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  ​​Book Description

The third seal of the Book of Revelation opens, forcing famine upon the ragtag characters as they deal with aliens and dinosaurs inside the planet of Mars.

(Book 3) Sarah, Jack, Max, Willis, Georgie, Miss Foo, Father Mitch, and prepper Randy are captured by the half-breeds and are to be fed to the alien bioship. While onboard the spaceship, they end up inside Mars where dinosaurs from the Mesozoic Era roam and creatures are jailed. 

However, to get back to Earth they need to rescue an ISS astronaut, Ray Barber, from the reptilian corral so that he can fly the Pegasus capsule when they return to Earth orbit. To accomplish this, they must avoid being eaten by dinosaurs, survive a waterfall, and fight alien creatures, all while Randy shows signs of double-crossing them. If they manage to rescue the astronaut before the bioship leaves, they just might make it home. 

Suspenseful, optimistic, and awash in Prehistoric and Egyptian symbolism, this apocalyptic series continues to follow its ragtag characters as the third seal of the Book of Revelation opens.
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  ​ONE

Revelation. 6:5–6. 5 When he opened the third seal, I heard the third living creature say, “Come!” And I saw, and behold, a black horse, and its rider had a balance in his hand; 6 and I heard what seemed to be a voice in the midst of the four living creatures saying, “A quart of wheat for a denarius, and three quarts of barley for a denarius; but do not harm oil and wine!”

* * *

“Here’s your ration,” Jack said, handing Max a crusty heel that had been broken from the end of a homemade loaf of bread.

Max, a scientist, was standing on an upside-down fruit crate next to his portable eighteen-inch Dobsonian telescope. He held out his hand while still gazing through the eyepiece. “Feels like I got the heel, again.”

“The heel is more filling,” Jack said, trying to make it sound as though Max was getting the best piece. “Nice and chewy.”

Max stopped looking through the telescope’s eyepiece long enough to devour the hunk of crust. He and the rest of his companions had been at the prepper compound for a few weeks and were trying to settle into the ways of The Community. “Have they decided what we’re eating for Thanksgiving tomorrow?”

“It’s going to be a delicious feast,” Jack said, sarcastically. “Mrs. Cartwright told me they were pulling out all the stops and opening cans of diced turkey, boxes of stuffing, instant potatoes, and best of all, for dessert we’re having freeze-dried apple crisp.”

“My mouth is watering now.” Max groaned and then swallowed the last bite of dry, stale bread.

Jack turned his gaze from Max—who had turned to look back through the scope’s eyepiece—and looked past the walls surrounding the preppers’ forty-acre lakeside compound, toward the faint pink glow emanating from the moss covered tree tops. When they first reached the compound, the dull pink moss had only managed to climb up the lower third of the tree trunks. Now it had spread along branches and into the canopies of adjacent balsam firs and towering pine trees, and begun glowing like strands of Christmas lights.

“That lying alien bastard, Rausuca, said he was going to stop changing Earth’s environment,” Jack said, crossing his arms. “I knew he was feeding us a line of shit.”

“No doubt about it,” Max said. He turned toward Jack while he fished a cigarette from the breast pocket of his beige work shirt. He flipped the lid of his Zippo lighter; it opened with a clink. Then he lit the cigarette and exhaled the poisonous smoke toward the renewed faux Aurora Borealis in the sky. “I saw the spaceship release more spores into the upper atmosphere. Once Earth’s environment is the way they want it, I’m sure they’ll be down to take it from us.”

“I hope they don’t send those spider drones down, or we’ll be trapped inside the buildings,” Jack said, watching Max’s scrawny body trying to keep its balance on the worn wooden crate. “The only good thing about their type of climate change is that it’s warm. I’m standing here in short sleeves when there should be a foot of snow on the ground.”

Max put the cigarette to his mouth and inhaled as he looked at the undulating red ribbons of light in the night sky. “Cecil’s attempt at being prudent and rationing food is commendable, especially since we don’t know how long we’re going to be trapped here. But I already don’t have much meat on my bones.”

Jack laughed as he looked at Max’s spindly fingers holding the cigarette. “The professor could stand to lose a few pounds; he should give you some of his rations.”

“He has,” Max said, “but Cecil doesn’t like people sharing food. I guess he wants to make sure the rations are fair.”

Cecil Hogan was nominated as leader of The Community when Randolph Watson and a few other Community members went mad from the BW vaccine’s side effects. While most members of The Community did not experience the aggression, they all, however, experienced the bulging eyes, sunken cheeks, and protruding facial bones from having received the vaccine that was supposed to protect them from biological warfare and keep them from turning into zombies.

While it cannot be argued that the vaccine, given in a series of injections, did work—no one had turned into a zombie—but as Tony Callahan puts it, they look like Abraham Lincoln and act like they have a screw or two, loose.

The Community, however, took Professor Jerry Dillon’s advice and stopped taking the vaccine injections because of its side effects. To date, no one has turned into a zombie.

Jack looked at the side of Max’s face and his scraggly gray beard. “Is that spaceship still up there?”

Max took his thick-lensed glasses from his face and held them in the hand with the cigarette. He placed his eye to the lens and refocused. “Yeah, it’s still there. Unfortunately, it appears to have latched onto the space station, they are both just sitting there, rather than orbiting Earth.”

“What the . . .” Jack said, putting his hands on his hips. “Does that mean the astronauts are now zombies?”

Max looked away from the scope, rubbed his eyes, and replaced his glasses. He stepped off the box. “I don’t know, but you can take a gander. I’ll let the professor know, do you know where he’s at?”

“He’s in his lab in the hospital,” Jack said, stepping onto the crate. “I think he was testing some seeds with that pink moss stuff.”

“I don’t think he ever leaves the lab,” Max said, walking toward the building they used as a hospital.

Jack put an eye to the scope. He turned the focuser dial until the flying saucer that Max had shown him before was in focus. Beside it was the International Space Station with a crew of three, two NASA astronauts, and one Russian cosmonaut. Even though Jack and Max quibbled a lot, Max answered Jack’s questions about astronomy, and Jack assisted Max in caring for the telescope.

He looked away and stepped back onto the sandy ground. The Community was doing a good job of keeping the pink moss from growing inside the compound. But outside its walls, the moss continued to spread, appearing as hundreds of thousands of tiny neon lights in a perpetual Santa Claus Land.

Jack walked over to the three-sided shed’s open doorway and turned the crank handle. The roof of the makeshift observatory rolled over the telescope and settled onto the tops of the walls. Protecting the Dobsonian from moss, sparkles, or whatever the aliens may cast their way was crucial to their survival, at least that is what Max said.

He looked up at the wind turbine, its aerodynamic rotor blades were barely rotating around the nacelle housing the power generating components. Gentle warm breezes were the norm for weather since the alien invasion began a month ago, along with a slowly rising temperature. No one knew how hot it would eventually get, but the professor said that since the aliens were already moving around on the planet without much difficulty, it probably would not get much hotter.

The lack of rain was another issue. In fact, it had not rained at all since the aliens came to Earth. That was puzzling because moss typically liked moisture, but then, this was not your typical moss.


  ​TWO

Max was standing at a table next to the professor when Jack walked into the lab. Oil lamps filled the room with a warm yellow light, slightly muted by the pink glow cast from flasks filled with the alien moss. He walked up next to Max and watched as the professor looked through the eyepiece lens of a microscope and focused on a slide of pink moss. “How’s it going?”

The professor’s chubby fingers stopped turning the focus knob, and he looked up. He sat his hefty body on the four-legged stool next to him and wiped the perspiration from his brow with a handkerchief he had stuffed in his pants pocket. He looked at Jack. “Are you having difficulty breathing, Jack?”

Jack gave the professor a puzzled look. “I don’t think so. Why do you ask?”

The professor shoved the square of dirty white fabric back into his pocket. “Moss typically absorbs carbon dioxide, but this stuff does the opposite, it appears to be absorbing oxygen from the air and releasing carbon dioxide.”

Jack glanced at the slide of moss strands and then looked at the professor. “Are you saying that this stuff is taking away our air?”

“Depends on how much oxygen the moss absorbs and how much CO2 it releases. Right now, we are fine. But the increased CO2, along with the high thin clouds, will warm Earth.”

Max ran his thumb and index finger down his mustache, smoothing it out. “That confirms the reports we were getting at Owl Observatory. Other stations reported a thinning ozone layer and less oxygen associated with the presence of the sparkles and the red dust cloud encompassing the planet. The high thin clouds let solar radiation through while trapping infrared radiation, so in other words, we are being exposed to more radiation while Earth warms.”

Jack leaned against the table, his forearms rested on the cool stainless steel. “So how bad is it going to get?”

The professor’s stool creaked as he placed a foot on its lower rung. “I don’t think it’ll get much worse. Our bodies will grow accustomed to the lower oxygen levels, just as people who live at higher elevations in the mountains grow accustomed to it. Until then, we will be winded with physical activity and have difficulty digesting food and sleeping. But like I’ve said before, since the aliens have already been here, at least the hybrids have, the heat and radiation probably won’t get much worse.”

Jack stared at the professor in silence.

“Since you need things simplified, Jack,” Max said, annoyed. “The aliens are creating heat, radiation, less oxygen, and drought.”

“We’ll be able to get fresh drinking water from the compound’s well, but we’ll need to build some type of irrigation system for The Community’s crops,” the professor said, looking around the room at the various experiments he had set up. “So we’ll be digging ditches from Lake 66 to the fields so that the land can be irrigated,” he sighed. “That is if the contaminated lake won’t harm the plants. But I’m still testing the lake water with the seeds; so far the results do not look promising.”

“If the lake water can be used for irrigation, it will only be good until it evaporates and dries up,” Jack said. There was a moment of silence while he waited to see if anyone responded to his dire observation.

“If we don’t get rain, that could be a possibility,” the professor said. His stool creaked some more. “The drought could also lower the water in the aquifer where we get our drinking water from the well.”

Jack shook his head, walked over to a moss-filled flask on a shelf, and looked inside. Dense clumps of the moss and stems had attached themselves to the glass and had begun to grow toward the securely covered spout. The pale pink emanating from the tiny leaves seemed to pulsate. With his nose inches from the container, he said, “This moss looks almost alive, and I don’t mean because it’s a plant.”

The professor turned on his stool and watched as Jack backed away from the beaker. “The moss does have some unusual biological characteristics that I intend to study more closely.”

Jack walked over to a clear plastic box underneath a light. Inside was a tray of soil covered with the moss. “Can our seeds grow in this stuff?”

The professor did not say anything for a moment. “It appears from my experiments that our seeds will not grow in the presence of the alien moss.”

“But the trees aren’t dead,” Jack said, walking over to the next experiment the professor was working on. “And they’re covered with the moss.”

“It appears that established vegetation, such as trees and bushes, will take a while to die-off. Fragile seeds, on the other hand, will barely germinate in the presence of the moss. However, the plants in the greenhouse are growing. So if we can figure out a way to keep plants free of the moss and watered, they will grow.”

Jack looked at rows of glass bottles containing moss, water, seeds, and soil, and then turned toward the professor. “It seems to me they’re turning Earth into a red desert planet, like Mars.”

“For once, Jack, I think you’re getting it,” Max said, raising his eyebrows in a moment of surprise.

“But Mars is dead, there’s nothing living on it,” Jack said, continuing to scan tables of flasks, beakers, glass bottles, and test tubes as if he were walking through a gift shop.

Max sat down on a stool next to the table. “My hypothesis is that thousands of years ago, there was life on Mars. I would not be surprised, especially considering our current situation, that the life was similar to life on Earth but alien and unique to the planet Mars. Then something happened, and life on the planet died. A meteor or a comet impact could have caused it. The same way the dinosaurs and three-quarters of plants and animals on Earth were wiped out sixty-six million years ago from a comet or asteroid impact. Or the Martians could have destroyed their own planet either by war or by neglect.”

“That still doesn’t explain where these characters came from,” Jack said, walking back over to the table.

Max pulled another cigarette from his breast pocket, holding it between his bony fingers. “This part gets a little crazy, Jack, but my guess is that these Martians, that’s what I’m going to call them, were either living inside the red planet or, because they’re more advanced than us, left the planet and have now, for whatever reason, decided to return and claim Earth for their own use.”

Jack ran a hand through his hair, having now grown out from the butch haircut that Father Mitch had given him, himself, and Tony while trapped inside Walmart’s hair salon. “But it still doesn’t make sense. Why don’t the Martians change the environment on their own planet, especially since it seems they’re trying to change Earth into Mars?”

“I’ve got to hand it to you, Jack,” Max said, grumbling out of habit. “You finally put on your thinking cap.”

The professor laughed so hard he almost fell off his rickety stool.

Max continued. “First off, I don’t know. But my guess is that they don’t want to turn Earth into the current Mars, they want to turn Earth into the way Mars used to be when they lived there. It may be easier to change Earth’s environment into the old Martian climate, then to put Mars back to the way it was when they walked its surface.”

“But why didn’t they do this a long time ago? Why now?” Jack asked.

“Again, I have no idea,” Max said. “But it is possible that they left our solar system and went to another planet where they lived until that planet was destroyed, too.”

“But I remember Sarah saying that Rausuca told her they were from Zeta Reticuli and were coming here to cure disease, stop war, and heal the planet. But that’s a bunch of bullshit,” Jack said. His jaw tightened from anger. “They have caused disease, are changing the planet, and are fighting with us.”

“Now that I’m thinking about it,” Max said, the cadence of words slowed as he looked up in thought. “I think Sarah also said that Rausuca said that an asteroid would impact Earth soon, and that was why they were here doing what they’re doing. I disregarded it because I’ve seen no sign of an approaching asteroid, at least not anytime soon. But we can speculate until the cows come home as to why they’re here.”

“I speculate,” Jack said, feeling witty, “that a crackbrained new ruler, named Rausuca, decided Earth would make a good new home and that we Earthlings are in the way and need to be removed; like those weird jumping Asian carp need to be removed from Lake Michigan.”

“I’m impressed, Jack,” Max said, lighting the cigarette he had been holding. “That is a real possibility. It seems that since they were interbreeding with humans for a while now, that they wanted their new hybrid species to adjust rapidly to Earth, with little climate change.”

“I know we’re all just guessing, here,” Jack said, smacking his hand on the table. “But humans need water, why are they making it so dry?”

The professor cleared his throat. “I’ll chime in here. I think the lack of rain is temporary, but for how long, I don’t know. The moss seems to be killing off the planet’s entire natural flora, and I assume that once that has been accomplished, they will resume the rain and establish their own Martian vegetation, replacing ours.”

“I wonder what that will look like.” Jack turned to look at a flask of moss. “I hope there’s nothing like man-eating plants, but it would be cool if it changed things back to when the dinosaurs roamed Earth.”

“Don’t wish too hard,” the professor said, turning to look back through the microscope. “You just might get your wish.”


  ​THREE

Sarah dressed and went downstairs to assist Mrs. Cartwright in preparing the Thanksgiving feast. Things were easier since she, Willis, Georgie, and Jack moved into the Cartwright’s colonial home. Sarah had a bedroom to herself while Jack and the boys shared the other.

“Good morning, Sarah,” Mrs. Cartwright said as she looked up from rolling out pie dough. “There’s coffee on the stove.”

“Happy Thanksgiving,” Sarah said, taking a coffee cup from the cupboard. She walked over to the old coffee percolator sitting on the wood cookstove. She looked over at Mrs. Cartwright, a grandmotherly type, working the rolling pin over the dough on the floured countertop. “Did you and Mr. Cartwright get your cups of coffee already?”

Mrs. Cartwright turned around, wiped her floured hands on the front of the apron that covered her dress. “Yes, dear, we each had our ration. There are two cups left, one for you, and one for Jack . . . when he gets up.”

Sarah giggled as she poured herself a steaming cup of black coffee while enjoying the aroma of cinnamon, nutmeg, and ginger filling the kitchen air. “It smells good in here.”

Mrs. Cartwright placed the crust into a pie plate and then poured sugar-coated apples from a bowl inside it. “Enjoy it because this will be one of the last good meals we have for a while. There is even a pumpkin pie in the oven. We’ll each get a sliver of apple pie and a sliver of pumpkin pie.” She walked over and checked the wood in the stove. “That darned moss is covering the trees; we can only keep it off the things in the compound that we can reach.” She raked the coals with a poker. “We don’t want to use everything up in the woodshed, so tomorrow we’ll go back to that little electric stove . . . as long as the wind keeps blowing and the turbine keeps turning.”

Sarah nodded as she sipped her coffee.

Mrs. Cartwright closed the stove door and sat at the dining room table, across from Sarah. “Mr. Cartwright was thinking that since the weather has been warm, we could plant more vegetables in the garden, but the professor said to wait until he got further into his research of the moss. He doesn’t want us to waste our seeds.”

Sarah took another small savory sip of coffee. She wanted it to last as long as possible since they rationed themselves to only one cup of coffee each morning. “Jack said we were eating freeze-dried apple crisp, canned turkey, and instant potatoes.”

Mrs. Cartwright laughed as she brushed a crumb from the tabletop into her arthritic looking hand. “He was getting your goat, but he is partly right. We had to put down most of our livestock because they were being affected by the spores, and that includes the chickens, so canned turkey is on the menu.”

Sarah looked across the table at Mrs. Cartwright. Getting used to The Community’s peculiar appearance was difficult, but Sarah was now able to look at Mrs. Cartwright’s round projecting eyes and prominent facial bones, without looking away. “What would we do without Jack?”

“Be broken hearted, and ya know it,” Jack said, walking into the dining room, strutting like a rooster.

“That last cup of coffee is yours, Jack,” Mrs. Cartwright said. She stood and walked to the kitchen counter. “Sarah, you and Jack sit there and drink your coffee. I’m going to put this apple pie in the oven, take out the pumpkin pie, and then see how Mr. Cartwright is doing in the greenhouse.”

Jack poured himself the last cup of coffee and sat at the large oak dining table as Mrs. Cartwright walked out the door. He brought the cup to his mouth, smiled at Sarah, and then took a sip. “The professor said the plants in the greenhouse are fine because they’re protected from the spores.”

“That’s good news,” Sarah said. She swallowed the last of her coffee and walked over to the open dining room window. “It sure gets hot in here with that wood stove.”

Willis and Georgie walked into the dining room with Jibber and Miss Foo right behind them. They were arguing over whose turn it was to clean their bedroom until they noticed the pie and homemade bread sitting on the counter.

“I’m starving,” Georgie said, walking over to the pie. “When do we get to eat?”

“In a couple hours,” Sarah said, looking over at them. “And don’t touch anything.”

“We’re going to the Parker’s and see what Dawn’s doing,” Willis said, walking out the door with the dogs. The screen door slammed behind them.

Sarah cringed as the wooden door smacked against the frame. Just like home, she thought. Then she said, “It’s nice that the Parker’s took in Tony, Clare, and Dawn; and that Cecil and his family took in the professor, Max, and Father.”

Jack moved over to the window next to Sarah. “Now that they’re not taking that vaccine, I hope they don’t start turning into zombies.”

“Come on, Jack, you know they’re fine,” Sarah said, fanning herself with her hand as she looked out into The Community’s courtyard. Kids were playing tag, women were carrying baskets from house to house, and Father Mitch was walking toward the church. “We should see if anyone needs help with anything.”

“What about that apple pie Mrs. Cartwright stuck in the oven?” Jack asked, raising his eyebrows. “Wouldn’t want to burn that?”

“You have a point,” Sarah said, glancing toward the oven and then at her watch. “I’ll watch the pie and do a little cleaning inside the house.”

Jack watched Sarah take the coffee cups to the sink. When he looked back out the window, he saw people pointing toward the sky over the lake. A woman screamed and ran back into her house while Tony and Clare ran out of the Parkers. “There’s something going on outside. You stay here; I’m going to check it out.”

Jack hurried out the front door, letting it spring back and whack shut behind him. He ran to the center of the village square and stopped next to Tony and Clare. “What’s going on?”

“Check it out,” Tony said, looking across Lake 66.

On the other side of the lake hovered a large disk, the size of a small town. It floated in the air, around three or four hundred feet above the ground.

“A flying saucer,” Clare said. She removed her camo cap, ran her fingers through her hair, and then replaced it. “It’s those aliens, again.”
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