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Proud to be labelled a Luddite, a breaker of machines,

I resist AI because lazy inquiry is not art,

and creativity should be applauded

and protected

—not stolen.
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The roaring of lions, 

the howling of wolves, 

the raging of the stormy sea, 

and the destructive sword, 

are portions of Eternity too great for the eye of man.
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The 12 inch steel pick-head fire axe was not your classic gift for a girl, but at least the guys had made an effort; they had spray-painted the handle pink. The crew from the ALS Engine Company from the Anchorage Fire Department went quiet when Sandy presented me with the axe. Her eyes betrayed a mix of admiration and admonishment, and I knew what she was thinking: how could I leave when I was doing so well? By the end of the night, she would be the only female firefighter at the AFD, at least until they hired a new one. Alaska, I promised her on the day I quit, had the highest percentage of tough, professional, and cute women in any state in America, providing plenty of candidates to choose from.

“Sure, I know,” she said, “but they’re not you.”

“No, they’re not. But I gotta move on, Sandy. FEMA is a better fit for me now.”

She didn’t agree, and as I held that pick-head in front of me, doing my best to grimace at the pink handle, the words I had prepared for my thank you speech caught in my throat, and the best I could do was raise the axe above my head and yell, “Yeah!”

It was enough. Short and to the point, and then we could get back to drinking.

“You’ll call?” Sandy said as I rested the axe on the barroom floor and picked up my beer.

“I’ll be working down the street, Sandy.”

“Yeah, I know. But you’ll call?” she said.

“I’ll call,” I said and raised my beer. “To the AFD.”

“AFD,” the men and the last remaining female firefighter cheered. 

Sandy shrank away as I swigged my beer from the bottle. I felt for her, really I did, but I just wasn’t cut out to be a firefighter. At least not forever. I thought about the last six years as I smiled and thanked the guys around me. We had seen our fair share of action, and they had done their best to shape my twenty-two-year-old enthusiasm into something close to professional firefighting. I would never forget that. But, after Mom died, and when I started reading at night to boost my high school grades and get another education, I distanced myself from them. It was the beginning of the end. They knew it; I knew it, and when, at twenty-eight, I landed the Federal Emergency Management Agency job, the only consolation was that I hadn’t completely sold out. I was still in the emergency business.

I took another swig of beer, grabbed my axe, and drifted to a quiet booth at the end of the bar. The soft cushion hissed as I sat down, resting the axe against the side of the booth. My aunt Maggie looked up as I set my beer on the table.

“That’s a pretty axe for a young lady,” she said.

“Isn’t it?”

“Every woman should have one.”

“For a couple hundred bucks, every woman can.”

“I’m guessing the paint is extra.”

“Yep,” I said and picked up my beer.

Maggie watched me lift the beer to my lips, and I drained it as she tutted and shook her head.

“I never did like you drinking.”

“Neither did Mom.”

“Bless her,” said Maggie. “She would be so proud of you today.”

“And Dad?” I said and pressed the cool bottle to my forehead. 

“My brother is an idiot, Jaylen, but yeah, he would be proud. He wouldn’t understand,” she said. “He never understood much beyond guns and ammo…”

“Yeah, daddy’s a real hick.”

“No, not quite. He’s a prepper. There’s a difference.”

“Sure,” I said. “The difference is that Mom had enough of that crap and drug me back to the city.”

“She did,” Maggie said and wrestled a nacho chip from beneath a blanket of cheese. 

“Do you see him much?”

“I don’t see him at all, honey. No one does.”

“No. I guess not.”

That was the thing about Dad. He didn’t like to be seen. The last I heard of him, he had gone to ground somewhere around Fort Yukon, had built a fish wheel and was making a living off the land in Bush Alaska. The rumour was he had taken a wife, too. A local girl, not much older than me.

“Of course,” Maggie said, and nodded at the TV on the wall behind us. “Might be that your daddy was right after all.”

“You believe that?” I said and glanced at the TV. They had been running the same story about a flu epidemic in the Lower 48 all day. I hadn’t paid it much attention. “Crazy white folk, Mom would say.”

“She would know,” Maggie said. “She married one.”

“Yes, she did.” 

“She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. No one knew what she saw in your daddy,” Maggie said, and I remembered the gossip, as soon as I was old enough to understand it. No one knew what it was that Mom saw in him. But I figured it out. Right about the time I started school.

“He was color blind,” I said. “That’s what she saw in him.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Mom came to Alaska from the South. Daddy was the first boy she ever met that was color blind. Sure, he had a lot of faults, but the one thing he did right was fall in love with her. Not the color of her skin, not her curly hair, the clothes she wore, or her cute southern accent. No, he fell in love with her, and she loved him back. Right up to the day she died. She just couldn’t live with him anymore. That’s what she told me.”

“I never thought about it.”

“Yes you did, Maggie. Everybody in the family did.”

“Maybe.” Maggie hid a wave of embarrassment with an apologetic shrug and took another nacho. 

Truths can hurt both ways, and Alaska had a way of exposing them. Something about the rawness of it all. The wilds of Alaska stripped men and women to the bone. You learned fast who you could trust, who you could turn to for help. I considered myself African Alaskan, with my daddy’s wild roots all bottled up inside my mom’s ebony skin and gentle nature. Dad–his temper–had got out once or twice in the past. The first time resulted in a suspension from school, and the second, on the worst night of my life, in a promotion with the AFD. The trick with my dad’s nature was knowing when to let him out. 

I tipped the bottle to my lips and licked the last few drops from the mouth before setting it down.

“That’s one thing you got from your daddy.”

“What’s that?”

“Your love of beer.”

“Love of beer? Seriously, Maggie, this is only my second tonight.” I leaned back and waited for the story that I knew was coming. I had only heard it a hundred times already. Maggie’s favourite. But then, it was the only sweet story about my father and me she knew.

“He would hold you to his chest and you’d be giggling and all that…”

I actually remembered. Maybe because I had heard it so many times. Dad always had a beer handy, and when he carried me in his arms, I would reach out for it, and he would let me take a sip. The smell of beer reminded me of him, the crazy old coot in the woods. The sad thing was, that was the only thing that reminded me of him. And when Mom died in the fire, and the AFD pulled her out, beer was what stopped him from coming to the funeral. And…

“I’m sorry, Jaylen,” Maggie said.

“Sorry about what?” I rubbed my eyes before any tears began to well.

“Whenever I tell that story, it upsets you. Those big brown eyes of yours, they get even softer when you get sad.”

“I’m not sad, I’m celebrating.”

“That’s right,” she said, happy to change the subject. “Tell me all about it.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I paused, because that’s when he came in to the bar.

Technically, Nathaniel Canizales was a co-worker. He had an office right next to mine in the FEMA building, but I had seen him only twice before. The first time when I went to interview, and later the same day in the Walmart on A Street. I had noticed little about him beyond his tousled black hair that highlighted his dark chocolate eyes. Mexican born, he dressed like an Alaskan, denims and boots, topped with a check shirt and an outdoor jacket. He hadn’t changed, I noticed, since the last time I saw him. He hadn’t shaved either. He stopped at the door, scanned the room, and nodded when he saw me. His eyes lingered for a moment on the pink axe, and then he shook his head and walked to the bar. I watched him sit down and order a beer. He sat alone.

“Jaylen?”

“What? Sorry,” I said and faced Maggie.

“Someone you know?”

“Kind of. His name is Nate. He’s my co-worker. Sort of.”

“Sort of? You’re going to have to explain, honey.”

I tried. 

“The Anchorage FEMA office is a small one. It’s more like a group of departments working together. Nate works for the city. He’s an engineer and has the office next to mine, but he’s never in it, or so the boss tells me.”

“Your boss?”

“Yep,” I said. “The Alaska Area Office Manager.”

“Does he have a name?”

“Bob Andrews.”

“So you’re the Assistant Manager?”

“I am.” 

I could feel my cheeks flush as I said it. Of course, every time I got excited and proud about my new job, I worried about the responsibility. Bob had tried to reassure me when he told me that Alaskans can pretty much take care of themselves. And that most of what I would be doing is education, talking to schools about pre-disaster preparedness. In fact, he reminded me paperwork was going to take up most of my time, and that was the only thing that concerned him about hiring me. 

“Bob’s worried that I’m going to get bored.”

“He is?”

“Sure,” I said and hiked my thumb in the direction of my axe. “Too much paperwork and not enough action. Folk will need my help with flood insurance more than fighting fires, he said.”

“But that’s what you want. Isn’t it, honey?”

It was. I had been a firefighter for three years when Mom died in a fire in her apartment block. A laptop charging on a blanket started a fire in the apartment next to hers, and she died from smoke inhalation before we found her. That was the day I got my promotion. The day when I let Dad out of the bottle. I pulled three people out of the fire before the guys had to drag me out. I was out of oxygen, out of energy, and out of luck. Mom died before I could get to her. But it was Dad who made me keep going. His rage, best suited for the backwoods, was just what I needed to go back inside the building, and again, and again. I would have kept going, until I had used up every last drop of Dad, and I would have died, too. But the guys pulled me out, saved my life, and the Fire Chief promoted me to the Advanced Life Support engine company. It was on the other side of town. I started night school a month later, filling my free time with long hours of study, pushing back the grief and guilt over losing my mom.

“Yes, it’s what I want,” I said, and I meant it.

Bob Andrews wasn’t so sure, but he hired me anyway. I told Maggie about the interview, and I mentioned the hours, and the pay, and the lousy vacation. She smiled and patted my hand.

“But you have weekends now. How about that?”

“Yep,” I said. “And guess what? It’s Friday. I don’t start work before Monday.”

“Your first weekend,” Maggie said. She pushed the nachos across the table and I reached for them, my fingers poised to pull a chip from the cheese when my cell phone burred inside my pocket. “You going to take that?”

“I guess,” I said and reached inside the cargo pocket of my pants.

It was a new cell, with only a few contacts added. The screen lit up when I swiped my finger across it, and my boss’ name flashed in front of me.

“Bob,” I said. “How’s Seattle?”

“Are you in a bar?” he said. “Go outside, right now.”

“Okay.” I slid out of the booth and waved at Maggie on my way to the door. “I’m outside. What’s up?”

I heard Bob take a deep breath as I leaned against the hood of a Jeep; it was the smallest car in the lot. The Northern Lights drifted across the night sky, and I shivered for a second as the Fall air nipped at my skin.

“Jaylen,” he said. “You’ve seen the news?”

“About the flu epidemic? Yeah, I’ve seen it.”

“It’s not the flu, and it’s not an epidemic.”

“What are you saying, Bob? I don’t understand.”

There was a pause, some static on the line, and I thought I heard Bob talking to someone, but his voice was muffled, as if he placed his hand on the receiver. The line cleared, and I heard a second voice, a female.

“Just tell her.”

“But she doesn’t have the authority…”

“Then give it to her.”

“Bob,” I said. “What’s going on?”

“There are things you need to know, Jaylen, but you don’t have the necessary clearance.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means,” he said, “I’m promoting you in the field. You are now the manager of the Alaska Office.”

“You mean Anchorage?”

“No, I mean the whole state, for as long as it exists.”
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As long as it exists. I was too wrapped up in my new responsibilities to think about what Bob meant about Alaska’s future. The wind picked up, and I tucked in between two trucks, sheltering from the wind and reducing the static on the line. I listened as Bob talked me through the things I had to do if I was going to coordinate Alaska’s response to what was now considered a global pandemic.

“Hold up a minute, Bob,” I said. “I still don’t know what we’re dealing with here.”

“No,” he said, and I could hear him sigh. “Okay, here’s what we know.”

Bob spent the next five minutes telling me everything the television news anchors hadn’t. People weren’t coming down with influenza. It was something much more sinister. It was also airborne, spreading from one person to ten more every minute. The FEMA office in New York had gone dark, with only a skeleton crew manning the phones for the entire city. Emergency service personnel, those who weren’t already sick or dead, had been overwhelmed by distress calls, looting, and fires burning out of control. One city block, Bob said, had been burning for the better part of two days already.

“So the east coast in is a state of emergency?”

“Not just the east,” he said. “This thing is spreading like wildfire, and there are no natural firebreaks. We’re trying to shut the airports, but there’s a bunch of pilots lifting off, regardless.”

“What about the highways?”

“They’re practically closed through congestion. Everybody is trying to go west.”

“West?”

“Canada closed its borders an hour ago. But that’s not going to stop people from trying to get across. Even if they get across, well… Canada is no better off.” Bob paused. “Mexico, maybe. I don’t know.”

I noticed someone hovering by the door to the bar and I hunkered down and lowered my voice. “What do you want me to do?”

“Homeland Security is holding the reins on this one, and that means us.”

“Okay,” I said.

“So, I need you to coordinate with the Chief of Police, the Fire Chief, the Mayor…” Bob listed a bunch more people and titles. I lost count when I fumbled in my pocket for something to write with. 

“Say again, Bob…”

“…everyone you think that might be important to get in a room together. Think basics: food, shelter, power, medical care…”

“Food, power… yeah, I got it.”

“Close the borders, keep people in Alaska, keep others out.”

“Bob,” I said. The words caught in my mouth. “I’m not ready for this.”

“No one is. You’re just going to have to deal with this one problem at a time.”

“Yeah, okay, but…” But where to start? I had no idea.

“Hey, Lewis. You still there?”

“Yeah, I’m here.”

“For what it’s worth, I know this is going to be tough. My best advice is
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