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Coup dreamed: of angry, orange sunlight and piano music and road markings which disappeared beneath the Mustang’s dirty hood; of driving alone along State Route 87—which vanished in the distance like a Möbius Strip undone and laid flat—and the sun sinking below a dark horizon. Nor did the dream remain static but promptly moved on, as Henry Becker had moved on, as the world had moved on, for a hitchhiker had appeared at the side of the road: one who was not Tess, as had been the case in real life, but rather a kind of zombie; an animate corpse; a thing who’s head had borne a horrific wound and who’s intestines were being held in by its free hand (for its other was busy thumbing a ride).

A thing which gave up its enigma as Coup pulled alongside and opened the passenger door; for it was none other than Henry Becker himself—alone, mortally wounded, but appearing oddly chipper, oddly spry, as he opened the hatch and climbed in—swinging it shut behind him, holding in his guts.

“Hey,” he said, as his entrails shifted and squelched, threatening to squeeze out between his fingers, threatening to fill the car with 28-feet of membrane.

“Hey,” said Coup. He reached into the cooler in back, twisting in his seat, and handed him a can of soda. “Since I’m obviously dreaming ... you must be dehydrated. Diet Pepsi?”

“No, thanks.” He reached up and pulled down the sun visor, examining himself in the mirror. “It didn’t exactly swallow me whole, did it? Jesus. Look at these teeth marks.”

“Look, Henry,”

“No. I do the talking. I’ve got things to tell you.” He paused, fingering the hole in his head, which was about three inches in diameter. “This one, right here,” He swished his finger around the cavity. “That hurt.”

“Dammit, Henry ...”

“I told you ...” He came up with a piece of brain tissue and paused to examine it, then rolled it—like a booger—between his thumb and forefinger. “One of its canines—it got my eye.” He discarded it out the window. “I guess they’re all canines in the mouth of a T. Rex, eh?” Blood gurgled from the corners of his mouth. “Amirite?”

“Madness,” muttered Coup, and focused on the road, wondering when he’d fallen asleep—and if the others were still on guard. Wondering if Tess, who had fallen asleep by the jukebox and whom he’d covered with a “Survival Blanket”—otherwise known as a blanket—which the Rendezvous had been marketing to preppers and other rural types, was okay.

“I’ve come to tell you what you need to do in order to survive, and for the others to survive,” said Henry, and mercifully faced forward. “What you need to be. For the Flashback is not—and has never been—a natural phenomenon. Nor is it, at least in the strictest sense, a supernatural one. That’s the first thing you need to know. The second is that the clock—which is to say, time-space itself—has been broken.”

He turned to face Coup—who couldn’t help but to notice he could see utility poles passing through his head—as if for emphasis. “The clock has been broken, Mr. Black. It has been replaced with something else; a new clock, one whose arms move both forward and back—and whose numbers count in the quadrillions, and beyond. Imagine it: A clock with an infinity of arms, some racing around its dial in a blur while others have slowed to a snail’s crawl, or even stopped.” He hesitated, looking out the window. “On second thought, don’t. The conundrum will just piss you off.”

He faced forward again.

“And the third is that while not of the natural world, and not, strictly, supernatural, the Flashback is—nonetheless—eschatological. And it is by its hardships and uncertainties that you will be—”

He paused as though he found it suddenly difficult to talk, and not just because his throat had been torn out, which hadn’t stopped him before. That’s when Coup became aware of the red-orange sunlight shining in his face like a fire—Becker’s, not his own; impossible, of course—causing him to break out in a sweat, forcing him to squint and to turn away.

And yet he continued: “The mighty must be laid low, Mr. Black. And the meek, the small, the defenseless, brought up. Mark it well. For that is all I am allowed to ... All I am allowed ... Indeed it is more than—” And he just froze, like a victim of Medusa turning to stone, his skin cracking and fracturing, flaking away, his eye seeming to dry out and become concave, until he whispered, haltingly, gravely, “I hope—I hope I shall still see her,” and became like sunbaked basalt or a chaotic fall of cooled lava; no longer a man but an eidolon of stone; just a pillar with arms and legs, as Coup looked at the setting sun and saw not just the sun but the God’s Eye of his youth; and felt as though it were watching him, judging him, preparing punishments—not just for him but for the entire world.
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THE FIRST THING HE saw as he struggled up from sleep was the President’s profile, which, in the dark, reminded him of Alfred Hitchcock’s—only wearing a toupee; the front of which stabbed forward like a kind of blonde horn or uncertain phallus, while the back, duck tailed and wispy, seemed to offer ballast. It surprised him how unkempt the whole affair was; how long, as if he belonged to another decade entirely, another era, and had been “Flash-forwarded”—no less than the dinosaurs—into both the New Millennium and the Presidency.

Mostly, however, Coup was just relieved to find someone alert; for the other night watchers, to a man (Sargent Bo, Cameron the activist, Johnny From Tucson) and one woman (the little girl’s mother, Abbie) were all slumped in their chairs; and the store was silent (or nearly so, for there was something smoky emanating from the jukebox which he immediately recognized as the music from his dream). Tucker, meanwhile, had pulled a chair up next to Coup at the end of the row—right in front of the window, where Tess had placed Ricky-Tik’s makeshift bed—and was just sort of perched there, his hands held below his waist and between his legs, fingertips and thumbs touching, the space in between forming a triangle, as he peered into the fog (which had rolled in about 10:40 and showed no signs of abating) and seemed to, well, smolder.

“You’re fired,” he said, as Coup wiped the sleep from his eyes, and smiled, his demeanor softening. He was drinking a Diet Coke. “You know, if I really were firing you, I'd tell you what a great job you were doing, how fantastic you are, and how you could do better someplace else.” He finished the Coke and sat it at his feet, after which Coup glanced at the man’s shoes (polished, black oxfords which appeared to have lifts in the heels, which was curious because he was already quite tall) and saw several empty Diet Coke bottles lined up in a row.

“If somebody steals, that's different, but generally speaking, you want to let them down as lightly as possible. It's not a very pleasant thing. Firing. I don't like firing people, to be perfectly honest.”

It was on the tip of Coup’s tongue to suggest that he seemed to enjoy it on TV when Tucker continued: “I like the phrase, don’t get me wrong. I mean, there's no arguing with it. There is no anything. There is no beating
































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE DINOSAUR APOCALYPSE HAS BEGUN

pazijeuas

prequel - @ L.
WAYNE KYLE

SPIJZER

AUTHOR OF NAPOLEON: A HORROR NOVEL AND LEAN SEASON






d2d_images/scene_break.png





