
 

 

ALAS, BABYLON  



  In Fort Repose, a river town in Central Florida, it was said that sending a message by Western 
Union was the same as broadcasting it over the combined 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 plump fingers, and maintained a prudent censorship 
over her tongue. The scandalous and the embarrassing she excised from her conversation. 
Sprightly, trivial, and harmless items she passed on to friends, thus enhancing her status and 
relieving the tedium of spinsterhood. If your sister was in trouble, and wired for money, the 
secret was safe with Florence Wechek. But if your sister bore a legitimate baby, its sex and 
weight would soon be known all over town. 

      

     Florence awoke at six-thirty, as always, on a Friday in early December. Heavy, stiff and 
graceless, she pushed herself out of bed and padded through the living room into the kitchen. She 
stumbled onto the back porch, opened the screen door a crack, and fumbled for the milk carton 



      

     As soon as she saw Dave's face, Florence could sense whether the news was going to be good 
or bad. On this morning Dave looked troubled, 



      

     As she wrestled with her girdle, Florence's thought gravitated to the equally prying behavior 
of Randy Bragg. She adjusted the Venetian blinds until she could peer out. He was at it again. 
There he was, brazenly immodest in checked red and black pajamas, sitting on his front steps, 
knees akimbo and binoculars pressed to his eyes. Although he was perhaps seventy-five yards 
distant, she was certain he stared directly at her, and could see through the tilted louvers. She 



killed. She retained only a vague and inexact memory of his caresses, but she could never forget 
how he had compared her to Clara Bow, a movie star. She could still see a resemblance, 
provided she sucked in her stomach and lifted her chin high to erase the fleshy creases in her 
neck-except her hair was no longer like Clara's. Her hair had thinned, and faded to mottled pink. 



when those garden club biddies were pecking him to bits. After all, he was a Bragg, and a 
neighbor, and besides 

      

     He obviously needed help and guidance. Randy's age, she knew, was thirty-two. Florence was 
forty-seven. Between people in thei



      

     Randy didn't remember, exactly, when he had started taking a drink or two before breakfast. 
Dan Gunn, his best friend and probably the best medic north of Miami, said it was an unhealthy 
practice and the hallmark of an alcoholic. Not that Dan had reprimanded him. Dan had just 
advised him to be careful, and not let it become a habit. Randy knew he wasn't an alcoholic 





     Missouri plugged in the vacuum cleaner, started it, and then shut it off She had more on her 
mind. "That ain't all. You been in that house, Mister Randy. You ever seen so many ashtrays?" 
"What's wrong with ashtrays?" 

      

     "She don't allow no ashes in 'em. That poor Mister McGovern, he has to smoke his cigars 
outside. Then there was that roach. Big roach in the silver drawer. Mrs. McGovern opened that 
drawer yesterday and saw that roach and screeched like she'd been hit by a scorpion. She made 
me go through every drawer in the kitchen and dining room and put down fresh paper. Was that 
roach sent me to Doctor Gunn yesterday. Mrs. McGovern 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, Mister Randy, because what's Florida except bugs and 
lizards and snakes? I think they leave around May, when bug season starts good. But Miss 
McGovern, she won't want to leave. She stuck on you." 

      



      

     This was his town, or had been. In 1838, during the Seminole Wars, a Lieutenant Randolph 
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 name patriotically changed to Jacksonville, by longboat. His orders from General 
Clinch were to throttle Indian communications on the rivers, thus protecting the flank of the 
troops moving down the east coast from St. Augustine. Lieutenant Peyton built a blockhouse of 
palm logs on the point, his guns covering the channel. In two years, except during one relief 
expedition overland to New Smyrna, he fought no battles or skirmishes. But he shot game and 

 and the culture of citrus. The balmy weather 
and idyllic life, describ7alin a log nowlin a teak chest in Randy Braggs office, inspired the 
Lieutenant to name his outpost Fort Repose. 

      

     When the wars subsided, the fort was decommissioned and Lieutenant Peyton was assigned to 
sea duty. Four years later he returned to Fort Repose with a wife, a daughter07 no a grant from 
the government for one hundred acres. He had picked this precise spo0 for his homestead because 
it was the highest grounalin the area, with a steep gra]T7nt to the river, ideal for planting the 
oranges just imported from Spain and the Far East. Peyton's original house had burned. The 
pres7nt house had been built by his son-in-law, the first Marcus Bragg, a native of Philadelphia 
 no a lawyer ev7ntually sent to the Senate. Th e captain's walk had been added for the aging 
Lieutenant Peyton, so that with his brass s







     Either Preacher Henry was too old, or the Afro-Repose congregation had tired of his scolding 
and awful prophecies, for he no longer preached except on those Sundays when Afro-Repose's 
new minister, a light-skinned college graduate, was out of town. Randy and Mark never forgot 



     "Men. Men like John Ericsson to invent a Monitor to face the Merrimac. Bold men, audacious 
men, tenacious men. Impatient, odd-ball men like Rickover pounding desks for his atomic sub. 
Ruthless men who will fire the deadheads and ass-kissers. Rude men who will tell the 
unimaginative, business-as-usual, seven carbon sons of bitches to go take a jump at a galloping 
goose. Young men 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 time." 

      

     "Will they?" 

      

     Mark had spun the globe and shrugged. "I don't know. If I think the balloon is about to go up 
I'm going to send Helen and the kids down here. When a man dies, and his children die with him, 
then he is dead entirely, leaving nothing to show." 

      

     "Do you think they'd be safer here than in Omaha? After all, we've got the Jax Naval Air 
complex to the north of us, and Homestead and Miami to the south, and Eglin to the northwest, 
and MacDill and Tampa to the southwest, and the Missile Test Center on Canaveral to the east, 
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     Mark smiled. "I won't call you up and say, `Hey, Randy, the Russians are about to attack us.' 



     "Quit that struttin' and make up the three bedrooms on the front. Colonel Bragg's family will 
be here tomorrow." 

      

     "Oh, ain't that nice! Just like last year." 

      

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

      

     Missouri peered through the door at him. "Mister Randy, you don't look good. Them 
telegrams are yellow death. You get bad news or something? Ain't nuthin' happen to Colonel 



      

     Missouri gathered up her cleaning materials and left Randy alone with his nightmare. He 
shook his head, but he didn't wake up. The nightmare was real. Slowly, he forced his mind to 
function. Slowly, he forced himself to imagine the unimaginable. . . . 

      



planning a preventive war. Israel accused Egypt of sending snooper planes over its defenses. 
Egypt claimed its ships, bound from the Black Sea to Alexandria, were being delayed in the 
Straits, and charged Turkey with a breach of the Montreaux Convention. 

a  crush Syandris ,  awarncusFrance, the 



      

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

      

     "You should eat more, Alice," Florence said, noticing how white and pinched her friend's face 





      

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

      

     "I can't. I keep the library open Saturd



     Alice put the Bible back on its shelf and walked, head down, to her c hhck on ak desk, like a



because Paul Hart, winner of bombing and navigation trophies, a Select Crew Aircraft 



     "Oh, that." Hart frowned, as if deciding how much 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 Orlando 
must know about it by now so it can't be any great 





      

     "They can sleep all the way from Chicago to Orlando. It'll be just as tough on you, meeting 



     Alexander, they all tried it. Now, more than ever, control of the Med means control of the 
world." 

      

     Randy nodded. Conquerors knew or sensed this. Caesar had done it, Xerxes, Napoleon, and 



     "How can you know this?" 

      

     "Remember reading about the Russian General who came over, in Berlin? An air general, a 





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

      

     "Four subs doesn't sound like enough force to cause a big flap," Randy said. 

      







      

     Randy saw Lieutenant General Heycock walk from the Operations building toward the plane. 





     First National employed two vice presidents, a cashier, an assistant cashier, and four tellers, 
but it was a one-man bank. You could put it in at any window, but before you took it out on loan, 
or cashed an out-of-town check, you had to see Edgar. All Edgar's loans were based on 
Character, and Character was based on cash balance, worth of unencumbered real estate, 
ownership of bonds, and blue-chip stocks. Since Edgar was the only person in town who could, 
and did, maintain a mental index of all these variables, he considered himself the sole accurate 
judge of Character. It was said you could gauge a grove owner's crop by the way Edgar greeted 
him on Yulee Street. If Edgar shook his hand and chatted, then the man had just received a big 
price for his fruit. If Edgar spoke, cracked his face, and waved, the man was reasonably 
prosperous. If Edgar nodded but did n 1,ed two aneaoetode were bn 



     Five years before, Edgar had been invited to



     "It's all right for business people to make deposits after closing hour, but I think we ought to 
have more time to handle an item like this," Edgar said. 

      

     Randy noticed that Florence, finished at the teller's window, had wandered within hearing. 
Florence didn't miss much. "How much time do you need to cash a check for five thousand?" he 
asked. He was sure his face was reddening. He told himself he must not lose his temper. 

      

     "That isn't the point," Edgar said. `"The point isto 





counting the winter residents of Riverside Inn, and people who technically were outside the town 
limits, like those who lived on River Road. So Fort Repose had not 





     Randy found it almost impossible to lie. His father had beaten him only 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 implanted the virtue of truth through the seat of his pants, and on 
bare hide, until he screamed 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 him over in the 
bed. The Judge spoke quietly. Lying was the worst crime, the indispensable accomplice of all 
others, and would always bring the worst punishment. "I can forgive anything except a lie." 
Randy believed him, and while he could no longer remember the lie he had tohe 1.4(en  billr
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     With the meat packed in the freezer and everything else stacked in cupboards and closets 
Randy said, "Come on up to my office, Malachai, and I'll give you your money." He paid 
Malachai twenty-five dollars a week for twenty hours. Malachai picked his own days to mow, 
rake, fertilize, and trim, days when he had no fruit picking, repairing, or better paying yard jobs 
elsewhere. Randy knew he was never short-timed, and Malachai knew he could always count on 
that twenty-five a week. 

      

     Malachai's face was expressionless, but



      

     `Thank you, sir," Malachai said, folding the bills and tucking them into the breast pocket of 
his checked shirt. 

      

     Perhaps the difference was that Malachai



     "How do you find the time?" Randy had never realized that Malachai read anything except 



      

     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'm not asking you to pay it back." Malachai folded the bills. "Thank 





     "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. I don't want a vegetable. I want a man." 

      

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

      

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

      

     He examined her face. Her mouth, usually agile and humorous, was drawn into a taut, 
colorless line. Her eyes, which reflected her moods as the river reflected the sky, were gray and 
opaque. Under the soft tan painted by winter's sun her skin was pale. She was serious. She meant 





      

     Randy mixed Dan a drink and said, "Our me





      

     Dan wiped his glasses. His face dropped unhappily. "I don't know about experimenting," he 
said. "Your mother 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 hypodermic herself. Now, let'sothCearn to       



     "First today-since breakfast." 

      

     "I didn't think you'd been drinking. I was 



     Dan fumbled in his jacket pocket and brought out a pad. He moved slowly and seemed very 
tired. "I'll give you both some," he said, starting to write. "Stuff you can use yourselves without 
my help. And for your mother, Elizabeth, extra bottles of insulin. Also, I'll order some oranise 



      

     "They probably won't believe it. After all, they don't know Mark. Put it up to your father, as a 





      



      



settling on it. She had lost, and yet fifteen minutes before plane time she still protested, not in the 
hope that Mark would change his mind. It was simply that she felt miserable and guilty. She said, 
"I still don't think I ought to go. I feel like a deserter." 

      

     They stood together in the terminal lobby, a tiny island oblivious to the human eddies 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 





      

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

      

     "Don't worry about us. We'll be okay in Fort Repose. I'm worried about you." The boy's eyes 
were filling. Ben Franklin was a chil



      

     He changed his clothes, shivering. The nights were getting cooler. Downstairs the 



face was pinched, and mottled with freckles. In the 



     His earphones crackled and he acknowledged Saratoga. The fighter coeTller's voice said, 

Your inghtcepter urse  Hith

irty degrees.eGo get h m!" 

   Soithe snoophtewaHialready north of h m 



      

     He pushed the firing button. 

      

     The Sidewinder, leaving a thin pencil mark of smoke, rushed out ahead. 

      

     For an instant the Sidewinder seemed to be following the flight of the bogy beautifully, and 
Peewee waited fobwed tmifargean d tf thtancipipeto 

      





     "Is there anything else you think is wrong?" Lavinia asked, her voice dangerously sweet. 

      

     "Well, yes. That indoor-outdoor bath is charming and original, but come spring it'll be a 
freeway for moccasins and water snakes. On cool nights they'll plop in and swim or crawl right 
into the house." 

      

     At this point Lavinia had squealed and 



      

     "Is there anything else you think is wrong?" Lavinia asked, her voice dangerously sweet. 

      



and with feet encased in leather sandals, he looked like an angry Caesar. "So here comes our 



      

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

      

     Bill locked his hands behind his back. "I can't guarantee it, of course, but only the other day I 
was talking to Mr. Offenhaus. You must know him. Runs Civil Defense here. Well, he isn't 
worried. Says the only real danger we face is being overrun by people swarming out of Orlando 
and Tampa. He doesn't even think there's much 



to play a rubber now? I now you're going to stay up to meet the plane, and I'm too overwrought 
to sleep." 

      

     "I'm sure Helen will be delighted to come to dinner," Randy said. "As for bridge, I'll take a 
rain check. I still have some things to do at home. Good night, Lavinia. Sorry I upset you." 

      

     Lib came out to the car with him. "Didn't get very far, did I?" he said. 



and Defense Department officials are being summoned into emergency conference. We will give 
you more on this as we receive it from our Washington newsroom. Here is the text of the official 
Arab broadcast: `At about six-thirty o'clock this morning'-please remember that it is morning in 
the Eastern Mediterranean, which is seven hours ahead of American Eastern Standard Time-
`low-flying jet aircraft, of the type used on United States aircraft carriers and bearing United 



five-day, forty-hour week so Hawker divided his most experienced officers into three shifts 
covering the whole day. As SAC's third-ranking Intelligence officer, junior to the A-2 and his 



     Twelve minutes later Mark entered the War Room, fifty feet underground. Blinking in the 
brilliant but shadowless artificial sunlight, he glanced at the map panels. Nothing startling. He 
walked on to the offices of A-2, Intelligence. In the inner office Dutch Klein, Deputy A-2 and a 
buck general in his eares9rties, waitlkes9rat 



      



      

     "I know f it well," Mark said, "and I think I can pretty well 





energy increases mass. Her abundant vitality she somehow communicated to others, so that when 
Helen was present everyone's blood flowed a little faster, as Randy's did now. She tiptoed to kiss 
him and said, "I feel like 



     "Yes," Helen said. "You see, all their lives, ever since they've known anything, they've lived 
under the shadow of war-atomic war. For them the abnormal has become normal. All their lives 



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

      

     Helen didn't answer. She was staring straight ahead, as if hypnotized by the headlights' beam, and her lips were moving. He 



      

     Mark said, "From the Eastern Sea Frontier. Patrol planes on the Argentina-Bermuda 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 sa



     This was the one mandatory, essential act that must precede the terrible decision to use the 
weapons. Under the law, the President of the United States "owned" the nuclear bombs and 
missile warheads. General Hawker was entrusted with their custody only. Before SAC could use 
the weapons, the permission of the President~r his survivor in a line of succession-must be 
secured. If an attack were underway, that permission would come almost, but not quite, instantly. 

      

     The General seemed a little star



     Mark said, "I timed it. One minute and thirty-five seconds." "I hope we don't need it," Hawker 
said, "but I'm glad to have it." The worry lines became less conspicuous around his mouth and 
eyes. His back and shoulders straightened. No



      

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

      

     Chapter 5. 

      



     The screen door banged open. Ben Franklin and Peyton, barefoot and in flannel pajamas, 
burst out onto the porch. Helen followed. The sight of war's roseate birthmark on the sky choked 
back their words. Helen grabbed Randy's arm ti





      

     Peyton, her hand on the ladder, went no further. She said, "Shucks." 

      



     Automatically, as a good platoon leader should, Randy looked at his watch and marked the 
minute and second in his memory. This time he would know the point of impact exactly, using 
the flash-and-sound system learned in Korea. 

      

     A thick red pillar erected itself in the southwest, its base the unnatural sun. 

      

     The top of the pillar billowed outward. This time, the mushroom was there. 

      

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



     Randy scooped her into his arms. She seemed weightless. Helen opened the door and he 
rushed into the living room. Talking to her, saying, "Easy, Peyton, honey! Easy! Stop rubbing 
your eyes. Keep your eyes closed." He stretched the child out on the couch. 

      

     Helen was at his side, a wet towel in her hands. She laid the towel over her daughter's eyes. 
"This will make you feel better, baby." 

      

     "Momm ~" y? 

      

     "Yes." This was the first time, since sh





      

     "I'm going 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." 



      

     And yet Randy stopped. He touched the power brakes and burned rubber, swearing, and 
thinking himo1.15  (elf softand )stupi. Hee backed, got 



County. With every station confined to two frequencies, and limited to low-power operation, the 
confusion was understandable. 

      

     A year before, Mark had warned him that the Conelrad system was tricky, and might not 
work at all. Mark had said, further, that the enemy was not dependent on radio homing devices to 
find the targets. "Conelrad," Mark had said, "is as obsolete as the B-two-nine. Neither missiles 
nor jets equipped with modern 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'm afraid, except for local 



tennis courts were occupied and the pre-breakfast lawn bowlers and shuffle boarders active. But 
today the park was deserted except for two youths slumped 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 block facing the St. Johns. The Riverside Inn catered to a 
vanishing race of hotel dwellers-widows, widowers, and elderly couples, supported by trusts, 
annuities, and dividends, spending their summers in New England or the Poconos, and each 
November migrating to Florida with the coots and mallards. 

      

     Randy parked and went into the inn. Its or



woman wearing a fur coat over pajamas. She also 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 most of the others, there was no place to go. They were 
rootless people. If the Riverside Inn sank, they must go down with the ship. 

      



     "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." "Where is he?" 

      

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

      

     Randy's left hand grasped Jennings' lapels. He slapped Jennings savagely across the face. He 
did this without any conscious thought except that it was necessary to slap the hysteria out of 
Jennings in order to locate Dan Gunn. He said, "Where is he?" 

      

     Jennings' knees buckled and Randy pinned him against the wall. "Let go! You're choking me! 
Gunn is in two forty-four." Randy relaxed his grip. The left side of Jennings' face was flaming 
red and blood trickled from the corner of his mouth. Randy was astonished. This was the first 
time in his adult years that he had struck anyone, so far as he recalled, except one snarling North 
Korean line-Grosser. Jennings backed away, mumbling 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. I'll get Doctor Gunn." 

      

     Randy went down the hall and entered R



     Dan raised his immensely long, hairy arms and cried out, "Oh, God! Why? Why to that 
child?" 

      

     He looked and sounded like a rebellious Old Testament prophet. He looked and sounded half-
mad. The worst thing that Randy could imagine, at that moment, was that Dan Gunn should lose 
his mental equilibrium. Randy said, "God had nothing to do with it. This was strictly man-made. 
The one that dropped on MacDill, or somewhere in the Tampa area. Peyton was looking right at 
it when it blew." 

      

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

      

     He looked down at the form on the bed. "Not much I can do for cardiacs. 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 



     Dan went into his bathroom and came out with a small bottle. "Eyedrops," he said. "Once 
every three hours." He dug into his bag and handed Randy a pillbox. "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 much. It





      

     "To work," Florence said. "I'm late." "Don't you know what's happened?" 

      

     "Certainly I know. That's why it's very important I open up the office. People will have all 
sorts of messages. This is an emergency, Randy." 

      

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

      

     Florence said, "I'll be careful." Alice smiled and waved. They drove on. 

      

     On Friday night, Florence and Alice had split a bottle of sherry, an unaccustomed dissipation, 
and stayed up long past midnight, exchanging confidences, 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 them awake, but it was not until some time later, when they had seen the glow in the 
sky, that Alice had thought to turn on the radio, and they first realized what was happening. 

      

     Immediately, Florence wanted to start for the office. Having no close relatives, and 
approaching an age beyond which she could not reasonably hope for a proposal of marriage, and 
when even speculative second looks from rakish or lonely widowers had grown rare, her whole 
life centered in the office. Western Union didn't e



wasn't necessary. "Who's going to do any reading today?" she asked. "Why bother with the 
library?" 

      

     "Maybe a good many people will be reading," Alice said, "once they find out that Civil 
Defense pamphlets are stocked in the library. Not that it's likely to be much help to them now, 
but perhaps it'll help some. Bubba Offenhaus claimed they were taking up too much space in his 





      

     She watched the transformation in their faces. They had been grim, determined, irritated. 
Suddenly, they were only frightened. The 



than maintaining the financial integrity of the community. You will get this message off right 
away, Miss Wechek." Klooked up at t trteen 



      

     Florence rose and walked to the counter with Edgar's message. "I'm very sorry, Mr. 
Quisenberry," she said, "but I can't send this. Jacksonville doesn't seem to be there any more." 

      

     Fort Repose's financial structure crumbled in a day. 

      

     During the winter season the First National was open on Saturday mornings from nine until 
noon, and Edgar saw no reason why a war should interfere with banking hours. Like almost 
everyone else, he was awakened by the rumble of the first distant explosions, and he felt a thrill 
of fear when the siren on the firehouse let loose. He urged his wife, Henrietta, to make breakfast 
at once while he tried to put through a long di





      

     Corrigan left and wedged himself into a queue before one of the teller windows. 

      

     Paralysis of the United States mail was more of a shock to Edgar Quisenberry than anything 
that had occurred thus far. At last, he confessed to himself the impossible reality of the day. 





      

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



     Provisions and supplies melted from the shelves. Gasoline drained steadily from the pumps. 
Closing of the First National failed to inhibit the buying rush. Before closing, the bank had 
injected an extra $100,000 in cash into the economy, unevenly distributed. And strangers 
appeared, eager to trade what was in their wallets for necessities of the moment and the future. 

      

     The people of Fort Repose had no way of knowing it, but establishments on the arterial 
highways leading down both coasts, and crisscrossing between the large cities, had swiftly been 
stripped of everything. From the time of the Red Alert, the highways had been jammed with 
carloads of refugees, seeking asylum they knew not where. The mushroom cloud over Miami 
emptied Hollywood 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 outside the 
radioactive shambles of Jacks



and nylon stockings. Some proprietors, realizing that these items were vanishing, instituted their 
own rationing systems. 

      

     The more thoughtful wives bought portable radios and extra batteries, candles, kerosene 
lanterns, matches, lighter fluid and flints, first-aid kits, and quantities of soap and toilet paper. 

      



been early that morning. Then he saw the big cardboard sign with its



     Edgar drove on slowly, hunched over the wheel. He knew, vaguely, that in the Second World 
War the Greek drachma and Hungarian pengo had become utterly worthless. And in the War of 
the Revolution the shilling of the Continental Congress hadn't been worth, in the British phrase, a 
Continental damn. But nothing like this had ever happened to the dollar. If the dollar was 
worthless, everything was worthless. There was a phrase he had heard a number of times, "the 
end of civilization as we know it." Now he knew what the phrase meant. It meant the end of 
money. 

      

     When Edgar reached home Henrietta's car was gone. He found a note in the salver on the hall 
tab .[(Ir rd S)5(:ar )]Tj
0 -2215 TD
0 Tc
0 Tw
(      )Tj
0 -2.315 TD
0.0002 Tc
-0.0002 Tw
(   1:30.   )Tj
T*
0 Tc
0 Tw
(      )Tj
T*
0.0004 Tc
-0.0004 Tw

(     Edg--tenrned tget you  haldam)8.3(o)0.4nthinbuant thr  T radiohe esadn'say a 
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paper. We ought to have more candles and I wish I could get my hands on some more old-
fashioned kerosene lamps. And, Randy, what about ammunition? I don't like to sound scary, but 
" 

      

     The radio, in an interval of silence between the local 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 wide awake again. The voice was 
familiar, the voice of a network newscaster, not one of the best known New York or Washington 





     "In the devastated areas, and in those other areas where normal functions of government 
cannot be carried out, I hereby declare martial law, to be administered by the Army. I appointed 
Lieutenant General George Hunneker Army 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 communications, of industrial, economic, and 
financial functions. I declare, effective at this moment, a moratorium on the payment of all debts, 



     "Still," Helen said, "there is a government." 









     Randy found he was holding his breath. Dan removed the bandage, saying, "Now, don't rub 
your eyes." 





      

     "Well, not quite. You react to crisis in the right way. You remember what Toynbee says? His 
theory of challenge and respons



     Randy poured another. 

      

     "Eight babies today, three of them preemie



     When Helen called, they sat down to a dinner table that, under the circumstances, seemed 
incongruous. The meal was only soup, salad, and sa



     Dan nodded and smiled. "But the mothers will have to be careful of what they eat." He looked 
down at the lettuce. "For instance, no greens, or lettuce, if your garden has received fallout. 
Trouble is, you won't know, really, whether t. foodnsisur



      

     "No. Helen. Uncertainty is the worsr1 gs
BTh'd 





rivalry had once been between the battleship and carrier admirals. When it became a rivalry 
between atomic subs and super-carriers, Hazzard had outspokenly favored the submarines. Since 
he once had commanded a carrier task force, and never had been a submariner, the carrier 
admirals regarded his stand as just short of treason. Worse, for years he had claimed that Russia's 



selfish fools who had not believed him, and frustration because on this day of supreme danger 
and need, his lifetime of training and experience was not and could not be put to use. The 



      

     "I'd love a cup," she said. 

      

     Randy said, "Sam, what was th



     The Admiral walked across the room and looked 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 map. The Admiral scratched the white 
stubble on his chin and said, "I think Denver. Hunneker, the three-star she named Chief of Staff, 
was Army representative on NORAD, in Colorado Springs. Chances are that he was in Denver 
this morning, or she was in  Tc
-0.001 oOai.61





      

     All Randy heard was static. 

      

     "You didn't hear anything, did you?" the Admiral said. "Right now, on this band, you ought to 
be hearing the BBC, Paris, and Bonn. I haven't heard any of them all day. They must've truly 
clobbered England." 

      

     "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 theis



      

     When nuclear fireballs crisped Orlando and the power plants serving Timucuan County, 



tion of Orlando, warnings to take shelter and guard against fallout and radiation. There had been 
no milk deliveries and the telephones hadn't worked since the first mushroom sprouted in the 
south; nor were there any actual shelters in Fort Repose. All Sunday, Randy insisted that Helen 



      

     "Where?" Helen asked. 

      

      





     Late in the nineteenth century a two-room pine shack had been added to the cabin. In the 
'twenties another room, and a bath, more soundly constructed, had been tacked on. In the 'for 



     Preacher Henry dropped his reins, yelled, 



     Two-Tone, who was called Two-Tone because the right side of his face was two shades 
lighter than the left side, looked stricken. "You mean now?" Two-Tone said. 

      

     Malachai grinned. "You heard the man, Two-Tone. He means now." 

      

     The three men, with Ben Franklin and Caleb helping, required two hours to lift the pipes and 
connect the artesian line with th

      

    Ite was theharadete ork R any, r membeirede



captain's walk on the roof. It passed close overhead, and they distinguished the Air Force 
insignia. 

      

     This was also the day of disastrous overabundance. 

      

     That morning, when Helen apprehensively opened the freezer, she found several hundred 
pounds of choice and carefully wrapped meat floating in a noxious sea of melted ice cream and 
liquified butter. As any housewife would do under the circumstances, she wept. 

      

     This disaster was perfectly predictable, Randy realized. He had been a fool. Instead of buying 
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     "Boil it, salt it, preserve it, pickle it. I've got a dozen Mason jars in the closet. There may be 
more around somewhere. Perhaps you can get some downtown, Randy." 

      

     "Town and back means a half-gallon of gas," Randy said. "It's worth it, if you can just find a 
few. And we'll need more salt." 

      

     "Okay, I'll give it a try. Maybe I can find jars at the hardware store, if Beck is still keeping it 
open." 

      

     Helen reached into the freezer and lifted 



     On this, the third day after The Day, the character of Fort Repose had changed. Every 



     Randy tried to remember where the salt counter had been, but salt was something one bought 
without thought, like razor blades or toothpaste, not bothering about it until it was needed. He 
thought of razor blades. He was low on them. Finally he examined the guidance signs hanging 
over the empty shelves. He saw, "Salt, Flour, Grits, Sugar," over a wall to his left. The space 





     Randy knew it was purposeless to talk about Rita, or anything, with Pete Hernandez. He said, 
"So long, Pete," and left the market. 

      

     Beck's Hardware was still open, and Mr. Beck, looking tired and bewildered, presided over 
rows of empty shelves. On The Day itself everything that could be immediately useful, from 
flashlights and batteries to candles and kerosene lanterns, had vanished. In the continuing buying 
panic, almost everything else had disappeared. "Only reason I'm still here," Mr. Beck explained, 
"is because I've been com o.8(i)"Ost ev weer. 



     "It's me-Randy." 

      

     "Come on back. I'm in my office." 

      

     In the corridor's gloom Randy stumbled over a pair of feet, and he 



     "What about Cappy Foracre?" Randy asked. 

      

     "Some woman came 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 assistant-came screaming over here. 









      





dignity, "We be going now. I thank you, Mister Randy, for a real fine steak dinner. I hopes we 
can sometime repay it." 

      

     Randy rose to his feet and said, "Good night, Preacher. It was good to have you all." 

      

     M4bdy, fourth day after Ty, Day, Randy, Malachai, and Two-Tone extendedbdy, artesian 
water system to dy, houses of Admiral Hazzard and Florence Wechek. Stretching pip, across dy, 
grove to dy, Admiral's house was simple, but to provide water for Florence Wechek and Alic, 
Cooksey it was necessary to dig dyrough the macadam of River Road with picks. 

      

     M4bdy, night of dy, sixth day dy, Riverside Inn burned. With no water i4bdy, hydrants, and dy, 
hotel's sprinkler system inoperative,bdy, fire depa



      

     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 hospital. 

      

     It was eighteen miles to San Marco. Even driving at the most economical speed in his heavily 
horsepowered car, Randy estimated that the trip would consume three gallons of gasoline. He 
estimated 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 linked to the houses of 
Admiral Hazzard, Florence Wechek, and the Henrys not only by an arterial system of pipes fed 
by nature's pressure, but by other common needs. The Henrys' Model-A was neither beautiful 
nor comfortable but its engine was twice as thrifty as Randy's rakish sports hardtop. Sam 
Hazzard's car gulped gasoline as fast as Randy's. Dan's was empty. The Model-A was even more 
economical than Florence's old Chevy. Randy decided that henceforth the Model-A would 



      



     Helen shrugged and said, "Well, I guess you'll have to ask them. Elizabeth can sleep with me. 
But I hope it isn't a permanent arrangement. After all, our food supply is limited." 

      

     "It is limited," Randy said, "and it's going to get worse. Whether the McGoverns are here or 
not, we're all going to have to scrounge for food pretty quick." 

      

     Dan rose and said, "I'd better get going." 

      

     Randy followed him. He had cultivated the habit of leaving his .45 au





      

     Bill spoke without turning his head. "Hell



     "I didn't start at Central Tool as president, or board chairman. I st





      

     Bill McGovern turned to his daughter. "What do you say, Elizabeth?" 

      

     "Well, of course I think Mother deserves a proper funeral in a cemetery. It seems like the least 
we can do for her. And yet " She turned to Randy. "You don't agree, do you, Randy?" 

      

     Randy was glad that she asked. Intervening in this private and personal matter was brutal but 
necessary. "No, I don't agree. It's six miles to the cemetery. We'd have to make the trip in two 
cars because of the-because of Lavinia. That's twenty-four miles' worth of gasoline, round trip, 
and we can't afford it. We will have to bury Lavinia here, on the grounds." 

      

     "py
ow-" Librs gan.   

      





     "It isn't necessary," Lib said. `The house is my mother's monument." 

      

     This of course was true. They turned from the grave and back to their work. 

      

     That evening Bill McGovern, with some eag



      

     Yellow candlelight shone from Florence's 





     Chapter 8. 

      

     On a morning in April, four months after The Day, Randy Bragg awoke and watched a shaft 
of sunlight creep down the wall. At the foot of the couch, Graf squirmed and then wormed his 
way upward under the blanket. During the January cold spell Randy had discovered a new use 
for Graf. The dachshund made a most satisfactory foot warmer, mobile, automatic, and operating 
on a minimum of fuel which he would consume anyway. Randy flung off the blanket and swung 
his feet to the floor. He was hungry. He was always hungry. No matter how much he ate the 



      

     He missed his morning coffee most. It had been, he calculated, six or seven weeks since he 
had tasted coffee. Coffee was more precious than gasoline, or even whiskey. Tobacco could be 
grown, and doubtless was being grown in a strip all the way from northwest Florida to Kentucky, 
Maryland and Virginia in the rural areas sti



     "No, you don't really see yourself. All you watch is the knife, as if you'



     "No coffee," Randy said. "I would gladly pay my tax tomorrow for a pound of coffee. Dan, if 
you drive to town today I want to go with you. I want to trade for coffee." 

      

     Dan had evolved a barter system for his services. He charged a gallon of gas, if the patient 
had it, for house calls. Most families had somehow managed to obtain and conserve a few 
gallons of gasoline. It was their link with a mobile past, insurance of mobility in some 
emergency of the future. Sickness and injury were emergencies for which they would gladly dip 
into their liquid reserve. Dan made little profit. Perhaps half his patients were able and willing to 



      

     "What do you mean, losing them?"  

      

     "They're being stolen." 

      

     Randy put down his juice. Citrus, 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'll bet that no-good Two-Tone has been 
swapping hens for liquor." 

      

     Lib spoke. "Malachai 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 missing. 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 f



     "At the moment, help them guard the food supply. Keep away the prowlers-cats, wolves, 
humans, or whatever." 

      

     "Can't the Henrys do it themselves?" Helen 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 Malachai 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 I hear volunteers?" 

      

     "Me!" said Ben Franklin. 

      

     Randy's first impulse was to say no, that th



     "You get a night, Ben. I'll make up a schedule and post it on the bulletin board." A bulletin 
board in the hallway, with assignment of duties, had become a necessity. In this new life there 
was no leisure. If everybody worked as hard as he could until sundown every day, then 



      



     At the bend of River Road they caughtriding Florence's Western 



     At the town limits, Dan turned into Bill Cullen's fish camp, cafe, and bar. The grounds were 
more dilapidated and filthier than ever. The liquor shelves were bare. The counters in the 



hands, resting across his stomach, were swollen, blackened, and cracked. He croaked, "Hello, 
Doc." He saw Randy and said, "I'll be damned-Randy." 

      

     The stench was too much for Randy. He gagged, said, "Hello, Bill," and backed out. He 
leaned over the dock railing, coughing and choking, until he could breathe deeply of the sweet 
wind from the river. When Dan came out they walked silently back to the car together. All Dan 
said was, "She was right. He's worse. I'll swear he's had a fresh dose of radiation since I saw him 
last." 

      

     They drove on to Marines Park. The park 



Winchester leaned against the planking. The armed men had come in from the countryside, a 



     "The asking price," Randy said, "is also the selling price. Two pounds of coffee. Any brand 



     WILL TRADE 50-HP Outboard motor, complete set power tools, cashmere raglan topcoat for 
half pound of tobacco and ax. 

      

     Randy saw a notice that was different: 

      

     EASTER SERVICES 

      

     An interdenominational Easter Sunrise Service will be held in Marines Park on Sunday, April 
17th. All 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, Timucuan Baptist Church Rev. Noble Watts, Afro-Repose Baptist Church 

      

     The name of the Rector of St. Thomas Episcopal Church, where there had always been a 
Bragg pew, was missing. Dr. Lucius Somerville, a gentle, white-haired man, a boyhood 
companion of Judge Bragg, had been in Jacksonville on the morning of ld no returan t his pMarsth. 

      

     Randy wanl'ta omurch ofa cChurcgoeDr.Hre had 



flowered sports shirts, shorts, or slacks, plaid or straw-peaked caps, was incongruous. John 
Garcia, the Minorcan fishing guide, asked the orthodox opening question, "What're you trading, 
Randy?" 

      

     "A fifth of Scotch-twelve years old-the best." 

      

     Garcia whistled. "You must be hard up. What're you askin'?" "Two pounds of coffee." 

      

     Several of the men on the platform shifted their position. One snickered. None spoke. Randy 
realized that these men had no coffee, either for trading or drinking. No matter how well stocked 



     Old Man Hockstatler, who was trading small tins of aspirins and tranquilizers, salvage from 
his looted pharmacy, said, "I hear the Russians are asking that we surrender." 

      



      

     John Garcia said, "You coming to the Easter service, Randy?" 

      

     "Hope so. Hope to come and bring the family." As he stepped from the bandstand he looked 
again at the two useless drinking 



     "I'm sorry, Randy. We're Adventists. We don't drink whiskey or trade in it." 



office every morning and dials Western Union. She thinks that one day the phone will be 
working just fine and that she'll get off a telegram to her daughter. She's certain of it. Her 
daughter lives in Indiana." 

      

     "I don't understand how those old people stay alive," Randy said. He knew that Dan brought 
them oranges by the bushel, and Randy sent them fish whenever there was a surplus catch. 

      



was America. It was his town, settled by his forebears. He said, "We've got to do something 
about this." 

      

     "Yes?" Dan said. "What?" "I don't know. Something." 

      

     "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, mind you. But they have shelter." 

      



     They were at the Hernandez house. Dan stopped the car. He said, "I can imagine it. Lib is an 
extremely sensitive, perceptive woman. About some things, she has more sense than you have, 



black poodle, Randy. Her name was Poupee Vivant. That means Livin' Doll in French. Cracked 
her skull with an ax handle while Peter was lying sick and I was off fetching water. I found the 
ax handle but not the body. The goddamn cracker scum! Ate her, I guess." 

      

     Randy thought how he would feel if someone killed and ate Graf. He was revolted. And yet, it 
was a matter of manners and mores. In China men for centuries had been eating dogs stuffed 
with rice. It happened in other meat-starved Asian countries. The Army had put him through a 
survival course, once, and taught 



      

      

they had gone tooting off together; and the even drink because she loved her liquor.  



     "We 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 would never again 
trade with her, for anything. He said: 

      

     "You said this was you1iLestment. Doew s yid tnkid ree television sew 



     Rita held the ring out, turning her wrist. She did not answer at once. She was enjoying their 
reaction. "Six carats," she said. "Perfect." She slipped it from her finger and handed it to Randy. 

      

     He took it automatically but he wasn't looking at it. He was looking 



meant was that the ring has been exposed to radioactivity and is now radioactive itself. I'm afraid 
he's right. This looks like a burn-a radium burn. How long have you been 



     "No, those are just the watches," Rita said. "Pete's been amusing himself, admiring them and 
winding them every day. There's more stuff in my room-a couple of necklaces and a ruby and 
diamond brooch and-well, all sorts of junk." 

      

     "Pete," Dan said, "throw that kit in the corner, there. Rita, don't touch anything you may have 
in your bedroom. There's no point in your absorbing even another fraction of a roentgen. We've 
got to figure out a way to get th



     "I feel sorry for her." That wasn't the only reason. If he had owed her anything before, he did 



      

     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 wrote: 

      

     "DANGER! KEEP OUT! RADIATION!" 

      

     "You'd better put something else on there," Randy said. "There are a lot of people around here 



      

     "Keep using it on your hands. It may give you relief." 
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     Dan said, "Bill, we've found out what's ma





      



      

     "I don't see any point in you becomi    5]TJ
17.7 0 0D
00.0001Tw
[( sulting, Randy. That casket cost )8.1(ie)0.09( eight hundred 5]TJ
-17.7 01.615TD
0.00031Tc
-0.00031Tw
[(and forty-fivedonllars F.O.B. and it retails for)Tj
018.30 0D
0.0003 Tc
-0.0003 Tw
[( fifteen hundred plus tax. W)9.2(ho)5.5(ts gintg to pay for)it?)-509( 5]TJ
-18.301.615TD
0.00035Tc
-0.00035Tw
[( As a )8.13(a)0.07(tter of fact, who)s gintg 5]TJ
13.015T 0D
0.00016Tc
0 Tw
([(to r)4.6ie)5.4(im)9.4(burse m)9.4(e)0.4( f)4.6io)1.6ir all th



      

     Randy spoke. "We'll get them. Plenty of strong men hanging around Marines Park." 

      

     In the park they mounted the bandstand. Randy shouted, "Hey, everybody! Come over here!" 
The traders drifted over, wondering. 

      

     Bubba made a little speech. Bubba was accu



      

     The five men followed him and he holstered his pistol. 

      

     So they buried Porky Logan. With him they buried the contaminated loot in Porky's carton 
and out of the Hernandez house. Also into the coffin went the fire tongs with which Dan Gunn 
had handled the jewelry. When the grave was filled and mounded somebody said, "Hadn't there 
ought to be a prayer for the poor bastard?" 

      

     They all looked at Randy. Randy said, "God rest his soul." He added, knowing that it would 
be passed along, "And God help anybody who digs him up to get the stuff It'll kill them like it 
killed Porky." 

      

     He turned and walked slowly, head down, to









operating on recharged automobile batteries, was really their only reliable source of information. 
He clicked on the radio, was relieved to hear static, and tried the Conelrad frequencies. 

      

     Immediately he heard a familiar voice, thin and gravelly although he turned the volume full. 
". . . against smallpox." Randy knew he had missed the first item of news. Then he heard: 

      

     There have been isolated reports of disorders and outlawry from several of the Contaminated 
Zones. As a result, Mrs. 

      

     Vanbruuker-Brown, Acting President, in her capacity as Commander in Chief of the Armed 
Forces, has authorized all Reserve officers and Na





     His hands found her wrists and he forced her back. The mirroe57lts ansmashed. 



     "Yes. All. And saw some too. Don't ever let her know." "What's wrong 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. I know you're confused. It was inevitable. I knew it was coming. I'll diagnose it for you 
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     Lib said, "Wait'll you try the mushrooms. That was Helen's idea. It's furury, for the last week 









that Sam Hazzard was in his den. Randy chuckled, thinking of Caleb's spear. "We have just 
witnessed an historic event," he said. 

      

     "What do you mean?" 

      



      

     "Missing, eh? That sounds ungood, Randy." 

      

     "If he comes home while we're out Helen or Bill will ring the bell. Can we hear it in here?" 

      



     Lip spoke, excitedly, "What is it? What does it mean?" Hazzard smiled. "I don't know. I'm not 
up on Air Force codes and jargon. I've heard that Sky Queen call two or three times in the past 



     Sam Hazzard moved a candle so that better light fell on his dials. "Big Rock won't be back 
again tonight," he said. "I've never heard him more than once a night. He makes his call and 
that's it. I'll try the thirty-one meter band again." 

      

     In the candlelight Hazzard's hands shone with



     The squeal insinuated itself into the voice and subdued it. Hazzard caressed the band-



Married, wife's name unlisted; children unlisted; DirectoD
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seaplane admirals and the ICBM generals and pentomic division generals and heavy bomber 
generals and manned missile generals. I told how we finally achieved what we thought was a 
balanced establishment. 

      

     "When I finished I read it over and realized it was a farce." He tossed the manuscript on the 
desk as if he were discarding unwanted fourth class mail. 

      

     "You see, I confused the tactical with the strategic. I think we all did. The truth is thurtvanc. de haed max(i)713( m)779u wra





      

     He didn't answer. He swung her around to face him and circled her waist with his hands. His 
fingers almost met, she was so slim. He said, "I love you. I worry about you. I wonder whether I 
tell you enough how I love you and want you and need you and how I am diminished and afraid 
when you are not with me and how I am multiplied when you are here." 

      

     His arms went around her and he felt her body arch to him, molding itself against him. "There 
never seems to be enough time," he said, "but tonight there is time. When we get home." 

      



     "You know, you sounded just like that radio call on the Air Force frequency," Lib said. 

      

     "I did sound like that, didn't I?" He smiled in the darkness, snapped his fingers, and said, "I 





blankets in the closet. She covered Dan and disappeared. 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 him?" Randy asked. 

      

     "Water with salt and soda. Much better than whiskey for shock." 

      

     Dan drank, gagged, and drank more. "Keep pouring this into him," Helen ordered. "I'm going 
to see what's in the medicine cabinet." 

      

     "Almost nothing," Randy said. "Where's his bag? Everything's in there." 

      

     "They took it; and the car." "Who took it?" 

      

     `The highwaymen." 

      

     He should have guessed that it hadn't been an accident. Dan was a careful driver and rarely 
were two cars on the same road. Traffic was no longer a problem. In his concern for Dan, he did 
not immediately think of what this loss meant to all of them. 

      

     Helen found peroxide and bandages. This, with



      

     Lib's head lay across her arms on the bar. She was crying. When she raised her face it was 
oddly twisted as when a child's face loses form in panic or unexpected pain. She said, "What are 
you going to do about it, Randy?" 

      

     His rage was a hard cold ball in his stomach now. When he spoke it was in a monotone, the 
voice of someone else. "I'm going to execute them." 

      

     "Let's get with it." 

      

     "Yes. As soon as I find out who." 

      

     At eleven Dan Gunn came out of shock, relaxed and then slept for a few minutes. He awoke 
announcing he was hungry. He looked no better, he was in pain, but obviously he was out of 
danger. 

      

     Randy was dismayed at the thought of Dan, in his condition, loading his stomach with cold 
bream and catfish, orange juice, and remnants of salad. What he needed, coming out of shock, 





     Randy felt nauseated, not at the sight of Dan's injuries-he had seen worse-but in disgust at the 
beasts who in callous cruelty had dragged down and maimed and destroyed the human dignity of 



     "The iron rations!" and ran into his office. He threw open the teak sea chest and began 
digging. 

      

     Lib and Helen stood behind him and watched, perplexed. Helen said, "What's wrong with you 
now, Randy?" 

      



      

     The moon 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 them standing there, in a 



      

     "I did exactly what you told me," the boy said. "I heard him coming. I didn't hardly breathe. I 



     He opened his eyes wide. It was Lib, without a white cap. Incredibly, she was presenting him 
a 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-minded monster. Don't you remember putting a jar of 
coffee in what you calle
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     Each day when he completed his calls it was Dan Gunn's custom to stop at the bandstand in 
Marines Park. One of the bandstand pillars had become a special bulletin board on which the 
people of Fort Repose tacked notices summoning the doctor when there was an emergency. 
Yesterday, there had been such a notice. It read: 





     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 almost abreast of her. 

      

     He stepped on the brakes hard and the car jarred to a stop. The woman wore jeans and a man's 
shirt. Her right knee was drawn almost up to her 



     The third man was not a man at all but a boy with fuzz on his chin. The boy wore Levi's, a 
wide-brimmed hat, high-heeled boots, and twin holster belts slung low. He stood apart from the 
others, legs spread, hefting a long-barreled revolver in each hand. He looked like an immature 



     Dan thought 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 baseball bat swinging and tried to close with 
the man, knowing he was foolish, knowing that he was awkward and clumsy. The bat grazed his 
face and he tripped and fell. As he tried to ri



      

     "They won't get much. We had only two or three gallons of gas left." He added, 
apologetically, "I'm sorry, Randy. I was careless. I shouldn't have stopped. I've lost our transport, 
our medicines, and my tools." 

      

     Leaning over the bed, Randy's fingers interlocked. He unconsciously squeezed until the 
tendons on his forearm stood out like taut wires. He said, "Don't worry about it." 

      

     "Worst of all," Dan said, "I've lost my glasses. I guess they smashed when that goon slugged 
me with the bat. I won't be much good without glasses." 

      

     Randy knew that Dan's vision was poor. Dan was forced to wear bifocals. He was very 
nearsighted. "Don't you have another pair?" he asked. 

      



     "All I can do about typhoid is warn people, which you have done already and which I will do 
again. I can't shoot a germ. I'm concerned with the highwaymen right now, this minute. Next, 
they'll start raiding the houses. It's as inevitable as the fact that they left the main highways and 



      

     Lib said, "May I interrupt? Don't look at me that way, Randy. I'm not trying to interfere in 
your business. I just wanted to say I brought the Admiral's coffee. While you're talking, I thought 
I'd boil water and make a cup for him." 

      

     The Admiral said, absently, "Kettle's in the fireplace." 

      

     She went into the living room. It was silly, but sometimes the Admiral irritated her. The 
Admiral made her feel like a mess boy. 

      

     Sam Hazzard laid the automatic sixteen gently on the desk. 

      

     "Ever since I heard about it, I've been thinking," he said. "You have to go get them. They 
won't come to you. Not only that, they may be a hundred miles from here by now." 

      

     "I think they're right around here," Randy said. "One of the gang was a local drugstore 





     Randy had tried to wipe Rita out of his mind. They were even, they were quits. He wanted 
nothing from Rita any more. 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 imagine anything more 



     1. In accordance with the proclamation of Mrs. Josephine Vanbruuker-Brown, Acting President of the United States, and the declaration of Martial Law, I am assuming command of the Town of Fort Repose and its environs.            2. All Army, Navy, and Air Force reservists and all members of the National Guard, together with any others with military experience who will volunteer, will meet at the bandstand at 1200 hours, Wednesday, 20 April. I propose to form a composite company to protect this town.            ORDER NO. 2            1. Two cases of typhoid have been dia



     "I want the highwaymen to think that they have plenty of time," Randy said. "I want them to 
laugh at us." 

      

     There were a number of ways by which Randy could have traveled the three miles to Marines 
Park, and then the two additional miles to the Hernandez house on the outer fringe of Pistolville. 
The Admiral 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 him to Marines Park all right, but on the return trip might 
be unable to make headway against current and wind and be left stranded. Randy could have 



were lovers, when there was time, and place and privacy, and respite from fatigue and hunger 
and the dangers and responsibilities of the day. 

      

     He walked on alone under the oak arch ex



These people were shadows, swiftly 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 R
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     He rose. "What're you going to tell people when they see your truck is gone?" 

      

     "I'm going to tell them it was stolen. I'm going to tell them it was loaded with choice trade 
goods and that while I was in the bedroom, attending to Pete, somebody jimmied the ignition and 
stole it. And to make it sound good I'm going 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 highwaymen and 



      

     It was past eleven when he drove the truc



      

     They walked through the grove down to the dock. 

      

     The river whispered, the quarter-moon showed its profile, the stars moved. She lay on her 
back, head resting on her locked fingers, looking up at the stars. 

      

     His eyes measured her-long, slender, curved as



      

     "I don't know. I can't say that I am, but then



     The bride was given away by her father, W. Foxworth McGovern, the retired Cleveland 
manufacturer. Bill McGovern, who had been helping Malachai 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 bleeding. 

      

     The best man was Doctor Daniel Gunn. He was clad in a tent sized, striped bathrobe. 



from premature or imprudent action. "Wasn't this sort of thing exactly what we expected?" Sam 
Hazzard asked. 

      

     "I suppose so, but dammit." 

      

     "I don't think we should change our plans by so much as a minute. If we put out with the truck 

      





      

     "Miss McGovern told me you was going to wed, Mister Randy. I will be happy to marry you. 



      

     He checked the weapons. They were taking everything that might be handy-the automatic 
sixteen for the Admiral and the double twenty for Bill McGovern. Malachai would have the 
carbine. The big Krag, long as a Kentucky squirrel rifle and as unwieldy, would be in reserve. 



      

     "That ain't all, sir," Malachai said. "It's your face. It's white. They're more likely to tackle a 
black face than a white face. They see my face they say, `Huh, here's something soft and 
probably with no gun.' So they relax. Maybe it gives us that extra second, Mister Randy." 

      

     Randy hesitated. He had confidence in Malachai's driving and in his judgment and courage. 
But it was the driver who would have to do the talking, if there was any talking, and who would 
have to keep his hands off the pistol. That would be the hardest thing. 

      

     The Admiral spoke, very carefully. "Now Randy, I'm not trying to outrank you. You're the 
Captain. You're in command and it's your decision. But I think Malachai is right. Dungarees and 
a black face are better bait than a uniform and a white face." Randy said, "Okay. You're right. 
You drive, Malachai. You take the pistol up front. Keep it out of sight. There is only one thing to 
remember. 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 leave your gun alone until we start 
shooting." 

      

     Malachai grinned and said, "Yes, sir," and they got in and departed. Looking through the 



     River Road was clear. Nothing moved on River Road. They took the lateral north. Even 
though Malachai avoided the worst potholes and drove with exasperating deliberation, it was 
rough riding. It shook up Bill McGovern and Sam Hazzard. They were older and they would tire. 

      

     Near Pasco Creek they passed a group of inhabited shacks. Approaching them, Malachai 
called back, "People!" 

      

     Randy turned and looked over Malachai's shoulder. He could see, from behind the front seat, 
but not be seen. He saw two children scurry indoors and at another place a bearded man 
crouched behind a woodpile, training a gun on th



     They got back into the truck and continued the patrol, past the Hickey house, empty, door 
open, windows wantonly smashed. Randy noticed that the beekeeper's car was gone. Jim Hickey, 
with such valuable trading goods as honey and beeswax, must have been holding gasoline. In the 
past month anyone who had it would have traded gas for honey. The objective of the 
highwaymen was probably the car and the gas, Randy deduced, rather than honey. This 
conclusion disheartened him. The highwaymen mi





      

     The block at the opposite 



      

     The Tommy gunner moved a step closer and 







     One of the highwaymen trailing them had been Leroy Settle, the drugstore cowboy. When 
Randy examined his two guns he was surprised to find that they were only .22 caliber, 
lightweight replicas, except in bore, of the big frontier .45's. Hi





     From the dining room Helen called, "I've put on water to boil-a big pot." The dinner fire had 
been going and Helen had piled on fat wood so it roared and Dan would soon have the means of 
sterilizing his instruments. 

      

     Randy put them into the pot to boil. After that, at Dan's direction he put in his fine-nosed 
fishing pliers. Florence Wechek ran across the road for darning needles. Lib found metal hair 



he realized they were not really so ridiculous. If he was very careful and skillful, he could make 
do with such tools. They had not and probably could not have saved Malachai. They might save 
someone else. A century ago the tools had been no better and the knowledge infinitely less. Out 
of death, life; an immutable truth. Helen was at



     He was sitting on his couch, trying to still his quivering legs, face in his hands, thinking of 
this. Lib sat behind the bar drinking a warm limeade. She was thinking of the problem also but 
was reluctant to mention it, feeling that it was the husband's duty and she should allow him to 
bring it up. 

      

     Her father came in, a thin and wan Caesar in his sandals and white robe. Bill McGovern had 



     At noon Monday the man with the bat was hu





      

     "It'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 i



     "Helen is studying hypnotism too." He was thoughtful. "She's becoming quite expert. You 
know, Helen could have been a doctor. Helen isn't happy unless she's caring for someone. She 
takes care of me." 

      

     A week later Ben Franklin developed a stomachache which forced him to draw up his right 
knee when he tried to lie down. The ache was always there and at intervals it became sharp pain 
enveloping him in waves. Dan decided Ben's pain was not from eating too many bananas. It was 
impossible to take a blood 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 
removed an appendix distended and near to bursting. 

      

     In five days, Ben was up and active. After that Randy, somewhat 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 Valencias, 
and plucked the last overripe but deliciously sweet grapefruit from the trees. In August they ran 
out of salt, armadillos destroyed the yam crop, 

      





     When they stopped they stopped all at once and all together. Even with his circular shrimp 
net, wading barefoot in the shallows, Lib beside him hopefully carrying a bucket, Randy could 
not net a shiner, bream, cat, or even mudfish. Randy considered himself a good fisherman and 





     Randy turned the page and said, "Here it is. Twenty-three April": 

      

     "This day I returned to Fort Repose in the second boat, bringing twelve large sacks of salt. It 



      

     Sitting at the tiller, gold-encrusted cap pushed back on his head, the wind singing through the 





      

     Peyton felt injured, being called a little girl, but she was a child of dignity, and it was with 
dignity that she answered. "No, I can't. But I know that you can. You must, because you're a 



      

     "That's the trouble," Preacher said. "The little fish he gets hot too and so he's out there in the 
middle deep, being chased by the big fish like always." 

      

     Peyton thought of something. "Would a bass bite a goldfish?" 

      

     Preacher looked at her suspiciously. "He sure would! He'd take a goldfish in a second if one 
was offered! But it against the law to fish with goldfish. But if I did have goldfish, and if it 
weren't against the law, and if I did fish out in the deep channel, then I wouldn't use a bobber. I'd 
just put a little weight next my hook so that goldfish would sink right down where the big bass 
lie." 

      

     Peyton said, "Thank you, Preacher," and skipped away, not wishing to incriminate him 
further, if it really was true that goldfish were illegal. She went home, found a bucket on the back 
porch, and then walked across River Road for a talk with Florence Wechek. She and Florence 
were good friends and often had long talks, but about simple subjects, such as mending. 

      

     Florence wasn't home-she was probably in town helping Alice at the library-but the goldfish 
were. She watched them swimming dreamily, ignoring her in their useless complacency. "In with 
you," she said, and dumped fish and water into the pail. 

      

     She borrowed Ben Franklin's rod and reel and made for the dock. She was forbidden to go out 



      

     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 would undoubtedly feast on crab, and she couldn't blame them. 
They might find it difficult to load the salt. Anything could delay them. 

      

     From the grass behind the kitchen Helen called up, "Lib!" She leaned over the rail. "Yes?" 

      

     "Is Peyton up there with you?" "No. I haven't seen her." 

      

     "Is she out on the dock?" 

      

     Lib looked out at the doc





     "Did Peyton catch those big bass?" 

      



     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 more he learned about women the more there was to learn except that 
he had learned this: they needed a man around. 

      

     Then he found a tattered goldfish in the gullet of the eleven pounder. He examined it 
carefully, smiled, and dropped it into the sink. He would not mention it. There was enough 
trouble and confusion among all these women already. 

      

     So ended the hunger of August. In the fourth week the heat broke and the fish began to bite 
again. 



      











      

     Dan rubbed his face where his beard had been. "I feel naked. No, Randy, thanks. I don't think 
Helen would want it discussed. Not yet, anyway. She just has this feeling, and I'm afraid she'll 
have to empty it herself." 

      

     It was in this month that the first low-flying plane frightened and exhilarated them. 

      

     At irregular times planes had been reporte



     DO NOT BE ALARMED 

      

     This leaflet comes from a United States Air Force plane conducting atmospheric surveys of 
the Contaminated Zones. 

      





     It hovered there and slowly lowered. Randy said, "It's coming in!" He rose to receive it.            Its wheels touched the ground, its engines curan down the steps and Randy grabbed her. "Don't go out there until the rotors stop!" he ordered. 



      

     His back toward them, a man climbed down. 



Paul said, "It's impossible to find anything to drink, even in Denver. Not even beer. Shortage of 
grains, you know. Nobody would dare make his own whiskey in the clear zones. He'd go to jail. 
The older people say it's worse than prohibition." 

      

     There were a thousand questions Randy wanted to ask but at that moment he only had time 











     Paul put his fists on hi s hips and his eyes narrowed. "You' r e  k i d d i n g !  Y o u  m e a n  y o u  r e a l l y  

d o n ' t  k n o w ? "  

      

     " N o .  I  d o n ' t  k n o w .  N o b o d y  k n o w s .  N o b o d y ' s  t o l d  


