
A SURVIVOR’S GUIDE TO THE DINOSAUR APOCALYPSE

–8–

“The Elephant Slayer”


Table of Contents

Title Page

A Survivor's Guide to the Dinosaur Apocalypse, Episode Eight: "The Elephant Slayer"

by

Wayne Kyle Spitzer

Copyright © 2020 Wayne Kyle Spitzer. All Rights Reserved. Published by Hobb’s End Books, a division of ACME Sprockets & Visions. Cover design Copyright © 2020 Wayne Kyle Spitzer. Please direct all inquiries to: HobbsEndBooks@yahoo.com

All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this book is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

The Flashback/Dinosaur

Apocalypse Cycle

Flashback

(re-printed in Dinosaur Apocalypse)

––––––––
[image: ]


Flashback Dawn

(re-printed in Dinosaur Apocalypse)

––––––––
[image: ]


Tales from the Flashback

(re-printed as Dinosaur Rampage)

––––––––
[image: ]


Flashback Twilight

(serialized as A Dinosaur is a Man’s Best Friend;

re-printed as The Complete Ank & Williams,

Dinosaur War, Paladins)

––––––––
[image: ]


A Reign of Thunder

(serialized as Heat Wave)

––––––––
[image: ]


A Survivor’s Guide to the

Dinosaur Apocalypse

(Collected as Dinosaur Carnage)

IT WAS CALLED NETHERVILLE, which wasn’t too bad a name compared to some of the settlements I’d been to: places like Misery, Montana and Malaise, North Dakota; Grimburg, Texas; Forsaken Falls, Idaho. I guess you could say that American towns have always had ominous names—that it was part of our frontier heritage—but then, I wasn’t in America anymore, I was in Canada. Edmonton, Alberta to be precise. The Big E, as they called it.

As for how I’d come to be there—I’d rather not talk about it, and it’s not important, anyway. Suffice it to say I’d caught a broadcast on the radio of my new Cadillac Escalade (Thanks, Butte Auto Sales, I left a silver dollar in the break room) which had urged me to go north to a town called Paradise—a town I’d mistaken for Paradise, Alberta, and so overshot by about 500 miles. Luckily for me, I’d come to Netherville before running out of gas (the Escalade’s tank had been completely full, go figure; that’s why I’d chosen it) and found a friendly settlement in spite of my folly.

At least, it had been friendly so far. In my experience, these things could—and often did—change on a dime. Which is about what I had on me when I walked into the ‘Goodbye to All That’ Saloon and ordered a drink at the makeshift bar; a bar whose counter had been fashioned from the scorched wing of an airplane.

“Keep it,” said the bartender, a largish man with thick stubble and bad teeth, as he pushed back the coins. “First visit’s on us, always.”

He moved toward the back door—which was propped open with a rifle; probably due to heat from the firepit—walking awkwardly, haltingly, as though he had a bad hip. “Beer’s out back—in the snow.”

I glanced around the room as he went: at the other patrons—bearded men, all of them—who had peeled off coats and hats; and at one who hadn’t—a lone figure sitting in the corner ... with a pair of crutches nearby.

“That includes the mastodon; the mammoth. The roast elephant, whatever you want to call it.”

He shuffled back, slowly, arduously, twisting the cap off a bottle of Molson, setting it down. “It’s good—fresh. The meat, eh, not the beer. It was harvested only yesterday.”

He laughed a little and shook his head. “Whatever he does with that ivory, I’ll never know.”

I looked at the bottle of beer, which had foamed over onto the counter—onto the Cessna’s battered wing. “What who does with it?”

“What?”

“What who does with the ivory?”

He lifted the bottle and wiped around the rivets, fussily, fastidiously. “Oh, yuh. You’re the new guy. Why, Gavin Carter, of course. Our mysterious and storied Great White Hunter.”

“Our Nanook of the North!” hollered a nearby patron, lifting his sloshing glass. “The Elephant Slayer of Alberta.”

“Or at least the frozen shithole that used to be Alberta,” said another.

I must have looked confused.

“Local hero,” explained the bartender. “Big-time trophy hunter. Lives in that house up on the ridge; the one with the orange roof—the old Riblet Mansion. Just helped himself to it one day. But he’s a hero because he hunts the mammoth—and I mean consistently, successfully—and keeps the town fed.”

A patron leaned in abruptly, thoughtlessly—as drunk people are wont to do—his breath reeking of Molson. “Speakin’ a which—I’ll take some more of that, eh? The stew.”

“Well, that depends, Liam,” said the bartender. “Where is your bowl?”

The man looked around, dazed and confused, until his glassy eyes settled on the back of the room—and the booth next to the solitary figure.

“Never mind, Liam,” said the bartender warily. “I’ll get it for you. Just relax.” He gave me a little bow. “Excuse me.”

“Of course,” I said.

And then I took my first drink and paused—savoring it. Savoring its bite and its body and its bitterness and its perfection. Worshiping it; and focusing upon it to the exclusion of all else. Because the truth of it was, drinking it was like drinking civilization itself.

The drunk, meanwhile, was just staring at me: as though he knew me, perhaps, or maybe not. As though he loved me, perhaps—but maybe hated me too. As though there was something on his mind that he just had to say—if he could just untangle his thoughts and find the right words. If he could just get his mouth to open and his tongue to—

“Don’t,” I said.

And he didn’t—talk to me, that is—after which the bartender returned and fetched me another beer—saying, as he twisted the cap off and set it down, “Compliments of the young lady in the corner.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw that the figure had unzipped its coat and removed its scarf and hat—revealing a woman with black, unkempt hair and harsh, asymmetrical features (and yet attractive, for all that) who couldn’t have been more than, say, twenty-five. A woman who looked at me with such startling clarity and matter-of-factness that I almost averted my eyes—but didn’t, because I didn’t want to appear weak. Instead, I just smiled—confidently, breezily (at least that was my schtick), raising my beer bottle. As though I wasn’t just Travis Hayes, UPS delivery driver from Denver, Colorado, but Travis-fucking-Hayes, Carefree Stud of the Apocalypse.

That’s when it happened; when the fight broke out, erupting in a flurry of broken glass and expletives (and flying booze), toppling the nearby barstools.

“Hey, goddamnit!” shouted the bartender, as I scrambled clear of the melee—which, surprise! involved the man who had been staring at me— “Hey, hey, hey!”

And then everything was noise and fury as others joined in and I turned to check on the black-haired girl (although why I am not certain; she could clearly take care of herself), but saw only an empty booth. Everything was chaos and confusion as I stared into her corner and noted the missing crutches—but couldn’t for the life of me figure out where they—or she—had gone.

I looked to where a wooden door swung back and forth in the wind, letting in gusts of snow. The side alley, of course—!

And then I was moving—double-timing it, as we used to say in the corps—dodging a pair of brawlers, bursting into the alley; pausing by a heap of garbage as I noticed there were no footprints in the snow and thus no way to—

At which my vision winked out and I could see only stars, like scratches in space-time itself. At which I saw only comets—which darted and swirled, ember-like, as I fell.
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“AH, AH! HERE HE COMES. You see now, Eska? You didn’t hit him so hard after all. Our sleeper has awakened.”

I blinked, clearing my eyes, as the room swam into focus: as the floating spheres of light resolved into candle flames and the hovering pink blur became a face, which smiled—patiently, fatherly. Elusively, like a wolf. 

“Welcome to the Roc’s Nest,” said the face—its skin cracked like bleached leather, its teeth straight and white. “Please, have a look around. I’m Gavin Carter. And this—this here is Eska. My adopted daughter.”

I looked at her even as I became aware of my pounding head: at her strange, harsh face and dense, un-manicured brows; her large, stout teeth—which were not straight and white—her eyes like chiseled obsidian.

“Go on, Eska,” said the man—Carter—who appeared to be in his late 50s. “Be a dear and give Mr. Hayes a smile. Show him some of that primal charm you have; and in such great abundance. Come, come, now.”

I watched as the corners of her mouth crept up, slowly, hesitantly. Indeed, she could be charming—even beautiful—when she wasn’t braining you with a board, that is (or whatever she’d used).

I looked around the room, which was more like a great hall—at the pillars made of immense tree trunks and crossbeams carved from maple or walnut; at the astounding collection of mounted animal busts which adorned every wall and flat surface.

At last I managed, “How—how do you know my name?”

“It wasn’t difficult,” he said, taking a sip from his wine glass, dabbing at the corners of his mouth. “You still had an I.D.”

I slapped my back pocket—my ankle catching on something as I shifted—but it was gone, of course. My wallet. That’s when I looked down—having heard the ka-chink of metal—and realized I was shackled to my chair.

He frowned almost sheepishly. “An imposition, to be sure—but a necessary one.” He looked at something on the table which I recognized as my old military ID. “Can’t have a trained killer just wandering about the house—now can we?” He paused, studying my face. “I must say ... you don’t exactly look the part.”

“Well, people can be full of surprises, can’t they?” I glanced at Eska, who just stared right back. “Your ‘daughter’ is certainly capable of a few. Wouldn’t you say?”

“Oh, most certainly,” said Carter—and added: “People, I mean. People are full of surprises. Not Eska. Not from me.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“I know her too well ... having reared her since she was a pup.” He paused, appearing wistful—even morose—before changing the subject; abruptly, I thought. “I, ah, couldn’t help but to notice you appreciating my collection. Do you hunt, Mr. Hayes?”

I looked at the nearest mount, a triceratops head with a broken horn (and a frightful visage), wondering what the circumstances of its death had been. Had it been charging—with the Flashback in its eyes, perhaps—and thus aware that it had an opponent? Or had it been unaware, just mulling its soft grasses, until the bullet entered its brain?

“No,” I said, finally, turning my attention back to him. “Can’t exactly say as I am. It—it’s never seemed like a fair contest to me.” I jerked



























[image: ]




































[image: ]




















[image: ]
















[image: ]
















d2d_images/cover.jpg
Scenes & Interludes A from an Improbable End
- SURVIVORS
- 28UIDE TO THE
 DINOSAUR
Vol OOALYPSE

3‘ ) THE ELEPHANT
/ 4 SLAYER”

s AUTHOR OF THE DINOSAUR APOCALYPSE / FLASHBACK CYCLE s





d2d_images/scene_break.png





