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Chapter Three: 

Sam stood on the apartment complex roof for a moment and looked out at the 

city streets below.  Crouching down he scurried across the roof toward to the East 

side of the building.  AJ sat powerless on the corner of the flat asphalt roof.  

   “There you are.” 

     He set his backpack down, removed the spare battery pack, hooked it up to AJ 

and began charging the drone.   

   He texted back to Skeeter, 

   On roof got AJ charging him now. 
   He then peered across the street to the doors of the welding shop – all quiet.   

   No activity yet 

   Skeeter sent back as he watched the monitor in the warehouse. 

   Then he began packing things up in the boxes and hiding them in the corner of 

the warehouse as Sam had instructed.  The plan was for him to watch the welding 

shop on the monitor until Sam had arrived or AJ’s camera lost juice.  Then to pack 

up the monitors and equipment, hide them and meet him on the roof. 

   He let Sam know, 

   On my way  

   as he closed the door to the warehouse and hopped on his bike. 

   Meanwhile Sam was on the roof about to adjust AJ’s right wing when he noticed 

a man emerge from the welding shop door.  Sam eyed him carefully as he stood 

on the sidewalk and lit up a cigarette.  Another man then came out and joined 

him.  Sam knew they couldn’t see him, but he instinctively crouched down and 

watched. 

   Then Sam made a decision. 



   AJ would need another thirty minutes to charge.  So he would try and get close 

to the welding shop and see if he could pick up any of the two men’s 

conversation. 

   He grabbed his Biodish-7400 from his backpack and made a few adjustments.  

The electronic listening device, looked like a miniature satellite dish, and was 

state of the art, amplifying sound up to 1500 feet with astounding results.  

   He descended the apartment building and ran around the block, approaching 

the welding shop from the back side.   Darting along the side between several 

shrubs, Sam was now sensing the danger of what he was doing. 

   Tucked behind one of the shrubs, he looked up and saw the two men about 150 

feet away.   He pointed the Biodish at them and connected his phone to record 

any conversation it could pick up.   

   Garbled text scrolled across Sam’s phone and then it began to clear up. 

   “…They’re ready inside.  Pull the truck out and let’s roll”, 

   one of them said.  Tossing his cigarette on the ground, the other replied, 

   “Five minutes then we move out.  No delays you got that?”   

   “I got my end covered.  Always do.” 

   Then it went quiet for a moment.  

   “Hey what if the dude won’t do it?”   

   The other guy got in his face, 

   “What’da mean?  Of course he’ll do it.  It’s his wife man.  The message sent was 

clear – don’t say a word to anyone including the cops and make the 

announcement Sunday or your wife is dead.” 

   The other man shook his head, 

   “I don’t know.  He’s pretty sold out on that Jesus thing, he might not do it.”   

   “He will – price is too high not to – a dead wife.” 

   “Ya maybe…but we gotta kill her anyway, even if he does it.” 

   “Right, but he doesn’t know that.” 

   Sam began to panic. 

   “Oh no” he whispered.   

   He could hardly believe it.   A drop of sweat from his forehead smeared his 

phones display.  “Gotta calm down and think this through”, he thought.  The 

whole evening was beginning to feel surreal. 



   The two men moved back inside.  Sam knew he was out of time.  He noticed a 

boxwood hedge about four feet high that ran parallel to and was about ten feet 

from the driveway.  He looked at his phone and then at the hedge. He had an 

idea. 

   The app was one he came up with last summer.  He pulled it up on his phone 

and programed it with the setting he would need.  Fifteen seconds later he 

dashed off with phone in hand toward the hedge.  If anyone came out the 

welding door and looked his way now he was dead.   

   Diving in behind the hedge, Sam lay there for a moment not breathing.  Then he 

slowly let his aching lungs take air in and out as he tried to be quiet.  After a few 

seconds he pushed some of the bush aside to look through at the driveway. 

   He sighed, all clear. 

   He fired off a quick text to Skeeter. 

 They gunna move her then kill her. Meet me on roof by AJ. 

   Just then the welding shop garage door began to open and a Semi truck 

emerged backing out into the driveway.  The driver stopped, got out and walked 

to the back and opened up the trailer doors and then climbed inside. 

   Taking it all in, Sam was frantic. 

   He took a deep breath and then jumped up and took off completely exposed 

running for the semi.  He rolled underneath it, pulled out his phone and turned 

the GPS app on.  Then he pulled a shoelace off and tied the phone to an iron 

crossbar on the underbelly of the truck.      

   “That should do it,” he thought. 

   Still underneath the truck, he heard the sound of the trailer doors being shut. 

    “Dang” he hissed as he tried to pull himself up off the ground hanging from the 

axle frame.  He could see the feet of two men walking back toward the cab. 

   “Let’s do it”, he heard from one of them. 

   Sam struggled as his grip was slipping from the sweat as he tried to hang on.  

The cab doors closed and the semi began to grind into gear.   

The semi began to roll backwards out of the driveway.  It then shifted and Sam 

waited until the eighteen wheels began to roll forward down the street. 

   Then he just let go. 

   He closed his eyes and lay prone on the ground in the middle of the street  



   He then did something he hadn’t done in a long time.  He prayed to God that 

the truck tires would not squash him and that no one would see him. 

  And he knew, somehow, that his prayer was being heard. 

   What the results would be, he didn’t have a clue.  After all he wasn’t exactly on 

speaking terms with Him.  

 

Chapter Four: 

   The rumbling of the truck began to fade away and a lingering of exhaust 

hovered over Sam.  Still lying flat in the street he slowly tilted his head up and saw 

the semi barreling down Penn Avenue.   

   “No brake lights, maybe they don’t see me,” he thought. 

   When the truck was out of sight he looked over at the warehouse – all clear.  He 

quickly got up and ran back by the hedge.  Not sure if anyone was left in the 

warehouse he decided to sneak around to the back entrance to investigate.   

    After several minutes of checking different rooms and not finding any clues, he 

hurried back to the apartment roof to meet up with Skeeter.  

    “Sam!  There you are.  I kept texting you but didn’t hear back.  I thought 

something happened.” 

    “I planted my phone with a GPS app on a Semi truck that they took off in.  I 

think the lady was in it,” Sam replied still catching his breathe. 

    “Oh wow!  Good thinking!  How’d you get it on the truck?” 

    “Don’t ask” 

    “Now what?” 

    “Let’s head back to my house and regroup,” Sam said as he picked up AJ.   They 

descended from the roof and peddled back across town. 

    Upstairs in Sam’s bedroom, the boys were tracking the truck on Sam’s 32 inch 

monitor.  The Dell computer was running Sam’s tracker program and receiving a 

signal from his phone that was tied under the truck. 

    “Looks like there heading for the Old Timber Lane road,” Sam said. 

    “I know that area, pretty desolated out that way.  I wonder where they’re 

going?”  Skeeter added. 



    “Couple of farmsteads is all I see," Sam said as he pulled up a Google map on 

another screen.  He rubbed his face with his hands and looked at Skeeter. 

    “Sam you up there?” came a voice from downstairs. 

    Sam gave Skeeter a startled look. 

    “Ya mom, Skeeter and I just going over some homework.” 

   “Ok good.  Can you please feed Rusty?  I have to meet your father at the Parkers 

and I’m already late.”  

    “Yep.” 

    “And don’t stay up too long, we’ll be back late.” 

   “Ok.  Bye” 

    Skeeter looked at Sam. 

    “Feed the dog…save a lady’s life.  Homework actually sounds pretty good 

compared to all this.” 

    Sam nodded. 

    “Ya.  And something tells me this night is far from over.” 

    “Sam we’re in way over our head.  We should call the police or something,” 

Skeeter said pacing around the room.   

    “I thought about that Skeet but I heard what those guys said.” 

   “What was that?” 

   “They left a message for the lady’s husband to do something or they’d kill her 

and specifically not to go to the cops.”   

   Skeeter sat down in a chair by the desk, “But we need some help.” 

     Sam was quiet then said, “Curt.   We can call my uncle Curt.  He was with the 

Special Forces in the military.  I think he would help us and stay under the radar.”  

“Let’s do it,” Skeeter said. 

    Sam grabbed his other phone we had in his room, activated it and called Curt. 

    Curt pulled up to Sam’s house thirty minutes later and in his 2002 Buick and 

Sam and Skeeter jumped in. 

    “Hey Curt thanks for coming,”  Sam said smiling from the passenger side. 

      “Ya no problem.  I thought I got into trouble when I was in high school but you 

guys take it to a whole nother level,” Curt said shaking his head. 

    The boys brought Curt up to speed on the evening.  Sam pulled out his laptop 

out and began tracking the Semi as it was winding up the Old Timber Lane road. 



    “How’s AJ doing?”  Sam asked looking at Skeeter in the back seat. 

    “Just getting there now.” 

      AJ, with batteries recharged, had been dispatched back to the stadium parking 

lot to check on the lady’s vehicle for any more clues.   

    “Looks like her car is still there.  Door still ajar and I see her purse on the ground 

yet,” Skeeter said as he pecked away on his own laptop. 

    “Ok.  See if you can get her license plate then get AJ back to garage patio at my 

house and land him.” 

    “Will do,” Skeeter said proudly as he was now manning the controls for AJ.  

“Got it.  RKL-M31 California plates.  Ok AJ lets go home.” Sam typed a way for a 

few minutes. 

    “Laura Rollings, 22135 East Clifford Drive San Diego.  Husband is Richard W. 

Rollings.  Just a sec…  Ok looks like he’s a Pastor at Calvary Hill Church.”  Sam 

reported to Curt and Skeeter. 

    “How did you find that out so quick?”  Curt asked. 

    “DMV records from the license plate.  I…let myself into the system,” Sam said 

with a smirk. 

    Skeeter laughed, “I’m glad you’re on our side Sam.  What’s the plan now?” 

     

    Chapter Five: 

   The tracking beacon stopped about two miles up the Old Timber Lane road.  

Sam checked his Google map and it showed a layout of a farmstead.  They 

decided to get as close as possible without being noticed and check it out.   

    They turned on the Old Timber Lane road and parked the Buick about a half 

mile from the farm on a small gravel trail.  Curt then checked the Google map as 

well and the lay of the land. 

    “This looks like the best route,” he said pointing to the map.  He grabbed his 

back pack. 

    “Ok guys let’s roll.” 

    They maneuvered through a wooded area until they were at the woods edge 

which was about 100 yards from the building which was across a field and had the 

Semi parked by it.  The half moon and stars lit up the night sky and the farm now 



had several lights on inside.  They all three watched in eerie silence for a moment. 

    Curt pulled out a tactical army Porro Prism Binoculars and scanned the house.  

Meanwhile Sam setup his handy Biodish-7400 and pointed it at the house to see if 

he could pick up any conversations.  Curt reported a total of four men in the 

house.  He could also see the hostage.  A lady sitting on the floor chained to a 

center support beam in the main living room.  The heat sensing military 

binoculars made him fairly confident that they had accounted for all the people in 

the house. 

    “Starting to get something,” Sam whispered.  

    He adjusted the Biodish so the conversations were scrolling across his laptop.  

They all huddled up and watched the screen. 

       …that’s our best option…    I don’t like waiting… Shut up Emmet 

we stick to the plan… The guy emailed us back and said he would do it… So when?  

Tomorrow at his church service… 10:00…then we take care of her and get back to 

the homeland…we’ll be heroes…A victory over the infidels…Praise Allah! 

   Curt was stunned. 

    “Terrorists…on the homeland…in San Diego.” 

    “It’s 10:15 now.  That means we got about twelve hours until tomorrows 

church service,” Sam replied. 

    “And until that lady’s dead,” Skeeter added. 

    Curt seemed to be processing everything, his demeanor now resolute his eyes 

showing a fire.  He was in battle mode and he wasn’t even in Afghanistan.    

    “Let’s go back to my house and lay out a plan,” curt said as he put his binoculars 

away.  “I’ll call your mom Sam and tell her I asked you to come over and help me 

with getting some materials moved over night for a rush construction job.  She’ll 

be ok with it.  Skeeter not sure about you?  Can you sell your parents on that as 

well?” 

    “I think so.  I’m pretty sure they trust you.” 

   “Ok good because we only have twelve hours and sleep is out of the question.  

We’re gunna need every minute.” 

    They packed up and returned through the moonlit forest to their waiting Buick.  

Then they sped off to Curt Middleton’s house, all of them wondering what the 

next twelve hours would bring.  



     

     

    

 


