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She supposed it was what they—or at least Sting of The Police—would have called synchronicity: that twangy guitar and soft-pedaled keyboard emanating so clearly from the RV’s speakers as she ascended the vehicle’s aluminum ladder. All she knew was that the song matched her mood perfectly, absurdly, as Karen Carpenter sang, Such a feeling’s comin’ over me / There is wonder in most everything I see ...

She gained the RV’s roof and looked around: at the motor homes being corralled in the parking lot of Bluebeard’s Cove, at the velociraptors gathered like spectators outside the fence, at the brontosaurus mulling its cypress leaves nearby and the pterodactyls circling in the blood-red sky and the volcano spewing lava not thirty miles away. Not a cloud in the sky / Got the sun in my eyes / And I / Won’t be surprised if it’s a dream ...

Her radio crackled suddenly and Taher said, “Team 3 to Charlotte. Open gate, please.”

She heard the sound of a diesel engine and looked to see the most extravagant motor home yet approaching from the south. “You copy that, Blue?”

“Copy,” said Blue.

Charlotte saw her raise Red’s Scout rifle as Don Martin swung back the gate, which was easy to do because it was off-balance and moved mostly of its own volition. Perhaps not so oddly, the raptors didn’t try to bolt in—probably because the four corpses already scattered about the entryway were serving as a fine deterrent. The big woman had proven to be quite a kill shot—something Charlotte wasn’t sure she wanted to celebrate. Then Team 3 was in and little Don was swinging back the gate.

“Make sure it’s latched, Don,” said Charlotte.

She gestured at the new arrivals as she paced along the roof of the RV and toggled her shoulder mic. “Bring it around to the front,” she said, and directed them into position. “It’s beautiful. We’ll use it as the Command Center.”

“Red to Charlotte,” squawked her radio. “We’ve found the ingress. Be advised that we’re moving in. We’re just going to have a quick look around.”

“Roger that,” said Charlotte. She rekeyed her mic: “And Red ... be careful.”

The radio hissed. “No worries,” came his response. “We’re with Supercop.”

Then she smiled and refocused on the task at hand, which, thanks to the lack of dinosaurs, had gone smoother than anyone had anticipated. Indeed, based on the sun’s position, it could have scarcely been later than noon—and already they’d lined up enough RVs to transport everyone in the Shambhala. Now they were just building redundancies, adding backups, and Charlotte had to admit she was enjoying the process more than she could have imagined. Just being outside, with the breeze whispering through her hair and the sun—when it was able to peek through the volcano smoke—warming her cheeks, was intoxicating. So, too, was she thrilled by the developments between herself and Red—Red who had so often seemed the only other sane person in the Shambhala—so much so that there was a new spring in her step as she walked along the roof of the RV and scanned the nearby jungle for threats, a jungle which seemed oddly quiet today, as if every predator in the area had decided to celebrate Memorial Day weekend and simply leave town. And yet there was a touch of foreboding in the air, as well, even melancholy, as a dragonfly the length of her arm buzzed past and she began to think about just how unusual it was for the jungle to be so silent, and at this time of day, especially.  

The CD player played on: Something in the wind has learned my name / And it’s telling me that things are not the same ...

She gazed at the sky, she wasn’t sure why, and watched the strange lights bleeding in and out of each other, wondering again just what it was they could be, if they were a previously unimagined kind of spacecraft containing intelligent beings, or merely a natural phenomenon associated with the Flashback.  And a chill ran up her spine.

“Team 4 to Charlotte, we’re coming in,” said Harley over the radio, followed by a squawk.

“Roger that,” said Charlotte, and looked down to see perhaps the ugliest motor home she’d ever seen rumbling and rattling toward them.

“Blue—”

“I’m not deaf and blind,” said Blue.

Charlotte watched as she levelled her rifle and Donny got the gate, and the old RV lurched into the parking lot, backfiring at least once, clouds of blue smoke belching from its tailpipe. “In the back,” said Charlotte into her mic, waving her hand to clear the smoke. “The back.”

Looks like we’ve found our caboose, she thought. “Harley, what the hell?”

“It’s got a Ford V10,” said the mechanic, sounding like a kid on Christmas. “I’m a Chevy guy but I’m telling you, we’ll get 400,000 miles out of her, easy. Just needs a rebuild.”

“Sure, and we’ll just have the NAPA delivery truck drop off the parts,” said Charlotte. She hacked in the smoke. “Jesus, can you turn that thing—”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She ducked instinctively and saw Blue taking out a pair of raptors—which leapt like marionettes, their blood spurting everywhere—as Donny bent low and pushed the gate closed and the other raptors scattered and fled. Yes, she was getting good with that thing. She was getting very, very good.

“Good shooting, Blue,” she said, and moved toward the ladder. She descended the rungs quickly. “Okay, everyone. Smoke ‘em if ya got ‘em. Take thirty and then we’ll get the bulldozer and whatever other road clearing equipment we need.”

“If they’ve found the ingress,” said Harley, “then there is no need. The bulldozer down there is fine.” The signal hissed with static. “Red, this is Harley, can you read me?”

“Go ahead,” said Red.

“The ingress ... is it a service tunnel? Do you think it’s how they brought in the earthmovers?”

“Affirmative,” said Red. “But it’s mostly blocked up ... some kind of landslide. We’re climbing over it now.”

“How serious is it? And do you think the bulldozer can clear it?”

“Hey, asshole, we don’t want to clear it. We want to stop it up.” —Corbin, of course, barely audible.

“I mean to get the bulldozer up top,” said Harley. “It’s not like we can lift a hundred tons with the utility elevator.”

Charlotte’s radio squelched. “No way,” said Red.

“Roger that, Red. Stay alert,” said Charlotte. And to everyone else she said, “Okay, you heard him. We need a dozer. Thirty minutes.”
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SHE’D THOUGHT SOMEONE might join her in her RV for lunch, but no one came, probably because she’d been barking orders at them all day long. Instead she ate alone, digging ravioli from a can of Chef Boyardee while sitting in the driver’s seat and worrying over the radio for any signs of Red’s progress. It was a curious place to find one’s self at the end of the world; a curious feeling to find one’s self caring deeply again for another human being. It wasn’t that she didn’t care about the others—indeed, she had been likened to the Shambhala’s den mother more than once—it was just that, in truth, she had kept them at a distance on purpose, for she knew that any one of them could be killed, or worse, simply vanished, at any time. Except, of course, Sean (and look how that had turned out), whom she had shared a bond with primarily because he had lost his children to the Flashback in the same manner she had—they’d simply disappeared. In her son’s case, while he was virtually mid-sentence.

She pushed it from her mind. No. No, she would not revisit those horrible first days of the apocalypse; to do so was to invite paralysis, madness, death. The only thing that mattered now was the eternal present and the struggle to survive. The only thing that mattered now was ...

She focused straight forward and saw that the gate to the parking lot was hanging wide open.

Donny. He’d forgotten to latch it.

She sat bolt upright, every nerve in her body suddenly on end, and was about to leap from her chair when Donny appeared at the edge of the windshield and waved back at her, as if to say, My bad, sorry. I got it.

Then she collapsed back against the headrest, exhaling, as he pushed the gate closed and latched it, and relief flooded through her like so much cool water even as the saber-toothed cat’s huge head appeared outside her window and its whiskers brushed the glass and its black lips pulled back from its teeth and its eyes focused intently on Donny in the split second before it leapt.
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THE FIRST THING RED noticed on climbing out of the Jeep were the tracks: not one set but two—one clearly belonging to the smilodon and the other decidedly saurian, bigger than a raptor’s (by far) but not nearly so large as a T. Rex—which intersected and passed through each other near the entrance to the service tunnel and made a great ‘X.’

“We’ve had company, and recently,” said Corbin, crouching to examine them. “I don’t recognize this one.” He indicated those of the dinosaur.

Red knelt beside him. “I do.” He scanned the area more than a little nervously. “I—I saw this animal. The night before last. It—nevermind.”

“Nevermind?” Corbin’s eyes widened. “You saw a new animal, an entirely new threat, an unknown element, and didn’t think to share this little factoid with anyone besides yourself? Are you fucking joking?”

Red stared at him icily, and the undercurrent of violence between the men was stronger even than usual. “Step off,” he said, and stood. “The truth is I’m not sure what I saw. It—it didn’t act like an animal. To be perfectly frank, I wasn’t sure if I had actually seen it or just imagined it ... until now.” He keyed his mic: “Red to Charlotte. We’ve found the ingress. Be advised that we’re moving in. We’re just going to
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