a year raise and here is $50,000 in cash for you. You are becoming a very important part of my organization and I depend on you to take care of things that I can’t. This is a reward for the great job. Now down to business. You will find another $150,000 in the second envelope. Use it to resolve any outstanding threats to me or my company. Deal with all three threats as you see fit as long as nothing blows back on Collins Industries or me. Keep any left over.”
 
   “Thanks for the confidence in me and thanks for the reward. I will never fail you or the company.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Ray asked George to meet him on the river walk to discuss a new assignment. George showed up promptly on time and shook Ray’s hand.
 
   “George, I want you to take out all three threats ASAP. Make all three look like accidents. I know that it will look bad, but you are a pro and nothing is to come back on me period. What will it take to get the job done?”
 
   “This will take three to four weeks to plan and execute so that nothing can be traced back. Do you have any issue with one of the threats just happening to run afoul of a biker gang and getting shot on the freeway?”
 
   “I like that. Make it happen. How much money for you and how much more to pay your crew for the work?”
 
   “Sorry George, but this will be expensive to pull off all three and isolate it from the Jack Collins investigation.”
 
   “How much?”
 
   “About $60,000 should do it. I might need another $10,000 later to tie up loose ends.”
 
   “Here is $30,000 and there will be another $40,000 when the job is finished.”
 
   “That won’t be a problem.”
 
   “How much more cash to eliminate any witnesses to our recent transactions? Your two people might talk later. I don’t want them popping up later on a plea deal to save their asses."
 
   “Whoa, I’ve been working with those two for several years. How does another $40,000 sound?”
 
   “Works for me. Here is $20,000 now and another twenty when you show me proof. I don’t want these two found. Make them disappear.”
 
   “There is a mine shaft in eastern Kentucky with their names on it. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “George, we have probed the security system at the Jones house and it appears to be the standard alarm system. We can break in and be out without issue. The Cole guy continues to research Collins and Collins Industries and we can’t find any ties to Richards. Richards has stopped actively investigating Collins, but we have a feeling that he knows that he is being watched. I think we need to act now or others might catch wind of their work.”
 
   “I appreciate the work that you two have done and have one last job for you concerning this assignment. I want all three taken out. Cole and Richards are to disappear in a mineshaft and I have a special plan for the Jones family. This time I will be more involved since I need proof of death. I will be taking pictures. You will handle Cole and she will handle Richards. I will personally deal with the Jones family.”
 
   They met several times over the next several days to develop a foolproof plan for the first two targets. George met with an old friend of his who had contacts in the “Death’s Devils” motorcycle club. This gang was out of Texas, but had recently started a chapter in Louisville. They were into drugs, guns and murder for hire.
 
   “Jesus, this must look like these people pissed someone off and were run off the road in a fit of road rage. They all have to die. None of your gang can be caught and the police will think the targets just pissed off the wrong bad guys.”
 
   “George, I can make that happen for $10,000 per body. I’ll even burn the car so there won’t be any evidence.”
 
   “Good deal. I know that I can count on you. Now, here is another $5,000. Get me two 38 revolvers that can’t be traced.”
 
   “Will do.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Nathan Cole had worked late as usual. The new sewage treatment project was behind schedule and over budget. His boss had asked him to take it over, get it back on schedule and reduce cost. He was known as Mr. Fix It around the office. He hated being away from Kathy, but didn’t miss his wife at all. She was an arrogant self-centered woman who only cared about her career and thought that Kathy was a roadblock to her success. The lights were out in the parking lot so he asked the guard to walk him to his car. He was running late, but should still be on time to pick up Gail and take her to a late supper. He planned to tell her about the divorce after supper.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   He had cut the power to the lights and planned to stab Cole and throw him in the back of the Tahoe. Then he would meet George at the mine and dispose of the body. He finally saw Cole walk out the front door and started cussing when he saw the guard walking with Cole. He thought, “What kind of man asks a guard to escort him because it’s a little dark? Cole pulled out of the parking lot and headed to the university to pick up his wife. He followed at a distance looking for an opportunity to force him off the road, but nothing looked good. Cole finally pulled into a parking lot and started to get out of the car when he was grabbed from behind. The knife sliced through his back and up into his kidney. He was dying as he was dragged to the Tahoe.
 
   He was moving the body when he heard, “What are you doing to my husband?”
 
   He turned in time to see a woman hit him with an umbrella. He dropped the body, slashed out at her with his knife and cut her throat. Blood went everywhere. He stuffed both bodies in the back of the Tahoe and sped off into the darkness.
 
   He drove the 80 miles to the mineshaft wondering what George would say. He knew that leaving blood splattered all over the parking lot would not go well with George, much less an extra body to deal with. An hour and a half later, he turned off on an old dirt road and saw where the cable blocking entrance to the road had been cut. He also saw a set of tire tracks going towards the mine that appeared to be fresh. It was over a mile back to the mineshaft and he saw old junk cars and mining equipment strewn about the side of the road. He drove around a curve and his headlights glared off a SUV parked beside a shack and the mine’s entrance. George waved at him and motioned for him to back the Tahoe up to the mineshaft.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Grumpy and Mary had picked Sam up at school to go shopping and then out to dinner. They drove to the mall and the girls went clothes shopping while Grumpy went to a sporting goods store. He wanted to get Mary a more powerful pistol for concealed carry. He looked at several and decided to purchase the Ruger LC9s, which was a 9mm auto that had a seven round magazine. It would do the job and not punish her with massive recoil like his .45. He signed all of the papers and kept shopping while the approval process continued. He also bought her three more magazines and 500 rounds of ammo.
 
   He started to leave the store and went back in to get a present for Sam’s birthday. Of course, she could only shoot it with him present, but he wanted her to have a real gun to practice with besides the .22. He went straight to the clerk and asked for a Ruger SR 45, three spare magazines and 500 rounds of ammo. He was loaded down when he left the store.
 
   He walked down to the benches outside the last store that he saw them at and waited.
 
   Mary and Sam approached Bill from the back and Mary saw the bags.
 
   She said, “Bill, what have you bought now? I see they came from that sporting goods store.”
 
   “Well Mary and Sam, I see that you two have a bunch of bags in your hands and I’m not complaining. Now where do we want to eat?”
 
   Sam spoke up, “I want to eat at the Dairy Bell.”
 
   “I was thinking about a real restaurant.”
 
   Mary spoke up and said, “Bill, she wants to drop by and pick up Sammy. He loves the burgers and fries.”
 
   Grumpy knew that he was outnumbered and gave in.
 
   “Okay, let’s pick up the fur ball and dine on burgers and fries.”
 
    
 
   The police car pulled behind them just as Bill pulled out of the mall and its blue lights were flashing. Grumpy pulled over with the cop right on his tail. Before they could stop, a group of motorcycles roared by them heading south.
 
   “I know that I didn’t speed. I wonder what is going on.”
 
   The officer walked slowly up to the front of Mary’s car and motioned for Bill to lower the window.
 
   Grumpy saw who it was and said, “Walt, how are you doing today and why did you pull me over?”
 
   “Hey Bill sorry to scare you, but I saw you leaving the mall and wanted to let you know that we have a new sheriff. She starts next Monday and is from Texas. They decided that none of us ignorant Kentuckians were qualified for the job.”
 
   “Thanks for the heads up. Hopefully she won’t be a pain in the butt for you and do a good job.”
 
   They talked for a minute and the cop drove off.
 
   “Bill, what did he want?”
 
   “I think he wants to lose his job. He stunk of beer and he wonders why he didn’t get promoted.”
 
   They drove on to pick up Sammy.
 
   “We’re not getting out of the car. Sam, go in and get Sammy and we will wait on you.”
 
   Bill reached into the bag, removed a box and showed it to Mary. He opened the box and gave her a pistol.
 
   “I think that you need more firepower. I hope that you never need it, but I think we need to prepare for the worse. Here I’ll show you how to load it while we wait on Sam. It’s a Ruger LC9s.”
 
   He loaded a magazine put it into the gun, jacked a round into the chamber and then added another bullet to the magazine.
 
   He loaded another and said, “You can practice loading the others. This is a lightweight 9mm and it packs more punch than that .380.”
 
   Mary replied, “You romantic devil. I know most women wouldn’t appreciate a pistol as a gift, but I know that you want us protected. Thanks.”
 
   Mary was kissing Grumpy when Sam and Sammy came out to the car.
 
   Sam yelled, “Get a room, weirdoes. You are warping my fragile mind.”
 
   Grumpy said, “Get your butt in the car; I’m hungry."
 
   Sammy jumped in and lay down beside Sam in the back seat. Grumpy pulled out of the driveway and started down the road. As soon as Grumpy got up to speed, several motorcycles pulled in behind him. One ran almost up to his bumper several times and backed off. Then a rider drove up beside him and kicked the car door and yelled pull over. Grumpy sped up and left them behind.
 
    
 
   George had a smile on his face and said, “Thanks for completing the job. Were there any issues?”
 
   “Sorry George, but his wife surprised me and I had to kill her also.”
 
   George said several curse words and then said, “That’s not good. Did you bring her body?
 
   “Yes, she’s in the back with Cole.”
 
   “Well it is what it is. Don’t expect a reward for a good job this time. Let’s drag them to the vertical shaft. It’s about 50 feet inside the main shaft; it’s about four feet wide and several hundred feet deep. I have a couple of lanterns along the path giving us a little bit of light.”
 
   They dragged both bodies to the old airshaft and pushed Cole over the edge. There was no sound for several seconds and then they heard a thud.
 
   “Grab her shoulders and I’ll grab her feet. Okay we’re close enough. Drop her!”
 
   As soon as she fell free from their grasp, George reached over and pushed him towards the hole in the floor, but he saw George move and was able to catch his balance and jump across the shaft. He tried to draw his gun, but George already had his drawn. George calmly pulled the trigger, shot his friend twice in the chest and saw him fall down the shaft. George failed to see the blood and the gun on the floor of the mine.
 
    
 
   George knew that he only had a couple of hours before she would arrive with Richard’s body. He had always thought that he would end up in bed with Jane, but business is business he thought. He walked out of the mine, got into the Tahoe and couldn’t find the keys.
 
   George said to himself, “That bastard has the keys on him. I should have been prepared for that.”
 
   He went to his car and got a pair of pliers and a screwdriver to use to hotwire the SUV. He pried the bottom of the dash apart and cut the wires leading to the ignition switch. There were about twenty wires and he tried several combinations to no avail. He was able to make a bunch of sparks; however, the starter never tried to turn the engine over. He was on the floor of the SUV with his head under the dash when he heard a car coming up the road. He quickly got out of the car and brushed himself off. He ran over to his car, sat in the driver’s seat and waited on Jane to arrive.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   As planned, she watched Richards get into his personal car and head down Highway 65 towards Shepherdsville for his weekly boys night out poker game. He wouldn’t arrive at the poker game if everything went according to plan. She knew that he would stop at the package liquor store and get a case of beer and two bottles of scotch for the all night porker game. He pulled off 65 and drove into the parking lot beside the dumpster. She would be in the backseat when he drove off to head to the game.
 
   Richards was talking to the lady clerk and finally walked out the front door and got in the car. He put his seatbelt on and drove off down the street whistling a tune and patting the steering wheel. He came to a stop sign and coasted to a stop. The bayonet pierced his back and ended his life while she pulled his head back. He grabbed for his pistol and got a shot off into the seat beside him before his last breath.
 
   As she slid him over in the seat she said, “I’ll bet you would have liked to kill me with that last shot, but lady luck crapped on you tonight.”
 
   She drove east on Highway 64 and got off on a side road where she had hidden the Tahoe. She transferred his body to the Tahoe and lit the slow burning fuse to ignite the gas can in the back seat. There would be no evidence left that could be traced back to her.
 
   It was only an hour drive to the mine from where Richard’s car was now burning out of control. She never felt any remorse for killing her targets because it was just her job. She did think that normally she killed bad guys causing someone harm. These were good people, but the money was good. She turned off the road onto the dirt road to the mine, stopped and got out of the car. There were two fresh sets of tire tracks going in to the mine and none coming out. He was supposed to be gone and only George and she were supposed to dump Richard’s body. While she hated men, they had their uses and George was telegraphing his desire for her.
 
   She got back in the car, drove slowly to the mine and parked a few feet from the two-parked vehicles.
 
   She looked at George and said, “George, is everything okay?”
 
   “Yes, everything is going per plan.”
 
   George’s clothes were dirty and wrinkled and his face had dirt on it in several places. Her skin crawled and the hair on the back of her neck tingled.
 
   Her mind was busy thinking about what was going down in front of her.
 
   Her mind warned her, “Danger, danger and more danger.”
 
   “I see his car; is he still here?”
 
   George knew that she was sensing something was wrong, but knew that she would do what he said.
 
   “We had a problem dumping the Coles into the shaft and we both almost fell in. I came out to see if he has a first aid kit when you drove up. There wasn’t one. He has a pretty bad cut and I need to patch him up.”
 
   This did not jive with what she saw as she drove up and pointed at more danger.
 
   “What can I do to help you?”
 
   “Let’s get him bandaged and out of the mine and then we’ll drop the body in the shaft. I’ll tear up my shirt and use it for a bandage. Come on.”
 
   He walked towards the shaft and she followed him into the shaft when he suddenly turned and said, “I forgot something and have to go back to the car. Go ahead and see how he is doing.”
 
   The tunnel was poorly lit, but she saw him grab for his gun, but he was too slow for she already had hers drawn and aimed at him. She shot three times and he fell to the floor.
 
   She walked up, kicked the gun out of his hand and said, “I guess that you were just tying up loose ends. I assume he is at the bottom of the shaft with Mr. Cole. Well I can’t be too mad at you because I was thinking the same thing. A powerful man like Collins didn’t get where he is by leaving loose ends lying around.”
 
   He smiled at her and his eyes closed for the last time.
 
   She dragged him to the shaft and pushed him over the edge and thought, “Damn, why couldn’t he have waited until we dropped Richards into the shaft?”
 
    
 
   She dropped Richards into the shaft and then cleaned up the area around the mouth of the shaft. Then she drove George’s car to the mouth of the shaft, put it into neutral and gave it a push. The tunnel was large enough that it bounced against the walls and finally came to a stop about 50 feet away from the entrance. She got in his SUV and saw that someone had tried to hot wire the vehicle, but had botched the job. She quickly found the right combination of wires, started the SUV and drove it to the mouth of the mine. She retrieved a bag from her Tahoe, opened it to see the C4 and set the timer to go off in 10 minutes. She placed it in the back seat. She started the vehicle and jammed a rock against the gas pedal, pushed the brake down and yanked the gearshift to drive and jumped out of the way. The SUV leaped into the tunnel and crashed into the other car.
 
   Jane calmly got into her Tahoe, drove out to the road and waited for the explosion. After a few minutes, she heard the blast and a rumble that shook the ground. She drove off towards Louisville knowing that she only had a few hours to prepare to disappear. Her mind raced going over everything from what to take from her apartment to how to move her money to safer accounts. Most of her money was in an off shore account in another name so it would be safe. She wanted to get her guns, jewelry and some clothes before heading out. She would not make it easy on Collins to finish tying up loose ends. 
 
   She was on a plane at 6:00 a.m. heading to Miami and then on another to Brazil. She had bogus identification and a passport. She was confident that Collins would never find her. She retired that day.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Mary, I don’t like this. Those same guys passed us while I was talking to Walt. Mary, load those other magazines. Sam, please open those bags, get the gun out of the case and load it. Load all of the magazines that you can find. I may be wrong, but if I can run from these guys, we may have to fight them.”
 
   Mary and Sam quickly loaded the guns and magazines while Grumpy picked up speed. He looked back and the gang was gaining on them. They ran another car off the road trying to pass Grumpy. Another pulled beside Grumpy and hit the back window with a club shattering the window. Grumpy swerved towards him and knocked the man off the bike and it crashed into a tree. One bike pulled off to check on his buddy while the others swarmed on Grumpy’s car. They were pounding on the car with chains and clubs. Grumpy started swerving left to right and knocked another off his bike.
 
   “Dad, that guy has a gun.”
 
   There was a blast and glass blew in on all of them. They all received cuts and pieces of glass stuck to their necks.
 
   Grumpy poked his .45 out the window and shot the closest biker. Mary shot three times and knocked another off. Both bikers went cartwheeling down the road tumbling to a stop. The remaining five speeded up and all were shooting at the car. One got off a lucky shot that blew the back tire. Grumpy thought all was lost when several explosions went off in the back seat then several more. Sam emptied one magazine and then another into the five bikers. Two fell off and their bikes exploded when they hit the guardrail. She reloaded and started firing again. The last three dropped back and left as quickly as possible. He pulled the car to the side of the road.
 
   “Sam, stop firing. They are either dead or high tailing it out of Dodge. Mary, call 911. Let’s get on to the hospital. Tell them who we are and that we are heading to the hospital. Are y’all hurt?”
 
   Mary said, “I think I wet my pants, but I only have some cuts and glass sticking in my neck. Nothing too bad. Sam, how are you?”
 
   Sam was shaking and trying not to show how scared that she was. 
 
   She replied, “I’m okay and have the same cuts and glass. Sammy is hiding in the floorboard. What was that gun and I want one just like it.”
 
   They were all shaken up and talking a mile a minute when Sammy uttered a low growl and climbed on Sam’s lap. He suddenly jumped out the window barking all the way. They heard a scream and cursing then a shot. Grumpy jumped out in time to see one of the bikers was trying to shake Sammy off his arm. Grumpy shot the thug twice in the chest and he fell to the ground. Grumpy stooped down and picked Sammy up.
 
   The biker looked at Grumpy and said, “That’s one mean dog.”
 
   “You got that right you piece of crap. You are dying and a little Shih Tzu ate your lunch. Go to hell.”
 
   The biker’s eyes closed and he stopped breathing.
 
   Grumpy looked at Sammy and said, “Good boy. We owe you our lives again. You will get as many burgers and fries as you want from now on. Mary, you and Sam come out here and watch for the bad guys while I change the tire. Let’s get out of here before they come back.”
 
   Grumpy changed the tire while thinking about what he had said to the biker.
 
   “Mary, I said some mean things to that boy as he was dying. I need to talk with the pastor about that.”
 
   Sam spoke up, “Dad, that guy was trying to kill all of us. Any God that I want to know would want you to protect your family. He came looking for us. We didn’t go try to cause him trouble. You are my hero.”
 
    
 
   He got the spare on and they took off for the hospital. 
 
   Grumpy thought for a minute and said, “Sam, please wipe your finger prints off the gun and give it to Mary. Never mention your role in this attack. You were hiding on the floor with Sammy and didn’t see anything after the shotgun blast. I know you won’t like this, but I don’t want them taking you away from us. A kid killing thugs in a gun fight won’t impress CHFS.”
 
   “Darn, I shot four and don’t get any credit for offing the them.”
 
   Mary reacted with, “Sam, those men were bad, but they have families and mothers who care about them.”
 
   “Okay Mom. Dad, I won’t say anything as long as you get me a gun like that one. My lips are sealed.”
 
   Sam acted very brave, but was still shaking on the inside.
 
   They arrived at the hospital and several doctors and orderlies greeted them at the door. All three were placed in wheel chairs and wheeled into emergency rooms for treatment. Mary noticed that they were making a much bigger deal about their small cuts and scratches than was warranted.
 
   She stopped a nurse and asked, “What’s going on? Y’all are all over us and we only have a few scratches.”
 
   “Mrs. Jones, Grumpy and Sam are heroes here. Sorry, Mr. Jones and Sam, but everyone calls him Grumpy. They killed the guy who stabbed a guard and killed an orderly here at the hospital. They are special people. We will take good care of all of you.”
 
   Mary told Bill what the nurse said and Grumpy got a big smile on his face.
 
   Mary saw his face and said, “Now don’t get a big head. I might have to bop you on your head with a pan.”
 
    
 
   They finished working on Grumpy first and several KSP investigators were waiting on him.
 
   “Mr. Jones, I hope that you and your family are okay.
 
   “I don’t think any one was hurt too badly. How are the scumbag bikers?”
 
   “Well, they didn’t do as well as you three. Four are dead and we think another five or six are wounded. They took the walking wounded with them. There were four bodies and two severely wounded when we arrived on the scene. What happened and who attacked them?”
 
   “What do you mean by who attacked them?”
 
   “We assumed that you drove up into an ongoing gunfight.”
 
   Grumpy laughed and said, “Those bikers attacked us. They tried to run us off the road and then shot at us. I tried outrunning them, but when they started shooting, we fired back. Those idiots couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn. Mary got most of them since I had to drive.”
 
   “Wait a minute, you mean that you and your wife fought off 6-8 gang members and only got scratches.”
 
   “It was 10-12 to start with and they targeted us. They were following us an hour before and got scared off when we stopped to talk with Walt, a Newton policeman on the side of the road. This was a planned attack on my family.”
 
   “Now Mr. Jones this is pretty farfetched. It still looks like you wandered into a turf war.”
 
   “Check their bodies, you will find slugs from my two .45s and my wife’s 9mm and nothing else. You have our guns; perform a ballistics test. Where is Joe Richards? I need to talk with him. He can help you understand the situation.”
 
   The two KSP officers quickly left the room and came back after a minute.
 
   “So you know Joe?”
 
   “Yes, I met him through Andy Cox, the Newton sheriff who died in a suspicious accident a couple of weeks ago.”
 
   “We need to talk with you. Can you come down to the office now? We need to find out what you know about Andy and Joe.”
 
   “Look, my wife, daughter and I were just attacked by a biker gang. We need some time to rest and get ourselves calmed down.”
 
   “Mr. Jones, we must have your help. Joe didn’t show up for his poker game and we found his burned out car about 40 miles east of here.”
 
   “Damn. Joe is a good man. I hope that they didn’t get him.”
 
   “Who are they?”
 
   “Wait a minute and let me say goodbye to my family. Hey, can y’all take them home and post a guard on them until I get back home?”
 
   “We were planning on that anyway.”
 
   Sam had been standing behind Grumpy and heard the discussion.
 
   She walked up to him and said, “Go with them, Mom and I will be okay.”
 
   “Okay Sam, take good care of your Mom.”
 
   He then whispered in her ear, “Tell your Mom to break out the hardware and be ready to dive into the safe room. Pick a gun for yourself and be ready. They might come again.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam and Mary got in the police car and rode home. They didn’t talk much. 
 
   Sam checked her phone and heard, “Sam, this is Kathy. My Mom and Dad didn’t come home. I’m scared. Call me. Please."
 
    
 
   THE END -----but please, continue reading. The first chapter of the next book in the Grumpy, Sam and Sammy series follows.
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   Chapter 1    
 
    
 
   Grumpy was at the KSP headquarters for several hours being questioned about what he knew about Andy’s death and Joe’s disappearance. There were the two KSP officers that had met him at the hospital after the biker gang tried to kill him and his family and another guy in a suit who just listened. He told them about Jack Collins abusing his foster child, Sam, and her kidnapping. They all knew about the kidnapping and that Jack Collins Jr. was shot to death trying to kill Grumpy and Sam. Her dog Sammy saved them by attacking Jack and giving Grumpy enough time to hit Jack with a shovel.
 
   The senior officer asked, “Bill, I hear that you go by Grumpy. Do you want to be called Bill or Grumpy?"
 
   “Bill will be fine. I’m just getting used to the Grumpy name. That’s what people called me at work behind my back. I must have been a grouch back then.”
 
   “Okay Bill, tell us more about how Joe and Andy fit in to this.”
 
   “I think Andy and Joe were killed because they were investigating Jack Collins Jr. and that led them to something that Jack Collins Sr. did not want discovered.”
 
   The guy in the suit spoke up, “Do you know that Joe is dead? We have no proof that he is dead. Jack Collins Sr. is a pillar of the community, so be careful throwing his name around.”
 
   Grumpy got red in the face and said, “Are you on Collin’s payroll? That sounded like a threat and not an unbiased statement.”
 
   “I’m sorry if it sounded that way. Collins has lawyers and contacts all over the state of Kentucky. He will sue anyone who says anything bad about him.”
 
   “Well you won’t solve these two murders if you don’t dig in his sandbox. Andy, Joe and I have been followed by professionals. They looked like FBI types and Joe had to have his KSP buddies help him shake their tail car several times. I think they killed both Joe and Andy and are behind the gang who attacked my family.”
 
   “Do you know Nathan and Gail Cole?”
 
   Grumpy replied, “No, those names don’t ring a bell. Wait a minute. Are they black and have a daughter named Kathy?”
 
   The officer looked in a file and replied, “Yes, they do. How do you know them?”
 
   “I never met them, but a Kathy Cole is my daughter Sam’s best friend. Why do you ask about them?"
 
   “They were attacked and kidnapped earlier tonight. There was a lot of blood at the scene. Do you think this could be related to Jack Collins and the attacks on you and Sam?”
 
   “This is just too much to be a coincidence. Usually the simplest answer is the correct answer. Does Kathy know?”
 
   “While she must have noticed that they did not come home on time, she doesn’t know what happened. We picked her up a few minutes ago along with a CHFS caseworker. A Janitor at the college saw the attack from half a mile away. He called it in, but by the time the campus police got there, the perp and the Collins were long gone.”
 
   “What are you going to do with Kathy?”
 
   “Well, we normally turn children over to CHFS to take care of until we contact their families.”
 
   “My wife and I will be glad to keep her until her parents come back or family steps forward to care for her. Here is Greg Hope’s home number. He is the Regional Director of CHFS for this area. He will okay it.”
 
   Grumpy gave him Greg’s card and he called Greg and received approval for Grumpy to take Kathy home with him.
 
    
 
   Grumpy was taken to a waiting room where Kathy was talking with a lady. He walked in with the KSP officer and introduced himself to the CHFS caseworker.
 
   “Hello, I am Bill Jones and I know Kathy.”
 
   Kathy saw Bill, ran to him and hugged him.
 
   “Mr. Jones, mom and dad didn’t come home tonight and now the police came and got me and brought me here and I don’t know what is going on. Where are my mom and dad?”
 
   “Kathy, I just got here to take you home to stay with us until we figure this out. I don’t know any more than you do. Come on with me and we will get you home and in bed. It’s midnight.”
 
   The KSP officer told the caseworker that they had obtained approval from Greg Hope and she gave Grumpy a bag with Kathy’s clothes and left the room.
 
   Kathy and Grumpy were taken to Grumpy’s home by one of the officers, since Grumpy’s car had been shot up during the biker gang attack earlier that day.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Mary, wake up. There is a car pulling up into the driveway. It looks like a police car.”
 
   Mary woke up, grabbed her pistol and went to the window. She saw Grumpy getting out of the car and then saw Kathy with him.
 
   She opened the door and said, “Hello Kathy come on in. What are you doing out so late?”
 
   Kathy started crying and said, “My mom and dad didn’t come home.”
 
   Sam hugged Kathy and said, “You are welcome in our home anytime. Come on in and I’ll get us some ice cream.”
 
   Mary said, “Boy that sounds good, I’ll help.”
 
   They ate the ice cream and turned in for the night. Kathy, Sam and Sammy slept in Sam’s room and talked for an hour before going to sleep. Sammy licked Kathy’s face and sat in her lap until they went to bed for the night.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Ray, what the hell do you mean that things didn’t go as planned? I paid you too much to allow things not to go as planned. What happened?”
 
   “Sir, two of the targets were abducted and have disappeared. There was a failed attack on the family that resulted in a slaughter of the attackers and only minor injuries to the targets." 
 
   "Clean this mess up and deal with your team that failed.”
 
   “Mr. Collins, My team has disappeared. They did not come back for the other half of their money so I can only assume that they were eliminated.”
 
   “Ray, that makes no sense. One side or the other should have showed back up.”
 
   “Sir, I think that the two targets were eliminated, but when my senior contact tried to eliminate his team things backfired on him.”
 
   “Is there any chance any of this crap will fall on my doorstep?”
 
   “No sir, there is no connection to you at all.”
 
   “Dismissed!”
 
   Jack Collins Sr. left the meeting thinking that Ray was wrong about there being no connections back to him. He made a call to sever that connection.
 
   “Jerry, you said that if I ever needed your services to call you at this number.”
 
   “Jack, it’s good to hear from you. I guess that I should be sorry that you have to call me, but even I have to make a living. Meet me at the lobby of the Radisson at 3:00 p.m. Don’t worry about cash; I know that you are good for it."
 
   Ray disappeared later that week.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mary woke up at 8:00 a.m., rubbed her eyes, rolled back over and fell asleep. She woke up an hour later, quietly dressed and went downstairs to start breakfast. She checked the security system and found no issues. All screens were clear so she made her usual pot of coffee and went out to the patio to enjoy the morning. A few minutes later Sam and Sammy joined her. Sam sat down beside Mary, laid her head on the table and pretended to be snoring.
 
   “Baby, we had a rough night. Are you okay?”
 
   “Mom, besides being, kidnapped, chained in a cabin with a bomb, shooting Jack and shooting four biker thugs this has been a great month.”
 
   “You forgot the shotgun blast through my poor car’s window.”
 
   “Yeah, that too.”
 
   Sam went into the kitchen and brought a cup and the pot out to refill Mary’s cup.
 
   “Mom, are y’all sorry that you became my foster parents? It has been a bit hectic since I joined the family.”
 
   “Sam, we can’t wait to adopt you. Actually, we thought that you would be the devil’s child from hell and we would barely survive the experience.”
 
   “Don’t pat me on the back too soon. I know I’ll screw up some more sometime.”
 
   “Don’t worry, we all make mistakes. Families pull together when one of them make a mistake and help that one fix their mistake and move on.”
 
   Sam thought for a minute and a tear ran down her cheek.
 
   She looked over at Mary, patted her belly and said, “Is my baby a mistake?”
 
   Mary went to her and took her in her arms and replied, “I can’t lie to you and say it was planned, but most babies surprise their parents. Only a few plan everything out and say let’s have a baby on December 5th. Babies come when they come. Your baby will have a mom, two grandparents and a fuzzy gray dog who all love it dearly.”
 
   “I love you Mom.”
 
    
 
   Kathy came down the stairs closely followed by Grumpy.
 
   “Mary, Kathy and I are starving. How about some of your blueberry pancakes and bacon for breakfast?”
 
   “Okay, I will teach the girls how to make pancakes while you call and check on Kathy’s parents."
 
   The girls had breakfast ready in about 30 minutes and Grumpy came back in the room and asked Mary to step outside with him.
 
   “Mary, the Cole’s kidnapping is all over the news and the police asked me to tell Kathy that her parents were kidnapped, but nothing else. They have contacted her grandparents and they are flying here from the west coast. They will be here late evening tomorrow. I volunteered to pick them up at the airport. I’ll bring them here and we’ll play it by ear from there.”
 
   “Let’s tell her after breakfast. The poor child won’t be hungry after this news.”
 
    
 
   They had a good breakfast and Sammy enjoyed getting a bite or two from everyone. He stayed close to Kathy and sat in her lap several times.
 
   “Sam, please clean up the table and do the dishes while we pass on what we know to Kathy.”
 
   They took Kathy to the living room and Grumpy filled her in on what they knew so far. The news had most of the detail so Grumpy wanted to tell her before she saw it on the TV.
 
   “Kathy, as you know, your parents are missing. A janitor at the college your mom teaches at saw a man force them into his car and drive east. There was blood at the scene, but we don’t know who’s it is or if they are wounded. Kathy, that’s all we know. All of this is on the news. Your sad’s parents are coming to be with you until we figure out what happened.”
 
   Kathy held her composure and said, “Mom and dad are probably dead, aren’t they?”
 
   “Kathy, I won’t speculate. It looks bad and the police have very little clues. There hasn’t been a ransom note or any trace of them.”
 
   Kathy started crying and Mary held her and consoled her as best that she could. Sam joined them a little while later and took Kathy up to her room.
 
    
 
   “Mary, something doesn’t feel right here. I’d swear that this was connected to the attacks on our family, Joe and Andy, but I can’t see any connection besides that Kathy is friends with Sam.”
 
   “Bill, we have enough to worry about. The attacks on us may just be starting. I watch that darn security monitor every minute and wonder if someone is going to drive up shooting at the house. I might just start sleeping in the safe room.”
 
    
 
   “Sam, do you think that whoever took my parents could be the same people behind the attacks on y’all? This is just too weird. Two different families have people targeting them. Just too much of a coincidence for me. I won’t let myself cry and fret; I want to solve this and find the rats who took them.”
 
   “Kathy, I was thinking the same thing. I know that you hate Jack and his dad, but what did his dad ever do to you? Jack tried to corner you at my house, but did you ever meet his dad?”
 
   Kathy took a deep breath and said, “Jack’s dad dropped by your house one day to give Jack something and I knocked on the door while he was in your house. He was drunk, pulled me into the house and tried to pull my shorts down. I kicked him on the shin and got away. He yelled that he would kill me as I ran away.”
 
   “We need to keep our investigation of Mr. Jack Collins going and find the dirt on him. We have to stop him before he hurts more girls.”
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END  of Chapter 1 of  Power Can be Deadly
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