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Introduction

A CHARACTER’S NAME

 

 

Writers are a strange bunch and I fit right into that strangeness.

(And right now all my friends are nodding.)

Writers pick at things, at life, at details, always feeding that little writer voice in our heads.

It would be impossible to count how many times I have watched the same show or movie or read the same book to try to figure out how something was done by another writer. All long-term writers have a hunger to learn how to tell better stories.

Long-term professional writers also ask accountants and lawyers some of the strangest questions. In our business, our property can be controlled by our estate for seventy years past our deaths. That brings up some very, very strange questions.

In public we may look normal, but writers will sit in airports or waiting rooms and make up entire life stories of the people around them, without ever asking a question of anyone.

I have created more serial killers sitting in airports than I care to think about.

But writers, as a group, tend to really get nuts about names.

We love names.

A lot of writers haunt graveyards, not because the writer writes horror, but because of the names on the gravestones. And yes, I have done that more than once or twice. A bunch more.

And writers I know sit through credits of movies, not just to see the Marvel gag at the end, but with a notebook and pen to get ideas for names of characters.

I can’t begin to tell you how many times a waitress or waiter has come up to me and I see their name tag and they have a cool name and I flat out ask them where the name came from.

Names do so much for writers and our creative voices.

For example, Lee Child tells a story about how, before he started writing novels, his wife would ask him to get stuff off of top shelves. (He’s very tall.) And people in grocery stores would ask him as well. So he started to be known as the “reacher.” He thought it a cool name and thus was born Jack Reacher, the main character that made him very rich.

The entire novel in this issue came from a character name.

Tombstone Canyon is one of the books in my Thunder Mountain series, and it started when one day I was reading a book on the history of Idaho mining and I saw the name Tombstone.

No first or last, just Tombstone.

I liked that and added the name Dan to it.

So I had a character.

And with the name Tombstone Dan, I knew he had to be in my Thunder Mountain series.

And I had to tell the story of how he got the name in 1902.

That’s enough for me as a writer. I sat down and off I went, telling the story of Tombstone Dan.

I sure hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it. I had fantastic fun bringing Tombstone Dan to life.

And thanks for the support of this crazy magazine project. It means a lot to me.

—Dean Wesley Smith

July 15th, 2017
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Marble Grant’s partner and lover Sim discovered her old boyfriend still pined after her, even though Sim died months earlier.

The poor guy needed help. And who better to give him that help but two ghosts?

With a little assist from Poker Boy and Patty Ledgerwood, they might help him survive.

The fourth story in the growing Marble Grant saga.

 

 

 

A THIEF OF REGRETS

A Marble Grant Story


ONE

 

 

I had come to love being dead.

Yeah, sounds like the bullet in my forehead actually had scrambled my ghost brains as well as my live ones. Or I had simply gone batty.

I suppose both were a possibility. But I hadn’t questioned why I liked being dead until today.

Today started like any other wonderful day since I had died.

I crawled out of Sim’s and my massive soft bed right at the crack of noon, went into the kitchen as naked as the day I was born, which was over a hundred years ago, and got a cup of coffee before heading back to the shower.

Since I was dead, very few people could see me, but I wouldn’t have cared. Even dead I didn’t look a day over twenty-eight and had never been the shy type.

And since I was dead, I sure didn’t plan on aging, so the only thing that would change would be my hair color, something Sim said I changed as fast as the weather.

Of course, we lived in a wonderful condo in Vegas, where the weather didn’t change that often, so my gut sense is that my hair was ahead of the weather by a factor of two.

Today it was a light blue.

A dead girl has to have a hobby after all.

I was done with my shower and sipping a second cup of coffee and eating a wonderful bagel with cream cheese on our deck when my love showed up and joined me.

Sim kissed me and sat down with a sigh.

The air was getting warm and it felt wonderful against my skin. I had dressed in my normal comfortable jeans, silk blouse, and tennis shoes.

Sim was dressed about the same. And since we were almost exactly the same height and body type, our closets were joint closets. Worked out great that way.

But now this early afternoon I felt great and she was frowning.

She was a morning person and got out to help people while I slept. Then we both worked afternoons together, spent the evenings relaxing together, then I went out and worked evenings on my own while she went off to bed.

So the frown told me she must have had a rough session with someone this morning and the memory wasn’t fading fast enough.

As Ghost Agents, our main job is to spot people who need help and then, by getting inside their heads, figure out what we can do for them.

What lived in a lot of people’s minds could really shock a person. I was still getting shocked almost every day.

The Ghost Agents who trained us, Jewel and Tommy, said they still were shocked sometimes at the ugliness in some people, or the incredible beauty in others.

“Want to talk about it?” I asked, sipping my black coffee and enjoying the view of the Strip.

Sim just shrugged. “Ran into an old friend is all.”

“From Boise?” I asked, now turning to face her completely.

Neither of us had talked much about our lives before becoming ghosts. To be honest, it just had never occurred to me.

We had both been friends with Patty Ledgerwood, although we had never met each other. Patty was also a superhero like we are, or were before we became Ghost Agents. We are still working to regain some of our superhero powers.

Patty and her boyfriend, Poker Boy, bought us this condo and all the stuff in it for us to live in.

Sim nodded to my Boise question. “Guy by the name of Stanton, also in banking. He and I had a fling about three months before I died. A really nice guy. Very smart and very sweet.”

“Was he good in bed?” I asked, smiling at her and trying to lighten the mood a little.

Sim smiled, clearly in the memory. “Let’s just say he did what he needed to do.”

“Oh, I like the sounds of that.”

She laughed and gave me that seductive wink. “If you’re a good girl, I’ll tell you every detail later.”

“I’m wearing a halo for the rest of the day,” I said.

Again she laughed.

“So seeing him got you down?” I asked. “Or did he have something going on with him otherwise?”

Her smile vanished and she nodded. “Not sure what to do.”

“Play out what happened for me,” I said, reaching across the table and holding her hand. Even in the heat her skin felt cool.

“I saw him down in the MGM Grand lobby early this morning,” Sim said. “I almost didn’t recognize him. He looked tired, run-down, and clearly depressed. All the signs that Jewel and Tommy taught us to watch for in people who needed help.”

I nodded and let her go on.

“So I went to him and inside his head to see what was the problem.”

She sat there in silence, the only sounds around us were from the city traffic six flights below.

“And what was the problem?” I asked after a minute.”

“My death was the problem,” she said.

That set me back.

“It seems,” she said, “he was in love with me. Or thought he was. He was very confused. I thought it was just a fling, but after I died it seemed to mean more. He felt like he had lost the love of his life and has been going downhill ever since. But he didn’t feel that way before I died.”

“Oh, shit,” I said softly.

Sim nodded. “He lost his job last week and decided to come to Las Vegas to see if he could get more information from Patty about me and my death, if he could find her. So far he hasn’t.”

“Oh, shit,” I said once again.

If there was ever an “oh shit” moment, this was it.

Sim looked up at me, those wonderful blue eyes drilling right into me as she could do.

“Have you given one thought to the people we knew when we were alive?”

Again that question shocked me.

I hadn’t.

Not one thought, not even enough to go see who was at my memorial service, if anyone gave one.

It flat hadn’t occurred to me.

Damn it all to hell. Why hadn’t I?

“No,” I said, staring back into the eyes of the woman I loved. “And that doesn’t seem right and doesn’t seem like me at all.”

“It’s not like me either,” Sim said. “And I haven’t either until this morning. We should have been helping the people like Stanton move on with their lives, not just ignore them.”

“Seems we need some questions answered and then we need to go help some old friends to get past our deaths,” I said.

Sim nodded. “Starting with Stanton.”

“Answers first,” I said, not happy in the slightest that maybe someone had brainwashed us in some fashion or another. I wasn’t a fan of being controlled in life, I sure wasn’t going to be in death.

Sim just nodded.


 

 

 

TWO

 

 

I looked out over the city and said simply, “Jewel, we could use your help for a minute.”

Jewel appeared and smiled and sat down at the table on the patio with us. She was taller than Sim and I, but dressed almost exactly the same in a silk blouse, jeans, and tennis shoes. She had her hair pulled back and was smiling when she arrived.

“Ever tell you two how much I love this place you have here.”

Sim and I both smiled.

“We love it as well,” Sim said. “Would you like a bagel or some coffee or water?”

Jewel shook her head. “Just finished lunch. Thanks. So what is the problem?”

“You ever think about the people you left behind when you died?” I asked.

Jewel sat back and shook her head, frowning. “At first, no.”

“You did after a time?” Sim asked.

“Tommy and I pushed it after about six months,” Jewel said. “We thought we had been brainwashed to not care about our old lives or something.”

“I’m feeling that exact same way,” I said. “It was as if I didn’t even give a thought to the impact of my death on people. And if I was brainwashed, I’m not happy about it.”

Jewel nodded. “Both Tommy and I were pretty disgusted at ourselves as well.”

“So if not brainwashing, what causes it?” Sim asked.

“Death,” Jewel said.

I stared at her for a moment, then at the woman I loved.

Sim looked as confused as I felt.

Jewel glanced up and saw our confusion and smiled. “Here is how it was explained to me and Tommy. If you died and didn’t become a Ghost Agent, you’d move into the light and would be able to do nothing for those left behind. Right?”

“But we are Ghost Agents,” I said.

Jewel nodded. “But the fact of you dying cleaned out parts of that old life and turned your mind to building a new life.”

Sim frowned. “So you mean what happened is a natural part of death?”

“As far as anyone knows,” Jewel said. “Yes. Think of it like you have gone from one room to a new room and the door between the rooms closed. Unless you have a specific reason to go back through that door, you don’t think about it.”

“So there are no rules about us going back and helping people get past our deaths?” I asked.

“None that I have been told,” Jewel said. “When Tommy and I came to this same realization, we went back. It wasn’t easy, but we think we helped some of our family and friends a little.”

Jewel looked at us. “Did something happen?”

Sim nodded. “Ran into an old boyfriend who has let my death almost destroy him.”

“Oh,” Jewel said. “Looks like you two have a couple of old lives to clean up a little.”

I nodded. “Sure seems that way.”

“Call if you need help,” Jewel said. “And be braced. The emotions and scars you will find in old family and friends will sometimes be tough to deal with. You don’t have to do this, you know.”

“Yes, we do,” I said. “Now that I know what has happened.”

Sim nodded.

With that Jewel vanished.

I reached across and held Sim’s hand.

“We have each other to get us through this,” I said.

She smiled and squeezed my hand. “We do.”

“So let’s go see if we can help Stanton,” I said.

“Ghosts riding to the rescue,” she said.

And we both laughed.


 

 

 

THREE

 

 

We found Stanton right where Sim had left him an hour before. He was leaning against one of the large marble pillars in the massive MGM Grand Hotel lobby, just sort of staring at nothing.

The sound of all the people in the lobby was like a dull roar of a river. And through the large archway across the lobby the sounds of laughter and bells from the casino came echoing in clearly.

There had to be a hundred people in the massive, high-ceilinged lobby.

Stanton looked like he had been handsome, something I would not have been surprised about since Sim had dated him. But Sim was right about how he looked now. Tired and clearly not paying attention to his hair or beard.

He looked depressed and lost.

I also would have seen that from a distance.

“He had heard that Patty works the front desk,” Sim said, “and is hoping to recognize her from a description I gave him once.”

“Does he feel you might have faked your death and are still alive?” I asked.

“He feels I am still around somewhere, but he doesn’t know how or why he feels that way. He even tried a couple counseling sessions and they only made things worse.”

“Wow, he might have some borderline superpowers of some sort,” I said.

“I was thinking the same thing,” Sim said. “His sense about me has clearly driven him, just not in a healthy way.”

“And we don’t know enough yet to be able to show ourselves to live people,” I said.

I knew that was an advanced skill we would pick up given time, but we were both so new, that wasn’t going to work. We could barely touch something real at the moment. It felt like we were brushing it.

“Don’t know if that would help or make it worse for him,” Sim said.

“Somehow we have to convince him he is not going insane,” I said, “and just needs to remember you, but let go at the same time.”

We had been standing near him having that conversation and for some reason he perked up and started looking around, puzzled, as if he had heard us.

Sim noticed that as well.

“Some superheroes can see us,” I said. “I’m starting to think Stanton here is a closet superhero.”

Sim nodded. “He’s approaching thirty. About the time most superheroes start getting their first powers.”

I nodded to that. I stopped aging and got my first powers around twenty-eight and so did Sim.

“We need superhero help,” I said.

Sim turned and looked out over the crowd. “Patty, if you can hear me, we need a little help in the MGM Grand lobby.”

A voice out of nowhere said, “Be right there.”

I laughed. “Who knew we could do that?”

Sim laughed as well. “Nice to know, isn’t it?”

Poor Stanton just kept staring around, his head moving back and forth like he was watching a tennis match. One thing for certain, we needed to get him out of here before security came and talked to him about being crazy.

At that moment Patty came walking out from behind the MGM front desk and started toward us.

I jumped Sim and I both to a spot beside her and we fell into step beside her.

“The guy standing beside the pillar is looking for you,” Sim said. “He’s an old boyfriend who is feeling broken up about my death and that something is wrong. He has come to talk with you.”

“He looks like he is in bad shape,” Patty said softly without moving her lips.

“He is,” Sim said.

“But he could also sense us standing there beside him,” I said. “We think he might be a budding superhero.”

“We’ll find out,” Patty said.

Then Patty said, “Need a little help, partner. Out of time in the lobby around a guy standing near the big pillar I am approaching.”

At that moment Stanton saw her walking toward him and smiled.

And with that smile I saw what Sim had seen in him, even for a fling. The guy was hot.


 

 

 

FOUR

 

 

“What’s his name?” Patty whispered to us as we got close.

“Stanton Smith,” Sim said.

Patty extended her hand to Stanton. “Mr. Smith, I understand you were looking for me.”

“I was,” Stanton said, smiling while looking puzzled as he shook her hand. “But I didn’t tell anyone that.”

At that moment Poker Boy appeared and the entire lobby froze and all the sound vanished.

“Wow,” I said, glancing around. “That’s cool.”

He smiled. “I kind of think it’s cool as well. I just slipped us between a moment in time so we could talk.”

Patty was using her superpower to calm Stanton, but he still looked like he might bolt at any moment.

“Think we can learn to do this?” I asked.

Poker Boy shrugged. “Not a clue, but would be fun to find out, wouldn’t it?”

“It sure would.”

“What’s happening?” Stanton managed to say.

Patty let go of Stanton’s hand she had been holding at that moment and looked at Sim. “You were right, he is a budding superhero.”

“A what?” Stanton asked. “And who are you talking to?”

“Sim,” Patty said, turning back to face Stanton.

I could feel that she had her full calming power hitting the poor guy. That much would put an elephant to sleep, and it was calming him, but not by much. He was a strong one.

I could sense Poker Boy add his power to her as he touched Patty’s arm and Stanton seemed to calm even more. Those two clearly made a wonderful team.

“Think we need Laverne here to figure out which area he’s going to work in?” Poker Boy asked.

At that moment Laverne appeared.

Lady Luck herself, standing there in a power suit with her long hair pulled back tight off her face, giving her a stark, business-woman look.

It fit the most powerful woman in the world as far as I was concerned.

She extended her hand to the shocked Stanton. “My name is Laverne. It is a pleasure to meet you.”

He shook her hand and nodded. Clearly with even all the calming power of Patty and Poker Boy, he was too stunned to talk.

Can’t say as I blame him. Time stops around him and two people just appear in front of him and call him a superhero. If that would have happened to me like it was happening to him, I would have had myself committed as soon as I woke up.

Or I would have sworn off drinking for a month.

“He’s going to be working with Adrian in banking and finance,” Laverne said to Poker Boy and Patty.

Then she turned to me, then looked directly at Sim. “You two need to help him get past what he has been feeling since you died.”

I nodded. So did Sim.

“I’m going to let him be able to see you,” Laverne said. “Take him back to your condo and do what you need to to help him get ready to take the next step and get back to work.”

Again Sim and I nodded.

“Thank you,” Sim said.

At that moment poor Stanton’s eyes got wide as suddenly Sim, his dead ex-fling, was standing in front of him.

“Hi, Stanton,” Sim said, smiling.

At that, Stanton’s eyes sort of rolled up in his head and closed.

I didn’t blame him in the slightest. I felt the same way the first time I saw Sim. She was that good-looking.

“Time to move,” Poker Boy said.

Poker Boy jumped Stanton and us to our condo, putting the limp Stanton on the couch.

A few minutes later, after Patty could walk back to a dead camera area outside the lobby, she joined us.

“Thanks,” Patty said to Poker Boy. “I think we can take it from here.”

“Good,” he said, kissing his girlfriend on the cheek. “Got a hot ten-twenty no-limit going at the Bellagio.”

And he vanished.

Now it was up to the three of us to try to figure out what to do with a very confused, very depressed budding superhero.

I had a hunch we could figure it out.


 

 

 

FIVE

 

 

“We going to need to get into his head first to see if we can help a little before he wakes up?” I asked.

The three of us had moved to chairs in our living room facing the couch. The air-conditioning was keeping the condo at a comfortable temperature, even though the day outside had warmed up into the nineties. Our automatic blinds were blocking the sun on one side of the living room, but let in enough light that the room was bright and airy.

“I think we should,” Sim said. “But I don’t think it should be me in there again. At least not just yet.”

“I agree,” Patty said.

“So do I,” I said.

I stood and moved toward the sleeping man. “Back in a moment. Let me see what I can clean up without changing anything.”

I merged inside of Stanton.

Sim was right, since her death he had been majorly conflicted. It seemed what had been a fling to him at the time, when she died, took on more meaning.

I nosed around and discovered that it was his budding superpower that had caused the feeling. He could sense she was still alive, but his rational brain told him otherwise.

And that had set up the conflict.

So I spent about ten minutes just easing his fears, helping him understand a little of what happened, and making him understand that Sim was dead but still around and that he had been right all along.

Just by helping him with those thoughts and blocking some ugly thoughts of hopelessness, I could sense he was feeling better. He had a solid core of good and was clearly a very nice person.

Finally, I suggested he wake up and I left him and went back to my chair.

“He’s going to need more work,” I said to the worried look on my partner. “But I think in the long run he’s going to be fine. He’s a really solid and nice guy.”

She nodded as Stanton slowly came awake and then looked around. Finally he sat up.

“Was that a dream in the lobby? Am I still dreaming this?”

“Not a dream,” Sim said.

Sim pointed to me. “This is my partner and lover, Marble Grant. Marble is another Ghost Agent like I am.”

Then Sim indicated Patty. “This is our good friend Patty Ledgerwood. She is a superhero as both Marble and I used to be.”

“Superhero?” Stanton asked.

“We’ll explain everything,” Sim said, smiling. “I promise.”

“But you died, didn’t you?” Stanton asked.

“I did,” Sim said. “Just outside of Vegas in a motorcycle accident.”

“And remember the shooting in Boise in the alley about eight months ago where two people were killed?” I asked.

Stanton looked at me. “The real estate agent and her date?”

“That was me,” I said, smiling.

He just shook his head and looked at his hands in his lap. “Horrid dream.”

I laughed, which surprised him and he looked up.

“Take a look at this view,” I said, sweeping my arms in the direction of the city. “Take a look at this fantastic city out there and this amazing condo you are sitting in. Nothing at all horrid about any of it. And you have three people here trying to help you, so that’s not so bad either.”

“Help me do what?” he asked.

“You came looking for Patty and you found her,” Sim said. “You felt there was something more to my death, you sensed it, and you were right, but that conflict tore you apart. Am I right?”

He nodded.

“So now you have found out what happened to me. I am here and working as a Ghost Agent. And because you will soon be getting training as a superhero as well, you can see me.”

“I’m no superhero,” he said, shaking his head. “I can’t even keep a job.”

“Because you knew something was different with Sim and the transformation you are going through,” I said. “A perfect storm you will soon get under control if you let us help you.”

After a moment he did as I thought he would. He nodded.

He was one strong person.

“Good,” Patty said, checking her watch. “I got to get to work. Call me or Poker Boy if you need help.”

“We’ll be fine,” Sim said, smiling at Stanton.

Patty nodded and vanished.

“What the hell?” he asked.

“Given some time,” I said, smiling at the handsome man sitting on our couch, “you might be able to do that as well.”

“She’s right,” Sim said. “But right now we have a problem.”

“What’s that?” I asked my wonderful partner.

“He’s alive, we’re dead. How in the world are we going to get lunch?”

Then it dawned on us both at the same time.

“Take out!”


 

 

 

SIX

 

 

Over the next few days Stanton slowly got used to living with two women ghosts.

We had a spare bed moved up into our second bedroom and he brought his suitcase from his small hotel to the condo.

After a while the questions he asked were one right after another, some of which we had to call in either Patty or Jewel to help answer.

Having him here actually helped Sim and I learn a lot more about our own place in things. He asked questions we might not have thought of asking for years to come.

I was slowly coming to the conclusion that Stanton was frighteningly smart, much smarter than I had thought when in his head trying to dig through all the confusion.

Twice during the two days he was visited by Adrian, a blonde woman god of finance and banking. Both times they went out onto the patio and talked and both times Stanton came back in smiling. It seemed he really liked his new boss. They clearly talked the same language.

It seemed that as he got to accept the craziness of suddenly being a superhero, he was taking to it quickly. A lot faster than I had done as I slowly grew into my superhero powers.

Of course I didn’t have an entire group of people willing to answer questions at the drop of a hat either. I went decades with more questions than answers.

It was on the third day he was there that I forgot about him and staggered out of bed at my normal crack of noon and headed for the kitchen, nude as a baby for my first cup of coffee.

“Now I see why you love her so much,” Stanton said from the dining room table.

I glanced over where he and Sim were both smiling at me.

“Yeah,” Sim said. “She’s hot in a lot of ways.”

“No talking in the morning,” I mumbled, grabbed my coffee and headed back toward the bedroom.

“Nice ass,” Sim said from the dining room.

Stanton just laughed.

And that made me smile. It seemed we had saved one. He said he planned on leaving in a few days to go back to Boise and go back to work.

I was honestly going to miss him. He was such a good guy with a big heart.

But it would be nice to just be back to me and Sim again.

Two days later, the night before he was to leave, Sim rolled over in bed and said softly, “Think Stanton is healthy enough for a three-way with two ghosts?”

I laughed. “Is that even possible?”

She smiled at me that wonderful smile I had come to love in a very short time. “We’re learning to touch physical things.”

“I’m all the way up to brushing something lightly,” I said. Then I laughed. “You know, that might just be enough.”

“Exactly what I was thinking,” Sim said. “And as we get better at touching things over the years, he could always come back for more tests.”

“He’s a test subject?” I asked, laughing.

“Think he’ll mind?”

“From what I saw in his mind,” I said, “he’s completely heterosexual. I doubt if he’s ever had a fantasy about two ghost women, but I know he’s thought of two women.”

“You up for it?” Sim asked.

“Oh, heavens, yes,” I said. “As long as you are with me.”

A minute later, as Sim and I crawled into his bed totally naked, Stanton asked if he was dreaming again. He then shuddered and moaned as Sim touched him lightly as an answer.

As I have said over and over since I died, being dead is a ton more fun than being alive.

And for the next two hours with Stanton and Sim, I proved that to myself many times over.
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Palmer survived the disaster that took most of the human population. He escaped to the mountains to get away from the death.

And there, in a beautiful log home, he started the End of Time Bar, Saloon, and Eatery for any survivor who wanted to drop by.

One Monday morning a very special visitor came by for breakfast.

A Seeders Universe story of survival and fresh starts and good breakfasts.

 

 

 

A DEAL AT THE END OF TIME

A Seeders Universe Story

 

 

Monday morning at the End of Time Bar, Saloon, and Eatery started off just as every day started. A beautiful sunrise over the mountains to the east painted the sky in reds and pinks and blues that made it impossible to not stop and stare.

And Palmer did just that, holding the fresh eggs he had gathered from his chicken coop in one hand while enjoying the fantastic sky show.

The fresh mountain air around him had a sharp morning bite to it even though it was in the middle of the summer. And the smell of pine felt extra thick this morning. By the afternoon, the smell would be of hot pine, something he loved just as much.

In fact, if he admitted it to himself, he loved everything about living in the high mountains of central Idaho. The mornings were crisp and then the day would warm up nice, leaving enough heat in the evenings to make sitting on the big log porch looking out over the Payette River comfortable.

In the winter he thought of the snow as a protective blanket, white and beautiful and covering everything.

At one point, before the event that killed most everyone, the End of Time Bar had been a beautiful log home perched on a bluff overlooking the river. Five bedrooms and a massive open area with a huge fireplace on the main floor. He had found it while trying to get away from the smell of all the people who had died suddenly in Boise.

And everywhere else in the world it seemed.

No one had been here in this cabin, but the pantry was stocked and the freezer was full and there was a generator and a back-up generator that worked fine after the power finally shut off three months later.

And he had little doubt the previous owners were dead somewhere. Most everyone was dead that he knew, including his wife, his parents, everyone at Boise State University where he had taught in the law school.

Everyone.

And after a few days of wandering around in a state of shock, he realized he needed to find a place away from all the rotting death.

He had headed north into the mountains, walking, following the two-lane road toward central Idaho.

He had seen the big log home on the bluff through the trees from the road. After he realized it would be perfect for him to get through the winter, he raided other nearby cabins and went into Cascade to get supplies and then just stayed put for the winter until the smell of millions of dead finally faded.

He still hadn’t been back down to Boise in the last five years since everyone died. He had no desire to see his home in the north end of town, his wife’s remains in their living room, his friends all dead. He had no idea why he had survived, but another survivor he had met said it was because he had been in a bank vault.

It seemed that everyone who had survived had been underground or in something like a vault.

Palmer had gone into the bank to put some papers in his safe deposit box and when he came out everyone was dead.

He didn’t remember much about those first days other than not knowing what to do with his wife’s body. He had finally covered her with her favorite blanket and just left.

By the time the first spring rolled around, he discovered that other survivors had come into the mountains for the same reason he had. They were in cabins all over the area.

So one day while sitting all alone in the big living room area, he decided all the survivors needed a place to gather and what better place than a bar.

So he opened up the End of Time. He put a sign down on the road pointing up the hill that said, “End of Time Bar, Saloon
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