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In Fort Repose, a river town in Central Florida, it was said that sending
a nmessage by Western Union was the same as broadcasting it over the conbi ned
networks. This was not entirely true. It was true that Florence Wechek, the
manager, gossiped. Yet she judiciously classified the personal intelligence
that flowed under her plunp fingers, and naintained a prudent censorship over
her tongue. The scandal ous and the enbarrassi ng she excised from her
conversation. Sprightly, trivial, and harm ess itens she passed on to friends,
t hus enhanci ng her status and relieving the tediumof spinsterhood. If your
sister was in trouble, and wired for noney, the secret was safe with Fl orence
Wechek. But if your sister bore a legitimte baby, its sex and wei ght woul d
soon be known all over town.

Fl orence awoke at six-thirty, as always, on a Friday in early Decenber.
Heavy, stiff and gracel ess, she pushed herself out of bed and padded through
the living roominto the kitchen. She stunbled onto the back porch, opened the
screen door a crack, and funbled for the mlk carton on the stoop. Not unti
she straightened did her china-blue eyes begin to discern nmovenent in the
hushed gray world around her. A jerky-tailed squirrel darted out on the
| ongest linb of her grapefruit tree. Sir Percy, her enornous yellow cat, rose
fromhis burlap couch behind the hot water heater, arched his back, stretched,
and rubbed his shoul ders on her flannel robe. The African |ovebirds
rhythm cally swayed, heads pressed together, on the swing in their cage. She
addressed the | ovebirds: "Good norning, Anthony. Good norning, Ceo."

Their eyes, spectacularly ringed in white, as if enbedded in nmint Life
Savers, blinked at her. Anthony shook his green and yell ow pl umage and rasped
a greeting. Ceo said nothing. Anthony was adventurous, Cleo timd. On
occasi on Anthony grew raucous and irascible and Florence rel eased himinto
l[imtless freedomoutside. But always, at dusk, Anthony waited in the
Turk' s-cap, or atop the frangi pani, eager to fly home. So long as Cl eo
preferred confortable and sheltered inprisonment, Anthony would remain a
donesticated parrot. That's what they'd told her when she bought the birds in
Mam a nonth before, and apparently it was true.

Fl orence carried their cage into the kitchen and shook fresh sunfl ower
seed into their feeder. She filled Sir Percy's bowl with mlk, and crunpled a
bit of wafer for the goldfish in the bow on the counter. She returned to the
living roomand fed the angel fish, nmollies, guppies, and vivid peons in the
aquarium She noted that the two miniature catfish, useful scavengers, were
active. She was checking the tank's tenperature, and its electric filter and
heat er, when the percolator chuckled its call to breakfast. At seven, exactly,
Fl orence switched on the television, turned the knob to Channel 8, Tanpa, and
sat down to her orange juice and eggs. Her norning routine was unvaried and
efficient. The only bad parts of it were cooking for one and eating al one. Yet
breakfast was not her |oneliest neal, not with Anthony ogling and gabbli ng,
the six fat goldfish dancing a dreany oriental ballet on diaphanous fins, Sir
Percy rubbi ng agai nst her | egs under the table, and her cheery friends on the
norni ng show, hired, at great expense, to informand entertain her

As soon as she saw Dave's face, Florence could sense whether the news was
going to be good or bad. On this norning Dave | ooked troubled, and sure
enough, when he began to give the news, it was bad. The Russi ans had sent up
anot her Sputni k No. 23, and sonething sinister was going on in the Mddle
East. Sputnik No. 23 was the | argest yet, according to the Snithsonian
Institution, and was radi oi ng continuous and el aborate coded signals. "There
is reason to believe," Frank said, "that Sputniks of this size are equipped to
observe the terrain of the earth bel ow "



Fl orence gat hered her pink flannel robe closer to her neck. She gl anced
up, apprehensively, through the kitchen wi ndow. All she saw were hibi scus
| eaves dripping in the pre-dawn ground fog, and bl ank gray sky beyond. They
had no right to put those Sputniks up there to spy on people. As if it were on
his m nd al so, Frank conti nued:

"Senator Holler, of the Arned Services Comittee, yesterday joined others
of a Mdwest bloc in demanding that the Air Force shoot down Sputni ks capable
of military espionage if they violate U S. air space. The Krem in has al ready
had something to say about this. Any such action, the Kremin says, will be
regarded the same as an attack on a Soviet vessel or aircraft. The Krenlin
poi nted out that the United States has traditionally chanpioned the doctrine
of Freedom of the Seas. The sanme freedom says the Soviet statenent, applies
to outer space."

The newsman paused, |ooked up, and half-smiled in wy anusenent at this
conplexity. He turned a page on his clipboard.

"There is a newcrisis in the Mddle East. A report fromBeirut, via
Cairo, says that Syrian tanks of the nmpbst nodern Russian design have crossed
the Jordanian frontier. This is undoubtedly a threat to Israel. At the sane
ti me Damascus charges that Turkish troops are nobilizing. "

Fl orence flipped to Channel 6, Olando, and country rmusic. She did not
understand, and could not become interested in, the politics of the Mddle
East. Sputni ks seenmed a cl oser and nore personal nenace. Her best friend Alice
Cooksey, the librarian, clained to have seen a Sputni k one evening at
twilight. If you could see it, then it could see you. She stared up through
t he wi ndow again. No Sputni k. She rinsed the dishes and returned to her
bedr oom

As she westled with her girdle, Florence's thought gravitated to the
equal Iy prying behavior of Randy Bragg. She adjusted the Venetian blinds unti
she coul d peer out. He was at it again. There he was, brazenly i modest in
checked red and bl ack pajamas, sitting on his front steps, knees akinmbo and
bi nocul ars pressed to his eyes. Although he was perhaps seventy-five yards
di stant, she was certain he stared directly at her, and could see through the
tilted | ouvers. She ducked back agai nst the bedroomwal |, hands protecting her
breasts.

Al nost every evening for the past three weeks, and on a nunber of
nor ni ngs, she had caught himat it. Sometinmes he was on the piazza, as now,
sometines at a second-fl oor wi ndow, and sonetimes high up on the captain's
wal k. Sonetimes he swept the whole of River Road with his gl asses, pretending
an interest el sewhere, but nore often he focused on her bungal ow. Randol ph
Rowzee Bragg a Peeping Toml It was shocki ng!

Long before Florence's nmother moved south and built the brown-shingle
bungal ow, the Braggs had lived in the big house, ungainly and monolithic, with
tall Victorian wi ndows and belly-ing bays and broad brick chi meys. Once it
had been the show pl ace of River Road. Now, it appeared shabby and out noded
conpared with the long, |low, antiseptic citadels of glass, nmetal, and tinted
bl ock constructed by rich Northerners who for the past fifteen years had been
"di scovering" the Tinucuan River. Still, the Bragg house was pl anked and
panel ed with native cypress, and encased in pine clapboard, hard as iron, that
m ght | ast another hundred years. Its grove, at this season like a full green
cloak flecked with gold, trailed all the way from back yard to river bank, a
quarter mle. And she would say this for Randy, his grounds were well kept,
bright with poinsettias and bougainvillea, hibiscus, canellias, gardenias, and
flame vine. Florence had known Randol ph's not her, Gertrude Bragg, well, and



ol d Judge Bragg to speak to.

She had wat ched Randol ph graduate from bicycle to jalopy, vanish for a
nunber of years in college and | aw school, reappear in a convertible, vanish
again during the Korean War, and finally conme home for good when Judge Bragg
and Ms. Bragg were taken in the same year. Now here was Randy, one of the
best known and nost eligible young nmen in Turmucuan County, even if he did run
around with Pistolville girls and drink too nmuch, a-what was it the French
called it? - a voyeur. It was disgusting. The things that went on in small
towns, people wouldn't believe. Florence faced the bureau mrror, wondering
how nuch he had seen

Many years ago a man had told her she | ooked something like O ara Bow.
Thereafter, Florence wore her hair in bangs, and didn't worry too nmuch about
her chubby figure. The man, an imaginative idealist, had gone to England in
1940, joined the Commandos, and got himself killed. She retained only a vague
and i nexact nenory of his caresses, but she could never forget how he had
conpared her to Clara Bow, a novie star. She could still see a resenbl ance,
provi ded she sucked in her stomach and lifted her chin high to erase the
fl eshy creases in her neck-except her hair was no longer like Clara's. Her
hair had thinned, and faded to nottled pink. She hurriedly sketched a Cara
Bow pout on her lips, and finished dressing.

VWen she stepped out of the front door, Florence didn't know whether she
shoul d cut Randy dead or give hima piece of her mnd. He was still there on
the steps, the binoculars in his | ap. He waved, grinned, and called across
| awn and road, "Morning, Mss Florence." His black hair was tousled, his teeth
white, and he | ooked boyi sh, handsone, and inoffensive.

"Good norning, Randy," Florence said. Because of the distance, she had to
shout, so her voice was not formal and frigid, as she had intended.

"You | ook real pretty and chi pper today," he yelled.

She wal ked to the car port, head averted as if avoiding a bad odor, her
stiff carriage a reprimand, and did not answer. He really was nervy, sitting
there in those vile pajamas, trying to sweet-talk her. Al the way to town,
she kept thinking of Randy. Who woul d ever guess that he was a deviate with a
conpul sion to watch wonmen dress and undress? He ought to be arrested. But if
she told the sheriff, or anybody, they would only | augh at her. Everybody knew
that Randy dated lots of girls, and not all of themvirgins. She herself had
seen himtake Rita Hernandez, that little Mnorcan tart fromPistolville, into
hi s house and, no doubt, up to his bedroom since the |ights had gone on
upstairs and off downstairs. And there had been others, recently a tall blonde
who drove her own car, a new Inperial with Chio plates, into the circul ar
driveway and right up to the front steps as if she owned the place, and
Randy.

Nobody woul d believe that he found it necessary to absorb his sex at |ong
range through optic nerves and binoculars. Yet it was strange that he had not
married. It was strange that he lived alone in that wooden mausol eum He even
had his office in there, instead of in the Professional Building Iike the
other lawers. He was a hernmit, and a snob, and a nigger |over, and no better
than a pervert. God knows what he did with those girls upstairs. Maybe all he
did was make themtake off their clothes and put them on again while he
wat ched. She had heard of such things. And yet she couldn't make herself
bel i eve there was anything basically wong with Randy. She had voted for him
in the primaries and stood up for himat the neetings of the Frangipani Circle
when those garden club biddies were pecking himto bits. After all, he was a
Bragg, and a nei ghbor, and besides



He obvi ously needed hel p and gui dance. Randy's age, she knew, was
thirty-two. Florence was forty-seven. Between people in their thirties and
forties there wasn't too wi de a gap. Perhaps all he needed, she decided, was a
little understanding and tenderness froma nmature woman.

Randy wat ched Fl orence's ten-year-old Chevy dim nish and di sappear down
the tunnel of live oaks that arched River Road. He |iked Fl orence. She m ght
be a gossipy old nmaid but she was probably one of the few people on R ver Road
who had voted for him Now she was acting as if he were a stranger trying to
cash a noney order w thout credentials. He wondered why. Maybe she di sapproved
of Lib McGovern, who had been in and out of the house a good deal in the |ast
few weeks. What Fl orence needed, he guessed, was the one thing she was
unlikely to get, a man. He rose, stretched, and gl anced up at the bronze
weat her cock on the garage steeple. Its beak pointed resolutely northeast. He
checked the large, reliable marine baroneter and its tw n thernoneter
al ongside the front door. Pressure 30.17, up twenty points in twelve hours.
Tenperature sixty-two. It would be clear and warm and the bass nmight start
hitting off the end of the dock.

He whistled, and shouted, "G af! Hey, Gaf!" Leaves rustled under the
azal ea bed and a | ong nose cane out, followed by an interm nable | ength of
dachshund. Graf, his red coat glistening and tail whipping, bounded up the
steps, supple as a seal. "Cone on, ny short-legged friend," Randy said, and
went inside, binoculars swinging fromhis neck, for his second cup of coffee,
the cup with the bourbon in it.

Except for the library, lined with his father's | aw books, and the
ganeroom Randy rarely used the first floor. He had converted one wing of the
second floor into an apartnment suitable in size to a bachelor, and to his own
taste. His taste neant living with as little exertion and strain as possible.
H s wing contained an office, a living room a conbination bar and kitchen
al cove, and bedroom and bath. The decor was haphazard, designed for his ease,
not a guest's eye. Thus he slept in an outsize mahogany sl ei gh bed inported
from New Engl and by sone renote ancestor, but it was equipped with a foam
rubber mattress and contour nyl on sheets. \Wen, in boredom he wasted an
evening preparing a full neal for hinself, he ate from Staffordshire bearing
the Bragg crest, and with silver fromPaul Storr, and by candl elight; but he
laid his place on the formica bar separating living roomfromefficient
ki tchen. Now he sat on a stool at this bar, half-filled a fat mug with
steam ng cof fee, dropped two |lunmps of sugar into it, and laced it with an inch
of bourbon. He sipped his nmixture greedily. It warnmed him all the way down.

Randy didn't renmenber, exactly, when he had started taking a drink or two
bef ore breakfast. Dan Gunn, his best friend and probably the best nedic north
of Mam, said it was an unhealthy practice and the hall mark of an al coholic.
Not that Dan had repri manded him Dan had just advised himto be careful, and
not let it becone a habit. Randy knew he wasn't an al coholic because an
al coholic craved liquor. He never craved it. He just drank for pleasure and
t he nost pleasurable of all drinks was the first one on a crisp winter
nor ni ng. Besi des, when you took it with coffee that made it part of breakfast,
and therefore not so depraved. He guessed he had started it during the
canpai gn, when he had been forced to |l oad his stomach with fried mullet, hush
puppi es, barbecued ribs dripping fat, chitlins, roasted oysters gritty with
sand, and to wash all down with warm beer and raw rotgut. After such nights,
only mell ow bourbon could clear his head and | aunch hi m on anot her day.

Bour bon had buoyed hi m during the campai gn, and now bourbon nercifully cl ouded
its menmory. He coul d have beaten Porky Logan, certainly, except for one small

tactical error. Randy had been making his first speech, at Pasco Creek, a cow
town in the north end of the county, when sonebody shouted, "Hey, Randy, where



do y' stand on the Suprene Court?"

He had known this question nust cone, but he had not franed the right
ki nd of answer: the noderate Southern quasi-liberal, sem -segregationi st
doubl e-tal k that woul d have satisfied everybody except the palnmetto scrub
wool hats, the | oud-nouthed Kluxers and courthouse whittlers who would vote for
Por ky anyway, and the Georgia and Al abama riffraff crowding the M norcans for
living space in the shanties and three-room bungal ows of Pistolville. The
truth was that Randol ph Bragg hinmself was torn by the problem recognizing its
dangers and conplexities. He had certain convictions. He had served in Korea
and Japan and he knew that the battle for Asia was being lost in counties |ike
Ti mucuan. He al so knew that Pasco Creek had no interest in Asia. He believed
i ntegration should start in Florida, but it nmust begin in the nursery schools
and ki ndergartens and woul d take a generation. This was all difficult to
explain, but he did voice his final conviction, inescapable because of his
| egal heritage and training, and the oaths he had taken as voter and sol dier
He said: "I believe in the Constitution of the United States-all of it."

There had been snickers and snorts fromthe rimof the crowd, and his
listeners, except for the reporters from Tanpa, Ol ando, and the county
weekly, had drifted away. In | ater speeches, el sewhere, he attenpted to
explain his position, but it was hopel ess. Behind his back he was called a
fool and a traitor to his state and his race. Randol ph Rowzee Bragg, whose
great grandfather had been a United States Senator, whose grandfather had been
chosen by President Wlson to represent his country as Mnister
Pl eni potentiary and Envoy Extrordinary in time of war, whose father had been
el ected, without opposition, to half a dozen offices, Randol ph was beaten
five-to-one in the Denocratic primaries for nomination to the state
legislature. It was worse than defeat. It was huniliation, and Randy knew he
could never run for public office again. He refilled his nmug, this time with
nor e bourbon than coffee, and M ssouri, his maid, shuffled in the hallway and
knocked. He called, "Conme in, Mzzoo."

M ssouri opened the door, pushing a vacuum cl eaner and carrying a pai
filled with cans, bottles, and rags. M ssouri was the wife of Two-Tone Henry,
nei ghbor as well as maid. She was six inches shorter than Two- Tone, who was
just Randy's height, five-el even, but Two-Tone cl ai mred she outwei ghed himby a
hundred pounds. If this was true, M ssouri weighed around two-forty. But on
this nmorning, it seened to Randy that she had dwindled a bit. "You dieting,

M zzoo?" he said.

"No, sir, I"'mnot dietin'. | got nerves."

"Nerves!" M ssouri had al ways seenmed nervel ess, solid, and placid as a
broad, deeply rooted tree. Two-Tone been giving you a bad tinme agai n?"

"No. Two- Tone been behavin'. He down on the dock fishin' right now To
tell you the truth, Mster Randy, it's Ms. MGovern. She foll ow ne around
with white gl oves."

M ssouri worked two hours each norning for Randy, and the rest of the day
for the McGoverns, who lived half a nmile closer to town. The McCoverns were
the W Foxworth McGoverns, the Central Tool and Plate McCGoverns, fornerly of
Ol evel and, and the parents of Lib MGovern, whose proper name was Elizabeth
"What do you nean, M zzoo?" Randy asked, fascinated.

"After | dust, she follow ne around with white gloves to see has |
dusted. | know | cleans clean, Mster Randy."

"You sure do, M zzoo."



M ssouri plugged in the vacuum cl eaner, started it, and then shut it off
She had nmore on her mind. "That ain't all. You been in that house, Mster
Randy. You ever seen so nany ashtrays?" "Wat's wong with ashtrays?"

"She don't allow no ashes in "em That poor Mster MGovern, he has to
snoke his cigars outside. Then there was that roach. Big roach in the silver
drawer. Ms. MGovern opened that drawer yesterday and saw that roach and
screeched like she'd been hit by a scorpion. She nade ne go through every
drawer in the kitchen and di ning room and put down fresh paper. Was that roach
sent me to Doctor @unn yesterday. Ms. MGovern she can't 'bide bugs or little
green lizards and she won't go out of the house after dark for fear of snakes.
I don't think the McGoverns going to be with us |long, Mster Randy, because
what's Florida except bugs and lizards and snakes? | think they |eave around
May, when bug season starts good. But Mss MCGovern, she won't want to | eave.
She stuck on you."

"What makes you think so?"

M ssouri smled. "Questions she asks. Like what you eats for breakfast."
M ssouri gl anced at the decanter on the bar. "And who cooks for you. And does
you have other girls."

Randy changed the subject. "You say you went to see Doctor Gunn. Wat'd
he say?"

"Doctor says |I'ma conplicated case. He says | got high bl ood, on account
of 1'm heavy. He says it's good I'mlosin' weight, because that |owers the
hi gh bl ood, but frettin' about Ms. MGovern white-glovin' ne is the wong way
to do it. He says quit eatin' grits, eat greens. Quit pork, eat fish. And he
gives me tranquil pills to take, one each day before | go to work for Ms.
McCGovern. "

"You do that, M zzoo," Randy said, and, carrying his nmug, wal ked out on
to the screen upstairs porch overlooking grove and river. He then clinbed the
narrow ship's ladder that led to the captain's wal k, a rectangle sixteen by
ei ght feet, stoutly planked and railed, on the slate roof. Reputedly, this was
t he hi ghest spot in Tinucuan County. Fromit he could see all the riverfront
estates, docks, and boats, and all of the town of Fort Repose, three niles
downstream held in a crook of sun-flecked silver where the Tinmucuan joi ned
the broader St. Johns.

This was his town, or had been. In 1838, during the Sem nole Wars, a
Li eut enant Randol ph Rowzee Peyton, USN, a Virginian, had been dispatched to
this river junction with a force of eighteen Marines and two small brass
cannon. Lieutenant Peyton journeyed south from Cow s Ford, its nane
patriotically changed to Jacksonville, by longboat. Hi s orders from Genera
Cinch were to throttle Indian comuni cations on the rivers, thus protecting
the flank of the troops noving down the east coast from St. Augustine.
Li eutenant Peyton built a bl ockhouse of palmlogs on the point, his guns
covering the channel. In two years, except during one relief expedition
overland to New Snyrna, he fought no battles or skirm shes. But he shot gane
and caught fish for the garrison pot, and studi ed botany and the cul ture of
citrus. The balny weather and idyllic life, described in a log nowin a teak
chest in Randy Braggs office, inspired the Lieutenant to name his outpost Fort
Repose.

VWen the wars subsided, the fort was decomm ssioned and Li eutenant Peyton
was assigned to sea duty. Four years later he returned to Fort Repose with a
wi fe, a daughter, and a grant fromthe government for one hundred acres. He



had picked this precise spot for his honestead because it was the hi ghest
ground in the area, with a steep gradient to the river, ideal for planting the
oranges just inmported from Spain and the Far East. Peyton's original house had
burned. The present house had been built by his son-in-law, the first Marcus
Bragg, a native of Philadel phia and a | awyer eventually sent to the Senate.
The captain's wal k had been added for the aging Lieutenant Peyton, so that
with his brass spyglass he coul d observe what happened at the junction of
rivers.

Now t he Bragg hol dings had dwindled to thirty-six acres, but thirty were
planted in prime citrus-navels, nmandarins, Val encias, and Tenples - all tended
and sold in season by the county co-operative. Each year Randy received checks
totaling eight to ten thousand dollars fromthe co-operative. Half went to his
ol der brother, Mark, an Air Force colonel stationed at Ofutt Field,
Headquarters of the Strategic Air Command, near Omaha. Wth his share, plus
di vidends froma trust established by his father, and his occasional fees as
an attorney, Randy lived confortably. Since he drove a new car and paid his
bills pronmptly, the trades people of Fort Repose thought himwell-to-do. The
rich newconers classed himw th the genteel poor

Randy heard rnusic bel ow, and knew that M ssouri had started his record
pl ayer and therefore was waxing the floor. Mssouri's nmethod was to spread the
wax, kick off her shoes, wap her feet in rags, and then polish by dancing.
This was probably as efficient, and certainly nmore fun, than using the
el ectric waxer. He dropped into a deck chair and focused his binoculars on
Preacher Henry's place, |ooking for that damm bird in the hamrock of pines,
pal mettos, and scrub oak. The Henrys had lived here as long as the Braggs, for
the original Henry had cone as slave and nanservant to Lieutenant Peyton. Now
the Henrys owned a four-acre enclave at the east boundary of the Bragg groves.
Preacher Henry's father had bought it from Randol ph's grandfather for fifty
dollars an acre long before the first boom when |and was val ued only for what
it grew. Preacher was hitching his mule, Balaam- the last mule in Tinucuan
County so far as anyone knew - to the disk. In this month Preacher harrowed
for his yamand corn planting, while his wife, Hannah, picked and sold
tomat oes and put up kunguat preserves. He ought to go down and talk to
Preacher about that damm bird, Randy thought. If anyone was likely to observe
and recogni ze a Carolina parakeet floating around, it was Preacher, because
Preacher knew all the birds and their calls and habits. He shifted his gl asses
to focus on the end of the Henrys' rickety dock. Two-Tone had five banmboo
pol es out. Two-Tone hinmself reclined on his side, head resting on his hand, so
he coul d watch the corks w thout effort. Preacher's younger son, Ml achai, who
was Randy's yardnman, and reliable as Two- Tone was no-account, was not about.

Randy heard the phone ringing in his office. The nusic stopped and he
knew M ssouri was answering. Presently she called fromthe piazza, "Mster
Randy, it's for you. It's Western Union."

"Tell her 1'lIl be right down," Randy said, lifted hinmself out of the deck
chair, and backed down the | adder, wondering who woul d be sending hima
telegram It wasn't his birthday. If some thing inportant happened, people
phoned. Unl ess-he renenbered that the Air Force sent tel egrams when a nman was
hurt, or killed. But it wouldn't be Mark, because for two years Mark had been
flying a desk. Still, Mark would get in his flying time each nonth, if
possi bl e, for the extra pay.

He took the phone from M ssouri's hand and braced hinsel f. "Yes?" he
sai d.

"I have a telegram Randy - it's really a cable-from San Juan, Puerto
Rico. It's signed by Mark. It's really very peculiar." Randy let out his



breath, relieved. If Mark had sent the nmessage, then Mark was all right. A man
can't pick his relatives, only his friends, but Mark had al ways been Randy's
friend as well as brother. "Wat's the nessage say?"

"Well, I'lIl read it to you," Florence said, "and then if you want ne to
read it again I'll be glad to. It says, “'Urgent you neet ne at Base Ops MCoy
noon today. Helen and children flying to Olando tonight. Al as, Babylon."'

Fl orence paused. "That's what it says, “Alas, Babylon.' Do you want me to
repeat the whole thing for you, Randy?"

"No thanks."
"l wonder what "~ Alas, Babylon' nmeans? Isn't it out of the Bible?"

"I don't know. | guess so." He knew very well what it nmeant. He felt sick
i nsi de.

"There's something el se, Randy."
"Yes?"

"Ch, it's nothing. I'Il tell you about it next time | see you and |I hope
not in those |oud pajamas. Goodbye, Randy. You're sure you have the nessage?"
"I"'msure," he said, hung up and dropped into the swivel chair. Al as,
Babyl on was a private, a famly signal. \Wen they were boys, he and Mark used
to sneak up to the back of the First Afro-Repose Baptist Church on Sunday
nights to hear Preacher Henry calling down hell-fire and dammation on the
sinners in the big cities. Preacher Henry always took his text out of the
Revel ation of St. John. It seened that he ended every lurid verse with, "Alas,
Babyl on!" in a voice so resonant you could feel it, if you rested your
fingertips gently on the warped pine boards of the church. Randy and Mark
woul d crouch under the rear wi ndow, behind the pulpit, fascinated and
wi de- eyed, while Preacher Henry described the Babyl onian revels, including
fornication. Sometines Preacher Henry nade Babyl on sound |ike Mam , and
sonmetines |ike Tanpa, for he condemmed not only fornication--he read the word
right out of the Bible-but also horse racing and the dog tracks. Randy coul d
hear himyet: "And I'mtelling you right now, all wife-swappers,
whi sky-drinkers, and crap-shooters are going to get it! And all themwho cone
out of those sin palaces on the beach, whether they be called hotels or
nmotel s, wearing nminks and jewels and not nmuch else, they is goin' to get it!
And them fast-steppers in Cadillacs and yaller roadsters, they is going to get
it! Just like it says here in the Good Book, that Geat City that was cl ot hed
in fine linen, and purple, and scarlet, and decked with gold and precious
stones and pearls, that Geat Gty was burned off the face of the earth in an
hour. Just one hour Al as, Babylon!"

Ei ther Preacher Henry was too old, or the Afro-Repose congregation had
tired of his scolding and awful prophecies, for he no | onger preached except
on those Sundays when Afro-Repose's new mnister, a |light-skinned college
graduate, was out of town. Randy and Mark never forgot Preacher Henry's
t hundering, and fromit they borrowed their private synonym for disaster, rea
or comc, past or future. If one fell off the dock, or lost all his cash at
poker, or failed to make tinme with a pronising Pistolville piece, or announced
that hurricane or freeze was on the way, the other comm serated with, "Alas,
Babyl on! "

But in this telegramit had very special and exact neani ng. Mark had
secured |l eave at Christmas season | ast year, and flown down with Helen and the
two children, Ben Franklin and Peyton, for a week. On their |ast evening at



Fort Repose, after the others were in bed, Mark and Randy had sat here, in
this office, peering into the bourbon decanter and the deep anxieties of their
hearts, trying to divine the future. Christmas had been a time of troubles, a
time of confusions at home and tensions abroad, but in his whole |life, Randy
could recall no other sort of time. There had al ways been depression, or war,
or threat of war.

Mark, who was in SAC Intelligence, had rolled the old fashi oned gl obe,
three feet through, fromits place in the wi ndow bay, so that the desk Ianp
shone on it. It was a gl obe purchased by their grandfather, the diplomat,
before the First Wrld War, so that the countries, some with unfamliar nanes,
seened oddly scranbl ed. The continents and seas were the sanme, which was al
that mattered. As Mark tal ked, his face becane grave, alnost gaunt, and his
i ndex finger traced great circle routes across the cracking surface-mssile
and borber trajectories. He then drew a rough chart, with two |ines that
intersected. The line that con- tined upward after the intersection bel onged
to the Soviet Union, and the tinme of the intersection was right then

"How did it happen?" Randy had asked. "Were did we slip?"

"I't wasn't lack of noney," Mark had replied. "It was state of m nd
Chevrolet nentalities shying away froma space-ship world. Nations are |ike
peopl e. When they grow old and rich and fat they get conservative. They
exhaust their energy trying to keep things the way they are-and that's against
nature. Ch, the services were to blame too. Maybe even SAC. W designed the
nost beautiful bonbers in the world, and built them by the thousands. W
i nproved and nodified them each year, |ike new nodel cars. W couldn't bear
t he thought that jet bombers thenmsel ves might be out of style. R ght now we're
in the position of the Federal Navy, with its wooden steam frigates, up
agai nst the Confederate iron-clad. It is a state of mind that noney al one
won't cure.” "Wat will?" Randy asked.

"Men. Men like John Ericsson to invent a Monitor to face the Merrinac.
Bol d nen, audaci ous men, tenacious nen. Inpatient, odd-ball men |ike Rickover
poundi ng desks for his atom c sub. Ruthless nmen who will fire the deadheads
and ass-kissers. Rude men who will tell the uninaginative, business-as-usual
seven carbon sons of bitches to go take a junp at a gall opi ng goose. Young nen
because we've got to be a young country again. If we get that kind of men we
may hack it if the other side gives us tine."

"WIIl they?"

Mark had spun the gl obe and shrugged. "I don't know. If | think the
bal | oon is about to go up I'mgoing to send Hel en and the kids down here. When
a man dies, and his children die with him then he is dead entirely, |eaving
nothing to show "

"Do you think they'd be safer here than in Omha? After all, we've got
the Jax Naval Air conplex to the north of us, and Honestead and Mam to the
south, and Eglin to the northwest, and MacDill and Tanpa to the sout hwest, and
the Mssile Test Center on Canaveral to the east, and McCoy and Ol ando ri ght
at the front door, only forty mles off. Wat about fallout?"

"There isn't any place that'll be absolutely safe. Wth fallout and
radiation, it'll be luck-the size of configuration of the weapons, altitude of
the fireball, direction of the wind. But | do know Hel en and the children
won't have nmuch chance in Onmaha. SAC Headquarters has got to be the eneny's
nunber one target. 1'll bet they've programed three five-megaton IC s for
O futt, and since our house is eight nmles fromthe base any kind of near-m ss
does it "- Mark snapped his fingers-"like that. Not that | think it'll do the



eneny any good-command automatically shifts to other conbat control centers
and anyway all our crews know their targets. But they'll hit SAC Headquarters,
hopi ng for tenporary paralysis. Alittle delay is all they'd need. I'll have
to be there, at Offutt, in the Hole, but the least a man can do is give his
children a chance to grow up, and | think they'd have a better chance in Fort
Repose than Omha. So if | see it's conming, and there is tine, 1'll send Hel en
and the kids down here. And I'Il try to give you a warning, sSo you can get set
for it."

Mark smled. "I won't call you up and say, "“Hey, Randy, the Russians are
about to attack us.' Phones aren't secure, and | don't think my CGin-C or the
Air Staff, would approve. But if you hear "Alas, Babylon,' you'll know that's
it."

Randy had forgotten none of this talk. A week or so later, thinking about
Mark's words, Randy had decided to go into politics. He would start in the
state legislature, and in a few years be ready to run for Congress. He'd be
the kind of |eader Mark wanted.

It hadn't worked out that way. He couldn't even beat Porky Logan, a gross
man whose vote coul d be bought for fifty bucks, who bragged that he had not
got beyond the seventh grade but that he could get nmore new roads and state
nmoney for Tirmucuan County than any hal f - baked radi cal, undoubtedly backed by
the burrheads and the NNA A C P., who didn't even know that the

Supreme Court was controlled by Moscow. So Randy's fiasco had been
i nspired by that night, and now t he ni ght bore something worse.

He wondered what Mark was doing in Puerto Rico, and why his warning had

cone fromthere. It should have cone from Washi ngton or London or QOraha or

Col orado Springs rather than San Juan. It was true that SAC had a bi g base,
Ramey, in Puerto Rico, but - It was no use guessing. He'd know at noon. O one
thing he was certain, if Mark expected it to cone, it would probably cone. His
brot her was no alarm st. Randy sonetines all owed enotions to distort |ogic,
Mark never did. Mark was capabl e of cal culating odds, in war or poker, to the
final decimal, which was why he was a Deputy Chief of Intelligence at SAC, and
soon woul d have his star

Randy knew there were a thousand things he should be doing, but he
couldn't think of any of them He becane aware of a rhunba rhythmin the
living room and presently Mssouri skated into view, feet bundl ed w th waxing
cl ot hs, shoul ders novi ng and hi ps bouncing with el ephanti ne el egance, intent
on her polishing. He yelled, "Mssouri!"

"Yessir?" Her forward notion stopped, but her hips continued to wobble
and feet shuffle.

"Quit that struttin' and make up the three bedroonms on the front. Col one
Bragg's family will be here tonorrow "

"Ch, ain't that nice! Just |like |ast year."

"No, not like last year. The Colonel's not comng with them Just Ms.
Bragg and Ben Franklin and Peyton."

M ssouri peered through the door at him "Mster Randy, you don't | ook
good. Themtel egrans are yell ow death. You get bad news or sonething? Ain't
nut hi n happen to Col onel Mark?"



"No. I'mdriving over to McCoy to neet himat noon."

"Ch, that's good. How come the children up north get out of school so
qui ck?"

"l don't know. "

"I"1l dust good, and make up the beds, and put towels and soaps in the
bat hroons just like |ast year."

"Thanks, M zzoo. That's fine."

"Caleb's going to be happy to see Ben Franklin," Mssouri said. Caleb was
M ssouri's son, and just Ben's age, thirteen. Last year, Randy had |l et them
take the boat out on the river, fishing, just as Randy, as a boy, had fished
with Caleb's uncle, Malachai, except that twenty years ago the boat was a
skiff, powered by nuscle and oars, instead of a sleek Fiberglas job with a
thirty horse kicker.

M ssouri gathered up her cleaning materials and | eft Randy alone with his
ni ght mare. He shook his head, but he didn't wake up. The nightmare was real
Slowy, he forced his mind to function. Slowy, he forced hinself to imagi ne
t he uni nmagi nabl e.

He must make a list of the things Helen and the children would need. He
recal l ed that there was nothing stocked in the big kitchen downstairs, and
little in the utility room except some steaks in the freezer and a few canned
staples. My God, if there was going to be a war they'd need stocks of
everything! He | ooked at his watch. He had yet to shave and dress, and he nust
all ow an hour and a half for the drive to McCoy, ten miles south of Ol ando,
when you consi dered the main hi ghways clogged with tourists, and Ol ando's
i nfuriating and hopeless traffic tangle on a sunny payday |ess than three
weeks before Christnmas. And there m ght be sonme delay at the McCoy gate. He
decided to give hinself two hours on the road.

Still, he could start the list, and there was one thing he should do
right away. Ben Franklin drank a quart of mlk a day and Peyton, his
el even-year-ol d sister, even nore. He tel ephoned Gol den Dew Dairy and revi sed
his delivery order drastically upward. This was Randy's first act to neet the
energency, and it was to prove the |east useful

Chapter 2.

Randy |l eft the house in tine to see Mssouri wedge herself under the
wheel of the Henrys' Mbdel -A Ford, an antique -so certified with a "Q tag
i ssued by the state-but kept in perfect running order by Ml achai's mechanica
i ngenuity. "I haven't finished but I got to go now," she said. "Ms. MGCovern
she holds the clock on ne. 1'lIl be back tonorrow "

The Model -A, listing to port with Mssouri's weight, bounced down the
pebbl ed driveway. Randy got into his new Bonneville. It was a sweet car, a
conprom se between a sports job and a hardtop, long, low, very fast, .and a
I ot of fun, even though its high-conpressi on engine drank prem umfuel in
quantity.

At el even, approaching Olando on Route 50, he turned on the radio for
the news. Turkey had appealed to the UN for an investigation of border
penetrations by Syria. Syria charged Israel with planning a preventive war.
| srael accused Egypt of sendi ng snooper planes over its defenses. Egypt



clained its ships, bound fromthe Black Sea to Al exandria, were being del ayed
inthe Straits, and charged Turkey with a breach of the Mntreaux Convention

Russi a accused Turkey and the United States of plotting to crush Syria,
and warned France, ltaly, Geece, and Spain that any nations harboring
Ameri can bases would be involved in a general war, and erased fromthe earth.

The Secretary of State was somewhere over the Atlantic, bound for
conferences in London

The Sovi et Anbassador to Washi ngton had been recalled for consultation
There were riots in France.

It all sounded bad, but famliar as an old, scratchy record. He had heard
it all before, in alnost the same words, back in '57 and '58. So why push the
pani ¢ button? Mark could be wong. He couldn't know, for certain, that the
bal | oon was goi ng up. Unless he knew sonet hing fresh, sonething that had not
appeared in the newspapers, or been broadcast.

Shortly before noon Fl orence Wechek hung her "Back at One" sign on the
of fice door and wal ked down Yulee Street to neet Alice Cooksey at the Pink
Fl am ngo. Fridays, they always lunched together. Alice, tiny, drab in black
and gray, an active, angry sparrow of a wonan, arrived late. She hurried to
Fl orence's table and said, "I'msorry. |'ve just had a squabble with Kitty
O f enhaus. "

"Ch, dear!" Florence said. "Again?" Kitty was secretary of the PTA,
past - presi dent of the Frangipani Crcle, treasurer of the Wmen's Cub, and a
menber of the library board. Al so, she was the wife of Luther "Bubba"
O fenhaus, Chief Tail-Twi ster of the Lions Club, Vice President of the Chanber
of Commerce, and Deputy Director of Cvil Defense for the whole county. He
owned the nobst prosperous business in town, the Ofenhaus Mirtuary, and a twn
real estate devel opnent, Repose-in-Peace Park

Alice lifted the menu. It fluttered. She set it down quickly and said,
"Yes, again. | guess I'll have the tunafish salad.”

"You should eat nmore, Alice," Florence said, noticing how white and
pi nched her friend' s face | ooked. "Wat happened?" "Kitty came in and said
she'd heard runors that we had books by Carl Rowan and Walter White. | told
her the runors were true, and did she want to borrow one?"

"What' d she say?" Florence put down her fork, no longer interested in her
chi cken patty.

"Said they were subversive and anti-South -she's a Daughter of the
Conf ederacy -and ordered me to take them off the shelves. | told her that as
long as | was librarian they would stay there. She said she was going to bring
it before the board and if necessary take it up with Porky Logan. He's on the
i nvestigating conmttee in Tall ahassee.™

"Alice, you're going to | ose your job!" Kitty O fenhaus was the npst
i nfluential person in Fort Repose, with the exception of Edgar Quisenberry,
who owned and ran the bank

"I don't think so. | told her that if anything |ike that happened 1'd
call the St. Petersburg Tines and Tanpa Tri bune and M am Herald and they'd
send reporters and photographers. | said, “Kitty, can't you see your picture
on the front page, and the headline -Undertaker's Wfe Crenmates Books?"'



This was the nost fascinating news Florence had heard in weeks. "Wat
happened t hen?"

"Nothing at all. If I may borrow an expression fromone of mny younger
readers, she left in an eight-cylinder huff."

"You woul dn't really call the papers, would you?"

Alice spoke carefully, understanding fully that everything would soon be
repeated. "l certainly would! But I don't think I'll have to. You see
publicity would hurt Bubba's business. One third of Bubba's custonmers are
Negroes, and another third Yankees who cone down here to live on their
pensions and stay to die." She lifted her bright, fiercely blue eyes and
added, as if repeating one of the Commandments: "Censorship and thought
control can exist only in secrecy and darkness."

"And that was all?"

"That was all.
Fl or ence?"

Alice tried her salad. "Wat've you been doing,

Fl orence could think of no adventure, or even any news culled fromthe
wire, that could conpete with telling off Kitty O f enhaus -except her
experi ence with Randy Bragg. She had pl edged herself not to say anything about
Randy to anyone, but she could trust Alice, who was worl dly-wise in spite of
her appearance, and who ni ght even, when younger, have encountered a Peeping
Tom herself. So Florence told about Randy and his binocul ars and how he had
stared at her that nmorning. "It's alnbst unbelievable, isn't it?" she
concl uded.

"It is unbelievable," Alice said flatly. "But | saw himat it!"

"I don't care. | know the Bragg boys. Even before you cane here,
Fl orence, | knew them | knew Judge Bragg well, very well." Florence
renenbered vague reports, nany years back, of Alice Cooksey having gone with
Judge Bragg before the judge married Gertrude. But that nmade no difference to
what went on in the Bragg house now. "You'll have to admit that those Bragg
boys are a little peculiar," Florence said. "You should have seen the cable
Randy got from Mark this nmorning. Urgent they neet at McCoy today. Hel en and
the children flying to Ol ando toni ght-you know those children can't be out of
school yet and the last two words didn't nake any sense at all. "Alas,
Babylon.' Isn't that crazy?"
"Those boys aren't crazy," Alice said. "They' ve always been bright boys.
Full of hell, yes, but at least they could read, which is nore than | can say
for the children nowadays. Do you know t hat Randy read every history in the
library before he was sixteen?"

"I don't think that has anything to do with his sex habits," Florence
said. She | eaned across the table and touched Alice's arm "Alice, come out to
nmy house tonight for the weekend. | want you to see for yourself."

"I can't. | keep the library open Saturdays. That's nmy only chance to get
t he young ones. Evenings and Sundays, they're paralyzed by TV."

"“I'" mopen Saturday nornings, too, so we can drive in together. I'Il pick
you up when you're through tonmorrow evening. It'll be a change for you, out in
the country, away fromthat stuffy room™



Alice hesitated. It would be nice to visit with Florence, but she hated
to accept favors she couldn't repay. She said, "Well, we'll see."

VWen Alice returned to the library, three old-timers, too old for
shuf fl eboard or the Lawn Bow ers C ub, were bent over the periodical table
Li ke mumm es, she thought, partially unwapped. One of the numies | eaned
slowy over until his nose fell into the fold of Cosnopolitan. Alice wal ked
over to the table and made certain he still breathed. She let himnap on
smiled at the other two, and darted into the reference room wth its
towering, topheavy stacks. Fromthe first stack, religious and spiritual works
i n steady demand, she brought down the King Janmes Bible. She believed she
would find the words in Revel ation, and she did. She read two verses, lips
nmovi ng, words murmuring in her throat:

And the kings of the earth, who have committed fornication and |ived
deliciously with her, shall bewail her, and | ament for her, when they shal
see the snoke of her burning,

Standi ng afar off for the fear of her torment, saying, Al as, alas, that
great city Babylon, that mghty city! for in one hour is thy judgnment cone.

Alice put the Bible back on its shelf and wal ked, head down, to her

cracked oak desk, like a schoolmarm s desk on a dais, in the main hallway. She
sat there, staring at the green blotter, at the antiquated pen and the gl ass
i nkwel |, at the wooden file filled with readers' cards, at the stack of

publishers' spring lists. Alone of all the people in Fort Repose, Alice
Cooksey knew Mark Bragg well enough, and had absorbed sufficient know edge of

the world's illness through the printed word, to understand that the books she
had ordered fromthose spring lists mght never be delivered. She had small
fear of death, and of nan none at all, but the form essness of what was to

cone overwhel med her. She al ways associ ated Babyl on with New York, and she
wi shed, now, that she Iived on Manhattan, where one could die in a bright
mllisecond, without suffering, without risking the indignity of panic.

She picked up the tel ephone and called Fl orence. She woul d conme out for
t he weekend, or even longer, if Florence was agreeable. Wen she set down the
phone Alice felt steadier. If it came soon, she would have a friendly hand to
hol d. She woul d not be al one.

The Air Police sergeant at McCoy's main gate questi oned Randy, and then
allowed himto call Lieutenant Col onel Paul Hart, a squadron commander, and
friend of Mark's. Hart had been to Fort Repose to fish for bass, first as
Mark's guest, and later, on several occasions, as a guest of Randy, so he was
somet hing nore than an acquai ntance. Randy said he had had a wire from Mark to
meet himat noon, and Hart said, "He whistled through here yesterday. Didn't
expect himback so soon. Anyway, drive to Base Ops. W'll go out on the line
and neet himtogether. Let nme talk to the Air Police. I'Il clear you through."

Driving through the base, Randy sensed a change since his last visit, the
year before. Physically, MCoy |ooked the sanme. It felt different. The Air
Pol i ce questioning had been sharper, and nore serious. That wasn't the
difference. He realized sonething was mssing; and then he had it. Were were
all the people? McCoy seenmed al nbst deserted, with less activity, and fewer
men and fewer cars than a year ago. He saw no other civilians. He saw no
worren, not even around the clubs and the BX. The nbst congested area on the
base was the steps and lawn in front of the alert barracks opposite w ng
headquarters, where standby crewnen, rigid and stiff in pressure suits, tal ked
and smoked. Trucks, tail gates down, were backed to the curb. Drivers slouched
over their wheels as if they had been there a long tine.



He drove onto Base Operations and parked close to the flight-line fence.
Last year he had seen B-47's, tankers, and fat transports stretching their
wings, tiptotip, the length of the line-nmles. Now, their nunbers had
dwi ndl ed. He counted fewer than twenty B-47's, and guessed that the w ng was
in Africa or Spain or England on ninety-day foreign duty. But this could not
be so, because Paul Hart, wi nner of bombing and navigation trophies, a Select
Crew Aircraft Commander, would have led the flight.

Hart, a stocky, bandy-legged man with punched-in nose, a fighter's chin,
and an easy grin, net himat the door of Operations. "H, Randy," he said.
"Just checked the board. Mark will touch down in eight mnutes. How s the
fi shi ng?"

"It's been lousy." He | ooked up at the wind sock. "But it'll get better
if this high sticks around and the wind holds fromthe east. Wat's he
flying?"

"He's not flying anything. He's riding soft and plush in a
C-One-thirty-five-that's the transport version of our new jet tanker-with a
ot of OFfutt brass. Gther brass, that is. | hear he gets his star soon. Only
promotion I'Il ever get is to a B-Five eight."

"Penalty for being a hot pilot," Randy said. "Wat's going on around
here? Looks like a ghost town. You boys shutting up shop?"

"You haven't heard about SAC s interimdispersal?" "Vaguely, yes, on sone
of the commentaries.”

"Well, we're not shouting about it. We try to keep half the wing off this
base, because where we're standing right nowis a primary target. W farm out
our planes to fighter fields and Navy fields and even comrercial airports. And
we try to keep ten percent of the wing airborne at all tines, and if you | ook
down there in front of the jumbo hangar you'll see four standby Forty-sevens,
bonbed up and ready to go. Damm expensive way to run an air force."

Randy | ooked. They were there, wings drooping with full tanks, bound to
earth by slender unbilical cords, the starter cables. "I didn't nean the
pl anes so nuch as the people," Randy said. "Were's everybody?"

"Ch, that." Hart frowned, as if deciding how nuch could be said and what
words to use. "The papers know about it but they aren't printing it," he said
finally, "and the people around Ol ando nmust know about it by now so it can't
be any great secret. W' ve been on sort of a nodified alert for four or five
weeks. Maybe | should call it a creeping evacuation. W've cleared the area of
all civilian and nonessential personnel, and we're encouragi ng everybody to
nmove their famlies out of the blast zone. You see, Randy, we can't expect
three to six hours' warning any nore. If we're lucky, we mght get fifteen
m nutes. "

Randy nodded. He noticed long red missiles slung under the wi ngs of the
standby B-47's. He recognized them fromthe newspaper photographs, as the
Rascal , an air-to-ground H bonb carrier. "lIs that red baby nuch hel p?" he
asked.

"That red baby," Hart said, "is what we call the crew saver. The Russkies
are no dopes. They'll try to stop us with nissiles air-to-air and
ground-to-air, beamriders, heat-seekers, sound finders, and, for all | know,
snellers. It'lIl be no mlk run but with the Rascal -and sone ot her gadgets-we
don't have to wite ourselves off as a kam kaze corps. W won't have to
penetrate their inner defense zones. W can lay off target and let that red



baby fly. It knows where to go. Do you know what ?"
"What ?"

Paul Hart's snile had vani shed, and he | ooked ol der, and when he spoke it
was gravely. "Wen the whistle blows, 1'll have a better chance if I'min ny
aircraft, headed for target, than if I'msitting at home with ny feet propped
up, drinking a Scotch, and Martha rubbing the kinks out of ny neck-and our
little place on the lake is five mles fromhere. So I'ma man of peace.
wi sh Martha and the kids lived in Fort Repose.”

Randy heard the | ow whine of jet engines at fractional power and saw a
cigar-shaped C-135 line up with the runway in its swoop downward. Presently it
wheeled into a taxi strip and braked in front of Operations. A flag, three
white stars on a blue field, popped out of the cockpit, indicating that a
i eutenant general was aboard, and alerting McCoy to provide the courtesies
due such rank

The three-star general was first down the ranp, his pink cheeked aide
scurrying about his heels |ike an anxi ous puppy. Mark was | ast off Randy waved
and caught his eye and Mark waved back but did not smle. Com ng down the ranp
and across the concrete, knees bare in tropical uniform Mark |ooked Iike a
slightly larger edition of Randy, an inch taller, a shade broader. At thirty
feet they |l ooked like twins, with the same jet hair, white teeth behind nobile
lips, quizzical eyes set deep, the sane rakish wal k and swi ng of shoul ders,
cleft in chin and enphatic nose with a bony bunp on the bridge. At three feet,
fine, deep lines showed around Mark's eyes and nouth, gray appeared in his
bl ack thicket, his jaw thrust out an extra half-inch, his face was | eaner. At
three feet, they were entirely different, and it was apparent Mark was the
ol der, harder, and probably w ser nan.

Mark put one hand on Hart's shoul der and the other on Randy's, and wal ked
themtoward the building. "Paul," he told Hart, "you better get with Genera
Heycock. He's hungry and when he gets hungry he gets fierce. How about hel pi ng
his aide dig up sone transport and get himover to the O Cub? W' re only here
to gas up. Takeoff is in fifty mnutes.”

Hart | ooked up and saw three blue Air Force sedans swing up the driveway.
"There's the General's transport right there," he said, and then, realizing
that Mark had tactfully inplied he wanted to be alone with his brother, added,
"But 1'll go along to the O dub, and get the ness officer on the ball." He
shook hands and said, "See you, Mark, next time around.”

"Sure," Mark said. He turned to Randy. "Were's your car? |'ve got a | ot
to say and not much tine to say it. We can talk in the car. But first let's
get some candy, or sonething, inside Ops. W didn't |oad any flight |unches at
Raney. "

The front seat of the Bonneville was |like a sunny confortable private
of fice. Randy asked the essential question first: "Wat tinme do Helen and the
children get in?"

Mar k brought a notebook out of his hip pocket. "Three thirty tonorrow
nmorni ng, local time, at Ol ando Municipal. Carnmody -he's Wng Conmander at
Ramey- has a friend in the Eastern office in San Juan. He ranrodded it through
for me. The plane | eaves Oraha at seven-ten tonight. One change, in Chicago."

"Isn't that a little rough on Hel en and t he kids?"

"They can sleep all the way from Chicago to Orlando. It'Il be just as



tough on you, neeting them The inportant thing is | got the reservation. This
time of year, it took some doing."

"What's the great rush?" Randy demanded. "\Wat the hell's going on?"

"Contain yourself, son," Mark said. "lI'mgoing to give you a conplete
briefing."

"Have you told Helen yet?"

"l sent her a cable from San Juan. Just told her |1'd nade reservations
for tonight. She'll understand." He squinted at the gaudy dials and gl eanm ng
knobs on the dash. "Some buggy you' ve got here, Randy. Wn't be worth a dam
to you. About Helen, she and | thrashed all this out |ong ago, but she won't
l[ike it. Not at all will she like it, nowthat the tine has cone. But I'l|
have her on that plane if | have to truss her up and send her air freight."

Randy said nothing. He sinply tapped the car clock, a reninder

"Ckay," Mark said, "I'Il brief you. First strategic, then tactical." He
pushed a peanut-butter cracker into his nouth, found his pen, and began to
sketch in his notebook. He drew a rough map, the Mediterranean

Mark doesn't cerebrate until he has a pen in his hand, Randy thought, and
can see a map. Probably makes himfeel confortable, like he's holding a
pointer in the SAC War Room

"The key is the Med," Mark said. "For three hundred years the Russians
have tried to pry open the Straits and debouch into the Mediterranean. Peter
the Great, Catherine the Geat, Czar

Al exander, they all tried it. Now, nore than ever, control of the Med
nmeans control of the world."

Randy nodded. Conquerors knew or sensed this. Caesar had done it, Xerxes,
Napol eon, and Hitler failed. "If Xerxes had won at Salams," he said, "we'd
all be speaking Persian-but that was a long time pre-Sputnik, and pre-1CBM |
t hought the fight, now, was for control of space. Wio controls space controls
the world." Mark smiled. "It can al so happen just the other way around. We-by
we | nean the NATO coalition-aren't going to be allowed time to catch up with
themin operational 1C s, much | ess control space. Now don't argue with nme. W
have their War Plan."

Randy took a deep breath and sat up straight.

"For the first time Russia has bridgeheads in the Mediterranean-here,
here, and here-" Mark drew ovals on the map. "They have a fleet in the Med as
power ful as ours when you match their submarine strength against our carriers.
They have Turkey ringed on three sides, and if they could upset the Turkish
government, and force capitul ation of the Bosporus and Dardanell es, they would
have won the war w thout fighting. The Med would be theirs, Africa cut off
from Eur ope, NATO outfl anked on the south, and one by one all our
al li es-except England-would fall into their |aps or declare thensel ves
neutral. SAC s bases in Africa and Spain woul d be untenable and nelt away.
NATO woul d fold up, and the IR sites we're planning never be finished."

"That was their ganbit in 'fifty-seven, wasn't it?" Randy asked.

"You have a good nmenory, Randy, and that's a good simle. The Russians
are great chess players. They rarely make the same mi stake twi ce. Now, today,



they're making noves. It's the sane ganbit-but with a trenendous difference.
In 'fifty-seven, when it | ooked |ike they were going to nake anot her Korea out
of Turkey, we warned the Kremlin that there'd be no sanctuary inside Russia.
They took a | ook at the board and resigned the gane. Then in 'fifty-eight,
after the Iraq king was assassi nhated, we grabbed the initiative and | anded
Marines in Lebanon. W got there fastest. They saw that we were ready, and
could not be surprised. They were caught off bal ance, and didn't dare nove.
This time it's different. They're ready to go through with it, because the
odds have changed."

"How can you know this?"

"Remenber readi ng about the Russian General who cane over, in Berlin? An
air general, a shrewd character, a human being. He brought us their War Pl an
in his head. This time, they're not resigning the game. They'd still like to
win the war without a war, but if we make any nilitary counternove, we're
going to receive it."

For a monent, they were both silent. On the other side of the flight-1line
fence, three ground-crewren were throwi ng a baseball. Two were pitching, an
ol der sergeant, built like Yogi Berra, catching. The plate was a yell ow
parachute pack. The ball whirred and pl opped sharply into mtt. "That tall boy
has a lot of stuff," Randy said. Again, he felt he noved in the m asnma of a
dream Sonething was wong. Either Mark shouldn't be talking like this, or
t hose airnen shouldn't be throwi ng a baseball out there in the warm sunlight.
When he lit a cigarette, his fingers were trenbling again.

"Have a bad ni ght, Randy?"
"Not particularly. |I'mhaving a bad day."

"I"'mafraid it's going to get worse. Here's the tactical part. They know
that the only way they can do it is knock off our nuclear capability with one
bl ow-or at | east cripple us so badly that they can accept what retaliatory
power we have left. They don't mind losing ten or twenty mllion people, so
| ong as they sweep the board, because people, per se, are only pawns, and
expendabl e. So their plan-it was no surprise to us-calls for a T.OT. on a
wor | dwi de scale. You get it?"

"Sure. Time-on-target. You don't fire everything at the sane instant. You
shoot it so it all arrives on target at the sane instant." Mark gl anced at his

wat ch, and then | ooked up at the big jet transport, still |oading fuel through
four hoses fromthe underground tanks. "That's right. It won't be Zero Hour
it'll be Zero Mnute. They'll use no planes in the first wave, only m ssiles.
They plan to kill every base and mssile site in Europe and Africa and the

UK wththeir T-2 and T-3 IR s. They plan to kill every base on this
continent, and in the Pacific, with their 1Cs, plus mssiles launched from
subs. Then they use SUSAC -- that's what we call their Strategic Air Force-to
mop up. "

"Can they get away with it?"

Three years ago they couldn't. Three years hence, when we have our own
| CBM batteries enplaced, a big fleet of mssile toting subs, and Ni ke-Zeus and
some other stuff perfected, they couldn't. But right now we're in what we cal
“the gap.' Theoretically, they figure they can do it. |I'mpretty sure they
can't we may have sone surprises for thembut that's not the point. Point is,
if they think they can get away with it, then we have lost."

"l don't understand."”



"LeMay says the only way a general can win a nodern war is not fight one.
Qur whol e raison d etre was deterrent force. Wien you don't deter them any
| onger, you lose. | think we |ost sone tinme ago, because the |last five
Sput ni ks have been reconnai ssance satellites. They've been mapping us, with
infrared and transitor television, nmeasuring us for the Sunday punch.”

Randy felt angry. He felt cheated. "Wy hasn't anybody everybody been
told about this?"

Mar k shrugged. "You know how it is-everything that cones in is stanped
secret or top secret or cosmic or sonething and the only people who dare
decl assify anything are the big wheels right at the top, and the people at the
top hold conferences and sonebody says, "Now, let's not be hasty. Let's not
alarmthe public.' So everything stays secret or cosmc. Personally, | think
everybody ought to be digging or evacuating right this mnute. Mybe if the
ot her side knew we were digging, if they knew that we knew, they wouldn't try
to get away with it."

"You really think it's that close?" Randy said. "Wy?"
"Two reasons. First, when | left Puerto Rico this norning

Navy was trying to track three skunks-unidentified submarines-in the
Cari bbean, and one in the Gulf."

"Four subs doesn't sound l|ike enough force to cause a big flap," Randy
sai d.

"Four subs is a lot of subs when there shouldn't be any," Mrk said.
"I't's like shaking a haystack and having four needl es pop out at your feet.
Chances are that haystack is stiff with needles." He rubbed his hand across
his eyes, as if the glare hurt, and when he spoke again his voice was
strained. “they've got so blasted many! Cl A thinks six hundred, Navy guesses
maybe seven fift y. And they don't need | aunchers any nore. Just dunp the
bird, or pop it out while still subnerged. The ocean itself is a perfectly
good | aunchi ng pad."

Randy said, "And the other reason?"

"Because |'mon nmy way back to Offutt. We flew down yesterday on a pretty
i mportant job-figure out a way to disperse the wing on Raney. There aren't
enough fields in Puerto Rico and anyway the island is rugged and not big
enough. We'd just started our staff study when we got a zippo -- that's an
operational priority nmessage-to cone hone. And two thirds of the Ranmey wing
was scranbled with flyaway kits for-another place. | made ny decision right
then. | just had tine to arrange Helen's reservation and send the cables.”

Mar k spoke nmore of the Russian CGeneral, wi th whom he had tal ked at
| engt h, and whom apparently he liked. "He isn't a traitor, either to his
country or to civilization. He came over in desperation, hoping that sonehow
we coul d stop those power crazed bastards at the top. He doesn't think their
War Plan will work any nore than | do. Too much chance for human or nechani ca
error." Mark used phrases |ike "maxi num capability,” and "cal culated risk,"
and "acceptance of any casualties except inportant people," and
"decentralization of industry and control, announced as an economni c neasure,
but actually mlitary."

Randy |istened, fascinated, until he saw three blue sedans turn a corner
near wi ng headquarters. "Here cones your party," he said. "Anything el se



ought to know?"

Mar k brushed cracker crunbs and slivers of chocolate fromhis shirt
front. "Yes. Also, there's sonmething | have to give you." He found a green
slip of paper in his wallet and handed it to Randy. "Made out to you," he
sai d.

Randy unfol ded the check. It was for five thousand. "Wat am | supposed
to do with this?" he asked.

"Cash it-today if you can. Don't deposit it, cash it! It's a reserve for
Hel en and Ben Franklin and Peyton. Buy stuff with it. |I don't know what to
tell you to buy. You'll think of what you'll need as you go al ong."

"I did start a list, this nmorning."

Mark seened pleased. "That's fine. Show s you're | ooking ahead. | don't
know whet her noney will help Helen or not, but cash in hand, in Fort Repose,
will be better than an account in an Omaha bank."

Randy kept on | ooking at the check, feeling unconfortable. "But suppose
not hi ng happens? Suppose-"

"Spend sonme of it on a case of good liquor,"” Mark said. "Then if nothing
happens we'll have a wonderful, expensive toot together, and you can | augh at
me. | won't care."

Randy slipped the check into his pocket. "Can | tip off anybody el se?
There are a few people-"

"You've got a girl?"

"I don't know whether she's ny girl or not. |I've been trying to find out.
You don't know her. New people from d eveland. Her family built on R ver
Road. "

Mark hesitated. "I don't see any objection. It is something Cvil Defense
shoul d have done weeks-nonths ago. Use your own judgnent. Be discreet."

Randy noticed that the jet transport's wi ngs were clear of hoses. He saw
the three blue sedans pull up at Operations. He saw Li eutenant General Heycock
get out of the first car. He felt Mark's hand on his shoul der, and braced
hi msel f for the words he knew nust cone.

Mark spoke very quietly. "You'll take care of Hel en?"
"Certainly."

"I won't say be a good father to the children. They |ove you and they
think you're swell and you couldn't be anything but a good father to them But
I will say this, be kind to Hel en. She's-" Mark was having trouble with his
Voi ce.

Randy tried to help himout. "She's a wonderful, beautiful gal, and you
don't have to worry. Anyway, don't sound so final. You re not dead yet."

"She's-nore,” Mark said. "She's my right arm W' ve been married fourteen
years and about half that time |I've been up in the air or out of the country
and |'ve never once worried about Hel en. And she never had to worry about ne.
In fourteen years | never slept with another woman. | never even kissed



anot her woman, not really, not even when | had duty in Tokyo or Manila or Hong
Kong, and she was half a world away. She was all the woman | ever needed. She
was |ike this: Back when | was a captain and we were noving fromrented
apartment to rented apartnent every year or so, | got a terrific offer from
Boei ng. She knew what | wanted. | didn't have to tell her. She said, | want
you to stay in SAC. | think you should. | think you ought to be a general and
you're going to be a general.' There's an old saying that anyone can make
colonel on his own, but it takes a wife to nmake a general. | guess there
wasn't quite enough tinme, but had there been tinme, she would've had her star."

Randy saw Li eutenant General Heycock wal k fromthe Operations building
toward the plane. "It's time, Mark," he said. They got out of the car and
wal ked quickly toward the gate, and Mark swung an arm around Randy's
shoul ders. "What | nean is, she has tremendous energy and courage. |f you let
her, she'll give you the same kind of |loyalty she gave ne. Let her, Randy.
She's all woman and that's what she's made for."

"Stop worrying," Randy said. He didn't quite understand and he didn't
know what el se to say.

Heycock's aide fidgeted at the end of the ranp. "Everybody's in,
Col onel ," he said. "The General was |ooking for you at |unch

The General wondered what happened to you. He was nobst anxious-"
"I"ll see the CGeneral as soon as we're airborne,"” Mark said sharply.
The aide retreated two steps up the ranp, then waited stubbornly.

They shook hands. Mark said, "Better try to catch a nap this evening."

"I will. When | get home shall | call Helen and tell her you're on the
way ?"

"No. Not much use. This aircraft cruises at five-fifty. By the tinme you
get back to Fort Repose, we'll be west of the M ssissippi." He gl anced down at
his bare knees. "Looks like I'll have to change into a real uniformon the

aircraft. 1'd look awfully funny in Omaha."
"So | ong, Mark."

Wthout raising his head, Mark said, "Goodbye, Randy," turned away, and
clinbed the ranp.

Randy wal ked away fromthe transport, got into his car, and drove slowy
t hrough the base. At the main gate he surrendered his visitor's pass. He
turned into a lonely |l ane outside the base, near the village of Pinecastle,
and stopped the car in a spot shielded by cabbage pal ms. When he was sure no
one watched, and no car approached fromeither direction, he | eaned his head
on the wheel. He swall owed a sob and closed his eyes to forbid the tears.

He heard wind rustle the palnms, and the chirp of cardinals in the brush.
He becane aware that the clock on the dash, blurred, was staring at him The
clock said he had just tinme to nake the bank before closing, if he pushed hard
and had luck getting through Ol ando traffic. He started the engi ne, backed
out of the lane into the highway, and let the car run. He knew he should not
have spared time for tears, and would not, ever again.

Chapter 3.



Edgar Quisenberry, president of the bank, never lost sight of his
position and responsibilities as sole representative of the national financial
conmunity in Fort Repose. A nonolithic structure of Indiana |limestone built by
his father in 1920, the bank stood like a gray fortress at the corner of Yulee
and St. Johns. First National had weat hered the collapse of the 1926 | and
boom had been unshaken by the market crash of 'twenty-nine and the depression
that followed. "The only person who ever succeeded in closing First National,"
Edgar often boasted, "was Franklin D. Roosevelt, in '"thirty-three, and he had
to shut down every other bank in the country to do it. It'll never happen
agai n, because we'll never have another s.o.b. like him™"

Edgar, at forty-five, had grown to | ook sonething like his bank, squat,
solid, and forbidding. He was the only man in Fort Repose who al ways wore a
vest, and he never wore sports clothes, even on the golf |inks. Each year
when he attended the branch Federal Reserve convention in Atlanta, two new
suits were tailored, one doubl e-breasted blue, one pin-stripe gray, both
designed to mnimze, or at least dignify, what he called "my corporation.”

First National enployed two vice presidents, a cashier, an assistant
cashier, and four tellers, but it was a one-nman bank. You could put it in at
any wi ndow, but before you took it out on loan, or cashed an out-of -town
check, you had to see Edgar. All Edgar's |oans were based on Character, and
Character was based on cash bal ance, worth of unencunbered real estate,
owner shi p of bonds, and bl ue-chip stocks. Since Edgar was the only person in
town who could, and did, nmaintain a nental index of all these variables, he
consi dered hinmself the sole accurate judge of Character. It was said you could
gauge a grove owner's crop by the way Edgar greeted himon Yulee Street. If
Edgar shook his hand and chatted, then the nan had just received a big price
for his fruit. If Edgar spoke, cracked his face, and waved, the man was
reasonably prosperous. |f Edgar nodded but did not speak, nenotodes were in
the citrus roots. If Edgar didn't see him his grove had been destroyed in a
freeze.

When Randol ph Bragg burst into the bank at four mnutes to three, Edgar
pretended not to see him H s antipathy for Randy was nore deeply rooted than
if he had been a bankrupt. Bending over a desk as if exam ning a trust
docunent, Edgar watched Randy scribble his name on the back of a check, smle
at Ms. Estes, the senior teller, and skid the check through the w ndow.
Randy's manner, dress, and attitude all seened an affront. Randy had no
respect for institutions, persons, or even nmoney. He would cone bouncing in
like this, at the last mnute, and denmand service as casually as if The Bank
were a soda fountain. He was a | azy, insolent odd-ball, w th dangerous
political ideas, who never nmade any effort to invest or save. Twice in the
past few years he had overdrawn his account. People called the Braggs "old
famly." Well, so were the Mnorcans old fam|y-ol der, the descendants of
Medi t erranean i sl anders who had settled on the coast centuries ago. The
M norcans were shiftless no-goods and the Braggs no better. Edgar disliked
Randy for all these, and another, secret reason

Edgar saw Ms. Estes open her cash drawer, hesitate, and speak to Randy.
He saw Randy shrug. Ms. Estes stepped out of the cage and Edgar knew she was
going to ask himto okay the check. \When she reached his side he purposely
i gnored her for a nonment, to | et Randy know that The Bank consi dered hi m of
little inportance. Ms. Estes said, "WII| you initial this, please, M.
Qui senberry?"

Edgar held the check in both hands and at a distance, examining it
t hrough the bottomlens of his bifocals, as if it snmelled of forgery. Five
t housand, signed by Mark Bragg. If Randy irritated Edgar, Mark infuriated him
Mark Bragg invariably and openly called himby his school nicknanme, Fisheye.



He was glad that Mark was in the Air Force and rarely in town. "Ask that young
man to conme here," he told Ms. Estes. Perhaps now he woul d have the
opportunity to repay Judge Bragg for the humiliation of the poker gane.

Five years before, Edgar had been invited to sit in the regular Saturday
night pot-limt gane at the St. Johns Country Club in San Marco, county seat
and | argest town of Tinmucuan. He had sat opposite Judge Bragg, a spare,
straight, older man. Except for a small checki ng account, the Judge banked and
did his business in Olando and Tal | ahassee, so Edgar knew him hardly at all.

Edgar prided hinmself on his cagey poker. The idea was to win, wasn't it?
Judge Bragg pl ayed an open, swashbuckling gane, as if he enjoyed it. On
occasi on he bl uffed, Edgar deduced, but he seenmed to be lucky so it was
difficult to tell whether he was bluffing or not. In the third hour a big pot
cane along-nore than a thousand dollars. Edgar had opened with three aces and
not bettered with his two-card draw, and the Judge had al so drawn two cards.
After the draw, Edgar bet a hundred and the men who had taken only one card
dropped out and that left it up to the judge. The judge pronmptly raised the
size of the pot. Edgar hesitated, |ooked into the Judge's anmused dark eyes,
and fol ded. As the Judge enbraced and drew in the hill of chips, Edgar reached
across the table and exposed his hand-three sevens and not hing el se. Judge
Bragg had said, very quietly, "Don't ever touch ny cards again, you son of a
bitch. If you do, I'Il break a chair over your head."

The five others in the gane had waited for Edgar to do or say sonething,
but Edgar only tried to laugh it off At midnight, the Judge cashed in his
chips and said, "See you all next Saturday night-if this tub of rancid |lard
isn't here. He's a bore and a boor and he forgets to ante." That was the first
and | ast time Edgar played at the St. Johns O ub. He had never forgotten it.

Randy wal ked into the bank's office encl osure, wondering why Edgar wanted
to see him Edgar knew perfectly well that Mark's check was okay. "Wat's the
troubl e, Edgar?" he asked.

"Isn't it alittle late to bring in a big check like this, and ask us for
cash?"

The clock said 3:04. "It wasn't late when | came in," Randy said. He
noti ced other custonmers still in the bank-Eli Blaustein, who owned Tropica
G ot hing; Pete Hernandez, Rita's older brother and manager of Aj ax
Super - Market; Jerry Kling, fromthe Standard station; Florence Wechek, with
her Western Uni on checks and receipts. It was their customto hurry to the
bank just at three.

"It's all right for business people to nake deposits after closing hour
but I think we ought to have nore tinme to handle an itemlike this," Edgar
sai d.

Randy noticed that Florence, finished at the teller's w ndow, had
wandered within hearing. Florence didn't nmiss nuch. "How nuch time do you need
to cash a check for five thousand?" he asked. He was sure his face was
reddening. He told hinself he must not |ose his tenper.

"That isn't the point," Edgar said. ""The point is that your brother
doesn't have an account here."

"You don't doubt that my brother's check is good, do you?" Randy was
relieved to find that his voice, instead of rising, sounded | ower and
steadi er.



"Now, | didn't say that. But it wouldn't be good banking procedure for ne
to hand you five thousand dollars and wait four or five days for it to clear
all the way from Omha."

"I endorsed it, didn't I?" Randy |oosened his shoul ders and flexed his
toes and fingers and | ooked intently at Edgar's face. It would squash, like a
pot at o.

"l doubt that your account would cover it.

Randy' s account stood bel ow four hundred. This had been little to worry
about, with his citrus checks due on the first of the year. Now, considering
Mark's urgency, it was dangerously |ow He decided to probe Edgar's weakness.
He said, "Penny-w se, pound-foolish, that's you, Edgar. You could have been in
on a very good thing. Gve nme back the check. I'Il cash it in San Marco or
Olando in the norning."

Edgar realized he m ght have nade an error. It was nost unusual for
anyone to want five thousand in cash. It indicated sonme sort of a quick
profitable deal. He should have found out why the cash was needed. "Now, let's
not be in a rush,"” he said. Randy held out his hand. "G ve ne the check."

"Well, if | knew exactly why you had to have all this cash in such a
hurry I nmight be able to make an exception to banking rules.™

"Cone on. | don't have time to waste."

Edgar's pale, protruding eyes shifted to Florence, frankly |istening, and
Eli Bl austein hovering nearby, interested. "Cone into ny office, Randol ph," he
sai d.

After Randy had the cash, in hundreds, twenties and tens, he said, "Now
"Il tell you why | wanted it, Edgar. Mark asked nme to make a bet for him"

"Ch, the races!" Edgar said. "I very rarely play the races, but | know
Mark woul dn't be risking that nuch noney unless he had a sure thing. Running
in Mam, tonmorrow, | suppose?”

"No. Not the races. Mark is sinply betting that checks won't be worth
anyt hi ng, very shortly, but cash will. Good afternoon, Fish-eye." He left the
of fice and sauntered across the | obby. As Ms. Estes unl ocked the bank door
she squeezed his arm and whi spered, "Good for you!"

Edgar rocked in his chair, furious. It wasn't a reason. It was a riddle.
He repeated Randy's words. They nade no sense at all, unless Mark expected
some big cataclysm Ilike all the banks closing, and of course that was
ridi cul ous. Whatever happened, the country's financial structure was sound.
Edgar reached a conclusion. He had been tricked and bl uffed again. The Braggs
were scoundrels, all of them

Randy's first stop was Aj ax Super-Market. It really wasn't a supermarket,
as it clainmed. Fort Repose's popul ation was 3,422, according to the State
Census, and this included Pistolville and the Negro district. The Chanber of
Commer ce claimed five thousand, but the Chamber admitted counting the w nter
residents of Riverside Inn, and people who technically were outside the town
limts, like those who lived on River Road. So Fort Repose had not attracted
the big chain stores. Still, Alax imtated the supermarkets, inasnuch as you
wheel ed an al unmi num cart around and served yourself, and Aj ax sold the sane
brands at about the sane prices.



Randy hated grocery shoppi ng. None of the el aborate surveys, and studies
in depth of the buying habits of Anericans had a classification for Randol ph
Bragg. Usually he grabbed a cart and sprinted for the neat counter, where he
dropped a witten order. Then he raced up and down the aisles, snatching cans
and bottl es and boxes and cartons from shel ves and freezers apparently at
random runni ng down small children and bunping old | adi es and apol ogi zi ng,
until his final lap brought him past the nmeat counter again. The butchers had
| earned to give his order priority, for if his neat wasn't cut he didn't stop
sinmply made a violent U-turn and barreled off for the door. Wen the checker
rang up his bill Randy |ooked at his watch. H s record for a full basket was
three mnutes and forty-six seconds, portal to portal

But on this day it was entirely different, because of the length of his
list to which he had been adding, the quantities, and the Friday afternoon
shopping rush. After he'd filled three carts, and the nmeat order had al ready
been carried to the car, he was still only hal fway down the list, but
physically and enotionally exhausted. Hi s toes were mashed, and he had been
shoved, buffeted, butted in the ribs, and ranmed in the groin. Hs |egs
trenbl ed, his hands shook, and a tic had developed in his left eye. Waiting in
t he check-out |ine, maneuvering two topheavy carts before and one behind, he
cursed man's scientific devilishness in inventing H bonmbs and super-narkets,
cursed Mark, and swore he would rather starve than endure this again.

At | ast he reached the counter. Pete Hernandez, acting as checker, gaped.
"Good God, Randy!" he said. "What're you going to do, feed a regiment?" Unti
the year before, Pete had always called him"M. Bragg," but after Randy's
first date with Pete's sister their relationship naturally had changed.

"Mark's wife and children are comng to stay with ne a while," he
expl ai ned.

"What's she got-a football tean®?"
"Kids eat a lot," Randy said. Pete was skinny, chicken breasted, his chin
undershot and his nails dirty, conpletely unlike Rita except for black eyes
and ol ive skin.

Pete began to play the cash register with two fingers while the car boy,
awed, filled the big sacks. Randy was aware that seven or eight wonen, |ined
up behind him counted his purchases, fascinated. He heard one whisper
"Fifteen cans of coffee-fifteen!" The line grew, and he was conscious of a
st eady, conpl aining nmurmur. Unaccountably, he felt guilty. He felt that he
ought to face these wonen and shout, "All of you! Al of you buy everything
you can!" It wouldn't do any good. They woul d be certain he was mad.

Pete pulled down the total and announced it loudly: "Three hundred and
fourteen dollars and eighty cents, Randy! Gees, that's our record!"

From habit, Randy | ooked at his watch. One hour and six mnutes. That,
too, was a record. He paid in cash, grabbed an arnful of bags, nodded for
Pete's car boy to follow, and fled.

He stopped at Bill Cullen's bar, short-order grill, package store, and
fish camp, just outside the town limts. There was space for two cases in the
front seat, so he'd lay in his whisky supply. Bill and his wife, a strawhaired
worman usual |y groggy and thick-tongued with spi ked wi ne, operated all this
busi ness in a tworoom shack joined to a covered wharf, its pilings |eaning and
roof askew, in a cove on the Tinmucuan. The odors of fried eggs, dead m nnows,
gasol i ne and kerosene fumes, decaying gar and catfish heads, stale beer and
spilt wi ne oozed across |and and water.



O dinarily, Randy bought his bourbon two or three bottles at a time. On
this day, he bought a case and a half, cleaning out Bill's supply of his
brand. He recalled that Hel en, when she drank at all, preferred Scotch. He
bought six fifths of Scotch

Bill, inquisitive, said, "Planning a big barbecue or party or sonething,
Randy? You figure you'll try politics again?"

Randy found it alnost inmpossible to lie. Hi s father had beaten himonly
once in his life, when he was ten, but it had been a truly terrible beating.
He had lied, and the Judge had gone upstairs and returned with his heaviest
razor strop. He had grabbed Randy by the neck and bent him across the billiard
table, and inplanted the virtue of truth through the seat of his pants, and on
bare hide, until he screaned in terror and pain. Then Randy was ordered to his
room supperless and in disgrace. Hours later, the Judge knocked and came in
and gently turned himover in the bed. The Judge spoke quietly. Lying was the
worst crime, the indi spensabl e acconplice of all others, and woul d al ways
bring the worst punishment. "I can forgive anything except a lie." Randy
beli eved him and while he could no | onger renenber the Iie he had told, he
never forgot the punishnent. Unconsciously, his right hand rubbed his buttocks
as he thought up an answer for Bill Cullen.

"I"'mhaving visitors," Randy said, "and Christmas is com ng." This was
the truth, if not the whole truth. He couldn't risk saying nore to Bill
Bill's nickname was Bignmouth and his lying not linted to the size of
yesterday's catch. Bignouth Bill could spark a panic.

VWhen he turned into the driveway, Randy saw Mal achai Henry using a
scuffle hoe in the canellia beds screening the garage. "Ml achai!" he call ed.
"How about hel ping me get this stuff into the house?"

Mal achai hurried over. His eyes, w dening, took in the cartons, bags, and
cases filling the trunk and piled on the seats. "All this going up to your
apartnent, sir?"

"No. It goes into the kitchen and utility room Ms. Bragg and the
children are flying in from Omaha tonorrow. "

As they unl oaded, Randy considered the Henrys. They were a speci al
problem They were black and they were poor but in many ways closer to him
than any famly in Fort Repose. They owned their own | and and ran their own
lives, but in a sense they were his wards. They could not be abandoned or the
truth withheld fromthem He couldn't explain Mark's warning to M ssouri. She
woul dn't understand. If he told Preacher, all Preacher would do was lift up
his face, raise his arnms, and intone, "Hallelujah! The Lord's will be done!"
If he told Two- Tone, Two- Tone woul d consider it an excuse to get drunk and
stay that way. But he could, with confidence, tell Ml achai

Wth the nmeat packed in the freezer and everything el se stacked in
cupboards and cl osets Randy said, "Come on up to ny office, Ml achai, and Il
gi ve you your noney." He paid Malachai twenty-five dollars a week for twenty
hours. Ml achai picked his own days to mow, rake, fertilize, and trim days
when he had no fruit picking, repairing, or better paying yard jobs el sewhere.
Randy knew he was never short-tinmed, and Ml achai knew he coul d al ways count
on that twenty-five a week

Mal achai ' s face was expressionl ess, but Randy sensed his apprehension
Mal achai never before had been asked upstairs to receive his pay. In the
of fice, Randy dropped into the hi gh backed, |eather-covered sw vel chair that



had come fromhis father's chanbers. Ml achai stood, uncertain. "Sit down,"
Randy said. Mal achai picked the | east confortable straight chair and sat down,
not presumng to | ean back

Randy brought out his wallet and | ooked up at the portrait of his
bal d- headed grandf at her, Wyodrow Wl son's diplomat, with the saying for which
he was known stanped in faded gold on the discolored frane: "Small nations,
when treated as equals, become the firnest of allies."

It was difficult. Fromthe days when they fished and hunted together, he
had al ways felt close to Malachai. They could still work in the grove, side by
side, and discuss as equals the weather and the citrus and the fishing but
never any |onger share any personal, any inportant matters. They coul d not
talk politics or wonen or finances. It was strange, since Ml achai was nuch
i ke Sam Perkins. He had as much native intelligence as Sam the sane
intuitive courtesy, and they were the sane size, weighing perhaps 180, and the
same col or, cordovan-brown. Randy and Sam Perkins had been lieutenants in a
conpany of the 7th (Custer) Regiment of the First Cav. Together, Randy and Sam
had dug in on the banks of the Han and Chongchon, and faced the sanme bugle
her al ded human wave charge at Unsan, and covered each other's platoons in
advance and retreat. They had slept side by side in the sane bunker, eaten
fromthe same ness tins, drunk fromthe same bottle, flown to Tokyo on R and
R together, and together bellied up to the bar of the Inperial Hotel. They
had (if it were learned in Fort Repose he would be ostracized) even gone to a
junior-officer-grade gei sha house together and been greeted with equa
hospitality and favors. So it was a strange thing that he could not speak to
Mal achai, whom he had known since he could speak at all, as he had to Sam
Perkins in Korea. It was strange that a Negro could be an officer and a
gentl eman and an equal bel ow Parallel Thirty-eight, but not bel ow the
Mason-Di xon line. It was strange, but this was not the tine for social
introspection. His job was to tell Ml achai to brace and prepare hinself and
his famly

Randy took two tens and a five fromhis wallet and shoved them across the
desk. “That's for the week."

“Thank you, sir," Ml achai said, folding the bills and tucking theminto
t he breast pocket of his checked shirt.

Perhaps the difference was that Ml achai had not been an officer, like
Sam Per ki ns, Randy thought. Ml achai had been in service for four years, but
in the Air Defense Conmand, a tech sergeant babying jet engines. Perhaps it
was their use of the |anguage. Sam spoke crisp upstate-New Yor k- Cor nel
Engli sh, but when Ml achai tal ked you didn't have to see himto know he was
bl ack. "Mal achai ," Randy said, "I want to ask you a serious question."

"Yes, sir.

"What would you say if |I told you I have very good information-about as
good as you can get-that before long a war is coning?"

"Wbul dn't surprise nme one bit."

The answer surprised Randy. Hi s swi vel chair banged upright. "What makes
you say that?"

Mal achai smiled, pleased with Randy's reaction. "Well, sir, | keep up
with things. | read all | can. | read all the news magazi nes and all the
out -of -state papers | can get hold of and sone service journals and |ots of
other stuff."



"You do? You don't subscribe to themall, do you?" Ml achai tried to
control his grin. "Some | get fromyou, Mster Randy. You finish a magazine
and throw it away and M ssouri finds it and brings it honme in her tote bag.
And every day she collects the O evel and papers and the busi ness nagazi nes
fromMs. MGovern's. Mndays | work for Admiral Hazzard. He saves The New
York Tinmes and the Washington papers for me and the Naval Institute
Proceedi ngs and technical magazines. And | listen to all the commentators.”

"How do you find the tine?" Randy had never realized that Ml achai read
anyt hi ng except the San Marco Sun ("It Shines for Timucuan County").

"Well, sir, there's not much for a single, non-drinkin" man to do around
Fort Repose, week nights. So | read and | listen. | know things ain't good,
and the way | figure is that if people keep piling up bonmbs and rockets,
hi gher and hi gher and hi gher, soneday sonebody's going to set one off Then
bl ooey!" "Mre than one," Randy said, "and soon-naybe very soon

That's what ny brother believes and that's why he's sending Ms. Bragg
and the children down here. You' d better get set for it, Mlachai. That's what
' mdoing."

Mal achai's smile was gone entirely. "M ster Randy, |'ve thought about it
a lot, but there's not a doggone thing we can do about it. We just have to sit
here and wait for it. There's not nuch we can lay up-" he patted his breast
pocket. "This twenty-five dollars, with what M ssouri brings home this
evening, is it. Fast as we make it, it goes. O course, we don't need nuch and
we' ve got one thing hardly anybody el se has got."

"What's that?"

"Water. Running water. Artestian water that can't be contam nated. You
all only use it in the sprinkling system because it snells funny sone say |ike
rotten eggs. But that sul phur water ain't bad. You gets to like it."

Until that nmonent, Randy hadn't thought of water at all. H s grandfather
in a year of freakish drought, at great cost had drilled nearly a thousand
feet to find the artesian layer and irrigate the grove. And his grandfat her
had all owed the Henrys to tap the main pipe, so the Henrys had a perpetua
flow of free water, although it was hard with dissol ved mnerals and Randy
hated to taste it out of the sprinkler heads in grove and garden, even on a
hot sunmmer day.

"I"'mafraid I'd never get used to it," he said. He counted out two
hundred dollars in twenties and thrust the noney across the desk. "This is for
an energency. Buy what you need."

The new notes felt slippery in Malachai's fingers. "I don't know when I
can pay this back."

"Don't worry about it. I'mnot asking you to pay it back." Ml acha
folded the bills. "Thank you, sir."

"See you next week, Malachai."

Mal achai |eft and Randy nixed a drink. You turned a tap and | o, water
cane forth, sweet, soft water w thout odor, punped from sone sub-surface poo
by a silent, faithful servant, a snmall electric notor. Every famly on River
Road, except the Henrys, obtained its water in the same way, each with its own
punp and well. Mre inportant than anything he had |isted was water, free of



dangerous bacilli, unpolluted by poisons human, chemical, or radi oactive. Pure
wat er was essential to his civilization, accepted like pure air. In the big
cities, where even a near niss would rupture reservoirs, denolish aqueducts,
and smash mains, it would be hell wthout water. Big cities would becone traps
deadly as deserts or jungles. Randy began to consider how little he really
knew of the fundanentals of survival. Helen, he guessed, would know a good
deal more. It was a required subject in the education of Air Force w ves. He
decided to talk to Bubba O fenhaus, who ran G vil Defense in Fort Repose.
Bubba nust have panphlets, or sonething that he could study.

Downstairs Graf began to bark, an insistent, belligerent alarm announcing
a strange car in the driveway. Randy went to the head of the stairs, shouted,
"Shut up, Gaf!" and waited to see who woul d knock

Nobody knocked but the door opened and Randy saw Elizabeth McGovern in
the front hall, bending over Graf, her face curtained by shoul der-1ength bl ond
hair. She stroked Graf's hack les until his tail w gwagged a friendly signal
Then she | ooked up and called, "You decent, Randy?"

One day she would barge in like this and he woul d be indecent. She
bewi | dered him She was brash, unpredictable, and sometines unconfortably
out spoken. "Come on up, Lib," he said. Like the Henrys, she was a speci al
pr obl em

Al through the sumer and early fall Randy had watched the M Governs
house and dock go up, while | andscapers spotted palnms in orderly rows, laid
down turf, and planted fl ower pots and shrubbery. On a sultry October
afternoon, trolling for bass in the channel, he had seen a pair of faultlessly
curved and tapered | egs incongruously stretched toward the sky fromthe
McGovern dock. Since she was |ying on the canvas-covered planking, heels
propped up on a post, the legs were all that could be seen fromwater |evel.
He turned the prow toward shore to di scover whose body was attached to these
remarkabl e and unfam liar |egs. Wen his boat was al nost under the dock he'd
spoken, "Hello, legs." "You may call me Lib," she'd said. "You re Randy Bragg,
aren't you? |I've sort of been expecting you'd call."

VWen they'd becone sonmething nore than friends, although I ess than
| overs, he'd accused her of luring himwith her lovely legs. Lib had | aughed
and said, "I didn't know, then, that you were a leg man but |I'mglad you are.
Most Anerican mal es have a fixation about the mammary gl and. A synptom of
mom sm | think. Legs are for men's pleasure, breasts for babies'. Ch, that's
really sour grapes. | only said it because |I know ny legs are my only rea
asset. I'mflat and I'"'mnot pretty." Technically, she was accurate. She was no
cl assi c beauty when you consi dered each feature individually. She was only
beautiful in conplete design, in the way she noved and was put together

She came up the stairs and curled a bare arm around his neck and ki ssed
him a brief kiss, a greeting. "I've been trying to get you on the phone al
day," she said. "I've been thinking and |'ve reached an inportant concl usion
Where' ve you been?"

"My brother stopped at McCoy, flying back to Omaha. | had to neet him"
He led her into the living room "Drink?" "G nger ale, if you have it." She
sat on a stool at the bar, one knee raised and cl asped between her hands. She
wore a sl eevel ess, turquoise |linen bl ouse, doeskin shorts, and noccasins.

He tunbled ice into a glass and poured ginger ale and said, "Wat's this
i mportant concl usi on?"

"You'll get mad. It's about you." "Okay, I'Il get mad."



"I think you ought to go to New York or Chicago or San Francisco or any
city with character and vitality. You should go to work. This place is no good
for you, Randy. The air is like soup and the people are like noodles. You're
vegetating. | don't want a vegetable. | want a nman."

He was instantly angry, and then he told hinself that for a nunmber of
reasons, including the fact that her diagnosis was probably the truth, it was
silly to be angry. He said, "If | went away and left you here, wouldn't you
turn into a noodl e?"

"I"ve thought it all out. As soon as you get a job, I'Il follow you. If
you want, we can live together for a while. If it's good, we can get married."

He exam ned her face. Her nouth, usually agile and hunorous, was drawn
into a taut, colorless line. Her eyes, which reflected her nmobods as the river
refl ected the sky, were gray and opaque. Under the soft tan painted by
winter's sun her skin was pale. She was serious. She nmeant it. "Too late," he
sai d.

"What do you nean, “too |ate'?"

Yesterday, there night have been sense and logic to her estimate, and he
m ght have accepted this challenge, invitation, and proposal. But since
nmorni ng, they had lived in diverging worlds. It was necessary that he | ead her
down into his world, yet not too abruptly, |est sight and apprehension of the
future inmperil her capacity to think clearly and act intelligently. "My
sister-in-law and her two children are coning to stay with nme," he began
"They get in tonight-in the norning, really. Three thirty."

"Fine," she said. "Meet them turn the house over to them and then pick
yourself a city-a nice, big, live city. They can have this place all to
t hensel ves and while they're here you won't have to worry about the house. How
| ong are they stayi ng?"

"I don't know," Randy said. Maybe forever, he al nost added, but didn't.

"It won't matter, really, will it? Wen they | eave you can rent the
house. If they | eave soon you ought to get a good price for it for the rest of
the season. Wat's your sister-in-law like?"

"I haven't told you the reason they're comng." He reached out and
covered her hands. Her fingers, long, round, strong, matched her throat. Her
nails were tinted copper, and carefully groonmed. He tried to frane the right
words. "My brother believes-"

Graf, lying near Randy's stool, rolled to his feet, hair bristling like a
razorback pig, tail and ears at attention, and then raced into the hallway and
down the stairs, barking wildly.

"That's the | oudest dog |'ve ever net!" Lib said. "Wat's eating him
now?"

"He's got radar ears. Nothing can get close to the house w t hout him
knowi ng." Randy went downstairs. It was Dan Gunn at the door. An angul ar
towering man, sad-faced and saturnine, wearing heavy-framed gl asses, awkward
i n movenent and sparing of speech, he stepped into the hallway, not bothering
to glance at Graf. Dan said, "You got a woman upstairs, Randy? | know you have
because her car is in the driveway." He renoved his pipe fromhis nouth and
alnost smiled. "lI'd like to talk to her. About her nother. Her father, too."



"Go on up to the apartment, Dan," Randy said. "I'll just wander around in
the yard." He guessed that Dan had just come froma professional visit to the
McGoverns. Lib's nother had di abetes. He didn't know what her father had, but
if Dan was going to discuss famly illnesses with Lib, he would politely
vani sh.

"I don't think Elizabeth will mnd if you sit in on this,"” Dan said.
"Practically one of the fanmily by now, aren't you?"

Coi ng upstairs Randy decided that Dan, too, should know of Mark's
war ni ng. |If anybody ought to know, it was a doctor. And at the sane tine Randy
realized he had not included drugs in his list, and the nedicine cabinet held
little except aspirin, nasal sprays, and nout hwash. Wth two children coning
he shoul d' ve pl anned better than that. Anyway, Dan was the man to tell him
what to get, and wite the prescriptions.

Randy mi xed Dan a drink and said, "Qur nmedic is here to see you, Lib, not
me. When he's finished talking, |'ve got sonething to say to both of you."

Dan | ooked at himoddly. "Sounds |ike you're about to nmake a
pronouncenent . "

"I am But you go first."

"I't's nothing urgent or terribly inportant. | was just naking the placebo
circuit and dropped in to see Elizabeth's nother." "The what?" Lib asked.
Randy had heard Dan use the phrase before.

"Pl acebo, or psychosomatic circuit-the m ddl e-aged retirees and
geriatrics who have nothing to do but get lonely and worry about their health.
The only person they can call who can't avoid visiting themis their doctor
So they call me and | let thembend ny ear with synptons. | give them sugar
pills or tranquilizers-one seens about as good as the other. | tell them
they're going to live. This nakes them happy. | don't know why."

At thirty-five, Dan was a souring idealist. Afrer medical school in
Boston he'd started practice in a Vernont town and in his free hours slaved at
post - graduate studies in epidemology. Hi s target had been the teem ng
continents and the great plagues-malaria, typhus, cholera, typhoid,
dysentery-and he was angling for a Wrld Health O ganization or Point Four
appoi ntnent. Then he'd married. H s wife-Randy did not know her nane because
Dan never uttered it-apparently had been extravagant, a nynpho, a one-drink
al coholic, and a conpul sive ganbler. She'd recoiled at the thought of living
in Equatorial Africa or a delta village in India, and pestered himto set up
practice in New York or Los Angeles, where the big noney was. Wen Dan
refused, she took to spendi ng weekends in New York, an easy pickup at her
favorite bar in the Fifties. So he'd been a gentleman and | et her go to Reno
and get the divorce. Wien her luck ran out she returned East, filed suit for
al i mony, and the judge had given her everything she'd asked. Now she lived in
Los Angel es and each week shovelled the alinony into bingo games or
pari - nutuel machi nes, and Dan's career was ended before it had begun. A Wrld
Health or Point Four salary would barely pay her alinmony and | eave not hing for
him and a doctor can't skip, except into the medi cal shadow and of crimna
practice. He had cone to Florida because the state was growi ng and his
practice and fees would be | arger and he thought he'd eventually accunul ate
enough noney to offer her a cash settlenent and suture the financial
henor r hage.

In Fort Repose, Dan shared the one-story Medical Arts Building with an



ol der man, Dr. Bloonfield, and two dentists. He lived frugally in a two-room
suite in the Riverside Inn, where he acted as house physician for the aging
guests during the winter season. Hi s gross incone had doubl ed. \Wile he
del i vered babies for Pistolville and Negro famlies for $25, he bal anced this
with ten dollar house calls on the placebo circuit. In a single two-hour sweep
up River Road, handing out placebos and tranquilizers, he often netted $100.
It did himno good. He discovered he was inexorably squeezed between alinmony
and taxes. Taxes rose with incone and the escalator clause in his alinony
order took effect. Once, he and Randy figured out that if his gross rose to
nore than $50, 000 a year he woul d have to go into bankruptcy. Dan could

i magi ne no conbi nati on of circunmstances that would allow himto amass enough
capital to buy off his former wife and set himfree to fight the plagues. So
he was a bitter man, but, Randy believed, a kind man, perhaps even a great
one.

Lib said, "You don't consider our house a stop on the placebo circuit, do
you?"

"No," Dan said, "and yes. Your nother does have di abetes." He paused, to
| et her understand that was not all that was wong. "She called ne today. She
was very much upset. She wondered whet her she could change frominsulin to the
new oral drug. You've been giving her her insulin shot every norning, haven't
you?"

"Yes," Lib said. "She can't bear to stick herself and she won't let ny
father do it. She says he's too rough. Says Dad jabs her |like he enjoys it."

Thi s was somret hi ng Randy hadn't known before.

Dan said, "She wants ne to get her orani se because she says you're
t al ki ng about |eaving her."

Lib said, "Yes, | do intend to |leave. I'mgoing to | eave when Randy
| eaves. "

Randy started to speak, but checked hinmself. He could wait a noment.

Dan wi ped his gl asses. His face dropped unhappily. "I don't know about
experimenting," he said. "Your nother is balanced at seventy units of insulin
a day. A pretty solid shot. I don't want to take her off insulin. She'll have

to learn to use the hypodermc herself. Now, let's nmove on to your father."
"My father! Nothing's wong with Dad, is there?"

"Maybe not hi ng. Maybe everything. He's turning into a zonbie, Elizabeth.
Doesn't he have any hobbies? Can't he start a new business? He's only
si xty-one and, except for a little hyper tension, in good shape physically.
But he is dying faster than he should. The better a man is at business, the
worse in retirement. One day he's running a big corporation and the next day
he isn't allowed to run anything, even his own home. He wi shes hinself dead,
and he dies."

Lib had been listening intently. She said, "It's even harder on Dad. You
see, he didn't retire by choice. He was fired. Oh, we all call it retirenent,
and he gets his pension, but the board eased himout-he lost a quiet little
proxy fight-and now he doesn't think he is of any use to anyone at all."

"I felt," Dan said, "it was something like that." He was silent a nonent.
"I"'d like to help him | think he's worth saving." Now Randy knew it was tinme
to speak. "When you cane in, Dan, | was about to tell Lib what Mark told ne



today, out at McCoy. He is afraid-he is sure-that we are on the verge of war.
That's why Helen and the children are being sent down here. Mark thinks the
Russi ans are already staged for it."

Randy wat ched them Conprehension seened to cone first to Elizabeth. She
said, softly, "Oh, God!" Her fingers |locked in her lap and grew white.

Dan's head shook, a negative trenor. He | ooked at the decanter and
Randy's hal f-enpty glass on the bar. "You haven't been drinking, have you,
Randy?"

"First today-since breakfast."

"I didn't think you'd been drinking. | was just hoping." Dan's nassive
head, with the coarse, wiry, reddish hair at the tenples, bent forward as if
his neck could no | onger support it. "l guess that nakes everything

hypot heti cal ," he said. "How soon?" "Mark doesn't know and | can't even guess.
Today- t onor r ow- next week- next nont h-you nane it."

Lib | ooked at her watch. "News at six," she said. A portable radio no
| arger than a highball glass stood at the end of the bar. She turned it on

Randy kept the portable tuned to WBMF (Wonderful San Marco, Florida) the
bi ggest station in the county. The dance nusic faded and the voi ce of Happy
Hedri x, the disk jockey, said:

"Well, all of you frozen felines, 1've got to take the needle out of the
groove for five mnutes so the cubes-a cube is a square anyway you | ook at
hi m hah, hah--can get hip with what cooks around the sphere. So let's start
inwith the weather. It's sixty-nine outside our studios right now and the
forecast for Central Florida is fair and mld with light to noderate east
wi nds tonorrow, and no frost danger through Tuesday. That's good fi shing
weat her, folks, and to prove it here's a story from Tavares, over in Lake
County, Jones Corkle, of Hyannis, Nebraska, today caught a thirteen pound,
four-ounce bignouth in Lake Dora to take the lead in Lake County's Wnter Bass
Tournanent. He used a black eel bait. A UP itemfrom Washi ngton says the Navy
has ordered preventive action against unidentified jet planes which have been
shadowi ng the Sixth Fleet in the Eastern Mediterranean. At Tropical Park
today, Bald Eagle won the Coral Handicap by three | engths, paying
el even-si xty. Careless Lady was second and Runpus third. Now, turning to news
of Wall Street, stocks closed mixed, with nmissiles up and railroads off, in
noder ate tradi ng. The Dow Jones averages . "

Lib turned off Happy Hendrix. She said, "Wat's it nean?" Randy shrugged.
"That business in the Mediterranean? It's happened before. | guess that's one
of the dangerous things about it. We get shockproof. W' ve been conditioned.
Standi ng on the brink of war has become our nornmal posture."” He turned to Dan
"I think we should lay in sone drugs-an energency kit. How about prescribing
for war, Doctor?"

Dan fumbled in his jacket pocket and brought out a pad. He noved slowy

and seened very tired. "I'Il give you both some," he said, starting to wite
"Stuff you can use yourselves without nmy help. And for your nother, Elizabeth,
extra bottles of insulin. Also, I'll order some oranise froma drug house in

Ol ando. Local pharmacy doesn't carry it yet."
"I thought you'd decided not to experinment with it on Mther?" Lib said.

“Insulin,” Dan said, continuing to wite, "requires refrigeration.”



Dan dropped the prescriptions on the bar. "Good night," he said. "I'm
delivering a baby at the clinic at seven. Caesarian section. Life goes on. At
| east that's what |I'mgoing to believe until proved otherw se." He rose and
shambl ed out of the room

Lib wal ked around the counter. "Hold ne," she said. Randy hel d her
crushed her, strangely w thout any passion except fear for her. Usually he had
only to feel her body, or brush his lips across her hair and snmell what she
called "my courting perfune" to becone aroused. Now his arns were conpletely
encircling and conpletely protective. Al he asked was that she live and he
live and that things remain the sane.

She kept rolling her snmooth head against his throat. She was saying no to
it. She was willing and praying the clock to stand still, as Randy was; but,
as Mark had said, this was agai nst nature.

She raised her head and gently pushed herself away and said, "Thanks,
Randy. | get strength fromyou. Did you know that? Now tell me, what should
do?"

"You' d better drive back to your house and speak with your nother and
father."

"I don't think they'll believe it. They don't pay nuch attention to the
i nternational situation and Mdther doesn't ever like to talk about anything
unpl easant . "

"They probably won't believe it. After all, they don't know Mark. Put it
up to your father, as a business proposition. Tell himit's like taking out
i nsurance. Anyway, be sure and get Dan's prescriptions filled."

“"I"l1l get the medicines tonorrow," she said. "Food isn't a problem CQur
cupboard isn't exactly bare. Wat are you going to do, Randy? Hadn't you
better get sone rest if you have to be at the airport at three-thirty?"

"Il try." He took her into his arms again and kissed her, this tinme not
feeling protective at all, and she responded, her fears contai ned.

They left the house as the distended red run dropped into the river where
it joined the wide St. Johns. She got into the car. He touched her |ips again.
"I'f you need ne, call."

"Don't worry. | will. See you tonmorrow, Randy." "Yes, tonorrow "

Now at this hour, when the cirrus clouds stretched |ike crinmson ribbons
hi gh across the sout hwest sky, in such a hush that not even a playful eddy
dared stir noss or palmfronds, the day died in calmand in beauty. This was
Randy's hour, this and dawn, time of stillness and of peace.

H s eye was attracted by novenent in a clunp of Turk's-cap across the
road, and then again, he saw the damm bird. There could be little doubt of it.
Even at this distance, w thout binoculars, he could distinguish the
white-rimred eyes. Moving very slowy and in silence, drifting frombush to
bush, he crossed the | awn.

If he could cross the road and Fl orence Wechek's front yard wi thout
frightening it, he mght nake a positive identification. Florence and Alice
Cooksey wat ched him Florence had been observing him from behind the bedroom
blinds while he talked with the McGovern girl, and ki ssed her goodbye, a
di sgusting public exhibition. She had watched him stand in the doorway, hands



on hips, alone and, for a long tine, motionless. Then incredul ously, she had
seen himbend over and stealthily nmove toward her, and she had called Alice.
"There he is!" she said triunphantly. "I told you so. Come and see for
yourself. He's a Peeping Tom all right!"

Alice, peering through the |ouvers, said, "I think he's stalking
somet hi ng. "
"Yes, me."

They wat ched while he crossed the road, placing his feet carefully as a
heron feeding on mnnows in the shallows. "The sneak!" Florence said.

He reached Florence's | awn and for a nonent hid behind a clunmp of
boxwood. "He's going around the side of the house,” Florence said. "I think we
can watch better fromthe dining room" She ran into the dining room Alice
fol | ow ng.

Bent al nost doubl e, he advanced fromthe boxwood toward the Turk's-cap
Suddenly he straightened, threw an inmaginary hat to the ground, and Fl orence
heard himsay distinctly, "Oh, God danml" At the sane tinme she heard Ant hony
shaki ng the cage on the back porch. Anthony had conme hone for the night. Then
she heard Randy on the back porch. Anthony squawked. Randy swore, and shout ed,
"Hey, Florence!"

She opened the kitchen door and said, "Now | ook here, Randol ph Bragg, |'m
not having any nore of your prow ing around the house and staring at ne while
' mdressing. You ought to be ashaned!"

Randy, mouth open, astonished, stared at the two birds, Anthony on the
outside of the cage, Ceo fluttering within. He said, "Is that your bird?" He
poi nted at Ant hony.

"Certainly it's my bird." "What kind of a bird is it?" "Wwy he's an
African | ovebird, of course.”

Randy shook his head. "I'ma dope. | thought he was a Carolina parakeet.
You know, the Carolina parakeet is, or was, our only native parrot. A specinmen
hasn't been identified since 1925. They're supposed to be extinct. If that
isn'"t one, I'mwilling to adnmt they are."

"I's that why you've been spying on nme? | saw you at it this nmorning, with
gl asses. "

"I haven't been spying on you, Florence. |'ve been spying on that fake
Carol i na parakeet." He noticed Alice Cooksey standing behind Fl orence,
smling. Alice was one of his favorite people. He really ought to tell Alice
about Mark, and what Mark predicted. Qught to tell Florence as well, but
Fl orence still |ooked upset and angry. He said, "Now, Florence, cool off 1've
got sonmething inportant to tell you."

"Bird watcher!" Fl orence shrieked. She slammed the kitchen door in his
face and fled into the house.

Randy put his hands in his pockets and strolled hone. The world was rea
crazy. He'd talk to Florence and Alice in the norning, after Florence settled
down.

In his kitchen, Randy nade hinmself a canni bal sandw ch. Lib considered
his habit of eating raw ground round, smeared w th horseradi sh and nustard and



pressed between slices of rye bread, barbarous. He'd explained it was sinply a
bachel or's nmeal, quick and | azy, and anyway he liked it.

He trotted downstairs and exam ned the purchases |ined on shel ves and
stacked in closets. Sone of it was pretty exotic stuff for an energency.
Per haps he should make up a small kit of delicacies. If the worst happened,
this would be their iron rations for a desperate time. If nothing happened, it
woul d all keep. He selected a jar of English beef tea, a seal ed package of
bouil l on cubes, a jar of Swi ss chocolates and a sealed tin of hardcandies, a
canned Italian cheese, and a few other small items. He placed themall in a
smal | carton, wapped the carton in foil, and took it up to the apartnment. The
teak chest in the office was a fine place to hide it and forget it. He
rumraged through the chest, rearranging old | egal docunments, abstracts,
bundl es of letters, a packet of Confederate currency, peeling photograph
al bums. Li eut enant

Peyton's log and a hal f-dozen baby books-all famly nmenorabilia judged
not val uabl e enough to warrant space in a safe deposit vault but too val uabl e
to throw away- and made space for the iron rations at the bottom

At seven o'clock he listened to the news. There was nothing startling. He
fl opped down on a studi o couch, picked up a nagazine, and started to read an
article captioned, "Next Stop-Mars." Presently the words danced in front of
his eyes, and he slept.

VWhen it was seven Friday evening in Fort Repose, it was two o' clock
Saturday norning in the Eastern Mediterranean, where Task G oup 6.7 turned
toward the north and headed for the narrow seas between Cyprus and Syria. The
shape of the task group was a giant oval, its periphery marked by the wakes of
destroyers and guided-missile frigates and cruisers. The center of Task G oup
6.7, and the reason for its existence, was the U S.S. Saratoga, a nobile
nucl ear striking base. In Saratoga's Conbat Information Center two officers
wat ched a bright blip on the big radar repeater. It wi nked on and off, like a
tiny green eye opening and closing. Interrogated by a "friend or foe" radar
i mpul se, it had not replied. It was hostile. For thirty-six hours, ever since
passing Malta, Saratoga had been shadowed. This blip was the | atest shadower:

One of the officers said, "No use sending up a night fighter. That bogy

is too fast. But an F-11-F could catch him So we'll |let himhang around, |et
himclose in. Maybe he'll come close enough for a missile shot from Canben”a.
If not, we'll launch F-11-F's at first light."

The other officer, an older man, a senior captain, frowned. He disliked
risking his ship in an area of restricted nmaneuver whil e under eneny
observation. He always thought of the Mediterranean as a sack, anyway, and
t hey were approaching the bottomof it. He said, "Al right. But be dam sure
we chase himout of radar range before we enter the @ulf of |skenderun."

Chapter 4

Helen Bra's battle was over, and she had lost. The tickets were in her
handbag. Their |uggage-Mark had nade them pack al nmost all the clothes they
owned and paid an outrageous sumfor the extra weight-was piled on the baggage
cart al ready wheel ed outside on the concrete, fine snow settling on it. She

had lost, and yet fifteen mnutes before plane time she still protested, not
in the hope that Mark woul d change his mnd. It was sinmply that she felt
m serable and guilty. She said, "I still don't think I ought to go. | feel

li ke a deserter."”

They stood together in the term nal |obby, a tiny island oblivious to the



human eddi es around them Her gloved hand held to his arm her cheek was
pressed tightly against his shoulder. He pressed her hand and said, "Don't be
silly. Anybody with any sense gets out of a primary target area at a tinme |ike
this. You aren't the first to | eave, and you won't be the last."

"That doesn't make it right and it isn't right. My place is here with

you.

He pulled her around to face him so that her upturned mouth was inches
fromhis owmn. "That's just it. You can't stay with ne. If and when it comnes
"Il be in the Hole, protected by fifty feet of concrete and steel and good
earth. That's where ny place is and that's where you can't be. You'd be
somewhere on the surface exposed. If you could cone down into the Hole with
me, then you could stay, darling."

Thi s was sonet hing he had not said before, a fact she had not consi dered.
Sonehow it rmade her feel a bit better, yet she continued to argue, although
dispiritedly. "Still, | think my job is here."

Hi s fingers banded her arm and when he spoke his voice was flat, a direct
order. "Your job is to survive because if you don't the children won't
survive. That is your job. There is no other. You understand that, Hel en?"

On the other side of the drafty terminal Ben Franklin and Peyton buzzed
around the newsstand, each with a dollar to spend on candy, gum and
magazi nes. They knew only that they were getting out of school a week early,
and were spending Christmas vacation in Florida. That's all Helen had told
them and in the excitenment of packing, and greeting their father, and then
packi ng nore bags, there had been no questions. Helen said, "I understand."”
Her head dropped agai nst Mark's chest. "If this business blows over you'll |et
us cone right hone, won't you?"

"Sure."
"You prom se?" "Certainly |I promse."

"Maybe we coul d be hone before the next school term" "Don't count on it,
darling. But 1'll call you every day, and as soon as | think it's safe I'l
give you the word."

The | oudspeaker announced Flight 714 for Chicago, connecting with flights
east and south.

The children ran over to them Peyton carried a quiver and bow slung over
her shoul der. Ben Franklin a cased spinning rod, his Christmas present from
Randy the year before.

Mar k shepherded t hem outside, and toward Gate 3. He lifted Peyton off the
ground and held her a noment and ki ssed her, disarranging her red knitted cap
"My hair!" she said, |aughing, and he put her down.

He noticed other passengers filtering through the gate. He drew Ben
Franklin aside. He said, "Behave yourself, son."

Ben | ooked up at him his brown eyes troubl ed. Wen he spoke, his voice
was intentionally low "This is an evacuation, isn't it, Dad>"
"Yes." It was Mark's policy never to utter an untruth when replying to a
qguestion fromthe children



"I knew it as soon as | got home from school. Usually Mther gets al
excited and happy about traveling. Not today. She hated to pack. So | knew
it."

"I hate to send you away but it's necessary." Looking at Ben Franklin was
like | ooking at a snapshot of hinself in an old album "You'll have to be the
man of the famly for a while."

"Don't worry about us. We'll be okay in Fort Repose. |I'mworried about
you." The boy's eyes were filling. Ben Franklin was a child of the atom c age,
and know edgeabl e.

"I''"ll be all right in the Hole."

"Not if . . . Anyway, Dad, you don't have to worry about us," he
r epeat ed.

Then it was tine. Mark wal ked themto the gate, Peyton's glove in his
left hand, Ben Franklin's in his right. Helen turned and he kissed her once

and said, "Goodbye, darling. 1'll phone you tonmorrow afternoon. |'ve got the
duty tonight and I'Il probably sleep all nmorning but 1'll call as soon as |
get up."

She managed to say, "Tonorrow. "

He watched themwal k to the plane, a small procession, and out of his
life.

At nine o' clock Randy awoke, aware of a hal f-dozen probl ens accumul at ed
in his subconscious. The problem of transportation he had neglected entirely.
He certainly ought to have a reserve of gas and oil. Half his grocery list
remai ned to be purchased. He had not filled Dan Gunn's prescriptions. He had
yet to visit Bubba O fenhaus and collect Civil Defense panphlets. He went into
his bathroom turned on the lights, and washed the sleep out of his eyes.

Li ghts! What woul d happen if the Iights went out? Several boxes of candl es,
two ol d-fashi oned kerosene | anps, and three flashlights were cached in the

si deboard downstairs, a provision against hurricane season. He had a
flashlight in his bedroom and another in the car. He added candl es, kerosene,
and flashlight batteries to his list. Everything, except the gasoline, would
have to wait until tonorrow anyway. Wth Helen to help himfill in the gaps,
it would be easy to lay in all the essentials Saturday.

He changed his clothes, shivering. The nights were getting cool er
Downstairs the thernoneter read sixty-one and he turned up the thernostat. The
Bragg house had no cellar-they were rare in Central Florida-but it did have a
furnace roomand was efficiently heated by oil. G1I! He doubted that he'd have
to worry about oil. The fuel tank had been filled in Novenber and thus far in
the wi nter had been mld.

In the garage Randy found two enpty five-gallon gasoline cans. He put
themin the car trunk and drove to town.

Jerry Kling's station was still open, but Jerry had already turned off
hi s neon sign and was checking the cash register. Jerry filled the tank, and
the two extra cans, and as an afterthought Randy asked for a gallon of
kerosene and five extra quarts of oil. Driving back on R ver Road, Randy
sl owed when he reached the McCGoverns'. All the lights were on in the
McGoverns' house. He turned into the driveway. It was ten-thirty. It was not
necessary that he |leave for the Olando airport until two A M



It was near dawn in the Eastern Mediterranean when Saratoga, working up
speed in narrowi ng waters between Cyprus and Lebanon, catapulted four F-11-F
Tigers, the fastest fighters in its conplenment. By then, the reconnai ssance
jet that had shadowed Task G oup 6.7 through the darkness hours had vani shed
fromthe radar screens. The Admiral's staff was convinced another woul d take
its place, as on the previous nmorning, but this day the snooper would receive
a surprise. Task Goup 6.7's primary mssion was to take station in |Iskenderun
@l f and give heart to the Turks, who were under heavy political and
propaganda pressure. The force's security would be endangered if its
perilously tight formation, in this confined area, was observed.

Quite often the flood of history is undamred or diverted by the character
and actions of one nman. In this case the man was not an official in
Washi ngton, or the Admiral commandi ng Task Group 6.7, or even the Captain or
Air Group Commander of Saratoga. The man was Ensign Janes Cobb, ni cknaned
Peewee, the youngest and smallest pilot in Fighter Squadron 44.

Ensi gn Cobb was assi gned Conbat Air Patrol duty on this Saturday norning
sinmply because it was his turn. He was scarcely five feet, six inches tall
wei ghed 124, and | ooked younger than his twenty-three years. Under a flat-top
haircut, his red head appeared knobby and outsized. Hi s face was pinched, and
mottled with freckles. In the presence of girls, he was shy to the point of
panic. In the wonderful ports of Naples, N ce, and Istanbul, he distinguished
hinself as the only pilot in Fighting Forty-Four who never found reason to
request a night's liberty ashore.

VWhen he clinbed into the cockpit of his aircraft, Peewee Cobb's whol e
character changed. The instant his hands and feet were on the controls, he
became as | arge and fast as his supersonic fighter, and as powerful as its
armanent. As conpensation for outer physical deficiencies, he was gifted with
superb reactions and eyesight. He was rated superior in rocketry and gunnery.
He got a fierce thrill in pushing his F-11-F through the mach, and to the
l[imt of its capability. He could outfly anybody in the squadron, including
t he Li eutenant Conmander who led it, and who had once said, "Peewee nmay be a
nmouse aboard ship, but he's a tiger in a Tiger. If | sent himup with orders
to shoot down the nmoon, he'd try."

Now, for the first tine, Peewee Cobb was flying CAP under wartime
conditions, in a fighter armed with live rockets and with orders to intercept
and destroy a snooper if it appeared. Cinbing steadily in the darkness, he
prayed that if the bogy cane back, it would attenpt to penetrate his sector
If it did, nobody would | augh at his size, his squeaky voice, his face, or his
i neffectual awkwardness with wonmen, ever again.

Peewee Cobb had been given a code nane, Sunflower Four, and instructions
to orbit over an area of sea off Haifa, astern of Task Goup 6.7. If the
hostil e reconnai ssance jet cane in froma base in Egypt or Al bania, he would
be in a position to intercept. His fighter was armed wi th Sidew nders,

i ngeni ous, single mnded rockets, heat-seekers. A Sidew nder's nose was
sensitive to infra-red rays fromany heat source. Peewee had fired two in
practice. They not only had destroyed the targets, but had unerringly vani shed
up the tail pipes of the drones.

At thirty thousand feet, Peewee judged he was on station and called for a
radar fix. The mssile-cruiser Canberra, closest ship in the formation
confirmed his position. As he circled, the sky in the southeast grew |ight.
When the sun touched his wi ngtips, the sea was still dark bel ow. Then
gradual |y, the shape and col or of sea and earth becane plain. He felt entirely
al one and apart fromthis transformation, as if he watched froma separate
pl anet. He checked his map. Far to the east he picked out Munt Carnel, and a



river, and beyond were the hills of Megiddo, also called Arnmageddon. He
continued to orbit.

Hi s earphones crackl ed and he acknow edged Saratoga. The fighter
controller's voice said, "Sunflower Four, we have a bogy. He is at angels
twenty-five, his speed five hundred knots. Your intercept course is thirty
degrees. Go get him™

So the snooper was already north of himand racing up the coast, hoping
to hang on to the flank of the task group and observe it by radar froma
position close to friendly Syrian territory. Peewee took his headi ng and
pushed his throttle up to ninety-nine percent power. He slid through the mach
with a slight, thrilling tremor. Every fifteen or twenty seconds he nade
mnute alterations in course in response to directions from Saratoga, which
was hol ding both planes on its screens.

Then he saw it, flicker of sun on metal, diving at great speed. He pushed
the Tiger's nose over and followed, reporting, "I amclosing target." He
touched the switch that armed his rockets, and another calling for manua
fire, singly.

The chase had carried himdown to nine thousand feet and the bogy was

still losing altitude. It was a two-engined jet, an |IL-33, Peewee believed,
and remarkably fast at this low | evel. There was no doubt the bogy knew he was
on its tail, for reconnai ssance aircraft would be well equipped wth radar

H s speed held steady at mach 1.5, but his rate of closure sl owed.

Far ahead Peewee saw the Syrian port of Latakia, reputedly built into an
i mportant Red subrmarine base. Wthin a few seconds he would be within Syrian
territorial waters, and a few nore would carry himover the port itself.

At this point Peewee shoul d have dropped the chase, for they had been
strictly warned, in the briefing, against violating anyone's borders. He hung
on. In another five seconds

The bogy finked violently to the right, heading for the port and its
anti-aircraft and rocket batteries and perhaps the sanctuary of an airfield in
the brown hills and dunes beyond.

Peewee turned the F-11-F inside him instantly shortening the range.

He pushed the firing button

The Sidewi nder, leaving a thin pencil mark of snoke, rushed out ahead.

For an instant the Sidew nder seenmed to be following the flight of the
bogy beautifully, and Peewee waited for it to merge into the tail pipe of one
of the jet engines. Then the Sidew nder seenmed to waver in its course.

Peewee believed, although he could not be certain, that the bogy had cut
its engines and was in a steep glide. Follow ng the Sidew nder, Peewee | ost
si ght of the bogy.

The Si dewi nder darted downward, toward the dock area of Lat aki a.

It seened to be chasing a train. That crazy rocket, Peewee thought.

There was an orange flash and an enornous ball of brown snoke and bl ack

bits of debris rushing up to neet him Peewee kicked his rudder hard and
clinmbed away fromit, conpressed within his Gsuit and nonmentarily losing his



vision. Then the shock wave kicked himin the rear and he was out over the
Medi t erranean again. He was asking for a vector back to his ship when anot her
flash reflected on his instrunment panel. He banked to | ook back, and saw a

bl ack cloud, red flames at its base, rising from Lat aki a.

Fifteen minutes [ater Ensign Cobb, freckles standing out on his white
face like painted splotches, was standing in Admiral's Country of Saratoga
trying to explain what had happened.

Randy Bragg pulled up in the rear driveway of the MGovern house,
wonderi ng whet her he should go in. He was not exactly popular with the el der
McGoverns, which was why Lib visited himnore often than he visited her.

VWenever he entered the McGovern hone, Randy felt as if he were stepping
i nto an enornous departnment-store wi ndow. The entire front of the house,
facing the Tinmucuan, was plate glass clanped between thin stainless stee
supports, and every piece of furniture appeared unused, as if a price tag and
warranty woul d be found tied to one of the |egs. Lavinia MGovern herself had
t hought up the basic plan, collaborated with the architect, and supervised the
construction. The architect, pleading a hotel commission in Manm , had
returned part of his fee and absented hinself from Fort Repose before the
foundation was | aid.

On his first visit, Randy had not endeared hinself to Lavinia. She took
hi m on what she called "the grand tour," proudly showi ng off the multiple heat
punps insuring constant year-round tenperature; the magnificent kitchen with
el ectroni c ovens and broilers operated froma central control panel; the
cunning round holes in the ceiling which sprayed gentle |ight on dining-room
table, bar, bridge table, and strategically |ocated abstract statuary; the
tel evision screens faired into the walls of bedrooms, living room dining
room and even kitchen; and the nmaster bedroomis free formtub, which extended
through the wall and into a tiny, shielding garden. There were no firepl aces,
whi ch she call ed "soot-producers," or bookshel ves, which were "dust catchers."

Al'l was new, nodern, and functional. "Wen we canme down here,"” Lavinia
said, "we got rid of everything in Shaker Heights and started fresh, bright,
and new. See how |I've brought the river right to our feet?" She indicated the
expanse of glass. "Wat do you think of it?"

Randy tried to be at once tactful and truthful. "It rem nds nme of an
illustration out of Mddern Living, but "

"But ?" Lavinia inquired, nervously.

Randy, feeling he was being hel pful, pointed out that in the sumer
nmont hs the sun's direct rays would pour through the glass walls, and that the
aft ernoon heat woul d becone unbearable no matter how | arge and efficient the
air-conditioning system "lI'mafraid that in sumrer you'll have to shutter
t hat whol e sout hwest side of the house,” he said.

"I's there anything el se you think is wong?" Lavinia asked, her voice
dangerously sweet.

"Well, yes. That indoor-outdoor bath is charm ng and original, but cone
spring it'll be a freeway for noccasins and water snakes. On cool nights
they'Il plop in and swmor crawl right into the house."

At this point Lavinia had squeal ed and clutched at her throat as it
suffocating, and her husband and daughter had half-carried her to the bedroom
The next day plunbers and masons renodel ed the sunken tub, elimnating the



out door feature. Later, Lib explained that her nother dreaded snakes, and had
been solely responsible for the design of the house. Randy never felt
confortable in Lavinia's presence thereafter. And Lavinia, while attenpting to
be graci ous, sonetines becane pal e and grew faint when he appeared.

Randy's relations with Bill MGovern were little better. On occasion
after a few extra drinks, he disagreed with M. MGovern on matters political
social, and econonmic. Since Bill for many years had been president of a

manuf act uri ng concern enpl oyi ng six thousand people, few of whom ever
di sagreed with hi mabout anything, he had been affronted and angry. He
consi dered Randy

Al'l was new, nodern, and functional. "Wen we came down here,"” Lavinia
said, "we got rid of everything in Shaker Heights and started fresh, bright,
and new. See how |I've brought the river right to our feet?" She indicated the
expanse of glass. "Wat do you think of it?"

Randy tried to be at once tactful and truthful. "It rem nds nme of an
illustration out of Mddern Living, but "

"But ?" Lavinia inquired, nervously.

Randy, feeling he was being hel pful, pointed out that in the sumer
nmont hs the sun's direct rays would pour through the glass walls, and that the
aft ernoon heat woul d becone unbearable no matter how | arge and efficient the
air-conditioning system "lI'mafraid that in sumrer you'll have to shutter
t hat whol e sout hwest side of the house,” he said.

"I's there anything el se you think is wong?" Lavinia asked, her voice
dangerously sweet.

"Well, yes. That indoor-outdoor bath is charm ng and original, but cone
spring it'll be a freeway for noccasins and water snakes. On cool nights
they'Il plop in and swmor craw right into the house."

At this point Lavinia had squeal ed and clutched at her throat as it
suffocating, and her husband and daughter had half-carried her to the bedroom
The next day plunmbers and masons renodel ed the sunken tub, elimnating the
out door feature. Later, Lib explained that her nother dreaded snakes, and had
been solely responsible for the design of the house. Randy never felt
confortable in Lavinia's presence thereafter. And Lavinia, while attenpting to
be graci ous, sonetinmes becane pal e and grew faint when he appear ed.

Randy's relations with Bill MGovern were little better. On occasion
after a few extra drinks, he disagreed with M. MGovern on matters political
social, and econonmic. Since Bill for many years had been president of a

manuf act uri ng concern enpl oyi ng si x thousand people, few of whom ever

di sagreed with hi mabout anything, he had been affronted and angry. He

consi dered Randy an insol ent young |oafer, an exanple of decadence in what
once m ght have been a good famly, and a sadly scranmbl ed egghead, and had so
i nforned his daughter.

So Randy, sitting in his car, hesitated. He was certain to be coolly
received. Lib didn't expect to see himuntil the next day, but he had a hunch
she needed hi m now. He guessed a considerabl e argunment was goi ng on inside.
Lib woul d be verbally overpowered by her father, and Mark's warni ng go
unheeded. Randy got out of his car.

Li b opened the north door before he could ring. "I thought | heard a car
in the drive," she said. "I'mglad it's you. I've got troubles."



Bill McGovern was standing in the living room wapped in an ankl e-length
white bathrobe, smling as if nothing were funny. Lavinia MGovern, her eyes
swol I en and pink against pallid skin, lay back on a chaise. She held a
hankerchief to her nose. Bill was bald, square shoul dered, and rather tall.

H s nose was beaked and his chin prom nent and strong. In his toga of
toweling, and with feet encased in | eather sandals, he | ooked |like an angry
Caesar. "So here comes our |ocal Paul Revere," he greeted Randy. "\Wat are you
trying to do, frighten ny wife and daughter to deat h?"

Randy regretted having come in, but now that he was in he saw no point in
bei ng anything less than frank. "M . MGovern," he said-ordinarily he

addressed Lib's father as Bill-"you aren't as bright as | thought. If | gave
you a hot tip, froma good source, on the market, you would listen. This is
somewhat nore inportant than the market. | thought | was doing you a favor."

He turned to | eave.

Lib touched his arm "Please, Randy, don't go!" "Elizabeth,"-when her
parents were present he always called her Elizabeth-"I'Il |eave things the way
they are. If you need nme, call."

Lavi nia began to sniffle, audibly. In a worried voice Bill said, "Now
don't rush off hal f-cocked, Randy. I'msorry if | was rude. There are certain
t hi ngs you don't understand."

"Li ke what?" Randy asked.

Bill's voice was conciliatory. "Just sit down and I'Il explain." Randy
continued to stand.

"Now |'mtwice as old as you are,” Bill said, "and | think | know nore
about what goes on in this world. After all, | know quite a few big men-the
bi ggest. Al these war scares are concocted by the Pentagon-no of fense neant
to your brother-to get nore appropriations, and give nore handouts to Europe,
and jack up taxes. It's all part of the dammable inflationary pattern that's
designed to cheat people on pensions and with fixed i ncomes and so forth. Now
| know your brother thinks he's doing the right thing, and | appreciate your
telling Elizabeth. But chances are your brother's been taken in too."

"Have you been listening to the news for the past few days?" "Yes. Oh,
"Il admit it |ooks bad in the Mdeast but that doesn't scare ne. W mi ght
have a little brushfire war, |ike Korea, sure. But no atomic war. Nobody's
goi ng to use atom c bonbs, just |ike nobody used gas in the |ast war."

"You'll guarantee that, eh, Bill?"

Bill |ocked his hands behind his back. "I can't guarantee it, of course,
but only the other day | was talking to M. O fenhaus. You must know him Runs
Civil Defense here. Wll, he isn't worried. Says the only real danger we face

i s being overrun by people swarm ng out of Ol ando and Tanmpa. He doesn't even
think there's nuch chance of that. Fort Repose isn't on any main hi ghway. But

he does say we'll have to watch out for the dinges. Keep 'em under control."
"Please, Bill!" Lavinia said. "Say darkies!"
"Darkies, hell! The dinges are liable to panic and start looting. Ch, the
| ocal niggers, like Daisy, our cook, and M ssouri, the cleaning woman, may be

all right. M. Ofenhaus was tal king about the m grant |abor, the orange
pi ckers and so forth. So if M. Ofenhaus isn't worried, then |I'mnot worried.
M. Ofenhaus strikes ne as a pretty solid businessman. "



Randy knew t hat Bubba O f enhaus had been picked to head

Cvil Defense because he owned the only two anbul ances, which with the
addi ti on of black scrollwork doubl ed as hearses, in Fort Repose. "Did you talk
to himabout fallout?" he asked.

"Well, no, | didn't,” Bill said. "M. Ofenhaus said they sent himsone
bookl ets from Washi ngton but he's not passing them around because they're too
gruesome. Says why worry about something you can't see, feel, hear, or snell?
Says it's just as bad to frighten people to death as kill themw th radiation
and | nust say that | agree with him"

Lavinia said, "If it came | suppose we'd have rationing like last tinme
and all kinds of shortages. Bill, don't you think we ought-no, | won't think
of it. Please, let's not talk about it any nore. It's horrid." She dabbed at
her eyes and tried to smle. "Randol ph, when your sister-in-law cones won't
you bring her over for dinner? Afterwards, we could play bridge. Perhaps you'd
like to play a rubber now? I now you're going to stay up to neet the plane,
and I'mtoo overwought to sleep.”

“"I"'msure Helen will be delighted to cone to dinner," Randy said. "As for
bridge, 1'll take a rain check. | still have sonme things to do at hone. Good
night, Lavinia. Sorry | upset you."

Lib came out to the car with him "Didn't get very far, did |I?" he said.
"You started Dad thinking. That's far."

Overhead he heard nulti-engined jets. On that night there was three
quarters of the moon. He | ooked up, and seeing nothing, knewthe jets were
mlitary aircraft, too high for their running lights to show agai nst the
bright sky. On any night, if you listened for a while, you could hear the
B-52's and 47's and 58's, but on this night there seemed to be nore of them

"Where are they fron?" Lib asked. "Were are they going?" "l guess
they're from MCoy and MacDi Il and Eglin and Honestead," Randy said, "and
don't think they're going anywhere nmuch. They're just stooging around up there
because they're safer up there than on the ground. Wen you can hear them
floating around like that, high, you know you're all right."

"I see," Lib said. For the second tinme, he kissed her good night.

VWhen he reached honme it was al nbst m dnight. He nade coffee and, yawning,
turned on the radio and tuned an Orlando station for the |ate network news.
The first bulletin jerked himw de awake:

"From Washi ngt on- The official Arab radio, in a broadcast from Damascus,
clains that American carrier planes are conducting a violent bonbing attack on
t he harbor of Latakia. This news broke in Washington just a few m nutes ago.
There has been no reaction fromthe Pentagon, which at this hour of night is
lightly staffed. However, it is reported that high Navy and Defense Depart ment
officials are being sumoned into emergency conference. W will give you nore
on this as we receive it fromour Washi ngton newsroom Here is the text of the
official Arab broadcast: At about six-thirty o'clock this norning' -please
renmenber that it is nmorning in the Eastern Mediterranean, which is seven hours
ahead of Anmerican Eastern Standard Time-"lowflying jet aircraft, of the type
used on United States aircraft carriers and bearing United States insignia,
brutally and wi thout warni ng bonrbed the harbor area of Latakia. It is reported
that civilian casualties are high and that many buildings are in flanes.' That



was the text of the Arab broadcast and that is all the hard news we have at
the nonent. Latakia is the nost inportant Syrian harbor. Wthin the [ast few
years it has been heavily fortified, and there has been extensive construction
of submarine pens under the direction of Russian technicians. It is generally
regarded as one of the nost powerful anti-Wstern naval bases in the
Mediterranean. It is known that units of the United States Sixth Fleet are now
in the Eastern Mediterranean, and that these units have been shadowed by fast,
unidentified aircraft. "

The network announcer went on to other news, and Randy's phone rang.

He picked it up, irritated. It was Bill MGovern. "D d you hear the
news?" Bill asked.

"Yes. I'mtrying to get more of it." "Wat do you think?"
"I don't think anything, yet. | want to hear our side of it." "Sounds to
me like we're starting a small preventive war," Bill said.

"I don't believe that for an instant,"” Randy said. "You don't prevent a
war by starting one."

"Well, we'll see who's right in the norning."

Mark Bragg missed the first news flash on Latakia. At that nonent he was
strai ghtening up the house before driving to Ofutt to assume direction of
Intelligence analysis in the Hole. He had been recalled fromthe Puerto Rico
m ssi on because SAC s Commander in Chief, General Hawker, felt that in this
newest crisis senior nenbers of his Operations and Intelligence staffs should
mai ntai n a round-the-cl ock watch. An attack is rarely planned to conformto a
victims five-day, forty-hour week so Hawker divided his npbst experienced
officers into three shifts covering the whole day. As SAC s third-ranking
Intelligence officer, junior to the A-2 and his deputy, both brigadiers,

Col onel Bragg naturally drew the nost onerous hours-m dni ght to 0800.

At eleven P.M, Omaha tine, while the Damascus broadcast was being
repeated around the world, Mark was in the children's roons, feeling |like an
intruder. It was the silence that disconforted him He found hinself
ti ptoeing, listening for the m ssing sounds. The house was still as northern
woods in winter, when all the creatures are gone.

Ben Franklin's roomlooked as if it had been ransacked by a band of
nmonkeys rather than that a thirteen-year-old boy had packed. Mark cl osed
dresser drawers and picked up ties, clothes- hangers, and shoes and socks,
never in pairs. He supposed all boys were like that. Peyton's room | ooked no
different than if this had been an ordinary day, as if she had been invited to
a slunmber party at the home of a friend and would return in the norning. Her
bedspread was uncreased, and the furry toy animal that held her pajanmas rested
precisely in its center, as always. She had forgotten it. Her doll collection
carefully propped up on a tier of shelves, formed a silent audience to his
silent inspection. Peyton hadn't asked to take her dolls to Florida. Perhaps
she was outgrowi ng dolls. O perhaps she didn't realize; when she left them
that it mght be forever. Her desk was neat, pencils aligned as if at squads
ri ght, school books stacked in a pyram d. He picked up the books and took them
downstairs. He would mail themfrom Offutt in the norning, after he was off
duty. Peyton was a tidy and thoughtful little girl, in |ooks and tenperanent
much i ke her nmother. He |l oved her. He |loved them both. They had been very
sati sfactory children. The house was intolerably quiet. In the whole house the
only sound was the ticking of clocks.



Driving toward Offutt, and his job, Mark felt better. Wen he turned into
the four-lane highway that ran south to the base he saw that it was
eleven-thirty and flipped on the car radio. It was then that he heard the Arab
charge that Latakia had been bonbed by American planes and, in addition, a
rather strange statement from Washington. "A Navy Departnent spokesman," the
newscaster said, "denies that there has been any intentional attack on the
Syrian coast."

Mark stepped down on the accel erator and wat ched the speedoneter needl e
pass seventy-five. On a turn the back wheels weaved. Ice. He forced hinmself to
concentrate on his driving. Soon he would know everything that was known in
the Hol e, which nmeant everything that was known to Anerican Intelligence, and
the worl d-wi de news networks, everywhere. Meanwhile it was pointless to guess,
or end up in a ditch, a useless casualty with no Purple Heart.

Twel ve minutes later Mark entered the War Room fifty feet underground.
Blinking in the brilliant but shadow ess artificial sunlight, he glanced at
the map panels. Nothing startling. He wal ked on to the offices of A-2,
Intelligence. In the inner office Dutch Klein, Deputy A-2 and a buck general
in his early forties, waited for his relief. An electric coffee naker steaned
on Dutch's desk. Two ashtrays were filled with crushed cigarette butts. Dutch
had been busy. Dutch said, "I guess you' ve heard the news."

"I caught it on the radio. It's not true, is it?"

"It's fantastic!" Dutch touched a sheaf of pink flinsies, decoded
priority messages, on his desk. "Two hours ago Sixth Fleet scranbled fighters
to intercept a jet snooper. An ensign from Saratoga--an ensign, mnd
you-si ghted the bogy and chased himall the way up the Levant. He cl osed at
Latakia and fired a bird. Wether it was human error or an erratic rocket
isn'"t clear. Anyway, everything blew " Dutch, a nuscul ar, keg-shaped nan wth
round, rubbery face, groaned and sank back into his chair.

Automatically the fortifications of the port area of Latakia came into
focus in Mark's mind. "Large stores of conventional nines, torpedoes, and
ammo, " he said. "They usually have four to eight subs in the new pens and a
coupl e of cruisers and escort vessels in the harbor." He hesitated, thinking
of something else, worse. "The fire and bl ast could have cooked off nucl ear
weapons, if they were in conbat configuration. That could well be. Wat do you
make of it?"

"Wirst foul-up on record,” Dutch said. "Gad it's the Navy and not us."

"I mean, how do you think the Russians will react?" Mark asked the
guesti on not because he thought Dutch could give himthe answer, but as a
catalyst to his own imagi nation. Intelligence wasn't Dutch's primary interest.
On the way up to two stars and command of an air division, Dutch had been
forced to assimlate two years of staff, part of his education. To Mark, the
Intelligence job, with all its political and psychol ogical facets, was a
career in itself. He had a feel for it, the capacity to stir a headful of
unrel ated facts until they congealed into a pattern arrowing the future. Dutch
said, "Maybe it'll throw them off bal ance.”

"I't mght upset their timetable," Mark agreed, "but I'mafraid they're
all set. It mght just give the Kremin, a cases belli, an excuse."

Dutch lifted hinmself out of the chair. "I leave it with you. The Cin C
was here until a few mnutes ago. He said he had to get some sleep because it
m ght get even hairier tomorrow. |If there are any inportant politica
devel opnents you're to call him Operations will handle the alert status, as



usual . "

For thirty mnutes Mark concentrated on the pile. of flinsies, the | atest
intelligence from NATO, Snyrna, Naples, the Philippines, Eastern Sea Frontier
and the summaries from Air Defense Command and the Cl AL Wen he was abreast of
the situation he crossed the War Roomto Operations Control

The Senior Controller on duty was Ace Atkins, a former fighter pilot,
like Mark an eagle colonel. He was called Ace because he had been one, in two
wars. Because of proven courage and absol ute cool ness, he was at the desk now
occupi ed, with the red phone a few inches fromhis fingers. One code word into
Ace's red phone would cock SAC s two thousand bonbers and start the countdown
at the missile sites. It wuld take another word, either spoken by Genera
Hawker or with his authority, to | aunch the force.

Ace, slight and wiry, |ooked up and said, "Wl cone to Bedlam" The
Control Room separated fromthe War Room by heavy gl ass, was utterly quiet.

Mark said, "I'mworried. I w sh Washi ngton would cone forth with a
conplete statenment. As things stand now, nost of the world will believe we
attacked Latakia deliberately."

"Why don't the Navy information people give out?"

"They want to. They've got a rel ease ready. But they're | ow echel on and
you know Washi ngton. "

"Not very well.

"I know f it well," Mark said, "and I think I can pretty well guess
what's happeni ng. Everybody wants to put his chop on it because it's so
i mportant but for the sane reason nobody wants to take the responsibility. The
Navy Pl O probably called an Assistant Secretary, and the Assistant Secretary
called the Secretary and the. Secretary probably called the Secretary of
Defense. By that tine: the Information Agency and State Departnent were
i nvol ved. By now nore and nore people are getting up and they are calling nore
and nore people." Mark | ooked at the clocks, above the War Room maps, telling
the tine in all zones fromOmsk to Guam "It's two A .M in Washi ngton now. As
each man gives his okay to the release it turns out that somebody el se has to

be consulted. Eventually they'll have the Secretary of State out of bed and
then the White House press secretary. Maybe he'll wake up the President. Unti
that happens, | don't think there'll be any full statenment."

Ace said. "My God! That sounds awful ."
"It is, but what worries me nost is Mdscow " "Wat's Mscow sayi ng?"

"Not a word. Not a whisper. Usually Radi o Mbscow woul d be scream ng
bl oody nmurder. That's what worries nme. As |ong as people keep talking they're
not fighting. When Moscow quits talking, I'mafraid they're acting." Mrk
borrowed a cigarette and lit it. "I think the chances are about sixty-forty,"
he said, "that they've started their countdown."

Ace's fingers stroked the red phone. "Well," he said, "we're as ready as
we ever will be. Fourteen percent of the force is airborne now and anot her
sevent een percent on standby. |I'mpre pared to hold that ratio until we're

relieved at 0800. How s that sound to you, Mark?"

As always, the responsibility to act lay with A-3. Mark Bragg, as A-2,
could only advise. He said, "That's a pretty big effort. You can't keep the



whole force in the air and on standby all the tine. | know that, and yet " He
stretched. "I'll trot back to ny cave and see what else conmes in. I'll check
with you in an hour."

On his desk, Mark found copies of three nore urgent dispatches. One, from
the Air attach, in Ankara, reported Russian aerial reconnai ssance over the
Azerbaijan frontier. Another, fromthe Navy Departnment, gave a
submarine-sighting two hundred mles off Seattle, definitely a skunk. The
third, received by the State Department from London in the highest secret
classification, said Downing Street had authorized the RAF to arminternediate
range mssiles, including the Thor, w th nucl ear warheads.

In an hour Helen's plane would touch down in Orlando. In two hours, if
the plane was on tinme, Helen and the children would be in an area of
conparative safety. Mark prayed that for the next two hours, at |east, nothing
nmore woul d happen. He held fast to the thought, so long as there was no war,
there was al ways a chance for peace. As the nminutes and hours eroded away, and
no word canme from Moscow, he becane nore and nore certain that a nassive
stri ke had been ordered. He diagnosed this negative intelligence as nore
om nous than al nost anything that could have happened, and determ ned to
awaken General Hawker if it persisted.

At three-thirty in the norning Randol ph Bragg waited in Orlando's air
termnal for Helen's flight. Wth only a few night coaches scheduled in from
New Yor k, plus the non-stop from Chicago, the building was al nost enpty except
for sweepers and scrubworen. Wien he saw a plane's |anding lights, Randy
wal ked outside to the gate. On the other side of the field, near the mlitary
hangars used by Air-Sea Rescue Command, he saw the sil houettes of six B-47s,
part of the wing from MCoy, he deduced, using this field in accordance with a
di spersal plan. The mlitary hangars and Operations building were bright with
[ight, which at this hour was not usual

The big transport cane in for its |anding, approached on the taxi strip,
pivoted to a halt before him and cut its engines. He saw that only a few
peopl e were getting off Most would be going on to Manm . He saw Peyton and Ben
Franklin cone down the steps, Ben incongruously wearing an overcoat, Peyton
carrying a bow, a quiver of arrows over her shoulder. Then he saw Hel en and
she waved and he ran out to neet them

Randy runpl ed Ben Franklin's hair. The children were both ow -eyed and
tired. He | eaned over, kissed Peyton, and relieved her of the bow slung over
her shoul der. Helen said, "She's been watchi ng Robi n Hood. She thinks she's
Mai d Marian."

Hel en was wearing a |ong cashnere coat and carrying a fur cape over her
arm She appeared fresh, as if starting rather than conpleting a journey. She
was slight-Mark sonmetinmes referred to her as "ny pocket Venus-" yet Randy was
never aware of that except when he saw her conpletely relaxed. At all other
ti mes her body seenmed to obey the physical |aw that kinetic energy increases
mass. Her abundant vitality she sonehow conmuni cated to others, so that when
Hel en was present everyone's blood flowed a little faster, as Randy's did now
She tiptoed to kiss himand said, "I feel like ten kinds of a fool, Randy."

He said, "Don't be silly."
They wal ked toward the term nal. She presented himwi th a sheaf of
baggage checks. "Mark nmade nme take everything. W' re going to be an awful

nui sance. Also, | feel like a coward."

"You won't when you hear what's just happened in the Med."



Ben Franklin turned, suddenly awake, and said, "Wat happened in the Med,
Randy?"

Randy | ooked at Helen, inquiringly. She said, "It's all right. Both of
them know all about it. | didn't realize it until we were on the plane.
Children are precocious these days, aren't they? They learn the facts of life
bef ore you have a chance to explain anything."

VWile they waited for the |uggage, Randy spoke of the news.

They listened gravely. Ben Franklin al one conmented. "Sounds |ike the
ki ckoff. | guess Dad knew what he was doing." Nothing nmore was said about it
for a tine.

Randy felt relieved when the suburbs of Ol ando were behind them and,
with traffic thin at this hour, he was holding to a steady seventy. He thought
hi s apprehension illogical. Wy should he be upset by the remark of a
thirteen-year-old boy? Wien he was sure the children slept in the back seat,
he said, "They take it calmy, alnost as a matter of course, don't they?"

"Yes," Helen said. "You see, all their lives, ever since they've known
anyt hing, they've lived under the shadow of war-atom c war. For themthe
abnormal has becone normal. Al their lives they have heard nothing el se, and
t hey expect it."

"They're conditioned,"” Randy said. "A child of the nineteenth century
woul d quickly go mad with fear, | think, in the world of today. It nust have
been pretty wonderful to have lived in the years, say, between 1870 and 1914,
when peace was the normal condition and people really were appalled at the
i dea of war, and believed there'd never be a big one. A big one was
i mpossi ble, they used to say. It would cost too nuch. It would disrupt world
trade and bankrupt everybody. Even after the First Wrld War people didn't
accept war as normal. They had to call it The War to End War or we woul dn't
have fought it. Helen, what has become of us?"

Hel en, busy tuning the car radio, trying to bring in fresh news, said,
"You're a bit of an idealist, aren't you, Randy?"

"l suppose so. It's been an expensive |luxury. Maybe one day |I'Il get
conditioned. I'll accept things, like the children."

Hel en said, "Listen!" She had brought in a Man station, and the
announcer was saying the station was remaining on the air through the night to
gi ve news of the new crisis.

"Now we have a bulletin from Washi ngton," he said: "The Navy Depart nment
has finally released a full statement on the Latakia incident. Early today a
Navy carrier-based fighter fired a single air-to-air rocket at an unidentified
jet plane which had been shadowi ng units of the Sixth Fleet. This rocket
expl oded in the harbor area of Latakia. The Navy calls it a regrettable
mechani cal error. It is possible that this rocket struck an ammunition train
and started a chain explosion, the statement admits. The Navy categorically
deni es any deli berate bonmbardment. We will bring you further bulletins as they
are received."

The M am station began to broadcast a nedl ey of second World War
patriotic songs which Randy remenbered from boyhood. One was "Praise the Lord
and Pass the Amunition."” It sounded tinny and in poor taste, but Mam's
entertai nment was usually in poor taste



Randy said, "Do you believe it? Is it possible?"

Hel en didn't answer. She was staring straight ahead, as if hypnotized by
t he headlights' beam and her |lips were noving. He realized that her mind was
far away. She had not heard him

Randy had themall in their rooms, and asleep, by five-thirty. He had
carried all their luggage, eleven bags, upstairs.

He went to his own apartnent and coll apsed on the studi o couch in the
living room Gaf junped up and snuggl ed under his arm Al nost at once,
wi t hout bothering to | oosen his belt or renove his shoes, Randy slept.

It was 0500 at O futt Field, with dawn still nore than two hours distant,
when General Hawker, unbidden, returned to the Hole. The CGeneral followed in
the tradition of Vandenberg, Norstad, and LeMay. He had received his fourth
star while still in his forties, and now, at fifty, considered it part of his
job that he remain slimand in excellent physical condition. Once warfare,
except anmong the untutored savages, had been fought during the daylight hours.
Thi s had changed during the twentieth century until now rockets and aircraft
recogni zed neither darkness nor bad weather, and were handi capped neither by
oceans nor nountains nor distance. Now, the critical factor in warfare was
time, neasured in mnutes or seconds. Hawker had adjusted his life to this
condition. In the past week he had not slept nore than four hours at a
stretch. He had trained hinmself to catnap in his office for tenor
twenty-m nute periods, after which he felt remarkably refreshed.

The engi neers who designed the Hol e had arranged that the Conmmander in
Chi ef's Command Post be on a gl ass-encl osed bal cony, from which he could see
all the War Room maps, and all the activity on the floor below, and be
surrounded by his staff In this nmoment it wasn't operating like that at all
Hawker had his feet up on the desk in the Control Room He was drinking bl ack
coffee froma green dinmestore mug, and rapidly reading through a stack of the
nore i nmportant operational and intelligence dispatches. Cccasionally, the
Ceneral fired a question at one or the other of his two colonels, Atkins and
Br agg.

An A-2 staff sergeant cane into the roomwith two pink flinsies and
handed themto Mark Bragg. The CGeneral | ooked up, inquiringly.

Mark said, "Fromthe Eastern Sea Frontier. Patrol planes on the
Argentina-Bernuda axis report three unidentified contacts. These skunks are
headed for the Atlantic coast."

"Sounds bad, doesn't it?"

"I think this one sounds worse,"” Mark said. "All news service and
di pl omati ¢ comruni cati ons between Mdscow and the United States have been
i noperative for the last hour. This comes from USI AL The news agenci es have
been calling their Moscow correspondents. Al the Mbscow operators will say
is, “Sorry. | amunable to conplete the call."' "

"And there's been no reaction to Latakia from Moscow at "None, sir. Not a
whi sper. "

The General shook his head, slowy, frowning, |lines appearing and
deepeni ng around mouth and eyes, his whol e face undergoing a transfornmation
growing older, as if in a few seconds all the strain and fatigue of weeks,
nont hs, years had accumul ated and were marking his face and bowi ng his



shoul ders. the strain and fatigue of weeks, nonths, years had accunul ated and
were marking his face and bowi ng his shoul ders.

Hawker said, "This is the witching hour, you know This is the bad one.
Their submarines have had a whole night to run in on the coast if that's what
they're doing. We're in darkness. They'll soon be in daylight. Dawn is the bad
time. What tinme does it start to get light in New York and Washi ngt on?"
"Sunrise on the seaboard is Seven-ten Eastern Standard," Ace Atkins said.

Washi ngton's cl ock read 6:41.

Mark Braggs mind raced ahead, If an attack cane, they could count on no
nore than fifteen mnutes' warning. |If they used every one of those m nutes
wi th maxi mum efficiency, retaliation could be decisive. But Mark feared a
m nute, or even two, night be | ost in necessary conmmuni cati on with Washi ngt on
He nade a bold proposal. "May | suggest, sir, that we ask for the rel ease of
our weapons?"

This was the one nandatory, essential act that mnmust precede the terrible
decision to use the weapons. Under the |law, the President of the United States
"owned" the nuclear bonbs and missile warheads. Ceneral Hawker was entrusted
with their custody only. Before SAC could use the weapons, the perni ssion of
the President~r his survivor in a line of succession-nust be secured. If an
attack were underway, that perm ssion would cone al nost, but not quite,

i nstantly.

The General seened a little startled. "Don't you think we can wait,
Mar k?"

"Yes, sir, we can wait, but if we get it out of the way, it couLd save us
a mnute, maybe two. The danger, and the necessity of not having a
conmuni cati ons' snafu, nust be just as apparent in the Pentagon, or the Wite
House, or wherever the President is, as it is here.”

"What do you think, Ace?" Hawker asked. "lI'd like to have it behind us,

Sir.

The General picked up one of the four phones on Atkins' desk, the phone
connecting directly with the Pentagon Conmand

Post. In this CP, day and night, was a general officer of the Air Force.
This duty officer was never out of communication with the President, the
Secretary of Defense, and the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff

The General spoke briefly into the phone and then waited, keeping it
pressed against his ear. Mark's eyes followed the red second hand on the desk
clock. This was an interesting experinment. The General said, "Yes John, this
is Bob Hawker. | want the rel ease of ny weapons." Mark knew that "John" was
Chai rman of the Joint Chiefs. "Yes, I'll hold,"” the General said. The seconds
raced away. The General said, "Thank you, John. It is now el even forty-four
Zulu. You will confirmby tel etype? Goodbye, John."

The General reached across the desk and wote in Ace Atkins' | og:
"Weapons rel eased to SAC at 11:44, Zulu." The Cperations |log was kept in
G eenwi ch Tine.

Mark said, "I tinmed it. One mnute and thirty-five seconds.” "I hope we
don't need it," Hawker said, "but I'mglad to have it." The worry |ines becane
| ess conspi cuous around his nmouth and eyes. Hi s back and shoul ders
strai ghtened. Now that the responsibility was his, with complications and
ent angl ements mninized, he accepted it with confidence. Hi s manner said that



if it came he would fight it fromhere, and by God win it, as much as it could
be won.

The General poured hinmself another cup of coffee. Ace Atkins told the
Ceneral, "Wth your pernmission, I'mgoing to scranble fifty percent of all our
tankers at Bluie West One, Thule, Linestone, and Castle. They'd be sitting
ducks for missiles fromsubs. They're right under the gun. They woul dn't get
fifteen mnutes." The General nodded. Ace flipped two keys on the intercom and
di ctated an order.

Besi de Ace's desk, a tape recorder steadily turned, nonitoring phone
calls and conversations. The General glanced at it and said, "Do you realize
that everything said in this roomis being recorded for posterity?"

They all smiled. On all the clocks another mnute flipped. The direct
line from NORAD, North Anmerican Air Defense, in Col orado Springs, buzzed. Ace
picked it up, said, "Atkins, SAC Qperations," listened, said, "Roger.
repeat. Object, may be missile, fired from Sovi et base, Anadyr Peninsular."

The energency priority tel etype machine from NORAD began to clatter

It's only one, Mark thought. It could be a neteor. It could be a Sputnik.
It could be anyt hing.

The NORAD |ine buzzed again. Ace answered and repeated the flash, as
before, for the General and the tape recorder. "DEWLine high sensitivity
radar now has four objects on its screens. Speed and trajectory indicates they
are ballistic mssiles. Presque Isle and Honmestead report nissiles comng in
fromsea. W are skipping the yellow This is your red alert."

The General gave an order.

Mark rose and said, "I think I'd better get back to nmy desk." The GCeneral
nodded and smiled thinly. He said, "Thanks for the ninety-five seconds."

Chapter 5.

At first Randy thought someone was shaking the couch. Gaf, nestled under
his arm whined and slipped to the floor. Randy opened his eyes and el evated
hinself on his elbow He felt stiff and grimy fromsleeping in his clothes.
Except for the daschund, tail and ears at attention, the roomwas enpty. Again
t he couch shook. The world outside still slept, but he di scerned novenment in
the room H's fishing rods, hanging by their tips froma |ength of pegboard,

i nexplicably swayed in rhythm He had heard such phenomena acconpani ed
eart hquakes, but there had never been an earthquake in Florida. Gaf lifted
hi s nose and how ed.

Then the sound cane, a |ong, deep, powerful runble increasing in
crescendo until the wi ndows rattled, cups danced in their saucers, and the bar
gl asses rubbed rins and tinkled in terror. The sound slowy ebbed, then booned
to a fiercer climax, closer

Randy found hinmself on his feet, throat dry, heart pounding. This was not
the season for thunder, nor were storns forecast. Nor was this thunder. He
stepped out onto the upstairs porch. To his left, in the east, an orange gl ow
heral ded the sun. In the south, across the Tinucuan and beyond the horizon, a
simlar glow slowy faded. Hi s sense refused to accept a sun rising and a sun
setting. For perhaps a mnute the spectacle nunbed reaction

VWhat had jolted Randy from sl eep-he would not learn all the facts for a



long, a very long time after-were two nucl ear explosions, both in the nmegaton
range, the warheads of mssiles |obbed in by submarines. The first obliterated
t he SAC base at Honmestead, and incidentally sank and returned to the sea a
consi derable area of Florida's tip. Gound Zero of the second mssile was
Manm's International Airport, not far fromthe heart of the city. Randy's
couch had been shaken by shock waves transnitted through the earth, which
travel faster than through the air, so he had been awake when the blast and
sound arrived a little later. Gazing at the glow to the south, Randy was

wi t nessing, froma distance of alnmpst two hundred miles, the incineration of a
mllion people.

The screen door banged open. Ben Franklin and Peyton, barefoot and in
fl annel paj amas, burst out onto the porch. Helen foll owed. The sight of war's
roseate birthmark on the sky choked back their words. Hel en grabbed Randy's
armtightly in both hands, as if she had stunbled. Finally, she spoke. "So
soon?" It was a npan, not a question

"I"'mafraid it's here," Randy said, his mnd churning anong all the
possibilities, including their own dangers, seeking a clue as to what to do,
what to do first.

Hel en was wearing a flowered kinmono and straw slippers, booty from one of
Mark's inspection trips to the Far East. Her chestnut hair was di shevel ed, her
eyes, a deep and stirring blue, round in apprehension. She seemed very slight,
in need of protection, and hardly ol der than her daughter. She was, at this
nmonent, | ess conposed than the children

Ben Franklin, staring to the south, said, "I don't see any nushroom
cloud. Don't they always have a mushroom cl oud?" "The expl osions were very far
of f," Randy said. "Probably a |lot of haze, or other clouds, between us and the
mushroons. What we see is a reflection in the sky. It's dying, now. It was
much brighter when | first cane out here."

"I see," Ben Franklin said, satisfied. "Wat do you think they cl obbered?
I'd guess Homestead and the Boca Chica Navy base at Key West."

Randy shook his head. "I don't see how we could get rocked fromthat
di stance. Maybe they hit Pal m Beach and M anmi . Maybe they nissed and pitched
two into the G ades."

"Maybe," Ben said, not as if he believed they had m ssed.

It was so quiet. It was wongly quiet. They ought to hear sirens, or
somet hing. Al Randy heard was a nockingbird tuning up for his norning aria.

Hel en rel eased her grip on his arm Thoughts seened to parallel his, she
said, "I haven't heard any planes. | don't hear any now. Shouldn't we hear
fighters, or sonething?"

"I don't know," Randy said.

Ben Franklin said, "I heard 'em That's what first woke ne. | heard
jets-they sounded |ike B-Forty-sevens-clinbing. Traveling that way." He showed
themwith a sweep of his arm "That's southwest to northeast, isn't it?"

"That's right," Randy said, and at that instant he heard anot her
aircraft, whining under full power, follow ng the sane path. They al

listened. "That one will be fromMacDhill," Randy deci ded, "headi ng across."

Before its sound faded they heard another, and then a third. They al



pressed close to the porch screen, |ooking up

Hi gh up there, where it was already sunlight, they saw silver arrows
speeding and three white contrails boldly slashed across norning's washed bl ue
sky.

Ben Franklin whispered, "Go, baby, go!"

Terror departed Helen's eyes. "Could we go up on the captain's wal k?" she
said. "I want to watch them They're mne, you know "

Ben and Peyton sprinted for the |adder. "No!" Randy said. "Wait!"

Ben stopped instantly. Peyton ran on. Her nother said, "Peyton! That was
an order!"

Peyt on, her hand on the | adder, went no further. She said, "Shucks."

"You mght as well start learning to obey your uncle Randy, just as you
obey your father, right now"

Peyton said, "Wiy can't we go up on the roof?"

Randy had spoken instinctively. He found it difficult to put his
objection into words. "I think it's too exposed,"” he said. "I think we all
ought to be underground right now, but there isn't any cellar and it's too
late to start digging."

Ben Franklin said, "You' re right, Randy. If they laid an egg cl ose, we
could get flash burns. Then there's radiation." The boy | ooked at the
weat her cock on the garage steeple. "Wnd's fromthe east, so we won't get any
fall out, anyway not now. But suppose they hit Patrick? W're al nost exactly
west of Patrick, aren't we? Patrick could cook us."

"Where did you learn all that stuff about fallout?" Randy asked.

"I thought everybody knew it." Ben frowned. "I don't think they'Il hit
Patrick. It's a test center, not an operational base. Patrick can't hurt them
but MacDill and McCoy, they can hurt them And, brother, they will!"

Randy, Helen, and Ben Franklin were facing the east, where the missile
test pads on Cape Canaveral lay, and where the fat red sun now showed itself
above the horizon. Peyton, nose pressed against the screen, was still trying
to follow the contrails of the B-47's. A stark white flash envel oped their
worl d. Randy felt the heat on his neck. Peyton cried out and covered her face
with her hands. In the southwest, in the direction of Tanpa, St. Petersburg,
and Sarasota, another unnatural sun was born, rmuch larger and infinitely
fiercer than the sun in the east.

Automatically, as a good pl atoon | eader shoul d, Randy | ooked at his watch
and marked the mnute and second in his nmenory. This tinme he would know t he
poi nt of inpact exactly, using the flash-and-sound system | earned in Korea.

Athick red pillar erected itself in the southwest, its base the
unnat ural sun

The top of the pillar billowed outward. This tine, the nushroom was
there.

There was no sound at all except Peyton's whinpering. Her fists were



pressed into her eyes.

A bird plunged agai nst the screen and dropped to earth, trailed by
drifting feathers.

Wthin the pillar and the cloud, fantastic colors played. Red changed to
orange, glowed white, becane red again. Green and purple ropes tw sted upward
through the pillar and spread tentacles through the cloud.

The gaudy mushroom enl arged with incredible speed, angry, poisonous,
mal i gnant. It grew until the nushroomis rimlooked Iike the |eading edge of an
approachi ng weat her front, black, purple, orange, green, a cancerous
man-created |ine squall.

They shrank fromit.

Peyton screaned, "I can't see!l | can't see, Momy. My, where are you?"
Her eyes were wide, her face tear-stained and nottled. Arns outstretched, she
was moving across the porch with tiny, stiff, uncertain steps.

Randy scooped her into his arns. She seened wei ghtl ess. Hel en opened the
door and he rushed into the living room Talking to her, saying, "Easy,
Peyt on, honey! Easy! Stop rubbing your eyes. Keep your eyes closed." He
stretched the child out on the couch

Hel en was at his side, a wet towel in her hands. She laid the towel over

her daughter's eyes. "This will nake you feel better, baby."
"Momm ~" y?
"Yes." This was the first tine, since she was six, that Peyton had used

Mommy i nstead of Mbther.

"All I can see is a big white ball. | can see it with my eyes closed. It
hurts me, Mommy, right through my head.™”

"Sure, just like a big flashlight bulb. Lie still, Peyton, you're going
to be all right.” Now, with fear for her child s sight supplanting all other
fears, Helen steadi ed. Again she was conposed, able, efficient, and she knew
t he nonent of panic would not return. She told Randy, calmy, "Hadn't you
better call Dan Gunn?"

"OfF course." Randy hurried into his office. Dan had two phones in his
suite in the Riverside Inn. Randy dialed the private nunber. It was busy. He
di aled Riverside Inn. Again, he heard the inpersonal busy-beep. The inn had a
swi tchboard. Al its lines shouldn't be busy. He tried the clinic building,
al t hough he knew it was nost unlikely that Dan, or anybody, would be there at
this hour. It was busy. He dial ed operator. The same beep sounded in his ear
Once again, Randy tried Dan's private nunber. The infuriating beep persisted.
He gave up and announced, "I'll have to drive into town and bring Dan out
here.”

At that nonment the ground-conducted shock wave rocked the house.
Peyton cried out, in her sightless terror. Helen pressed her down on the
couch, nmurmuring reassuring nother words. Randy noticed that Ben Franklin was

nm ssing fromthe room

The bl ast and sound wave covered them subnerging all other sound and
feeling. Again the kitchenware and gl asses and china danced. A delicate vase



of Viennese crystal crunpled into powder and shards on the mantle. The gl ass
protecting a neticulous and vivid still life, a water color by Lee Adans,
shattered in its frane with a | oud report.

Randy | ooked at his watch, marked the tine, and did the flash-and-sound
arithmetic in his head.

Hel en, watching himwhile soothing Peyton's tense body with her fingers,
wat chi ng and under st andi ng, said, "Wat was it?"

“what was MacDill," Randy said. "Six nmnutes and fifteen seconds. That
nmeans seventy-five mles, just right for MacDill." "MacDill means Tanpa,"
Hel en sai d.

"And St. Petersburg. You'll be all right until | get back?" "W'Il be al

right."
Randy banged into Ben Franklin on the stairs. "Were've you been?"

"Openi ng up the wi ndows and doors downstairs. Just made it. Not a w ndow
br oke. "

"Smart boy. Now you go on up and hel p your nother take care of Peyton
I"mgoing for the Doctor."

"Randy-" "Yes?"

"I"'mgoing to fill up all the pails and sinks and tubs with water. That's
what you're supposed to do, you know. "

"I didn't know " Randy put his hand on Ben's shoulder. "But if that's
what you're supposed to do, go ahead and do it."

Randy ran outside in time to see the Golden Dew Dairy truck careen past
on River Road, headed for Fort Repose. The milkman was always a little late
with his Saturday deliveries, since orders were heavier than on weekdays. He
nmust have barely begun his route when the first blasts illumnated the sky in
the south. Now he was racing home to his wife and children

As Randy reached his car he heard the undulating tocsin of the siren atop
Fort Repose's firehouse. Alittle redundant, he thought. Still, there was no
sound quite like a siren wailing its air-raid alarmto spur people to
constructive action-or paralyze themin fear.

Randy caught and passed the mlk truck before the turn in the road. A
mnute |later he saw a big, new sedan overturned in the ditch, wheels stil
spi nning. He slowed, and saw that the sedan's front end was tel escoped, its
wi ndshi el d shredded; that it bore New York plates. On the shoul der of the road
lay a woman, arms outstretched, one bare |leg grotesquely tw sted under her
back. Pallid flesh showed under blue and yell ow checked shorts. Her upturned
face was a red snear and he judged she was dead.

In this second Randy made an inportant decision. Yesterday, he would have
stopped instantly. There woul d have been no question about it. Wen there was
an acci dent, and sonmeone was hurt, a man stopped. But yesterday was a past
period in history, with [aws and rul es archaic as ancient Ronme's. Today the
rul es had changed, just as Ronan | aw gave way to atavistic barbarismas the
enpire fell to Hun and Goth. Today a man saved hinself and his famly and to
hell with everyone else. Already mllions nust be dead and other mllions
mai med, or doomed by radiation, for if the enenmy was hitting Florida, they



woul d hardly skip SAC bases and missile sites in nore densely popul ated areas.
Certainly they would not spare Washi ngton and New York, the comand posts and
communi cation center of the whole nation. And the war was | ess than a half
hour ol d. So one stranger on the roadsi de neant nothing, particularly with a
bl i nded child, his blood kin, dependent on his mssion. Wth the use of the
hydr ogen bomb, the Christian era was dead, and with it rmust die the tradition
of the Good Samaritan.

And yet Randy stopped. He touched the power brakes and burned rubber
swearing, and thinking hinself soft and stupid. He backed, got out of the car
and exam ned the weck. The worman was dead, her neck broken. She had been
traveling al one. Exami ning the marks and a shattered cabbage pal m he deduced
she was driving at high speed when the expl osion at MacDi |l -he could see an
orange patch in the southwest, probably fire stornms consum ng Tanmpa and St
Pet er sbur g- unnerved or blinded her. She had swerved, hit the tree, and
catapul ted through the wi ndshield. In the car were several pigskin bags, |ocks
burst by the inpact, and a pocket book. He touched nothing. He would report the
wreck to a road patrol man or deputy sheriff, if he could find one and when
there was tine.

Randy drove on, although at reduced speed, for sight of a fatal accident
al ways conpel s tenporary caution. The incident was inportant only because it
was self-revelatory. Randy knew he would have to play by the old riles. He
coul d not shuck his code, or sneak out of his era.

Wth respite for anxiety about what went on beyond his own sight and
hearing, he clicked on his radio, tuned to a Conelrad frequency, 640, and
turned it up to maxi num power.

Al'l he heard was a di stant and i ncoherent babbl e.

He tried the other frequency, 1240. He heard a steady hum and then the
famliar voice of Happy Hedrix, the disk jockey on WSBM~, in San Marco. “"This
is a Cvil Defense broadcast. Listen carefully, because we are only allowed to
broadcast for thirty seconds, after which there will be two minutes of
silence. An AP dispatch from Jacksonville says that a Red Alert was decl ared
about thirty mnutes ago. Another dispatch from Jacksonville says it is
beli eved the country is under attack. Since that tinme, there has been
di sruption of comunicati ons between Jacksonville and the north." Happy's
voi ce, usually so glib, was shaky and halting, and he seened to have
difficulty reading. "Obey the orders of your local Cvil Defense Director. Do
not use the tel ephone except for energencies. You will receive further
instructions later. This station will return to the air in two mnutes."”

Randy tuned in 640 again. Again, he heard many voices, far away and
i ndi stingui shable. He knew that under the Conelrad systemall stations were
required to operate at | ow power. He surnised that he was hearing a broadcast
fromOlando or Ccala, but with interference fromstations in other nearby
cities, perhaps Daytona, or Leesburg and Eustis, not far off in Lake County.
Wth every station confined to two frequencies, and Iimted to | ow power
operation, the confusion was understandabl e.

A year before, Mark had warned himthat the Conelrad systemwas tricky,
and m ght not work at all. Mark had said, further, that the eneny was not
dependent on radi o honming devices to find the targets. "Conelrad," Mark had
said, "is as obsolete as the B-two-nine. Neither mssiles nor jets equi pped
with nodern radar and inertial guidance would think of homing on a radio beam
In the first phase, Conelrad is going to be next to useless, |I'mafraid,
except for local instructions. The news you get will be only as fresh and
accurate as the news that cones in on the teletypes in your |ocal stations.



That news flows fromthe national news agencies. Wen their teletype circuits
go out of business which will happen i mediately when the big cities bl ow
everything will be screwed up. You're not likely to find out anything unti
Phase Two-that's the nmoppi ng-up stage when the first attack is over. |In Phase
Two the governnent will use clear channel stations to tell you what's
happeni ng. "

Mar k apparently had been right about the inadequacy of Conelrad, as about
all else. He wondered whether Mark was also right in his prediction that
Ofutt and the Hole woul d be one of the primary targets. Randy wondered
whet her Mark still lived, and how long it would be before he found out.

On the edge of town he began to encounter traffic, heavier than usual and
extraordinarily erratic. People were tensed over their wheels like racing
drivers, even while noving at normal speeds, nouths set, eyes fixed, each
intent on a personal crisis. Some obeyed the stop signs. O her cars progressed
as if no hand were at the wheel

A dozen cars were lined up at Jerry Kling' s service station, blocking the
si dewal k. Jerry was standi ng beside one of his punps, filling a tank, and at
the sane tinme listening to three nen, all gesticulating, all obviously
demandi ng priority service. One of the nen had a billfold in his hand and was
wavi ng noney before Jerry's eyes.

Randy skirted Marines Park, a green triangular area, its walks lined with
tall palms, its apex |apped by the waters of both Tinucuan and St. Johns.
Here, at the junction of the rivers, Lieutenant Randol ph Rowzee Peyton had
erected the original Fort Repose. The fort's palmlogs | ong ago had
di sintegrated, but relics renmained, two small brass cannon. They were now
mounted in concrete, and flanked the bandstand. Usually, on a bright Saturday
nmorni ng, the tennis courts were occupi ed and the pre-breakfast |awn bow ers
and shuffle boarders active. But today the park was deserted except for two
yout hs sl unmped on a bench

He turned north on Yulee Street, and, three blocks further, into the
driveway of Riverside Inn, which with its grounds occupied a bl ock facing the
St. Johns. The Riverside Inn catered to a vanishing race of hotel
dwel | ers-wi dows, wi dowers, and elderly couples, supported by trusts,
annuities, and dividends, spending their sumers in New England or the
Poconos, and each Novenber migrating to Florida with the coots and nal | ards.

Randy parked and went into the inn. Its ordered regi men had expl oded with
the first missile.

The guests were milling around in the |lobby like first-class passengers
on a liner that has struck an iceberg, and that they suspect may founder at
any noment. Some swarned around the bell boys and assi stant manager, babbling
guestions and demands. "l've been waiting in the dining roomfor fifteen
mnutes and | can't seemto find a single waitress. . . . Are you sure you
can't get nme a reservation on the Chanpion that | eaves Ol ando for New York
tomorrow? . . . |I'd like to know what's wong with the phone service? If ny
daught er doesn't hear fromne, she'll be frantic. . . . The television in ny
roomisn't working. Al television is off the air? Gacious, this really nust
be serious! . . . I've been a guest at this hotel for twenty-two seasons and
this is the first time |I've ever asked for anything special. . . . Is there
any reason the hotel station wagon can't take us to Tanmpa? . . . Please don't
think nme timd, but | would Ilike to know the |location of a shelter. . . . It
was that dammed Roosevelt, at Yalta. . . . Do you think plane schedules will
be interrupted for long? . . . You nean to say that your cooks have al
cravenly left for their honmes? | never heard of such a thing! They ought to be



arrested. How, then, are we going to eat? . . . My husband slipped in the
shower. | can't seemto get himup. "

Aretired major general, in full-dress uniformand displaying all his
ri bbons, burst out of the elevator. "Attention!" he cried. "Attention
everybody! Let's have order here. You will all please be quiet. There is no

cause for alarm"”
Nobody heeded hi m

A bow egged man, in Bernuda shorts and a bright red cap, a golf bag sl ung
over one shoul der, and carrying two suitcases, bulled his way toward the
entrance. He was followed by a woman wearing a fur coat over pajamas. She al so
was weighted with a golf bag, and held a jewel box under one arm and a make-up
kit under the other. These two had a sanctuary, and a means of getting there,
or so they believed. For nost of the others, there was no place to go. They
were rootl ess people. If the Riverside Inn sank, they nust go down with the
shi p.

Dan Gunn's suite was on the second floor. Randy ignored the el evator and
took the stairs two at a tine.

Dan's roonms were enpty, and his doctor's bag m ssing. He was probably out
on an energency call, or at the clinic in the Medical Arts Building. Randy
tried Dan's private phone. There was no dial tone, only sounds like static. He
lifted the roomtel ephone. The hotel swi tchboard failed to answer.

Randy heard voices in the hall, high-pitched and angry. He threw open the
door.

Feet apart and braced a thin, sallow woman, very pregnant, |eaned agai nst
the wall. Her bony arnms supported her abdomen, and she was sniffling. In the
center of the hallway two nen argued. The taller man was Jenni ngs, manager of
the Riverside Inn. The other man was John Garcia, a M norcan fishing guide.
Randy recogni zed the woman as Garcia's wfe.

Jenni ngs was saying, "She can't have her baby here in the hotel. There's
too much confusion here already. You people will have to get out!"

Garcia, an undersized man with face browned and shrunken by wi nd and sun
st epped back. Hi s hand went to his hip pocket and he brought out a short,
curved pruning knife, suitable for cutting lines, or slitting the bellies of
perch and bass.

Randy stepped between them "Put that thing up, John," he told Garcia.
"I"ll get the Doctor." He turned on Jennings. "Were's Doctor Gunn?"

"He's busy," Jennings said. "He's very busy with one of our guests. A
heart case. Tell these people to go to his clinic and wait." "Were is he?"

"It doesn't matter. These people are trespassing.”

Randy's | eft hand grasped Jennings' |apels. He slapped Jennings savagely
across the face. He did this w thout any conscious thought except that it was
necessary to slap the hysteria out of Jennings in order to | ocate Dan Gunn. He
said, "Were is he?"

Jenni ngs' knees buckl ed and Randy pi nned hi magainst the wall. "Let go!
You' re choking ne! Gunn is in tw forty-four." Randy relaxed his grip. The
left side of Jennings' face was flamng red and bl ood trickled fromthe corner



of his nouth. Randy was astoni shed. This was the first time in his adult years
that he had struck anyone, so far as he recalled, except one snarling North
Korean |ine-Gosser. Jennings backed away, nunbling that he would call the
police, and disappeared down the stairs. Randy told Garcia, "Take your wife in
there. She can lie down on the bed. 1'lIl get Doctor Gunn."

Randy went down the hall and entered Room 244 without bothering to knock
It was a single room On the bed |lay a nound of gray flesh, a corpul ent nman
past m ddl e age, dead. Randy felt no sense of surprise or shock whatsoever. He
had becone a famliar of sudden death in Korea. This famliarity had left him
as a foreign | anguage is quickly forgotten once you | eave the country where it
is spoken. Now it returned, as a foreign tongue is swiftly reacquired in its
nati ve | and.

Dan Gunn came out of the bathroom drying his hands. "You' ve got nore
trouble waiting in your room" Randy said. "A woman's having a baby, or about
to. Garcia's wife." Dan dropped his towel across the foot of the bed and
pul l ed the ,sheet over the corpse. "Everybody who was going to have a coronary
just had one," he said, "and | suppose that every woman who was due to have a
baby in the next two nonths is having one now What's your trouble, Randy?"

"Peyton's blind. You renenmber her fromlast year, don't you? Helen's
little girl-not so little--eleven. | know you're swanped, Dan, but "

Dan raised his imensely long, hairy arms and cried out, "Ch, God! Wy?
Way to that child?"

He | ooked and sounded like a rebellious A d Testament prophet. He | ooked
and sounded hal f-mad. The worst thing that Randy coul d i magi ne, at that
nmonent, was that Dan Gunn should | ose his nental equilibrium Randy said, "God
had nothing to do with it. This was strictly nan-nmade. The one that dropped on
MacDi I I, or sonmewhere in the Tanpa area. Peyton was | ooking right at it when
it blew"

"Ch, the foul, life-destroying, child-destroying bastards! Those evil
men, those evil and callous nmen! God damm theml " He used the expression as a
true and awful curse, and then Dan's armnms drooped, his anger spent. He visibly
shook off the nmadness. He said, "Sounds like a retina flash burn. To the human
eye it's what overexposure is to film Her eyes can recover fromthat."

He | ooked down at the formon the bed. "Not nuch | can do for cardi acs.

This was the third, right here in the hotel. Maybe the other two will live,
for a while. It's fear that kills '"em and the worst fear is that they'll have
a shock and not be able to reach the doctor. | pity all the other cardiacs
around here, with the phones out. | pity them but | can't help them You
don't have to worry so nuch with wonmen having babies. They'll have them

whet her I'mthere or not, and chances are that both nmother and baby will do
all right." He grasped Randy's el bow. "Now let's take a | ook at the Garcia
worman, and then I'll see about Peyton." They left the room and its |onely
dead.

Marie Garcia said her pains were coning at four- or five mnute
intervals. Dan said, "It'lIl be much better if you can have the baby at hone.
It'Il be easier for me, too. This hotel is no place to be having a baby. Do
you think you can make it?"

Mari e | ooked at her husband and nodded. Garcia said, "You'll foll ow us,
Doc?"

“I"1l be right behind you," Dan pronised. He hel ped Marie to her feet.



Leani ng on John Garcia, she left, her |ips conpressed, awaiting the next clanp
of pain, but her fear gone.

Dan went into his bathroomand came out with a snmall bottle. "Eyedrops,"
he said. "Once every three hours." He dug into his bag and handed Randy a
pill box. "Sedative. One every four hours. And give her a couple of aspirins as
soon as you get home. She stays in a dark room Better yet, put a dark cloth
over her eyes. As long as she knows she can't see, she won't strain her eyes
trying. And it won't frighten her so nmuch. It's frightening to open your eyes
and not see."

"You're coming out, aren't you?" Randy asked.

"Certainly. As soon as | can. | have to deliver this baby, and I have to
check in at the clinic-God knows what's waiting for ne there-and | have to see
Bl oonfi el d. Somehow we have to coordinate what little we'll be able to do. But
soon as | can, I'll be out to see Peyton. There really isn't anything nore
can do for her than you can do right now. And Randy-"

"Yes?"
"Did you get those prescriptions filled?" "No. | never had tine."
"Don't worry about it. I'lIl handle it for you. I'lIl bring the stuff out

when | cone."

They left the hotel together. A gibbering woman, red-dish wig astray on
her head like an ill-fitting beret, clawed at Dan's arm He shook hinself
| oose. She dove for his nedicine bag. He snatched it away and ran

Qut si de, they parted. Randy drove through town. Traffic was piling up
Those stores that opened early on Saturdays were crowded, and groups waited in
front of others, and on the steps of the bank. There was as yet no disorder
It was a shopping rush, as on Christmas Eve. At the corner of Yulee and St
Johns he saw Cappy Foracre, the Fort Repose Chief of Police, directing
traffic. He stopped and yelled, "Cappy, there's a woman dead in a weck out on
Ri ver Road."

"That's outside the town limts," Cappy shouted. "Nothing | can do about
it. 1've got plenty of trouble right here."

Randy drove on, tuning his radio to the Conelrad frequencies, scouting
for news. As before, the 640 channel brought only an incoherent junble of
di stant voices, but Happy Hedrix was still broadcasting over WSMF, from San
Marco, on 1240, al though, obeying the Conelrad rules, he never mentioned the
call sign. The AP ticker from Jacksonville told of a sea and air battle off
the coast. The Governor had issued a pronouncenent from Tal |l ahassee--al
target cities were to be evacuated at once. The cities naned included Ol ando
and Jacksonville. There was no nention of Manm or Tanpa.

Randy wondered why the evacuation order originated in Tall ahassee,
instead of froma G vil Defense headquarters. O the national situation, there

was no word at all. Up to now, it sounded as if Florida were fighting the war
al one. More than anything, Randy wanted news-real news. Wat had happened?
What had happened everywhere? Was the war lost? If it was still being fought

who was w nni ng?

On River Road he passed a dozen convicts, white nmen, clad in their blue
denimwith the white stripe down the trouser |l eg. They were straggling toward
Fort Repose. Two of the convicts carried shotguns. Another had a pisto



strapped to his waist. This was wong. Road gang guards, not convicts, should
be carrying the weapons. But the guards were missing. It wasn't difficult to
guess what had happened. The guards, sone of them were dour and sadistic nen,
skilled in unusual and degradi ng punishments. It was likely that any breakdown
in government and authority would begin with a revolt of prisoners agai nst
road gang guards. There was a convict canp between Fort Repose and Pasco
Creek. Randy guessed that these prisoners were being transported, by truck, to
their work area, when the nuclear attack cane. Wth realization, rebellion

and perhaps nurder of the guards, had been al nbst instantaneous.

He passed the wecked car. The woman's body still lay on the roadside.
The | uggage had been | ooted. Dresses, shoes, and lingerie littered the grassy
shoul der. A pink-silk pajama top fluttered froma palnmetto, a forlorn flag to
mark the end of a vacation

As Randy reached his home, Florence Wechek's Chevy bounced out of her
driveway. He yelled, "Hey, Florence!" Florence stopped. Alice Cooksey was in
the car with her. "Where are you goi ng?" Randy asked.

"To work," Florence said. "I'mlate.” "Don't you know what's happened?"
"Certainly I know. That's why it's very inportant | open up the office.
People will have all sorts of nessages. This is an emergency, Randy."

"It sure is,” Randy said. "On the way to town you' |l see some convicts.
They're armed. Don't stop."

Florence said, "I'll be careful."” Alice smled and waved. They drove on
On Friday night, Florence and Alice had split a bottle of sherry, an
unaccust omed di ssi pation, and stayed up |ong past m dni ght, exchanging
confi dences, opinions, and gossip. As a result, Florence had neglected to set
her alarm and they had overslept. The explosions far to the south had shaken
t hem awake, but it was not until some tinme later, when they had seen the gl ow
in the sky, that Alice had thought to turn on the radio, and they first
real i zed what was happeni ng.

| mredi ately, Florence wanted to start for the office. Having no close
rel atives, and approachi ng an age beyond whi ch she coul d not reasonably hope
for a proposal of marriage, and when even specul ati ve second | ooks from raki sh
or lonely wi dowers had grown rare, her whole life centered in the office.
Western Union didn't expect her to open the wire until eight, but she was
usually a bit early. Afternoons, she dreaded the relentless downsweep of the
hour hand, which at five guillotined her day. After five, nothing awaited her
except lovebirds, tropical fish, and vicarious journeys back to nmore ronantic
centuries via historical novels. In the office she was part of a busy and
exciting world, a necessary comunicating link in affairs of great inportance
to others. On this day of crisis, she could be the nost inportant person in
Fort Repose.

Yet she allowed Alice to persuade her not to start at once. For such a
wi sp of a woman, Alice seemed remarkably brave and cool. Alice pointed out
that Florence had better eat breakfast, because she'd need her strength and it
m ght be many hours before she'd have an opportunity to eat again. And Alice
had volunteered to go to town with her, although Florence had insisted it
wasn't necessary. "Who's going to do any readi ng today?" she asked. "Wy
bother with the library?"

"Maybe a good many people will be reading,"” Alice said, "once they find
out that G vil Defense panphlets are stocked in the library. Not that it's



likely to be nuch help to them now, but perhaps it'll help sonme. Bubba
O fenhaus clai med they were taking up too nuch space in his office. So |
offered to store them" "You were farsighted."

"Do you think so? When two ships are on a collision course, and the nen
at the wheel inflexibly hold to that course, there is going to be a collision
You don't have to be farsighted to see that."

And Alice had suggested that it would be wise for themto use their tine
and resources to buy provisions while they were in town. "Canned goods woul d
be best, | think," she said, "because if the lights go out, refrigeration goes
too."

"Why should the lights go out?" Florence asked. "Because Fort Repose's
power cones from Ol ando." Florence didn't quite understand this reasoning.

Nevert hel ess, she followed Alice's advice, listing certain essentials
they would need and filling pails and bathtub with water before they left.

Fl orence and Alice passed the dead woman and pill aged weck on the way to
town. It frightened them But, when far ahead Fl orence saw the procession of
convicts, and two of them one arned, stepped into the niddle of the road to
wave her down, she stanped on the accelerator. The car quivered at a speed she
never in her life had dared before. At the | ast second the two men junped to
safety and the others shook their fists, their nouths working but their curses
unheard. Florence didn't slow until she reached Marines Park. She dropped
Alice at the library. She parked behind Western Uni on, which occupied a
twenty-foot frontage in a one-story block of stores on Yulee Street. Her
fingers were trenbling and her legs felt numb. It was several seconds before
her heart stopped junping, and she found sufficient courage to enter her
of fice. Fourteen or fifteen nen and wonen, sonme of them strangers, swarned in
behi nd her. "Just a minute! Just a minutel" Florence said, and barricaded
hersel f behind the protection of the counter

This was the first nmorning in years that she had been late, and so, on
this of all nornings, waiting at the door would be nore customers than she
m ght customarily expect in a whole day. In addition, on Saturdays, Gaylord,
her Negro nessenger boy, was off Hi s bicycle stood in the back of the office.
"Now you will all have to wait," she said, "while | open the circuit."

Fort Repose was one of a dozen snmall towns on a local circuit originating
in Jacksonville and terminating in Tanpa. Florence switched on her teleprinter
and announced: "THI S IS FR RETURNI NG TO SERVI CE. "

Instantly the nmachi ne chattered back at her from JX, which was
Jacksonville: "YOU ARE LI M TED TO ACCEPTI NG AND TRANSMITTI NG OFFI Cl AL DEFENSE
EMERGENCY MESSAGES ONLY UNTIL FUR THER NOTI CE. NO MESSAGES ACCEPTED FOR PO NTS
NORTH OF JACKSONVI LLE. "

Fl orence acknow edged and i nquired of Jacksonville: "ANY | NCOVERS?"

JX Said Curtly: "NO FYl TAWPA IS OQUT. JX EVACUATI ON ORDERED BUT WE
STI CKING UNTIL CVIL DEFENSE FOLDS UP HERE. "

Fl orence turned to her customers behind the counter, started to speak

and was battered by demands: "l was expecting a noney order from Chattanooga
this nmorning. Wiere is it? . . . | want you to get this off for New York right
away. . . . Can | send a cable fromhere? My husband is in London and thinks
I"'min Mam and I'mnot in Mam at all. Wiat is the name of this place?

This is a very inportant nessage. | tried to phone ny broker but all the



lines are tied up. It's a sell order and I want you to get it right out. 1"l

make it worth your while. . . . | can't even tel ephone Mount Dora. Can | send
a telegramto Mount Dora fromhere? . . . If | wire Chicago for nmoney, how
soon do you think before I'lIl get an answer? . "

Fl orence rai sed her hands. "Pl ease be quiet- That's better. |I'msorry,

but I can't take anything except official defense energency nessages. Anyway,
nothing is going through north of Jacksonville."

She watched the transformation in their faces. They had been grim
determ ned, irritated. Suddenly, they were only frightened. The wonan whose
husband was in London murrmured, "Nothing north of Jacksonville? Wy, that's
awful. Do you think . . ."

"I"ve just told you all | know," Florence said. "I'msorry. | can't take
any nessages. And nothing has come in, nothing for anybody." She pitied them
"Come back in a few hours. Maybe things will be better."

At a quarter to nine Edgar Quisenberry, the president of the bank
stepped into the Western Union office. H s face was pink and shaven, he was
dressed in a new blue suit, white handkerchi ef peeping fromthe breast pocket,
and he wore, a correct dark blue tie. H's manner was brisk, confident, and
busi nessli ke, which was the way a banker should behave in time of crisis. In
his hand he carried a telegram already typed up at the bank. "Good norning,
M ss Wechek," he said, and sml ed.

Fl orence was surprised. The bank was her best custoner, and yet she
rarely saw Edgar Qui senberry, in person, and she never before had seen him
smle. "CGood norning, M. Quisenberry," she said.

"Really can't say there's anything good about it," Edgar said. "Rem nds
me of Pearl| Harbor Day. That bunch in Washi ngton have been caught napping
again. 1'd like you to send this nmessage for ne-" he slid it across the
counter-"the tel ephone seens to be out of order, tenporarily, or | would have
called."”

She picked up the telegram It was addressed to the Atlanta branch of the
Federal Reserve Bank, and it read: "URGENTLY NEED DI RECTI VE ON HOW TO HANDLE
CURRENT SI TUATION." Fl orence said, "lI've just received orders not to accept
anyt hi ng but official defense energency messages, M. Quisenberry." Edgar's
smi |l e di sappeared. "There isn't anything nore official than the Federa
Reserve Bank, M ss Wechek."

"Well, now !l don't know about that, M. Quisenberry." "You'd better know,
M ss Wechek. Not only is this nessage official, but in a defense energency
there isn't anything nore inportant than maintaining the financial integrity
of the community. You will get this nessage off right away, Mss Wechek." He
| ooked up at the clock. "It is nowthirteen to nine. I"'mgoing to ask for a
report on exactly how quickly this is delivered." Florence was flustered. She
knew Edgar Qui senberry could nake a great deal of trouble for her. However
Atl anta was far north of Jacksonville. She said, "W don't have any
conmuni cation with any points north of Jacksonville, M. Quisenberry." "That's
ridicul ous!"

"I"'msorry, M. Quisenberry."

"Very well." Edgar snatched the tel egraph bl ank fromthe counter and
revised the address. "There. Send it to the Jacksonville sub-branch."

Hesitating, Florence took the message and said, "I'll see if they'l



accept it, M. Quisenberry."
"They'd better. 1'll wait."

She sat down at the teleprinter, called in JX and typed: "I HAVE MESSAGE
FOR JX SUB- BRANCH OF FEDERAL RESERVE. SENDER | S EDGAR QUI SENBERRY, PRESI DENT
OF FI RST NATI ONAL BANK. WLL YOU TAKE | T?"

JX replied: "ISIT AN CFFICIAL DEF . . ."

Fl orence blinked. For an instant it seenmed that soneone had fl ashed
mrrored sunlight into her eyes. At the sane instant, the nessage from JX
stopped. "That's funny," she said. "Did you see anything, M. Quisenberry?"

"Nothing but a little flash of light. Wiere did it cone fron?" The
teleprinter chattered again. "PK To CIRCU T. BIG EXPLO SI ON I N DI RECTI ON JX.
WE CAN SEE MUSHROOM CLOUD." PK meant Pal atka, a small town on the St. Johns
sout h of Jacksonville.

Fl orence rose and wal ked to the counter with Edgar's nessage. "|I'mvery
sorry, M. Quisenberry," she said, "but | can't send this. Jacksonville
doesn't seemto be there any nore."

Fort Repose's financial structure crunbled in a day.

During the winter season the First National was open on Saturday nornings
fromnine until noon, and Edgar saw no reason why a war should interfere with
banki ng hours. Like al nost everyone el se, he was awakened by the runble of the
first distant explosions, and he felt a thrill of fear when the siren on the
firehouse let |oose. He urged his wife, Henrietta, to make breakfast at once
while he tried to put through a long distance call to Atlanta. Wen his phone
made strange noi ses, and the operator would not respond, he listened to the
scanty, thirty-second | ocal news broadcasts. Hearing nothing that sounded
i mediately alarnming for Fort Repose, he renminded Henrietta that nothing
drastic had occurred afrer Pearl Harbor. On the Monday after Pearl Harbor
t here had been no runs, and no panic. Neverthel ess, he could not force hinself
to finish his bacon and eggs. He left for the bank fifteen mnutes earlier
t han usual

But at the bank nothing was right. The phones weren't working there,
either, and at eight-thirty, when his staff should have reported for work half
hi s people hadn't shown up. At about the sanme tine he noticed a |line of
depositors formng at the front entrance, and it was this that nade hi m decide
to send a wire to Federal Reserve. He had never received any instructions on
what to do in an enmergency of this kind, and, as a matter of fact, had never
even considered it.

Western Union's failure to send his tel egramworried Edgar somewhat, but
he told hinself that it was inpossible that the enenmy could have bonbed al
these big cities at once. It was probably sone sort of nechanical trouble that
woul d be cleared up before long, just as repairmen would soon have the Fort
Repose phone system back in working order

VWen the bank's doors opened at nine the people seened orderly enough. It
was true that everyone was w t hdraw ng cash, and nobody maki ng deposits. Edgar
wasn't overly worried. There was alnost a quarter million cash on hand, a far
hi gher ratio of cash than regul ations required, but consistent with his
conservative principles.

In ten minutes Edgar's optim smdw ndled. Ms. Estes, his senior teller



turned over her cage to the bookkeeper and entered his office. "M.
Qui senberry," she said, "these aren't ordinary wi thdrawal s. These people are
t aki ng out everythi ng-savings accounts and all."

"No reason for that,"
sound. "

Edgar snapped. "They ought to know the bank is

"May | suggest that we limt wthdrawal s? Let themtake out enough so
that each family can buy what's necessary in the emergency. In that way we can
stay open until noon, and there won't be any panic. It'll protect the
nmerchants, too."

Edgar was incensed by her effrontery, practically anmounting to
i nsubordi nation. "When you are president of this bank," he said, "then it wll
be up to you to nmake such decisions. But let ne tell you sonething, Ms.
Estes. The only way to stop a run on a bank is to shovel out the cash. As soon
as you do that, people regain confidence and the run stops."

"It's entirely different today, M. Quisenberry. Don't you see that? You
have to assume sone sort of |eadership or there's going to be a panic."

"Ms. Estes, will you please return to your cage. I'll run the bank."

This was Edgar's first, and perhaps his vital error

Corrigan, the mailman, canme in and dropped a packet of letters on the
secretarial desk. Edgar was heartened to see Corrigan. The good old U S.

government still functioned. "Neither rain nor snow nor dark of night,"
said, smling.

Edgar

"This is ny last delivery," Corrigan said. "Planes and trains aren't
runni ng, and the truck didn't cone in fromOlando this norning. This batch is
fromlast night. W can accept outgoing mail but we don't guarantee when it
will go out, if ever."

Corrigan left and wedged hinself into a queue before one of the teller
wi ndows.

Paral ysis of the United States mail was nore of a shock to Edgar
Qui senberry than anything that had occurred thus far. At last, he confessed to
hi nsel f the inpossible reality of the day. Realization did not conme all at
once. It could not, for his mnd refused to assimlate it. He attenpted to
accept the probability that the Treasury in Washington, VWall Street, and
Federal Reserve banks everywhere, all were now radi oactive ash. No | onger any
cl eari nghouses or correspondent banks. He was sickened by the realization that
a great part of his own assets-that is, the assets of his bank-were no | onger
assets at all. O what use were Treasury bonds and notes when there was no
Treasury? What good were the municipal bonds of Tanpa, Jacksonville, and M ami
when there were no nunicipalities? Who would straighten all this out, and how,
and when? Who would tell hinP Wio would know? Wth all conmunications out, he
could not even confer with fell ow bankers in San Marco. He began to sweat. He
took out his fountain pen and began jotting down figures on a scratch pad. If
he could just get everything down in figures, they ought to bal ance. They
al ways had.

Edgar's cashier cane into the office and said, "W're not cashing
out - of -t own checks, are we, M. Quisenberry?" "Certainly not! How can we cash
out - of -t own checks when we don't know whether a town's still there?" Edgar
flinched, renenbering that only yesterday he had cashed a big check for
Randol ph Bragg on an Oraha bank. Certainly Oraha, right in the center of the



country, ought to be safe. Edgar had never given nmuch thought to all the talk
about rockets and nissiles and such. He always prided hinmself on keeping his
feet firmy on the ground, and exam ning the facts in a hardheaded, practica
manner. And the facts, as he had publicly stated, were that Russia intended to
defeat the United States by scaring us into an inflationary, socialistic
depression, and not by tossing mssiles at us. The country was basically sound
and the Russians woul d never attack a basically sound country. And yet they
had attacked, and if they could hit Florida they could hit Oraha-or anywhere.

Hi s cashier, M. Pennyngton, a thin man with a vei ned nose and nervous
stomach, a man given to fretting over detail, clasped his hands tightly
together as if to prevent his fingers fromflying off into space. He asked
anot her question, haltingly: "M. Quisenberry, what about travel ers checks? Do
we cash those?"

"No sir! Travelers checks are usually redeenmed in New York, and between
me and you, | don't think there'll be nmuch left of New York."

"And what about government savings bonds, sir? There are some people in
line who want to cash in their bonds."

Edgar hesitated. To refuse to cash government savi ngs bonds was fiduciary
sacrilege so awful that the possibility never before had entered his head. Yet
here he was, faced with it. "No," he decided, "we don't cash any bonds. Tel
t hose individuals that we won't cash any bonds until we find out where the
government stands, or if."

The news that First National was refusing to honor travel ers checks and
gover nrent bonds spread through Fort Repose's tiny business section in a few
m nutes. The nerchants, grocers, druggists, the proprietors of specialty shops
and filling stations, deduced that if travel ers checks and government bonds
were worthless, then all checks would soon be worthless. Since opening their
doors that norning, all sales records had been smashed. Everybody was buyi ng
everything, which to the shopkeepers was exhilarating as well as frightening.
Most of them fromthe first, had been cautious, refusing to accept
out - of -t own checks, except, of course, payroll and annuity and gover nnent
pensi on checks, which everyone assunmed were al ways as good as cash. Wen the
bank acted, their first reaction was to regard all paper except currency as
probably wort hl ess.

Their next reaction was to race to the bank and attenpt to convert their
suddenly suspect paper assets into currency. Looking out through the office
door, Edgar watched the queues in the | obby, hoping they would shorten
I nstead, they | engthened. He called M. Pennyngton and together they checked
the cash position. Incredibly, in a single hour it had been reduced to
$145,000. If continued at this rate, the bank would be stripped of currency by
el even-thirty, and Edgar guessed that the rate of wi thdrawals would only
i ncrease. Edgar Qui senberry made his decision. He went into the four tellers
cages and, one by one, renmoved the cash drawers and carried theminto the
vault. He then closed and | ocked the vault. He wal ked back to the | obby,
stepped up on a chair, and raised his hands. "Quiet please," he said.

At that nonment, there were perhaps sixty people in the queues. They had
been nmurnuring. They were silent.

"For the benefit of all depositors, | have been forced to order that the
bank be tenporarily closed," Edgar said.

They were all looking up at him He was relieved to see Cappy Foracre,
the Chief of Police, and another officer, turning people away fromthe door



Apparently, they had sensed there m ght be trouble. Yet Edgar saw no nenace in
the faces bel ow. They | ooked confused and unconprehendi ng, dunmb and

i neffectual as cattle barred fromthe barn at nightfall. He said, "This
temporary cl osing has been ordered by the government as an energency neasure."”
It was only a white lie. He was quite sure that had he been able to get in
touch with Federal Reserve, this is the course that would have been advi sed.

Hi s depositors continued to stare at him as if expecting something nore.

He said, "I can assure you that your savings are safe. Remenber, all deposits
up to ten thousand dollars are insured by the government. The bank is sound
and will be reopened as soon as the energency is over. Thank you."

He stepped down and returned to his office, careful to maintain a
busi nessli ke and dignified attitude. The people trickled out. He kept his
staff busy until past noon bal anci ng books and accounts. VWen all was in
order, he advanced each enpl oyee a week's salary, in cash, and inforned them
that he would get in touch with them when they were needed. Wen all had left,
and he was entirely alone, he felt relieved. He had saved the bank. His
position was still liquid. Dollars were good, and the bank still had doll ars.
Since he was the bank, and the bank was his, this neant that he possessed the
ready cash to survive personally any foreseeabl e period of econonic chaos.

Edgar's cal cul ati ons were not correct. He had forgotten the inplacable
| aw of scarcity

Li ke nost small towns, Fort Repose's food and drug supply was dependent
upon daily or thrice weekly deliveries fromwarehouses in the larger cities.
Each day tank trucks replenished its filling stations. For all other
nmer chandi se, it was dependent upon shipnments by nmail, express, and hi ghway
freight, fromjobbers and manufacturers el sewhere. Wth the Red Alert, al
these services halted entirely and at once. Like thousands of other towns and
villages not directly seared by war, Fort Repose becane an island. Fromthat
nmonent, its inhabitants woul d have to subsist on whatever was already within
its boundaries, plus what they m ght scrounge fromthe countryside.

Provi sions and supplies nelted fromthe shelves. Gasoline drained
steadily fromthe punps. Cosing of the First National failed to inhibit the
buyi ng rush. Before closing, the bank had injected an extra $100, 000 i n cash
into the economy, unevenly distributed. And strangers appeared, eager to trade
what was in their wallets for necessities of the nonent and the future.

The peopl e of Fort Repose had no way of knowing it, but establishnents on
the arterial highways |eading down both coasts, and crisscrossi ng between the
large cities, had swiftly been stripped of everything. Fromthe tine of the
Red Alert, the highways had been janmed with carl oads of refugees, seeking
asylum t hey knew not where. The mushroom cl oud over Mam enptied Hol |l ywood
and Fort Lauderdale. The tourists instinctively headed north on Route 1 and
AlA as frightened birds seek the nest. By nightfall, they would be stopped
out si de the radioactive shanbl es of Jacksonville. Sone fled westward toward
Tanpa, to discover that Tanmpa had exploded in their face. The evacuation of
Jacksonville, partially acconplished before nissiles sought out the Navy Air
conpl ex, sent some of its people toward Savannah and Atlanta. Neither city
exi sted. Ot hers sped south, toward Olando, to neet the evacuees from Ol ando
rushing toward the hol ocaust in Jacksonville. Wen the authorities in
Tal | ahassee suspected that the fallout from Jacksonville, carried by the east
wi nd, woul d bl anket the state capital, they ordered evacuation. Sone from
Tal | ahassee drove south on Route 27, toward Tanpa, unaware that Tanpa was no
| onger there.

This chaos did not result froma breakdown in Cvil Defense. It was



simply that Civil Defense, as a realistic buffer against thernmonuclear war,
did not exist. Evacuation zones for entire cities had never been publicly
announced, out of fear of "spreading alarm"”™ Only the famlies of mlitary
personnel knew what to do, and where to go and assenble. MIlitary secrecy
forbade radio identification of those cities already destroyed, since this
m ght be information for the eneny.

In Florida al one several hundred thousand famlies were on the nove, few
with provisions for nore than one day and sonme with nothing at all except a
car and nmoney. So of necessity they were voraci ous and all-consum ng as arny
ants. The roadsi de shops, restaurants, filling stations, bars, and juice
stands al ong the four-I|ane hi ghways were denuded of stocks, or put out a sign
claimng so. Only the souvenir shacks, with their usel ess pink flan ngos and
tinted shells, were not picked clean. This is why strangers, sw nging off
t hese barren hi ghways, invaded Fort Repose and other little towns off the main
traffic streans.

Those people in Fort Repose who remenbered rationing fromthe second
Worl d War al so renenbered what goods had been in short supply, back in
"forty-two and 'forty-three, and bought accordingly. There were runs on tires,
cof fee, sugar, cigarettes, butter, the choicer cuts of beef, and nylon
stockings. Some proprietors, realizing that these itens were vani shing,
instituted their own rationing systens.

The nore thoughtful w ves bought portable radi os and extra batteries,
candl es, kerosene lanterns, matches, lighter fluid and flints, first-aid kits,
and quantities of soap and toil et paper

When news spread that arnmed convicts, escaped fromroad gangs, had been
seen near the town; Beck's Hardware sold out of rifles, shotguns, pistols, and
very nearly out of anmunition

By afternoon the cash registers of Fort Repose were choked with currency,
but many shel ves and counters were bare and others nearly so. By afternoon the
| aw of scarcity had condemmed the dollar to degradation and contenpt. Wthin a
few nore days the dollar, in Fort Repose, would be banished entirely as a
medi um of exchange, at |east for the duration

Sitting alone in his office, Edgar Quisenberry was aware of none of these
facts, nor could his imagination anticipate the dollar's fall, any nore than
he coul d have i magi ned the dissolution of the Treasury and the Federal Reserve
Systemin the space of a single hour. Methodically, he read through the | ast
batch of mail. There was nothing of any great inportance, except heartening
items in the Kiplinger Letter, predicting another increase in FHA nortgage
rates, and better retail business in the South during the Christnmas season
Al so, fromDetroit there was notice of a ten percent stock dividend in
aut onobil e shares in his personal portfolio. He'd certainly got in on the
ground fl oor of that one, he thought. He hoped not hi ng happened to Detroit,
but he had a disquieting feeling that sonething would, or had.

At two o' clock, as always on Saturdays, he left the bank, first setting
the tine lock on the vault for eight-thirty Monday norning. H s car was a
bl ack Cadillac, three years old. He recalled that during the |ast big war
aut onobi |l e production had halted. He decided that on Monday, or perhaps this
very afternoon, he would drive to San Marco and see what sort of a trade he
could make on a new Caddy. Henrietta would be pleased, and it would be a hedge
agai nst | ong disruption of the econony.

VWhen he started the engi ne he saw that his gas was | ow, and on the way
hone stopped at Jerry Kling's service station. He was surprised that there was



no line of cars waiting, as there had been early that nmorning. Then he saw t he
big cardboard sign with its enphatic red lettering: SORRY. NO MORE GAS

Edgar honked and Jerry came out of the station, |ooking worn and Iinp.
"Yes, M. Quisenberry?" Jerry said.

"That's just to keep away tourists and floaters and such, isn't it?"
Edgar sai d.

"No, sir, I"'mnot only out of gas, |I'mout of tires, spark plugs,
batteries, thirty-weight oil, vulcanizing kits, drinks and candy, and | ow on
everything el se.”

"I've got to have gas. |'mjust about out."

"I shoul d' ve put up that sign an hour after | opened. You know what, M.
Qui senberry? | sold plunb out of tires before | got to thinking | needed new
tires nyself. | just let nyself be charnmed by that bell on the cash register
What a damm fool! 1've got nothing but noney."

"I don't know that | can get home," Edgar said.

"I think we'll all be walking pretty soon, M. Quisenberry." Jerry
sighed. "I'Il tell you what 1'll do. You're an old customer. |'ve got a drum
stashed away in the stockroom 1'll let you have three gallons. Back that
thing up by the ranmp, so nobody'll see." Wen he had his three gallons, Edgar
brought out his wallet and said, "How nuch?"

Jerry |l aughed and raised his hands in a gesture of repugnance. "Keep it!
| don't want noney. Wat the hell's noney good for? You can't drive it and you
can't eat it and it won't even fix a flat."

Edgar drove on slowy, hunched over the wheel. He knew, vaguely, that in
the Second Wrld War the Greek drachma and Hungari an pengo had becone utterly
worthl ess. And in the War of the Revolution the shilling of the Continental
Congress hadn't been worth, in the British phrase, a Continental damm. But
nothing like this had ever happened to the dollar. If the dollar was
wort hl ess, everything was worthless. There was a phrase he had heard a nunber
of times, "the end of civilization as we know it." Now he knew what the phrase
nmeant. It meant the end of noney.

VWen Edgar reached home Henrietta's car was gone. He found a note in the
salver on the hall table. It read

1: 30.
Edgar--tried to get you all norning but the phone is still out of order
The radi o doesn't say nuch but | amfrightened. Nevertheless, | amoff to do

the grocery shopping. | hope the stores aren't crowded. | do think that
henceforth I will shop on Tuesdays or Wednesdays instead of Saturdays. Hadn't
we better have both cars filled with gas? There may be a shortage. You
renenmber how it was last time, with those silly A and B ration cards.

You didn't |eave any nmoney when you rushed off this norning, but | can
al ways cash checks. It may be hard for a while, but life goes on

HENRI ETTA

Edgar went up to the naster bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed. What
a fool she was. Life goes on, she said. How could Iife go on with no Federa



Reserve, no Treasury, no Wall Street, no bonds, no banks?

Henrietta didn't understand it at all. How could life go on if dollars
were worthl ess? How could anybody |ive w thout dollars, or credit, or both?
She didn't understand that the Bank had becone only a heap of stone filled
wi th worthless paper, so his credit would be no better than anybody's credit.
If dollars were worthless then there was not hing they could buy. You coul dn't
even buy a ticket, say, to South Anerica, and even if you could how woul d you
get to an airport? Gocery shopping, indeed! How would they shop a week, or a
nonth from now?

Henrietta was a fool. This was the end. Cvilization was ended. O one
t hi ng, Edgar was certain. He would not be crushed with the nmob. He had been a
banker all his life and that was the way he was going to die, a banker. He
woul d not allow hinmself to be hum liated. He would not be reduced to begging
gasoline or food, and be dragged down to the | evel of a probationary teller
He t hought of all the notes outstanding that now woul d never be paid, and how
his debtors rmust be chuckling. He scorned the inprovident, and now the
i mprovi dent woul d be just as good as the careful, the sound, the thrifty.
Vell, let themtry to go on without dollars. He would not accept such a world.

He found the ol d, nickel-plated revolver, purchased by his father many
years before, in the top drawer of his bureau. Edgar had never fired it. The
bullets were green with nold and the ham nmer rusted. He put it to his tenple,
wonderi ng whether it would work. It did.

Chapter 6.

Al ways before, inportant events and dates had been marked in nmenmory with
definite labels, not only such days as Thanksgi ving, New Year's, and Lincoln's
Bi rt hday, but Pearl Harbor Day, D Day, VE-Day, VJ-Day, |ncone Tax Day. This
Decenber Saturday, ever after, was known sinply as The Day. That was
sufficient. Everybody renmenbered exactly what they did and saw and said on The
Day. Peopl e unconsciously were inclined to split tine into two new peri ods,
bef ore The Day, and after The Day. Thus a nman might say, "Before The Day | was
an autonobile dealer. Now | operate a trotline for catfish.”" O a nother m ght
boast, "Oh, yes, Oscar passed his college boards. O course that was before
The Day." O a younger nother say, "Hope was born after The Day, | wonder
about her teeth.”

This semantic device was not entirely original. Several generations of
Sout herners had referred to before and after "The War" wi t hout being required
to explain what war. It seemed incongruous to call The Day a
war - Russo- Aneri can, East-West, or Wrld War |I11-because the war really was al
over in a single day. Furthernmore, nobody in the Wstern Hem sphere ever saw
the face of a human eneny. Very few actually saw an eneny aircraft or
submarine, and mssiles appeared only on the nost sensitive radar screens.
Most of those who died in North Anerica saw nothing at all, since they died in
bed, in a mllisecond slipping fromsleep into deeper darkness. So the
struggl e was not agai nst a human eneny, or for victory. The struggle, for
t hose who survived The Day, was to survive the next.

This truth was not quickly or easily assinmlated by Randy Bragg, although
he was better prepared for it than nmost. It was totally outside his experience
and wi thout precedent in history.

On The Day itself, whatever el se he m ght be doing, he was never beyond
sound of a radio, awaiting the news that ought to acconpany war-news of
victories or defeats, nobilization, proclamations, declarations, a nessage
fromthe President, words of |eadership, steadfastness and unity. Altogether



there were seven radios in the house. Al of themwere kept turned on except
the clock-radio in Peyton's roomwhere the child, her eyes lubricated and
bandaged, slept with the help of Dan Gunn's sedati ves.

Even when he ran up or down stairs, or discovered inperative duties
outside, Randy carried his tiny transistor portable. Twice he left the
grounds, once on a buying nmission to town, again briefly to visit the
McGoverns. The picture wi ndow on the river side of the McGovern honme had been
cracked by concussion, and this, rather than the nore terrifying and deadly
i mplications of The Day, had had a traumatic effect on Lavinia. She had been
fed sleeping pills and put to bed. Lib and her father were functioning well,
even bravely. Randy was relieved. He could not escape his primary duty, which
was to his owm famly, his brother's wife and children. He could not devote
his mnd and energy to the protection of two houses at once.

Until mdafternoon, Randy heard only the quavery and uninformative
thirty-second broadcasts from WSMF

Now he was downstairs, in the dining roomw th Hel en. She had been naking
an inventory of necessities in the house, discovering a surprising nunber of
items she considered essential, war or no war, which Randy had entirely
forgotten. He was eating steak and veget abl es-Hel en, di sapproving of his
canni bal sandw ches, had insisted on cooking for himand washing it down with
orange juice. Leaning back in the scarred, massive captain's chair he rel axed
for the first time since dawn. A weari- ness flowed upward from his throbbing
| egs. He had slept only two or three hours in the past thirty-six, and he knew
t hat when he finished eating the fatigue woul d seep through his whol e body,
and it would be necessary to sleep again. Across the circul ar, waxed teak
tabl e, | ooking fresh and conpetent, Helen sipped a Scotch and checked what she
called her "nust" list. "One of us," she was saying, "has got to nmake anot her
trip to towmn. | have to have detergent for the di shwasher and washi ng nachi ne,
soap powder, paper napkins, toilet paper. W ought to have nore candl es and
wi sh | could get my hands on sone nore ol d-fashi oned kerosene | anps. And,
Randy, what about anmmunition? | don't |ike to sound scary, but "

The radio, in an interval of silence between the |ocal Conelrad
broadcasts, suddenly squealed with an alien and powerful carrier wave. Then
they heard a new voice. "This is your national Civil Defense Headquarters

The front legs of Randy's chair hit the floor. He was w de awake agai n.
The voice was fanmiliar, the voice of a network newscaster, not one of the best
known New York or Washi ngton correspondents, but still recognizable, a strong
and wel cone voi ce connecting themw th the world beyond the borders of
Ti mucuan County. It continued:

"Al'l local Conelrad stations will please |eave the air now, and whenever
they hear this signal. This is an energency clear channel network. |If the
signal strength is erratic, do not change stations. It is because the signa
is rotated between a number of transmitters in order to prevent bonbi ng by
eneny aircraft. The next voice you hear will be that of the Acting Chief
Executive of the United States, Ms. Josephi ne Vanbruuker-Brown-"

Randy couldn't believe it. Ms. Vanbruuker-Brown was Secretary of Health,
Education and Wl fare in the President's Cabinet, or had been until this day.

Then they heard her Radcliffe-Boston voice. It was Ms. Vanbruuker-Brown,
all right. She said:

"Fell ow countrynen. As all of you know by now, at dawn this norning this



country, and our allies in the free world, were attacked wi thout warning with
t her nonucl ear and atomi ¢ weapons. Many of our great cities have been
destroyed. Ot hers have been contam nated, and their evacuation ordered. The
toll of innocent lives taken on this new and darker day of infamy cannot as
yet even be estimated."

These first sentences had been clearly and bravely spoken. Now her voice
faltered, as if she found it difficult to say what it was now necessary to
say. "The very fact that | speak to you as the Chief Executive of the nation
must tell you nuch."

They heard her sob. "No President," Hel en whi spered.

"No Washington," Randy said. "l guess she was out of Washi ngton, at hone,
or speaki ng sonmewhere, and wherever she |ives-"

Randy hushed. Ms. Vanbruuker-Brown was tal ki ng agai n:

"Qur reprisal was swift, and, fromthe reports that have reached this
command post, effective. The enemy has received terrible punishnent. Severa
hundred of his missile and air bases, fromthe Chukchi Peninsula to the
Baltic, and from WVl adi vostok to the Bl ack Sea, have certainly been destroyed.
The Navy has sunk or damaged at |east a hundred submarines in North American
wat er s.

"The United States has been badly hurt, but is by no neans def eated.
"The battle goes on. Qur reprisals continue.

"However, further eneny attacks must be expected. There is reason to
bel i eve that eneny air forces have not as yet been fully committed. W nust be
prepared to w thstand heavy bl ows.

"As Chief Executive of the United States, and Conmander in Chief of the
Armed Forces, | hereby declare a state of unlinited national energency unti
such time as new el ections are held, and Congress reconvenes.

"I'n the devastated areas, and in those other areas where normal functions
of governnent cannot be carried out, | hereby declare martial law, to be
adm ni stered by the Arnmy. | appointed Lieutenant General George Hunneker Arnmny
Chief of Staff, and Director of Martial Law in the Zone of the Interior, which
means within the forty-nine states.

"There have been grave dislocations of comuni cations, of industrial
econoni c, and financial functions. | declare, effective at this noment, a
noratoriumon the paynent of all debts, rents, taxes, interest, nortgages,

i nsurance cl ainms, and prem unms, and all and any other financial obligations
for the duration of the emergency.

"Fromtime to time, God willing, | will use these facilities to bring you
further information, as it is received, and to issue further decrees as they
become necessary. | call upon you to obey the orders of your local GCvil
Def ense directors, state and municipal authorities, and of the mlitary. Do
not panic. "Some of you may have guessed how it happens that |, the head of

the nost junior of governnent departnents and a woman, have been forced to
assune the duties and responsibilities of Chief Executive on this, the nopst
terrible day in our history.

"One of the first targets of the eneny was Washington. "So far as we have
been able to discover at this hour, neither the President nor the Vice



Presi dent, nor any other Cabinet nmenber, nor the | eaders of House or Senate
survived. It appears certain that only a small percentage of the nenbers of

t he Congress escaped. | survive only by chance, because this morning I was in
another city, on an inspection tour. | amnowin a mlitary comand post of
relative safety. | have designated this comand post Civil Defense

Headquarters, as well as tenporary seat of governnent."

M's. Vanbruuker - Brown coughed and choked, recovered herself and
continued: "Wth a sick heart, but the resolution to lead the nation to
victory and peace, | leave you for the tine being."

The radi o hummed for a second, the carrier wave cut off, and then there
was sil ence.

Randy said, "It's about what | expected, but it's awful to hear it."
"Still," Helen said, "there is a governnment."

"I guess that's sone confort. | wonder what's left. | mean, what cities
are left."

Hel en | ooked up at Randy. She | ooked at him and through him and far
away. Her hands cane together on the table, and her fingers intertw ned; when
she spoke it was in a soft, alnobst inaudible voice, as if her thoughts were so
fragile that they would be shattered by nore than a whisper. "Do you think-is
it possible-that the nilitary conmand post she spoke of could be Ofutt Field?
Do you think she m ght be down in what we call the Hole, at SAC Headquarters?
If she is at SAC, you know what that means, don't you?"

"It could nean that Mark is okay. But Helen-" "Yes?
Randy didn't think it likely that Ms. Vanbruuker-Brown was speaking from

Omha. The odds were against it. There were nmany headquarters, and the first
one the eneny would try to destroy, after Washington itself, was SAC. Mark had

feared this, and so did he. He said, "I don't think we should count on it."
"I"'mnot counting on it. I"'mjust praying. If Mark is alive how |l ong do you
think it'll be before we hear from hi nP"

"I can't even guess. But | do know who can make an educated guess.
Admi ral Hazzard. He lives on the other side of the Henrys' place. He listens
to short wave and keeps up with every thing that goes on. He served a tour in
ONlI, and later was on the Intelligence staff of the Joint Chiefs-1 think that
was his last duty before they retired him So if anybody around here shoul d
know what ' s happeni ng then old Sam Hazzard shoul d know. "

"Can we see hinP"

"Of course we can see him Any time we want. It's only a quarter mle
But we can't |eave Peyton alone and | don't have any idea what tinme Dan Gunn

will get here." Hs arns felt wooden, and detached, and his head too heavy for
his neck. H s chin dropped on his chest. "And |'m so blasted tired, Helen. |
feel that if | don't get a couple of hours of real sleep I'll go off ny

rocker. If | don't get sonme rest | won't be rmuch good fromhere in, and God
knows what' Il happen tonight."

Hel en said, "I'msorry, Randy. O course you're groggy. Go on up stairs
and get sone sleep. I'"'mgoing to drive to town. There's so much stuff we've
just got to have."

"Suppose Peyton calls? I'lIl never wake up."



"Ben Franklin will be here. I'Il tell himto wake you up if anything
serious happens.”

"COkay. Be careful. Don't stop for anybody on the way to town." Randy went
upstairs, each step an effort. It was true, he thought, that wonen had nore
stami na than men.

Randy deci ded not actually to take off his clothes and get into bed
because once he got under the covers he would never get up. |Instead, he took
of f his shoes and dropped down on the couch in the living room He stared at
t he gunrack on the opposite wall. Until very recent years guns had been an
i mportant part of living on the Tinucuan. Randy guessed they m ght becone
i nportant again. He had quite an arsenal. There was the | ong, ol d-fashioned
30-40 Krag fitted with sporting sights; the carbine he had carried in Korea
di smantl ed, and snuggl ed hone; two .22 rifles, one equipped with a scope; a
twel ve- gauge automatic, and a |light, beautifully bal anced. twenty-gauge
doubl e-barrel ed shotgun. In the drawer of his bedside table was a .45
automatic and a .22 target pistol hung in a holster in his closet.

Ammo. He had nore than he woul d ever need for the big rifle, the carbine,
and the shotguns. But he had only a couple of boxes of .22's, and he guessed
that the .22's mght be the nost useful weapons he owned, if econom c chaos
lasted for a long time, a neat shortage devel oped, and it became necessary to
hunt small gane. He rose and went into the hallway and shouted down at the
stairwell, "Helen!"

"Yes?" She was at the front door

"I'f you get a chance drop in at Beck's Hardware and buy sone twenty-two
caliber long-rifle hollow points.™

"Just a second. I'll wite it down on ny list. Twenty-two long-rifle
hol | ow poi nts. How many?"

"Ten boxes, if they have them™
Hel en said, "I'Il try. Now, Randy, get some sleep."

Back on the couch, he closed his eyes, thinking of guns, and hunting. In
his father's youth, this section of Florida had been a hunter's paradise, with
quai |, dove, duck, and deer in plenty, and even bl ack bear and a rare panther
Now the quail were scattered and often scarce. Three coveys roamed the grove,
and the hammock behind the Henrys' place. Randy had not shot quail for twelve
years. When visitors noticed his gunrack and asked about quail shooting, he
al ways | aughed and said, "Those guns are to shoot people who try to shoot ny
quail." The quail were nore than pets. They were friends, and wonderful to
wat ch, parading across |awn and road in the early norning.

Only the ducks were now truly plentiful in this area, and they were
protected by Federal law. Once in a while he shot a rattlesnake in the grove,
or a noccasin near the dock. And that was all he shot. Still, there were
rabbits and squirrels, and so the .22 amo might come in handy. A long tine
ago- he could not have been nore than fourteen or fifteen-he remenbered hunting
deer with his father, and shooting his first deer w th buckshot fromthe
doubl e-twenty. His first, and his last, for the deer had not died instantly,
and had seenmed small and piteous, twitching in the palmetto scrub, until his
father had dispatched it with his pistol. He could still see it, and the
round, bright red spots on the green fronds. He shivered, and he slept.



Randy awoke in darkness. G af was barking, and he heard voices
downstairs. He turned on a light. It was nine-thirty. He had slept al nost four
hours. He felt refreshed, and good for whatever night cone through the night.
He was putting on his shoes when the door opened and Hel en came into his
apartment, followed by Ben Franklin and Dan Gunn

"I was just going to wake you up," Helen said. "Dan is going in to | ook
at Peyton."

Dan's eyes were holl owed, and his face carved with fissures of
exhaustion. Randy said, "Have you eaten anything today, Dan>"

"l don't know. | don't think so."

Hel en said, "You'll eat, Doctor, right after you' ve seen Peyton. Do you
want me to go in with you?"

"You and Randy can both cone in with nme. But don't say anything. Let ne
do the talking."

They went into the child' s room Randy flicked on the overhead |ight.
"Not that one," Dan said. "I want a dimlight at first." He turned on a |lanp
on the dressing table.

Peyton's hands crept out from under the sheet and touched the bandages
over her eyes. "Hello," she said, her voice small and frightened.

"Hell o, dear," Helen said. "Doctor Gunn is here to see you. You renenber
Doctor @unn from |l ast year, don't you?"

"Ch, yes. Hello, Doctor."

Dan said, "Peyton, |I'mgoing to take the bandage off your eyes. Don't be
surprised if you don't see anything. There isn't nuch light in the room"

Randy found he was hol ding his breath. Dan renoved the bandage, sayi ng,
"Now, don't rub your eyes."

Peyton tried to open her eyes. She said, "They're stuck. They feel al
gooey. "

"Sure," Dan said. He npistened cotton in a borax mxture and w ped
Peyton's eyes gently. "That better?"

Peyton blinked. "Hey, | can see! Well, sort of. Everything |ooks mlky."
Hel en noved and Peyton said, "lsn't that you, Mther?"

"Yes. That's ne."

"Your face |looks like a balloon but I could tell it was you." Dan smniled
at Randy and nodded. She was going to be all right.

He rummaged in his bag and brought out a small kit, a bottle, and
applicator, a tube. He said, "Peyton, you can stop worrying now. You're not
going to be blind. In perhaps a week, you'll be able to see fine. But unti
then you' ve got to rest your eyes and we've got to treat them This is going
to sting a little."

He hel d her eyelids open and, his huge hands sure and gentle, applied
drops, and an ointnment. "Butyn sul phate," he said. "This is really outside ny



line, but |I remenbered that butyn sul phate was what Air-Sea Rescue used for
rescued fliers. After floating around in a raft for two or three days, the
glare would blind themjust as Peyton was blinded. It fixed themup, and it
ought to fix her up."

Dan turned to Helen. "Did you see how !l did it?" "I was watching."

“I"lIl try to get out here at |east once a day, but if | don't make it,
you'll have to do it yourself."

"I won't have any trouble. Peyton's quite brave."

Peyton said, "Monmy, I'mnot. I'mnot brave at all. |I'mscared all the
time. Have you heard from Dad, yet? Do you think Dad's all right?"

"I"'msure he's all right, dear," Helen said: "But we can't expect to hear
right away. Al the phones are out, and | suppose the tel egraph too."

"“I'"'m hungry, Mother."
Hel en said, "I'lIl bring something right up."

They turned off the Iight. Hel en went downstairs. Dan Gunn came into
Randy's roons. He took off his winkled jacket and dropped it on a chair and
said, "Now | can use a drink."

Randy mi xed a doubl e bourbon. Dan drank half of it in a gulp and said,
surprised, "Aren't you drinking, Randy?"

"No. Don't feel like | want one."

"That's the first good news |'ve heard all day. |'ve already treated two
fell ows who' ve drunk thensel ves insensible since norning. You coul d ve been
the third."

"Could I?"

"Well, not quite. You react to crisis in the right way. You remenber what
Toynbee says? His theory of challenge and response applies not only to
nati ons, but to individuals. Some nations and sone people nelt in the heat of
crisis and come apart like fat in the pan. Ot hers neet the chall enge and
harden. | think you're going to harden."

"I"'mreally not a very hard guy," Randy said, |ooking across the room at
hi s guns and thinking, oddly, of the young buck he'd shot when a boy, and how
he'd never been able to shoot a deer since that day. To change the subject he
said, "You nust've had a pretty harrow ng day."

Dan drank the second half of his bourbon and water. "I have had such a
day as | didn't think it was possible to have. Seven cardi acs are dead and a
couple nore will go before norning. Three miscarriages and one of the wonen
died. | don't know what killed her. I'd put down “fright' on the death
certificate if | had tine to make out death certificates. Three suicides-one
of them was Edgar Quisenberry."

Randy sai d, "Edgar-why?"
Dan frowned. "Hard to say. He still had as nuch as anybody el se, or nore.

He wasn't organically ill. I'lIl refer to Toynbee again. Inability to cope with
a sudden change in the environment. He swamin a sea of nmoney, and when noney



was transmuted back into paper he was |eft gasping and confused, and he died.
You' ve read the history of the 'twenty-nine crash, haven't you?"

"Yes."

"Dozens of people killed thensel ves for the sanme reason. They created and
lived in an environnment of paper profits, and when paper returned to paper
they had to kill thenselves, not realizing that their environment was
unnatural and artificial. But it wasn't the adults that got me down, Randy, it
was the babies. Gve ne another drink, a snmall one."

Randy poured anot her.

"Ei ght babies today, three of thempreemes. |I've got the preemies in San
Marco hospital. | don't know whether they'll make it or not. The hospital's a
mess. Cots end to end on every corridor. A good nmany of them are accident
cases, a few gunshot wounds. And all this, mnd you, with only three
casualties caused directly by the war-three cases of radiation poisoning."

"Radi ati on?" Randy said. "Around here?" Suddenly the word had a new and
i medi ate connotation. It was now a sinister word of lingering death, I|ike
cancer .

"No. Refugees from Tal | ahassee. They drove through pretty heavy fall out,
| guess. W estimate at the hospital that they received fifty to a hundred
roentgens. Anyway, a pretty hefty dose, but not fatal."

"Are we getting any radiation, do you think?"

Dan consi dered. "Some, undoubtedly. But | don't think a dangerous dose.
There isn't a Geiger in town, but there is a dosineter in the San Marco
hospital and | guess we're getting what San Marco gets. Mst of the
radi oactive particles decay pretty fast, you know. Not cesiumor strontium 90
or cobalt or carbon 14. Those will always be with us."

"Lucky east wind," Randy said, and then was surprised at his words. The
danger of radiation was still there, and m ght increase. Long before this day
scientists had been worried about tests of nucl ear weapons, even when
conducted in uninhabited areas under rigid controls. Now the danger obviously
was infinitely greater, but since there were other and nore i medi ate
danger s-dangers that you could see, feel, and hear-radi ation had becone
secondary. He wasn't thinking of its effect upon future generations. He was
concerned with the present. He wasn't exercised over the fallout blanketing
Tal | ahassee fromthe attack on Jacksonville. He was worried about Fort Repose.
He suspected that this was a necessary nmental adjustment to aid self
reservation. The exhausted sw mrer, struggling to reach shore, isn't worried
about starving to death afterwards.

VWen Helen called, they sat down to a dinner table that, under the
ci rcumst ances, seened incongruous. The neal was only soup, salad, and
sandwi ches, but Helen had laid the table as neticulously as if Dan Gunn had
agreed to stay for a |l ate supper on an ordinary eveni ng. Wen Ben Franklin sat
down Helen said, "Did you wash your hands?"

"No, ma'am" "Well, do so."

And Ben di sappeared and returned with his hands washed and hair conbed.
They listened to the radio as they ate, hearing only the |ocal broadcasts from
San Marco at two-minute intervals. Their ears had become dulled to the
repetitive, uninportant announcenents and warni ngs, as those who live on the



seashore fail to hear the sea. But any fresh news, or break in the routine,
instantly alerted and sil enced them

Several tinmes they heard a brief bulletin: "County Cvil Defense
authorities warn everyone not to drink fresh m |k which may have been exposed
to fallout. Canned mlk, or mlk delivered this norning prior to the attack
can be presuned safe."

Dan Gunn explained that this precaution was probably a little premature.
It was designed primarily for the protection of children. Strontium 90,
probably the nost dangerous of all fallout materials, collected in calcium It
caused bone cancer and |eukemia. "In a week or so it can be a real hazard," he
said. "It can't be a hazard yet, because the cows haven't had time to ingest
strontium90 in their fodder. Still, the quicker these dangers are broadcast,
the nore people will be aware of them"

Hel en asked, "What happens to babi es?"

"Evaporated or condensed canned mlk is the answer-while it lasts. After
that, it's nother's mlk."

"That will be ol d-fashioned, won't it?"
Dan nodded and smiled. "But the nmbthers will have to be careful of what
they eat." He | ooked down at the |lettuce. "For instance, no greens, or

lettuce, if your garden has received fallout. Trouble is, you won't know,
really, whether your ground, or your food, is safe or not. Not without a
Ceiger counter. We'll all have to live as best we can, fromday to day."
Ben Franklin | ooked up at the ceiling, listening. He said, "Listen!"
The others heard it, very faintly.
"Ajet," Ben said. "A fighter, | think."

The sound faded away. Randy di scovered he had been hol ding his breath. He
said, "l guess it's still going on."

Helen laid her salad fork on the plate. She had eaten very little. She
said, "I have to know what's happening-1 just have to. Can't we go over to see
your retired admral tonight, Randy?"

"Sure, we can see him But what about Peyton? W can't |eave her alone.”

Hel en | ooked at Ben Franklin and Ben said, "lIs this what 1'mgoing to
be-a professional baby-sitter?"

Dan Gunn rose. "l've got to get back to town. |I've got to check in at the
clinic and then |I've got to get sone sleep." "Wy don't you stay here for the
ni ght, Dan?" Randy said. "I can't. They're expecting ne at the clinic. And
Randy, | brought the energency kit for you." He turned to Helen. "It was a
wonder ful supper. Thanks. | was so hungry | was weak. | didn't realize it."

Randy wal ked himto his car. Dan said, "That poor girl." "Peyton?"

"No. Helen. Uncertainty is the worst. She'd be better off if she knew
Mark was dead. See you tonorrow, Randy."

"Yes. Tomorrow. " He wal ked back to the house and paused on the porch to
| ook at the thernoneter and baroneter. The baroneter was steady, very high



Tenperature was down to fifty five. It would get colder tonight. It m ght go
to forty before nmorning. Fromacross the river, far off, he heard a string of
shot s.

In this stillness, at night, and across water, the sound of shots carried
for mles. He could not tell from whence the sound cane, or guess why, but the
shots rem nded himof a nervous sentry on post cutting | oose with his carbine.
It sounded like a carbine, or an automatic pistol

He wal ked into the house, head down, and went up to his bedroom and
pull ed on a sweater. He called Ben Franklin to the living roomand Ben cane
in, his nother follow ng. "Ben," Randy said, "ever shoot a pistol?"

"Only once, on the range at Offutt."” "Wat about a rifle?"
"I"ve shot a twenty-two. |'mpretty good with a twenty two."
"Ckay," Randy said, "lI'mgoing to give you what you're good at."

He wal ked to the gunrack. The Mossberg was fitted with a sixpower scope,
and a scope was not good for snap shooting, and hard to use at night. He took
down the Rem ngton punp, a weapon with open sights, a present fromhis father
on his thirteenth birthday. He handed it to Ben

The boy took it, pleased, worked the action and peered into the chanber.

"I't's not |oaded now," Randy said, "but fromnow on every gun in this
house is going to be | oaded. | hope we never have to use thembut if we do
there probably won't be any time to | oad up."

Hel en said, "I forgot to tell you, Randy. | couldn't get ten boxes of the
ammuni tion you wanted but | did get three. They're sonewhere in the kitchen
"1l find themlater."

"Thanks," Randy said. He took a package of cartridges out of his
ammuni ti on case and handed it to Ben. "You |l oad up your gun, Ben," he said.
"It's yours now. Never point it at a man unless you intend to shoot him and
never shoot unless you mean to kill. You understand that?"

Ben's eyes were round and his face sober. "Yes, sir.
"Ckay, Ben. You can baby-sit now. W should be back in an hour."

VWhen Rear Admiral Hazzard retired he enbarked upon what he |liked to cal
"ny second life." He and his wife had prepared carefully for retirenment. They
had wanted an orange grove to supplenment his pension and a body of water upon
whi ch he could |l ook and in which he could fish. While still a four-striper he
had | ocated this spot on the Timucuan, and bought it for a surprisingly
reasonabl e sum The real estate agent had carefully explained that the | ow
price included "niggers for neighbors,” neaning the Henrys. At the sane tine
t he agent had grunbl ed at the Braggs, who had allowed the Henrys to buy
water-front property in the first place, thereby | owering values along the
entire river, or so he said.

The Hazzards first had planted a grove. A few years later they built a
confortabl e six-roomranbler and started | andscapi ng the grounds. Thereafter
they lived in the house one nonth each year, when Sam took his annual | eave,
trying it and wearing it until it fitted perfectly.

On his sixty-second birthday Sam Hazzard retired, to the relief of a



nunber of his fellow admirals. There were rivalries within, as well as

bet ween, the arned services. In the Navy, the rivalry had once been between
the battleship and carrier admrals. Wen it becane a rivalry between atonic
subs and super-carriers, Hazzard had out spokenly favored the submarines. Since
he once had commanded a carrier task force, and never had been a submariner
the carrier admrals regarded his stand as just short of treason. Wrse, for
years he had clainmed that Russia's npbst dangerous threat was the terrible
conbi nati on of submarines equi pped with mssiles armed wi th nucl ear war heads.
Such a theory, if unchallenged, would force the Navy to spend a greater part
of its energy and noney on anti-submarine warfare. Since this, per se, was
defense, and since the Navy's whole tradition was to take the of fensive,
Hazzard spent his final years of duty conning a desk

Two days after his retirenent his wife died, so she never really lived in
t he house on the Tinucuan, and she never physically shared his second life.
Yet often she seened cl ose, when he trinmed a shrub she had pl anted, or when
in the evenings he sat alone on the patio, and reached to touch the arm of the
chair at his side

The Admi ral discovered there were not enough hours in the day to do al
the things that were necessary, and that he wanted to do. There was the
citrus, the grounds, experinments with exotic varieties of bananas and papaya,
di screet essays to be witten for the United States Naval Institute
Proceedi ngs and not-so-di screet articles for magazi nes of general circul ation.
Sam Hazzard found that the Henrys were extraordinarily conveni ent nei ghbors.
Mal achai tended the grounds and hel ped design and build the dock. Two-Tone,
when in the nmood- broke and sober-worked in the grove. The Henry wonen cl eaned,
and did his laundry. Preacher Henry was the Admiral's private fishing guide,
whi ch neant that the Admiral consistently caught nore and bi gger bass than
anyone on the Timucuan, and possibly in all of Central Florida.

But Sam Hazzard's princi pal hobby was listening to shortwave radio. He
was not a hamoperator. He had no transmitter. He listened. He did not
chatter. He nonitored the nilitary frequencies and the forei gn broadcasts and,
wi th his enornmous background of mlitary and political know edge, he kept pace
with the world outside Fort Repose. Sonetines, perhaps, he was a bit ahead of
everyone.

It was ten to el even when Randy knocked on Admiral Hazzard's door. It
opened i medi ately. The Adnmiral was a taut, neatly made man who had wei ghed
133 when he boxed for the Acadeny and who wei ghted 133 now. He was dressed in
a white turtleneck sweater, flannels, and boat shoes. A halo of cottony hair
encircled his sunburned bald spot. Ot herwi se, he was not saintly. H's nose has
been flattened in some |ong-forgotten braw in Port Said or Marseilles. H's
gray eyes, canopi ed by heavy white brows, were red-rimred, and angry. For the
Admiral, this had been a day of frustration, helplessness, and hatred-hatred
for the uni magi native, purblind, selfish fools who had not believed him and
frustration because on this day of suprenme danger and need, his lifetinme of
trai ni ng and experience was not and could not be put to use. The Admiral said,
"I saw your headlights com ng down the road. Cone in." He squinted at Hel en

"My sister-in-law, Helen Bragg," Randy said.

"An evil day to receive a beautiful worman," The Adnmiral said, his voice
surprisingly mld and mannered to i ssue from such a pugnaci ous face. "Come on
into my Conmbat Plot, and listen to the war, if such a massacre can be called
a war."

He led themto his den. A heavily planked workbench ran al ong the wall
under the wi ndows overl ooking the river. On this bench was a | arge, bl ack



pr of essi onal -1 ooki ng shortwave receiver, a steam ng coffee-nmaker, notebooks
and pencils. The radio screeched with power, static, interference, and
occasi onal words in the alnost unintelligible |anguage of conflict.

On two other walls, cork-covered, were pinned maps-the pol ar projection
and the Eurasian |land mass on one wall, a nilitary map of the United States on
t he ot her.

A hoarse voice broke through the static: "This is Adel ai de Si x-Fi ve-One.
| amsitting on a skunk at Al pha Roneo Poppa Four. Skunk at Al pha Romeo Poppa
Four. "

A different voice replied inmediately: "Adel aide Six-Five-One, this is
Adel ai de. Hol d one."

There was silence for a nmonment, and then the second voice continued:
"Adel ai de Si x- Fi ve- One- Adel ai de. Have rel ayed your nmessage to Hector. He is
busy but will be free in ten to fifteen m nutes. Squat on that skunk and wait
for Hector." "Adel ai de from Adel ai de Si x-Fi ve-One. Charley."

Hel en sat down. For the first tine that day, she was showi ng fatigue. The
Admiral said, "Coffee?"

"I'd love a cup,"” she said.
Randy said, "Sam what was that on the radi o? Part of the war?"
The Admi ral poured coffee before he replied. "A big part of it, for us.

Right now |'mtuned to a Navy and Air Force ASWfrequency in the five
nmegacycl e band. "

" ASWP"

"Anti-submarine warfare. I'Il interpret. A Navy super Connie with a
saucer radonme has | ocated a skunk-an eneny submarine-at coordi nates Al pha
Romeo Poppa Four. | happen to know that's about three hundred nmiles off

Nor fol k. The radar picket has called hone base- Adel ai de-and Adel aide is
sendi ng Hector to knock off the skunk. Hector is one of our killer subs. But
Hector is presently engaged. When he is free, he will comrunicate directly

wi th Adel ai de Si x-Five-One. The plane will give Hector a course and when he is
in range Hector will cut loose with a honming torpedo and that will be the end
of the skunk. W hope."

"Who's wi nni ng?" Randy asked, aware that it was a ridicul ous question

"Who' s wi nni ng? Nobody's winning. Cities are dying and shi ps are sinking
and aircraft is going in, but nobody's winning." Helen asked the question she
had come to ask. "Did you hear Ms. Vanbruuker-Brown on the radio a while
ago?"

"Yes."
"Where do you think she was speaking fron®"

The Adm ral wal ked across the room and | ooked at the map of the United
States. It was covered with acetate overlay and ten or twelve cities were
ringed with red-crayon goose eggs, in the way that a unit position is marked
on an infantry nmap. The Adnmiral scratched the white stubble on his chin and
said, "l think Denver. Hunneker, the three-star she named Chief of Staff, was
Arnmy representati ve on NORAD, in Col orado Springs. Chances are that he was in



Denver this nmorning, or she was in Col orado Springs, when the word cane
t hrough that Washi ngton had been atom zed."

Hel en set down her coffee cup. Her fingers trenmbled. "You're sure that
she couldn't have been in Omha?"

"Omaha!" said the Admiral. "That's the | ast place she'd be speaking fron
You notice that whenever |'ve heard a broadcast, of any kind, that allowed ne
to identify a city, | ringed it on the map. 1've heard no amateurs talking
from Omaha, and | haven't heard SAC since the attack. Ordinarily, | can pick
up SAC right away. They're always talking on their single side band
transmtters to bases out of the country. Their call sign was "Big Fence.'
haven't heard "Big Fence' all day on any frequency. And the eneny hates and
fears SAC, nore, even, than they fear the Navy, I'll adnmit. Scratch Oraha."

Sam Hazzard noticed the effect of his words on Hel en's expression; he
recal l ed that Randy's brother, her husband, was an Air Force col onel, and he
sensed that he had been tactless. "Your husband isn't in Oraha, is he, Ms.
Bragg?"

"It's our hone."
“"I'mterribly sorry that | said anything."

A tear was quivering on her cheek. Her first, Randy thought. He felt
enbarrassed for Sam

Hel en said, "There's nothing to be sorry about, Admiral. Mark expected
Omha woul d be hit, and so did I. That's why I'mhere, with the children. But
even if Omha is gone, Mark may still be there, and all right. He had the duty
this norning. He was in the Hole."

"Ch, yes," the Admiral said. "The Hole. |'ve never been in it, but |'ve
heard about it. A trenendous shelter, very deep. He may be perfectly safe.
sincerely hope so."

"I"'mafraid not," Helen said, "since you haven't heard any SAC signals."

"They may have shifted comunications or changed code nanes." The Admira

| ooked at his maps. "Besides, I'monly guessing. |I'mjust playing games with
nmyself, trying to Gtwo a war with no action reports or intelligence. | do
this because | haven't anything else to do. | just scranble around and nove

pi ns and rmake marks on the maps and try to keep nyself fromthinking about
Sam Junior. He's a lieutenant JGwith Sixth Fleet in the Med, if Sixth Fl eet
is still inthe Med. | don't think it is. For the Russkies, it nust have been
like shooting frogs in a puddle." He turned to Hel en again, "W inhabit the
same purgatory, Ms. Bragg, the dark |evel of not know ng."

Randy asked a question. "Wat are the Russians saying? Can you still get
Radi o Mbscow?"

"I get a station that calls itself Radio Moscow in the twentyfive neter
band. But it isn't Moscow. All the voices on the English-1anguage broadcasts
are different so we can be pretty cer tain Mdscow isn't there any nore
However, the Russian | eaders all seemto be alive and well, and they issue the
kind of statenents you'd expect. The very fact that they are alive indicates
that they took shelter before it started. They probably aren't anywhere cl ose
to a target area."

"Coul dn't the President have escaped?”



"He probably had fifteen mnutes' warning. He could have been in a
hel i copter and away. But in that fifteen mnutes he had to nake the big
deci sions, and so ny guess is that he deliberately chose to stay in
Washi ngton, either at his desk in the White House, or in the Pentagon Comrand
Post. It was the sane for the Joint Chiefs, and probably for the Secretarys of
Def ense and State. As to the other Cabinet nenbers, they probably received it
in their sleep, or were just getting up. Do you want to hear sonething
strange?" The Admiral changed the wave I ength on his receiver. He said, "Now
listen."”

Al'l Randy heard was static.

"You didn't hear anything, did you?" the Admiral said. "R ght now, on
this band, you ought to be hearing the BBC, Paris, and Bonn. | haven't heard
any of themall day. They nust've truly cl obbered Engl and."

"Then you do think we're finished?" Randy said.

"Not at all. SAC may have been able to launch up to fifty percent of its
aircraft, counting the planes they al ways have airborne. And renenber that the
Navy does have a few missile sub marines and the carriers nust've got in sone
licks. Also, I"'mpretty sure they weren't able to take out all our SAC bases,
including the auxiliaries. For all | know, the eneny nmay be finished."
"Doesn't exactly hearten ne."

The lights went out in the room the radio died, and at the sane time the
worl d outside was illunminated, as at midday. At that instant Randy faced the
wi ndow and he woul d always retain, |like a col or photograph printed on his
brain, what he sawa red fox frozen against the Admiral's green lawn. It was
the first fox he had seen in years.

The white flashed back into a red ball in the southeast. They all knew
what it was. It was Olando, or M:Coy Base, or both. It was the power supply
for Timucuan County.

Thus the lights went out, and in that nonment civilization in Fort Repose
retreated a hundred years.

So ended The Day.
Chapter 7.

VWhen nucl ear fireballs crisped Olando and the power plants serving
Ti mucuan County, refrigeration stopped, along with electric cooking. The oi
furnaces, sparked by electricity, died. Al radios were usel ess unless battery
powered or in autonobiles. Washi ng machi nes, dryers, dishwashers, fryers,
toasters, roasters, vacuum cl eaners, shavers, heaters, beaters-all stopped. So
did the electric clocks, vibrating chairs, electric blankets, irons for
pressing clothes, curlers for hair.

The el ectric punps stopped, and when the punps stopped the water stopped
and when the water stopped the bathroonms ceased functi oning.

Not until the second day after The Day did Randy Bragg fully understand
and accept the results of the loss of electricity. Tenporary | oss of power was
not hing new in Fort Repose. Often, during the equinoctial storms, poles and
trees came down and power |lines were severed. This condition rarely |lasted for
nore than a day, for the repair trucks were out as soon as the w nd abated and
t he roads becane passabl e.



It was hard to realize that this tine the power plants thensel ves were
gone. There could be no doubt of it. On Sunday and Sunday ni ght a nunber of
survivors from Ol ando' s suburbs drove through Fort Repose, foraging for food
and gasoline. They could not be positive of what had happened, except that the
area of destruction extended for eight mles from Ol ando airport,
enconpassi ng Col |l ege Park and Rollins College, and anot her expl osion had
centered on McCoy Air Force Base. The Orlando Conelrad stations had warned of
an air raid just before the explosions, so it was presuned that this attack
had not conme from submari ne-based nmissiles or 1CBM s, but from bonbers.

Randy did not hear Ms. Vanbruuker-Brown again, or any further hard news
or instructions on the clear channel stations on Sunday or Mnday. He did hear
WSMF announcing that it would be on the air only two m nutes each hour
thereafter, since it was operating on auxiliary power. He knew that the
hospital in San Marco possessed an auxiliary di esel generator. He concl uded
that this source of power was being tapped, each hour on the hour, to operate
the radio station.

Each hour the county Conelrad station repeated warnings to boil al
drinking water, do not drink fresh mlk, do not use the tel ephone, and, in the
Sunday norning hours after the destruc tion of Ol ando, warnings to take
shelter and guard against fallout and radiation. There had been no mlk
deliveries and the tel ephones hadn't worked since the first nushroom sprouted
in the south; nor were there any actual shelters in Fort Repose. Al Sunday,
Randy insisted that Helen and the children stay in the house. He knew that any
shelter, even a slate roof, insulation, walls, and roof, was better than none.
There was no time to dig. The time to dig had been before The Day. After
Ol ando, digging seened wasted effort. Anyway, there were so many other things
to do, each minor crisis demanding instant attention. VWile radiation was a
danger, it could not be felt or seen, and therefore other dangers, and even
annoyances, seened nore imnperative.

At two o' cl ock Monday afternoon Helen was in Randy's apartment, and they
were listening to the hourly Conelrad broadcast, when Ben Franklin marched in
and announced, "W're just about out of water."

"That's inpossible!" Randy said.
"It's Peyton's fault," said Ben Franklin. "Every time she goes to the
john she has to flush it. The tub in our bathroomis enpty, and she's been

di ppi ng water out of mother's bathtub too." Randy | ooked at Helen. This was a
nmot her's problem "Peyton's a fastidious little girl,"” Helen said. "After all
one of the first things a child learns is always to flush the john. Wiat're we
going to do?"

Randy said, "For now, Ben Franklin and | will drive down to the dock and
fill up what washtubs and buckets we have out of the river. You can't drink
river water without boiling it but it'll be okay for the toilets. And from now
on Peyton-all of us--can't afford to be so fastidious. W'll flush the toilets
only twice a day. Then |I guess we'll have to dig latrines out in the grove
because | can't haul water fromthe river forever. Matter of gasoline."

Randy | ooked out on the grove, noticing a thin powder of dust on the
| eaves. There had been a long dry spell. The fine, clear, crisp days with | ow
hum dity were wonderful for people but bad for the orange crop. He woul d have
to turn on the sprinklers in the grove.

He slammed his fist on the bar counter and shouted, "I'ma damm f ool
W' ve got all the water we want!"



"Where?" Hel en asked.
"Right out there!" Randy waved his arns. "Artesian water, unlimted!"

"But that's in the grove, isn't it?"

"I"'msure we can pipe it into the house. After all, that's the sanme water
the Henrys use every day. | think there are sone big wenches in the garage
and Mal achai will know how to do it. Cone on, Ben, let's go over to the

Henrys'."

Randy and the boy wal ked down the old gravel and clay road that |ed from
t he garage through the grove and to the river. Randy's navel s had been picked,

but the Valencias were still on the trees. They woul d not be picked this year
Mat ching strides with Randy, Ben Franklin said, "I just thought of sonething."
"Yes?"

"I don't have to go to school any nore."

"What makes you think you don't have to go to school ? As soon as things
get back to normal you're going to school, young feller. Want to grow up to be
an i gnoramus?"

Ben Franklin scuffed a pebble, |ooked up sideways at Randy, and grinned.
"What school ?"

"Wy, the school in Fort Repose, of course, until you can go back to
Omaha, or wherever your father is stationed."

Ben stopped. "Just a mnute, Randy. |I'mnot fooling nyself. Nobody's
goi ng back to Omaha, maybe ever. And | don't think I'll ever see Dad agai n.
The Hol e wasn't safe, you know. Maybe you think so. | know Mther does. But
I"mnot fooling nyself, Randy, and don't you try to fool ne."

Randy put his hands on the boy's shoul ders and | ooked into his face,
nmeasuring the depth of courage behind the brown eyes, finding it at |east as
deep as his own. "Ckay, son," he said, "I'Il level with you. 1'll level with
you, and don't you ever do anything less with ne. | think Mark has had it.
think you're the man of the famly fromnow on."

"That's what Dad said."

"Did he? Wll, you're a man who still has to go to school. | don't know
where, or when, or how But as soon as school reopens in Fort Repose, or
anywhere around, you go. You nay have to wal k. "

"CGolly, Randy, walk! It's three niles to town."

"Your grandfather used to walk to school in Fort Repose. Wen he was your
age there weren't any school busses. Wen he couldn't hitch a ride in a buggy,
or one of the early autonobiles, he wal ked." Randy put his arm around the
boy's shoulder. "Let's get going. | guess we'll both have to learn to wal k
again."

They wal ked down to the dock, and then followed a trail that |ed through
t he dense hammock to the Henrys' cleared | and. The Henrys' house was divi ded
into four sections, representing four distinct periods in their fortunes and
hi story. The ol dest section had originally been a one-roomlog cabin. It was
the only surviving structure of what had once been the slave quarters, and



Randy recall ed that his grandfather had always referred to the Henrys' place
as "the quarters.” In recent years the cabin had been jacked up and a concrete
foundation |l aid under the stout cypress logs. The logs, originally chinked
with red clay, were bound together with white-washed nmortar. It was now the
Henrys' living room

Late in the nineteenth century a two-room pi ne shack had been added to
the cabin. In the '"twenties another room and a bath, nore soundly
constructed, had been tacked on. In the 'for ties, after Two-Tone's narri age
to Mssouri, the house had been enl arged by a bedroom and a new kitchen, built
with concrete block. It was a confortable hodgepodge, its ugliness conceal ed
under a patina of flane vine, bougainvillea, and hibiscus. A neat green bib of
St. Augustine grass fell fromthe screened porch to the river bank and dock
In the back yard was a chicken coop and wired runs, a pig pen, and an ancient
barn of unpainted cypress |eaning wearily against a scabrous chinaberry tree.
The barn housed Bal aam the nmule, the Mdel-A, and a hutch of white rabbits.

Fifty yards up the slope Preacher Henry and Bal aam sol erml y di sked t he
land, moving silently and evenly, as if they perfectly understood each ot her
Caleb lay flat on his belly on the end of the dock, peering into the shadowed
waters behind a piling, jigging a worm for bream Two-Tone sat on the screened
porch, rocking languidly and lifting a can of beer to his lips. Fromthe
ki tchen cane a worman's deep, rich voice, singing a spiritual. That woul d be
M ssouri, washing the dishes. Hot, black snoke from burning pine knots issued
fromboth brick chimeys. It seemed a peacefiil home, in time of peace.

Ben Franklin yelled, "Hey, Caleb!"

Cal eb's face bobbed up. "Hi, Ben," he called. "Come on out."

"What're you catching?" "Ain't catchin,' just jiggin'.

Randy said, "You can go out on the dock if you want, Ben, but 1'Il
probably need your help in a while."

Ben | ooked surprised. "Me? You'll need my hel p?"
"Yep," Randy said. "A man of the house has to do a man's work."

Preacher Henry dropped his reins, yelled, "Ho!" and Bal aam st opped.
Preacher wal ked across the dusty field, to be planted in corn in February, to
nmeet Randy. Mal achai came out of the barn. He had been under the Model - A
Two- Tone stopped rocking, put down his can of beer, and left the porch
I nside, M ssouri stopped singing.

Randy wal ked toward the back door and the Henrys converged on him their
faces apprehensive. Ml achai said, "Hello, Mster Randy. Hope everything' s al
right."

"About as right as they could be, considering. Everything okay here?"

"Just like always. How s the little girl? Mssouri told nme she was about
bl i nded. "

"Peyton's better. She can see now and in a few days she'll be all owed
out si de again. No permanent injury."

"The Lord be merciful!" said Preacher Henry. "The Lord has spared us, for
the now | knew it was a-comin', for it was all set down, Alas, Babylon!"
Preacher's eyes rolled upward. Preacher was big-franed, |ike Ml achai, but now



t he nmuscl es had shrunk around his bones, and age and troubl es deeply winkl ed
and darkened his face.

Randy addressed his words to Preacher, because Preacher was the father
and head of the household. "W don't have water in our house. | want to take
up sone pipe out of the grove and hook it on to the artesian system"

"Yes, sir, Mster Randy! I'Il drop mny diskin' right now and help."

"No, you stick with the disking, Preacher. | thought maybe Ml achai and
Two- Tone could help."

Two- Tone, who was call ed Two- Tone because the right side of his face was
two shades lighter than the left side, |ooked stricken. "You nmean now?"
Two- Tone sai d.

Mal achai grinned. "You heard the man, Two-Tone. He neans now. "

The three men, with Ben Franklin and Cal eb hel ping, required two hours to
lift the pipes and connect the artesian line with the water systemin the
punphouse.

It was the hardest work Randy renmenbered since clinbing and digging in
Korea. The pal mof his right hand was blistered fromthe pi pe wench, and a
swat ch of skin flapped | oose. He was exhausted and wet with sweat despite the
chill of evening. He was grateful when Ml achai offered to carry the tools
back to the garage. He said, "Thanks, Ml achai. You know that two hundred
bucks | | oaned you?"

"Yes, sir.
"Just consider the debt canceled." They both grinned.

Randy and Ben Franklin went back into the house. Randy turned on the tap
in the kitchen sink. It gurgled, coughed, sputtered, and then spurted water.

"Isn't it beautiful!" Helen said.

Randy washed the grime fromhis hands, the water stinging the broken
blisters. He filled a glass. The artesian water still snmelled Iike rotten
eggs. He gulped it. It tasted wonderful

Just after dawn on the third day after The Day a helicopter floated over
Fort Repose and then turned toward the upper reaches of the Tinucuan. Randy
and Helen, hearing it, ran up to the captain's walk on the roof. It passed
cl ose overhead, and they distinguished the Air Force insignia.

This was al so the day of disastrous overabundance.

That norni ng, when Hel en apprehensively opened the freezer, she found
several hundred pounds of choice and carefully wapped neat floating in a
noxi ous sea of nelted ice creamand liquified butter. As any housew fe woul d
do under the circunstances, she wept.

This disaster was perfectly predictable, Randy realized. He had been a
fool. Instead of buying fresh neat, he should have bought canned neats by the
case. If there was one thing he certainly should have forseen, it was the |oss
of electricity. Even had Orlando escaped, the electricity would have died
within a few weeks or nonths. Electricity was created by burning fuel oil in
the Ol ando plants. Wen the oil ran out, it could not be repl enished during



the chaos of war. There was no longer a rail system or rail centers, nor were
tankers plying the coasts on missions of civilian supply. It was Sam Hazzard's
guess that few nmajor seaports had escaped. After the first wave of missiles
fromthe submarines, they could still be taken out by atom c torpedoes, atomc
m nes, or bonmbs or missiles fromaircraft. It was Sam Hazzard's guess that
what had been the great ports were now great, water filled craters. Even those
sections of the country which escaped destruction entirely would not |ong have
lights. Their power would last only as long as fuel stocks on hand.

They stared into the freezer, Helen sniffling, Randy nunmb, Ben Franklin
fasci nated. Ben dipped his finger into a pool of liquid chocolate and |icked
it. "Still tastes good but it isn't even cool," he said. "All that ice creamn
| could ve been eating ice creamall yesterday; Peyton, too."

Hel en stopped sniffling. "The meat won't spoil for another twenty-four
hours. I'mgoing to sal vage what | can."

"How?" Randy asked.
"Boil it, salt it, preserve it, pickle it. |I've got a dozen Mason jars in

the closet. There may be nore around sonmewhere. Perhaps you can get sone
downt own, Randy."

"Town and back neans a half-gallon of gas," Randy said. "It's worth it,
if you can just find a few And we'll need nore salt."

"Ckay, I'lIl give it atry. Maybe | can find jars at the hardware store,
if Beck is still keeping it open.”

Hel en reached into the freezer and lifted out two steaks, six pounders
two i nches thick. She brought out two nore steaks, even thicker. "Steaks,
st eaks, steaks. Everywhere steaks. How many steaks can G af eat tonight? How
does Graf like his steaks, charcoal -broiled?"

Graf, lying in the doorway between kitchen and utility room ears cocked
and alert at sound of his nane, sniffed the wonderful odor of ripening neat in
quantity.

"He likes "emand | like 'em" Randy said, "and we've got a few sacks of
charcoal in the garage. So let's have a party. A steak party to end all steak
parties. Literally, that is. W'Ill have the Henrys, and the MGoverns."

"I"ve always believed in mxing cromds at ny parties," Helen said. "But
what about m xi ng col ors?"

“It'"ll be all right. 1'll ask Florence Wechek and Alice Cooksey and Sam
Hazzard too. And Dan Gunn, if | can find him And I'Il scrounge around for
nmore charcoal. It'lIl be a relief fromcooking in the fireplace."

"Don't forget the salt,"” Helen said. "W're going to need a lot to save
this neat."

On this, the third day after The Day, the character of Fort Repose had
changed. Every building still stood, no brick had been displaced, yet all was
altered, especially the people.

Earlier, Randy had noticed that sone of the plate-glass store wi ndows had
cracked under the shock waves from Tanpa and Ol ando. Now t he wi ndows of a
nunber of stores were shattered entirely, and glass littered the sidewal ks.
From al | eyways cane the sour snell of uncoll ected garbage.



Most of the parking spaces on Yulee and St. Johns incongruously were
occupi ed, but the cars thenselves were enpty, and several had been stripped of
wheel s.

There was no commerce. There were few people. A together, Randy saw only
four or five cars in notion. Those who were not out of gas hoarded what
remai ned in their tanks agai nst graver energencies to cone.

The pedestrians he saw seemed apprehensive, hurrying al ong on m ssions
private and vital, shoul ders hunched, eyes directed dead ahead. There were no
worren on the streets, and the nen did not walk in pairs, but alone and warily.
Randy saw several acquai ntances who must have recogni zed his car. Not one
smled or waved.

Four young men, strangers, idled in front of the drugstore. The store's
wi ndows were broken, but Randy saw the grim unhappy face of A d Mn
Hockstatl er, the druggist, at the door. He was staring at the young nen, and
they were el aborately ignoring him They were waiting for sonething, Randy
felt. They were waiting like vultures. They were outwaiting A d Man
Hockstat | er.

Randy pulled into the parking | ot al ongside A ax Super Market. It
appeared to be enpty. The front door was closed and | ocked but Randy stepped
t hrough a smashed wi ndow. The interior |ooked as if it had been stripped and
looted. Al that remmined of the stock, he noticed i mediately, were fixtures,
di shes, and plastics on the home-hardware shelves. Significantly nobody had
bothered to buy or take electric cords, fuses, or light bulbs. As for food,
there seened to be none left.

Randy tried to remenber where the salt counter had been, but salt was
somet hi ng one bought w thout thought, |ike razor blades or toothpaste, not
bot hering about it until it was needed. He thought of razor blades. He was | ow
on them Finally he exam ned the gui dance signs hangi ng over the enpty
shel ves. He saw, "Salt, Flour, Gits, Sugar," over a wall to his left. The
space where these conmodities shoul d have been was bare. Not a single bag of
salt renai ned

As Randy turned to | eave he heard a noi se, wood scraping on concrete, in
the stockroomin the rear of the store. He opened the stockroom door and found

hi nsel f | ooking into the nuzzle of a small, shiny revolver. Behind the gun was
t he skinny, olive colored face of Pete Hernandez. Pete | owered the gun and
jamred it into a hip pocket. "CGees, Randy," he said, "I thought it was sone

goddam goon cone back to clean out the rest of the joint."

"Al'l 1 wanted was sonme salt." "Salt? You out of salt already?"

"No. W want to salt down sone neat. We thought we could save part of the
nmeat in the freezer." Randy saw a grocery truck drawn up to the | oading
pl atform behind the store. It was half-filled with cases, and Pete had been
pushi ng ot her cases down the ranp. So Pete had saved something. "Wat happened
here?" Randy asked.

"We'd sold out of just about everything by closing tine yesterday. Wen |
tried to close up they wouldn't |eave. They woul dn't pay, neither. They
started hollerin' and | aughin' and grabbin'. | |ocked nyself in back here and
that's how come |'ve got a little sonething left." Pete wi nked. "Bet | can get
some price for these canned beans in a couple of weeks."

Randy sensed that Pete, perhaps because he had never had nmuch of it,



still coveted noney. He said, "I'll give you a price for salt right now"

Pete's eyes flicked sideways. There was a cart in the corner. It was

filled with sacks-sugar and salt. Pete said, "I've hardly got enough salt to
keep things goin' at hone. We're in the sane boat you are, you know. Freezer
full of meat. Maybe Rita will be salon' meat down too."

Randy brought out his wallet. Pete | ooked at it. Pete | ooked greedy.
Randy said, "What'll you take for two ten-pound sacks of salt?"

"I ain't got much salt left."
“I"1l give you ten dollars a pound for salt."

"That's two hundred dollars. Bein' it's you, okay." Randy gave him four
fifties.

Pete felt the bills. "Ten bucks a pound for salt!" he said. "Ain't that
somet hi ng! "

Randy cradl ed the sacks under each arm "Better go out the back way,"
Pete said. "Don't tell nobody where you got it. And Randy-"

"Yes?"

"Rita wonders when you're comng to see her. She's all the time tal king
about you. When Rita latches on to a guy she don't let go in a hurry. You know
Rita."

Randy rejected the easy evasi on of excuses. One of the things he hadn't
i ked about Rita was her possessiveness, and anot her was her brother. He was
irritated because he had placed hinself in the position of being forced to
di scuss personal matters with Pete. He said, "Rita and | are through."

"That's not what Rita says. Rita says that other girl-that Yankee
bl onde-won't | ook so good to you now. Rita says this war's going to |eve
people as well as cities."

Randy knew it was purposeless to talk about Rita, or anything, with Pete
Her nandez. He said, "So long, Pete," and left the market.

Beck's Hardware was still open, and M. Beck, |ooking tired and
bewi | dered, presided over rows of enpty shelves. On The Day itself everything
that could be imediately useful, fromflashlights and batteries to candl es
and kerosene | anterns, had vanished. In the continuing buying panic, alnost
everything el se had di sappeared. "Only reason |'mstill here," M. Beck
expl ai ned, "is because |'ve been coming here every weekday for twenty-two
years and | don't know what else to do."

In the warehouse Beck found a dusty carton of Mason jars. "People don't
go in much for home canni ng nowadays," Beck said. "I'd just about forgotten
t hese. "

"How much?" Randy asked.

Beck shook his head. "Nothing. That safe is full up to the top with
money. That's all |'ve got left-nmoney. Ain't that funny-nothing but noney?"

M. Beck | aughed. "Know what, | could retire."

Randy drove on to the Medical Arts Building. Here, he had expected to



find activity. He found none, but he did see Dan Gunn's car in the parking
| ot.

There were reddi sh brown stains on the sidewal k and the green concrete
steps. The glass in the front door was shattered and the door itself swing
open. The waiting roomwas om nously enpty. There was no one at the reception
desk. Randy possessed a country dweller's keen sense of snell. Now he snelled
many al arm ng odors-disinfectant, ether, spilled drugs, spilled blood, stale
urine. He called, "Dan! Hey, Dan!"

"I'"'mback here. Who's that?" Dan's voice energed muffled after echoing
t hrough a corridor.

"I't's me-Randy. "
"Come on back. I'min my office.”

In the corridor's gl oom Randy stunbl ed over a pair of feet, and he
st epped back, shivering. A body lay athwart the doorway of the exam nation
room legs in the corridor, torso in the room face up, arnms outstretched. The
face was hal f bl own away, but when put together with the uniform it was
recogni zabl e as Cappy Foracre, Fort Repose's Chief of Police.

Randy hurried on. A fireproof door hung crazily fromone hinge. It had
been axed open. Behind the door was the | aboratory and drug storage. The snell
of chemicals that cane fromthe | aboratory was choki ng and over poweri ng.
Wthin, Randy glinpsed a hillock of smashed jars and bottles. The clinic had
been wrecked, insanely and deliberately.

He was relieved to find Dan Gunn standing in his office. Dan's face was
nore deeply shadowed with fatigue and a two-day grow h of beard, his shirt was
torn, and he |l ooked dirty, but he apparently was unhurt. Two nedi cal bags were
open on his desk. He was exam ning and sorting vials and bottles. Randy said,
"What happened?"

"A carl oad of addicts-hopheads-cane through |ast night. About three this
nmorni ng, rather. JimBloonfield was here, sleeping on the couch in his office.
We'd split up the duty. He took one night, | took the next. You see, with no
phones peopl e don't know what el se to do except rush to the clinic in an
energency. Anyway, the addicts-there were six of them all armed--cane in and
woke Ji mup. They wanted a fix. Poor old Jimwas sonething of a puritan. If
he'd given thema fix he mght've got rid of them" Dan picked up a hypodernic
syringe and slowy squeezed the plunger with his trenendous fingers. "I'd have
given "ema fix all right-three grains of norphine and that woul d' ve finished
them" Dan dropped the syringe into one of the bags and shook his head. "That
probably woul dn't have been snmart either. Three grains would kill a normal nman
but it wouldn't faze an addict. Anyway, Jimtold themto go to hell. They beat
hi mup. They enptied these bags and found what they were after. That wasn't
enough. They took the fire ax and broke into the lab and drug storage. They
cl eaned us out of narcotics-everything, not only norphine but all the
barbi turates and sodi um anytal and pentothal and stimulants |ike benzedrine
and dexedrine. \Wat they didn't take they smashed.”

"What about Cappy Foracre?" Randy asked.

"Some woman cane in and heard the commotion and ran out and got Cappy. He
was sleeping in the firehouse. Cappy and Bert Anders-you know, that kid
assi stant-cane scream ng over here. Literally screaming, with their siren
goi ng, the darn fools. So the hopheads were set for them There was a battle.
More like a fire fight, an ambush, | guess. Cappy caught a shotgun load in the



face. Anders got one in the belly. Cappy was dead when | got here, about
fifteen mnutes later."”

"And ol d Doc Bl oonfiel d?" Randy asked.

Dan swayed and rested his palns on the desk. Hi s head bent. Wen he spoke
it was in a nmonotone. "I drove Anders and JimBloonfield to the hospital in
San Marco. | couldn't operate here, you see. No anesthesia. Couldn't even
sterilize my instrunents. Everything septic. Young Anders was dead when | got
there. Jimwas still alive. | thought he was going to be all right. Beaten up
maybe a rib or two caved in, nmaybe concussion. Still, he was able to tell ne,
qui te coherently, what had happened. Then he slipped away fromne. | don't
know why. He had lived a long tine and after this thing happened maybe he
didn't want to live any | onger

Maybe he didn't want to belong to the hunan race any nore. He resigned.
He died."

Randy said, "The bastards! Were did they cone fron? Were did they go?"

Dan Gunn shivered. The night had been chilly and it had warned only
slightly during the day and of course there was no heat in the building. He
shook his head and slowly straightened, |like a great stormbeset ship that has
been wal l owi ng in the trough of the sea but will not founder. "Were did they
cone fron?" he said, slipping on his coat. "Maybe they broke out of a state
hospital. But nore likely they were hoods from St. Louis or Chicago driving to
M am or Tanpa for the season. Probably they were addicts as well as pushers.
The war caught them between sources of supply. So by last night they were wild
for junk, and the quickest way to get it was to detour to sone little town
like this and raid the clinic. As to where they're going, | don't care so |ong
as it's far fromhere."

Randy resol ved never again to | eave the house unless he was arned. "You

should carry a gun, Dan. | am from now on."
Dan said, "No! No, I'mnot going to carry a gun. |'ve spent too nany
years |l earning how to save lives to start shooting people now. |'mnot worried

about puni shnent for the addicts. They carry a built-in torture chanber.
Eventually-1'd say within a few weeks-no matter how many peopl e they kil
they'Il find no drugs. After this big jag they' re bound to have w t hdrawal
sickness. They will die, horribly I hope."

Dan cl osed the two bags. "So ends the clinic in Fort Repose. Can you give
me alift to the hotel, Randy? | think my gas tank is y."

“I"1l take you to your hotel only so you can pack," Randy said. "On River
Road, we've got food, and good water, and wood fireplaces. At the hotel you
don't have any of those things." He picked up one of the bags. "Now don't
argue with me, Dan. Don't start tal king about your duty. Wthout food and
wat er and heat you can't do anything. You can't even sterilize a scalpel. You
won't have strength enough to take care of anybody. You can't even take care
of yourself."

VWen they entered the hotel Randy snelled it at once, but not until they
reached the second floor did he positively identify the odor. Like songs,
odors are catalysts of nenory. Smelling the odors of the Riverside |Inn, Randy
recal l ed the sickly, pungent stench of the honey carts with their |oads of
human manure for the fields of Korea. Randy spoke of this to Dan, and Dan
said, "l've tried to make themdig latrines in the garden. They won't do it.
They have del uded thenselves into believing that lights, water, maids,



t el ephone, dining-room service, and transportation will all cone back in a day
or two. Most of themhave little hoards of canned foods, cookies, and candies.
They eat it in their roons, alone. Every norning they wake up saying that
things will be back to normal by nightfall, and every night they fall into bed
thinking that normalcy will be restored by norning. It's been too big a jolt
for these poor people. They can't face reality.”

Dan had been tal king as he packed. As they left the hotel, laden with
bags and books, Randy said, "What's going to happen to then®"

"I don't know. There's bound to be a great deal of sickness. | can't
prevent it because they won't pay any attention to ne. | can't stop an
epidemc if it comes. | don't know what's going to happen to them"

Dan nmoved into the house on River Road that day. Thereafter he slept in
the sleigh bed, the only bed in the house that could confortably accommodat e
his frame, in Randy's apartnment, while Randy occupi ed the couch in the living
room

That night, afterwards, was renenbered as "the night of the steak orgy."
Yet it was not for the rich taste of meat well hung that Randy renenbered the
night. He and the Admiral and Bill MGovern cooked the steaks outside, and
t hen brought theminto the living room Fat wood burned in the big fireplace
and a kettle steaned on hot bricks. At a few m nutes before ten Randy clicked
on his transistor radio, and they all listened. Lib MGovern was sitting on
the rug next to him her shoul der touching his arm The roomwas warm and
confortabl e, and sonehow safe

They heard the hum of a carrier wave, and then the voice of an announcer
fromthe clear channel station sonewhere deep in the heart of the country.
"This is your Cvil Defense Headquarters. | have an inportant announcemnent.
Listen carefully. It will not be repeated again tonight. It will be repeated
circumstances permtting, at eleven o'clock tonorrow norning."

Randy felt Lib's long fingers circle his forearm and grasp tight. Around
the group before the fire, all the faces were anxious, the white faces in the
front row, the Negro faces, eyes white and | arge, behind.

"A prelimnary aerial survey of the country has been conpl eted. By order
of the Acting Chief Executive, Ms. Vanbruuker-Brown, certain areas have been
decl ared Con tam nated Zones. It is forbidden for people to enter these zones.
It is forbidden to bring any material of any kind, particularly netal or netal
containers, out of these zones.

"Persons | eaving the Contani nated Zones must first be exami ned at check
poi nts now bei ng established. The |ocation of these check points will be
announced over your |ocal Conelrad stations.

"The Contani nated Zones are: "The New England States.”

Sam Hazzard, sitting in a primcherry-wood rocker which, |ike Sam had
originated in New England, drew in his breath. The newscaster continued:

"Al'l of New York State south of the line Ticonderoga Sacketts Harbor
"The state of Pennsyl vania, New Jersey, Del aware, and Maryl and.
"The District of Col unbia.

"Chio east of the Iine Sandusky-Chillicothe. Also in Chio, the city of



Col unbus and its suburbs.

“I'n Mchigan, Detroit and Dearborn and an area of fifty mle radius from
these cities. Also in Mchigan, the cities of Flint and G and Rapids.

“"In Virginia, the entire Potomac River Basin. The cities of Ri chnond and
Norfol k and their suburbs.

"I'n South Carolina, the port of Charleston and all territory within a
thirty-mle radius of Charleston.

"In Georgia, the cities of Atlanta, Savannah, Augusta, and their suburbs.
"The state of Florida."

Randy felt angry and insulted. He shifted his weight and started to get
to his feet. "Not the whole state!" he said, at the sane tine realizing his
protest was conpletely irrational

"Sh-h!" Lib said, and pulled himback to the rug.

The voice went on, ticking off Mbile and Birm ngham New Ol eans and
Lake Charl es.

It noved into Texas, obliterating Fort Worth and Dal |l as, and everything
within a fifty-mle radius of these two cities, and Abil ene, Houston, and
Cor pus Christi .

It noved northward again:

"In Arkansas, Little Rock and its suburbs, plus an area of forty mles to
the west of Little Rock."

M ssouri, who through the whol e evening had sai d not hi ng except in answer
to questions, now said sonething. "How cone they hit Little Rock?"

The Admiral said, "There's a big SAC base in Little Rock, or was."

The voice nmoved up to OGak Ridge, in Tennessee, and then spoke of Chicago,
and everything around Chicago in northern Indiana, and crept up the western
shore of Lake M chigan to MIwaukee, and M| waukee's suburbs. Inexorably, it
uttered the names of Kansas City, Wchita, and Topeka.

The voi ce conti nued:

"I'n Nebraska, Lincoln. Also in Nebraska, Omaha and all the territory
within a fifty-mle radius of Omha."

There goes all hope of Mark, Randy thought. Mre than one nissile for
Omaha. Probably three, as Mark had expected. Fromthe nonment of the double
dawn on The Day, he had known it was probable. Now he nust accept it as al npst
certain. He | ooked across the circle, at three faces in the firelight.
Peyton's face was hal f-hi dden agai nst her nother's breast. Helen's face bent
down, and her arms were around Peyton's shoul ders. Ben Franklin stared into
the fire, his chin straight. Randy could see the tear path down Helen's face,
and the unshed tears in Ben's eyes.

The announcenents went on, the voice calling out portions of states, and
cities-Seattle, Hanford, San Francisco, all the southern California coast,
Hel ena, Cheyenne-but Randy only half-heard them Al he could hear



distinctly, were the sharp sobs out of Peyton's throat.

Randy' s heart went out to them but he said nothing. Wat was there to
say? How do you say to a little girl that you are sorry she no | onger has a
fat her?

Close to his side Lib stirred and spoke, two words only, to Helen. "I'm
sorry." Randy had noticed, that evening, a tenseness between Helen and Lib.
Not hi ng was said, and yet there was a watchful ness, a hostility, between them
So he was glad that Lib had spoken. He wanted themto |like each other. He was
puzzled that they didn't.

Then it was over. The radio stilled. Mre than ever, Randy felt cut off
and isolated. Florida was a prohibited zone, and Fort Repose a tiny, isolated
sector within that zone. He could appreciate why the whol e state had been
designated a contani nated area. There were so many bases, so many targets
whi ch had been hit, with resulting contam nation. They had been
extraordinarily fortunate in Fort Repose. The wind had favored them They had
received only a residue of fallout from Tanpa and Ol ando, and none at al
fromM am and Jacksonville. Even a reasonably clean weapon on Patrick woul d
have rai ned radi oactive particles on Fort Repose, but the eneny had not
bothered to hit Patrick. Standing on the other side of the room Preacher
Henry had been listening, but he did not fully understand the designation of
cont am nat ed zones or conprehend the inplications. He did feel and understand
t he shock and grief the broadcast brought to the Braggs, and he sensed it was
time for himto | eave. He nudged Mal achai, touched Two-Tone's runmp with his
toe, caught the attention of Hannah and M ssouri, and said, with dignity, "W
be going now. | thank you, Mster Randy, for a real fine steak dinner. | hopes
we can sonetime repay it."

Randy rose to his feet and said, "Good night, Preacher. It was good to
have you all."

On the fourth day after The Day, Randy, Mal achai, and Two- Tone extended
the artesian water systemto the houses of Admiral Hazzard and Fl orence
Wechek. Stretching pipe across the grove to the Admiral's house was sinple,
but to provide water for Florence Wechek and Alice Cooksey it was necessary to
di g through the macadam of Ri ver Road with picks.

On the night of the sixth day the Riverside Inn burned. Wth no water in
the hydrants, and the hotel's sprinkler systeminoperative, the fire
department was all but helpless. Only a few reserve firenmen showed up, and
only one punper was got into action, using river water. It was a puny effort,
and far too late. The old, resinous wooden structure was burning brightly
before the first streamtouched the walls. Soon the heat drove the firenen
away. A few mnutes thereafter the |last screamwas heard fromthe third fl oor

Dan had been sumoned an hour | ater, and Randy had driven himinto town.
By then, there was nothing to do except care for the survivors. They were few
Sone of these died of snpbke poisoning or fear-it was hard to di agnose-within a
few hours. The burned were taken to San Marco in Bubba O f enhaus'
hear se- anbul ances. The uninjured were | odged in the Fort Repose school. There
was no heat in the school, or food, or water. It was sinmply shelter, |ess
confortable than the hotel, and within a few days nore squalid.

Dan Gunn suspected that the fire had started in a roomwhere the guests
were using canned heat in an attenpt to boil water. O perhaps soneone had
built a nmakeshift wood stove. It was, Dan said, inevitable.

On the ninth day after The Day, Lavinia MGovern died. This, too, had



been inevitable ever since the lights went out and refrigeration ceased. Since
Lavi nia McGovern suffered from di abetes, insulin had kept her alive. Wthout
refrigeration, insulin deteriorated rapidly. Not only Lavinia, but al

di abetics in Fort Repose, dependent upon insulin, died at about the sane
period as the drug lost its potency.

Randy and Dan had done their best to save her. They had driven to San
Marco hoping to find refrigerated insulin, or the new oral drug, at the
hospi t al

It was eighteen mles to San Marco. Even driving at the nost econonica
speed in his heavily horsepowered car, Randy estinmated that the trip would
consume three gallons of gasoline. He estinated he had only five gallons
remaining in his tank, plus a five-gallon can in reserve.

Randy made a difficult decision. By then, the Bragg home was |inked to
t he houses of Admiral Hazzard, Florence Wechek, and the Henrys not only by an
arterial systemof pipes fed by nature's pressure, but by other conmon needs.
The Henrys' Model - A was neither beautiful nor confortable but its engine was
twice as thrifty as Randy's rakish sports hardtop. Sam Hazzard's car gul ped
gasoline as fast as Randy's. Dan's was enpty. The Mdel - A was even nore
econom cal than Florence's old Chevy. Randy decided that henceforth the
Model - A woul d furnish community transportation. So it was in the Mdel-A that
Randy and Dan made the trip to San Marco. sliced, with vitam ns re-injected,
had cl eaned the stores out of flour on The Day. He resol ved, when he could, to
trade for flour. It would be June before they could | ook forward to corn bread
from Preacher Henry's crop

Alice had bicycled fromthe MGovern house. Before she closed the Wstern
Union of fice, Florence Wechek had sal vaged t he nmessenger's bicycle. It was a
val uabl e possession. Now that all their renaining gasoline was pooled to
operate one car, the bicycle was primary transportation for Alice and
Florence. Alice was for the first tinme in her life dressed in slacks, a
necessity for bicycling. She accepted coffee and told of Lavinia's death. Bil
McGovern and Elizabeth, she said, were taking it well, but they didn't know
what to do with the body. They needed help with the burial

“"I"ll go to see Bubba O fenhaus right away," Dan said, "and try to
arrange for burial. I've got to talk to Bubba anyway. | can't seemto inpress
upon himthe inmportance of burying the dead as quickly as possible. He
suddenly seens to hate his profession.”

"That's not |ike Bubba," Alice Cooksey said. "Bubba al ways bragged t hat
he was the nost efficient undertaker in Florida. He used to say, ~Wen the
retireds started comng to Fort Repose, they found a nortuary with all nodern
conveni ences.' "

"That's the trouble,” Dan said. "Bubba abhors unorthodox funerals. He
al nrost wept when | insisted that the poor devils who died in the fire be
buried at once in a single grave. W had to use a bull dozer, you know. Bubba
cl ai n8 Repose-in-Peace Park is ruined for good."

Randy had been silent since Aice brought the news. Now he spoke, as if
he had been hol ding silent debate with hinself, and had finally reached a

conclusion. ""They'll have to live here."
Hel en set down her coffee cup. "Who' Il have to live here?" "We'Ill have to
ask Lib and Bill MGovern to stay with us." "But we don't have rooml And how

wll we feed thenP"



Randy was puzzl ed and di sturbed. He had never thought of Helen as a
sel fi sh woman, and yet obviously she didn't want the McGoverns. "W really
have plenty of room" he said. "There's still an enpty bedroom upstairs. Bil
can have it, and Lib can sleep with you."

"Wth me?"
He coul d see that Helen was angry. "Well, you have twi n beds in your
room Helen. But if you seriously object, Bill can sleep in ny

apartment-there's an extra couch-and Lib can have the room™
"After all, it's your house," Hel en said.

"As a matter of fact, Helen, the house is half Mark's, which makes it
hal f yours. So the decision is yours as well as mine. Lib and Bill have no
wat er and no heat and not rmuch food | eft because alnopst all their food reserve
was in their freezer. They don't even have a fireplace. They've been cooking

and boiling water on a charcoal grill in the Florida room"

Hel en shrugged and said, "Well, | guess you'll have to ask them
El i zabeth can sleep with me. But | hope it isn't a permanent arrangenent.
After all, our food supply is limted."

"It islimted," Randy said, "and it's going to get worse. Wether the
McGoverns are here or not, we're all going to have to scrounge for food pretty
qui ck. "

Dan rose and said, "lI'd better get going."

Randy followed him He had cultivated the habit of l|eaving his .45
automatic on the hall table and pocketing it as he left the house, as a nman
woul d put on his hat. Since he never wore a hat, and never before had carried
a gun except in the Arny, he still had to nmake a conscious effort to renenber.

VWen they were in the car Randy said, "That was a strange way for Helen
to behave. Don't know what's eating her."

"Not at all strange,"” Dan said. "Just human. She's jealous." "That's
ridicul ous!"

"No. Helen is a fiercely protective woman-protective of her children
Wth Mark gone, you and the house are her security and the children's
security. She doesn't want to share you and your protection. Matter of
sel f-preservation, not infatuation."

"I see," Randy said, "or at least | think | see.”

They drove up to the front of the McGovern house. Randy said, "It's
pointless for both of us to go in. Nothing you can do here. Wile you get
Bubba O fenhaus, 1'll tell themthey're going to nmove and get them going."

"Right," Dan said. "Econony of effort and forces. Always a good rul e of

war .

Randy wal ked to the house, wondering a bit about hinself. Wthout being
conscious of it, he had begun to give orders in the past few days. Even to the
Admi ral he had given orders. He had assuned | eadership in the tiny comunity
bound together by the water pipes |leading fromthe artesian well. Since no one
had seened to resent it, he guessed it had been the proper thing to do. It was
like-well, it wasn't the same, but it was sonething |like comrandi ng a pl at oon



When you had the responsibility you also had the right to conmand.

The McGovern house was danp and it was chilly. It retained the cold of
night. Lib, wearing corduroy jodhpurs and a heavy blue turtleneck sweater,
greeted himat the door. She said, "I heard the jalopy and | knew it was you.
Thanks for com ng, Randy."

She held out her hands to himand he kissed her. Her hands felt cold and
when he | ooked down at them he saw that her fingernails, always so carefully
kept, were broken and crusted with dirt. Still she was dry-eyed and calm
What ever tears she had had for her nother were already shed. Randy said,
"Alice told us. We're all terribly sorry, darling." He knew it sounded
insincere, and it was. Wth so many dead-so many friends for whom he had as
yet not had tinme even for thought-the death of one woman, whom he did not
admi re overnuch and wi th whom he had never been and could not be close, was a
triviality. Wth perhaps half the country's popul ati on dead, death itself,
unl ess it took soneone cl ose and dear, was trivial

She said, "Conme on in and talk to Dad. He's worried about how we're going
to bury her."

"We're arranging that," Randy said, and foll owed her into the house.

Bill McGovern sat in the living room staring out on the river. He had
not bothered to dress, or shave. Over his pajamas and robe he had pulled a
topcoat. Randy turned to Lib. "Have either of you had any breakfast?"

She shook her head, no.

Bill spoke without turning his head. "Hello, Randy. |I'm not much of a
success, aml, in time of crisis? | can't feed nmy daughter, or myself, or even

bury ny wife. I wish | had enough guts to swmout into the channel and sink."

"That can't help Lavinia and woul dn't hel p Elizabeth, or anybody. You and

Lib are going to live with ne. Things will be better."
"Randy, |'mnot going to inpose myself on you. | mght as well face it.
I'"mfinished. You know, |'mover sixty. And do you know what the worst thing

is> Central Tool and Plate. | spent nmy whole life building it up. What is it
now? Chances are, just a nmess of tw sted and burned metal. Junk. So there goes
my life and what good am1? | can't start over. Central Tool and Plate is junk
and |'mjunk."

Randy stepped over and stood between Bill and the cracked wi ndow, so as
to look into his face. "You mght as well stop feeling sorry for yourself," he
said. "You're going to have to start over. Either that or die. You have to
face it."

Lib touched her father's shoulder. "Cone on, Dad." Bill didn't nopve, or
reply.

Randy felt anger inside him "You want to know what good you are? That
nmeans what good you are to sonebody el se, not to yourself, doesn't it? If
you're no good to anybody else | guess you'd better take the long swim You
know sonet hi ng about nachi nery, don't you?"

McGovern pushed hinself in his chair. "I know as much about machine tools
as any nan in Anerica."

"I didn't say machine tools. | said machinery. Batteries, gasoline



engi nes, sinmple stuff like that."

"I didn't start at Central Tool as president, or board chairman. |
started in the shop, working with my hands. Sure, | know about machinery."

"That's fine. You can help Mal achai and Adniral Hazzard. \W've taken the
batteries out of ny car, and the adniral's car, and hooked themon to the
Admiral's shortwave set so we can find out what cooks around the world. Only
it doesn't work right sonething's wong with the circuit-and the batteries are

fading and | don't know how we can charge 'em"”

"Very simple," said Bill. "Power takeoff fromthe Mdel-A 1t'lIl work so
| ong as you have gas."

"Fine," Randy said. "That's your first job, Bill, hel ping Mlachai."

"Mal achai ? Isn't he the brother of our cleaning wonman, M ssouri ? Your
yar dman?"

"That's him First-class nmechanic."”

Bill McGovern smled. "So I'l|l be nechanic, second class?" "That's
right."

Bill rose. "All right. It's a deal. I'll dress, and then-" He stopped.
"Ch, Lord, | forgot. Poor Lavinia. Randy, what am | going to do about her-" he
hesitated as if the word were crude but he could find no other-"body?"

"We're attending to that," Randy said. "Dan Gunn has gone up to get Bubba
O fenhaus. | hope Bubba will handle the burial. Meanwhile, | think you and Lib
better start packing. We'll have to make three or four trips, | guess. How
much gas have you got in your car?"

Lib said, "A couple of gallons, | think."

"That' ||l be enough to nmake the nove, and you won't need the car after
that. We can use the battery for Sam Hazzard's shortwave set."

Wi | e they packed, Randy prow ed the house searching for useful itens. In
a kitchen cupboard he discovered an old, pitted iron pot of trenendous
capacity, and, forgetting the presence of death in the house, whooped wth
del i ght.

Lib raced into the kitchen, demanding a reason for the shouting. He
hefted the pot. "I'Il bet it'll hold two gallons,” he said. "What a find!"

"It's just an old pot Mdther bought when we were in New Engl and one
summer. An antique. She thought it would | ook wonderful with a plant. It
| ooked awful ."

“I't"ll ook beautiful hanging in the dining-roomfireplace," Randy said
"filled with stew.'

The ol d pot was the nbst useful object-indeed it was one of the few
useful objects-he found in the McGovern house. Twenty mnutes | ater Dan Gunn
returned, alone and worried. "Bubba O fenhaus," he said, "can't hel p us. Bubba
would Iike to bury hinself. He's got dysentery. Running at both ends. He and
Kitty were certain it was radi ati on poisoning. Synptonms are pretty nuch alike,
you know. Both of themwere in panic. He'll get over it in a few days, but
that's not hel ping us now." Randy said, "So what do we do?"



Dan | ooked at Bill MGovern, fully dressed now but still unwashed and
unshaven, for there was no water in the house except a jug, for drinking, that
Randy had brought to themthe day before. Dan said, "I think that's up to you
to decide, Bill." "Wat is there to decide?" Bill asked.

"Whet her to bury your wife here or in the cemetery. You don't have a plot
i n Repose-in-Peace but |I'm sure Bubba won't mind. Anyway, there's nothing he
can do about it, and you can settle with himlater."

Bill McCGovern turned to his daughter. "What do you say, Elizabeth?"

"Well, of course | think Mther deserves a proper funeral in a cenetery.
It seens like the least we can do for her. And yet " She turned to Randy. "You
don't agree, do you, Randy?"

Randy was gl ad that she asked. Intervening in this private and persona
matter was brutal but necessary. "No, | don't agree. It's six niles to the
cenetery. We'd have to nake the trip in two cars because of the-because of
Lavinia. That's twenty-four mles' worth of gasoline, round trip, and we can't
afford it. W will have to bury Lavinia here, on the grounds."

"But how" Lib began

"Where do you keep the shovels, Bill?" "There's a tool shed back of the
gar age. "

Wi | e handi ng a shovel to Dan, and sel ecting one for hinself, Randy
exam ned the other tools. There was a new ax. It would be very useful. There
were pitchforks, edgers, a scythe, a wheel barrow. He would bring Ml achai over
before dark and they would divvy up the McGovern tools. In everything he did,
now, he found he | ooked into the needs of the future.

Bet ween house and river, a crescent-shaped azal ea bed fl anked t he west
border of the McGovern property. The bitter blue grass had been carefully
tended, and the bed was shaded from afternoon's hot sun by a |live oak ol der
than Fort Repose. Looking around, Randy could find no spot nore suitable for a
grave. He stepped off six feet and marked a rectangle within the crescent. He
and Dan began to dig.

After a few m nutes Randy renmpoved his sweater. This was no easy job. Dan
stopped and inspected his plans. He said, "lI'mgetting ditch digger's hands.
Very bad for a surgeon." They continued to dig, steadily, until it was awkward
wor ki ng fromthe surface. Randy stepped into the deepening grave. They had
made a di scovery. A grave designed to acconmpdate one person nust be dug by
one person al one.

VWhen Randy paused, wi nded, Bill MGCGovern stepped down and took the
shovel , saying, "I'Il spell you."

From above, Lib watched. Presently she said, "That's enough for you, Dad.
Remenber the blood pressure. | don't want to |l ose you too." She stepped into
the hole and relieved himof the shovel. After he clinbed out, panting and
white-faced, she thrust the shovel savagely into the sand. As she dug, her
stature increased in Randy's eyes. She was like a fine sword, slender and
flexible, but steel; a wonan of courage. It was not gentlemanly, but Randy
al l owed her to dig, recognizing that physical effort was an outlet for her
enotions. When her pace sl owed he dropped into the hole and took the shovel.
"That's enough. Dan and I will finish. You and your father had better go back
to the house and get on with your packing."



"You don't want us to help you carry her out, do you?" "I think it would
be better if you didn't."

Dan reached down and |lifted her out of the hole.

VWen the grave was finished, they wapped Lavinia's emaci ated body in her
bed sheets, Her coffin was an electric blanket and her hearse a wheel barrow.
They |l owered her into the five-foot hole and packed in the sand and | oam
afterwards, |eaving an insignificant nmound. Randy knew t hat when spring cane
the mound would flatten with the rains, the grass would swiftly cover it, and
by June it woul d have di sappeared entirely.

Randy called the McGoverns. There was no service, no spoken word. They
all stood silent for a nonent and then Bill MGovern said, "W don't even have
a wooden marker for her, or a sliver of stone, do we?"

"W coul d take sonething out of the house," Randy suggested, "a statue or
a vase or sonething."

"It isn't necessary," Lib said. “The house is ny nother's nonunent."

This of course was true. They turned fromthe grave and back to their
wor k.

That evening Bill MGovern, with some eagerness, wal ked to the Henrys
house and tal ked to Mal achai. Together they went along the river bank to Sam
Hazzard' s house and conferred with himon a plan for supplying power for the
Admral's short-wave receiver

Dan Gunn drove to Fort Repose to visit the honel ess, some of them sick or
burned, | odged in the school

Randy and Lib McGovern sat alone on the front porch steps, Lib's el bows
on her knees, her chin supported by her hands, Randy's arms encircling her
shoul ders. She was speaking of her nmother. "I'm sure she never really
conpr ehended what happened on The Day, or ever could. Perhaps | amonly
rationalizing, but | think her death was an act of nercy."

Randy heard someone running up the driveway and then he saw the figure
and recogni zed Ben Franklin. "Ben!" he called. "Wat's the matter?"

Ben stopped, out of breath, and said, "Something' s happened at M ss
Wechek' s!™"

Randy rose, ready to get his pistol. "Wat happened?"

"I don't know. | was just wal king by her house and | heard sonebody
scream | think Mss Wechek. Then | heard her crying."

Randy said, "W'd better take a look, Lib. You stay here, Ben."

Yel | ow candl el i ght shone from Fl orence's kitchen. They went to the back
door. Florence was wailing and Randy entered w thout bothering to knock

As he opened the screen door green and yellow feathers fluttered around
his feet. Florence's head rested on her arnms on the kitchen table. She was
dressed in a quilted, rose-hued robe. Aice Cooksey was with her, coaxing
water to a boil on a Sterno kit. Randy said, "Wat seens to be the trouble?"



Fl orence rai sed her head. Her untidy pink hair was noist and stringy. Her
eyes were swollen. "Sir Percy ate Anthony!" she said. She began to sob

"She's had a terrible day," said Alice Cooksey. "I'mtrying to make tea
She'll be better after she's had tea."

"What all happened?" Randy asked.
"It really began yesterday,"” Alice said. "Wen we woke up yesterday
nmorni ng the angel fi sh were dead. You know how cold it was night before |ast,
and of course without electricity there's no heat for the aquarium And this
morning all the nollies and neons were dead. As a matter of fact nothing's
alive in the tank except the mniature catfish and a few guppies. And then
this evening-"

"Sir Percy," Florence interrupted, "a murderer!"
"Hush, dear," Alice said. "The water will be boiling in a nonent." She
turned to Randy. "Florence really shouldn't blame Sir Percy. After all

there's been no milk for him and very little of anything else. As a matter of
fact, we haven't seen Sir Perry in three or four days-l suppose he was out
hunting for hinmself but a few m nutes ago when Anthony flew home Sir Percy was
on the porch."

"Anbushed poor Anthony," Florence said. "Actually anbushed him Killed
himand ate himright there on the porch. Poor O eo."

"Where's Sir Percy now?" Randy asked.
"He's gone again," Alice said. "He'd better not cone back." Randy was

t houghtful. Hunting cats would be a problem And what woul d happen to dogs? He
still had a few cans of dog food for Gaf, but he could foresee a tine when
humans m ght | ook upon dog food as a delicacy. He said al oud, but speaking to
hi msel f rather than the others, "Survival of the fittest."

"What do you nean?" Lib said.

"The strong survive. The frail die. The exotic fish die because the
aquariumisn't heated. The comon guppy lives. So does the tough catfish. The
house cat turns hunter and eats the pet bird. If he didn't, he' d starve.
That's the way it is and that's the way it's going to be."

Fl orence had stopped crying. "You nean, w th humans? You nmean, we humans
are going to have to turn savage, like Sir Percy? Wll, | can't doit. | don't
want to live in that kind of a world, Randy."

"You'll live, Florence," Randy said.

Wal ki ng back to his own house, Randy said, "Florence is a guppy, a nice,
drab little guppy. That's why she'll survive." "Wat about you and nme?" Lib
sai d.

"W're going to have to be tough. W're going to have to be catfish."

Chapter 8.

On anmorning in April, four nonths after The Day, Randy Bragg awoke and
wat ched a shaft of sunlight creep down the wall. At the foot of the couch

Graf squirnmed and then worned his way upward under the blanket. During the
January col d spell Randy had discovered a new use for G af. The dachshund made



a nost satisfactory foot warner, nobile, automatic, and operating on a m nimm
of fuel which he would consune anyway. Randy flung off the bl anket and swung
his feet to the floor. He was hungry. He was always hungry. No matter how nmuch
he ate the night before, he was always starving in the norning. He never had
enough fats, or sweets, or starches, and the greater part of each day was
usual |y spent in physical effort of one kind or another. Downstairs, Helen and
Li b woul d be preparing breakfast. Before Randy ate he woul d shower and shave.
These were painful luxuries, alnmpst his only remmant of routine from before
The Day.

Randy wal ked to the bar-counter and began to sharpen his razor. The razor
was a six-inch hunting knife. He honed its edges vigorously on a whetstone and
then stropped it on a belt nailed to the wall. A clean, snpoth, painless shave
was one of the things he mssed, but not what he nissed nost.

He missed nusic. It had been a long tinme since he had heard rnusic. The
record player and his collection of LP's of course were usel ess without
electricity. Miusic was no | onger broadcast, any where. Anyway, his second and
| ast set of batteries for the transistor radio was | osing strength. Very soon
t hey woul d have neither flashlights nor any neans of receiving radi o except
through the Admiral's short wave. WBMF in San Marco was no | onger operating.
Sonet hi ng had happened to the diesel supplying the hospital and the radio
station and it was inpossible to find spare parts. This was the word that had
cone from San Marco, eighteen mles away. It had required two days for the
word to reach Fort Repose

He mi ssed cigarettes, but not so much. Dan Gunn still had a few pounds of
t obacco, and had lent hima pipe. Randy found nore pleasure in a pipe after
each neal, and one before bedtine, than he had ever found in a whole carton of
cigarettes. Wth tobacco so limted, each pipe was a luxury, relaxing and
wonder f ul .

He m ssed whi skey not at all. Since The Day, he had drunk hardly
anyt hi ng, nor found need for it. He no | onger regarded whi skey as a drink
Whi skey was Dan Gunn's energency anesthetic. Wi skey, what was left of his
supply, was for medical use, and for trading

He mi ssed his nmorning coffee nost. It had been, he cal cul ated, six or
seven weeks since he had tasted coffee. Coffee was nore precious than
gasol i ne, or even whi skey. Tobacco could be grown, and doubtl ess was bei ng
grown in a strip all the way fromnorthwest Florida to Kentucky, Mryland and
Virginia in the rural areas still habitable. Wi skey you could make, given the
proper equi prrent and ingredients. But coffee came from South Ameri ca.

Randy tested his knife on a bit of paper. It was as sharp as he could
ever make it. He went into the bathroom and showered. The cold water no | onger
chilled himas it had through January and February. He was inured to it. Soap
he used sparingly. The house reserve was down to three cakes.

He dried and stepped on the scales. One fifty-two. This was exactly what
he had wei ghed at eighteen, as a freshman at the University. Even after three
nmonths on the line in Korea, he had dropped only to one fifty-six. He had | ost
an average of a pound a week for the past sixteen weeks, but now, he noted,
his weight | oss was slower. He had held one fifty-two for the past three days.
He was | eaner and harder, and, truthfully, felt better than before The Day.

There was a knock on the |iving-roomdoor. That woul d be Peyton. He
slipped on his shorts and said, "Come in."

Peyton cane in, carefully balancing the tiny pot of steam ng water



allotted for his norning shave. She set the pot before himon the counter as
if it were a crystal bow filled with flowers. "There," she said. "Can | watch
you shave this norning, Randy?" The sight of Peyton enriched Randy's nornings.
She was brash and buoyant, bobbing like a brightly colored cork in the

mael strom unsi nkabl e and unafraid. "Wy do you like to watch me shave?" he
asked.

"Because you make such funny faces in the mirror. You should see
yoursel f."

"l do."

"No, you don't really see yourself. Al you watch is the knife, as if
you're afraid of cutting your throat."

Dan Gunn canme out of the bedroom dressed in Levi's and a bl ue checked
sports shirt. Until The Day, Dan had used an electric razor. Now, rather than
learn to shave with a knife or what ever was avail able, he did not shave at
all. H's beard had bl ooned thick and flam ng red. He | ooked like a Klondike
sourdough or Paul Bunyan transplanted to the sem -tropics. On those rare days
when his beard was freshly trinmed and he dressed formally in white shirt and
atie, he looked |like a physician, outsized 1890 nodel

"You can't watch today," Randy told the child. "I want to talk to Doctor
@nn." He poured his hot water into the basin and returned the pot to Peyton
Peyton smiled at Dan and |eft.

Randy soaped and soaked his face. "Did you know that Einstein never used
shavi ng soap?" he said. "Einstein just used plain soap like this. Ei nstein was
a smart man and what was good enough for Einstein is good enough for nme." He
scraped at his beard, wi nced, and said, "Einstein must have had an awfully
good razor. Einstein must've used a fresh blade every norning. I'll bet
Ei nstein never shaved with a hunting knife."

Dan said, "I had an awful dreamlast night. Dreaned |'d forgotten to pay
nmy inconme tax and was behind in ny alinmony and the Treasury agents and a
coupl e of deputy sheriffs were chasing ne around the courthouse wth shotguns.
They finally cornered ne. They were arguing about whether to send ne to the
Federal pen or state prison. | tried to sneak out. | think they shot ne.
Anyway, | woke up, shaking. Al | could think of was that | really hadn't paid
my income tax, or alinony either. What day is it, anyway?"

"I don't know what day it is but | know the date. April fourteenth."”

Dan smled through the red beard. "My subconsci ous nust be a wat chdog.
Income tax day tomorrow. And we don't have to file a return, Randy. No tax. No
alimony. Let us count our blessings. Never thought |1'd see the day."

"No coffee," Randy said. "I would gladly pay ny tax tonmorrow for a pound
of coffee. Dan, if you drive to town today | want to go with you. I want to
trade for coffee.”

Dan had evolved a barter systemfor his services. He charged a gallon of
gas, if the patient had it, for house calls. Mst famlies had somehow nanaged
to obtain and conserve a few gallons of gasoline. It was their link with a
nobi | e past, insurance of nobility in sone emergency of the future. Sickness
and injury were energencies for which they would gladly dip into their liquid
reserve. Dan nade little profit. Perhaps half his patients were able and
willing to pay with gasoline. Still, he nmanaged to keep the Moddel -A s tank
nearly full, and on his rounds he was conti nuously charging batteries. Bil



McGovern had instituted a systemof rotating the batteries in the car. In
turn, the charged batteries powered Adm ral Hazzard's short-wave receiver. Not
only was the car transport for Randy's water-linked enclave of famlies, it
was necessary to maintain their ear to the world outside. Not that the world,
any | onger, said much

Dan said, "Sure, Randy, but it's going to take all norning. |1've got a
bad situation in town."

"What's the troubl e?"

From downstairs they heard Hel en's voice, "Breakfast!" "Tell you later,"
Dan sai d.

Randy was | ast to reach the dining room There was a tall glass of orange
juice at his place, and a big pitcher of juice in the center of the table.
What ever el se they mght lack, there was always citrus. Yet even orange juice
woul d eventual Iy disappear. In late June or early July they woul d squeeze the
| ast of the Val encias and use the |ast grapefruit. Fromthen until the new
crop of early oranges ripened in Cctober, citrus would be absent fromtheir
di et.

He saw that this norning there was a single boiled egg and small portion
of broiled fish left over fromthe night before. "Were's ny other boiled
egg?" he said.

"Ml achai only brought over eight eggs this norning," Helen said. "The
Henrys have been | osing chickens."

"What do you nean, |osing thenP"
"They're being stolen."

Randy put down his juice. CGtrus, fish, and eggs were their staples. A
drop in the egg supply was serious. "I'll bet it's an inside job," he said
"I"l1l bet that no-good Two- Tone has been swappi ng hens for |iquor."

Lib spoke. "Ml achai thinks it's wild cats-that is, house cats that have
gone wild."

"That's not the worst of it," Helen said. "One of the Henrys' pigs is
m ssing. They heard it squeal, just once. Preacher thinks a wolf took it.
Preacher says he found a wolf track."

"No wolves in Florida," Randy said. "No four-Ilegged wolves." The |oss of
hens was serious, but the |oss of pigs disastrous. The Henry sow had produced
a farrow that in a few weeks woul d add real neat to everybody's diet. Even now
t hey wei ghed twelve to fifteen pounds. Each evening, all food scraps fromthe
Bragg, Wechek, and Hazzard househol ds were carried to the Henry place to help
feed the pigs and chickens. Every day, Randy had to argue with Helen and Lib
to save scraps for Graf. Randy was conscious that the Henrys supplied nore
than their own share of food for the benefit of all. Wen Preacher's corn crop
ripened in June, the disparity would be even greater. And it had been
Two- Tone, of all people, who had suggested that they grow sugar cane and then
had expl ored the river banks in the Henrys' |eaky, flat bottoned skiff unti
he had found wild cane. He had sprigged, planted, and cultivated it. Because

of the Henrys, they could all |ook forward, one day, to a breakfast of corn
bread, cane syrup, and bacon. He was sure they would find a way to convert the
corn to nmeal, even if they had to grind it between flagstones. "I don't think

we' re doi ng enough for the Henrys," Randy said. "We'Ill have to give them nore



hel p."
"What ki nd of hel p?" Bill MGovern asked.

"At the monent, help them guard the food supply. Keep away the
prow ers-cats, wolves, humans, or whatever."

"Can't the Henrys do it thensel ves?" Hel en asked. "Don't they have a
gun?"

"They' ve got a gun-an old, beat-up single barrel twelve gauge-but they
don't have time. You can't expect Preacher and Mal achai to work as hard as
they do every day and then sit up all night. And I wouldn't trust Two-Tone.
He'd just sleep. Do | hear vol unteers?"

"Me!'" said Ben Franklin.

Randy's first inmpulse was to say no, that this wasn't a job for a
thirteen-year-old boy. Yet Ben was eating as nmuch as a man, or nore, and he
woul d have to do a man's work. "I thought you and Cal eb were chopping firewood
t oday?"

"I can chop wood and stand watch too."

"Better let ne take it the first night,” said Bill MGovern. "I woul dn't
want to see anything happen to those pigs." Bill was thinner, as they al
were, and yet it seenmed that he had dropped years as well as weight. Wth his
fork he touched a bit of fish at the edge of his plate. "You know, for years |
| ooked forward to ny vacation in the bass country. That's why | built a house
on the Tinmucuan when | retired. But now | can hardly | ook a bass in the face.
| want neat-real red neat."

Randy had his decision. "All right, Bill, you can take the watch tonight,
and we'll rotate thereafter. I'msure the Admiral will take a night too."

"Do | get a night?" Ben Franklin asked. H s eyes were pl eadi ng.

"You get a night, Ben. I'll make up a schedul e and post it on the
bulletin board.” A bulletin board in the hallway, w th assignnent of duties,
had becone a necessity. In this newlife there was no leisure. If everybody
wor ked as hard as he could until sundown every day, then everybody could eat,
al t hough not well. Each day brought a crisis of one kind or another. They
faced shortages of the nost trivial but necessary items. Wo would have had
the foresight to buy a supply of needles and thread? Fl orence Wechek owned a
beauti ful new sewi ng nachine, electric and usel ess of course. Florence, Helen,
and Hannah Henry did the sewing for Randy's comunity. Yesterday Florence had
broken a needl e and had cone to Randy, close to tears, as if it were a major
di saster, as indeed it was. And everybody had unt hi nki ngly squandered mat ches,
so that now there were no matches. He still had five lighter flints and one
small can of lighter fluid. Luckily, his old Army |ighter would burn gasoline,
but flints were priceless and inpossible to find. Wthin a few nonths it m ght
be necessary to keep the dining-roomfire going day and night in spite of
unwel cone heat and added | abor. Nor would their supply of wood |ast forever.
They woul d have to scout farther and farther a field for usable tinber.
Hauling it woul d becone a maj or problem Wen Dan could no | onger collect his
gasoline fees and the tank in the Model-A finally ran dry their life was bound
to change drastically, and for the worse.

Staring down at his plate, he thought of all this.



Lib said, "Randy, finish your fish. And you'd better drink another glass
of orange juice. You'll be hungry before lunch, if Helen and | can put a lunch
t oget her . "

"I hate orange juice!" Randy said, and poured hinself another gl ass.

Dan drove. Randy sat beside him It was warm and Randy was confortable
in shorts, boat shoes, and a pullover shirt. He carried his pistol hol stered
at his hip. The pistol had becone a weightless part of himnow He had
dry-fired it a thousand tines until it felt good in his hand, and even used it
to kill a rattlesnake in the grove and two noccasins on the dock. Shooting
snakes was a waste of ammunition but he was now confident of the pistol's
accuracy and the steadiness of his hand. In Randy's |ap, encased in a paper
bag, was the bottle of Scotch he hoped to trade for coffee. They snoked their
norni ng pi pes. Randy said, "Dan, what's this bad situation in town?"

"I haven't said anything about it," Dan said, "because |l can't get to the
bottomof it and I didn't want to frighten anybody. |'ve got three serious
cases of radiation poisoning."

"Ch, God!" Randy said, not an exclamation but a prayer. This was the
sword that had been hanging over all of them If a man kept busy enough, if
his troubles and problens were i mmedi ate and nunerous, if he was al ways
hungry, then he could for a time wall off this thing, forget for a tine that
he lived in what had officially been designated a contam nated zone. He could
forget the insidious, the invisible, the inplacable eneny, but not forever.

"This is very strange," Dan said. "I can't believe it's caused by del ayed
fallout. If it were, I'd have three hundred cases, not three. This is nore
like a radiumor X-ray burn. Al of them have burned hands in addition to the
usual synptoms, nausea, headache, diarrhea, hair falling out."

"When did it start?" Randy asked.

"Porky Logan was the first man hit. Hi s sister caught nme at the school
t hree weeks ago and begged me to look at him" "Wasn't Porky sonewhere in the
southern part of the state on The Day? Coul dn't he have picked up radiation
t hen?" "Porky was perfectly all right when he got back here and since then he
hasn't received any nore exposure than the rest of us. And the other two have
not left Fort Repose. Porky's a ness. Every time | see himhe's drunk. But the
radiation is killing himfaster than the Iiquor."

"Who el se is sick?"

"Bignouth Bill Cullen-we'll stop at his fish canp on the way to town-and
Pet e Hernandez."

"It couldn't be sort of an epidemc, could it?" Randy asked. "No, it
couldn't. Radiation's not a germor a virus. You can eat or drink radioactive
matter, like strontium90 in mlk. It can fall on you in rain. It can sift
down on you in dust, or in particles you can't see on a day that seens
perfectly clear. You can track it into the house on your shoes, or pick it up
by handling any netal or inorganic matter that has been exposed. But you can't
catch it by kissing a girl, unless, of course, she has gold teeth."

At the bend of Ri ver Road they caught up with Alice Cooksey riding
Fl orence's Western Union bicycle. Alone of all the people in Fort Repose,
Alice continued with her regular work. Every norning she left the Wcheck
house at seven. Often, ignoring the unpredictable dangers of the road, she did
not return until dark. Since The Day, the demand for her services had



mul tiplied. They sl owed when they overtook her, shouted a greeting, and waved.
She waved back and pedal ed on, a small, brave, and busy figure.

Wat chi ng the car chuff past, Alice rem nded herself that this evening she
must bring back new books for Ben Franklin and Peyton. It was a surprise, and
a delight, to see children devour books. Wthout ever knowing it, they were
recei ving an education. Alice would never adnmit it aloud, but for the first
time in her thirty years as librarian of Fort Repose she felt fulfilled, even
i mportant.

It had not been easy or remunerative to persist as librarian in Fort
Repose. She recalled how every year for eight years the town council had
turned down her annual request for air conditioning. An expensive frill,
they'd said. But without air conditioning, how could a |ibrary conpete?
Drugstores, bars, restaurants, movies, the St. Johns Country Club in San
Marco, the | obby of the Riverside Inn, theaters, and nost hones were air
conditioned. You couldn't expect people to sit in a hot library during the
hum d Fl orida sunmer, which began in April and didn't end until GCctober, when
they could be sitting in an air-conditioned |iving roomcoolly and painlessly
absorbi ng visual pablumon television. Alice had installed a Coke machi ne and
begged ol d electric fans but it had been a | osing battle.

In thirty years her book budget had been raised ten percent, but the cost
of books had doubl ed. Her nmgazi ne budget was unchanged, but the cost of
magazi nes had tripled. So while Fort Repose grew in popul ati on, book
borrow ngs dwi ndl ed. There had been so many new di stractions, drive-in
t heaters, dashing off to springs and beaches over the weekends, the nass
hypnosi s of the young every evening, and finally the craze for boating and
wat er-skiing. Now all this was ended. All entertainnent, all anusenents, al
escape, all information again centered in the library. The fact that the
library had no air conditioning nmade no difference now There were not enough
chairs to accomodate her readers. They sat on the front steps, in the
wi ndows, on the floor with backs against walls or stacks. They read
everything, even the classics. And the children cane to her, when they were
free of their chores, and she guided them And there was useful research to
do. Randy and Doctor Gunn didn't know it, but as a result of her research they
m ght eat better thereafter. It was strange, she thought, pedaling steadily,
that it should require a hol ocaust to make her own life worth |iving.

At the town linits, Dan turned into Bill Cullen's fish canp, cafe, and
bar. The grounds were nore dil apidated and filthier than ever. The |iquor
shel ves were bare. The counters in the boathouse tackle shop were enpty. Not a
plug, fly, or hook remained. Bignouth Bill had been cl eaned out nonths before.
Hs wfe, strawhaired and barrel -shaped, stepped out of the living quarters.
Randy sniffed. She didn't snell of spiked wine this day. She sinply snelled
sour. Alone of all the people he had seen, she had gai ned wei ght since The
Day. Randy guessed that she had cached sacks of grits and had been l|iving on
grits and fried fish. She said, "He's in here, Doc."

Dan didn't go in imediately. "Does he seem any better?" he asked.

"He's worse. His hands is |eakin' pus."

"How do you feel ? You haven't had any of his synptoms, have you?"

"Me? | don't feel no different. 1've felt worse." She giggled, show ng
her rotting teeth. "You ever had a hangover, Doc? That's when |'ve felt worse.
Right now!l wish | felt worse so | could take a drink and feel better. You get

it, Doc?" She cane closer to Dan and | owered her voice. "He ain't goin' to
die, is he?"



"l don't know. "

"The old tightwad better not die on ne now He's not leavin' ne nuthin',
Doc. He don't even own this place free and clear. He ain't never even nade no
will. He's holdin" out on me, Doc. | can tell. He had six cases stashed away
after The Day. Cains he sold all six to Porky Logan. But he don't show ne no
nmoney. You know what, Doc? | think he's got that six cases hid!"

Dan brushed past her and they entered the shack. Bill Cullen lay on a
saggi ng iron bed, a stained sheet pulled up to his bare waist. In the bad
light filtering through the venetian shade over the single window, he was at
first unrecogni zable to Randy. He was wasted, his eyes sunken, his eyeballs
yel low. Tufts of hair were gone fromone side of his head, exposing reddish
scal p. H's hands, resting across his stomach, were swollen, blackened, and

cracked. He croaked, "Hello, Doc." He saw Randy and said, "I'll be
dammed- Randy. "
The stench was too much for Randy. He gagged, said, "Hello, Bill," and

backed out. He | eaned over the dock railing, coughing and choking, until he
could breathe deeply of the sweet wind fromthe river. When Dan cane out they
wal ked silently back to the car together. Al Dan said was, "She was right.
He's worse. I'Il swear he's had a fresh dose of radiation since | saw him
last."

They drove on to Marines Park. The park had become the barter center of
Fort Repose. Dan said, "Do you want to go on with me to the school house?"

"No, thanks," Randy said. He was glad he wasn't a doctor. A doctor
requi red special courage that Randy felt he did not possess.

“I"1l pick you up here in an hour. Then I'll see Hernandez and Logan and
then hone. "

"Ckay." Randy got out of the car

"Don't swap for less than two pounds. Scotch is darn near as scarce as
coffee.”

“"I'"1l make the best deal | can," Randy proni sed. Dan drove off

Randy tucked the bottle under his arm and wal ked toward the bandstand, an
oct agon- shaped wooden structure, its platformelevated three feet above what
had once been turf smooth as a gold green, now unkenpt, infiltrated with weeds
and booby trapped w th sandspurs. A dozen nen, |egs dangling, sat on the
pl atform and steps. thers noved about, the alert, hunorless snile of the
trader on their faces. Three bony horses were tethered to the bandstand
railing. Like Randy, some of the men carried holsters at their belts. A few
shot guns and an ol d-fashi oned W nchester | eaned agai nst the planking. The
armed men had come in fromthe countryside, a risk

A third of the traders in Marines Park, on this day, were Negroes. The
econom cs of disaster placed a penalty upon prejudice. The | aws of hunger and
survival could not be evaded, and honored no color line. A back-yard hen
rai sed by a Negro tasted just as good as the gamecocks of Carl eton Hawes, the
well -to-do realtor who was a vice president of the county Wiite Citizens
Council, and there was nore neat on it. Randy saw Hawes, a brace of chickens
dangling fromhis belt, drink water, presunably boiled, froma Negro's jug.
There were two drinking fountains in Marines Park, one marked "Wite Only,"
the other "Colored Only." Since neither worked, the signs were neaningl ess.



Hawes saw Randy, w ped his nouth, and called, "Hey, Randy."
"Hello, Carleton." "What're you trading?" "A bottle of Scotch."

Hawes' eyes fixed on the paper bag and he noved cl oser to Randy, cautious
as a pointer blundered upon quail. Randy recalled from Saturday nights at the
St. Johns Club that Scotch was Hawes' drink. "Wat's your asking price?" Hawes
asked. "Two pounds of coffee.”

“I"1l swap you these two birds. Both young hens. See how plunp they are?
Better eating you'll never have."

Randy | aughed.

"Being it's you, I'Il tell you what I'Il do. 1've got eggs at honme. |'l|
throw in a couple of dozen eggs. Have 'em here tonorrow. On ny word. If you
don't believe nme, you can take the birds now, as a binder."

"The asking price," Randy said, "is also the selling price. Two pounds of
coffee. Any brand will do."

Hawes sighed. "Who's got coffee? It's been three nonths since |I've had a
drink of Scotch. Let ne |ook at the bottle, will you?"

Randy showed himthe | abel and noved on to the bandstand.

The square pillars supporting the roof had becone a substitute for the
county weekly's want-ad section and the radi o station announcenents. Randy
read the notices, sone in | onghand, some hand printed, a few typewitten,
pinned to the tinbers.

WLL SWAP Late nodel Cadillac Coupe de Ville, radio, heater
air-conditioned, battery run down but undamaged, for two good 28-inch bicycle
tires and punp.

DESPERATELY NEED evaporated m |k, rubber nipple, and six safety pins.
Look over our house and nake your own deal. HAVE SMALL CANNED HAM want | arge
kettle, Encyclopedia Britannica, box |2 gauge No. 7 shells, and toothpaste.

Randy cl osed his eyes. He could taste that ham He had an extra kettle,
t he encycl opedia, the shells, and toothpaste. But he al so had prospects of
fresh hamif they could preserve the Henrys' young pigs from marauders,
wol ves, or whatever. Anyway, it was too big a price to pay for a small ham

WANTED- Three 2/0 fishhooks in exchange for expensive fly rod, reel
assorted lures.

Randy chuckl ed. Sports fishing no | onger existed. There were only meat
fi shermen now.

WLL TRADE 50- HP Qut board notor, conplete set power tools, cashnere
ragl an topcoat for half pound of tobacco and ax.

Randy saw a notice that was different:
EASTER SERVI CES

An interdenom nati onal Easter Sunrise Service will be held in Mrines
Park on Sunday, April 17th. Al citizens of Fort Repose, of whatever faith,



are invited to attend. Signed,

Rev. John Carlin, First Methodist Church Rev. M F. Kenny, Church of St
Paul's Rev. Fred Born, Timnmucuan Baptist Church Rev. Noble Watts, Afro-Repose
Bapti st Church

The nane of the Rector of St. Thomas Epi scopal Church, where there had
al ways been a Bragg pew, was mssing. Dr. Lucius Sonerville, a gentle
whi t e- hai red man, a boyhood conpani on of Judge Bragg, had been in Jacksonville
on the norning of The Day and therefore would not return to his parish.

Randy wasn't nuch of a churchgoer. He had contributed to the church
regularly, but not of his time or hinmself. Now, reading this notice, he felt
an unexpected thrill. Since The Day, he had lived in the inperative present,
not daring to plan beyond the next neal or the next day. This bit of paper
tacked on peeling white paint abruptly enlarged his perspective, as if,
stunbling through a black tunnel, he saw, or thought he saw, a chink of light.
If Man retained faith in God, he mght also retain faith in Man. He renenbered
wor ds which for four nonths he had not heard, read, or uttered, the nost
beautiful words in the |anguage-faith and hope. He had m ssed these words as
he had m ssed other things. If possible, he would go to the service. Sunday,

t he seventeenth. Today was the fourteenth, and therefore Thursday.

He stepped up on the platform The nmen |ounging there, sonme of them
acquai nt ances, sone strangers, were estimating the shape of bul k of the sack
he held, like a football, under his arm Dour, bearded, hair unshorn or
| udi crously cropped, they |ooked |ike ghost-town characters in a Western
novi e, except they were not so well fed as Hol |l ywood extras, and their
clothing, flowered sports shirts, shorts, or slacks, plaid or straw peaked
caps, was incongruous. John Garcia, the Mnorcan fishing guide, asked the
ort hodox openi ng question, "What're you tradi ng, Randy?"

"Afifth of Scotch-twelve years ol d-the best."

Garcia whistled. "You nmust be hard up. What're you askin'?" "Two pounds
of coffee.”

Several of the nen on the platformshifted their position. One snickered.
None spoke. Randy realized that these nen had no coffee, either for trading or
drinking. No matter how well stocked their kitchens m ght once have been, or
what they had purchased or pillaged on The Day and in the chaotic period
i medi ately after, four nonths had exhausted everything. Randy's community was
far nore fortunate with the bearing groves, fish loyally taking bait, the
i ndustrious Henrys and their barnyard, and sone small gane-squirrels, rabbits,
and an occasi onal possum

John Garcia was trading two strings of fish, a four-pound catfish and
smal | bass on one, warnouth perch and breamon the other. Garcia's brown and
weat hered skin had shriveled on his slight frane until he seemed only bones
| oosely wrapped in dried |l eather. The sun was getting warm Wth his toe
Garcia nudged his fish into the shadow. "Wuldn't trade for fish, would you,
Randy?" he asked, smling.

"Fi sh we've got," Randy said.

"You River Road people do all right by yourselves, don't you?" a stranger
said. "If you got Scotch |ikker, you got everythin'. Us, we ain't got
nuthin'." The stranger was trading a saw, two chisels, and a bag of nails.
Randy guessed he was an itinerant carpenter settled in Pistolville.



Randy i gnored hi mand asked Marines Park's inevitable second question
"What do you hear?"

A d Man Hockstatler, who was trading small tins of aspirins and
tranquilizers, salvage fromhis |ooted pharmacy, said, "I hear the Russians
are asking that we surrender."”

"No, no, you got that all wong," said Eli Blaustein. "Ms.
Vanbr uuker - Brown demanded that the Russians surrender. They said no and then

they said we should be the ones to surrender."” "Where did you hear that?"
Randy asked.
"My wife got it froma woman whose husband's battery set still works,"

Bl austein said. Blaustein was trading work pants and a pair of white oxfords
and he was asking canned corn beef or cheese. Randy knew that as the sun got

hi gher John Garcia's asking price for his fish would drop |lower. At the sane
time Blaustein's hunger would grow, or he would be thinking of his
protein-starved famly. Before the fish were tainted, there would be a neeting
of minds. John Garcia would have a new pair of work pants and Bl austei n woul d
have food.

"What | would like to know," said Od Man Hockstatler, "is who won the
war ? Nobody ever tells you. This war | don't understand at all. It isn't |ike
Wrld Wars One or Two or any other wars | ever heard of. Sonetimes | think the
Russi ans must've won. Qtherw se things would be getting back to normal. Then |
think no, we won. If we hadn't won the Russians would still be bonbing us, or
they woul d i nvade. But since The Day |'ve never seen any planes at all."

"I have," said Garcia. "l've seen '"emwhile | was fishing for cats at
night. No, that ain't exactly right. I've heard 'em | heard one two nights
ago. "

"Whose?" Bl austein asked. Garcia shrugged. "Beats ne."

Thi s di scussi on, Randy knew, would continue through the day. The question
of who won the war, or if the war still continued, who was w nning, had
repl aced the weat her as an inexhaustibl e subject for specul ation. Each day you
could hear new runors, usually basel ess and al ways garbl ed. You coul d hear
that Russian landing craft were lined up on Daytona Beach or that Martian
saucers were unloading relief supplies in Pensacola. Randy believed nothing
except what he hinself heard or saw, or those sparse hard grains of fact
sifted fromthe air waves by Sam Hazzard. Randy had been | eaning on the
bandstand railing. He straightened, stretched, and said, "Guess I'll circulate
around and | ook for somebody who's hol ding coffee.”

John Garcia said, "You comng to the Easter service, Randy?"

"Hope so. Hope to cone and bring the famly." As he stepped fromthe
bandst and he | ooked again at the two usel ess drinking fountains. There was
somet hing i nportant about themthat he could not recall. This was irritating,
as when the nanme of an old friend capriciously vanishes from nenory. The
drinki ng fountains made his mnd itch

He saw Ji m Hi ckey, the beekeeper, a picnic basket under his |ong,
outstretched | egs, relaxed on a bench. Before The Day Jimhad rented his hives
to grove owners pollinating young trees. Before The Day, Jim s honey was a
secondary source of income; "gravy," he called it. Now, honey was liquid gold,
and beeswax, wi th which candl es could be dipped, another val uable item of
barter. Jim Hi ckey, who was Mark's age, had | earned beekeeping at the College
of Agriculture in Gainesville. It would never make himrich, he had been



warned, and until The Day it hadn't. Now he was regarded as a fortunate man,
rich in highly desirable commodities endl essly produced by tens of thousands
of happy and willing slaves. "What are you tradi ng?" he greeted Randy.

"A bottle of Scotch. Are you hol ding cof fee?"

"No. |I've been trying to trade for coffee nyself. Can't find any. All

hold is honey." He lifted the Ilid of the picnic basket. "Lovely stuff, isn't
it?"

It was |lovely. Randy thought of Ben Franklin and Peyton, whose need and
desire for sweets could not be wholly supplied by the sugar content of citrus.
It woul d be weeks before Two Tone's cane crop matured. Randy wondered whet her
he was being selfish, trading for coffee. It was true that he would share the
coffee with the other adults on River Road, but the children didn't drink it.
There were no calories or vitamins in coffee and it was of no use to them He
forced hinself to be judicial. Wen you exam ned the facts judicially, and
asked whi ch woul d provide the greatest good for the greatest nunber, there
could be only one answer. Coffee would furnish only tenmporary and persona
gratification. He said, "Jim maybe |I could be persuaded to trade for honey."

"I"'msorry, Randy. We're Adventists. We don't drink whiskey or trade in
it."

Thi s contingency Randy had never imagi ned. Half-aloud he said, "Well, |
tried."”

"l suppose you wanted the honey for Mark's children,” Hi ckey said. "Yes.
| did."

Hi ckey reached into the basket and brought out two square, honey-packed
conbs. "I wouldn't like to see Mark's kids go without," he said. "Here. 1'd
gi ve you nore except my supply is 'way down. There's sonething wong with ny
bees this spring. Half ny broods are foul, full of dead pupae and | arvae. At
first I thought it was what we call sacbrood, or queen failure. |I've been to
the library, reading up on it, and now | wonder whether it couldn't be
radi ati on. W& must've had fallout on The Day-after all, the whole state is a
cont am nat ed zone-and maybe it affected sone of my queens and drones. | don't
know what to do about it. It isn't sonething they taught us at the
Uni versity."

Randy renoved the bottle fromhis paper bag, |ocked it under his arm and
replaced it with the honeyconbs. He was overwhel ned. He knew that Mark and
H ckey had been in the same grade in primary school, but they had never been
close friends. H ckey was no nore than an acquai ntance. He lived in a neat,
sea-green, five-roomconcrete bl ock house far out on the road to Pasco Creek
Randy, before The Day, rarely saw him and then only to wave a greeting. Randy
said, "Jim this is the nicest, nost generous thing | can renenber. | just
hope | can repay you sonme way, sone day."

"Forget it," H ckey said. "Children need honey. My kids have it every

nmeal .

Randy heard the Mddel -A' s horn, raucous as an angry goose, and saw it
pull up to the curb. Walking to the car, he noticed that it was a clear and
beautiful spring day, a better day than yesterday. The spores of kindness, as

well as faith, survived in this acid soil. Randy clinbed into the car and
showed the honey to Dan and expl ai ned how it had been given to him "The world
changes,"” Dan said. "People don't. | still have one old biddy in the

school house who prunes and trins the canellias, and weeds the beds. They



aren't her camellias and nobody gi ves a damm about flowers any nore, except
her. She loves flowers and it doesn't matter where she is or what happens
she's going to take care of "em This sane old | ady-Ms. Satterborough, she's
been spending her winters at the Riverside Inn for years-she picks up the

tel ephone in the principal's office every norning and dials Western Uni on. She
t hi nks that one day the phone will be working just fine and that she'll get
off a telegramto her daughter. She's certain of it. Her daughter lives in

I ndi ana. "

"I don't understand how those ol d people stay alive," Randy said. He knew
t hat Dan brought them oranges by the bushel, and Randy sent them fish whenever
there was a surplus catch.

"Most of themdidn't. Death can be nerciful, especially for the old and

sick. I was about to say old, sick, and broke, but it doesn't matter any
| onger whether you're broke. Only five alive out of the Riverside Inn now
Maybe three will get through the sumrer. | don't think any will get through

next winter." Driving north on Yulee, the business district, while deserted,
seemed no nore battered than it had the nonth before, or the nmonth before
that. A few optimstic storekeepers had prudently boarded w ndows, split by

bl ast on The Day or broken by | ooters afterwards, against water and wind. On
the two principal business blocks glass had been swept fromthe sidewal ks.
Abandoned cars, stripped of wheels, batteries, radios, and spark plugs, rusted
in gutters like the unburied carcasses of giant beetles.

They turned off Yulee into Augustine Road, with its broken nmacadam and
respect abl e but decayi ng residences. They bounced al ong for a block and then
Randy snelled Pistolville. Another block and they were in it.

There had been no garbage collections since The Day. In Pistolville each
but or house squatted in a mound of its own excretion-crushed crates and
cartons, rusting tin cans, broken bottles, rotting piles of citrus rusks and
pecan shells, the bones of fowl, fish, and snmall animals. A tallowfaced,
six-year-old girl, clad in a man's castoff, riddled T-shirt, crouched on the
curb, enptying her bowels in the dust. She cried out shrilly and waved as the
Model - A bounced past. A bearded, |ong-haired man burst out of a doorway and
jogged down the street on bandy |egs, peel- ing and eating a banana, turning
his head as if he expected to be followed. At the corner a scrawny boy of
ei ghteen urinated against a | amp post, not bothering to raise his eyes at the
sound of the car. Buzzards, grown arrogant, roosted in the oaks and foraged in
the refuse. O nongrel dogs, cats, partihued pigs, chickens, and pigeons-al
normal inpedinents to navigation on the streets of Pistolville-no trace
remai ned.

Once before in his life, in Suwon, immediately after its recapture and
before the MIlitary Governnent people had begun to clean up, Randy had seen
degradati on such as this. But this was Arerica. It was his town, settled by
his forebears. He said, "W've got to do sonething about this."

"Yes?" Dan said. "Wat?" "I don't know. Sonething."

"Torches and gasoline," Dan said, "except there isn't enough gasoline.
Anyway, these poor devils are as well off in their own houses as they would be
in the woods, or in caves. No better off, mnd you. But they have shelter.”

"I'n four nmonths," Randy said, "we've regressed four thousand years. More,
maybe. Four thousand years ago the Egyptians and Chinese were nmore civilized
than Pistolville is right now Not only Pistolville. Think what must be going
on in those parts of the country where they don't even have fruit and pecans
and catfish."



As they approached the end of Augustine Road the houses were newer and
| arger, constructed of concrete block or brick instead of pitch-sweating pine
cl apboard. Between these houses grass grew shin-high, fighting the exultant
weeds for sunlight and root space. There was less filth, or at least it was
conceal ed by greenery, and the smell was bearable. In this airier atnosphere
lived the upper crust of Pistolville, including Pete and Rita Hernandez and
Ti mucuan County's Representative in the state |egislature, Porky Logan

"How | ong has it been since you' ve seen Rita?" Dan asked. "Not since
bef ore The Day-quite a while before.™

"Does Lib know about her?"

"She knows all about it. She says Rita doesn't bother her, because Rita
is part of the past, |ike Mayoschi's in Tokyo. You know who worries Lib?
Hel en. | magi ne that."

They were at the Hernandez house. Dan stopped the car. He said, "I can
imagine it. Lib is an extrenely sensitive, perceptive wonan. About sone
t hi ngs, she has nore sense than you have, Randy. And all rules are off, now"

Randy wasn't listening. Rita had stepped out of the doorway. In Hawaii
Randy had seen girls of m xed Caucasi an, Pol ynesi an, and Chi nese bl ood, hips
moving as if to the pulse of island rhythmeven when only crossing the street,
who reminded himof Rita. She was not like a girl of Fort Repose. She was a
child of the Mediterranean and Carri bean, seening alien; and yet certainly
Ameri can. Her ancestors included a Spanish sol di er whose caravel beached in
Mat anzas Inlet before the Pilgrins found their rock, and Carib |Indian wonen,
and the M norcans who spread inland from New Snyrna in the eighteenth century.
She had not gone to college but she was intelligent and quick. She had an
annul | ed hi gh school marriage and an abortion behind her. She no | onger nade
such foolish errors. Her hobby was men. She sanpl ed and enjoyed nmen as other
worren col | ected and enjoyed African violets, Linoges teacups, or sterling
souvenir teaspoons. She was professional in her avocation, never letting a man
go without some profit, not necessarily material, and never trading one nman
for another unless she thought she was bettering her collection

Under any circunmstances Rita was an arresting wonan. Her hair was cut in
strai ght bangs to forman ebony frame for features carved |ike a Ml ayan mask
in antique ivory. She could | ook, and behave, |ike an Egyptian queen of the
Ei ght eenth Dynasty or a Creol e whore out of New Orleans. On this norning she
wor e aquamari ne shorts and halter. Cradled easily under her right armwas a
light repeating shotgun. She was snoking a cigarette and even fromthe road
Randy could see that it was a real, manufactured filtertip and not a stubby
honermade, hand-rolled with toilet paper. She called, "Hello Doctor Gunn. Cone
on in." Then she recogni zed the passenger and yelled, "Hey! Randy!"

Dan put the car keys in his pocket and said, "Better bring the whiskey
and honey, Randy. | never |eave stuff in the car when | make a call in
Pistolville."

As he wal ked to the house, Randy noticed the Atlas grocery truck and a
bi g new sedan in the Hernandez carport and a Jaguar XK-150 sports car in the
driveway. A latrine had been dug behind the carport and partly shielded from
the road by a crude board fence.

Rita swng open the screen door. "You'll pardon the artillery," she said.
"The goons down the street are envious. Wien | hear a car or anything | grab a
gun. They killed ny dog. She was a bl ack poodl e, Randy. Her name was Poupee



Vivant. That nmeans Livin' Doll in French. Cracked her skull w th an ax handl e
while Peter was lying sick and | was off fetching water. | found the ax handl e
but not the body. The goddamm cracker scum Ate her, | guess.”

Randy thought how he would feel if soneone killed and ate Graf. He was
revolted. And yet, it was a matter of manners and nmores. In China nmen for
centuries had been eating dogs stuffed with rice. It happened in other
nmeat - starved Asian countries. The Arny had put himthrough a survival course,
once, and taught himthat in an emergency he could safely eat pul py white
grubs found under bark. It could happen here. If a man could eat grubs he
could eat dogs. Pistolville was meat starved and, as Dan had said, the rules
were off. Al Randy said was, "lI'msorry, Rita."

Randy wal ked t hrough the door and stopped, astonished. The two front
roonms of the Hernandez place | ooked |ike show windows in a Man auction
house. He counted three silver tea services, tw chests of flat silver, three
tel evision sets, and was bewi |l dered by a display of statuary, silver
candel abra, expensive |eather cases, enpty crystal decanters, table lighters,
chi naware. ol d-franmed oils and watercolors, sone fairly good, plastered one
wal | . Tabl e clocks and wall clocks raised their hands and swore to different
times. "Great God!" Randy said. "Have you people gone into the junk business?"

Rita | aughed. "It's not junk. It's ny investnent." Dan said, "How s Pete,
Rita?"

"I think he's a little better. He's not |l osing any nore hair but he's
still weak."

Dan was carrying his black bag. It held little except instruments now. He
said, "I'll go back and see him™"

Dan wal ked down the hall and Randy was alone with her. She offered hima
cigarette. Her perfune opened the gates of nmenory-the nmovies in Olando, the
di nners and dancing at the hotel in Wnter Park, the isolated notel south of
Canaveral, the norning they found a secluded pocket behind the dunes and were
buzzed by a light plane and how the pilot al nost side slipped into the sea
banki ng around for a second | ook, and nmost of all, his apartnment. It seened so
long ago, as if it had happened while he was in college, before Korea, but it
was not so long, a year only. He said, "Thanks, Rita. First real cigarette
I've had in a long, long tine. You nust be getting along all right."

She | ooked at the bottle. "You didn't bring me a present, did you,
Randy?" The corners of her nouth quivered, but she did not quite snile

He renenbered the evenings he had conme to this house, a bottle beside him
on the seat, and they had gone tooting off together; and the eveni ngs he had
brought bottles in gift pack ages, discreet gratuities for her brother; and
the nights in the apartnment, sharing a decanter drink for drink because she
| oved her liquor. He realized that this is what she intended he renenber. She
was expert at making himfeel unconfortable. He said, "No, Rita. Trade goods.
|'ve been in Marines Park, trying to trade for coffee.”

"Don't your new wonen |ike Scotch, Randy? | hear you've got two wonen in
your house now. \Wich one are you sl eeping with, Randy?"

Suddenly she was a stranger, and he | ooked upon her as such
Exam ned thus, with detachnent, she |ooked ridicul ous, wearing high heels

and costune jewelry with shorts and halter at this hour of the norning and in
this time of troubles. Her darkling ivory skin, once so satiny, appeared dry



and nottled. Her hair was dull and the luster in her eyes reflected only
spiteful anger. She | ooked used and tired. He said, calmy, "You can take your
claws out now | don't feel them M skin's tougher."

She licked her lips. They were puffed and brown. "You're tougher. You're
not the sane Randy. | guess you're growi ng up." He changed the subject. "Wuere
did you get all this stuff?" He | ooked around the room

"Trading. "

"I never see you in Marines Park."

"W don't go there. They come to us. They know we still hold food. Even
coffee.”

He knew she wanted the bottle. He knew she would trade coffee, but he
woul d never again trade with her, for anything. He said:

"You said this was your investrment. Do you think three television sets is

a good investnment when there isn't any electricity?" "I'm |l ooki ng ahead,
Randy. This war isn't going to |last forever and when it's over I'mgoing to
have everything | never had before and plenty besides, maybe to sell. | was

only a kid after the last big war but | renmenber how nmy dad had to pay through
the nose for an old jalopy. Do you know what that Jag cost nme?" She | aughed.
"A case of beans, three bottles of ketchup, and six cans of deviled ham For a
Jag! Say, as soon as things get back to normal those three TV sets will be
worth their weight in gold."

"Do you really think things are going to get back to nornal ?"

"Sure! They always have, haven't they? It nay be a year, even two. | can
wait. You |l ook at those big new houses out on River Road. What built half of
then? Wars. Profits out of wars. This time |'mgoing to get nine."

He saw that she believed it and it was pointless to argue with her
Still, he was intrigued. "Don't you realize that this war is different?"

She held out her left hand so that the sunlight glinted on the ring on
her second finger. "It certainly is different! Look at this!" He | ooked at the
big stone, and into it, and a thousand blue and red lights attested to its
worth and purity.

It wasn't costune jewelry, as he had surm sed. It wasn't glass surrounded
by green paste. It was a dianond set in eneralds. "Were did you get it?" he
asked, awed, an then he | ooked at her crescent ear clips and saw that they
too, beyond a doubt, were di anonds.

Rita held the ring out, turning her wist. She did not answer at once.
She was enjoying their reaction. "Six carats," she said. "Perfect." She
slipped it fromher finger and handed it to Randy.

He took it automatically but he wasn't looking at it. He was |ooking at
her finger. Her finger was marred by a dark, alnost black circle, as if the
ring were tarni shed brass, or its inside sooty. But the ring was cl ean bright
white gol d.

Dan came into the room pawi ng in his bag and frowning. "I don't know
exactly-" he began, |ooked at Randy's face, and failed to finish the sentence.

Frowning, Rita inspected the dark band. "It itches," she said, and



scratched. A bit of blackened skin flaked away, |eaving raw fl esh beneat h.
"l asked you where you got this, Rita," Randy said, a comrand.

Bef ore she opened her mpouth he guessed the answer. She said, "Porky
Logan. "

The ring dropped to the floor, bounced, tinkled, and canme to rest on the
corner of a blue silk Chinese rug.

"Say, what's the matter?" she said. "You act like it was hot!"™ "I think
it is hot," Randy said.

"Well, if you think Porky stole it, you're wong. It was abandoned
property. Anybody would take it."

Dan took her hand and adjusted his bifocals so he could exam ne the

finger closely. He spoke, his voice deep, enforcing calm "Hold still, Rita, I
just want to see that finger. | think what Randy nmeant was that the ring has
been exposed to radioactivity and is now radi oactive itself. I'"'mafraid he's

right. This looks |like a burn-a radi umburn. How | ong have you been wearing
that ring?"

"OFf and on, for a nonth | guess. | never wear it outside, only in the
house." She hesitated. "But this |ast week, |'ve had it on all the tine. |
never noticed-"

They | ooked down at it, its facets blinking at themfromthe soft blue
silk as if it were in a display window. It |ooked beautiful. "Were did Porky
get it, Rta?" Dan asked.

"Well, | only know what he told me. He was fishing in the Keys on The Day
and of course he started right back. He's smart, Porky is. He nmade a big
det our around Mam . Well, he was pass ing through Holl ywood or Boca Raton or

one of those CGold Coast places and it was enpty and right off the main drag he
saw one of those swanky little jewelry shops, you know, a branch of sone Fifth
Avenue store and its wi ndows were blown out. He said stuff was lying all over,
rings and pins and watches and bracelets, |ike popcorn out of a busted bag. So
he gathered it up. Then he dunped the hooks and plugs and junk out of his
fishbox and went inside and filled it up. Porky said right then he was

thi nking of the future. He figured that noney wouldn't be worth anythi ng but

di anonds and gold were different. They never |ost value no matter what
happened. "

"Inpregnated with fallout,” Dan murmured. "Suicide." Rita' s hands crept
upward to her neck and Randy noticed an oval mark in the hollow her throat, as
if the skin were painted darker there. Then her hands flew to her ears. The

di anond ear clips fell to the rug beside the ring. She noaned, "Ch, God!"
"What did you have to give Porky for those dianonds?" Randy asked softly.

"For the ring, hardly anything at all. For the rest of it we gave him
canned neat and cigarettes and coffee and chocol ate

"I's that all?" Dan asked.

"No, those are just the watches,"” Rita said. "Pete's been amusing
hinsel f, admiring them and w nding themevery day. There's nore stuff in ny
rooma coupl e of necklaces and a ruby and di anond brooch and-well, all sorts
of junk."



"Pete," Dan said, "throwthat kit in the corner, there. Rita, don't touch
anyt hi ng you may have in your bedroom There's no point in your absorbing even
anot her fraction of a roentgen. We've got to figure out a way to get the stuff
out of here and get rid of it w thout damagi ng ourselves. W'Ill be back."

Rita followed themto the door, whinpering. She snatched at Dan's sl eeve.
"What's going to happen? AmI| going to die> Is ny hair going to fall out?"

"You haven't absorbed nearly as much radiation as your brother," Dan
said. "I don't know exactly what's going to happen because radi ati on sickness
is so tricky."

"What about Pete? What'll | do if Pete-"

"I"'mafraid,"” Dan said, "that Pete is slipping into | eukem a." "Bl ood
cancer ?"

"Yes. I'mafraid you' d better prepare yourself."

Rita's hands fell fromDan's arm Randy watched her dininish, all allure,
all bravado falling away, leaving her snaller and like a child. He said,
quietly, "Rita, you' d better keep this, here. You'll need it." He gave her the
bottl e of Scotch.

As he pressed the starter Dan said, "Wy did you give her the whiskey?"
"I feel sorry for her." That wasn't the only reason. If he had owed her
anyt hi ng before, he did no longer. They were quits. They were square. "Is she
going to be all right?" he asked.

"I think so, unless a malignancy develops fromthe burn on her finger
| mprobabl e but possible. Yes, she should be all right so far as radiation
goes. The dose she absorbed was | ocalized. But after her brother dies she'l
be al one. Then she won't be all right." "She'll find a man," Randy said. "She
al ways has."

Porky Logan's house stood at the end of Augustine Road, in a grove that
rose up a hillside at the back of the house. It was a two-story brick, the
| argest house in Pistolville, so it was said. Porky's sister and ni ece had
been caring for him but he lived alone. Hs wife and two chil dren had
departed Pistolville ten years before.

They found Porky on the second floor. He was sitting up in bed, unshaven
chin resting upon bl otched bare chest. Between his knees was a beer case
filled with jewelry. H s hands were buried to the forearmin this treasure.
Dan said, "Porky!"

Porky didn't raise his head. Porky was dead.
Dan stepped to the bed, pushed Porky's body back agai nst the pillows, and
pried an eyelid open. Dan said, "Let's get himout of here. That's a furnace

he's got in his lap."

Randy tried not to breathe going down the steps. It was not only the
snel |l of Porky's roomthat hurried him

Dan said, "W've got to keep people out of this house until we can get
Porky and that hot stuff underground. How do we do it?"

"What about a sign? W could paint a sign."



They found an unopened can of yellow paint and a brush in Porky's garage.
Dan used the brush on the front door. In block letters he wote:

"DANGER! KEEP QUT! RADI ATI ON!'"

"You'd better put sonething else on there," Randy said. "There are a | ot
of people around here who still don't know what radiation neans."

"Do you really think so?"

"I"'mpositive of it. They've never seen it, or felt it. They hear about
it, but I don't think they believe it. They didn't believe it could kill them
bef ore The Day-if they thought of it at all-and

| don't think they believe it now You'd better add sonething they

understand, |ike Poison." and reached under the bed and snatched the boot. Al
she said as she went through the door was, " | hope you croak, you sneaky
bastard. |'m goi ng back to Apal achicola'."

Fasci nat ed, Randy asked, "How does she expect to get to Apal achicol a?"

"I keep-kept the Plynouth in the shed. It was nearly full wi th gas, what
was in the druml| had to service the outboards. | hope she wecks."

Dan picked up his bag. H s huge shoul ders sagged. Hi s face was unhappy
behind the red beard. "Do you still have that ointment | gave you?"

"Yes." Bill turned his head toward the table.
"Keep using it on your hands. It may give you relief.”

"I't may, but this will.” Bill tilted the rumbottle and drank until he
gagged.

Ri di ng back on River Road, Randy said, "WII Cullen live?" "I doubt it. I
don't have the drugs or antibiotics or blood transfusions for him" He reached
down and patted his bag. "Not much left in here, Randy. | have to nake
deci sions, now. | have drugs only for those worth saving."

"What about the wonan?"

"I don't think she'll die of radiation sickness. | don't think she'l
keep that hot gold and silver and platinumlong enough. She'll either swap for
booze or, being stupid, try one of the main highways."

"I think the highwaynen will get her if she's headed for Apal achicola,"
Randy sai d.

It was strange that the term hi ghwaynmen had revived in its true and
literal sense. These were not the romantic and reputedly chival rous hi ghwaynen
of Britain's post roads in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. These new
hi ghwaymen were ruthless and evil nmen who |lately had been choking the thin
trickle of comunications and trade between towns and vill ages. Mostly,
according to word that filtered into Fort Repose, they operated

So under "RADI ATION," Dan printed "PO SON." He said, "One other. Bil
Cullen.”

Bigmouth Bill was as they had left him except that he held a bottle of



cheap rumin his m sshapen hands, and had been hitting it. Randy hovered at
the door, so he could listen but not be subnerged in the odors.

Dan said, "Bill, we've found out what's naking you sick. You're absorbing
radiation fromthe jewelry Porky traded for the whiskey. Porky's jewelry is
hot. It's radioactive. Wiere is it?"

Bill |aughed wildly. He began to curse, nethodically and w thout
i magi nati on, as Randy had heard troops curse in the MR in Korea. The pace of
hi s obscenities quickened, he choked, frothed, and pulled at the rumbottle.
"Jewel ry!" he yelled, his yellow eyeballs rolling. "Jewel ry! Dianponds,
eneral ds, pearls, tinkly little bracelets, all hot, all radioactive. 'That's
richt”

"Where is it, Bill?" Dan's voice was shar per
"Ask her. Ask the dough-faced bitch! She has 'em has the whole bootful."
"What do you nean?"

"I"ve been hiding the stuff, figuring that if she got her hands on it
she'd swap it all for a bottle of vireo. The jewels in one boot, the rumin
the other. Believe it or not, this is the last of my stock." He sucked at the
bottl e.

"Co on," Dan said

"I kept the boots, these boots here-" he gestured at a pair of hunting
boots-"hid under the bed. It was safe, okay. You see, nmy wonman she never

cl eaned anyt hi ng, especially she never cleaned under the bed. Wll, when she
went out for a while I thought |1'd take a look at the [oot. You know, it was
nice to hold it in your hands and dream about what you were going to do with
it when things got back to normal. But she was watching through the w ndow
She's been trying to catch me and just a while ago she did. She wal ked in,

grinning. | thought she was going to tell ne the war was over or sonething.
She wal ked in and reached under the bed and snatched the boot. Al she said as
she went through the door was, " | hope you croak, you sneaky bastard. |'m

goi ng back to Apal achicol a'.
Fasci nat ed, Randy asked, "How does she expect to get to Apal achicol a?"

"I keep-kept the Plynouth in the shed. It was nearly full wi th gas, what
was in the druml| had to service the outboards. | hope she wecks."

Dan picked up his bag. Hi s huge shoul ders sagged. Hi s face was unhappy
behind the red beard. "Do you still have that ointment | gave you?"

"Yes." Bill turned his head toward the table.
"Keep using it on your hands. It may give you relief.”

"It may, but this will."” Bill tilted the rumbottle and drank until he
gagged.

Ri di ng back on River Road, Randy said, "WII Cullen live?" "I doubt it. I
don't have the drugs or antibiotics or blood transfusions for him" He reached
down and patted his bag. "Not much left in here, Randy. | have to nake
deci sions, now. | have drugs only for those worth saving."

"What about the wonan?"



"I don't think she'll die of radiation sickness. | don't think she'l
keep that hot gold and silver and platinumlong enough. She'll either swap for
booze or, being stupid, try one of the main highways."

"I think the highwaynen will get her if she's headed for Apal achicola,"
Randy sai d.

It was strange that the term hi ghwaynmen had revived in its true and
literal sense. These were not the romantic and reputedly chival rous hi ghwaynen
of Britain's post roads in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. These new
hi ghwaymen were ruthless and evil nmen who |lately had been choking the thin
trickle of comunications and trade between towns and vill ages. Mostly,
according to word that filtered into Fort Repose, they operated on the main
hi ghways |i ke the Turnpi ke and Routes 1, 441, 17, and 50. So they were called
hi ghwaynen.

They passed the enpty McCGovern place. It was already |ushly overgrown.
"You know," Dan said, "in a few more nonths the jungle will take over."

Chapter 9

They buried Porky Logan Friday nmorning. It was a ticklish and exhausting
procedure. Randy had to draw his gun to get it done. First, it was necessary
to obtain the cooperation of Bubba O f enhaus. That was difficult enough
Bubba's funeral parlor was | ocked and enpty and he was no | onger seen in town.
Since he was Deputy Director of Civil Defense as well as undertaker, a public
appear ance exposed himto all sorts of requests and probl ens which frightened
hi m and about which he could do nothing. So Bubba and Kitty O fenhaus coul d
only be found in their big new house, a rare conbi nati on of nodern and
classic, constructed largely of tinted gl ass between antebell um G eek col umms.

VWhen Randy found Bubba sitting on his terrace he | ooked like a balloon
out of which air had been let. H's trousers sagged front and rear and fol ds of
skin drooped around his nmouth. Dan expl ai ned about Porky. Bubba was
uni mpressed. "Let thembury himin Pistolville," he said. "Plant himin his
own back yard." "It can't be done that way," Dan said. "Porky's a nenace and
the jewelry is deadly. Bubba, what we've got to have is a lead |ined coffin.
W'l bury his loot with him"

"You know very well I've only got one in stock," Bubba said. "As a matter
of fact it's the only casket |1've got left and probably the only casket in
Ti mucuan County. It's the del uxe nodel w th hamrered bronze handl es and shield
whi ch can be suitably engraved, and reinforced bronze corners. Guaranteed for
eternity and I'mdamed if I'mgoing to give it up for Porky Logan." "Who are
you saving it for," Randy asked, "yourself?"

"I don't see any point in you becom ng insulting, Randy. That casket cost
me ei ght hundred and forty-five dollars F.OB. and it retails for fifteen
hundred plus tax. Who's going to pay for it? As a matter of fact, who's going
to reinburse me for all the other caskets, and everything else, that |'ve

contributed since The Day?" "I'msure the government will," Dan said, "one
day."

"Do you think the government's going to restore Repose-in-Peace Park? Do
you think it'll pay for all those choice plots |I've handed out, free? Like
fun. | suppose you want to bury Porky in Repose-in-Peace?"

"That's the general idea," Dan said.



"And you expect me to use ny hearse to cart the cadaver?" "Sonebody has
to do it, Bubba, and you're not only the nman with the hearse but you're in
Cvil Defense."

Bubba groaned. The npbst stupid thing he had ever done was accept the
Civil Defense job. At the tine it had seemed quite an honor. Hi s appoi nt ment
was mentioned in the Orlando and Tanpa papers, and he rated a whol e page, with
picture, in the Southeast Mrtician. It was undoubtedly a bigger thing than
hol ding office in the Lions or Chanber of Commerce. Hi s status had increased,
even with his wife. Kitty was A d Southern Fam |y, which he had been raised in
Sout h Chi cago. She had never wholly forgiven himfor this, or for his
prof ession. Secretly, he had considered Civil Defense a boondoggle, |ike
handouts to foreign countries and spending mllions on moon rockets and such
He had never imagined there would be a war. It was true that after The Day he
and Kitty had been able to get supplies in San Marco that he wouldn't have
been able to get if he hadn't been in Cvil Defense. For one thing, he had
been able to get gasoline out of the county garage. But the tanks had | ong
been dry, all other official supplies exhausted. He said, "I've only got one
hearse that will run and only a couple of gallons of gas init. I'"'msaving it
for an emergency."

“This is an energency," Dan said. "You'll have to use it now. "

Bubba t hought of another obstacle. "It'll take eight nen to tote that
| ead-1ined casket with Porky in it even if he's lost weight like | have."

Randy spoke. "We'll get them Plenty of strong men hangi ng around Marines
Park."

In the park they nounted the bandstand. Randy shouted, "Hey, everybody!
Cone over here!" The traders drifted over, wondering.

Bubba made a little speech. Bubba was accustoned to speaking at service
club luncheons and civic meetings, but this audience, although many of the
faces were familiar, was not the sane. It was neither attentive nor courteous.
He spoke of community spirit and cooperation and togetherness. He reni nded
themthat they had sent Porky Logan to the state |egislature and he knew Porky
nmust have been a friend to many there. Now he asked for volunteers to help
bury Porky. No hands went up. A few of the traders snickered.

Bubba shrugged and | ooked at Dan Gunn. Dan said, "This is in your own
interest. If we |eave the dead unburied we're inviting an epidemic. In
addition, in this case we nust get rid of radioactive material that can be
dangerous to anyone who finds it."

Sonebody yell ed, "Bubba's the undertaker, ain't he? Well, let him
undertake it."

Sone of the nen | aughed. Randy saw that they were bored and woul d soon
turn away. It was necessary that he act. He stepped in front of Dan, lifted
the flap of his holster, and drew out the .45. Holding it casually, so that it
was a nenace to no one in particular, and yet to each of them separately, he
pul | ed back the hamrer. His left forefinger jabbed at the faces of five nen,
big men. "You, Rusty, and you, Tom and you there, you have just vol unteered
as pall-bearers.”

They | ooked at hi m anmazed. For a long tinme, no one had ordered themto do
anything. For a long tine, there had not even been a boss on a job. Nobody
nmoved. Some of the traders carried handguns in hip pockets or holsters. O hers
had | eaned shotguns or rifles agai nst benches or the bandstand railing. Randy



wat ched for a novenment. He was going to shoot the first nman who reached for a
weapon. This was the decision he had made. Regardl ess of the consequences he
was going to do it. Having nade the decision, and being certain he would carry
it out, he felt easy about it. He realized they nust know this. He stepped
down fromthe bandstand, his eyes holding his five volunteers. He said, "Al
right, let's get going."

The five nen foll owed himand he hol stered his pistol

So they buried Porky Logan. Wth himthey buried the contam nated | oot in
Porky's carton and out of the Hernandez house. Al so into the coffin went the
fire tongs with which Dan Gunn had handled the jewelry. Wen the grave was
filled and nounded sonebody said, "Hadn't there ought to be a prayer for the
poor bastard?"

They all | ooked at Randy. Randy said, "God rest his soul." He added,
knowi ng that it would be passed al ong, "And God hel p anybody who digs hi mup
to get the stuff It'Il kill themlike it killed Porky."

He turned and wal ked sl oWy, head down, to the car, thinking. Authority
had disintegrated in Fort Repose. The Mayor, Al exander Cetty, who was al so
chairman of the town council, was barricaded in his house, besieged by
i maginary and irrational fears that the Russians had i nvaded and were intent
on his capture, torture, and the rape of his wife and daughter. The Chief of
Pol i ce was dead. The two ot her policenmen had abandoned unpaid public duty to
scranble for their famlies. The fire and sanitation departnents, equi pnment
i mobilized, no | onger existed. Bubba O fenhaus was frightened, bew | dered,
and incapabl e of either decision or action. So Randy had shoved his gun into
this vacuum He had assuned | eadership and he was not sure why. It was enough
troubl e keeping the colony on River Road alive and well. He felt a loneliness
not unfamliar. It was |like |leading a platoon out of the MR to occupy sone
i sol at ed out post. Command, whether of a platoon or a town, was a lonely state.

VWen they returned to River Road at noon Randy's boat shoes were stiff
with caked clay of the graveyard. He was knocking themclear of clods, on the
front steps, when he was attracted by novenent in the foliage behind Florence
Wechek' s house. Alice Cooksey and Fl orence were standi ng under a tall cabbage
pal m steadying a | adder. At the top of the |adder, head and shoul ders hi dden
by fronds, was Lib. He wondered why she nust be up there. He wi shed she woul d
stay on the ground. She took too many chances. She could get hurt. Wth
nmedi cal supplies dw ndling-Dan had al ready been forced to use nost of their
reserve-they all had to be careful. Everyone had chores and if one was hurt it
meant added burdens, including nursing, on the others. A sinple fracture could
be conpound di saster.

Bill McGovern, Malachai, and Two- Tone Henry canme around the corner of the
house. Bill was wearing gray flannels raggedly cut off above the knees, tennis
shoes, and nothing else. H's right hand grasped a bouquet of wenches. G ease
sneared his bald head and fine white beard. He no | onger |ooked |ike a Caesar
but 1ike an unkenpt Jove armed with thunderbolts. Before he coul d speak Randy

demanded: "Bill, what's your daughter doing up that pal nP"

"She won't say," Bill said. "She and Alice and Fl orence are cooking up
some sort of a surprise for us. Maybe she's found a bird's nest. | wouldn't
know. "

Randy said, "What's the del egation?"

Bill said, "It's Two-Tone's idea. Two-Tone, you talk."



Two- Tone said, "M ster Randy, you know ny sugar cane will be tall and

sweet and Pop's corn will be up in June.™
" goo"
"Corn and sugar cane neans corn whiskey. | mean we can nmake 'shine if you

says it's okay. Pop and Mster Bill here, they say it's up to you. | suggests
it only on one account. W can trade 'shine."

"Naturally you wouldn't drink any, would you, Two-Tone?" "Ch, no sir!"

Randy understood that they required sonething from hi mbeyond perm ssion
Yet if they could manufacture corn whiskey it would be |like finding coffee
beans. Wi skey was a negoti abl e noney crop. In this humd climte both corn
and sugar cane woul d deteriorate rapidly. Corn whiskey was different. The
| onger you kept it the nore valuable it became. Furthernore, only a few
bottl es of bourbon and Scotch remai ned, and the bourbon was strictly
medi ci nal, Dan's anesthetic. Two-Tone, the no-good genius! Cannily, all Randy
said was, "If you have Preacher's permission, it's all right with ne. It's
Preacher's corn.” Bill said, "I've already contributed nmy Inperial."

"You' ve what ?"

"Contributed the guts of nmy Inperial. You see, to nake the still we have
to have a |l ot of copper tubing. W have to bend condensing coils, and you have
to have tubi ng between the boiler and condenser and so forth."

"What you're getting at," Randy said slowy, "is that you want me to
contribute the gas lines out of my Bonneville." "That's right. The |ines out
of my car won't give us enough |l ength. And we have to have your lawn roller
You see, first we've got to build a mll to crush the cane. W have to get the
juice and boil it down to nol asses before we can make whi skey, or for that
matter use it as syrup. Balaam the mule, will walk a circle, a lever
harnessed to his back to turn the roller on concrete slabs. That's the mll.
That's the way they did it a couple of hundred years ago. |'ve seen pictures.”

Randy knew it would work. He said, sadly, "Ckay. Go into the garage. But
| don't want to watch." It had been a beautiful car. He remenbered Mark's
casual prediction that it wouldn't be worth a damm to him Mark had been
wrong. Sone of it was useful

Lunch was fish, with half a lime. Orange juice, all you could drink. A
square of honeyconb. Dan and Hel en were at the table. The others had al ready
finished. Helen always waited for him Randy noticed. She was so solicitous it
was sonetimes enbarrassing.

Dan | ooked at his plate and said, "Afine, thinning diet. If everybody in
the country had been on this diet before The Day the cardi ac death rate woul d
have been cut in half."

"So what good would it have done thenP" Randy said. He speared his honey
and nmunched it, rolling his eyes. "W've got to do nore trading with Jim
H ckey. We've got to find something Jimneeds." Randy renmenbered what Ji m had
sai d about half his broods going foul since The Day and how Ji m suspect ed
radi ati on was responsible. He told Dan and Hel en what H ckey had sai d.

Dan stared at his plate, troubled. He cut into his honeyconb and tasted
it. "Delicious," he said, but his mnd was el sewhere. At |ast he | ooked up and
spoke gravely. "W shouldn't be surprised. Who can tell how nuch cesium 137
showered down on The Day? How nmuch was carried into the upper atnosphere and



has been filtering down since? The geneticists warned us of damage to future
generations. Well, Hi ckey's bees are in a future generation."

Hel en | ooked scared. Randy realized that this was a nore serious matter
to wonmen than to nen, although frightening enough to anybody. She said, "Does
that nmean-will it affect humans?”

"Certainly some hunman genetic damage can be expected," Dan said. "Wat
will happen to the birth rate is anybody's guess. And yet, this is only
nature's way of protecting the race. Nature is proving Darwin's | aw of natura
sel ection. The defective bee, unable to cope with its environment, is rejected

by nature before birth. | think this will be true of man. It is said that
nature is cruel. | don't think so. Nature is just, and even merciful. By
natural selection, nature will attenpt to undo what man has done." "You nake

it sound conforting,"” Helen said.

"Only an opinion, based on al nbst no evidence. In six or seven nonths
["lI'l know nore. But to evaluate everything nay take a thousand years. So let's
not worry about it. Right now|l've got other worries, like tires. The tires on
t he Model - A are snooth, Randy, and |'ve got to nake a couple of calls out in
the country. CGot any suggestions?"

"I"ve been thinking of tires," Randy said. "The tires on Florence's old
Chevy will fit the Mddel-A Two of themare alnost new. Let's go over and nake
t he change."

It was the custom of Randy and Dan to neet in the apartment at six each
evening, listen for the clear channel station which would be heard at this
hour if at all, and, if they were tired and the rigors of the day warranted,
share a drink. At six on that Friday evening, Dan had not returned fromhis
calls, so Randy sat at his bar alone with the little transistor portable. Life
was ebbing fromits |last set of batteries. He feared the day when it would no
| onger pick up even the strongest signal, or give any sound what soever, and
the day could not be far distant. So, what strength was left in the batteries
he carefully rationed. Sam Hazzard's all-wave receiver, operating on recharged
aut onobil e batteries, was really their only reliable source of information. He
clicked on the radio, was relieved to hear static, and tried the Conelrad
frequenci es.

| mredi ately he heard a fanmiliar voice, thin and gravelly although he
turned the volume full. " agai nst smal | pox." Randy knew he had nissed the
first itemof news. Then he heard:

There have been isolated reports of disorders and outlawy from severa
of the Contami nated Zones. As a result, Ms.

Vanbr uuker - Brown, Acting President, in her capacity as Comrander in Chief
of the Arnmed Forces, has authorized all Reserve officers and National Guard
officers, not in contact with their commanders or headquarters, to take
i ndependent action to preserve public safety in those areas where Civil
Def ense has broken down or where organized mlitary units do not exist. These

officers will act in accordance with their best judgment, under the
procl amation of martial [aw. Wen possible, they will wear the uniform when
exercising authority. | repeat this new. "

The signal humed and faded. Randy clicked off the set. Even as he began
to assimliate the significance of what he had heard he was aware that Hel en
was standing on the other side of the counter. In her hands she held a pair of
sci ssors, conb, and a silver hand mirror. She was smiling. "Did you hear
that ?" he asked.



"Yes. Today's your haircut day, Randy. Today's Friday." Helen trimmed his
hair and Bill MGovern's fringe each Friday, and barbered Dan and Ben Franklin
Sat ur days.

"You know I'min the Reserve," Randy said. "I'mlegal."
mean?"

"VWhat do you

"I had to pull ny gun this norning to get Porky Logan buried. | had no
authority. Now | do have authority, legally." H's thoughts on the
procl amation, at the noment, went no further. "That's fine. Now get into a
chair."”

He wal ked into his office. Because of the swivel chair, it was also the
bar bershop. Helen tied a towel around his neck and began sni pping, deftly and
rapi dly. She was some wonman, he thought. Under any conditions she could keep a
househol d running smoothly. In ten nmnutes it was done.

Her hand ruffled and then snoothed his hair. He could feel her breasts,
round and warm pressing agai nst his shoul der blades. "You're getting gray
hairs, Randy," she said. The tinbre of her voice was deeper than usual

"WL10 isn't?"

She rubbed and smoothed his tenples. Her fingers kneaded the back of his
neck. "Do you like that?" she whispered. "Mark loved it. Wen he canme hone,
tense and worried, | always rubbed his tenples and his neck like this."

Randy said, "It feels fine." He wished she wouldn't talk like that. She
made hi m nervous. He put his hands on the arns of the chair and started to
rise.

She pul |l ed himback and whirled the chair so that he faced her. Her eyes
were round. He could see beads of perspiration at the corners of her nose, and
on her forehead. "You are Mark," she said. "Don't you believe me? Here, |ook!"
She lifted the mirror fromthe desk and thrust it before his face.

He | ooked, wondering how he could gracefully escape, wondering what was
wong with her. It was true that his face, |eaner and harder, |ooked |ike
Mark's face now. "I do | ook sonething like him" he adm tted, "but why
shouldn't I? I'mhis brother."

Her arms pinning himw th unexpected strength, she kissed himw Idly, as
i f her mouth could subdue and nold and change hi m

H s hands found her wists and he forced her back. The mrror fell and
smashed.

"Don't!" she cried. "Don't push me away! You're Mark! You can't deny it!
You're Mark!"

He struggled out of the chair, clanping her wists, trying not to injure
her. He knew that she was mad and he fought to control the panic within
hinself. "Stop it!" he heard hinmself shouting. "Stop it, Helen! Stop it! |I'm
not Mark! |'m Randy!"

She screaned, "Mark!"

The door was ajar. Through it came Lib's voice, |oud and wel cone, "Randy,
are you shorn? If Helen's finished, come on out. |'ve got sonething to show



you.

He rel eased Helen's wists. She | eaned agai nst the desk, face averted,
shoul ders quivering, one hand stifling the sounds erupting fromher nouth. He
said, gently, "Please, Helen-" He touched her arm She drew away fromhim He
fled into the living room

Lib stood at the porch door, her face sonber, beckoning. She said
quietly, "Up to the roof, where we can talk."

Randy foll owed her, know ng that she nust have heard and grateful for her
interference. It was sonething he would have had to tell Lib anyway. He woul d
have to tell Dan too. This enotional earthquake could bring down their house.
It was a problem for a physician

Up on the captain's wal k, Randy | owered hinself carefully into a deck
chair. The canvas would rot before sumrer's end. Hi s hands were shaking. "D d
you hear it all?" he asked.

"Yes. All. And saw sone too. Don't ever let her know " "Wat's wong with
her?" It was a protest rather than a question

Lib sat on the edge of his chair and put her hands on his hands and said,
"Stop shaking, Randy. | know you're confused. It was inevitable. | knew it was
comng. |I'Il diagnose it for you as best | can. It's a formof fantasy."

Randy was silent, wondering at her detachnment and cool ness.

"It is,"” she went on, "the sort of transference you find in dreamns-the
substitution in dreans of one person for another. Helen allowed herself to
slipinto a dream | think she is a conpletely chaste person. She is, isn't
she?"

"I"'msure of it, or I was."

"Yet she is a person who requires love and is used to it. For many years
a man has been the greater part of her life. So she has this conflict-intense
loyalty to her husband and yet need of a man to receive her abundance of |ove
and affection. She tried to resolve the conflict irrationally. You becane
Mark. It was an hal l uci nation."

"You're talking Iike a professional, Lib."

"I"'mnot a professional. | just wanted to be one. | majored in
psychol ogy. Renenber?"

It was sonething she had told himbut he had forgotten because it seened
i ncongruous and not in the least inportant. Lib |ooked like a girl who had
majored in ballet and water-skiing at Mam rather than psychol ogy at Sarah
Law ence. He knew that she worked for a year in a Ceveland clinic and had
abandoned the job only because of her nother's illness. Wen she spoke of this
year, which was seldom it was with nostalgia, as some girls spoke of a year
in Europe or on the stage. He suspected it must have been the npbst rewardi ng
year of her life, and certainly there nust have been a man, or nmen, in it.
Randy said, "Lib, do you think she's crazy?"

"Hel en's not psychotic. She's under terrible strain. She |let herself go,
but only for a nonment. She indulged a tenporary fantasy. Now it is over. Now
she will be ashamed of herself. The best thing you can do is pretend it didn't
happen. One day she'll nention it to you, perhaps obliquely, and apol ogi ze.



Eventual |y she'll understand why she did it and the sense of guilt will |eave
her. One day, when we're better friends, I'll make her understand it. You know
there is a man in the house for Helen-a perfectly fine man. |I'm going to make
that ny special project.”

Randy felt relieved. He | ooked out over the river, contenplating his
i gnorance of wonen and the peace of evening. On the end of the dock Ben
Franklin and Peyton were fishing. It was understood that anyone, child or
adult, could go fishing before breakfast or after assigned chores were done.
Fi shing was not only recreation but the necessary daily harvest of a crop
providentially swinmring at their feet. Presently the brass ship's bell on the
porch sang its sharp, clean, sea note. The bell was a relic of Lieutenant
Randol ph Rowzee Peyton's | ongboats. It was the sanme bell that Randy's nother
had used to summon Mark and himfromthe river to wash for dinner. There was
peace and continuity in the sound of the bell. The bell announced that there
was food on the table and a wonen in the kitchen. So it was not only a nmessage
to the children but to Randy. Helen had pulled herself together. He watched
Ben and Peyton, trailed by Graf, thread their way up through the grove. G af
still shared Randy's couch but all day he shadowed the boy. This was right. A
boy needed a dog. A boy al so needed a father

VWen the children were close to the house Randy yell ed down, "Wat'd you
get ?"

Ben held up a string of bream and speckl ed perch. "Sixteen," he shout ed,

"on worns and crickets. | got fifteen, she only got one."

Peyt on danced in indignation, a slimshrill-voiced sprite. "W cares
about fish? If |I growup I'mnot going to be a fisherman!"

Hel en called fromthe kitchen window. The children di sappeared.
Randy said, "Did you ever hear a little girl say "If | grow up' before?"

"No, | never did. It gives me the creeps.” "Not their fault," Randy said.
"Qurs." "Whuld you want children, Randy?"

Randy consi dered the question. He thought of Jim H ckey's bees, and
Peyton's "if," and of cow s mlk you would not dare feed a baby in a
contam nated zone, even if you had a cow, and of many ot her things.

Lib waited a long tinme for an answer and then she | eaned across the chair
and ki ssed himand said, "Don't try to answer now. |'ve got to go down and
help with dinner. Don't cone downstairs for a few m nutes, Randy. W' ve
whi pped up a surprise."

At seven, conscious that he had not heard Dan return, Randy went
downstairs. The table was set as if for a feast-a white cloth, two new
candl es; a salad bow as well as plate at each place. A |aden sal ad-boat of
Hai ti an nahogany rode on the circular linen | agoon. Garnishing the inevitable
platter of broiled fish was a neckl ace of nushroonms. He tasted the salad. It
was delicate, varied, and wonderful. "Wo invented this?" he asked. He had not
tasted greens in nonths.

Hel en had not met his eyes since he entered the dining room She said,
"Al'i ce Cooksey. Alice found a book listing edible pal s, grasses, and herbs.
Lib did nost of the picking."

"What all's init?"



"Fi ddl ehead ferns, hearts of palm banboo shoots, wild onions, sonme of
the Admral's ornamental peppers, and the first tomatoes out of Hannah Henry's
garden. "

Lib said, "Wait'Il you try the nmushroons. That was Helen's idea. It's
furury, for the last week they' ve been growing all over, right in front of our
eyes, and only Hel en recogni zed them as food."

"No toadstools | hope," Randy said.

Hel en smiled and for the first time |looked at himdirectly. "Ch, no.
Alice thought of that too. |'ve been wandering around the hamock with an
illustrated book in one hand and a basket in the other."

Now t hat she could see he was treating the incident in his office as
somet hing that hadn't happened, she was regaining control of herself. He said,
"Hel en, you be careful in that hammock. And Lib, you stay out of palmtrees.
W don't want any snake bites or broken | egs. Dan has troubl es enough."” He put
down his fork. "Were is Dan?"

Nobody knew. Dan was usually home before six. Occasionally, he was as
late as this or later when he encountered an energency. Still, it was
i mpossible not to worry. It was at tines like this that Randy truly missed the
t el ephone. Wthout comunications, the sinplest mechanical failure could turn
into a nightmare and di saster. He finished the fish, nushroons, and sal ad, but
wi t hout appetite.

Randy fidgeted until eight and then said, "I'mgoing to see the Admiral
Maybe Dan stopped there for dinner." He knew this was unlikely, but he tried
in any case to visit Sam Hazzard each evening and watch himconb the
frequenci es. There were other reasons. He stopped at the Wechek and Henry
houses |i ke a conpany conmander checking his outposts. He slept uneasily
unl ess he knew all was well around his perinmeter. Mre conmpelling, Lib usually
went with him It was their opportunity to have a little tine alone. It was
par adoxi cal that they lived in the sane house, ate al nbst every neal elbowto
el bow or across the bar in his apartnent, slept within twenty feet of each
other, and yet they could be alone hardly at all

Ben Franklin said, "Wait until | get the shotgun, Randy. 1'Il go with
you. It's nmy night to stand guard." He raced upstairs. Helen said, "Do you
really think you ought to let himdo it, Randy>"

"It'd break his heart if | didn't. | think he'll be okay. Caleb is going
to stay up with himand Malachai will be right there. Malachai will sleep with
one eye open."

"Why are you letting himhave your shotgun?"

"Because if sonething comes around the Henrys' yard | want himto hit it,

not just pop away at it in the dark with a twenty-two. |'ve taught himhow to
handl e the shotty. It'll be |loaded with nunber two buck. He'll do all right."
Ben came out on the porch carrying the gun. Lib said, "AmI| invited?"

Randy said, "Certainly." He turned to Bill MGovern. "If Dan shows up
give me three bells, will you?" Three strokes of the ship's bell nmeant cone
hone, but it was not an energency signal. Five bells was the panic button. The
bell could be heard for a mle along the shore and across water

Pal e yel l ow | ampli ght showed in the Henrys' w ndows. Randy knocked and



M ssouri, |ooking alnost svelte in a newy acquired waistline, opened the
door. "M ster Randy. | guessed 'twas you. | want to thank you for the honey.
Tasted m ghty good. WII you cone in and have some tea?"

"Teal " Randy saw a kettle steaming on a brick oven in the fireplace.

"We calls it tea. | grow mints under the house and dry 'emuntil they
powders. So we has nmint tea."

"We'| | skip it tonight, Mzzoo. | just came to put Ben Franklin on his
stand. Cal eb ready?"

M ssouri's son stepped out of the shadows, teeth and eyes gl eani ng
Incredibly, he carried a six-foot spear

"Let me see that," Randy said. He hefted it. It had been fashioned, he
saw, from a broken garden edger, the blade ground to a narrow triangle. It was

heavy, well bal anced, and lethal. "Uncle Mal achai made it for me," Caleb said
proudly.

"It's a wi cked weapon, all right," Randy said, and returned it to the
boy.

Mal achai, carrying a lantern, joined them Ml achai said, "I figured that
if Ben Franklin nmissed with the shotgun Cal eb best have it for close-in
defense, if it's truly a wolf, |ike Preacher says."

Randy was certain that whatever had stolen the Henrys' hens, and the pig,
it wasn't a wolf, but he wanted to inpress Ben Franklin with the seriousness
of his watch. "Probably not a wolf," he said, "but it could be a cougar-a
panther. My father used to hunt 'em when he was young. Plenty of panther in
Ti mucuan County until the first boom brought so many peopl e down. Now there
aren't so many people, so there will be nore panther.”

They wal ked toward Balaami s tired barn. The nule snorted and rattled the
boards in his stall. "It's only ne, Balaam" Ml achai said. "Balaam quiet
down! " Bal aam qui et ed.

Randy pointed to the bench al ongside the barn. "That's your stand, Ben."
Bill MGovern had sat on the bench the previous night and seen not hi ng.

"Stand?" Ben Franklin said.

"That's what you call it in a deer hunt. \When | was your age ny father
used to take ne hunting and put ne on a stand. There are a couple of things I
want you to renmenber, Ben. Everything depends on you-and you, Cal eb-keeping
absolutely still. Watever it is out there, is better equipped than you are.
It can see better and hear better and smell better. Al you' ve got on it is
brains. Your only chance of getting it is to hear it before it hears or sees

you." Randy | ooked at the sky. There were only stars. Later, there would be a
guarter moon. "Chances are you'll hear it before you see it. But if you talk,
or make any sound, you'll never see it at all because it'll hear you first and

| eave. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir," Ben said.

"You'll get cranped and you'll get tired. So when you sit on the stand
you nmove around all you want at first and find out just how far you can nove
wi t hout naking any noi se. You got shells in the chanmbers?"



"Yes, sir, and four extra in ny pocket."

"You'll only need what's in the gun. If you don't get himwth two you'l
never get himat all. And Ben-"
"Yes, sir."

"Hold steady on it and don't mss. W want to get rid of this thing or
somebody will have to sit up all night every night." Ben said, "Randy, suppose
it's a man?"

This possibility had been restless in Randy's mnd fromthe first and he
had not wanted to nention it, but since it was nmentioned he gave the
unavoi dabl e answer. "Whatever it is, Ben, shoot it. And Caleb, if he misses |
depend on you to stick it." He turned to Malachai. "Thanks for |ighting us
out. We're going on to Admiral Hazzard' s house now. Good night, Malachai."

"Good night," Ml achai said. "I sleep light, Mster Randy." Lib took his
hand and they wal ked to the river bank and down the path that |l ed toward the
singl e square of |ight announcing that Sam Hazzard was in his den. Randy
chuckl ed, thinking of Caleb's spear. "W have just wtnessed an historic

event," he said.

"What do you nean?"

"North American civilization's return to the Neolithic Age." "I don't
think it's funny," Lib said. "I didn't Iike the way you spoke to Ben Franklin.

It was brutal ."

"I'n the Neolithic," Randy said, "a boy either grows up fast or he doesn't
grow up at all."

Sam Hazzard's den was conpact and crowded, |ike a shipmaster's cabin
stocked for a long and I onely voyage. It was filled with nementos of his
service, cerenonial and Samurai swords, nautical instrunents, charts, maps,
books on shel ves and stacked in corners, bound files of the Proceedings, The
foreign Affairs Quarterly, and the Annals of the American Acadeny of Politica
and Soci al Science. The adnmiral's L-shaped desk spread along two walls. One
side was preenpted by the professional-looking shortwave receiver and his
radio | og. The radi o was turned on, but when Randy and Lib entered the room
all they heard was a | ow hum

Sam Hazzard was not as tall as Lib and his weathered skin was drawn
tautly over fine bones. In slippers and dragon bl azoned shantung robe-his
i npl acabl e gray eyes shadowed and softened by the indistinct |ighting and
horn-ri mmed gl asses, cottony hair |like a hal o-he appeared fragile; a
deception. He was tough as an antique ivory figurine which has w thstood the
vi ci ssitudes of centuries, and can accept nore. He said, "A place for the |ady
to sit." He sailed a plastic nodel of the carrier Wasp--the old Wasp cited by
Churchill for stinging twice in the Mediterranean and then herself stung to
death by torpedoes-to the far corner of the desk. "Up there," he ordered Lib,
"where you can be properly admred. And you, Randy, lift those books out of
that chair. Gently, if you please. Wl cone aboard to both of you."

Randy said, "You haven't seen Dan Gunn, have you?" "No. Not today. Wy?"
"He hasn't come hone."

"M ssing, eh? That sounds ungood, Randy."



"I'f he comes hone while we're out Helen or Bill will ring the bell. Can
we hear it in here?"

"Yes indeed, so long as the window s open. It always startles ne."

Randy saw that the Admiral had been working. The Admiral was witing
somet hing he called, wthout elaboration, "A Footnote to History." A portable
typewiter squatted in the center of a ring of books. Research, Randy
supposed. He recogni zed Durant's Caesar and Christ, G bbon's Decline and Fal I,
and Von Kriege by Clausewitz, indicating a footnote to ancient history. Randy
sai d, "Any poop this evening?"

"l suppose you heard the Civil Defense broadcast."
"I caught part of it. Then mnmy batteries quietly expired." The Admra

gave his attention to the radio. He turned the knob changi ng frequencies.
"I"ve been listening for a station in the thirty-one nmeter band. Cainms to be

in Peru. | heard it for the first time last night. It put out sone pretty
outl andi sh stuff It doesn't seemto be on yet, so we'll try for it again
later. I've just switched to five point seven nmegacycles. That's an Air Force

frequency | can tap sonetinmes. You've never heard it, Randy. Interesting, but
cryptic."

The speaker squeal ed and whi ned. "Sonebody's transnmitter is open," the
Admiral interpreted. "Something' s coning."

A voi ce booned w th shocking | oudness in the snmall room "Sky Queen, Sky
Queen. Do not answer. Do not answer. This is Big Rock. This is Big Rock.
Appl ej ack. Repeat, Applejack. Authentication X-Ray."

Lip spoke, excitedly, "What is it? What does it nean?" Hazzard smled. "I
don't know. I'mnot up on Air Force codes and jargon. |'ve heard that Sky
Queen call two or three tines in the past nonth. Sky Queen could be a bonber,
or a patrol plane, or a whole wing or air division. Big Rock-whoever that
is-could be telling Sky Queen-whatever she may be-any nunber of things.

Proceed to target, orbit, continue patrol, cone home all is forgiven. | can't
even make an informed guess. However, | do know this. That was a good Anerican
call and so we're still in business.” The snile departed. "On the other hand,
it indicates that the enemy is still in business too."

"How do you figure?" Randy asked.

"That Do not answer' phrase. Wiy does Big Rock order Sky Queen to be
silent? Because if Sky Queen acknow edges the call then somebody nmight be able
to take a radio fix on her, estimate speed and course, and vector fighters-or
| aunch ground-to-air rockets to shoot her down."

Randy considered this. "Then Sky Queen is probably stooging around over
eneny territory."

“hat's good deduction but we can't be certain. For all we know, Sky Queen
may be hunting a sub off Daytona. It nakes me wild, listening to the dam Air
Force-you will please pardon me, Lib-but if the eneny is listening on this
frequency it must make themw ld too."

Li b asked, "What did that "“Authentication X-Ray' stand for?"
"X-Ray is sinply international code for the letter X. My guess is that

before every nission they change the authentication letter so that the eneny
can't take over the frequency and give Sky Queen a fal se heading, or phony



instructions."

"You know, | enjoyed hearing that," Lib said. "It gave ne a nice feeling.
Big Rock has a solid Mdwest accent.”

Sam Hazzard noved a candle so that better light fell on his dials. "Big
Rock won't be back again tonight," he said. "I've never heard himnore than
once a night. He makes his call and that's it. I'lIl try the thirty-one neter
band again."

In the candl elight Hazzard' s hands shone with the silky, translucent
pati na of age and yet they were remarkably deft. They di scovered a fascinating
squeal . His fingers worked the band spreader delicately as a master cracksnan
violating a safe and he pressed his face forward as if he expected to hear
tumblers click. Very gradually, a faint voice replaced the squeal. He turned
up the power. They heard, in English with an indefinite accent:

"Continuing the news to North America

"The representative of the Argentine has informed the South Anerican
Federation that two ships with wheat have sailed for Nice, in southern France,
responding to radio appeals fromthat city. The appeals from N ce say that
several hundred thousand refugees are canped in nmakeshift shelter on the Cote
d' Azure. Many are starving. The casino at Monaco and the Prince's pal ace have
been converted into hospitals.

"I'n a Spani sh-1anguage broadcast heard here today, Radi o Tokyo announced
that the Big Three neeting in New Del hi has approved prelimnary plans for
flying desperately needed vacci nes and antitoxins to uncontam nated cities in
Europe, North America, and Australia."”

"Big Three!" Randy said. "Who's the Big Three?" "Sh-h!" said the Admral
"Maybe we'll find out." The announcer conti nued:

"China, where “~Save Asia First' sentiment is strong, urged that first
priority for vaccine aerial shipnents go to the Soviet Union's maritine
provi nces, where typhus is reported. India and Japan felt that the small pox
epi dem c on the West Coast of the United States, Canada, and in Mexico should
recei ve equal priority. The universal shortage of aviation gasoline will make
any quick aid difficult, however "

The squeal insinuated itself into the voice and subdued it. Hazzard
caressed the band-spreader. "The atnospherics have been crazy ever since The
Day." Abruptly he asked Randy: "Do you believe it?"

"It's weird,"” Randy said. "Maybe it's a Soviet bloc propaganda station
pretending to be South Anerican, set up to confuse us and start runors. |'lI
admt |'mconfused. | thought the Chinese were in it, on the other side."

"The Chinese never |iked Russia's preoccupation with the Med," Hazzard
sai d. "Maybe they opted out, which would be smart of them It could be
sinmpler. If they didn't have nuclear capability we wouldn't bother hitting
them on The Day, and w t hout nucl ear weapons they woul dn't dare stick their
noses into a real war. If that was it, they were lucky."

"I noticed that station quoted Tokyo? How is it you didn't hear Tokyo?"
"I"ve never been able to pick up any Asiatic stations. | used to get

Eur ope fine-London, Mdscow, Bonn, Berne. Africa, too, especially the Voice of
America transmitter in the Tangier. Not any nore. Not since The Day."



The signal cleared. They heard:
" but as yet the Big Three have been unable to reopen comunications
with Dmitri Torgatz. According to Radi o Tokyo, Torgatz headed t he Sovi et
government while the Soviet Union's capital was in Uan Bator in Quter
Mongol i a. The nedi umwave station operation from U an Bator is no |onger
heard. "

"That doesn't sound |ike Soviet propaganda to nme," Randy said. "Wo is
Drmitri Torgatz?"

The Admiral glanced up at a shelf of reference works. He selected a
sl ender book, Directory of Communi st Leaders, found the name, and read:
"Torgatz, Dmitri; born Leningrad 1903? Married, wife's name unlisted; children
unlisted; Director Leningrad Agitprop 1946-49; Candidate menber Presidium
1950-53; Director water works, Naryan Mar, Siberia, since fall of Ml enkov."

"Looks |ike they had a shakeup," Randy said. "Looks like they had to
reach way down and find a m nor | eague bureaucrat." "Yes. It's surprising that
Torgatz should be running Russia," the Admiral said, "until you consider that
a female, last on the list of Cabinet menmbers, is running the United States.”

Randy could see that Lib wasn't |istening. She was staring at the tasse
of a sword resting on pegs behind his head, her |ips parted, eyes unblinking.
Her thoughts, he had discovered, frequently raced ahead of his or sped down
dark and fascinating byways. Wen she concentrated thus she left the party.
She nurnured, "Snall pox."

Not understanding that Lib, nmentally, was no longer in the roomwth
them Sam Hazzard inquired, "Wat about small pox?"

"Ch!" Lib shook her head. "I think of snmallpox as sonething out of the
M ddl e Ages, like the Black Plague. It's true that every so often it cropped
up, but we always slapped it down again. Wat happens now without vaccine?
What about diphtheria and yellow fever? WIIl they start up agai n? Wt hout
penicillin and DDT, where are we? Al good things came to us automatically. W
were born with silver spoons in our mouths and el ectric di shwashers to keep
them sanitary and cl ean. W rel axed, didn't we? Wat happened to us, Adniral ?"

Sam Hazzard di sconnected the radio's batteries and pulled his chair
around to face them "I've been trying to find the answer." He nodded at his
typewiter and the books nassed on his desk. "I've been trying to put it down
in black and white and pass it along. Up to now, no bottom Al I've found out
was where | myself-and ny fell ow professionals-failed. 1'Il explain."

He opened a drawer and drew out a folder. "I called this “A Footnote to
H story.' You see, | was in the Pentagon when we were having the big hassles
on roles and mssions and it occurred to me that | mght be one of the few
still alive who knew the inside of what went on and how t he deci sions were
reached and | thought that future historians mght be interested. So | set it
all down factually. |I set down all the argunments between the big carrier
admrals and the atom c seapl ane adnirals and the |1 CBM general s and pentomc
di vi si on general s and heavy bonber generals and manned m ssile generals. |
told how we finally achi eved what we thought was a bal anced establi shment.

"When | finished | read it over and realized it was a farce." He tossed
t he manuscript on the desk as if he were discarding unwanted fourth cl ass
mai | .



"You see, | confused the tactical with the strategic. | think we all did.
The truth is this. Once both sides had maxi mum capability in hydrogen weapons
and efficient means of delivering themthere was no sane alternative to peace.

"Every maxi m of war was archaic. The rules of O ausewitz, Mhan, all of
t hem were obsol ete as the Code Duello. War was no | onger an instrunent of
national polity, only an instrument for national suicide. War itself was
obsol ete. So nmy "Footnote' deals with tactical palavers of no real inportance.
W mght as well have been playing on the rug with lead soldiers.”

The admiral rose and unkinked his back. "I think nmost of us sensed this
truth, but we could not accept it. You see, no matter how well we understood
the truth it was necessary that the Kremin understand it too. It takes two to
make a peace but only one to nake a war. So all we could do, while vow ng not
to strike first, was line up our |lead soldiers.”

"That was all you could do?" Lib asked.

"Al'l. The answer was not in the Pentagon, or even in the Wite House. |'m
| ooki ng el sewhere. One place, here." He tapped G bbon. "There are odd
simlarities between the end of the Pax Romana and the end of the Pax
Ameri cana which inherited Pax Britannica. For instance, the prices paid for
hi gh office. Wen it became comon to spend a nmillion dollars to el ect
senators from noderately popul ous states, | think that should have been a
warning to us. For instance, free pap for the nmasses. Bread and circuses.

Roman spectacl es and our spectacul ars. Largesse fromthe conquering proconsuls

and tel evision giveaways fromthe successful lipstick king. To understand the
present you rmust know the past, yet it is only part of the answer and | will
never discover it all. | have not the years."

Randy saw that the Admiral was tired. "I guess we'd better get back," he

sai d. "Thanks for an entertaining evening."

"Next time you cone over,
i nvention."

Hazzard said, "I want you to | ook at ny

"Are you inventing sonething too? Everybody's inventing sonething."

"Yes. It's called a sailboat. It is a nmeans of propul sion that repl aces
t he gasoline kicker. | sacrificed my flagpole and patio awning to make it. The
cutting and sewi ng was done by Fl orence

Wechek and M ssouri and Hannah Henry. | can now recomrend them as
experienced sail nakers."

"Thanks, Sam " Randy grinned. "That's a wonderful invention and wll
become popular. | know I'm going to get one right away, and | wll use your
firmof sail makers."

They wal ked to the path along the river bank. Swinging at its buoy Randy
saw the Admiral's conpact little cruiser with covered foredeck, useless kicker
renoved, a slender mast arcing its tip at a nmultitude of stars. There were
many sail boats on Florida's |akes, but Randy had seen very few in the upper
reaches of the St. Johns, or on the Ti nucuan

"I love the Admiral,"” Lib said. "I worry about him | wonder whether he
gets enough to eat."

"The Henrys see that he eats. And M ssouri keeps his place neat. The
Henrys | ove himtoo."



"As long as we have nen like that | can't believe we're so decadent. W
won't go like Rome, will we?"

He didn't answer. He swung her around to face himand circled her wai st
with his hands. Hi s fingers alnbst net, she was so slim He said, "I |ove you.
| worry about you. | wonder whether | tell you enough how | |ove you and want
you and need you and how | am di m ni shed and afraid when you are not with ne
and how | ammnultiplied when you are here."

Hi s arms went around her and he felt her body arch to him nolding itself
against him "There never seens to be enough tine," he said, "but tonight
there is time. When we get hone."

She said, "Yes, Randy." They wal ked on, his arm around her waist. "This
is a bad time for love," she said. "Ch, | don't nean tonight is a bad tine, |
mean the times. Wen you | ove soneone, that should be what you think of nost,
the first thing when you wake in the norning and the | ast thing before you
sleep at night. Before The Day that's how | thought of you. D d you know that?
First in the norning, last at night."

Randy knew, wi thout her saying it, that it must be the same for her as it
was for him At day's end a man was exhausted physically, nentally,
enotionally. Each sun heralded a new crisis and each night he bedded with old,
relentl ess fears. He awoke thinking of food and fell onto his couch at night
still hungry, his head whirling with probl ens unsol ved and dangers unparri ed.
The Germans, in their years of nethodi cal madness, had di scovered in their
concentration canps that when a man's diet fell below fifteen hundred cal ories
his desire and capacity for all enotions dw ndl ed. Randy guessed that he
managed to consune al nost fifteen hundred calories each day in fish and fruit
al one. Hi s vigor was being expended in survival, he decided. That, and worry
for the lives dependent upon him Even now, he could not exclude worry for Dan
@nn fromhis mnd

The hodgepodge outlines of the Henry place | ooned out of the darkness
above them They were within fifty yards of the barn and Ben Franklin was
somewhere in that shadow, shotgun over his knees, enjoined to silence, alert
to shoot anything that noved; and they were noving, silhouetted against the
star-silvered river. He stopped and held Lib fast. "Ben!" he called. "Ben
Franklin! Do not answer. Do not answer. This is Randy. We're on our way hone."

They wal ked on.

"You know, you sounded just like that radio call on the Air Force
frequency," Lib said.

"I did sound like that, didn't 1?" He snmiled in the darkness, snapped his
fingers, and said, "I think I know now what was going on. It wasn't the way
Sam t hought. It was just the other way around. Big Rock was the plane, and Sky
Queen the base. Big Rock had been sonewhere and was com ng hone and was
telling Sky Queen not to shoot, just like | told Ben Franklin."

"Perhaps you're right. Not that it matters to us. |'ve heard them up
there on still nights, but they never come | ow enough to see. The Admira
hears themtal k on the radi o but they never have a word for us. Maybe they've
forgotten us. Maybe they've forgotten all the contam nated zones. W're
unclean. It makes ne feel lonely and, well, unwanted. Isn't that silly? Does
it make you feel like that?"

"They'l|l come back," he said. "They have to. We're still a part of the



United States, aren't we?"

They came to the path that |ed though their grove from house to dock
"Let's go out on the dock," Lib said. "I like it out there. No sound, not even
the crickets. Just the river whispering around the pilings."

"All right."

They turned left instead of right. As their feet touched the planking the
ship's bell spoke. It clanged three tines rapidly, then twice nore. It kept on
ringing. "Ch, damm it to hell!" Randy grabbed her hand and they started the
run for the house, an uphill quarter mle in sand and darkness. After a
hundred yards she rel eased his hand and fell behind.

By the time he reached the back steps Randy couldn't clinb them He was
wobbl i ng and his knees had jellied, but before The Day he could not have run
the distance at all. He paused, sobbing, and waited for Lib. The Mdel -A
wasn't in the driveway or the garage. He concl uded that Dan hadn't returned
and something frightful had happened to Hel en, Peyton, or Bill MGovern

He was wong. It had happened to Dan. Dan was in the dining room a
rui ned hul k of man overflowi ng the captain's chair, arnms hanging | oose, |egs
out stretched, shirt bl ood-soaked, beard bl ood-matted. Wiere his right eye
shoul d have been, bulged a blue-black lunp large as half an apple. H s nose
was twi sted and enlarged, his left eye only a slit in swollen, discolored
flesh. He's wecked the car, Randy thought. He went through the wi ndshield and
his face took along the steering wheel

Helen laid a wet dish towel over Dan's eyes. Peyton, face white and
pi nched, stood behind her nother with another towel. It dripped. Except for
Dan's choked breathing, the dripping was for a nonent the only sound in the
room

Dan spoke. The words came out slowy and thickly, each an effort of wll.
"Was that you, Randy, who came in?"

"It's me, Dan. Don't try to talk yet." Shock, Randy thought, and probably
concussion. He turned to Helen. "W should get himinto bed. W have to get
hi m upstairs. "

"I don't know if he can make it," Helen said. "W could hardly get him

this far.” Helen's dress and Bill MGovern's arns were bl ood stained.

"Bill, with your help | can get himup all right."

So, with all his weight on their shoul ders, they got Dan upstairs and
stretched out on the sleigh bed. Bill said, "I'mgoing to be sick." He left
them Helen brought clean, wet towels. Dan's body shook and quivered. H s skin
grew clammy. He was having a chill. Randy lifted his thick wist and after a

time located the pulse. It was faint, uneven, and rapid. This was shock, al
right, and dangerous. Randy said, "Whiskey!"

Hel en said, "I'lIl handle this, Randy. No whiskey. Bl ankets." He respected
Hel en's judgment. |In an energency such as this, Helen functioned. This was
what she was nade for. He found extra bl ankets in the closet. She covered Dan
and di sappeared. She returned with a glass of fluid, held it to Dan's lips,
and said, "Drink this. Drink all you can."

"What are you giving hin?" Randy asked.



"Water with salt and soda. Much better than whi skey for shock."

Dan drank, gagged, and drank nore. "Keep pouring this into him" Helen
ordered. "lI'mgoing to see what's in the medici ne cabinet."

"Al nost not hing," Randy said. "Were's his bag? Everything's in there."
"They took it; and the car." "Wo took it?"
" The hi ghwaynen. "

He shoul d have guessed that it hadn't been an accident. Dan was a careful
driver and rarely were two cars on the sane road. Traffic was no |onger a
problem In his concern for Dan, he did not inmediately think of what this
| oss meant to all of them

Hel en found peroxi de and bandages. This, with aspirin, was al nost al
that remmined of their reserve medi cal supply. She worked on Dan's face
swiftly and efficiently as a professional nurse.

Randy felt nauseated, not at the sight of Dan's injuries-he had seen
wor se-but in disgust at the beasts who in callous cruelty had dragged down and
mai med and destroyed the human dignity of this selfless man. Yet it was
nothing new. It had been like this at sone point in every civilization and on
every continent. There were human jackals for every human di saster. He flexed
his fingers, wanting a throat in them He walked into the other room

Lib's head lay across her arnms on the bar. She was crying. Wen she
rai sed her face it was oddly twisted as when a child's face loses formin
pani ¢ or unexpected pain. She said, "Wat are you going to do about it,
Randy?"

Hi s rage was a hard cold ball in his stonmach now. When he spoke it was in
a nonotone, the voice of someone else. "lI'mgoing to execute them"

"Let's get with it."
"Yes. As soon as | find out who."

At el even Dan Gunn canme out of shock, relaxed and then slept for a few
m nut es. He awoke announci ng he was hungry. He | ooked no better, he was in
pai n, but obviously he was out of danger.

Randy was di smayed at the thought of Dan, in his condition, |oading his
stomach with cold bream and catfish, orange juice, and remants of sal ad. Wat
he needed, com ng out of shock, was hot, nourishing bouillon or broth. On
occasi on, when Ml achai or Cal eb discovered a gopher hol e and Hannah Henry
converted its inhabitant to soup, or when Ben Franklin successfully stal ked
squirrel or rabbit, such food was avail able; but not on this night.

The t hought of broth triggered his menory. He shouted, "The iron
rations!" and ran into his office. He threw open the teak sea chest and began

di ggi ng.

Lib and Hel en stood behi nd hi m and wat ched, perpl exed. Hel en said,
"What's wong with you now, Randy?"

"Don't give himany food until you see what |'ve got!" He was sure he had
tucked the foil-covered carton in the corner closest to the desk. It wasn't
there. He wondered whether it was sonething he had dreamed, but when he



concentrated it seenmed very real. It had been on the day before The Day, after
his talk with Malachai. In the kitchen he had collected a few nourishing odds
and ends, tinned or seal ed, and dubbed themiron rations, for a desperate
time. Now that the time was desperate, he couldn't find them

He found the carton in the fourth corner he probed. He lifted it out,

tore at the foil, and exposed it for themto see. "I put it away for an
enmergency. 1'd forgotten it."

Lib whi spered, "It's beautiful." She exanm ned and fondled the jars and
cans.

"There's beef broth in here-lots of other stuff" He gave up the carton
"G ve himeverything he wants."

Dan drank the broth and chewed hard candi es. Randy wanted to question him
but Helen stopped it. "Tonorrow," she said, "when he's stronger." Helen and
Lib were still in the bed room when Randy stretched out on the |iving-room
couch. Graf junped up and nuzzled hinself a bed under Randy's arm and they
sl ept.

Randy awoke with a gunshot echoing in his ears and G af, whining,
struggling to be free of his arm He heard a second shot. It was fromthe
doubl e twenty, he was sure, and it cane fromthe direction of the Henrys
house. He slipped on his shoes and raced down the stairs, Gaf follow ng him
He grabbed the .45 fromthe hall table and went through the front door. Now
was the tinme he wished he had live flashlight batteries.

The noon was up now so it wasn't too difficult, running

Hel en found peroxi de and bandages. This, with aspirin, was al nost al
that remmined of their reserve medi cal supply. She worked on Dan's face
swiftly and efficiently as a professional nurse.

Randy felt nauseated, not at the sight of Dan's injuries-he had seen
wor se-but in disgust at the beasts who in callous cruelty had dragged down and
mai med and destroyed the human dignity of this selfless man. Yet it was
nothing new. It had been like this at sone point in every civilization and on
every continent. There were human jackals for every human di saster. He flexed
his fingers, wanting a throat in them He walked into the other room

Lib's head lay across her arnms on the bar. She was crying. Wen she
rai sed her face it was oddly twisted as when a child's face loses formin
pani ¢ or unexpected pain. She said, "Wat are you going to do about it,
Randy?"

H s rage was a hard cold ball in his stonmach now. When he spoke it was in
a nonotone, the voice of someone else. "lI'mgoing to execute them"

"Let's get with it."

"Yes. As soon as | find out who."

At el even Dan Gunn canme out of shock, relaxed and then slept for a few
m nut es. He awoke announci ng he was hungry. He | ooked no better, he was in
pai n, but obviously he was out of danger.

Randy was di smayed at the thought of Dan, in his condition, |oading his

stomach with cold bream and catfish, orange juice, and remants of sal ad. Wat
he needed, com ng out of shock, was hot, nourishing bouillon or broth. On



occasi on, when Ml achai or Cal eb discovered a gopher hol e and Hannah Henry
converted its inhabitant to soup, or when Ben Franklin successfully stal ked
squirrel or rabbit, such food was avail able; but not on this night.

The t hought of broth triggered his nmenmory. He shout ed,

"The iron rations!" and ran into his office. He threw open the teak sea
chest and began di ggi ng.

Lib and Hel en stood behi nd hi m and wat ched, perpl exed. Hel en said,
"What's wong with you now, Randy?"

"Don't give himany food until you see what |'ve got!" He was sure he had
tucked the foil-covered carton in the corner closest to the desk. It wasn't
there. He wondered whether it was sonething he had dreamed, but when he
concentrated it seenmed very real. It had been on the day before The Day, after
his talk with Malachai. In the kitchen he had collected a few nourishing odds
and ends, tinned or seal ed, and dubbed themiron rations, for a desperate
time. Now that the time was desperate, he couldn't find them

He found the carton in the fourth corner he probed. He lifted it out,

tore at the foil, and exposed it for themto see. "I put it away for an
enmergency. |1'd forgotten it."

Lib whi spered, "It's beautiful." She exanm ned and fondled the jars and
cans.

"There's beef broth in here-lots of other stuff" He gave up the carton
"G ve himeverything he wants."

Dan drank the broth and chewed hard candi es. Randy wanted to question him
but Helen stopped it. "Tonorrow," she said, "when he's stronger." Helen and
Lib were still in the bed room when Randy stretched out on the |iving-room
couch. Graf junped up and nuzzled hinself a bed under Randy's arm and they
sl ept.

Randy awoke with a gunshot echoing in his ears and G af, whining,
struggling to be free of his arm He heard a second shot. It was fromthe
doubl e twenty, he was sure, and it cane fromthe direction of the Henrys
house. He slipped on his shoes and raced down the stairs, Gaf follow ng him
He grabbed the .45 fromthe hall table and went through the front door. Now
was the tinme he wished he had live flashlight batteries.

The noon was up now so it wasn't too difficult, running down the path.
From the moon's height he guessed it was three or four o'clock. Through the
trees he saw a lantern blinking. He hoped Ben Franklin hadn't shot the
shadows.

He wasn't prepared for what he saw at the Henrys' barn. He saw t hem
standing there, in a ring: Malachai with a lantern in one hand and in the
ot her the ancient single-barreled shotgun that would sonetinmes shoot; Ben with
his gun broken, extracting the enpty shells, the Admiral in pajamas, Preacher
in a nightshirt, Caleb, his eyes white-rimed, tentatively poking with his
spear at a dark formon the ground.

Randy joined the circle and put his hand on Ben Franklin's shoul der. At
first he thought it was a wolf. Then he knew it was the biggest Gernman
shepherd he had ever seen, its tremendous jaws open in a white snarl of death.
It wore a collar. Gaf, tail whipping, sniffed the dead dog, whined, and
retreated



Randy | eaned over and exami ned the brass plate on the collar. Ml achai
held the lantern closer. " Lindy,' " Randy read aloud. " "Ms. H G Cogswell,
Rochester, New York. Hillside five one-three-seven-nine." "

"That dog cone an awful |ong way from hone," Preacher said.

"Probably his owners were visiting down here, or on vacation," Randy
guessed.

"Well," Malachai said, "I can see why we've been |losin' hens and how he
could take off that pig. He was a nmighty big dog, nmighty big! I'll get rid of
himin the day, Mster Randy."

Wal ki ng horme, Ben Franklin said nothing. Suddenly he stopped, handed
Randy t he shotgun, covered his face with his hands, and sobbed. Randy squeezed
his shoul der, "Take it easy, Ben." Randy thought it was reaction after strain,
exciterment, and perhaps terror.

"I did exactly what you told ne," the boy said. "I heard himcom ng.
didn't hardly breathe. |I didn't pull until | knew | couldn't niss. Wen he
ki cked and | thought he was getting up | let himhave the choke barrel.
woul dn't have done it if 1'd known he was a dog. Randy, | thought it was a
wol f 1"

Randy stopped in the path and said, "Look at ne, Ben."
tear streaks shining in the noonlight.

Ben | ooked up,

"It was a wol f," Randy said. "It wasn't a dog any longer. In tines |like
t hese dogs can turn into wolves. You did just right, Ben. Here, take back your
gun. "

The boy took the gun, tucked it under his arm and they wal ked on
Chapter 10.

Randy was having a pl easant, recurrent, Before-The-Day dream He was
awaking in a hotel in Mam Beach and a waitress in a white cap was bringi ng
his morning coffee on a rolling table. Sometines the waitress | ooked like Lib
McGovern and sonetines like a girl, nane forgotten, he had net in Mam . She
was al ways a waitress in the norning, but at night she becane an air-line
stewardess and they dined together in a little French restaurant where he
enbarrassed her by eating six chocolate eclairs. She said, as always, "Your
coffee, Randy darling." He could hear her saying it and he could snell the
coffee. He drew up his knees and hunched his shoul ders and scrunched his head
deeper into the pillow so as not to disturb the dream

She shook his shoul der and he opened his eyes, still snelling coffee, and
cl osed t hem agai n.

He heard her say, "Damm it, Randy, if you won't wake up and drink your
coffee I'Il drink it nyself."

He opened his eyes wide. It was Lib, without a white cap. Incredibly, she
was presenting hima cup of coffee. He reached his face out and tasted it. It
burned his tongue delightfully. It was no dream He swung his feet to the
floor and took the saucer and cup. He said, "How?"

"How? You did it yourself, you absent-mi nded nonster. Don't you renenber
putting a jar of coffee in what you called your iron rations?"



"Well, you did. A six-ounce jar of instant. And powdered cream And,
believe it or not, a pound of lunp sugar. Real sugar, in lunps. | put in two.
Everybody bl esses you."

Randy lifted his cup, the fog of sleep gone entirely. "How s Dan?"

"Terribly sore, and stiff, but stronger. He had two cups of coffee and
two eggs and, of course, orange juice."

"Di d everybody get coffee?"

"Yes. W had Florence and Alice over for breakfast-it's ten o'clock, you
knowand | put sonme in another jar and took it over to the Henrys. The Admira
was out fishing. We'll have to give himhis share later. Hel en has earnarked
the broth and bouillon for Dan until he's better; and the candy for the
children." "Don't forget Caleb."

"W won't."
Again, he had slept in his clothes and felt grimy. He said, "I'mgoing to
shower, " and went into the bathroom Presently he cane out, towel around his

m ddl e, and began the hopel ess process of honing the hunting knife. "Did you

know," he said, "that Sam Hazzard has a straight razor? He's al ways used one.
That's why his face is so spink and unscarred and clean. After |1've talked to
Dan |'ve got to see Sam"

" \Why 2"
"He's a mlitary man and | need help for a mlitary operation."

"Can | go with you?"

"Darling, you are ny right arm Were | goeth you can go-up to a point."

She wat ched hi m while he shaved. Al wonen, he thought, fromthe youngest
on up, seened fascinated by his travail and agony.

Dan was sitting up in bed, his back supported by pillows, his right eye
and the right side of his face hidden by bandages. His left eye was purpled
but not quite so swollen as before. Helen sat in a straight-backed chair close
to the pillows. She had been reading to him O all things, she had been
readi ng the | og of Lieutenant Randol ph Rowzee Peyton, heaved up fromthe teak
sea chest during last night's burrowing for iron rations.

"Well, you're alive," Randy said. "Tell me the tale. Start at the
begi nning. No, start before the begi nning. Wiere had you been and where were
you goi ng?"

"I'f the nurse will let ne have one nore cup of coffee just one-I"|
talk," Dan said. He spoke clearly and without hesitation. There had been no
concussi on.

Each day when he conpleted his calls it was Dan Gunn's customto stop at
t he bandstand in Marines Park. One of the bandstand pillars had becone a
special bulletin board on which the people of Fort Repose tacked notices
sumoni ng the doctor when there was an energency. Yesterday, there had been
such a notice. It read:



Dr. Qunn

This nmorning (Friday) two of my children becanme violently ill. Kathy has
a tenperature of 105 and is out of her head. Please come. | amsending this
note by Joe Sanchez, who has a horse. Herbert Sunbury.

Sunbury, like Dan, was a native New Engl ander. He had sold a florist shop
in Boston, six years before, to nmgrate to Florida and operate a nursery. He
had acquired acreage, built a house, and planted cuttings and seedlings on the
Ti mucuan six miles upstream of the Bragg house.

Dan pushed the Mdel -A fast up River Road. Beyond the Bragg pl ace the
road becane a series of curves, follow ng the serpentine course of the river.
Dan had delivered the last two of the Sunburys' four children. He liked the
Sunburys. They were cheerful, industrious, and thoughtful. He knew that unless
t he emergency was real and pressing Herb would not have di spatched the note.

It was real. It was typhoid. It was the typhoid that Dan had
hal f - expected and conpl etely dreaded for weeks, nonths. Typhoid was the
unwel cone, evil sister of any disaster in which the water supply was destroyed
or polluted and normal disposal of human waste difficult or inpossible.

Betty Sunbury said the two ol der children had been headachy and feverish
for several days but not until Friday norning's early hours had they becone
violently ill, a rosy rash developing on their torsos. Fortunately, Dan could
do something. Aspirin and cold conpresses to reduce the fever, terramycin,
whi ch cane very close to being a specific for typhoid, until the di sease was
i cked; and he had the terramycin.

He reached into his bag and brought out the bottle, hoarded for this
noment. He coul d have used the antibiotic a score of times to cure other
pati ents of other diseases, but he had al ways nmade do with sonething el se,
hol ding this single bottle as a charm against the evil sister. Now it would
probably save the Sunbury children. In addition, he had enough vaccine to
i nnocul ate the el der Sunburys, the four-year-old, and the babies, and just
enough left for Peyton and Ben Franklin, when he returned to the house.
Correct procedure would be to innocul ate the whol e town.

Dan questioned the Sunburys closely. They had been very careful. Their
drinking water cane froma clear, clean spring bubbling fromlinestone on high
ground across the road. Even so, they boiled it. Al their foods, except
citrus, they cooked.

Dan | ooked out at the river gliding snoothly by. He was sure the river
was the villain. "You haven't eaten any raw fish, or shrinp, or shellfish,
have you?"

"Ch, no," Herb said. "Of course not."

"What about swi mmng? Do you swmin the river?"

Herb | ooked at Betty. "W don't," Betty said. "But Kathy and Herbert,
junior, they've been swinmng in the river since March."

"That's it, | guess,"” Dan said. "If the gerns are in the river, it only
t akes one gulp."

Sonewhere in the headwaters of the Tinucuan, or in the great, mysterious
swanps from whi ch sl ender streams sluggishly noved toward the St. Johns, a



typhoid-carrier had lived, undetected. A hernit, perhaps, or a respectable
church woman in a small truck-farmcommunity. Wen this person's sanitary
facilities failed, germladen feces had reach the rivers. Thus Dan
reconstructed it, driving back toward town on the wi nding road.

Dan was so absorbed in his deductions and forebodings that he failed to
see the woman sitting on the edge of the road until he was al nost abreast of
her .

He stepped on the brakes hard and the car jarred to a stop. The wonman
wore jeans and a man's shirt. Her right knee was drawn al nbst up to her chin
and she held her ankle in both hands, her body rocking as if in pain. A swatch
of metallic blond hair curtained her features. Dan's first thought was that
she had turned her ankle; his second, that she could be a decoy for an anmbush.
Yet hi ghwaynmen rarely operated on unfrequented and therefore unprofitable
roads, and had never been reported this close to Fort Repose. The woman | ooked
up, appealingly. He could easily have switched gears and gone on, but he was a
physi ci an, and he was Dan Gunn. He turned off the engine and got out of the
car.

As soon as his feet touched the macadam he sensed, from her expression
that he had stepped into a trap. Watever her face showed, it was not pain.
When her eyes shifted, and she smiled, he knew her perfornance had been
conpl et ed.

Behi nd hi ma man spoke:
"Al'l right, Mac, you don't have to go any further."

Dan swung around. The man who had spoken was one of three, all oddly
dressed and all armed. They had materialized from behind scrub pal nettos at
the side of the road. The | eader was squat, and wore a checked gold cap and
Ber nuda shorts. His arns were abnornmally [ ong and hands huge. He carried a
submachi ne gun and handled it like a toy. His belly bul ged over his waistband.
He ate well. Dan said, "Look, |I'ma doctor. |I'mthe doctor of Fort Repose.
don't have anything you want."

The second man advanced on Dan. He was hatless, dressed in a striped
sport shirt, and he gripped a baseball bat with both hands. "Get that, M ck?"
he said. "He don't have nothing we want! Ain't that rich?"

The third man was not a man at all but a boy with fuzz on his chin. The
boy wore Levi's, a w de-brimred hat, high-heeled boots, and twin holster belts
slung low. He stood apart fromthe others, |egs spread, hefting a
| ong-barrel ed revol ver in each hand. He | ooked like an inmature imtation of a
Western bad man holding up the Wells Fargo stage, but he seened overly excited
and Dan guessed himthe nost volatile and dangerous of the three.

The woman, grinning, got in the car, westled the back seat to the floor
and found the two bottles of bourbon Dan kept hidden there. "Just |ike you
heard, Buster," she said. "The Doc keeps a traveling bar."

"That's my anesthetic," Dan said.

Wthout |ooking at the woman, the |eader said, "Just leave the liquor in
the car, Rundum We'Il take everything as is. Start wal king, Doc."

Dan said, "At least let ne have ny bag. All the instruments and nedicines
|'"ve got are in there."



The boy giggled. "How about lettin" ne put himout of his nisery, Mck?
He's too ignorant to live."

The man with the nachi ne gun took two steps to the side. Dan knew why
The car's gas tank was in his line of fire.
The machi ne gun noved. "Get goin', Doc."

Dan t hought of everything that was in his bag, including the typhoid
shots for Peyton and Ben Franklin. He took a step toward the car. He saw the
basebal | bat swinging and tried to close with the man, knowi ng he was foolish,
knowi ng that he was awkward and clunmsy. The bat grazed his face and he tri pped
and fell. As he tried to rise he saw the boy's hi gh-heel ed boot comng at his
eyes and the man with the bat danced to the side, ready to swing again. Hs
head seened to explode. In a final split-second of consciousness he thought, |
am dead.

He awoke dazed, alnost totally blind, and unable to determ ne whether he
had been shot as well as slugged and beaten. He waited to die and wanted to
die. Wien he didn't die he sat for a long tine trying to deci de which way was
hone. It required great effort to concentrate on the sinplest matter. He woul d
have preferred to stay where he was and conplete his dying. But the sight of
ants wheeling excitedly around the drying bl ood on the road nade hi m uneasy.
If he died there the ants would be all over himand in himby the time he was
found. It would be better to die at hone, cleanly. The sun was setting. The
Sunbury house was east of Fort Repose. Therefore, he nust go west. Wth the
orange sun as his beacon, he began to crawl. Wen darkness cane he rested,
bathed his face in ditch water and drank it, too, and tried wal king. He could
wal k perhaps a hundred yards before the road spun up to neet him Then he
woul d crawl . Thus, wal king and crawling, he had finally reached the Bragg
st eps.

VWen Dan finished, Randy said, "It had to come, of course. The hi ghwaynen
killed off travel on the main highways and so now they've started on the
little towns and the secondary roads. But in this case, Dan, it sounds |ike
they were laying for you personally. | think they knew you were a doctor, and
you' d be going way out River Road to the Sunburys', and certainly the wonman
knew you kept a couple of bottles of bourbon in the car.”

"Al'l they had to do," Dan said, "was hang around Marines Park, |ook at
the notices on the bandstand, and ask questions. | didn't know any of them
but I think I've seen one before, the youngest. | used to see hi mhanging
around Hockstatler's drugstore before The Day."

"They didn't have a car?"

"No. "

"l guess what they wanted nbst was transportation.”

"They won't get much. W had only two or three gallons of gas left." He
added, apologetically, "lI'msorry, Randy. | was careless. | shouldn't have
stopped. |1've lost our transport, our nedicines, and nmy tools."

Leani ng over the bed, Randy's fingers interlocked. He unconsciously
squeezed until the tendons on his forearmstood out like taut wires. He said,

"Don't worry about it."

"Wrst of all," Dan said, "lI've lost nmy glasses. | guess they snashed



when that goon slugged nme with the bat. | won't be nuch good wi thout glasses."

Randy knew t hat Dan's vision was poor. Dan was forced to wear bifocals.
He was very nearsighted. "Don't you have another pair?" he asked.

"Yes-in the bag. | always kept ny spare glasses in the bag because | was
afraid | mght |ose or break the pair | was wearing, on a call." He sat up
straight in bed, his face twisted. "Randy, | may never be able to get another

pair of glasses."

Randy stood up. "l've got to start working on this, Dan." "\Wat are you
going to do?"

"Find themand kill them" He said this in a matter-of-fact manner, as if
announci ng that he was goi ng downtown to have his tires checked, in the tine
bef ore The Day.

Dan said, "lI'mafraid you're going at this wong, Randy. Killing
hi ghwaynmen i s secondary. The inmportant thing is the typhoid in the river. If
you think things are bad now, wait until we have typhoid in Fort Repose. And
it's not only Fort Repose. It goes fromthe Tinmucuan into the St. Johns and
downriver to Sanford, Palatka, and the other towns. If they are still there."

"Al'l I can do about typhoid is warn peopl e, which you have done al ready
and which I will do again. | can't shoot a germ |'mconcerned with the
hi ghwaynmen right now, this mnute. Next, they'll start raiding the houses.
It's as inevitable as the fact that they left the main highways and ambushed
you on River Road. Typhoid is bad. So is nmurder and robbery and rape. I am an
officer in the Reserve. | have been legally designated to keep order when
normal authority breaks down. Wiich it certainly has here.

And the first thing | nust do to keep order is execute the highwaynen.
That's perfectly plain. See you | ater, Dan."

Randy turned to Helen. "Take care of him Feed himup,"
conmmand.

he said, a

Wal ki ng beside himtoward the Admral's house, Lib found it difficult to
keep pace. She had never seen Randy | ook and speak and act |ike this before.
She held his arm and yet she felt he had noved away fromher. He did not seem
anxious to talk, confide in her, or ask her opinion, as he usually did. He had
nmoved into man's august world of battle and viol ence, from which she was
barred. She held tighter to his arm She was afraid.

The admiral, freshly shaven and pi nk-faced, was in his den, touching
whal e oil to the recoil nechanismof an automatic shotgun. "I was wondering,"
he said to Randy, "whether you would be around here or | should cone to you.
How s Dan?"

"He'll be all right. We |ost the car and the nedicines and the | ast of
t he bourbon but we didn't |ose our doctor. The npbst inportant thing we | ost
were his glasses. He's very nearsighted."

"You forgot sonething," the Admral said, hardly |ooking up fromhis
work. "We not only have | ost transport but comruni cations. W no | onger have a
way to recharge batteries. This battery |I have now" he nodded at the
radi o-"is good for perhaps another eight to ten hours. After that " he | ooked
up"not hing. Silence. Wat do you plan to do?"

"I plan to kill them But | don't know how to find them | canme to talk



to you about it.

Lib said, "May | interrupt? Don't |look at me that way, Randy. |'m not
trying to interfere in your business. | just wanted to say | brought the
Admiral's coffee. Wiile you're talking, | thought 1'd boil water and nmake a
cup for him™"

The Admiral said, absently, "Kettle's in the fireplace."

She went into the living room It was silly, but sometines the Admira
irritated her. The Adm ral nmade her feel |ike a ness boy.

Sam Hazzard laid the automatic sixteen gently on the desk.
"Ever since | heard about it, |'ve been thinking," he said. "You have to
go get them They won't cone to you. Not only that, they may be a hundred

mles fromhere by now "

"I think they're right around here," Randy said. "One of the gang was a
| ocal drugstore cowboy, now toting two real guns. And they don't have enough

gas to get far. | think they'll try to score a few nore tines before they nove
on. Even when they're gone, others will cone. W have the problemwhether it's
this particular gang or another gang. I'mgoing to try to forma provisiona
conmpany. "

"Vigilantes?"

"No. A conpany under martial law. So far as | know |'mthe only active
Arnmy Reserve officer in town so | guess it's up to ne." "Then what do you do?"

Lib came in and set a cup beside each of them She found a clear space at
the far end of the roomlength desk, boosted herself up, and attenpted to
appear i nconspi cuous.

"Suppose | organi zed a patrol on foot? Set up roadbl ocks?" Randy
suggest ed.

"The hi ghwaynen were nmobile, you're not," the Admiral said. "If they see
an armed patrol, or a roadblock, they'll sinply keep out of your way."
Randy said, "Well, we can't just sit here and wait for them" "All this

|'ve been thinking," The Admiral said. "Also | was thinking of the Q ships we
used in the First Wrld War."

Lib started to speak but decided it would be unwise. It was Randy who
said, "l renmenber, vaguely, reading about Q ships but | don't renmenber nuch
about it. Enlighten me, Sam"™

"Qships were usually auxiliary schooners or wornout tramps, targets on
whi ch a Gernman submarine captain wouldn't be likely to waste a torpedo but
woul d prefer to sink with gunfire. Concealed a pretty hefty battery behind
screens that |ooked Iike deck |oads. Drill was to prow submarine alley
unescorted and hel pl ess | ooking. The sub sees her and surfaces. Sonetines the
Q ship had a panic party that took to the boats. Best part of the act. Soon as
the sub opened fire with its deck gun the @ ship ran up the flag and unnasked
the battery. Blamy! It was quite effective." "Very ingenious. But what has it
got to do wi th highwaynmen?"

"Nothing at all, unless you can put a four-wheeled Q ship on the roads
around Fort Repose."



Randy shrugged. "We're not nobile. Plenty of cars we could use-for
i nstance, yours, Sambut gasoline is practically nonexistent. W mght have to
crui se around for days before they tack led us. | night be able to requisition
a gallon or two here and there but then the word would get around and they'd
be watching for us."

Lib had to speak. "Could | make a suggestion? | think Rita Hernandez and
her brother must have gasoline. They're the big traders in town, aren't they?"

Randy had tried to wipe Rita out of his nmnd. They were even, they were
quits. He wanted nothing fromR ta any nore. He said, "It's true that if
anybody's holding gas, it's Rita."

"Not only that," Lib said, "but they have that grocery truck. Can you
i magi ne anything nore enticing to hi ghwaynmen than a grocery truck? They won't
really think it's filled with groceries, of course, but psychologically it
woul d be irresistible.”

Sam Hazzard snmiled with his eyes, as if light fromw thin penetrated the
opaque gray. "There you have it, Randy! N ce staff work, nmy girl!"

"Also," she said, "I think it would be a good idea if | drove. They'd be
sure to think it was easy pickings with a woman driving."

"You will like the devil drive!" Randy said. "You will stay at home and
guard the house, you and Ben Franklin." And the two men went on tal king and
pl anning, as if they already possessed the truck with full tank, and she was
left out of it again. At |east, she thought, if it really worked, she had
contributed something. The Admiral enphasized that whatever was done must be
done quietly. Randy decided he could not go to the Hernandez house until after
dark. It was not inpossible that the hi ghwaynen were holed up in Pistolville,
or had contacts there. If Pistolville saw himdrive off in Rita's truck, the
news would be all over town within a few hours. Finally, the Admiral asked the
cruci al question-would Rita cooperate? Was she discreet?

"Rita wants to hold what she has,” Randy said. "Rita wants to live. She
is realistic.”

There was one nore thing he nust do before he left the Admral. He sat at
the typewiter and pecked out the orders.

ORDER NO. | - TOMN OF FORT REPCSE

1. In accordance with the proclamation of Ms. Josephine
Vanbr uuker - Brown, Acting President of the United States, and the declaration
of Martial Law, | am assum ng command of the Town of Fort Repose and its
envi rons.

2. Al Arny, Navy, and Air Force reservists and all menbers of the
Nati onal Guard, together with any others with nilitary experience who wl |
volunteer, will neet at the bandstand at 1200 hours, Wdnesday, 20 April.
propose to forma conposite conpany to protect this town.

ORDER NO. 2
1. Two cases of typhoid have been diagnosed in the Sunbury famly, upper

Ri ver Road. |t nust be assuned that both the Tinucuan and St. Johns are
pol I ut ed.



2. Al water will be boiled before drinking. Do not eat fruits or greens
t hat have been washed in unboiled water.

ORDER NO. 3

1. Dr. Daniel Gunn, our only physician, has been beaten and robbed by
hi ghwaynen.

2. The penalty for robbery or pillage, or for harboring hi ghwaynen, or
for failure to make known i nformati on concerning their whereabouts or
nmovenents, is death by hanging.

Al'l these orders he signed, "Randol ph Rowzee Bragg, 1st. Lt. AUS
(Reserve) (02658988)."

Lib readi ng over his shoulder, said, "Wy wait until Wednesday to form
your comnpany?"

"I want the hi ghwaynmen to think that they have plenty of tinme," Randy
said. "I want themto laugh at us."

There were a nunber of ways by which Randy coul d have travel ed the three
mles to Marines Park, and then the two additional mles to the Hernandez
house on the outer fringe of Pistolville. The Adnmiral had offered to take him
as far as the town dock in his outboard cruiser, now converted to sail. But
Sam Hazzard had not as yet added additional keel to the boat, so it would
sideslip badly on a tack. Sam could get himto Marines Park all right, but on
the return trip mght be unable to make headway agai nst current and wi nd and
be left stranded. Randy coul d have borrowed Alice Cooksey's bicycle, but
decided that this might make him conspicuous in Pistolville. He could have
ri dden Balaam the mule, but if he succeeded in persuading Rita to let him
have the truck and gasoline, how woul d Bal aam get home? Balaam didn't fit in a
panel truck. Besides, he was not sure that Bal aam shoul d ever be risked away
fromthe Henry's fields and barn. The only rmule in Timcuan County was beyond
price. In the end, he decided to wal k.

He set out after dark. Lib escorted himas far as the bend in the road.
She had tacked his notices firmy to a square of plywod which he was to nai
to the bandstand pillar. Thus, she had expl ai ned, they would not be |ost or
over| ooked anong the offers to trade fishhooks or lighter flints, and the
pl eas for kerosene or kettles. Across the top of the board she had printed,
"OFFI Cl AL BULLETINS. "

Randy wore stai ned dungarees, old brown fishing sneakers, and a fl oppy
bl ack hat borrowed from Two-Tone. Hi s pistol was conceal ed in a deep pocket.
When wal king Pistolville at night, he wanted to look as if he bel onged there.

VWhen he told Lib it was time to turn back, she kissed him "How |l ong will
it take you, darling?" she asked.

"Depends on whether | get the truck. Counting the stop at the park to
nail up the orders. | should get there in |l ess than two hours. After that,
don't know. Depends on Rita."

"“I'f you're not home by m dnight," she said, "I'll come after you. Wth a
shot gun." She sounded hal f-serious. In the past few weeks she had been nore
tender to him enbarrassingly solicitous of his safety, nore jealous of his
ti me. She was possessive, which was natural. They were | overs, when there was
time, and place and privacy, and respite fromfatigue and hunger and the
dangers and responsibilities of the day.



He wal ked on al one under the oak arch excluding starlight, secure in
night's black velvet cloak yet walking silently, eyes, ears, and even nose
alert. So he had | earned, in the dark hammocks as a boy hunting ganme, in the
dark mountains as a nman hunting man. Before The Day, except in hunting or in
war, a five- or tennile wal k woul d have been unt hi nkable. Now it was routine
for all of them except Dan and after Dan got out of bed it would becone
routine for himtoo. But all their shoes were wearing out. In another nmonth or
two Ben Franklin and Peyton woul d be w thout shoes entirely. Not only were the
children wal king (or running) everywhere but their feet inconsiderately
continued to grow, straining canvas and | eather. Randy told hinmself that he
must di scover whether Eli Blaustein still held shoes. He knew what Bl austein
want ed- neat .

Mari nes Park was enpty. As he nailed up his order board an ani nal
scuttled out fromunder the bandstand. At first he thought it a possum but
when he caught its silhouette against the starlit river he saw it was an
armadi | | o.

Wal ki ng through the busi ness section, he wondered whether armadill os were
good eating. Before The Day he had heard sonmeone say that there were severa
hundred thousand armadillos in Florida. This was strange, because before the
first boomthere had been no armadillos at all. Randy's father had related the
story.

Sone real estate pronoter on the East Coast had inported two from Texas
for a roadside zoo. Knowi ng nothing of the habits of armadillos, the rea
estate man had penned them behi nd chicken wire. Wen darkness fell, the
armadi |l os instantly burrowed out, and within a few years armadill os were
under m ni ng golf greens and dumnping over citrus trees from St. Augustine to
Pal m Beach. They had spread everywhere, having no natural enemies in the state
except autonobiles. Since the autonobile had been all but exterm nated by the
hydr ogen bomb, the arnadillo popul ation was certain to multiply. Soon there
woul d be nore armadillos than people in Florida.

It was Saturday night, but in the business bl ocks of Yulee and St. Johns
no |ight showed nor did he see a human being. In the residential area perhaps
hal f the houses showed a light, but rarely fromnore than one room He had not
seen a movi ng vehicle since | eaving hone, and not until he reached the pine
shanti es and pat chwork bungal ows of Pistolville did he see a person. These
peopl e were shadows, sw ftly fading behind a half opened door or bobbing from
house to house. It was night, and Fort Repose was in fear

He was relieved when he saw lights in the Hernandez house. Anything could
have happened since he and Dan had stopped there. Pete could have died and
Rita coul d have decanped; or she coul d have been killed, the house pill aged,
and everything she was hol ding, including the truck and gasoline, stolen

He knocked on the door

"Who is it?" Rita's voice said. He knew she woul d have the shotgun up and
ready.

"Rand " y."

She opened the door. She was hol ding a shotgun, as he guessed. She stared
at his costune. "Come in. Looking for a handout?"

"In a sense, yes."



"What happened? Your two women run you of f?"

As she laid down the gun the burn still showed on her ring finger. He
said, "How s Pete?"

"Weaker. How s Doctor Gunn?" "You heard about it, then?"

"Sure. | hear all the bad news in a hurry nowadays. W call it lip
radio."

The word had come to town, Randy guessed, via Alice Cooksey, earlier in
the day. Just as Alice brought the town news to R ver Road, so each day she
carried the news fromRi ver Road to town. Once spoken in the library, the news
woul d spread through Fort Repose, street to street and house to house. He
said, "You know Doctor @unn lost his bag with all his instrunents and what
drugs he had left, and his glasses. So, if we can, we have to get those
hi ghwaymen and that's why | cane to you, Rita."

"They're not Pistolville people,"” she said. "These Pistolville crackers
hardl y have got gunption enough to rob each other. Now | heard them descri bed
and one of themthe young one with two guns-was probably Leroy Settle, a punk

who |lived on the other side of town. His nother still lives there, | think
Maybe if you stake out his house you'll get a shot at him™
"I don't want himin particular,"” Randy said. "I want themall. | want

t hem and everybody |like them" And he told her what his plan was, exactly, and
why he nmust have the grocery truck and the gasoline, if she had any. He knew
he must trust her entirely or not at all

She |istened hi mout and said nothing.

"I'f you are left alone here, Rita," he said, "Wth all the canned food
and other stuff you' ve got, you' re bound to become a target. \Wen they've
cl eaned out what's on the roads, they'll start on the houses.”

"I'"'mway ahead of you." Her eyes nmet his steadily. She was eval uating
him and all the chances, all the odds. She made her decision. "I think you
can get away with it, Randy."

"You' re hol ding gas, then?"

"Certainly I'mholding gas. Fifteen gallons under the back steps. You can
have it, and the truck. Anything you don't use | expect back."

He rose. "What're you going to tell people when they see your truck is
gone?"

"I"'mgoing to tell themit was stolen. I'"'mgoing to tell themit was
| oaded with choice trade goods and that while | was in the bedroom attending
to Pete, sonebody jinmed the ignition and stole it. And to make it sound good
I"'mgoing to let off a blast with this gun when you whip out of the driveway.
The news will get around fast, don't worry. It'll get to the hi ghwaynen and
they' Il be looking for the truck. That should help, shouldn't it?"

"I't should rmake it perfect."
"Go out the back way. Load the cans in the back of the truck, quietly.

There's enough gas in the tank to take you out River Road. |I'll salute you
when you hit the street.”



He said, "You're a smart girl, Rta."

"Am | ?" She held out her left hand to show the black circle left by the
radi oactive dianond ring. "l've got a wedding band. | was married to an
H bomb. WIIl it ever go away, Randy?"

"Sure,"
better."

he said, hoping it would. "Dan will look at it again when he's

He wal ked through the hallway and kitchen and out into the darkness. He
found the three five-gallon cans under the back steps, opened the truck's rear
doors, and silently | oaded the gaso line. He got in and stepped on the
starter. The engine turned over, protesting. Rita had been carel ess, he

guessed, and had forgotten to fill the battery with distilled water, for it
was close to dead. He tried again and the engi ne caught. He nursed the choke
until it ran smoothly, backed out of the Hernandez carport, turned sharply in

the yard, shifted gears, and roared out on the street. He glinpsed Rita's

sil houette in the doorway, the gun rising to her shoul der, and for an awful

i nstant thought she was aimng at him Red flame | eaped out of the nuzzle. At
the first corner he cut away from Augusti ne Road and followed rutted dirt
streets until he was clear of Pistolville. He saw no other cars, in notion, on
t he way hone.

It was past el even when he drove the truck into the garage and cl osed the
doors so no casual passerby or visitor would see it. The lights were out in
Fl orence's house and in his own house only a single light burned, in his
of fice wi ndow That would be Lib, waiting up for him He had urged the wonen
to get to bed at their usual hour or earlier, for they planned to go to the
Easter sunrise services in Marines Park.

This was good. It was good that they should all be there, so that no one
woul d guess of unusual activity out on River Road. Froma |l ess practica
standpoint he felt good about it too. He was, as a matter of fact, surprised
at their anticipation and enthusiasm Mny things had happened in the past few
days and yet their conversation always come back to the Easter services.
Peopl e hadn't been |ike that before The Day. He could not imagine any of them
voluntarily getting up before dawn and then wal king three mles on enpty
stomachs to watch the sun cone up, sing hymms, and listen to sernons however
short. He wi shed he could walk with them He couldn't. It was necessary that
he remain there to conplete his plans with Sam Hazzard and al so to work on the
truck. Valking toward the house, he wondered at this change in people and
concl uded that nman was a naturally gregarious creature and they were al
starved for conpani onship and the sight of new faces. Mrines Park woul d be
their church, their theater, their assenbly hall. Man absorbed strength from
the touch of his neighbor's elbow It was these reasons, perhaps, that
accounted for the success of the old-tine Chautauquas. It could be that and
somet hing nore-the discovery that faith had not died under the bonbs and
m ssi | es.

She wasn't upstairs. She was waiting in the gl oomof the porch. She said,
"I saw you drive it in. It's beautiful. Did you get the gas to go with it?"

"Total of seventeen gallons including what's in the tank. W can cruise
for a day or two if we take it easy. Are you tired, darling?"

"Not too."

"I'f you're going to be up at five with the others you really ought to be
in bed."



"I"ve been waiting for you, Randy. | worry. I'mnot tired, really."

They wal ked t hrough the grove down to the dock

The river whispered, the quarter-noon showed its profile, the stars
nmoved. She lay on her back, head resting on her |ocked fingers, |ooking up at

the stars.

Hi s eyes neasured her-1ong, slender, curved as if for flight, skin

coppery, hair silvered by the night. "You're a beautiful possession," he said.
"I wish we had a place of our own so | could keep you. | wish we had just one
roomto ourselves. | wish we were narried.”

Instantly she said, "I accept.”

"I"mnot sure how we'd go about it. Last | heard the courthouse in San
Marco wasn't operating. For a while it was an emergency shelter |ike our
school. | don't know what they use it for now but certainly not for issuing
marriage |licenses. And the county clerk has disappeared. | heard in the park
that he took his family and started for an uncontamn nated zone in Georgia
where he used to live."

Wt hout noving her head she said, "Randy, under martial law, can't you
make your own rul es?"

"I hadn't thought about it. | suppose so." "Wll, nake one."

"You're serious, aren't you?"

"I certainly am It may be an ol d-fashi oned, Before-The-Day attitude but
if 1'mgoing to have children 1'd like to be married." "Children! Are you

goi ng to have a baby?" Thought of the difficulties, dangers, and conplexities
of having a baby, under their present circunstances, appalled him

"I don't know. | can't say that | am but then again | can't say that |'m
not, can 1? | would like to marry you tonorrow before you go off chasing
hi ghwaynmen. " She turned on her side, to face him "It isn't really convention
It is only that I love you very nuch, and that if anything happened-1 don't
have any bad prenonitions, dear, but you and I know that a bad thing could
happen-wel |, if anything happened | would want the child to have your nane.

You'd want that too, wouldn't you?"

"Yes," Randy said, "I would want that very much. |I'mnot going to put the
truck on the road until late in the afternoon that's when the hi ghwaynmen took
Dan-so there'll be tine."

"That's nice," she said. "It'I|l be nice to marry on Easter Sunday."

He took her hands and drew her up and held her. Over her shoul der he saw
a pair of green eyes and a dark snout sliding downstream past the edge of the
dock. It was spring and the gators were out of their holes. He had heard
sonmewhere that the Seminoles ate Bator neat. Cut their tails into steaks. It
was a source of neat that should be investigated. He knew he shouldn't be
t hi nki ng about food at this tine but he was hungry again.

Chapter 11.
El i zabeth McGovern and Randol ph Bragg were married at noon that Easter

Sunday. The bride wore the same white silk dress she had worn to the sunrise
service in Marines Park. She was unsteady on high heels, for she had not worn



heel s since The Day.

The groomwore his Class A uniformwith the bold patch of the First
Cavalry Division on his armand the ribbons of the Korean War and Bronze Star
on his chest, along with the blue badge of the conmbat infantryman. He wore the
uni form not because of the weddi ng but because it was required in the radi oed
orders to reservists assum ng active duty, such as anbushing and killing
hi ghwaymen, whi ch he presently intended to do.

The bride was given away by her father, W Foxworth McGovern, the retired
O evel and manufacturer. Bill MGovern, who had been hel pi ng Mal achai cut gun
ports in the thin steel sides and rear doors of the grocery truck, wore greasy
dungarees. A chisel had slipped and one of his hands was bl eedi ng.

The best nman was Doctor Daniel @unn. He was clad in a tent sized, striped
bat hrobe. Ginning through his red beard, his head bandaged, a square gauze
patch covering his right eye, he | ooked |ike a turbaned Mediterranean pirate.

Among the guests was Rear Admiral Samuel P. Hazzard (USN, retired) who
wor e khaki shorts, a khaki hunting vest bulging with buckshot shells, and
during the cerenony held his gold braided cap across his stomach.

The matron-of -honor was Ms. Helen Bragg, the presumed w dow of Col one
Mark Bragg. She furnished the wedding ring, stripping it fromher own finger

The cerenony was held in the high-ceilinged parlor of the Bragg house.
The marriage was performed by the Reverend O arence Henry, pastor eneritus of
t he Afro-Repose Baptist Church.

Randy was certain it was perfectly legal. It was performed under his
Order No. 4, witten that norning in Sam Hazzard's house.

Mal achai and Bill MGovern had been working on the truck, and Randy was
breakfasting with Dan Gunn, when the wormen and children returned from Mari nes
Park. The services had been wonderful, they said, but the news they brought
was terrible. During the night highwaynen had raided the isolated home of Jim
H ckey, the beekeeper, on the Pasco Creek Road. They had killed Jimand his
wi fe. The two children had wal ked to Fort Repose and found their aunt's hone.
Wiether it was the sanme band that had beaten Dan Gunn was uncertain. The
H ckey children were inarticulate and hysterical with fear and shock

Randy, raging for inmmediate retaliation, had raced to the Admiral's house
with the news. The Admiral's experience in neeting the unpredictable and
brutish pranks of war had saved them from premature or inprudent action
"Wasn't this sort of thing exactly what we expected?" Sam Hazzard asked.

"l suppose so, but danmit."

"I don't think we should change our plans by so much as a mnute. If we
put out with the truck now we'll just burn fuel for nothing. These people
operate |i ke beasts, Randy. Having gorged thenselves in the night they sleep
t hrough the norni ngs, perhaps through the whol e day."

Randy, recogni zing the sense of this, had cal ned hinself. They had tal ked
of the wedding, and the |egal problens attending martial law, and the Admra
had hel ped himin fram ng Order No. 4. It read:

Until county offices resume operations and normal comunications are
reestabl i shed between this town and the Tinucuan County seat, the follow ng
regul ations will govern nmarriages and births in Fort Repose.



1. Marriages can be perforned by any ordained mnister. Marriage |icenses
and health certificates are waived.

2. Marriage certificates will be issued by the presiding mnister, and
will be valid when signed by the contracting parties, the mnister, and two
Wi t nesses.

3. So that a permanent record may be preserved, a copy of the certificate
will be left at the Fort Repose Library. | designate Librarian Alice Cooksey
custodi an of these records. | designate M ss Florence Wechek her deputy.

4. Birth records, signed by the attending physician or nmdw fe, or by the
not her and any witnesses if medical attention is unavailable, will be
deposited in the sane manner

One copy of this order is to be kept with the records in the library.
This order is retroactive to The Day, so that any births or nmarriages that
have occurred since The Day may be properly recorded.

Randy signed Order No. 4 and said, "Well, when the rules are off you make
your own."

"This is a good one,"
el sewher e?"

Sam Hazzard said. "I wonder what they're doing

" El sewher e?"

"There nust be hundreds of towns in the sane fix we're in local authority
col | apsed or inoperative, conmunications out. | fancy that el sewhere they're
not doi ng so good."

"How coul d they be worse?" Randy was thinking of what had happened to Dan
@unn and the Hickeys.

"They could be," the Admral said, positively.

Randy had gone to see Preacher next. "Preacher," he said, "you're an
ordai ned mnister, aren't you?"

"I sure am" Preacher said. "I amnot only ordained but in my church
can ordain people."

"Wuld you nmind marrying Mss MGovern and ne? W don't have a regul ar
courthouse license, naturally, but | have fixed it up to make it |egal under
martial |aw "

"M ss MGovern told nme you was going to wed, Mster Randy. | wll be
happy to marry you. | don't need papers. |'ve joined naybe a thousand pairs in
my life. Some had papers, some didn't. Some stuck, sone didn't. The papers
didn't nake the difference. It's the people, not the papers.”

So they were married, in a roomfilled with fl owers of the season and
furniture of less bitter centuries and people of all ages. Randy produced the
certificate and when Preacher signed it he signed "Rev. O arence Henry," and
Randy realized that this was the first time he had ever known Preacher's ful
nane al t hough Preacher had al ways been there.

Randy had found a | arge-scale county map in his desk and they had pl anned
their novement as carefully as a Qship captain plotting his course through



submarine alley. There were four roads that led out from Fort Repose. River
Road stretched east along the Tinucuan until it swung into a main highway to

t he beaches. The Pasco Creek Road ran north, the San Marco Road west, fromthe
bri dge across the St. Johns. A narrow, substandard road foll owed the St. Johns
toward its headwaters.

The map, with two crosses to mark where the hi ghwaynmen had stopped Dan
@unn and killed the H ckeys, lay on the garage floor. They bent over it, Randy
tracing the route they woul d take. The hi ghwaynen coul d be anywhere. They
could be one band, or two, or nore. They could be gone entirely. It was al
guesswork, and yet it was necessary to plan the route so as to cover the nost
territory using the | east anobunt of gas, for when the truck's tank was enpty,
that would be all. There was no reserve, not anywhere. They woul d take River
Road first because it was closest. After twelve mles a little-used latera
| ed toward Pasco Creek and they would go al nbst to Pasco Creek and then cut
into the road for Fort Repose. Thus, by using the clay or washboard | aterals,
they could avoid retracing the sane hi ghway and save a few mles.

On his hands and knees, his seagoi ng cap pushed back on his pink head,
the Admral nmurnured, " "Gve nme a fast ship for | intend to go in harms
way' - Paul Jones. Renenber, Randy, this should be a very slow ship. The sl ower
we go the less gas we use and the nore chance they have of spotting us."

Randy was going to drive. Ml achai, Sam Hazzard, and Bill MGovern were
to be concealed in the body of the truck. Randy said, "I don't like to drive
slow but | can. | think about twenty miles an hour is right. Anything slower
woul d | ook suspi cious."

He checked t he weapons. They were taking everything that m ght be
handy-the automatic sixteen for the Admiral and the double twenty for Bil
McGovern. Mal achai woul d have the carbine. The big Krag, |ong as a Kentucky
squirrel rifle and as unwi el dy, would be in reserve. From Dan's description of
how t he hi ghwaynmen had acted, Randy guessed that the fire fight, when it cane,
woul d be close in, and the shotguns of greater value than the rifles. He
hi nsel f, al one behind the wheel, would have only the .45 automatic on the seat
beside him That, and the hunting knife which was al nost, but not quite, razor
sharp, in a sheath at his belt.

Randy wal ked around the truck for a final |ook. He thought he was doing
somet hing that was familiar and then he remenbered that he had seen aircraft
conmanders do this before takeoff He examined the tires. They were good. The
battery water had been repl eni shed and the battery run up. Ml achai and Bill
had done a good job on the gun ports, fairing theminto the big, painted
letters, "AJAX SUPER- MARKET." On each side, one port in the "J" and one in the
"M" Canouflage. The holes cut into the rear doors, under the tiny glass
wi ndows, were nore conspi cuous. Randy went outside and returned with a handful
of mud. He spread it on the edges of the ports, erasing the glint of freshly
cut netal

It was four o' clock, the tine to sortie. "You know your positions," he
said. "Sam you have the starboard side. Bill takes the port. Ml achai, the
stern. If | see your fire can't be effective frominside I'll yell, “Qut!' and
everybody gets out fast while | cover you."

Then, at the |last second, there was a change.

Mal achai suggested it. "M ster Randy, | want to say sonething. | don't
t hi nk you ought to drive. | think | ought to drive." Randy was furious, but he
held his voice down. "Let's not get everything screwed up now. GCet in,
Mal achai . "



Mal achai made no nove. "Sir, that uniform It don't go with the truck."

"They won't see it until they stop us," Randy said. "Then it'll be too
|ate. Anyway, all sorts of people are wearing all sorts of clothes. I'll bet
you' d see highwaynmen in uniforns if they got their hands on them"

"That ain't all, sir," Ml achai said. "It's your face. It's white.
They're nmore likely to tackle a black face than a white face. They see ny face
they say, “~Huh, here's sonething soft and probably with no gun.' So they
rel ax. Maybe it gives us that extra second, M ster Randy."

Randy hesitated. He had confidence in Malachai's driving and in his
j udgrment and courage. But it was the driver who woul d have to do the talking,
if there was any tal king, and who woul d have to keep his hands off the pistol
That woul d be the hardest thing.

The Admi ral spoke, very carefully. "Now Randy, |I'mnot trying to outrank
you. You're the Captain. You're in command and it's your decision. But | think
Mal achai is right. Dungarees and a bl ack face are better bait than a uniform
and a white face." Randy said, "Ckay. You're right. You drive, Mlachai. You
take the pistol up front. Keep it out of sight. There is only one thing to
renenber. When they stop us they'll all be watching you. They don't know we're
here. They'll be watching you and they'll kill you if you go for your gun. So
| eave your gun alone until we start shooting."

Mal achai grinned and said, "Yes, sir," and they got in and departed.
Looki ng through the glass in the rear door, Randy saw his w fe and Hel en and
Dan on the porch. They were waving. Peyton was there too but she was not
wavi ng. She had her face buried in her mother's dress.

They drove east on River Road. After a few mles Randy told Ml achai to
| ook for signs of the place where Dan Gunn had been decoyed and beaten. They
found a sign. Since there was no |onger any care of the roads, the grass had
grown high on the shoulders and in one place it was tranpled. In a ditch
near by, they discovered slivers of broken glass. Then they found the tw sted
and empty frame of Dan's glasses. The frane was usel ess and yet Randy picked
it up and shoved it in a pocket. A lawyer's gesture, he thought. Evidence.

They drove on, past the Sunbury home. Randy was tenpted to order a stop
to inquire about the children's typhoid. Dan would want to know. He did not
stop. The Sunburys were good people and he trusted them but the truck was a
secret, a mlitary secret, and it was senseless to expose it.

Ri ver Road was clear. Nothing nmoved on River Road. They took the latera
north. Even though Mal achai avoi ded the worst potholes and drove with
exasperating deliberation, it was rough riding. It shook up Bill MGovern and
Sam Hazzard. They were ol der and they would tire.

Near Pasco Creek they passed a group of inhabited shacks. Approachi ng
them Ml achai called back, "People!"

Randy turned and | ooked over Ml achai's shoulder. He could see, from
behind the front seat, but not be seen. He saw two children scurry indoors and
at anot her place a bearded man crouched behind a woodpile, training a gun on
the truck. He nmade no hostile nove, but the nuzzle tracked them It was
obvi ous that few people traveled this road and those who did were not wel cone.

Randy was relieved when they turned into the better road toward Fort
Repose. They were all stiff by then, for it was inpossible to stand upright in



t he panel truck. The Admral and Bill could sit cross-legged on the floor and
vi ew the | andscape through their ports, but Randy had to hal f-crouch to see

t hrough the rear wi ndows. Wen the truck reached hi gher ground, where the road
was straight and they coul d see anythi ng approach for nearly a mle, he told
Mal achai to stop. "We'll take ten," he said.

He threw open the back doors and got out, groaning, feeling permanently
war ped. He wal ked, waving his arns and flexing his knees. Bill MGovern
shuffl ed down the road, hunpbacked. The Admiral tried to stretch, and a joint
or tendon cracked audi bly. He cursed. Mal achai grinned.

"Now | see why you wanted to drive!" Randy said. He | ooked both ways.
Not hi ng was coning. He went back to the truck and found the thernos Lib had
given him He opened it, expecting water. It was sweetened bl ack coffee.
"Look!" he said. "Look what Lib-my wife did for us!" He knew it was the | ast
of the jar.

There was a cup for each, but they decided to take only half a cup then
saving the rest for the tag end of evening when they might need it nore.

They got back into the truck and continued the patrol, past the Hi ckey
house, enpty, door open, w ndows wantonly smashed. Randy noticed that the
beekeeper's car was gone. Jim H ckey, with such val uabl e tradi ng goods as
honey and beeswax, must have been hol di ng gasoline. In the past nonth anyone
who had it would have traded gas for honey. The objective of the hi ghwaynen
was probably the car and the gas, Randy deduced, rather than honey. This
concl usi on di sheartened him The hi ghwaynmen m ght be hundreds of miles from
Fort Repose now.

Nearing Fort Repose-they nmust avoid being seen in the town-they turned
of f on a winding, high-crowned clay road that ran two nmiles to an antique
covered bridge across the St. Johns. Once across the river they would turn
south and shortly thereafter hit the road to San Marco.

Rattling over the clay washboard, it seened hardly worth while to keep a
wat ch fromthe back, and yet Randy did. Suddenly he saw that they were being
foll owed. He had seen no car on the Pasco Creek Road before naking the turn
They had passed no car on the clay lateral, nor any houses either. The car was
simply there, following themat a respectable distance, making no effort to
catch them and yet not dropping back. He recalled an abandoned citrus packing
shed at the turn. It nust have been conceal ed there. Randy called so that
Mal achai coul d clearly hear, "W've got conpany-about three hundred yards
back. "

He strained his eyes through the dirty little rear windows. It was
difficult to make them focus, like trying to train a gun froma bouncing jeep,
and it was al nost dusk. It was a late nodel |ight gray hardtop or sedan and
Ji m H ckey had owned such a car but all makes | ooked pretty nmuch alike and it
seened half of themwere either light gray or off white. He called to
Mal achai, "Speed up a little. See what happens.™

Mal achai increased their speed to forty or forty-five. The car behind
mai ntai ned its distance, exactly, as if it were tied to them This proved
not hi ng. This woul d be standard operating procedure for an honest citizen
followi ng a strange truck on a lonely, unfrequented road. He wouldn't want to
get too close, but he was probably in a hurry to get hone before dark. So if
the truck sped up, he would too. "Drop back to twenty," Randy ordered.

The truck slowed. So did the car. Again, this proved nothing except
cauti on.



Randy turned to Sam Hazzard and Bill MGovern. "This fellow behind us is
ei ther an innocent bystander or he's herding us."

"Herdi ng us?" Bill said.

"Herding us into the gun of some pal up front." They hit a snmoother strip
of road and Randy could see two men in the car. He thought the back was enpty
but he couldn't be sure. "Two of them Both men."

They rode on, silently. This was entirely different froma patrol in war
when you went out in fear and despite your fear, hoping you would find no
trouble. Hs only fear was that they might mss them exhaust their gas in
futile cruising, and lose their one best chance to wi pe themout. This was a

personal matter and a matter of survival. It was |ike having a nest of cora
snakes under the house. You had to go in after themand kill themor certainly
one day they would kill a child or your dog. In a matter such as this, the

i mportance of your own |life dimnished. So he prayed that the men behind were
hi ghwaymnen.

In a mnute or two he knew that they were, because the opposite end of
the narrow, covered bridge was bl ocked. They were being herded into a
cul -de-sac and the tactical situation was changed and their plan usel ess.
There would be no field of fire fromthe side ports of the truck. The fight
woul d have to be made entirely fromfront and rear. He said, "Keep going.
"They had to drive right into it. If they stopped short of the bridge and
junped out to make their fight at a distance then the hi ghwaynen coul d shoot
and run. They had to get in close.

Mal achai kept goi ng.

"Sam you and Bill take the ones in back," Randy said. "I'll help
Mal achai in front. Forget the sides.”

The Admiral and Bill crawmed to the rear. Randy crouched behi nd
Mal achai ' s back. He checked the carbine. It was ready. He shifted an extra
clip to his shirt pocket where it would be handi est.

The bl ock at the opposite end of the bridge was their Mdel -A, its boxy
profile unm stakable. A nman waited at each bunper. You could ramthe car but
you could not ramthe nen so this tactic would do no good. Randy recogni zed
them from Dan's description. The one with gorilla arns and the submachi ne gun
stood at the front. The gun was a Thonpson. The man with the bat was on the
other side. He carried a holstered pistol, too, but fromthe way he hefted the
bat, like a hitter eager to step to the plate, the bat was his weapon. Four
men, then, instead of three. And no woman. Understandabl e. The personnel of
t hese bands probably changed fromday to day. "Right up to them" he told
Mal achai . "dC ose. "

The wheels hit the first planks of the bridge and Mal achai sl owed.

Randy saw the muzzl e of the Thonpson rise. This was the one he had to
get. He pushed the butt of the carbine into Bill MGovern's ribs. He said,
"Let themcone right up to you. Let "emcone right in with us if they want.
W' ve got troubles up front."

Bill nodded. The rhythmi c tinpani beat of tires on planks stopped. They
were twenty feet fromthe Mddel-A The man with the bat advanced toward the
left side of the truck. The Tommy gunner stayed where he was. In his |ight
Randy doubted that they could see anything in the truck body but he did not



stir. He was immbile as a sack. He whispered, "Mke the son of a bitch with
the gun come to us. Make hi m nove, make him cone."

The man with the bat was three feet from Mal achai and five feet fromthe
carbine's nmuzzle. If he |ooked into the truck cab Randy woul d have to shoot
himand in that case the Tommy gunner might get themall. There was nothing
nore Randy could say or do. He could not even whisper. It was all up to
Mal achai now.

The man whacked his bat viciously against the door. "Wat you got in
t here, boy?"

"I ain't got nuthin, boss." Milachai whined. Fromthe set of his right
shoul der Randy knew Mal achai had his right hand on the .45, but he was acting
dunb and tal ki ng dunmb, which was the way to do.

The Tommry gunner noved a step closer and two steps right so he could
observe Ml achai. He said, "Come on, Casey. Get that dinge outta there!"

The man with the bat said, "Step down, you bl ack bastard!"

Randy knew that the man couldn't use the bat while Ml achai stayed in the
truck and he prayed Mal achai would wait himout. He watched the gunner
Pl ease, God, make himtake one nore step so | won't have to try through the
wi ndshi el d. A shot through the w ndshield was al nost certain to m ss because
of light refraction or bullet deflection. It would be fool hardy and desperate
and he would not do it.

The gunner said, "Drag himout or blow himout. | don't care which."

Mal achai cringed and cried, "Please, boss!" The fear in his voice was
real .

The man with the bat put his hand on the door handle. At the instant he
turned it, Ml achai uncoiled, hurling hinmself through the door and on him
pi stol cl ubbed.

The gunner took two quick steps and the Thonpson jerked and spoke. The
gunner's thick nmddle was in Randy's sights and he squeezed the trigger, and
agai n, and again before the Thonpson's nuzzle came down and the gunner fol ded
and began to fall. Wen he was on his face he still twitched and held the gun
and tried to swing it up and Randy shot at him again, carefully, through the
head.

He had not even heard the shotguns but when Randy crawl ed over into the
front seat and got out, |ooking for another target, the battle was over. C ose
behind the truck two figures lay, their arns and legs twisted in death's
awkwar d signature. The Admiral stood over the man who had held the bat, his
shotgun a foot fromhis head. Ml achai was curled up as if in sleep, his head
against the left front tire. It had | asted not nore than seven seconds.

Mal achai choked and groaned and Randy dropped to his knees beside hi mand
straightened himand lifted his head. Ml achai choked again and Randy turned
Mal achai's head so the blood could run out of his mouth and not down his
wi ndpi pe. He tore open Mal achai's shirt. There was a hole large as a dine just
under the solar plexus. In this round well, dark bl ood rose and ebbed
rhythmcally, a small, om nous tide.

The Admiral said, "Shall | get rid of this scunf"



Randy said, "Just a minute." He picked up the bat and forced hinself to
t hi nk ahead. First, Ml achai. Get Ml achai honme in a hurry so Dan could do
something if there was anything to be done. Dan didn't have his tools, or much
eyesight. He mght nmake do with one eye if he had the tools these nen had
stolen. Randy ran to the Mddel-A It was enpty. The doctor's bag wasn't there.

He wal ked back to the truck where Sam Hazzard stood over their captive.
One side of the man's face was scraped raw. Ml achai's plunge had carried the
| ong-j awed, twi sted-mouth face al ong the bridge planking. "Were's the
doctor's bag?"

The man sai d not hing. Randy saw his right hand noving. He still had a
hol st ered weapon. Randy tapped himon the nose with the bat. "Keep your hand
still."” The Adm ral |eaned over, unbuckled the holster, and took the weapon. A

.38 police special. "Talk," Randy said.

The man said, "I don't know nuthin'.

Randy tapped his face with the bat, harder. The nan screamed. Randy said,
"Where's the black bag?"

The man said, "She took it. Rundumtook it." "Were is she?"

"I don't know. She goofed off with sonebody |ast night maybe it was this
nmorni ng-1 don't know goofed off with some bastard with a bottle."

Randy called, "Bill! Were's Bill?"

Bill McGovern was on the other side of the truck. He said, "I'mhere
Randy. "

"Bill, go look in that car and see if you can find Dan's bag. And be sure

t hose two back there are good and dead."

Mal achai choked again. Randy tried to ease himover on his side but he
began to bleed nore fromthe stonmach wound so he had to | et himbe

Sam Hazzard said, "I don't think this one's doing us any good. He's just
hol di ng us up. | think we should convoke a nmilitary tribunal right now and
pass sentence. | vote he be executed."

"So do I," Randy said, "but I want himto hang. If he makes any trouble
et himhave it, Sam but 1'd like to have himalive." Bill cane back with a

cardboard carton. "Nothing in that car, except this. Alittle food in here. A
few cans of sardi nes and corned beef hash and a box of matches. A couple of
boxes of ammunition. That's all. Not a sign of Dan's bag. And the sedan is
finished. It was in our line of fire and it |ooks like a sieve with all that
buckshot through it. There's gasoline all over the road." Randy started the
Model - A and | ooked at the fuel gauge. It showed al nost enpty. He backed it
away fromthe bridge entrance, put the key in his pocket, and left it. He
said, "We'll lift Malachai into the truck and get going. First, I'll collect
t heir weapons and amo." He was thinking ahead. There woul d be ot her

hi ghwaynmen and this was armament for his conpany. "Wat about these?" Bil
asked, pointing his shotgun at the bodies.

"Leave them" He | ooked up. The buzzards already attended. "I'Il cone
back tonmorrow or we'll send somebody. Whatever they | eave-" he watched the
bl ack birds wheeling and swooping-"we'll give to the river."

One of the highwaynen trailing them had been Leroy Settle, the drugstore



cowboy. Wien Randy examined his two guns he was surprised to find that they
were only .22 caliber, l|ightweight replicas, except in bore, of the big
frontier .45 s. Hi s conpanion's pistol apparently had gone into the river, for
it wasn't on the bridge although he had a pocketful of anmunition

Then Randy | eaned over the | eader. He saw that his shots had all been
good, the three in the belly making a neat pattern, diagonal ticktacktoe. Wen
he picked up the Thonpson the dead man's arm astoni shingly rose with it,
clinging as if his fingers were glued to the stock. Randy jerked it free and
saw that it was glue, of a sort. The man's hands were sneared with honey.

It was after dark when Randy wheeled up to the front steps of the house.
As he cut the engine he heard Graf barking. Al the downstairs w ndows showed
l[ight. Lib burst out of the door and ran down the steps, saw him at the wheel
and was there with her arnms and |ips when he got out.

Preacher Henry appeared, and Two-Tone, Florence Wechek and Alice Cooksey,
Hannah and M ssouri, the children. Dan Gunn cane out, robe flapping, carrying
a lantern. They had all been waiting.

The Admiral and Bill were in back with the prisoner and Mal achai. Bill
stepped out, holding a pistol, and then the nman with the bat, called Casey,
prodded by Sam Hazzard's shotgun. Sam clinbed down and that |eft Ml achai
Mal achai had been unconscious after the first nmile. Until they reached Fort
Repose, the road had been very bad.

Randy said, "Killed three, grabbed this one. They got Mal achai through
the middle. Look at him Dan. Is he still with us, Sanp"

The Admiral said, "He was a minute ago. Barely." Randy said, "Ben
Franklin, get some clothesline.”

"W going to hang himright now?" Ben asked, not casually but still as if
he expected it.

"No. We'll tie him"

Dan crawed into the truck. He held up the Iantern, shook his head in
exasperation, and then tore the patch away fromhis right eye. The eye was
still swollen but not entirely shut and any assistance to his left eye was
hel pful. He crawl ed out and said, "He's in shock and shouldn't be noved and
ought to have a transfusion. But we have to nove himif |I'mto do anything at
all. On what?"

There was a di scarded door in the tool house. They noved himon that.

They laid Malachai on the billiard table in the gameroom and then massed
| anps and candl es so that Dan woul d have |ight.

Dan said, "I have to go into him Massive internal henorrhage. |'ve got
totie it off or there's no chance at all. How? Wth what?" He | eaped on the
edge of the table, swaying not in fatigue or weakness but in agony of
frustration. He cried, "Ch, God!" Dan stopped swaying. "A knife, Randy?"

"My hunting knife, the one | shave with? It's sharp as a razor, alnost."

"No, Too big, too thick. How about steak knives?" "Sure, steak knives."

The short-bl aded steak knives even | ooked |Iike |ancets. The Judge and
Randy' s not her had bought the set in Denmark on their sumrer in Europe in



"fifty-four. They were the finest and sharpest steak knives Randy had ever
used. He found themin the silver chest and called, "How many?"

"T"wo will do."

Fromthe dining roomHelen called, "I've put on water to boil-a big pot."
The dinner fire had been going and Hel en had piled on fat wood so it roared
and Dan woul d soon have the neans of sterilizing his instruments.

Randy put theminto the pot to boil. After that, at Dan's direction he
put in his fine-nosed fishing pliers. Florence Wchek ran across the road for
darning needles. Lib found nmetal hair clips that would clanp an artery.
Randy' s si x-pound nylon line off the spinning reel would have to do for
sutures. There was enough soap to cl eanse Dan's hands.

Dan went into the dining room fretting, waiting for the pot and his
instruments to boil. It was hopel ess, he knew. In spite of everything they
m ght do sepsis was al nost inevitable, but nowit was the shock and the
henorrhage he couldn't |ick. He wondered whether it would be possible to rig
up a saline solution transfusion. They had the ingredients, salt and water and
fire; and somewhere, certainly, rubber tubing. He would not give up Ml achai
He wanted to save Mal achai, capable, quiet, and strong, nore than he had ever
wanted to save anybody in his years as a physician. So many people died for
not hi ng. Mal achai was dying for something.

In the ganmeroom Hel en was at work, quick and competent. She had found
their last bottle of Scotch, except what mght remain in Randy's decanter
upstairs, and was cleansing the wound with it. Randy and Lib stood beside her
The pool of blood in the round hol e ebbed and did not rise again.

The water was boiling in the big iron pot when Randy wal ked into the
di ning room and touched Dan's shoulder. "I'msorry,"” he said. "I'mafraid it's
all over."

In a dark corner of the roomwhere she thought she would be out of the
way and not a bother, Hannah Henry had been sitting in an old scarred naple
rocker. The rocker began to nmove in sl ow cadence, and she noaned in this
cadence for the dead, arns fol ded over her enpty breasts as if holding a baby
except that where the baby had been there was not hi ng.

Dan Gunn went into the gameroom and saw t hat Randy was correct, that
Mal achai was gone. Hi s shoulders felt heavy. He was aware that his head
t hr obbed and eyes burned. There was nothing nore to do except enpty the
makeshift sterilizer with its ridicul ous nakeshift tools. He did this in the
ki tchen sink. Yet when he saw the knives and the pliers and the hair clips
steanm ng he realized they were not really so ridiculous. If he was very
careful and skillful, he could nake do with such tools. They had not and
probably coul d not have saved Mal achai. They m ght save soneone else. A
century ago the tools had been no better and the know edge infinitely |ess.
Qut of death, life; an inmutable truth. Helen was at his side. He said,
"Thanks, Helen, for the try. You're the best unregistered nurse in the world."

"I"'msorry it was for nothing."
"Maybe it wasn't for nothing. I'Il just keep these and try to add to
them | wonder if we could find a small bag sonewhere? Any little traveling

bag woul d do."

"l have one. A train case."



"We'| | start here, then, and build another kit." Hi s eyes hurt.

VWho in Fort Repose could build himanother pair of glasses, or give him
new eyes?

At nine o'clock that night Randy's knees began to quiver and his brain
refused further work and begged to quit, a reaction, he knew, to the fight on
the bridge and what had gone before and after, and |lack of sleep. It was his
weddi ng night. He had been narried at noon that sanme day, which seened
i ncredi ble. Noon was a |ife ago.

But now that he was married, he thought it only right that he and Lib
have a roomto thenselves and the privacy accorded a nmarried couple. Al the
bedr oom space was taken and he hated to evict anyone. After all, they were al
his guests. Yet since it was inevitable that beds and roonms be shifted around,
the victimwould have to be Ben Franklin, since Ben was the junior nale. Ben
woul d have to give up his roomand take the couch in Randy's apartnment and M.
and Ms. Randol ph Bragg woul d nove into Ben's room

He was sitting on his couch, trying to still his quivering legs, face in
hi s hands, thinking of this. Lib sat behind the bar drinking a warm i neade.
She was thinking of the problemal so but was reluctant to nention it, feeling
that it was the husband's duty and she should allow himto bring it up.

Her father came in, a thin and wan Caesar in his sandals and white robe.
Bill MCGovern had been standi ng guard over the trussed prisoner, wondering the
while that he had killed a nan that day and felt no guilt at the tinme or
after. It was like stepping on a roach. He had just been relieved by Two- Tone

Henry, who had left his house of mourning to assune the duty. Bill asked for
Dan. Randy lifted his head and told himthat Dan, exhausted by being too I ong
on his feet, slept. "Well, I'Il tell you, then, but | don't suppose it will do

any good tonight."

He spoke directly to his daughter. "I didn't know what to give you for a
weddi ng present, Elizabeth. There's a good deal of real estate in O evel and
but | don't suppose it'll ever be worth nmuch now. There are bonds and stock
certificates in our safe deposit vault right here in Fort Repose, and the
cash-wel |, the Confederate noney in Randy's chest is just as good. You can
have the house and property down the road, if you want it, but | don't think
anybody can ever live there unless electricity comes back. So | thought, what
can | give Lib and Randy? | talked it over this nmorning with Dan. He nade a
suggestion and we decided to give you a present jointly, fromthe best man and
the father of the bride."

Bill |ooked fromone to the other and saw they were interested. "W are
jointly maki ng you a present of this whole apartnent. Dan is going to nmove in
with ne."

Lib said, "That's perfectly wonderful, Father!"

Bill said, hesitantly, "Only, if Dan's asleep | don't think we ought to
di sturb him do you?"

"No, not tonight," Lib said. She kissed her father, and she kissed her
husband, and she went across the hall to her old room Randy fell across the
couch and slept. Presently Gaf junped up beside himand snuggl ed under his
arm

At noon Monday the nman with the bat was hung froma girder supporting the
bandst and roof in Marines Park. All the regular traders and a nunber of



strangers were in the park. Randy ordered that the corpse not be cut down
until sunset. He wanted the strangers to be inpressed and spread the word
beyond Fort Repose.

Wil e he had not planned it, on this day he accepted the first
enlistments in what came to be known as Braggs Troop, although in orders he
called it the Fort Repose Provisional Com pany. Seven men vol unteered that
day, including Fletcher Kennedy, who had been an Air Force fighter pilot, and
Li nk Haslip, a West Point cadet who had been honme on Christnas | eave on The
Day. He created them provisional lieutenants of infantry. The other five were
even younger-boys who had finished six nonths of Reserve training after high
school or had been in the National Cuard.

After the execution, Randy posted the notices he had typed earlier and
brought to the park in his uniform pocket. The first read:

On 17 April the follow ng hi ghwaymen were killed on the covered bridge:
M ckey Cahane, of Las Vegas and Boca Raton, a ganbler and racketeer; Arch
Fl eggert, M am, occupation unknown; Leroy Settle, Fort Repose

On 18 April Thonas "Casey" Killinger, also of Las Vegas, and the fourth
menber of the band which nmurdered M. and Ms. James Hi ckey and robbed and
assaulted Dr. Daniel Gunn, was hung on this spot.

The second noti ce was shorter

On 17 April Technical Sergeant Ml achai Henry (USAF, reserve) died of a
wound recei ved on the covered bridge while defending Fort Repose.

Chapter 12

Early in May a tube in the Admral's radio flared and died, cutting off
the voice of the world outside. Wile these comruni cati ons had al ways been
sketchy, and the information nmeager and confusing, the fact that they were
gone entirely was a blow to everyone. The Admiral's short-wave receiver had
been their only reliable source of news. It was also a fount of hope. Each
ni ght that reception was good sone of them had gathered in the Admiral's den
and |istened while he conned the wave | engths, hoping for news of peace,
victory, succor, reconstruction. Wile they never heard such news, they could
al ways wait for the next night with hope.

After consulting with the Admiral and the Henrys, Randy posted a notice
on his official bulletin board in Marines Park. He asked a replacenent for the
tube and offered handsone payment-a pig and two chickens or a five-year file
of ol d nagazines. A proper tube never came in. Before The Day the Admiral had
been forced to order replacenment tubes directly fromthe factory in New
Jersey, so he had not been optimstic.

Even had they been able to acquire a new tube, the radio could not have
operated long, for the autonobile batteries were depleted and it was in My
t hat gasol i ne vani shed entirely.

In June Preacher Henry's corn crop ripened, the sweet yans swelled in the
ground, and the first stal ks of Two-Tone's sugar cane fell to the nachete.
June was the nonth of plenty, the month in which they ate corn pone and hoe
cake with nol asses. In June they all fleshed out.

It was in June, also, that they ran their first batch of mash through the
still built by Bill McGovern and Two-Tone. It was an event. After pine knots
bl azed for three hours under a fifty-gallon drum liquid began to drip from



the spout terminating an intricate arrangenment of copper tubing, coils, and
condensers. Two-Tone caught these first drops in a cup and handed it to Randy.
Randy sniffed the colorless stuff It snelled horrible. Wien it had cool ed a
bit he tasted it. H s eyes watered and his stomach begged himnot to swall ow
He nmanaged to get a little down. It was horrid. "It's wonderful!" he gasped,
and qui ckly passed the cup on

After all the men had taken a swallow, and properly prai sed Two- Tone's

inventive initiative and Bill's nechani cal acunmen, Randy said, "OF course it's
still alittle raw Wth aging, it'll be snoother."
"I't ought to be aged in the wood,"” Bill said. "Were will we get a keg?"

"I't"ll be a cinch,"” Randy said. "Anybody who has a keg will trade it for
a couple of quarts after it's aged.”

But for Dan Gunn, the corn whiskey was inmediately useful. \Wile he would
not dare use it for anesthesia, he estimated its al cohol content as high. It
woul d be an excellent bug repellent, lininment, and preoperative skin
anti septic.

One day in July, Alice Cooksey brought home four books on hypnotism and
presented themto Dan Gunn. "If you can |l earn hypnotism" she suggested, "you
m ght use it as anesthesia.”

Dan knew a nunber of doctors, and dentists too, who comonly practiced
hypnotism It had al ways seermed to himan inefficient and time-consum ng
substitute for ether and norphine but now he grasped at the idea as if Alice
had of fered hima specific for cancer

Every night Helen read to him She insisted on doing his reading, thus
saving his eyes. They no | onger had candl es or kerosene but their |anps and
| anterns burned furnace oil extracted fromthe underground tanks with a bilge
punp. It was true that furnace oil snoked, and stank, and produced yell ow and
inefficient light. But it was |ight.

Soon Dan hypnotized Hel en. He then hypnotized or attenpted hypnosis on
everyone in River Road. He couldn't hypnotize the Admral at all. He succeeded
in partially hypnotizing Randy, with poor results, including grogginess and a
headache. Randy attenpted to cooperate but he could not erase everything el se
fromhis mnd

The children were excell ent subjects. Dan hypnotized them again and agai n
until he had only to speak a few sentences, in the jargon of the hypnotist,
snap his fingers, and they would fall into malleable trance. Randy worried
about this until Dan explained. "I've been training the children to be quick
subj ects, because in an energency, they have their own built-in supply of
ether." "And if you're not around?"

"Hel en is studying hypnotismtoo." He was thoughtful. "She's becom ng
quite expert. You know, Helen could have been a doctor. Helen isn't happy
unl ess she's caring for soneone. She takes care of ne."

A week later Ben Franklin devel oped a stomachache which forced himto
draw up his right knee when he tried to Iie down. The ache was al ways there
and at intervals it became sharp pain envel oping himin waves. Dan deci ded
Ben's pain was not fromeating too nany bananas. It was inpossible to take a
bl ood count but the boy had a slight fever and Dan knew he had to go into him

Dan operated on the billiard table in the gameroom after putting Ben



into deep trance. Dan used the steak knives, darning needles, hair curlers,
and nylon line, all properly sterilized, and renopved an appendi x di stended and
near to bursting.

In five days, Ben was up and active. After that Randy, sonewhat in awe,
referred to Dan as "our witch doctor."

In August they used the |last of the corn, squeezed the last of the late
oranges, the Val encias, and plucked the | ast overripe but deliciously sweet
grapefruit fromthe trees. In August they ran out of salt, armadillos
destroyed the yamcrop, and the fish stopped biting. That terribly hot August
was the nmonth of disaster.

The end of the corn and exhaustion of the citrus crop had been
inevitable. Armadillos in the yans was bad | uck, but bearable. But w thout
fish and salt their survival was in doubt.

Randy had carefully rationed salt since he was shocked, in July, to
di scover how few pounds were left. Salt was a vital comodity, not just white
grai ns you shook on eggs. Dan used saline solutions for half a dozen purposes.
The children used salt to brush their teeth. Wthout salt, the slaughter of
the Henry pigs would have been a terrible waste. They planned to tan one hide
to cut badly needed noccasins, and without salt this was inpossible.

As soon as they were out of salt it seemed that al most everything
required salt, nost of all the human body. Day after day the porch thernoneter
stood at ninety-five or over and every day all of them had manual |abor to do,
and mles to wal k. They sweated rivers. They sweated their salt away, and they
grew weak, and they grewill. And all of Fort Repose grew weak and ill for
there was no salt anywhere.

In July Randy had gone to Rita Hernandez and she had traded five pounds
of salt to himfor three |arge bass, a bushel of Valencias, and four buckshot
shell's. She had traded not so nuch for these things, Randy believed, but
because he had hel ped her arrange decent burial for Pete, and provided the
pal | bearers to carry himto Repose-in-Peace-Park. Since July, he had been
unable to trade for salt anywhere. In Marines Park, a pound of salt would be
worth five pounds of coffee, if anyone had coffee. You could not even buy salt
with corn liquor, potent if only slightly aged.

In August the traders in Marines Park dragged thensel ves about |ike
zonbi es, for want of salt. And for the first tine in his life Randy felt a
wei rd uneasi ness and craving that becane al nbst nadness when he rubbed the
perspiration fromhis face and then tasted salt on his fingers. Now he
understood the craving of animals for salt, understood why a cougar and a deer
woul d share the same salt lick in the enforced truce of salt starvation

But even nore inportant than salt was fish, for the fish of the river was
their staple, like seal to the Eskinmo. It had been so sinple, until August.
Thei r bamboo set poles, butts |odged in metal or wooden hol ders on the ends
and sides of their docks, each night usually provided enough fish for the
follow ng day. In the norning someone would stroll down to the dock and haul
up what ever had hooked itself in the hours of darkness. If the night's
automatic catch was lean, or if extra fish were needed for tradi ng, someone
was granted | eave fromregular chores to fish in the nmorning, or at dusk when
t he feedi ng bass struck savagely. Their poles grew in clunps, they had Iine
apl enty, hooks enough to last for years (fishing had been the pre-Day hobby of
Bill MCGovern and Sam Hazzard as well as Randy) and every kind of baitworns,
crickets, grasshoppers, tadpoles, nminnows, shiners-for anyone capable of using
a shovel, throw net, or sinply his hands.



Randy had nore than a hundred plugs and spoons and perhaps hal f as nany
flies and bass bugs. He had bought them knowi ng well that npbst lures are
designed to catch fishermen rather than fish. Still, on occasion the bass
would go wild for artificials and in the spring the specks and bream woul d
snap up snmall flies and tiny spoons. So fish had never been a problem unti
t hey stopped biting.

VWen they stopped they stopped all at once and all together. Even with
his circular shrinp net, wading barefoot in the shallows, Lib beside him
hopeful ly carrying a bucket, Randy could not net a shiner, bream cat, or even
mudfi sh. Randy considered hinself a good fisherman and yet he admtted he
didn't understand why fish bit or why they didn't. August had never been a
good month for black bass, true, but this August was strange. Only during
t hunderstorns was there a ripple on the river. A nolten sun rose, grew white
hot, and sank red and nolten, and the river was unearthly still and oily,
agitated no nore than Florence's aquarium Even at crack of dawn or fina
light, no fish junped or swirled. It was bad. And it was eerie and
frightening

In the third week of August when they were all weak and hal f-sick Randy
spoke his fears to Dan. It was evening. Randy and Lib had just cone fromthe
hamrock. For an hour they had crouched together under a great oak waiting for
the little gray squirrels to feed. They had been utterly quiet and the
squirrel s had been noi sy and Randy had bl asted two of them out of the tree
with his double twenty, a shameful use of irreplaceable ammnition for very
little nmeat. Yet two squirrels was enough to give neat flavor to a stew that
ni ght. What they woul d have for breakfast, if anything, nobody knew. They
found Dan in Randy's office, with Helen triming his hair. Randy told them
about the two squirrels and then she said, "Dan, |'ve been thinking about the
fish. I've never seen fishing this bad before. Could anything big and
per manent have happened? Coul d radi ati on have wi ped them out, or anything?"

Dan scratched at his beard and Hel en brushed his hand down and said, "Sit
still."

Dan said, "Fish. Let ne think about fish. | doubt that anything happened
to the fish. If the river had been poisoned by fallout right after The Day the
dead fish would have cone to the surface. The river woul d have been bl anket ed
with fish. That didn't happen then and it hasn't happened since. No, | doubt
that there has been a hol ocaust of fish."

"I't worries ne," Randy said.

"Salt worries me nore. Salt doesn't grow or breed or spawn. You either
have it or you don't."

Hel en swung the swi vel chair. Dan was facing the teak chest. Suddenly he
lifted hinmself out of the chair, flung hinmself on his knees, opened the chest
and began to dig into it. "The diary!" he shouted. "Were's the diary?"

"I't's there. Wy?"

"There's salt in the diary! Remenber when Helen was reading it to ne
after | was slugged by the hi ghwaynen? There was sonething about salt init.
Remenber, Hel en?"

Randy had not | ooked into the | og of Lieutenant Randol ph Rowzee Peyton
for years, but nowit was conming back to him and he did renmenber. Lieutenant
Peyton's Marines had al so | acked and needed salt, and sonmehow obtained it. He



dropped on his knees beside Dan and quickly found the | og. He ski med through
t he pages. Lieutenant Peyton, as he recalled it, had run out of salt in the
second year. He found an entry, dated August 19, 1839:

"The supply boat from Cow s Ford bei ng nuch overdue, and ny comrand
| acking salt and suffering greatly fromthe heat, on 6 August | dispatched ny
| oyal Creek guide, Billy Longnose, down the St. Johns (sonetines called River
May) to discover the cause of delay. Today he returned with the information
that our supply boat, beating its way upstream had put into dock at Mandarin
(a town naned to honor the oriental nation fromwhich it inported its orange
trees). By ill luck, on that night the Sem nol es raided Mandarin, putting to
death a nunber of its inhabitants and burning the houses. The master of the
supply boat, a civilian, and his crew, consisting of a white man and two
Sl aves, escaped to the woods and | ater reached St. Augustine. However, the
boat was pillaged and t hen burned.

Al'l other privations nmy nmen can endure except |ack of water and |ack of

salt.
The next entry was dated August 21. Randy read it al oud:

"Billy Longnose today brought to the Fort a Seminole, a very dirty and
shifty-eyed buck calling himself Kyukan, who offered to guide me to a place
where there is sufficient salt to fill this Fort ten times over. So he says.
In paynent he denmanded one gallon of rum While it is unlawful to sell sprints
to the Sem noles, nothing is said about giving themdrink. Accordingly, I
of fered the buck a half-gallon jug, and he agreed."

Randy turned the page and said, "Here it is. Twenty-three April"

"This day | returned to Fort Repose in the second boat, bringing twelve
| arge sacks of salt. It was true. | could have filled the Fort ten tines over.

"The place is near the headwaters of the Timicuan, sone twenty-two
nautical mles, | should judge, up that tributary. It is called by an Indian
word neani ng Blue Crab Pool. The pool itself is crystal clear, like the Silver
Springs. | thought it surrounded by a white beach, but then discovered that
what | thought sand was pure salt. It was quite unbelievable. In this poo
there were blue crabs, such as are found only in the ocean, yet the pool is
many miles inland, and two hundred mles fromthe nouth of the St. John, or
May. "

Randy cl osed the log, grinned, and said, "I've heard of Blue Crab Run but
|'ve never been there. My father used to go there when he was a boy, for crab
feasts. He never nentioned salt. | guess salt didn't inpress nmy father. It was

al ways in the kitchen. He had plenty."

The next norning the Fort Repose fleet set sail, five boats commanded by
an admral whose | ast sea command had al so been five ships-a super-carrier
two cruisers, and two destroyers.

By August nost of the boats in Fort Repose had been fitted with sails cut
from awni ngs, draperies, or even nylon sheets for the |lighter outboards, and
wi th keel s or sideboards, and hand carved rudders. For the expedition up the
Ti mucuan, Sam Hazzard chose boats of exceptional capacity and stability.
Randy's |ight Fiberglass boat wasn't suitable, so Randy went along as the
Admiral's crew. Wth the south wind bl owi ng hot and steady, they planned to
reach Blue Crab Pool before night and be back in Fort Repose by noon the next
day, for their speed woul d double on their return voyage downstream



Their five boats crewed thirteen nen, all well armed. It would be the
first night Randy had spent away fromLib since their marriage, and she seened
somewhat distressed by this. But Randy had no fear for her safety, or for the
safety of Fort Repose. Hi s company now nunbered thirty nen. It controlled the
rivers and the roads. Know ng this, highwaynmen shunned Fort Repose. The phrase
"deterrent force" had been popul ar before The Day and effective so |long as
that force had been unm stakably superior. Randy's company was certainly the
nost efficient force in Central Florida, and he intended to keep it so.

Sitting at the tiller, gold-encrusted cap pushed back on his head, the
wi nd singing through the stays, the Adniral seemed to have sl oughed off a
decade. "You know," he said, "when | was at the Acadeny they still insisted
that we learn sail before steam They used to stick us in catboats and nmake us
whi p back and forth on the Severn and | earn knots and rigs and spars.
thought it was silly. | still do, but it is fun."

They reached a curve of the river and Randy watched the captain's wal k on
hi s roof disappear behind the cypress and palns. It was fun, he thought, and
it was quiet. In a sailboat a man coul d think. He thought about the fish, and
what had happened to them for his stomach was enpty.

Peyt on Bragg was bored, disgusted, and angry. She had hel ped Ben Franklin
pl an the hunt. She had even wal ked to town with Ben and hel ped himlocate the
books in the library that told about armadillos. The armadill o, they had
| earned, was a nocturnal beast that curled up deep underground in dayli ght
hours. In the night he burrowed Iike a nole just under the surface, |ocating
and eating tender roots and tubers, in this case the Henrys' yans. The
exciting thing they |l earned was that in his native Central Anerica the
armadi | | 0 was considered a delicacy. The armadill o was food. Then, when it
cane tine for the hunt, Ben had refused to take her along. A girl couldn't
stay out all night in the woods, Ben said. It was too dangerous for a girl
She woul d have presented her case to Randy for judgment, but Randy was gone
with the Admiral, and her nother agreed with Ben.

So Ben had gone off that evening with Caleb and Graf. It was Ben's
contention that Graf was the key to armadillo hunting, and so it had proved.
In Germany the dachshund was originally bred as a badger hound, which neant
that he could dig |like mad and woul d fearl essly and tenaci ously pursue any
ani mal under gr ound.

Ben had been armed with a machete and his .22 rifle, but it was Caleb's
spear that had been the effective weapon against armadillos. They had gone to
the yam patch in the noonlight. The whol e patch was plowed with armadillo
runs. Ben introduced Graf to an opening and Graf, sniffing and understandi ng
at once, had wormed his way into the earth. Presently there came an awf ul
snarling and growing froma corner of the patch. Locating the armadillo from
Graf's sounds, Caleb prodded it with his spear, and the armadillo burst out.
This eruption so surprised Ben that he shot it. The others, he decapitated
with the nachete

In the norning, five armadill os had been laid out in the Henrys' barn
Two- Tone and Preacher cleaned them and Peyton had eaten armadillo for
breakfast. She woul d have choked on it, except that it was tender and
delicious and she was starving. Ben Franklin was credited with di scovering a
new source of food, and was a hero. Peyton was only a girl, fit for sew ng,
pot washi ng, and maki ng beds.

Peyton threw herself on the bed and stared at the ceiling. She wanted to
be noticed and prai sed. She wanted to be a hero. She recently had been talking
to Lib about psychol ogy, a fascinating subject. She had even read one of Lib's



books. "I"mrejected,” she told herself al oud.

If she wanted to be a hero the best way was to catch sonme fish. She set
her mind to the problem why won't the fish bite? She had heard the Admra
say that the best fisherman on the river was Preacher Henry and yet she knew
that Randy hadn't tal ked to Preacher about the no-fish. If anybody coul d hel p,
Preacher coul d. She got up, snoothed the bed, and sneaked down the back
stairs. This was her day to sweep upstairs. She would finish when she got
back.

Peyt on found Preacher in the cool of his front porch, rocking. Preacher
was getting very old. He didn't do nuch of anything any nore except rock
Preacher was the ol dest person Peyton had ever seen. Now that he had grown a
white beard, he | ooked like a dark prophet out of the Bible. Peyton said,
"Preacher, can you tell ne sonething?"

Preacher was startled. He hadn't seen her slip up on him and her voice
had broken his dream He started to rise and then sank back into the chair.
"Sure, Peyton," he said. "Wat do you want to know?"

"Why don't the fish bite?"
Preacher chuckl ed. "hey do bite. They bite whenever they eat."

"Cone on, Preacher. Tell me how | can catch sone fish." "To catch fish,
you got to think like a fish. Can you think like a fish, little girl?"

Peyton felt injured, being called a little girl, but she was a child of
dignity, and it was with dignity that she answered. "No, | can't. But | know
that you can. You nust, because you're a great fisherman."

Preacher nodded in agreenent. "I was a great fisherman. Now | feel too
poorly to fish. Nobody thinks of me any nore as a great fisherman. They only
think of ne as an old man of no use to anyone. You are the first one to ask,
"Why don't the fish bite? So I'll tell you."

Peyt on wai t ed.

"If it was very hot, like now, the hottest | ever renenber, and you was a
fish, what would you do?"

"I don't know," Peyton said. "I know what | do. | take showers, three or
four a day. Qutside with nothing on."

Preacher nodded. "The fish, he wants to stay cool too. He don't hand
around the shore there-" his armswept to indicate the river banks-"he goes
out into the mddle. The water close to the shore, it's hot. You put your hand
init, it feels Iike soup. But out in the mddle of the river, way down deep
it's nice and cool. Down there the fish feels lively and hungry and he eats
and when he eats he bites."

"Bass?"
"Yes. Big bass, 'way down deep."

"How woul d | get thenf? Nobody's been able to net any bass bait-no
shiners."

"That's the trouble,” Preacher said. "The little fish he gets hot too and
so he's out there in the niddl e deep, being chased by the big fish like



al ways. "
Peyt on t hought of sonething. "Wuld a bass bite a gol dfi sh?"

Preacher | ooked at her suspiciously. "He sure would! He'd take a gol dfish
in a second if one was offered! But it against the lawto fish with gol dfish.
But if | did have goldfish, and if it weren't against the law, and if | did
fish out in the deep channel, then | wouldn't use a bobber. 1'd just put a
little weight next my hook so that gol dfish would sink right down where the
big bass lie."

Peyton said, "Thank you, Preacher," and ski pped away, not wi shing to
incrimnate himfurther, if it really was true that gol dfish were illegal. She
went home, found a bucket on the back porch, and then wal ked across Ri ver Road
for a talk with Fl orence Wechek. She and Fl orence were good friends and often
had | ong tal ks, but about sinple subjects, such as nendi ng.

Fl orence wasn't hone-she was probably in town helping Alice at the
library-but the goldfish were. She watched them swi mming dreanily, ignoring
her in their useless conplacency. "In with you," she said, and dunped fish and
water into the pail.

She borrowed Ben Franklin's rod and reel and nade for the dock. She was
forbidden to go out in Randy's boat al one, but since she was already invol ved
in one crimnal act, she might as well risk another

At noon Randy had not returned and Elizabeth McGovern Bragg clinbed to
the captain's wal k where she could be alone with her fears and anxiety. Her
father and Dan Gunn had wal ked to town that norning. Wth sone volunteers from
Braggs Troop, they had begun to clean up and repair the clinic. So there was
no man in the house and she was afraid for her husband. He had told her there
woul d be no danger but in this newlife the dangers were deadly and
unpredi ct abl e. She kept her face turned steadily to the east, where the
Admiral's striped-awning sail should appear at the first bend of the Tinmucuan

She told herself that she was silly, that Randy and the others, if they
found the place at all, might tarry there for hours. They woul d undoubtedly
feast on crab, and she couldn't blame them They might find it difficult to
| oad the salt. Anything could delay them

From the grass behind the kitchen Helen called up, "Lib!" She | eaned over
the rail. "Yes?"

"I's Peyton up there with you?" "No. | haven't seen her."
"I's she out on the dock?"

Lib | ooked out at the dock and saw that Randy's boat was m ssing. Before
she told Helen this she scanned the river. It was nowhere in sight; Randy had
sailed in the Admiral's cruiser, and the boat should be there.

At five that evening the Fort Repose fleet sighted Randy's house. There
was no doubt that it had been a triunmphant voyage. The five boats were deep
with salt, the thirteen nen were filled with boiled crabs, |avishly seasoned,
so they were all stronger and felt better, and in every boat there were
buckets and washtubs filled with |ive crabs.

The Admiral ran his boat al ongside Randy's dock and turned into the w nd.
"You unl oad what salt you want here," Sam Hazzard said, "and that washtub ful
of crabs, and I'll sail back with the Henrys' share, and mine."



Randy unl oaded. He had expected that Lib would be down at the dock to
greet him or certainly watching fromthe captain's wal k. Comi ng home wth
such rich cargo, he was chagrined. He lifted the washtub to the dock and then
two fat sacks of salt. Fifty pounds, at |least, he thought. It would | ast for
nmont hs and when it was gone there was an unlimted supply waiting on the
shores of Blue Crab Pool. He said, "So |Iong, Sam See you tonight."

The Admi ral pushed away fromthe dock and Randy picked up the washtub
deliberately spilled sone of the water that had kept the crabs alive, and
wal ked to the house.

The kitchen was enpty except for four very l|arge black bass in the sink
He Iifted the largest. An el even-pounder, he judged. It was the biggest bass
he had seen in a year. It was unbelievabl e.

There was a plate on the kitchen table heaped with roasted neat. It
| ooked like lanmb. He tasted it. It didn't taste like lanmb. It didn't taste
i ke anything he had ever tasted before, but it tasted wonderful. He thought
of the crabs, and their value dwindled to hors d' ouevres.

It was then he heard the first sobs, fromupstairs, he thought, and then
a different voice weeping hysterically somewhere else in the house. In fear
he ran through the dining room

Three wormen were in the living room They were all crying, Lib silently,
Fl orence and Helen loudly. Lib saw himand ran into his arnms and w ped her
tears on his shirt. "Wat's happened?" he denanded.

"I thought you'd never come hone," Lib said. "I was afraid and there's so
much trouble."

"What ? Who's hurt?"

"Nobody but Peyton. She upstairs, crying. Hel en spanked her and sent her
to bed."

" \Nhy 2"
"She went fishing."
"Did Peyton catch those big bass?"
"Yes."
"And Hel en spanked her for it?"
"Not that. Hel en spanked her because she took out your boat and drifted
downstream We didn't know what had happened to her until she rowed home an

hour ago. She said she couldn't nake it sail right."

Randy | ooked at Helen. "And what's wong with you?" "I'mupset. Anybody'd
be upset if they had to spank their child."

Fl orence wail ed and her head fell on her arnms. "Wat's wong with her?"
"Somebody or sonething came in and ate her goldfish.” Florence raised her

head. "I think it nust have been Sir Percy. I'msure of it. | did |ove that
cat and now | ook how he behaves." She wept again.



Randy said, "Isn't anybody going to ask ne whether | got salt?"
"Did you get salt?" Lib asked.

"Yes. Fifty pounds of it. And if you wonen want it, you'll take the
wheel barrow down to the dock and lug it up."

He went into the kitchen to clean the beautiful bass and put the crabs in
the big pot. It was all ridiculous and stupid. The nore he | earned about wonen
the nore there was to | earn except that he had | earned this: they needed a man
around.

Then he found a tattered goldfish in the gullet of the el even pounder. He
examned it carefully, smled, and dropped it into the sink. He would not
mention it. There was enough trouble and confusion anong all these wonen
al r eady.

So ended the hunger of August. In the fourth week the heat broke and the
fish began to bite again.

I n Septenber school began. It was inpractical to re-open the Fort Repose
school house-it was unheated and there was no water. Randy deci ded that the
responsibility for teaching nmust rest tenporarily with the parents. The
regul ar teachers were scattered or gone and there was no way of paying them
The textbooks were still in the school house, for anyone who needed them

Judge Braggs library becane the schoolroomin the Bragg household, with
Lib and Hel en dividing the teaching. Wen Caleb Henry arrived to attend
classes with Peyton and Ben Franklin, Randy was a little surprised. He saw
t hat Peyton and Ben expected it, and then he recalled that in Oraha-and indeed
intwo thirds of Anerica's cities-white and Negro children had sat side by
side for many years without fuss or trouble.

In Cctober the new crop of early oranges began to ripen. The juice tasted
tart and refreshing after nmonths without it.

In Cctober, armadillos began to grow scarce in the Fort Repose area, but
the Henrys' flock of chickens had increased and the sow again farrowed. Also,
ducks arrived in enornmous nunbers fromthe North-nore than Randy ever before
had seen. Wl d turkeys, which before The Day had been hunted al nost to
exterm nation in Tinmcuan County, suddenly were conmon. Randy fashi oned
hinself a turkey call, and shot one or two every week. Quail roaned the
groves, fields and yards in great coveys. He did not use his shells on such
trifling game. But Two- Tone knew how to fashion snares, and taught the boys,
so there was usually quail for breakfast al ong with eggs.

One evening near the end of the month Dan Gunn returned fromhis clinic,
smling and whistling. "Randy," he said. "I have just delivered ny first
post - Day baby! A boy, about eight pounds, bright and healthy!"

"So what's so wonderful about delivering a baby?" Randy said. "Was the
not her under hypnosi s?"

"Yes. But that's not what was wonderful." Dan's smle disappeared. "You
see, this was the first live baby, full term | had two other pregnancies that
ended prematurely. Nature's way of protecting the race, | think, although you
can't reach any statistical conclusion on the basis of three pregnancies.
Anyway, now we know that there's going to be a human race, don't we?"

"I"d never really thought there mght not be." "I had," Dan said quietly.



In Novenber a tall pine, split by lightning during the sunmer, dropped
its brown needles and died and Randy and Bill felled it with a twd-nmn saw and
ax. It was arduous work and neither of them knew the technique. It was at
times like this that Randy m ssed and thought of Ml achai. Neverthel ess they
got the job done and trimred the thick branches. The wood was val uable, for
anot her wi nter was com ng.

Randy went to bed early that night, exhausted. He woke suddenly with a
gueer sound in his ears, like rmusic, alnost. He | ooked at his watch. It was a
bit after mdnight. Lib slept quietly beside him He was frightened. He nudged
her. She lifted her head and her eyes opened. "Sweetheart," he said, "do you
hear anyt hi ng?"

"G to sleep,"” she said, and her head fell back on the pillow It bounced
up again. "Yes," she said, "I do hear sonething. It sounds like nusic. O
course it can't be nusic but that's what it sounds like."

"I"'mrelieved," Randy said. "I thought it was in nmy head." He listened
intently. "I could swear that it sounds like “In the Mod.' If | didn't know
better | could swear it was that great denn MIler recording."

She kicked him "Get up! Get up!”

He flung hinself out of bed and opened the door to the upstairs living
room lit by a lanp on the bar, turned low. It was necessary to keep fire in
the house for they no | onger had matches, flints, or lighter fluid. Randy
t hought, it nust be the transistor radio, started up again, but at the sane
time he knew this was inpossible because he | ong ago had thrown away the dead
batteries. Nevertheless he picked up the radio and listened. It was silent yet
t he nusic persisted.

"It's comng fromthe hall," Lib said
They opened the door into the hallway. The rhythm was | ouder but the hal
was enpty. Randy saw a crack of |ight under Peyton's door. "Peyton's room" he

sai d.

He put his hand on the door handl e but decided it would be gentlemanly to

knock first. After all, Peyton was twelve now. He knocked.

The nusic stopped abruptly. Peyton said, in a small, frightened voice,
"Cone in."

Peyton's roomwas illumnated by a | anp Randy had never seen before.

Peyton didn't have a |lanp of her own. On Peyton's desk was an ol d-fashi oned,
hand crank phonograph with flaring horn. Stacked beside it were al bunms of
records.

Randy said, softly, "Put it on again, Peyton."

Peyt on stopped plucking at the front of her pajanmas, hand me-downs from
Ben Franklin, just as Ben's pajamas were hand-ne downs from Randy, so fast did
children grow. She started the record, fromthe beginning. Hearing it, Randy
real i zed how much he had nmissed nusic, how nusic seasoned his civilization. In
the Henry house M ssouri often sang, but in the Bragg house hardly anyone
could carry a tune, or even hum

Over the rhythm Lib whispered, "Where did you get it, Peyton? \Were did
it cone fron®"



"The attic. | went up the little ladder in the back hall. Mther will be
furious. She told me never to go up there because the rungs were cracked and
mght fall."

"Your nother was up in the attic a few nonths ago. She didn't see
anyt hi ng. "

"I know. | was craw ing around behind the big trunk and there was a door
a board door that |ooked like part of the wall. | opened it and there was
anot her room smaller."”

Randy said, "Why did you do it, Peyton?"

"I don't know. | was lonely and there wasn't anything else to do and 1'd
never been up there. You know how it is. Wen you' ve never been sone place,
you want to go."

Randy opened one of the albums. "Ad seventy-Bights," he said, his voice
al nost reverent. "Cassic jazz. Listen to this. By Tonmy Dorsey-- Cone Rain or
Shine,' “Stardust,' “Chicago,' Carnmen Cavallaro's “Stormy Weather.' Al so " Body
and Soul.' Artie Shaw s "Back Bay Shuffle.' Al the best by the best. | guess
I"mcertain this nust have been Father's collection. |'ve never seen this
machi ne before, but | renenber the records.”

"I'n the Mbod" ended. Randy said, "Turn it over, Peyton. No. Put on this

one.

"You're not angry, Randy?" Peyton said. "Angry! | should say not!"

"l found sone other stuff in there too." "Like what?"

"Well, there's an old-time sewi ng nachi ne-the kind you work with your
feet. There are some big kerosene | anps, the kind that hang. This one on the
desk | found up there, too. All | had when | went up was a little stub candle.
Then there's an old potbellied stove and a lot of iron pipe. Ch, and lots of
other junk. I left it because | wanted to try the record player. The only

other thing |I brought down | brought for you and Dan, Randy. It's there on the
bed. "

Randy picked up the black | eather case. It |ooked famliar. He had seen
it before. He opened it and saw the two matched straight-edge razors that had
bel onged to his father.

He | eaned over and kissed the top of Peyton's head. "Don't worry about
what your nmother will say," he told her. "I'Il handle everything for you. If |
had medals to give, | would pin one on you, Peyton, right now. "

In this manner, Peyton becane a heroine.
Chapter 13.

One norning in Novenber, when Randy was breakfasting early and al one, Dan
@unn cane downstairs snoot h-shaven, his jaw | ooking oddly pallid in contrast
to brown forehead, nose, cheekbones, and neck. "Good norning," Randy said.
"You swore you'd never shave again! Wy?"

"Well," Dan said lanely, "I had the razor and it seened a shane not to
use it after Peyton gave it to me. Then there was the soap." Wthin the past
few weeks, bars of honmemade soap had appeared in Marines Park, produced by



Ms. Estes, who had been senior teller at the bank, and two former co-workers.
Everyone agreed that it would be a prosperous and rewardi ng busi ness. "The
truth, Dan!" Randy said.

"Hel en asked me to do it. She said she was getting tired of trimmng it."

"Ch, that's different. You'd better be home in time for dinner tonight.
John Garcia just nade another run up to Blue Crab Pool and he's dropping off a
washt ub of crabs here. In exchange for one quart of Iightning."

Dan said, "lI'mvery fond of Helen. | don't know what |'d do w thout her."

"Why do anything without her?" "Randy, | want to marry her."

Randy rose fromthe table, bowed, and said, "I give you ny blessing!"

"It isn't funny."

"Marriage is rarely funny.'
of f your beard?"

"She won't marry me." "Then why did you shave

"Dam it, Randy, | love her. And she loves nme. She admitted it. She wants
to marry ne. But she won't. She thinks there's a chance Mark's still alive.
She's afraid that if we married then Mark would turn up alive and there'd be
one of those awful nesses we've all heard about or read about. Like when nen
were reported dead in the Philippines or Korea and they turned up after the
war in an eneny prison canp. They came home and found their w ves happily
married to soneone el se. Sometines there were children. It's always a ness."

"I't's happened,"” Randy said, "but in this case | don't think there's a
chance. Want me to talk to her?"

Dan rubbed his face where his beard had been. "I feel naked. No, Randy,
thanks. | don't think Helen would want it discussed. Not yet, anyway. She just
has this feeling, and I'mafraid she'll have to empty it herself."

It was in this nonth that the first |owflying plane frightened and
exhil arated them

At irregular times planes had been reported before, but always jets,
flying very high, usually no nore than a silver splinter in the sky, or
contrail, in day, and only sound at night.

But in the second week in November a big four-engined transport roared
over Fort Repose at a thousand feet. It bore Air Force markings. In Mrines
Park everyone screaned and waved. It did not even waggle its w ngs, but went
on, south. Dan Gunn, who was in town, saw it directly overhead. Randy heard
and saw it from River Road. The Adnmiral, who was out on the river in his
flagship, was able to observe it through binocul ars.

That ni ght Randy and Lib and Dan and Hel en went to Sam Hazzard's house to
hear his opinion. "I noticed two cylinders slung under the wi ng," he said.
"Not extra gas tanks. | think they might be air traps. | think they m ght be
t aki ng radi ati on sanples."

A week later the sane plane, or one like it, came over again. This tine
it circled Fort Repose, and a stream of what appeared to be confetti, at the
di stance, fell fromits belly and drifted down on the river banks and in the
t own.



Randy was in Marines Park, at the time, discussing an alarmsystemw th
of ficers of his conpany. Church bells had been used in England during the
second World War, and there were bells in the Catholic and Epi scopal churches.
It was possible to evolve a code by which his troopers could understand the
type and | ocation of the emergency. The plane canme over and everyone yell ed,
as before, as if they could hear up there. Then the leaflets fluttered down.
They read:

DO NOT' BE ALARMED

This leaflet comes froma United States Air Force plane conducting
at nospheric surveys of the Contani nated Zones.

At a future date a nore precise survey will be undertaken by helicopters.

Shoul d a helicopter land in or near your comunity do not interfere with
the activities of personnel aboard. Lend them your cooperation if requested.

This activity is an essential prelimnary to bringing relief to the
Cont anmi nat ed Zones.

In a sense, it was disappointing. But it was something. It was sonething
you could put your hands on, that you could feel, that had conme fromthe
outside. It was proof that the governnent of the United States stil
functioned. It was also useful as toilet paper. Next day, ten leaflets would
buy an egg, and fifty a chicken. It was paper, and it was noney.

In Decenber the helicopter came. It made a fearful racket, wind mlling
over Fort Repose. At various open spaces, including

Marines Park, it hovered | ow and dropped a long wire fromits belly, a
smal |l cylinder on the end of the wire actually touching the earth. It was |ike
a gigantic bug dipping for honey.

It came up the Tinucuan and circled the Bragg house.

The children were down at the dock; Helen and Lib were in the house;
Randy was visiting with Sam Hazzard.

It circled four tinmes. The two wonen ran up to the captain's wal k. They
had the best view They waved their arnms and then Hel en took off her pink
apron and waved that.

Inside the helicopter they saw faces and the pil ot opened a w ndow and
waved back. Then it went away, up the Tinucuan. In five m nutes Randy, the
Admral, and the children, all out of breath, were at the house.

Hel en was weepi ng. "He waved!" she said. "He waved at us! Nobody el se,
us! I'msure he came just to see us!"

"Now | et's not get too excited," Randy said. "It may be that he was just
| ooki ng for people-not anyone in particular-and saw the kids out on the dock
and then circled the house to encourage us and give us heart."

Hel en wi ped her face with her apron. She said, "Ch, | wish he'd cone
back. Pl ease, God, send hi m back!"

At that nonment, they heard it com ng back

The children ran up to the roof. Randy went outside and sat on the porch



steps. He was still out of breath and he wasn't going to run upstairs. If the
damm helicopter wanted to see himit would have to come here. He couldn't go
to it. Sam Hazzard sat down beside him

Randy watched for it. Fromthe sound he knew it was circling again. It
cane | ow over the trees and hovered over the [awn. Everything el se was
overgrown and choked with weeds and sprouting saplings but this single stretch
bet ween house and road Randy kept in lawn. It was one of Ben Franklin's chores
to mow once a week, and it was a |link between the house and the tinme before
The Day, |ike shaving.

It hovered there and slowy | owered. Randy said, "lIt's conming in!'" He
rose to receive it

Its wheel s touched the ground, its engines cut off, and its rotors
drooped and sl owed. Peyton ran down the steps and Randy grabbed her. "Don't go
out there until the rotors stop!" he ordered. "Cut your head off!"

Now that it was down, the helicopter |ooked ungainly and enornous. There
were five neninit.

The rotors stopped.

They waited in stillness so conplete that they heard the creak of hinges
as the hatch opened. A netal |adder fell fromits side and two nen clinbed
down. Plastic helnmets covered their heads and they were encased in silver,
transl ucent plastic suits, oxygen tanks strapped to their backs. Like divers,
Randy t hought, or maybe spacenmen. Peyton and Ben Franklin had run out on the
[ awn. Now they shrank back. One of the nmen, laughing silently inside his
hel met, held up his hand in a gesture, "Wait!"

The two nmen carried machines that | ooked |ike miniature vacuum cl eaners,
a cylindrical nozzle in one hand, an oblong black box in the other. They
al | owed these nozzles to sniff at grass and earth. "Geiger counters,"” Sam
Hazzard said. "Maybe we're hot."

One of the nmen approached them hesitated, and sel ected Randy. He bent
over and allowed the nozzle to sniff Randy's |ast pair of boat shoes, big toe
protrudi ng through the canvas, soles reinforced with possum hide. The nozzle
investigated the tattered shorts, the belt, and finally Randy's hair. At each
point, the head in the helnet glanced at a dial in the box. It was very
efficient.

The man swept off his helnet, slamred his hand on Randy's shoul der as if
in congratul ati ons, and called back to the helicopter, "GOkay, Colonel. The
terrain's clear and they're clear. You can come down."

Hi s back toward them a man clinmbed down. He wore a blue, zippered Air
Force flight suit with the eagles of a full colonel on his shoul ders.

When he turned and stepped forward, Randy did not immedi ately recognize
him he was so changed.

It was not until the man held out his hand, and spoke, that Randy saw it
was Paul Hart, who had been a light colonel, sandy haired instead of gray, his
face cheery and freckled instead of |ined and aged, when he saw him | ast.
Randy coul d think of nothing to say except, "Come on in, Paul, and bring your
people. W're just about to sit down for [unch."

Lib cried, "The quail!" and dashed into the house, letting the screen



door bang.

"My wife," Randy said. "It's her lunch day."

"Your wife? Congratulations. My wife-1'lIl save it for later." Randy saw
that the nen with the Geiger counters had stripped off their plastic suits.
"You'll all have a drink before lunch?" he suggested, thinking that this had
been the proper thing to say, |ong ago, and would still be proper and

expect ed.

"Why, |'d be delighted!" Paul said. "I haven't had a drink since-" he
asked a question: "You people haven't saved your liquor all this time, have
you?"

"Ch, no. This stuff is new Well, it's aged a bit. In a charcoal keg. W
think it's very good."

He led themup to his apartnent and mi xed sours with the corn whi skey and
fat, ripe limes. Then there were the introductions. There was a Captain
Bayliss, the pilot, a Lieutenant Smith, chief radiologist, and the two
sergeant technicians. They all considered the sour very good and Paul said,
"It's inpossible to find anything to drink, even in Denver. Not even beer
Shortage of grains, you know. Nobody woul d dare make his own whi skey in the
clear zones. He'd go to jail. The ol der people say it's worse than
prohibition."

There were a thousand questions Randy wanted to ask but at that noment he
only had time for one because Lib called fromdownstairs. Lunch was ready. The
men all wore brassards with the letters D.C. on the right arnms. "Wat's that?"
Randy asked, touching Paul's brassard. "District of Colunbia?"

"Ch, no," Paul said. "there isn't any District of Colunbia. Denver's the
capital. That stands for Decontam nation Command. It's the biggest conmand,
nowadays, and really the only one that counts. | was seconded to the D.C. |ast
spring. | put in for a CZ right away and asked for Florida and Fl ori da was
the C.Z. | got."

Paul Hart thought the soup was wonderful and said he had never tasted
anything exactly like it before and Randy replied that he wasn't surprised.
They al ways kept the big soup pot simrering on the fire and everythi ng went
intoit. "This particular soup," he explained, "is sort of a conbination
Armadi | | o, gopher, and turkey carcass."

Lib brought a dozen quail, and nore were broiling, and placed pitchers of
orange juice in front of themand they all drank it greedily. Captain Bayliss
kept nunbling that he felt they were inposing, and that there were K-rations
in the helicopter and that he actually expected to find C Z. people al
starving, because certainly nost of themwere in other parts of the country.
He al so kept on eating.

"How does it happen,"” Randy asked Hart, "that you found us?"
Hart said, "You haven't heard anything fromny wife, Mrtha, have you?"

Randy shook his head, no, apprehending Paul's tragedy. "Of course that's
why | asked for duty in this CZ | wanted to find out what happened to Martha
and the children.” He | ooked up. "It was just a year ago, wasn't it, that |
met you at McCoy Operations? Wasn't it on the day before H Day?" "H Day? W
just call it The Day."



"Hel| day or Hydrogen Day or The Day, it's all the sane thing."
"Yes. That was the last tine | saw you."

"It was also the last day | saw Martha except to kiss her goodbye the
next norning. Post-strike we went on to Kenya, in Africa. Wen | got back to
this country | |earned right away, of course, that MCoy received one. But it
wasn't until | flew over Ol ando | ast week that | gave up hope. | suppose you
know what happened to Ol ando. "

Randy said, "Oh, no! Nobody's been that far off!"

"It's as if no man was ever there. Even the shapes of the | akes have
changed and there are a couple of |akes that weren't there before. Find ny
wife? | couldn't even tell where ny house stood.

| think they must've dropped a five-nmegaton nmissile on McCoy and anot her
on Ol ando munici pal. Nothing stands. Everything is burned and still hot. It's
the damm C 14 that does it." "C14?"

"Radi oactive carbon. It's half-life is nore than five thousand years.
That and U 238 and cobalt and strontiumis what makes rebuil ding inpractica
inthe T.D.-the totally destroyed--cities. You have to start somewhere el se,
here for instance. Did you know that you are living in the center of the
| argest clear area in the whole C Z. ?"

"No, | didn't, but I'mglad to find out."

Hel en had been waiting, tensely, to ask the question that she nust ask,
yet know ng the answer before she asked it; for had there been any ot her
answer Paul woul d have told her before now She said, "Paul, nothing about
Mark, | suppose?"

"I"'msorry, Helen. Nothing. There were a few survivors from Oraha but
Mark wasn't one of them After all, it was a primary target with SAC
Headquarters, Ofutt Field-itself an inportant base-and the biggest rai
conpl ex between Chicago and the Coast all grouped together. | don't think
we'll ever find out exactly what happened. ™"

Hel en nodded. "At |least | know for sure. That's inmportant-to know. " No
tears, Randy thought. He glanced at the children. Ben Franklin stood firm
chin outthrust, taut facial nuscles containing his enotions. But Peyton, eyes
| owered, slipped away into the other room

Then for a long time Hart and the |lieutenant radiol ogi st questi oned Randy
and Sam Hazzard about the way things had gone in Fort Repose, taking notes and
showi ng remarkabl e interest in details of how the emergencies were net. "O
course we need everything," Randy said, "but the town could get along fine if
only we had electricity because if they had power then they'd have water. They
woul dn't have to boil it or haul it fromsprings, as they do now "

“"I't"ll be along tinme-a very long tine," Hart said. "Even najor cities
that weren't touched-cities in the clear zones lost their electricity a nmonth
or so after HDay and don't have it back yet. The only towns which have had
uni nterrupted power were those served by hydroel ectric plants, provided the
pl ants were undanmaged and the aqueducts intact. There aren't many."

"What about the other towns in the clear zones?" Randy asked. He noted
how qui ckly you picked up the jargon of the post-Day age. It was |like entering
a totally new environnent, like joining the Arny.



"To have light," Paul said, "you either have to have water power or fuel
Most cities had supplies for a nonth or so. After that, darkness. Some of our
big oil fields are still burning. The coal regions of Pennsylvania and West
Virginia were saturated with fallout. But the transport problemis what really
cripples us. Think what happened to the pipe lines, the railroads, the ports.
Qur big hope is atom c power. Thank goodness we still have a big stockpile of
nucl ear fuel."

The radi ol ogi st and the two technical sergeants excused thensel ves. They
were going to the river to bottle water sanples. Randy said that if the river
was hot they'd all be hot because ever since The Day they'd been living on the
bounty of the river. Hart said that apparently the river was going to be al
right, and this was hopeful. "If we're going to get this C.Z. on the road
back, | think 1'd like to start in this area. O course you understand, Randy,
that before we can be of nuch help to the C.Z.'s we have to get the clear
country in decent shape." He shook his head. "Some of our scientists think it

wi Il take a thousand years this decision alone. He | ooked at Lib w thout
finding it necessary to speak. She knowi ng what was in his mnd, sinply sniled
and wi nked. He said, "I guess I'lIl stay, Paul."

"And the ot hers?"

Randy wi shed Dan was with them and yet he was confident he coul d speak
for Dan. "We have our doctor here, Dan Gunn. If it wasn't for Dan | don't
thi nk any of us could have made it. He saved this town and |'m sure he
woul dn't want to | eave now." He turned to Helen. "Wuld he?"

Hel en said quietly, "I wouldn't and he wouldn't."

"But there's one thing you have to do, Paul. Bring supplies for our
doctor."

"What' s he need?"

"Everything. Everything that a hospital needs. But nost of all he needs a
new pair of glasses.”

"I could requisition those for him | think, if | had his prescription.”

Hel en said, "I know where it is. Don't you | eave, Paul! Don't you dare!"
She left the roomand ran upstairs.

"\What about you, Admiral Hazzard?" Paul asked. "Wat about the children?
What about the two wonmen who live across the road-the librarian and the
t el egraph gal ?"

Sam Hazzard | aughed. "Col onel, | have a fleet under ny comuand. If the
Navy Departnent will give me a fleet, I'll go with you. Not otherw se."
"W don't have any fleets,"” Paul Hart said. "All we've got left, really,
are nucl ear subnmarines. The subs saved us, | guess. The subs and the solid
fuel rockets and sone of the airborne missiles."

Lib said, "Alice Cooksey and Fl orence Wechek are in town but they were
tal ki ng about the possibility of going out only a few nights ago. They'll both
want to stay. You see, they're terribly busy. They've never worked so hard or
acconpl i shed so much in their whole lives. And | don't know what Fort Repose
woul d do without them They're practically our whol e education system and
t hey keep all the records.”



"Isn't anybody goi ng?" Hart asked. Ben Franklin said, “~Not ne!"

Peyt on, who had quietly returned to the conference, said, "Me either."

Hel en cane downstairs with the prescription for Dan's gl asses. They al
wal ked out to the porch and Randy went out with Paul to the helicopter. They
shook hands.

Randy said, "Paul, there's one thing nore. Who won the war?"

Paul put his fists on his hips and his eyes narrowed. "You're kidding!
You nean you really don't know?"

"No. | don't know. Nobody knows. Nobody's told us." "W won it. W really
cl obbered "em" Hart's eyes lowered and his arnms drooped. He said, "Not that

it mtters."

The engine started and Randy turned away to face the thousand-year night.



