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Prologue


 


Was this a horrible nightmare or had America actually been
brutally attacked by a country that had threatened her for years? How could it
be? How could America have been so naive to enter into an agreement with a
nation that was never known to tell the truth? What had happened?  


While all eyes were on China and Russia, North Korea had pulled
a bait-and-switch scam. They had shown the world failed missile tests. Meanwhile,
they had developed a ballistics missile that was virtually invisible to radar
once it was launched. 


They had manufactured hundreds of these missiles, and had
secretly sold and shipped them, labeled as farm implements, to Iran. Iran had added
both nuclear and conventional blockbuster warheads loaded with poison gas that
had not been used since World War I. They had cunningly concealed them in silos
around their vast desert. These weapons had been assembled right under the
noses of the United Nations inspectors. Of course, these inspectors were a
party to the devious scheme.


Follow the riveting account of a Christian family far from
home, when a catastrophic, paralyzing attack strikes the continental United
States. Jerry and April Hunt, along with their two preteen sons, survive and,
with God’s help, rescue others along the way. The nation is all but destroyed. Yet
she rises from the ashes and becomes stronger than ever, by learning from the
mistakes of the past.        
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Under a sky the color of amber, the slender teenager rolled
over, opened his eyes, and looked up. He had seen a flash and felt a blast of
heat that had knocked him off of his dirt bike. He had no idea how long he had been
on the ground. The Kawasaki was lying on its side, still running at an idle
with the rear wheel revolving slowly. Finally, when his head cleared, he stood
the bike on its wheels and headed northwest on a paved road. He kept searching
through eyes blurred with tears, but the skyline of St. Louis had disappeared. It
was gone. A thick column of a strange golden haze hung over the area where
the high-rises and office buildings should have been. He was terrified because
his folks worked there in the city.


***


By the time the first bomb had exploded over New York City,
so-called lone-wolf ISIS sympathizers and sleeper cells were carrying out
individual attacks on smaller cities, power stations, and bridges with suitcase
bombs by the dozens. The devices in the cities were often loaded with mustard
and other chemical gases that had long ago been outlawed by the Geneva
Convention. However, outlaws and outlaw nations do not obey laws. 


Chicago, Los Angeles, Miami, Cincinnati, New Orleans, Seattle,
and dozens of other cities were hit. Military bases in several states were also
annihilated with these warheads. Only very rural areas had escaped destruction.


Survivors immediately reached for their cell phones, but it was
no use. The only communication towers left were not powered. Technology seemed
to be of no use when it was needed the most. 


The country had so depended upon wireless communication that it
was now in a comatose state. These strikes had been coordinated with a huge
cyber attack just minutes before the missiles began to hit their targets. There
were only very few small power grids operational in the whole continental
United States. Bridges that crossed major rivers had been destroyed or were so
severely damaged they could not be used. 


How had Homeland Security missed these planned attacks? Obviously,
there were government traitors who had helped coordinate these strikes. These
collaborators had slipped into vital positions over the years and had waited
patiently until this precise moment. Democracy and freedom were under severe
assault.


Paralyzed was one of many words that came to the minds
of so many survivors. Paralyzed, horrified, terrified . . . the nation was in a
state of shock. 


Martial Law had been declared, but few people knew about it for
lack of communication. Television and radio stations were off the air. The
attack was not designed to completely wipe out these large cities, but to leave
as many injured, maimed, and burned survivors as possible—people who would need
medical care for a long time and would experience a slow death. The bulk of the
population would be disabled and defeated. 


Meanwhile, in the sparsely populated areas of the country, no
one was sure what had happened. Because of this uncertainty, there was
impending dread in most of the towns and villages that were left intact. 
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Jerry Hunt had been on a camping vacation with
his wife April and their two sons in Colorado. Lonnie, whom they called Lon,
was twelve, and Jon was ten. Jerry and his family had motored way out west from
Greensboro, North Carolina, and had just started the return trip. Jerry was due
to be back at work at his dad’s plumbing and electrical business in a couple of
days. 


When Jerry stopped for gas, he noticed the price had spiked
more than double since he’d last filled up. He entered the station to question
the sudden change in pricing. 


The owner—a man who looked to be in his seventies—said he
didn’t know what had happened, but all communication was lost from coast to
coast. The electricity was out but his gas pumps were operational, as they were
powered by a generator. Bad weather in that part of the country often knocked
out the electricity, so the old man was ready for it. As they discussed what
had happened, they surmised it had to be some sort of disaster. But was it
manmade or natural? Jerry pointed out the strange color of the sky and asked if
it was common at this time of year in that part of the country.  


The old man replied, “No sir, something has obviously polluted
the atmosphere.” His guesses were that it was a huge volcano eruption or worse—a
nuclear attack. The air was noticeably cooler now and little bits of something
that looked like grains of sand had started falling from the sky. 


Jerry bought as much gas as the man would sell him, which was
thirty gallons. He filled the GMC Yukon and two five-gallon gas cans. He also
bought all the bottled water and canned goods he could stuff into his sport utility
vehicle. 


He had always tried to be prepared for the unexpected. He had
extra cash and several gold coins worth almost two thousand dollars in a money
belt he wore strapped around his waist. 


Jerry instructed his wife and children to put on the ponchos
they had brought on their camping trip and to keep the windows closed on the
Yukon. If the particles falling from the sky were radioactive or toxic, the
family would be somewhat protected. 


He drove east on US 52 toward Kansas. He had traveled but a few
miles when he met a caravan of about twenty vehicles heading west. He flagged
one of them down; the news was that no one could get east of the Mississippi
River. All bridges were down or deemed to be unsafe. The rumor was that it had
been a massive, unprovoked attack on the country. A ham radio operator in the
mountains of upper New York had supposedly verified this. The caravan of cars
and trucks were heading for Mexico.


Jerry was a former SEAL, and his mind was working overtime. He
parked on the side of the road and did some calculating. His best bet for
survival was to go deep into the wilderness. Jerry was a little old-fashioned
in terms of technology, and now he was glad. The GPS was useless. However, he
had a road atlas which he always kept in the spare tire compartment. His SEAL
training had taught him that in cases of Murphy’s Law, he should always have
contingency plans. 


No one can save me and my family but me, he thought,
then quickly added, And you, Lord. Just you and me, Lord. After Jerry
had completed two tours in Iraq and one in Afghanistan, he had become a
Christian. He knew he had survived by the grace of God and would never forget
that fact. 


Jerry found what looked like a logging road that made a steep
climb up a mountain. He looked ahead, and then into the rearview mirror; no one
was in sight. He quickly turned off the highway and stopped. Taking a whiskbroom
from the glove box, he erased his tire tracks. From the highway, no one could
tell a vehicle had turned onto the dirt road. The Yukon slowly made the climb,
out of sight of the main road, and around a bend. He had driven a mile or so
when he found a clearing off to the right, about twenty-five yards through some
small underbrush. He told the boys to straighten up the bushes he had driven
over. From the dirt road, it would appear that no one had ever come through there.



He began to plan the steps they would take for survival. He
figured if this disaster were as large as he suspected, other survivors would
be his worst enemy. Most people were not prepared for such a disaster. They
would be looking for others to victimize and rob. 


Jerry had a couple of weapons in the Yukon—a 9mm Glock and a short-barreled
.223 Colt Expanse M4 rifle. He had a sufficient number of rounds and was
skilled with both weapons. 


They would need to conserve as much of their supplies as
possible. He had no idea how long they would need to be self-sufficient. They
would try to eat one good meal a day and then just snacks, such as crackers,
dried fruit, and trail mix the rest of the time. 


April prepared a meal that afternoon of Spam, fruit cocktail,
and flat bread fried in an iron skillet. She often made this bread when they
were camping. The bread was tough and chewy, but filling. 


It was eerily quiet when evening came. The darkness came early
due to the heavy atmosphere. Everyone got into their sleeping bags. It was
cooler than it had been on previous nights. Jerry was glad that his and April’s
sleeping bags could be zipped together for extra warmth. The comfort of their bodies
next to each other didn’t hurt either. He instructed the boys to do the same. Just
before they fell to sleep, Jerry led the family in a prayer. 
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Arising before daylight, Jerry glanced at the luminous dial
on his watch. It was 0435 hours. The first thing he did was what he had been
doing every morning for over ten years. It was just him and Jesus in their
morning conversation. Then he made some coffee on the camp stove and drank the
strong mixture as he went over some plans in his head.


He didn’t necessarily have—nor did he need—a destination at
this time. He just needed to make sure he and his family survived. He would
scout around on foot today and check the possibility for water and game. He
thought perhaps he should really try to get farther off the beaten track. 


After a breakfast of instant grits and the rest of the fruit
cocktail from last night, the boys were put to the task of camouflaging the
Yukon while Jerry dug a slit-trench latrine some ten yards away. He would break
out the small tent only if it looked like rain. It was low to the ground and
easy to disguise. In the meantime, they would sleep under the stars . . . except
they hadn’t seen any stars, or the sun, just the ominous amber-colored clouds.


***


Just before Jerry left the camp area, he remembered the toy
walkie-talkies the boys had brought with them. They were battery-operated and
had a range of almost a mile. He left one with April and took the other. 


Jerry walked in the grade line of the road, leaving no
footprints. He headed toward the north and had gone about two miles when he
heard running water—a small brook. He shook his head in disgust. He had
forgotten to bring an empty water bottle with him. He made a mental note to
shape up and make a list. He could not afford to make even little mistakes like
this. 


He noted a few squirrels scurrying about and signs of rabbits. Near
the brook, he had also seen some deer tracks. Perhaps he would have the boys
make some snares for the small game, so they could have some fresh meat a night
or two. He traveled on about two more miles but saw nothing else remarkable
before retracing his steps back to the campsite. 


As he got close to the camp, he called April on the walkie-talkie
to let her know he was approaching. Everything was fine with the family, April
reported. His excursion had lasted only four hours. Once he arrived, he filled
everyone in on what he had found—it was important to keep everyone informed. 


Then it dawned on Jerry that he had not really taken a good
look at his family lately. He got up and walked over to April, took her hand,
and lifted her to her feet. He hugged her to his chest and planted a firm kiss
on her lips. He then just held her at arms length and looked at her as if he
had just seen her for the first time. She gave him a confused look. Jerry
seldom did things like that, just to be doing them. She smiled and returned the
kiss. 


Now April could not be described as a beautiful lady, but she
was attractive and had not lost her figure. With her long legs and slender frame,
she could easily pass for a twenty-five-year-old. She had dark hair and the
prettiest wide-set, brown eyes that had first caught Jerry’s attention. 


The boys sure do look a lot like her, Jerry thought. Their
eyes and hair were the same as their mom’s but their frame would be short and
muscular, like Jerry’s. As he surveyed his family, he was overwhelmed with
pride. In this emergency situation they had not complained or whined. They had
done everything he had asked. Perhaps he would take one of the boys with him
next time he explored. 


April was a very smart lady in her own right. She could handle
an automobile or weapon as skillfully as any man he had ever seen. Her training
started early as a farm girl in rural Tennessee. Her parents had both died in an
auto accident during her senior year of high school. With the support of
friends and family, she managed to finish out the school year and graduate. She
then joined the Marines. She had stayed in the service for two hitches, serving
as a truck driver, transporting water, supplies, and gasoline in Iraq. 


That was where
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