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“Tis the times’ plague, when madmen lead the blind.” - Shakespeare, King Lear

She didn't know it -though the signs had been there for years for anyone with eyes to see-  and there materialized no evident, immediate warning, but today would be Loretta Jones' last day fishing at Badin Lake.

Loretta was not a people person. Between her fishing rods, folding chairs, coolers, sun umbrellas, portable grills and tackle boxes, she had staked out her claim for ten yards all around. Those foolish or unlucky enough to err into her sacred bubble were treated to an ill-omened glare from behind her calico-frame sunglasses and a brisk and agitated whisking of her hand fan. No-one accompanied her on her sojourn as friend or confidant. She was childless (mainly because she wanted to be) and her tin foil hattery had driven her husband, the late, great, Mr. C.O. Jones, to a premature dirt nap ten years before, and she liked it that way.

Although it wasn't really, she liked to think of this bit of lake-front beach as her private cove, her own closeted concavity of lake pressed into the soft clay of the Uwharrie National Forest by a giant thumb. In the center of the cove, some ninety feet from each bank, a curious little round island stumped up from the rippled glass. Monkey Island it was called, though no-one really knew why. A twenty foot high swatch of Pampas Grass that reminded Loretta of crazy, troll-doll hair dominated its vertex. The frayed bouffant towered over the cringing brush groveling in the dirt like inferior serfs beneath the searing glare of their overlord.

She'd started in shade but Apollo's chariot had ferried the sun to its acme and the fiery orb beat down on the floppy hat covering her blue-rinsed hair. She lately had begun to worry about sunburn as the march of sixty years had leeched a bit of the melanin from her black skin, turning her to a wan copy of what she had once been.

She heard rocks and twigs crunching as someone walked by her, a bit close, she thought, for her taste.

“Yah,” she cried, flicking her fan with a celery-cracking snap at the uninvited interloper. “Mind my line, boy!”

The accidental trespasser, a young, white man in his early twenties, seemed taken aback and he stopped short, looking at Loretta.

“Sorry, granny,” he said apologetically. “I thought...”

“You'd best be doin' less thinkin’,” Loretta said, “and more movin’.” She waved her fan imperiously in a shooing gesture.

The man hurried on.

Just like young'uns today, she thought. Not a brain in their heads and all down for whichever dim-bulb victims' group cried foul in the latest oppression lottery. She wondered who would claim the jackpot today. The tree huggers? The save the crickets crowd? Sure, they'd be picketing her choice of bait. Maybe the Vegetarians are Murderers, too. They kill plants to eat cadre might claim the gold medal in the most recent Victims' Olympics. It was some crazy shit, alright.  Oddly enough, the issue that lit the bulb over her head was the choice of toilet. What reasonable person could argue with one bathroom for men, another for women? It wasn't as if it was the bad old days of separate but equal race segregation. Still, it had come to this: fifty different genders, each demanding their own shithouse. Too bad there weren't more men like the late Mr. C.O. (that would be Clarence Osbert) Jones left. He had flamed one of these SJW, D and I snowflakes (those D and I pricks and prickettes, Loretta unwaveringly held, were literally insufferable) into a quivering puddle over some of the snowflake's trifling horseshit.

A big man, you could always tell when and where Mr. C.O. Jones had made an appearance by the head and shoulder shaped holes of smashed wood in the jambs and headers of doorways.

He'd stood sentry outside a public restroom while his eight year old niece, Althea, went in to use the potty. Some guy, so he later told Loretta -every inch a man with a beard and muscular, hairy forearms-  had walked up and made a beeline for the ladies' room.

“Yo, dude,” Mr. C.O. Jones had said in his booming foghorn of a voice. “The men's room is the other door.”

The man, woefully educated beyond his intelligence at PCU, had decided -unwisely- to exchange words with Mr. C.O. Jones.

“I have a right to whatever restroom I like,” the man had proclaimed with all the smug certainty and self-important righteousness of the entitled and entire fool.  “If I feel like a woman today, I can use the ladies’ room.”

Mr. C.O Jones had righted that wrong notion.

“As long as my niece is in there,” he informed the man, “feel like a woman or not, you'd best grow a dick and use the men's room. If you think you're gonna have trouble findin' it, I'll make it easy for you. Walk through that ladies' room door and I'll rip your newly sprouted cock off and park it in your coal chute.”

A tiny, unwilling smile briefly graced Loretta's lips at the memory and fled just as quickly. As much as she had harassed and harangued him into an untimely exit from this earthly gyre, when Mr. C.O. Jones had been alive, nobody screwed with her, and she was right proud of that.

Ah, but it was all coming to a head, now. She'd heard for years how the population had been dumbed down, how the CFR and the Trilateral Commission and the Bilderbergers and the UN and the Fabians and even the USG plotted to cull the world of its useless eaters and remodel the earth into Eden for the Elites. She'd initially dismissed it as cocked hat, conspiracy caca until she one day found herself incapable of juxtaposing her normalcy bias and cognitive dissonance comfortably against reality.

As with most people, the redpilling took hold when she realized she wasn't a member of the chosen: the Select Club of Blood Drinkers and Baby Eaters. She was part of the Trash Class. No Tyra Banks or Beyonce,  a genetic blue ribbon winner who could be used as a blow up doll for the less than benevolent overlords. She possessed no useful skills that couldn't be replicated by AI, or a robot, a machine, or any young, beautiful urchin from the street who would simply shut up and do as she was told for a night's shelter from a storm or a crumb from the master's table. Her best-by date was past and she might even be passed over by the organ harvesters. Once the wealth was extracted from the producers of the world, it was game over. And with the worldwide debt bomb ticking down to zero, it wouldn't be long. The Powers That Be had yet to effectively move their project of setting half the poor people in the world to killing the other half along, so Loretta knew they would become proactive. In short, she figured out that they meant to kill her, too, and it would no longer be death by a thousand cuts. It was gonna be big.

So she prepared. When the great culling came -and she was sure it would, in some form she hoped to recognize- she would be ready. When the vig came payable, she would have the best laugh.

And that time, she was about to find out, was now.

With no warning, the sun which had smiled so warmly suddenly dimmed to a dark frown. The sky, a happy and blemishless blue mere moments before, filled with an ominous black cloud that swept aggressively out of the north, binding the compass from east to west. The anvilhead boiled and baked and puffed like a gasping pastry in an oven. An amassing wind stomped the mercury down twenty degrees and whipped the placid waters of the lake into whitecaps. The two story high Pampas Grass on Monkey Island flailed like the troll's hair of which it so reminded Loretta.

Sinister, blue flashes crackled inside the cloud, jumping from one point to another like sparks. It wasn't lightning (Loretta really couldn't say exactly what it was), but it boded no good intent.

Like a rod  -defined and regular- a blue beam shot out from the cloud and struck the lake with a booming Ka-Choom! sound. A welt of water ten feet high shot upwards from the impact of the beam.

More blue beams -complemented with a chilling, brain-frying buzz- reached down from the cloud, clutching and smacking giant handfuls of water.

The flashes pounded the lake -Ka-Choom! Ka-Choom! Ka-Choom!- so frequently that the air itself seemed infused with a blue tint.  With little thought to reckon how she had deduced it, Loretta knew today was the day that one among the Reptilian Overlords had decided to put a round below the waterline of the good ship Terra, and the whole world was going down like a two dollah crack ho.

Other visitors to the lake turned to the phenomenon, gazing skyward. As the blue beams swept over them with their ghostly glows, Loretta saw their sudden transformations in the spooky, unearthly luminance.

Even after the beams disengaged from their victims, those it had touched retained an unhealthy, pale blue tint to their skin. Dark, cracked panes of veins suddenly erupted in the thin parchment of their faces and at their temples, pulsing so violently that Loretta feared they would burst. Their eyes lost all luster and their faces, save for a sudden feral upturning of the lips, drooped like warm taffy. When they turned to look at Loretta, staring at her with their leaden eyes and moving towards her with a shambling, brainless gait, she knew the game.

She had little time before the pall engulfed her. Scrounging desperately in her oversized purse, she pulled out her custom-made tinfoil hat, complete with chin strap and propeller on top to deflect toxic thoughts and radiation. Tossing her floppy hat away, she hurriedly donned the crinkly headgear to defend herself from the Government Zombie Death Ray.

They'd really figured it out this time. Turn everyone but a few chosen into zombies. The zombies would eat the uninfected, then each other, saving the hassle of messy cleanups and burials or cremations. In six months or so, the private armies of the elite, protected in their underground bunkers, would be dispatched to mop up the few remaining flesh eaters and police up the bones.

Hastily abandoning all she had come with, Loretta scampered back to her car, mercifully shielded from the eschaton by her tinfoil hat. Those who had laughed at her would soon be laughing from the other side of their faces.

Happily, the zombies edging towards her moved even slower than her arthritic, sixty year old frame did and she made it to her elderly Buick with only a couple of stumbles. As she stabbed the key into the ignition she was briefly afraid that embedded in the Government Zombie Death Ray might be some kind of EMP that would disable her vehicle.

Closing her eyes and hoping for the best, she turned the key. The ancient Buick sputtered to life and assumed a choppy sort of combustion, really no worse than it had been for years. She let out a rattling sigh, shifted into reverse, and bailed out of the gravel parking lot with a spinning of tires.

She flicked on her headlights, hoping the reassuring, everyday light from their beams would lessen some of the alien twilight. They didn't help much. She had, for the moment at least, outpaced the roiling clouds, but they would catch up soon enough. She tried the radio and, as expected, got nothing but white noise.

The day had been hot, but now she rolled her windows up against the
















[image: ]






















[image: ]












[image: ]














[image: ]




d2d_images/cover.jpg
0

K/ T 5

Pl KTN/
Victor Allen





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





