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The sudden explosion of breaking glass and splintering wood reverberated inside 

the house like a clap of thunder. I was awake instantly, and the rush of adrenaline 

coursing through my veins propelled me out of the bed and into action. 

“Valerie!” I yelled at my wife, who was already leaping out of the other side 

of the bed. “That should’ve set off the alarm.” 

She was rounding the end of our bed just as I flipped on the overhead 

lights and opened the door of our room. There was someone in the hallway, but 

the beam from a high-powered LED flashlight blinded my eyes before I could 

look away. 

I heard a voice. 

 

“Back the fuck up! Keep your hands where I can see them.” 

I felt the round end of a small pistol barrel poke me in the chest before I 

could blink my eyes and begin to see the revolver in one hand, the flashlight in the 

other. 

“Both of you back up, hands in the air, and stay right where you are.” 



I raised my hands and backed up until I bumped against my bedside table. 

Then the guy swung the pistol and hit me in the face hard enough to get my 

attention, but not enough to hurt me.  

He aimed his gun at Valerie again. “Not another step.” 

My vision had recovered, so I could see the intruder was wearing a black 

ski mask, t-shirt, jeans and boots. He was about five feet seven inches, and thin, 

about 160 pounds, so I had a distinct size advantage, being six feet and 200 

pounds. But he had the gun, a revolver of some kind. That was actually another 

plus for me since the hammer wasn’t cocked. Getting it ready to fire would take 

all the time I needed. 

He started moving the gun in my direction again when I heard the scream. 

“Daddy!” 

It was Leecy. 

“Valerie, there must be another one of them.” 

 

I grabbed the man’s left wrist with such force the flashlight dropped to the 

floor and spun away. I knocked aside his right wrist with my left hand as he 

cocked the gun and fired, sending a bullet into the wall over my left shoulder. 

Letting go of his left wrist, I turned into him with my back, grabbed his weapon 

with both hands, and ripped it from his grip. I made a back left-handed throw of 

the gun to Valerie, who was leaping toward the door to Leecy’s bedroom. She 

caught the gun in the air as I landed a back left elbow to the intruder’s head, 

followed by a crushing right cross to his jaw, knocking him unconscious. I left the 

intruder falling to the floor and raced down the hall. 

“Stop right there, lady,” I heard. 

“Let her go,” she replied, very calmly and softly, “and I won’t kill you.” 

I reached the end of the hall just as two shots slammed into the front door 

behind Valerie. I ducked back inside the cover of the hallway, but Valerie didn’t 

move and she didn’t return fire. 



“Put the gun down and send my partner out here right now,” I heard the 

man say, “or this will get messy.” 

I walked into the foyer with my hands raised in a sign of submission, but 

now he had two potential problems, and they weren’t in the same place. 

 

“Your partner is incapacitated,” Val continued quietly, “and if you don’t 

drop your weapon, you’ll be dead.” 

“I’ll shoot her if you don’t put your hands up and send your man to bring 

my partner to me right now,” he countered. 

 

Streams of moonlight filtered through the dark room from the shattered 

doors the two men had broken through, but I could see the man hiding behind 

Leecy holding a gun to her head. 

 

“Last chance to leave here alive.” 

He’d backed up as far as he could go, pulling Leecy with him to make his 

escape. 

Valerie fired. 

The bullet struck him in the center of his forehead, making a small black 

hole and propelling him up and back. The look on his face was that of a man 

realizing his mistake. 

Leecy raced away from the dead man as Val dropped the weapon and 

stood next to me. The entire incident was over in minutes, but it didn’t feel that 

way to me. I was drained. I was sweating profusely and my hands were shaking. 

Maybe it was my age; at forty-six, I wasn’t as young a man as when I started in 

this business, even though I didn’t think of myself as an old man. But that wasn’t 

all of it. Now that I had a wife and daughter, I had something to lose. 

I hugged Val and Leecy. I held my wife and felt her calming presence wash 

over me. As we both embraced our child, I thanked whatever gods there might be 

that my two girls were safe. 



“What the heck just happened?” Leecy asked from the safety of the hug we 

had her sandwiched in. 

 

“Home invasion,” Valerie answered. “We need to call Lester and get him 

out here.” 

 

“I’ll phone the station from the bedroom,” I said, “and check on the guy 

back there while I’m at it.” 

“Yeah, okay, so you say it’s a home invasion,” Leecy went on, “but don’t 

most invaders steal your stuff and not try to kidnap you?” 

I was back in our bedroom, stepping over the limp body of the first guy, 

but could still hear Leecy’s voice. 

“And Mom….you…uh…just killed someone.” 

“I know, dear, but…” 

“Dead.” 

“It was a lucky shot.” 

“Lucky shot?” Leecy wasn’t satisfied, obviously. “That’s not my point.” 

I was so relieved we were all okay that it hadn’t occurred to me that Leecy’s 

questions would have to be answered. And not just to her satisfaction: we’d have 

to answer similar questions by the police, and if this incident were classified as 

more than just a home invasion, we’d be in danger of generating a lot of 

unwanted attention. 

I dialed our local police station and was relieved to hear the woman’s voice 

on the other end. 

“Elizabeth. This is Ron Granger.” 

“Hi, Ron. Why are you calling the police station at five minutes after four 

in the morning? Is everyone all right?” 

 

Elizabeth Williams was the pregnant wife of Park City, Georgia’s soon-to-

be Chief of Police and current Captain, Lester Williams. Lester had been 



performing the job of Chief for the past two years. Everyone felt the current 

Chief’s retirement was imminent this time, especially Elizabeth who ran the front 

desk and just about everything else at the station. 

It was Val who first met Elizabeth and Lester when they both were 

working grunt jobs at her brothers’ family business, INESCO. She’d encouraged 

them to go to the police academy in Atlanta and get the better jobs they now had 

on the local police force. 

 

“Yes, we’re all fine. We just had a little break-in here at the house and need 

Lester or whomever is on duty to come out and take a look,” I said. “We’ve got 

one dead intruder and one that needs medical attention.” 

“Dead intruder? My goodness!” She said. “Sounds like those folks picked 

the wrong house to break into this morning. Are you sure everybody is okay?” 

She didn’t wait for my response. “I’m going to tell the medics to take a look at all 

of you while they’re there.” 

I thought about protesting but knew it would be useless, so I just said, 

“Thank you, Elizabeth,” and added, “I hope you are feeling better. I know from 

talking with Lester last week the past few months have been difficult for you.” 

 

“I’m feeling just fine, thank you. Lester is on his way. I’ve got to call the 

coroner and the paramedics. Now hang up, Ron.” 

Elizabeth was a take-charge lady, no doubt about it. 

I hung up the phone and laughed at my instinctive southern desire to be 

polite at a time like this. Val and Leecy were coming toward me down the hall. 

“Get dressed, kiddo, and meet me in the kitchen.” 

“Okay, Dad. Hey Mom, I’m not finished with you.” 

I pulled off the unconscious man’s belt and secured his arms behind his 

back to the foot of the four-post bed and then joined Val where she was in the 

bathroom stripping off her nightshirt and pulling on her jeans. 

“Leecy has a million questions, and I don’t have the answers for her.” 



“You’ve got the answers,” I said. “You just don’t want to tell her what they 

are, and neither do I, not yet. For one thing, we have to find out who these guys 

are and what they really wanted here.” 

“It could be something we did five or ten years ago that’s finally catching 

up with us…” 

“Right…for revenge, retaliation…” I agreed. “A lot of our enemies would 

definitely like to hurt us, but I’m betting they still don’t know for sure who we 

really are. All they could possibly have is maybe our code names, or whispers, 

rumors, and vague, mixed-up descriptions that don’t even match how we really 

look.” 

“And Ron,” Val went on, “if our old enemies did know who and where we 

were, they’d come in greater numbers, more heavily armed and better prepared.” 

We stood silent for a moment, looking at each other. 
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