
        
            [image: cover]
        

    










McKinney Sweetlock

and

The Revolt against the New World Soldier






By

Michael S. Lachance







Copyright © 2015 by Michael S. Lachance

Published by Michael S. Lachance

Distributed by Smashwords

Ebook cover design and formatting by www.ebooklaunch.com

The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of a
copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement,
including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by
the FBI and is punishable by fines and federal imprisonment.

Please purchase only authorized electronic editions
and do not participate in, or encourage, the electronic piracy of
copyrighted materials.

Your support of the author’s rights is
appreciated.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination
or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or
persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. Except for use in any review,
the reproduction or utilization of this work, in whole or in part,
in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means now known
or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission
of the publisher


 


 Table of Contents

Chapter 1: Leaves turned colors

Chapter 2: Eatin things with just two-legs

Chapter 3: The Bunker

Chapter 4: The Journey Begins

Chapter 5: Eternity

Chapter 6: The Longest Road

Chapter 7: Evil

Chapter 8: Recovery and Reality

Chapter 9: Roamers

Chapter 10: The Tunnel

Chapter 11: The End

Chapter 12: McKinney Sweetlock

Chapter 13: Revolution!

Chapter 14: Peace


Chapter 1

Leaves turned colors

My name’s McKinney Sweetlock and if ya ain’t
know me, by gosh then don’t call me McKinney. You call me
Sweetlock! Good name my pappy and mama give me. Since we know each
- ourselves now, call me McKinney!

I spake good ole English been round since
for the Injuns, but don’t get me soured on that count. Them Injuns
been most mistreated people I ever knew and that’s truth! Far as my
spakin, got ah rhythm tah it; read my words for what they is and
not more, ya’ll be fine. My readin and writin weren’t good when I
were ah teen. Now, some years on, I’m learnt and can tell this tale
thanks tah him, ah young boy I helped some time ago. For them that
speaks better than my speak, they spake they own words.

What matters here is ah tale I’m tellin bout
ah time I made my way, long with ah-nuther, from Wy-omin, prutty
near the most northern trail ah them tall mountains folks call
Tetons; it were my sponsibility tah look out for this boy, though
he weren’t my family.

Bout my family, though they be dead for some
seasons, still feel tah tell ya bout’em. My pappy, myself and my
brother Thomas were all ah us. My mama went out tah fetch water and
never did come back. Pappy believe she got took down by ah angry
grizzly and even ah man would-ah gave in had them teeth been on
they-selves with such ah beast! So, pray my mama’s soul the same I
do anyone fall under such pretenses. She were ah good woman and the
like ah kindness that only Jesus knew. For I tear up too much, tell
you bout Thomas.

He were ah smart young man and when he
fished… well, never could tell just how many he had strung up on ah
line. One thing were sure, he had more never than I caught in ah
single day!

Course, it were his love tah fish got ole
Thomas. He were just turn ah-nuther year over seventeen seasons
when he went. Mama had him the twenty-six ah May and had me the
next season on the same day! Love Thomas. He took tah ice fishin in
early spring and pappy never did like him tah do that, cuz the ice
were thinnin out. It thinned out so darn much even the slightest
bit ah weight would crack the ice and down even ah hungry man went…
straight tah the depths and ah swallowin water. So it were for poor
Thomas as pappy found him clear up river, washed on the shore. Pap
and me dug ah grave nearby. My pap were so heart broke he cried
right there front ah me. My mind got stuck in time so that I were
sad near ah whole season. Miss Thomas as he were ah good brother
with ah happy heart and ah love tah fish, best I ever fished
with.

My pappy love tah fish too. He passed some
time ago, but all the learnin he taught me and show me sunk in only
after he were gone and my belly yell at me for food. I had tah
fetch food and drink myself!

Pappy were ah good man and never let us have
ah day or night when there weren’t something tah eat or drink. Best
water ah man never knew come from rain wells that sat corners ah
the shack. Shack I say, but I know my English good’nuff that shack
might mean that the place were dirt full tah the top. Well, it
weren’t. We had us ah nice wood floor and pappy and his pappy built
it clean from trees round us.

Now, it were all mine. Yep, live these woods
near the Tetons and made my life day by day. By the look ah me, you
might see me twenty or so seasons, cuz my whiskers don’t seem quite
right when they come out just my chin and burns ya see, older and
smart bout things now.

But, am ah man and take care myself no
matter. Got my best clothes tah wear the day or night, coveralls or
jeans, cuz pappy ain’t wear his no more. Shirt kinda heavy and best
for winter, but got some better shirt tah wear. Course, ain’t no
way tah make’em these days.

Ya might think this story were back in them
cowboy days, but it ain’t. No, fraid not. It weren’t never so far
back tah them men with guns on they sides. In the fact ah knowin,
this fall is two thousand seasons forty-somethin or other. Now, see
by ah funny look that’s put itself right on top ah yer smart face
yer in bewilderment. Like my pappy told tales, I’m tellin ya one
from near leven seasons gone by. Course, my friend speak in years,
so were leven years some three seasons past this tale made.

Let me clear that face off for ya and bring
ya back tah reality. Cuz, two-legs, that’s me and you, like
conflict. Them years back, for the clouds blew up from the ground
and wiped out whole places and people, no one ever were thinkin we
could do such-ah thing, but seems that folks turned tah what they
felt and got sweet on selfishness. Git what’cha can and heck with
other folks, so my pappy told that tale. Our world got tah be like
that, where ever-person did what they did for they-selves. There
weren’t nothin united bout these states, they just be states.
Ticians, my pappy call’em, liars and crooks, put the life ah people
all tah one. Stead us all tah-gether and pappy say sufferin
worse-ever.

Then, this one and that one brought they
guns and put them there right in front ah the other one. For you
knew it, this one couldn’t get that and that one couldn’t get this.
Wet done run dry in some places so they was takin water tah give
tah others and all them things pappy call sources ah life gone tah
ah few while the rest suffer.

Some others said, they can take what they
want cuz they got muzzles bigger than others. Though they sayin tah
the same, “to bad for you.” Well, them folks got they folks anger
and tah short the story long, they deh-storyed the heck out each
other so that all of’em got death .

Some people knew the way in the woods so my
pappy, his pappy fled quick. It weren’t long for the bombs did what
they made for and disease finish rest ah humans tah not but ah few!
These days, we just pieces ah paper that gust up in the wind. We
just whoosh and all go which way tah make ah life wherever ah two
leg can make it.

I had tah make ah life for myself, ya see.
Pappy gone, mama gone, and Thomas gone, just me. Felt the pit comin
on, so say don’t put the pit on me, cuz we all payin ah heavy price
for the few who saw only one thing in the rest ah folks they fought
over; they want tah make slaves ah us. That’s what my pappy said
for he went on. “Beware any man who works his ways tah make ya ah
slave!”

Now, eatin ah-lot different days here… ya
ain’t got no ice box. Here, got gopher meat… little dark and dirty
taste, but my belly calls and pays no mind tah that. Since the
clouds blew out, the critters seem good tah come back they own way.
Course, when I were near baby like, we ain’t had it good.

Other than gopher, got some beaver, little
tough tah chew, carp and some squirrel. Long time gone by we had ah
cow; they all just died off. Chickens, well got ah picture book
with one in it. Seems folks went tah what they knew and ate up all
them. Now, got tah work hard tah find food and course, after ya ate
food, got tah come out. Not tah be dee-scustin, but ain’t no paper
round anymore either.

For the like ah that, got tah go far from
the cabin, less the smell bring my nose tah wake me! Use leaves
which ain’t the most kind tah… well, you know. Mullein plant best
for the business ah keepin yer backside clean. Ha, that’s funny.
Best get tah the tale now. Were on my own way and you take this
walk with me tah see for yerself just how difference one man can
make when he does right. And don’t miss-take what I’m sayin by
talkin ligion or the like ah the Lord.

HERE, my tale come and ya follow-long
with me.

The like ah little shades, hun-erds ah-em,
color gone cuz air cools. I want tah eat this cold season comin,
got tah make as many ah dried meat as possible or won’t make
spring. Water easy nuff tah get long as you keep ah fire lit, cuz
snow melts no matter. For meat, some folks use bow and ah arrow,
but pappy left me ah musket.

My musket… her name Bess, after my mama.
Pappy said that folks laugh when he took ah black powder muzzle
load with him. Ever - one else just grabbed guns with bullets. But,
when they no more bullets or hoarded so that you ain’t find the
things, they weren’t no way tah make’em. But, muzzle loader… heck
we got black powder and I got learned on how tah make shot from
dirt metal. So, never have tah find no bullets. Put ah hole in ah
man or beast just the same, cold or hot.

Cold won’t be awful this early the season,
but ah coat will keep my scent down so grizzly don’t come tah put
his teeth on me for he go his hole this winter.

Let’s see, loader, shot, powder, ha! Got ah
terr-fic knife pappy gave me… bone handle, blade bout long as ah
man’s hand and sharp as sin. Now, sack ah water and some eats.
Dried meat best with salt, but that’s far tah get for now. Last
time pappy went for salt, he were gone near ah two seasons. Had tah
listen Thomas talk bout girls the whole time and nearly hit him cuz
he just go on and on bout them and they smellin nice, boobies and
the like. Feet front ah me cuz they ready tah go.

Best part tah goin is ya got tah pay tention
tah ever-thin. Noise is yer friend. A branch snap or ah
growl or ah sniffle, ya best stop and look what’s nearby. Grizzly
run dead on twenty maybe thirty lengths and put his teeth tah ya
for ya say, “tee-tons!” My feet, mind them clogs, run fast too.
Specially, bein chased by Griz!

Two feet only way tah get round. Feet tough
in clogs as pappy said back when they had rubber clogs. Since, the
like ah rubber clogs gone. Use pine or ash tree tah make clogs,
though my feet beat tah heck walkin clogs at first, not any more.
Only walkin the dark bother me.

Say that even when I lost ever-one that I
was lone so bad that dark feelins took me and made me feel low as
there is dirt down-neath my feet. Pappy told me tah beware
darkness, cuz it’s like evil. Can crawl all over ya and just cover
ya with bad, evil thoughts and feelins. Fraid ah darkness, but we
keep that tween us-selves.

One thing for sure my pappy told me. If the
darkness comes, be sure ya take note and focus on ever-thin that is
not darkness. Go walk, play ah game or just widen yer mouth so as
tah make yer cheeks climb high on yer face! Pappy said, “It’s ah
poor man’s smile when yer down, but smile any-ways.”

Good feelin now that I’m gettin near that
good spot. But, got tah watch, cuz they some evil beings that
aren’t grizzlies or black bears. They like me, two-leg. They got
tah eatin they own kind and stuck with it. I’d put the close on my
belly long for I’d ever, I mean ever, put nuther two-leg tah my
mouth! Sooner burn the stake and die screamin in the fire for I
even thought about it.

But, two-legs far south ah here see no
problem tah eat they own kind. Turns my belly tah say so, some so
evil that they go after the young ones that they care givers dead;
it’s most evil.

Here in the hills and further up though,
they less and less likely. Cold seems tah set them on edge.

Got bout good four tah five clicks for the
sun goes south. Course, don’t want tah be up this way when it does
go. Nighttime all the bugs and junk comes out tah do their eatin.
It ain’t that I don’t like bugs, but the clouds back when there
were all this junk in the air… just seems that the bugs change and
got funny ways in them; they can poison ah man. Spiders specially
can sting once and you just feel like yer whole body’s gone limp.
Then, they get their young ones and others tah come; it ain’t
pretty when they suck the life from ya in little bits.

My pappy told the tale bout ah man happen
tah find the woods one day. Came through the hills and trees upon
him nearly all ate up. Said he had the look ah leather and spiders
all on him; spiders stood still till pappy rushed them off with
branches.

Watch for spiders where the trees, brush and
the like come closer, but not here. Here more rocks and big trees.
Rocks hard tah my feet as them clogs got no softness in’em. Better
than barefoot though. Ever run barefoot on rocks and then have tah
jump the top ah grass covered with pine needles? One time, yell and
fell right down where my foot caught ah piece ah pine needle, darn
that luck!

Hold on now. There ah scent tah be careful
bout. Grizzly near passin or lookin for me. Smell ah animal musk
and such. Wind carryin his smell down and away, so he must be just
ahead some-wheres.

Muzzle ready, course, it may not be nuff tah
knock ah bear down. Grizzly get hit and run. Some grizzly gets hit
and keep after. Worst is… ya never know. Grizzly put eyes tah me
and me put my eyes tah him see who flinch first, ha! One thing
certain is they lock they gaze on my muzzle loader and know what it
is. Never seen them as telligent, but they know that muzzle ah
mine. Lower I get tah the rock, be my sight on him first.

Sniff the air gain, cuz got to make sense ah
the fir trees with them hard pine smell. Mama say be like
Christmas, but ain’t got much mind on Christmas, cept the birth ah
Christ. Ain’t know if Christ smell like pine or what. Make no
matter, but sniff the air tah tell what’s near me, pine, dirt smell
where grizz or black bear been diggin the soil, some rot smell ah
dead coon or opossum maybe. Pine clear my nose right if I put the
needles tah my hands and crush’em; do smell good, fresh. Smell not
pine and not grizz.

My heart fell. It were ah two-leg. Darkness
sank tah my bones and they hurt… bad tah smell. Stank like ah man
ain’t clean his self in days, foul breath ah eatin other two-legs
and ah rot ah blood trailin off-ah them where they go. Even grizz
go the stream and wash off after ah kill, but not them evil it seem
like. See them that’s evil as evil walkin cross from me!

My muzzle drop down and my aim was on him.
Not far off and why ever they up this far on ah cool day was beyond
my magination. Worst is where there’s one, more always nearby.
Pappy told me never, never let motions get in the way. Motions doom
you right off if evil nearby.


Chapter 2

Eatin things with just two-legs

So, there he were wanderin, ah evil two-leg,
and not alone mind you and not dead. No sir… he weren’t dead at
all. He were so full ah evil, he’d do the most dreaded deed among
us. There, he were carryin ah young one… ah boy look like, near ten
may-be leven seasons on, slung cross his back and the boy bleedin
from his head, mus-tah knocked him with ah rock. Course, what were
ah boy that years-on doin up here?

Them that does that evil are never alone.
They worse than wolves, high haired demons, when they work in packs
tah take down ah critter. Now, the power fell tah me, not ligion,
not the power beyond my sight, but me and only me. Awful brave him
walk down the side there on his own and carryin that child-like he
got himself ah chicken by the leg. Filthy thing, the stench they
leave carry on the air like putrid two-leg poop. Was the boy still
beatin inside?

Shoot now and get that boy, how many them
come run and track me for I can load nuther shot? They good with
bow and arrow, break ah man’s skin and bone.

My pappy ain’t hesitate and always make ah
war cry like them Native Mericans! I yell my name if so fit. I
follow’in his foot-steps and do as my pap do. Lower my muzzle and
level myself gainst the rock tah be hard on somethin for ah good
aim. Them others most likely nearby can’t be number greater than
two. Maybe luck bring down on me and he just ah loner lost up here.
Prefer he ah loner. Muzzle sight on him and the shot, ten ounces if
there ever were, was dead on side ah his face as he step down from
one place tah the other and try carry that boy off for supper. No,
you will not have him. Ain’t yell my name case other evil
nearby.

“CRACK!” The shot blast out my muzzle and he
barely make ah turn tah look where shot from for it split the side
his head right just behind his eye! His whole body give out and his
soul flee that body screamin!

But, don’t rush tah see him dead. Know that
they comin and already in my hand that second shot! Push that black
powder, then the ball and the wadding—I was fast…near fast as
pappy! Then, move away from the muzzle blast as the wind ain’t
carry that smell, but left it and the smoke right there!

Snake my way down further where my scent be
hard tah notice and got tah where I was better than ten lengths
from the last place. Cuz, them things that look like me and walk
like me… by the power above, they nose sniff just like mine and
they track. Wait and was sure tah sniff the air, peak my ears tah
hear and then look ever-where! Cuz, them can move like ah dang wolf
and be right on you for you can pull ah knife or ball yer fist
tight ah nuff tah knock’em down.

Pappy told me bout zombie two-legs.
Difference here is that these two-legs not like them zombies; they
alive as me sit here lookin for trouble. Best thing though is that
shot kill’em dead no problem if you hit’em in the head or chest.
Problem come from them bein smart nuff tah figure you out for ya
figure them out and they slick as crap on ice.

Still quiet and make me wonder if they
waitin for me tah move. Boy caught tween the man eater and ah rock.
He live and be a’ight for I get there. Can’t chance tah move if
they nearby. Specially an arrow come my way. Been shot once by one
and dang thing broke my skin just low my knuckle, my leg knuckle.
Pappy got it tended and I was fine. Arrow bad nuff tah brush the
bone and as they no medicals anymore cept for plants, would be
dead. Fection crawl right up from the cut and go in and kill all my
testines. So, still sit and see if they come.

Wind make some sound, but quiet make more
than can stand. Now, mind and soul tell me fear ah no noise. Sniff
the air see they smell carryin nearby.

“AH!” Swung my muzzle round knock the
daylight from its eyes! No way tah get ah shot off as he just there
and bow in hand. Jerk my knife clean out and swung strong gainst
him! His arm save him from death, but blood all over. I come up
from under with butt end my muzzle and knock his jaw clean out ah
its place! “Git the heck off ah me!”

“AH!” He scream so hard that I thought maybe
his throat come out-ah his mouth! Had tah stop him for he get more
his kind up here. Why the heck they here in this cool air!? I leapt
tah where he lay, then he lift up tah block me, but not with that
cut arm. So, I give him my eye. Pappy taught me always give them
the eye for you do it. Sure they know that I am deadliest. Then,
raise back and jam my knife clean in tah his chest! He cough and
junk come out, but jerk my head tah get miss by it.

He tremble now and his evil soul fightin tah
get free from where my knife dug in deep. Seem his soul goin here
and goin there tah keep his life. No, pull my knife out and let the
hole open. The worst, cuz now ya got tah take what you did tah
heart. “McKinney Sweetlock!” Make my war cry tah his face,
“MCKINNEY SWEETLOCK!” Pappy said you sure tell’em yer name so they
soul let others know tah get clear ah me.

His head fall gainst ah rock and my wits
come back so as tah look round! They do that tah ya. Send one in
tah keep ya busy, but when you caught up ah-nuther one come upon ya
and do you ugly. I turn and nothin. Seem, maybe just this time that
they were two and now they were none. Get up and go tah that boy!
Check once more sure the way is clear, cuz that be the worst when
you feel like ya free and walk off, BANG! They one right there shot
ah arrow in ya; they pullin that arrow out so the rip bleed you
out, fast.

I went ah different way, longer, but
different so they not get ah jump on me. Felt in my heart that they
just them two. There the legs ah the first one. I knelt and left my
nose tah smell. Dang that smell, “dee-skusten.”

Waitin work for me as the second one nearly
had me for supper too! The boy were alive and cut bad tah his head.
Pappy taught me bout wounds. So, got some broadleaf and crumpled it
up in my hands. The juice good for cuts as the sap get the cut tah
stop bleedin. Left my ear rest on the boys chest. Heart in there,
bump… bump. He a’ight, so got him up and tossed on my shoulder.
Never had no son my own and he ten or leven. Sooner I get clear ah
here, the better. Grizzly get the smell ah death and they come with
other critters eat up on these evil things.

“DANG!” Grizzly just up from me and over tah
the side with his nose clean up high tryin get that smell for sure
so he have his dinner for winter. He look me and I look him, but we
understand that I ain’t it and he know. He growl loud tah make sure
I know it.

Safest thing, just walk on, but don’t take
yer eyes off him. They see it as fear. I growl too as I make my way
up ah-nuther rock with the kid. Grizzly sniff hard and then gone
behind some other rock; only ten maybe twenty lengths from the
first evil shot dead. Walk on some lengths, cuz still got to
eat.

Set the boy the side ah me. Took about
nuther two clicks off the clock tah get high nuff that I saw my
first meal. There were ah four leg thing that I think pappy call ah
goat. How ah goat live through the clouds is past my thought and
tah live this long up here with the lycans. Muzzle loader were
still loaded from the last two-leg died by my strength… and my
knife.

Look up and there were the goat. He were
just the distance that my shot do the same as it done tah the
two-leg, kill’em. Had tah move quietly as the goat, least ways
that’s what I member bout the thing from pappy, was keen tah noise,
but not my scent. Sat downwind and look at it though I felt he only
saw the rocks. There, lay my eye keen on him and then brought the
muzzle up. Level the end on his middle as that were where it matter
when the shot hit.

As I settle my breath and look at him tah be
sure ah the shot, my mouth water up at the thought tah have
somethin that good.

Then, hammer ease back and grip my muzzle
tight. There were ah tick and then the goat jerk tah his other
side, tah me! I lift an inch or so and level, “CRACK!” Shot flew
out past the goat and into the face ah one ah them evil two-legs!
Snap his head back so hard, think the neck died for he did! The
goat jump and were gone for I could get my sight back. “Darn the
luck!”

Look fast tah be sure. That’s three up here
and way out ah they place. Even now, it may only be mid cold, but
that’s more than ah-nuff tah keep them down the valley; least ways,
that’s what I thought.

Why’s it when you think yer safe and ya feel
good that somethin comes along tah change that? Wonder if the
powers that be want me tah be sharper, ready. They never hate on me
for this, so I don’t see why they would want tah be ugly tah me
now. Three two-legs here, dead.

Now, nuthin tah eat, nuthin tah hunt as it
were now four clicks past with two clicks tah go for darkness come
upon me. Two clicks just tah walk back and want tah take that
chance on two clicks up or towards the sinking sun? No, I ain’t
like tah take ah chance. Pappy said that were one thing he fret
with over me was that I were fine when the thing were there, in
front ah me with no proof tah do otherwise. What worried him was
that when the thing weren’t there as I was witness, the not knowing
of the thing scared me tah death. It took me near two weeks for I’d
go hunt. Even after that time, I’d stay close tah my place and
never go in the darkness.

Lost in thought now and the boy lookin at
me! “You’re a’ight then?”

He tremblin, must be the cold. Be rubber
clogs on his feet!

“S’aright,” said and took ah fur from
myself. He look less than and I’d been there for when I was sick
with ah bad fish swim my belly. “Them real?” Point at his feet.

Said nuthin and look for ah way tah run, get
away from me. His eyes hook on my muzzle.

“No fearin here.” Took my muzzle from my
side and finger from the trigger. “don’t eat yer kind,” said and he
look fear and then me.

He look round and saw the light in his eye
that he were tah make ah run.

“Run if you like,” said and fan my hand
round like I was talkin tah the world. “I’ll not stop the way you
go. Course, safer with me,” look at the spot of the evil thing and
wonder whether tah go and take his stuff.

“You… you eat?” Said the boy and eye me.

“Not two-legs,” said and then done. Walk
over tah the evil and caught just the glimpse ah somethin more
danger than ever ah bow or arrow! Quick I was tah load and turn,
“darn!”

Boy stood and shook at the cold or the
thing. “What?”

“Lycan,” said and saw nuther slip past the
rock just up from us. “C’mon!”

Boy look caught up in the fear that teeth
were all round him. I’d not make my move either, but the shot, the
fight and the smells must-ah call tah them lycans.

“What!?”

“Lycans, now c’mon!” Said and wave at the
boy!

He made the rock, but stumble as his way
round was worn with the bash tah his head and it were then saw
Riser! “C’mon!” Riser were like pappy; he were strong, stout and
fearless. There he stood bold and look as the boy make his way tah
me. Raise my muzzle tah that leader back and was sure tah clear his
thought that I would not make it, but neither would he. “MCKINNEY
SWEETLOCK!” I growl!

Riser look at me and show teeth…the like ah
which never want to punch my skin! Had tah make the way out or be
teeth all over us and then dead.

The boy got tah me and we back out. Never
turn yer back or the teeth be all on you for you can blink!
“Slowly, let them have what they come for,” they want them dead.
Nuthin were ever left here that died, somethin always took it up,
two-leg or not.

Had tah get back tah the shack and make well
with that boy. He seem stupid tah me as he kept his mind looking at
things. If it weren’t safe, I’d be the one know it. He made clear
the next path, but then belly turn sour and that be ah warnin.
Better lay low for ah half ah tic or so. Lean up on the rock and
look west. My heart hurt as I saw the sun make its way south, “dang
the darkness.”

Boy look me over and stood tall.

“Get’cher butt down!” Snatch him by the arm
and pull him close.

He jerk his arm from me and look me like he
would if anger had him; it had him. I laugh tah myself tah think
what this boy could do, nuthin. Got no muzzle, no
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