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Chaptl

Chapter 1
Prelude

The end of the world as we knew it came early in August when Americans had their minds on other
things. We each pursued the business of life, beit in the comfort of air conditioned office buildings, the
factories of our unrivaled industrial base or the vast agricultural fields of the heartland. With nary a
thought for the future except the next report, the next date or the next weekend, we were immersed in the
life of the here and now. Unsurpassed in our military might, our economic power and our technological
superiority, our leaders sought to look strong and busy to an uninterested electorate by imposing our will
on nations far away in the belief that nobody would be stupid enough to stand against us.

Wisdom is not traditionally the strong point of the American government. When not confronted by an
obvious threat, the subtle ones tend to be ignored. After the crumbling of the Soviet Union, and later the
crushing of Irag, no new crisisfilled the gap, nothing galvanized our native streak of patriotism any
longer. A whole raft of police actions were engaged in to justify the continued maintenance of the
industrial-military complex, but they lacked urgency and accomplished little. Nobody even suspected
where the greatest threat to American survival since the Revolution would come from.

Among it's many other tasks. the North American Air Defense Command is responsible for keeping
watch on near Earth space. Thisinvolves tracking not only satellites, spaceships and missiles, but also
nuts and bolts and space garbage. It is their job to plot the trajectories of these various objects to chart
safe orbits for American space craft, to predict reentry points for those objects whose orbits are decaying
and to assess the military implications of everything they find or are informed of. They do a good job of
iIt, but a determined adversary can hide ailmost anything.

Far above the earth, where there dwells little but space dust and the occasional satellite, the Earth had a
number of dark partners. Each of these dark partners was accompanied by a small but very bright and
noisy companion which ensured the dark one would remain unseen by radar, infrared or regular optics.
Asthey circled over the eastern hemisphere one of these dark partners began a steady drift away from
it's companion, a drift that would soon take it over Smith County, Kansas.

End of Chapter 1
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Chapter 2

Chapter 2
Lynn
Lynn McArthur was busy drilling a patient's tooth when it hit. The lights went out, the drill stopped and
the muzak quit. Simultaneously, the battery powered emergency light kicked in. Though her face didn't
betray the slightest surprise or discomfiture, under her breath she was muttering curses that would have
turned a strong man to jelly to hear. Reassuring her patient, she stepped out to the lobby to speak to the
receptionist in the lazy southern drawl she turned on while around customers because they liked it.
"Dodie, honey, could you turn on that battery powered radio of yours? And check seeif y'all can make a
phone call for me please?
Dodie pulled out the antenna and turned on the radio she kept for when she just couldn't stand the

canned stuff piped into the building by the owner. Nothing but static. She tuned up and down the band
repeatedly, there just wasn't anything. Next shetried the phone. All lines were dead.

"Sorry Lynn. Therejust isn't anything. No dial tone either."
Lynn thought this most curious. "Nobody on the air at al?”’
“Nope. Nothing at al.”

Worried thought flitted through Lynn’s mind. Didn't they have emergency generators? Half the state
must be down. And the phones didn't depend on AC power, so the exchange must be down as well. But
didn't they also have emergency generators? Somebody is going to pay hell for this. Her day looked
shot, too. The stopped wall clock read 9:59. Back to the patient.

"Mistah Peterson, I'm going to give y'all a choice. Y ou can wait around here 'till the power comes back
on, or | can put atemporary in and y'all can come back later. Normally I'd be closed, but you can set up
the return appointment in the evenin' or the week end. What'll it be?

"Murphulgumph! "

"Okay. It'll take just a minute to put in the temporary. Now rinse and spit. Pretty please?’
"Glublumf." Mr. Peterson spat.

"Now, open real wide. The light's not so good right now"

Dental drills are pneumatically powered by about 30 pounds per square inch of air pressure. Lynn could
only hope that she had enough pressure in the tank to finish the job in case the compressor didn't kick in
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again. And cursed her cheap landlord for refusing to install a backup generator.

In ten minutes she had him out the door. There remained two customersin the waiting room. They were
offered the alternative of waiting a half hour or setting up a return appointment and being on their way.
Something about this blackout really bothered her. One man leapt at the opportunity to postpone the
inevitable, while the other stubbornly insisted on staying to the last second and then had to be coaxed out
the door with promises of substantial discounts. All that time Dodie and Ken (the dental assistant) fussed
with the radio, tuning up and down both AM and FM bands and still getting nothing. The phones
remained dead. The nearby intersection had a stop light, now nonfunctional of course, and a number of
automotive near misses had been signaled by the screeching of tires without any concluding ‘thump'. It
appeared that afair number of cars had stalled outright in random positions on the road as their drivers
cranked their enginesin an attempt to restart them. Some succeeded. Most didn't.

A half hour isalong timeto fret. First, Lynn did a quick inventory of the earthquake supplies stashed in
acloset. Then she tried the battery/crank/solar powered emergency radio in the kit, to no avail. Then she
tried the car radio. Nothing but static. Then the cell phone. Dead as well. Plots from 50's science fiction
thrillers danced in her head as she inventoried her medical bag and added some extras. Struggling to
keep her composure, she sent Ken and Dodie home with instructions not to come back until power was
restored. Not surprisingly, no new patients had shown up in the intervening time. Just in case one did,
she posted a crude "closed until power returns* sign on the outer door and locked it. The alarm wouldn't
come on as she attempted to set it. It should have, as the battery backup was supposed to last at least 24
hours. Misgiving began the transition to fear.

"Gort! Klaatu barada nikto!" she spoke aloud to nobody in particular. And laughed. Whistling by the
graveyard was a Lynn specialty.

Tossing the bag in her Caravan, Lynn started the engine, fearing it wouldn't. She breathed a heavy sigh
of relief when the engine started. "At least one thing works." she said aloud to herself, then pulled out of
the small lot and drove home.

Or rather, tried to drive home. Since every traffic light in the area was out the situation was approaching
gridlock. Mgjor intersections were passing the few functional cars through slowly at best but most were
blocked by stalls, fender bender accidents or just plain stupid drivers. Traffic was backed up such that
you could follow residential streets only until you had to cross a major thoroughfare, at which point you
were blocked. Fear began to well up inside her, fears from childhood. Visions of flames and fire trucks
and blood. The sound of sirens and anger and gunfire. The smell of smoke and fear. It took a vigorous
effort to quell the feelings. But then, Lynn was never short of willpower.

Being a child in Los Angeles during the summer of '65 had certainly left an impression on her.

Taking advantage of sidewalks and the occasional front yard, Lynn had finally been brought to a
complete halt only a half mile from home. Five miles of driving had taken an hour and nearly a quarter
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tank of gas. She was forced to give up by achain reaction collision blocking the road ahead, other cars
on her tail blocking her retreat and just too many yards with block walls to cut across. Lynn did manage
to leave the Caravan in an empty spot in a driveway, hoping to return for the car before the owner of the
driveway got home. Just in case, she left anote full of profuse apologies and promises to return soon in
case shedidn't.

From there she hoofed it. A handsome young police officer, maybe no more than half her age, was
attempting to unsnarl the mess and keep tempers cool. He flashed her a brilliant smile. Despite herself,
Lynn returned it, feeling the beginnings of a pleasant flush. Momentarily distracted from the problems at
hand, he watched her disappear with great appreciation.

Making it home at last, her shoulder aching from the strap on the overloaded medical bag, she made a
mental note to transfer the contents later to a backpack. She was aways making notes. Some of them
even got followed up on. Now her first concern had to be for her children.

Todd, ahandsome strapping 17 year old, was at a public school and could take care of himself. He
would easily make it home on his motorcycle. Jenny, her 13 year old daughter, would be getting out of
7th grade at 3:30, still plenty of time there. Ellie was 8 and attended 4th grade at a private school for the
gifted. She would be getting out at 2:30, in a mere 15 minutes and somehow it didn't seem likely she
could count on her childcare provider. There was only one option. Lynn would ride her bicycle there and
the two would walk the two miles home together.

Just in case she didn't return before Todd got home, she left a note telling him to pick up Jenny. She
didn't want her girl walking home alone with everything falling apart like this. Lynn next allowed
herself a moment to be angry with her husband to be off playing politics five hundred miles away. She
did this frequently, as she felt that blowing off alittle steam now and then was probably better than
letting it build up. Lynn had begun to feel abandoned and unloved and he was certain to hear more than
an earful when he came home for the weekend Friday night.

The ride to the private school presented more of the same as she had driven through earlier, only the
bike made the trip alot easier. Every major road had come to a complete halt. Many of the cars appeared
abandoned. Stranded motorists sat on the curb taking refuge from the August sun in what shade was
available, snoozed in their vehicles or browsed aimlessly in nearby shops. Others could be seen walking
determinedly, as though not to let anything so trivial as a citywide traffic jam block them from their
destinations. Those gas stations, grocery stores and other businesses with the foresight to have
emergency generators were still lit up and pedestrians wandered into them seeking air conditioning and
snacks.

Crossing Chatsworth Blvd. was positively frightening. All six lanes plus the turn lanes were packed with
bumper to bumper cars. She was forced to dismount and walk the bike across. Three kids, skinheads by
the looks of them, were systematically walking down the lanes checking each car as they went. For what
purpose, Lynn didn't have to imagine very hard. She only hoped that her car was still intact when she
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was ableto retrieve it. Crossing the street it occurred to her what a vulnerable target a single woman on a
bicycle was, particularly to types like these. Under the circumstances, the ten speed would look like gold
to them. Or for that matter, to any stranded desperate motorist. Lifting the bike up and over and
squeezing between two cars, she cleared the last lane, then remounted and pedaled off asfast as she
could manage.

For the first time she regretted leaving the small semi-auto pistol back home, under the night stand. She
had carried one with her ever since she had been nearly raped at college. Tom had pulled some favorsin
and claimed their vacation home in the Sierras as a residence to get her a concealed carry permit for it
from the Kern County Sheriff, but living in the upscale neighborhood had ulled her into a sense of
security. Now, as alegidator's wife, the permit was a snap of the fingers. Still, she hated carrying it.

The veneer of civilization was thin. And when it got damaged, it only took afew bad actorsto really
mess things up. Already south-central would be ablaze. Liquor stores and pharmacies and department
stores were being looted, fires started, gangs warring upon one another, stranded motorists beaten and
murdered for the color of their skin or the green of their cash. She didn't need to hear reports to know
exactly what was going on. Lynn had been a 10 year old on summer break in Los Angelesin '65. Her
father was serving atour of duty in Vietnam from which he never returned. After the Wattsriots, her
mother sent her to Michigan to live with her aunt in Detroit, not exactly awinning move. Thenin '68
she'd gone to live with her mother and grandparents in rural Georgia.

Her grandfather had been a stern, but loving man, constantly quoting one source or another. Sometimes
Shakespeare (he had a fondness for Hamlet), sometimes 19th century American poets, sometimes
Twain, sometimes the Constitution or the Declaration but most often the King James Bible. No occasion
went by with out some appropriate quote. As an old fashioned country lawyer he put this ability to very
good use, frequently defending the poor folk for livestock, labor or produce. He introduced Lynn to the
great books of the world and made it clear in no uncertain terms she would be a successin life. He
would settle for no less.

People had sometimes called him 'Atticus as a nickname, even though his real name was L eon Jennings.
Lynn was unable to figure out why and her grandfather was unwilling to say. There was a bolt action
Springfield "ought six" over the mantle, used once ayear in deer season and kept meticulously clean. On
her 13th birthday Gramps, as she came to call him, took her out to the forest and taught her how to shoot
with a.22. This was an experience both frightening and exciting to a city girl who had previously only
associated guns with fire and fear and death. He taught her that firearms could also mean food,
recreation and protection.

The streets were full, but the school parking lot was empty Apparently nobody else had had any luck
driving there either. Nervous parents, mostly females with frightened children, milled about discussing

http://thingsfallapart.us/chapt2.htm (4 of 29)4/30/2005 12:04:35 AM



Chapter 2

the event.

Never heard of such athing... Stranger than the Northridge quake... Saw looters... Car won't run
properly... Alien invasion... I'm scared... Husband is 30 miles away at work... War...? What about the
children whose parents can't make it...? End of the world...? Smoke in the sky over LA....

Lynn made her way to the office, taking care to chain her bike to the fence. Some of the other parents
there had ridden bicycles too. More than afew of the of the parents were on foot and gazed enviously at
her transport.

"Hi, I'm Lynn McArthur here to pick up Ellie McArthur?' Inside the heat was building. Absent air
conditioning or fans, it would soon be hotter inside than outside. As a sign of the times. this school had
been designed with no large exterior windows. Those few that were in place could not be opened, only
the doors. Of course there was no backup generator. This sort of thing just never happened.

"OK Ms McArthur, just one moment. The classrooms are dark and as hot as ovens, so we have al the
children in the courtyard. I'll send an aide to call her name." The aid dispatched, the receptionist fell to
half heartedly twiddling with a portable transistor radio. Unexpectedly a station came in and the entire
office froze.

"Thisisyour emergency communications system. This station has emergency information for the San
Fernando Valley area. Thisis not atest. Repeat, thisis not atest.

"At ten fifty nine am this morning an upper atmospheric event of unknown origin cause a blackout over
the contiguous forty eight states, southern Canada and northern Mexico. Severe damage to much
electronic equipment has been reported throughout this area, particularly anything connected to a power
line, television cable or the phone lines. Small portable radios should be unaffected, particularly if not in
use at the time of the event.”

Lynn had a brief, horrifying thought of the carnage the must be taking place at the airports. Then of all
the delicate electronic life support equipment at the hospitals. She shuddered.

"Do not panic. If you are at home, stay there. If you are at work and are within walking distance of
home, please turn off all electrical switches before leaving to walk home. Otherwise please stay at work.

"All surface streets are blocked. Many vehicles with electronic ignition that were running at the time
stalled. No power is available for traffic lights. Please do not attempt to use motor vehicles on the
surface streets or freeways. All roads are totally blocked. The city isworking to clear off lanes for
emergency vehicles.

"Gas and water utilities are still on line, but we request that you use as little water and gas as possible.
Please follow the same procedures you would for a major earthquake or other disaster.
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"The National Guard and Reserve are being activated. All military personnel are hereby ordered to the
nearest military station by whatever means possible. All public safety officers are ordered to the nearest
police station for duty. Martial law has been declared and the following executive orders are being
implemented.

"Thereisan eight p.m. to eight am curfew. Any civilians outside during this time frame are subject to
immediate detention.

"L ooters, vandals and marauders are subject to being shot on sight.

"Public safety and military personnel will respond to any public display of firearms by any civilian. The
right to habeus corpus has been suspended. The public assembly of more than five people for purposes
other than disaster recovery isforbidden and such civilians are subject to immediate detention.

"All gasoline, il or other energy resources have been nationalized, as have all electronics equipment on
retail shelves or warehouses. Continued sales of these items to the general public isforbidden. All trains,
commercial boats, aircraft and all motor vehicles of three or more axles have been nationalized. The
nation desperately needs these resources to help us get through the immediate crisis.

"Again, please stay at home. Thereis no reason to panic. This message will be repeated every fifteen
minutes. Please stay tuned to this station for periodic updates. Thisis your emergency communication
system. Thisis not atest.”

The peoplein the office started to panic.

Lynn thought it was an excellent time to panic. Not only was all communication and power down over
the entire country, but the government was moving to nationalize everything in sight and promising
protection it couldn't give. Unlike many others, Lynn did not trust to the government's competence and
to deal with the situation. Uncle Sam wasn't telling everything it knew and Lynn had a sinking feeling
she knew some of the missing details.

At thismoment Ellie appeared in the office. "Mommy! I'm so glad to see you. Do you know what
happened?”’

“No honey, not exactly. But | have an idea. We'll talk about it on the way home."

Mercifully, the bike was still chained to the fence. The word of the radio announcement had spread
through the crowd and the parents were visibly shaken. The sooner they got home the better. Ellie would
have to ride slowly while Lynn walked/jogged along side. She only hoped she would be up to the task,
not having exercised regularly for years.

http://thingsfall apart.us/chapt2.htm (6 of 29)4/30/2005 12:04:35 AM



Chapter 2

"What happened? The power went down, then they led us out to wait in the courtyard. We waited for
hours and the power never came back!"

"The power is down everywhere honey. Here, downtown, other cities and other states.” Lynn was
huffing along adequately, but just barely. It was difficult for Ellie to ride the adult bike slowly. Soon
Lynn decided they had better walk the bike.

"I'm worried about Daddy! | wish Daddy were here."

Ellie had just rubbed araw spot in Lynn's mind and she almost winced.

"We gotta be careful honey. With the power and al the radios and tel ephones down people will be
acting crazy. Some of them will be scared. Some of them will be thinkin' they can get away with
something because the police got so much to do.

“I'm still worried about Daddy. | hope he's OK."

"I hope so too." her words said. But Lynn's tone suggested something entirely different.

"Do we get to use the earthquake plan?' The kids aways enjoyed the earthquake plan. It was very much
like camping out without leaving home. Ellie was too young to remember much of the Northridge quake
but the older two had positively enjoyed it.

"Y es, we get to use the earthquake plan. And you will probably not be going back to school again for a
long time. Maybe we can get up to the cabin after the roads get cleared out.” Thiswas sure to bring
quick approval. Ever since the schools went to year round schedules it had been difficult to find time
when everybody was free for avacation. Lynn feared that this vacation would be alittle longer than
people might expect.

They approached the traffic jam on Chatsworth. It was just as Lynn remembered, except that nobody
was still in their vehiclesin the 100 degree August heat. No doubt many had run their tanks dry
attempting to keep their air conditioning going. Looking both ways for trouble first, they stepped out and
hurried across as quickly as possible.

When they got home, Lynn found a message from Todd:

“Got home before you. Have gone to get Jenny. Don't worry, got everything covered. Love, Todd”
"Everything covered? Right. Teenagers!" she grumbled to herself.

"Here'stherules Ellie. Y ou don't open the door to anybody or even answer the door unless you see them
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through the peep hole and you know them. Otherwise you tell me and you get back from the door. Now
try to seeif you can pick up anything on your radio and start collecting water, just like after an
earthquake.”

Ellie she set to work, first tuning up the emergency station on her portable radio, then filling up
containers with water. The two dogs, a couple of Blue Ticks called, creatively enough, Blue and Tick
were then let into the house. Tick and Blue has been purchased as puppies because the McArthurs were
al dog lovers. Tom had chosen that particular breed for their loyalty, friendliness, sharp senses and their
loud baying. They reminded him of fond childhood memories of raccoon hunting in his native northern
Michigan. They would make excellent alarms.

First she went to the master bedroom and retrieved the small semi-auto pistol from under the night stand.
Purposefully she removed the trigger lock. Then she went to the farthest nether reaches of the closet and
retrieved along gun case and alocked metal box. Out of the gun case came a double barreled shotgun.
From the locked metal box she extracted several boxes of different types of ammunition and three clips
for the pistol. She loaded the clips and slipped one into the pistol and the rest in her pocket. Then two
rounds went into the shotgun and then five more into the fabric shell holder on the stock. After thinking
for a minute, the shotgun and some extra shells went into the closet by the front door, the pistol and its
ammo into a cubby near the back door. All her children were completely safe around guns, but Lynn
didn't want to cause undue anxiety by leaving them out in plain sight.

Having done all she could think of, Lynn sat down to worry and wait as only a mother can and to
conceal this from her youngest daughter as only a mother could.

Lance

The dark heat was oppressive upon the backs of the three soldiers. Mosquitoes buzzed about hungrily as
the sweat dripped down their brows, but the cammo clad soldiers paid no attention. They were fixated on
their mission, to sabotage a truck that would soon be carrying ateam of narco terrorists. Boomer
watched their six while little Joe observed the target and Lance prepared the charge. The three of them
concurred everything was go and Lance half crawled, half scuttled across the empty yard and under the
deuce.

Lance paused for amoment, waiting for the tell tale noise that would indicate he'd been blown. Nothing
stirred in the fetid Colombian night. It seem amazing that not even one guard would be set on a truck
that would be used for acritical mission the next day. But then even the cartels make mistakesoncein a
while and the good guys get lucky. First he attached a motion sensor to the transaxle. Then he quickly
wired the detonator acrossit with a power pack in series. Last he attached the lump of plastiquein an
Inconspi cuous spot adjacent to the fuel tank. The bomb would explode as the truck started to move
forward and spray burning diesel in all directions.

L ance once again scanned the areafor any sign of athreat, still amazed that security was so lax. Moving
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slowly out from under the truck slowly he risked running in a crouch back to his partners. They then
made their way back to a safe observation point, 200 meters distant. It was possible the explosive might
fail to detonate. The intel they had indicated that the driver was always in the habit of starting the engine
as the truck was being boarded. However, it was still possible the driver might break his habit and move
the truck before the terrorists were on board or at least close enough for the blast to take out. These
things would have to be reported if the mission was a bust.

Slowly the hours crawled past. Dawn streaked the sky and still no sign of the targets. It was fully light
when they at last showed up, marching in single file from the nearby village. Something was wrong,
horribly wrong. The terrorists were all too short. They looked just like children carrying lunch bags and
books. Lance suddenly realized they were redlly the children of the nearby village, children of the
peasants who worked the coca fields.

That truck was no terrorist transport. It was used as a school bus.
Lance tried to cry out awarning, but the words wouldn't come. All he could produce were some
croaking sounds. Then hetried to run, to move, to fire his gun just to make some noise, but he couldn't.

His arms and legs were pinned together as though wrapped in a sheet and al he could do was watch
helplessly and wriggle uselesdly as the children boarded the back of the truck.

Still there was the occasional popping of small arms, mostly handguns. Why would children be going to
school if combat were nearby? Were they fleeing some kind of localized cartel warfare?

The children all got on board the truck. The driver started the engine and lurched into gear. The
plastique detonated. The ground shook as the fireball climbed high into the sky. The wreckage of the bus
was engulfed and everything within 20 meters was spewed with burning oil. Pieces of body parts and

hot wreckage arced gracefully through the air and showered around him.

A little girl's severed head landed directly in front of him and began to speak. "Para | os nifios?"

Lance looked up at his partners. Somehow little Joe had morphed into the Bogota CIA station chief. He
spoke, "We needed a credible deterrent.”

Then Boomer, who had turned into the Colombian Army liaison to the CIA, spat out, "Suisindios!”
The station chief smiled and replied with enthusiasm, "The horror. The horror!"
Gunfire erupted almost next to Lance.

Lance Willis woke up screaming. The sweat soaked bed linen was wrapped tightly around him and had
been torn from his struggle. Oddly, even though he was awake, the distant gunfire continued. Wearily he
raised his aching head to look around.
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It was a small three room apartment in a seedy part of town. The living room was dominated by a
hideaway bed, a coffee table littered with empty wine bottles and a decrepit old chair. The one window
looked out over atrash strewn aley and the windows of another equally seedy apartment complex. The
kitchen had another window with an identical view, asmall table, atwo burner gas stove and an elderly
refrigerator. There was nowhere any sign of personalization or any artifacts - other than empty bottles -
to give clues about its occupant.

Aside from the occasional gunfire, (unusual even for this neighborhood) there was something else
wrong. Lance forced his eyesto focus as he squinted as his clock. In afew secondsit cameto him -
there was no time display. Also it was stiflingly hot and still in the room - no fan. Power must be down.
worked its way into his alcohol fogged mind.

A painful look out the window indicated the time must be getting past noon. Lance was due at work at
14 hundred hours to pull another 12 hour shift as a security guard at a high rise building, a shift he
pulled three times a week mainly to keep himself in booze and pot the remaining four days.

The phone was dead.

Lance powered up the walkman he kept for the late night hours at the Miller building, when the doors
were locked and all he had to do was make the Detex rounds and listen for the fire alarm. None of the
usual stations were on the air. After a couple minutes of tuning he picked up something on the AM band,
some kind of arepeating emergency recording.

The blood drained from Lance's face. He knew exactly what had happened.

At first he was inclined to go back to sleep. There was nothing he could do about it. Hereally didn't give
adamn about his own life anyhow. But that |ast ineradicable vestige of stubbornnessthat al truly strong
people have in them would not allow him to give up. Curiosity get the better of him and he decided to
stay awake after all.

Slipping into his skivvies, he stepped to the window and opened it. He was immediately assailed by the
smell of smoke. The sky overhead was hazy and turning red from reflected firelight. Ash floated lazily
down from the sky, a gray summer snowfall. Looking up the alley to the street, he caught glimpses of
people carrying boxes and various articles of merchandise, no doubt liberated from local retail
establishments. The sound of glass breaking, of people screaming obscenities, of random gunshots and
general chaos accosted his ears. No doubt people were dying throughout the barrios and ghettos of the
city for their race, their money or even the baseball insignia on their hats.

"If the cops were smart, they'd ssmply wall off the evil bastards and let the ghetto burn”, Lance mused to
himself. "Too bad the good ones and the children would die along with them. Maybe the station chief
had it right. Kill 'em all and let God sort it out".
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But then even under the best of conditions the gang-bangers outnumbered the cops by a hundred to one.
L ance suspected the few cops who stayed on the job after a few hours without communications would
al be hunkering down at the police stations. With no way to report fires, no way to distribute orders and
no way to get to them anyhow, the fire department would be pretty much off line as well.

Would the Miller building be burning? Would he have ajob left? In aweek would there even be aworld
left to care? In aminute? Time to split. Not the first time he'd walked out on ajob. Hopefully not the
last.

Where to go? Lance had an old buddy from his Special Forces dayswho'd left to buy aranch out by
Paso Robles. He'd offered Lance a job there whenever Lance decided to get out. It looked like as good a
destination as any. If things got as bad as they could, there'd be career opportunities aplenty for aman
who was good with a gun. And Lance was very good with a gun. North and then west it would be.

It was a Spartan apartment for a Spartan life. A life that fit easily into a Gl issue duffel bag. The
walkman. A couple pairs of jeans, some shirts, socks, skivvies. A pair of combat boots, dress shoes and
tennies. A Bronze Star, apair of desert cammies, Section 8 discharge papers. A tooth brush, a disposable
razor and amess kit. A six pack of beer from the fridge and a package of Polish sausage.

His guard uniform he decided to leave behind. If things didn't get all FUBAR, the company would no
doubt cometo claim it. Instead, he put on the combat boots, aloose fitting pair of jeans and a black T-
shirt. Over thiswent awell worn black |leather jacket. The apartment and building keys he dropped
through the slot on the landlady's door. Then he picked up his motorcycle helmet and left, never to
return.

So easy to discard alife and start over!

The aging Harley waited in its assigned space in the complex garage. His storage area contained a small
tool box he used to work on the bike with. This got strapped to his sissy bar. The engine kicked over
with a satisfying growl and he was gone.

There wasn't any vehicle motion on Western Boulevard. It was a solid parking lot. The autos having the
misfortune to get stuck there during the looting were in the process of being stripped. So many carsin
fact, that it would take along time even for the crowds present to get to them all. There were, however,
throngs of looters, enjoying the vacation from police enforcement. The streets were littered with broken
glass and discarded packaging. A corner liquor store was burning brightly, it's proprietor sitting on the
curb, blood streaming down his face, weeping. Every store had been broken into, consumer electronics
stores, pharmacies and liquor stores had already been stripped bare. The crowds were now working on
the furniture clothing, and other less glamorous retail outlets.

Men, women and children staggered about with loads of clothing, furniture and food. Occasionally
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someone would decide that it was easier to steal from the looters than to loot the stores. A fight would
break out, sometimes just atug of war, other times a gun battle. It was dangerous, maneuvering the hog
down the sidewalk, maneuvering among the pedestrians and around the debris and abandoned vehicles
with the occasional bullet whizzing by. At least nobody decided to go after him. Must still be too much
candy in the store to try chewing on jerky yet. he mused.

As he slowly cruised north, he entered a new neighborhood. This was a area of Korean immigrants. Here
and there he saw determined looking men either on the roof or in front of their businesses. They held
pistols, rifles and shotguns at the ready, many of them clearly illegal under Californialaw. No looting
here. Every time the looters came too close, afew warning shots sent them scurrying.

Now he had passed K orea-town and was into Hollywood. It was time to make a decision. He could take
the Hollywood Freeway north, stay on surface streets head through the Cahuenga Pass or cruise through
Griffith Park on surface streets. None of these appealed to him. The major surface streets were at a stand
still. The freeway was jammed with people fleeing the disorder on foot, compounded by a massive
number of stalls. Even though he could split the lanes on his bike, it would only take one skewed car to
turn hislane into a cul de sac. Griffith park with its chaparral, narrow twisty roads and tunnels was an
ideal place to set up an ambush.

Turning east, he could work his way down Los Feliz towards the Golden State Freeway and the LA
River. The Golden State would be as clogged as the Hollywood was. The 200 foot wide concrete
channel of the LA River would make the fastest way out, all the way to Grenada Hills. But Lance had no
idea how to access it. There were very few ramps down into it and they were barred by gates and heavy
padlocks.

He flipped a mental coin and decided on a cruise through the park, up through Fernwood, then drop by
the Observatory along the way. "If you're going to flee the apocalypse, you might as well take the scenic
route”, he thought. Maybe he could catch the river easier on the other side of the park.

It only took afew minutesto travel the winding road, easily passing the other cars along the way. The
Observatory was out of hisway, but he couldn't resist taking in what must be an incredible view. It stood
high atop Mt. Hollywood and had a spectacular view of the LA basin. Facing south, to the left was the
San Gabriel Mountains. To hisright was the famous Hollywood sign and the LA Sheriff Department's
now useless secret communications center. Spread out before and below him was the panorama from
hell he had come to glimpse.

The sky over LA was an ugly, dense smoke-brown. Lance could make out at |east a dozen different fires
within a couple of miles. Farther out there were larger conflagrations billowing smoke high into the
atmosphere, each one indicating an impoverished community lighting its own funeral bier. Should fire
get started in the dry chaparral between the LA basin and the San Fernando Valley, it would burn from
the park all the way to Ventura County and beyond, probably taking thousands of homes and tens of
thousands of people with it. And Lance would bet that somehow it would get started.
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The Hollywood Freeway could be seen at atotal standstill as stranded drivers, desperate to escape the
carnage behind, had turned the road into afoot path. It did not take much imagination to guess that fear
drove people to make stupid decisions resulting in fights and death on the stalled freeway. Coupled with
the inevitable boil-overs of both tempers and radiators on the few functional cars, heat related illnesses
and criminal assaults, nobody was going anywhere this day; not even on foot. Maybe the CHP and
LAPD out in force and a couple dozen tow trucks could have got a lane cleared in a couple hours, but
Lance had yet to see sign of police of any kind. Some were probably at the station trying to patch
together communications with radios from storage and awaiting orders. Others were themselves
hopelessly stuck in traffic and out of touch. Lance suspected that most of those who had a chance had
split for their homes in the exurbs as soon as the peril of the situation made itself clear.

For a quarter, he looked through a small telescope and viewed things more closely. The buildings and
foliage obscured most of the action at the ground level. Here and there he could make out individual
looters. The madness seemed to be spreading. Soon it would reach Hollywood, La Brea and Los Feliz.
L ance wondered how long the Korean merchants would last. Assuming no further catastrophes
impinged they could probably hang on as long as there was food. When the food ran out, nothing could
prevent the city from erupting in agreat explosion of panic, an orgy of madness and hunger that would
compare in destructiveness with a nuclear strike.

The Observatory area was getting crowded. Others, fleeing the gradually spreading riot below, had come
here seeking shelter or out of curiosity. It wastimeto leave while he still could. He mounted the Harley
and rode north.

Todd

An extended power outage during the day meant one thing to Todd McArthur: School's out! It wasjust a
matter of how quickly he could get free.

Todd was a hit brighter than the average 17 year old boy. A little more confident than most, but with
justification. Tom and Lynn had raised their children to be both confident and competent, not an easy
thing to do in atime where victimhood was all the rage.

Tom's philosophy was that the best way to learn not to make mistakes was to make a few and suffer the
consequences. Advice was always free and offered often and the information proffered was as accurate
as possible, but he wasn't about to force you to take it. Having suffered from more than a few mistakes,
Todd was more leery than most teenagers about wild and half baked schemes.

Todd's schemes were always fully baked.
Lynn was less willing to stand back and watch her children make mistakes. Although Tom would never

knowingly let his children do something life threatening or that could land them in jail, he had a much
higher tolerance for highjinks, busted knees and youthful rebellion than she. Lynn was perhaps more
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disciplinarian than necessary while Tom was perhaps more permissive than optimal, but the two
bal anced each other well.

Along the way Tom had taught his children many things their friends never learned. How and when to
shoot and how to avoid having to shoot. How to hunt and navigate. How to identify tracks and edible
plants. How to calculate risks. The vital importance of an agile intellect and the cleansing power of
physical labor. To never set their sights lower than alittle better than the very best they thought they
could do. Most importantly, how to think for themselves.

Lynn taught them of surviving the street. The importance of prudence and caution. The importance of
organization. How to plan a party, avacation, alifetime. The joys of gardening and the importance of
family. How to cook, sew and budget. Why you should do the right thing when doing the wrong thing
was easier and how to know what the right thing was. How to deal with people who don't want you to
think for yourself.

Tom and Lynn redlly did have different outlooks on life. Caution vrs. the calculated risk. Security vrs.
adventure. What they shared was the belief in individualism, the importance of knowledge and
acceptance of responsibility for your own actions. The two girls tended toward Lynn's outlook on life
and Todd tended towards his father's, which should not be surprising. Regardless, all the McArthur
children were formidable in whatever they chose to do.

After two hours of heat, frustration and boredom, Todd chose to cut class.

Neither the teachers nor the administration had any idea what was going on. Those studentsin
classrooms without windows were herded into the outdoor cafeteria area. Emergency lights had come on
in the interior, but they 