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  ​​Book Description

Follow our ragtag gang as they endure the trials of the fourth seal in this upbeat and lighthearted adventure story. Zombies, alien moss, and a trip to Mars included.

(Book 4) Our ragtag characters must endure the opening of the fourth seal and the violence, famine, pestilence, and beasts that it brings. The zombies have returned, the alien moss has morphed into something more destructive, and The Community has begun taking the tainted biological warfare vaccine again. Will they be able to escape from Death and the aliens? Or will they finally reach their breaking point and be fed to the bioship? Find out by tagging along with the gang in this lighthearted and upbeat story.

This is the fourth book in the seven-book Seven Seals Redux series.
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  ​ONE

Revelation 6: 7– 8. 7 When he opened the fourth seal, I heard the voice of the fourth living creature say, “Come!” 8 And I saw, and behold, a pale horse, and its rider’s name was Death, and Hades followed him; and they were given power over a fourth of the earth, to kill with sword and with famine and with pestilence and by wild beasts of the earth.

* * *

“All hell’s breaking loose,” Max said, stepping into the guard tower situated next to the entrance of the prepper compound. “People are getting cranky because we’re on a forced starvation diet and the return of the zombies is getting on everyone’s nerves, including mine.” He moved next to Jack, Tony, and Ray, looking out the open windows covered with camouflage netting. “Have you seen any more of those bastard zombies?”

Ray looked at Max; watching him adjust his thick-lensed glasses as if they were binoculars. “There’s a couple out there, wandering around like lost sheep.”

“You haven’t experienced being chased by those damned things. Lost sheep isn’t how I’d describe them,” Jack said, looking out over the alien moss covered Michigan forest outside the compound walls. “I think a better description would be Hunters from Hell.”

“I agree with Jack,” Max said, placing his bony elbows on a windowsill. “You astronauts are too nice. You’ll need to be a little more cynical if you want to hang out with us.”

“Who else am I going to hang out with? Out there with those things?” Ray said, adjusting the M16 slung over his shoulder. Tony had gotten it from the preppers and given it to him when they landed outside the compound in the Pegasus space capsule. He wanted their group of survivors armed.

“There’s one of those Hunters from Hell right now,” Tony said, pointing past the motorhome and Max’s white Mustang, toward the dying pine forest and the road leading from the prepper fortress.

A man, with shoulders hunched and arms dangling, meandered, as if confused and unable to find what it was searching for. It slipped and stumbled on the slimy residue left from the pink moss as the plant digested all the vegetation it attached itself to.

“I thought those zombies died,” Max said, leaning forward on the open window’s sill to examine the dying body as it stumbled around. “Must be they all didn’t turn into cocoons and hatch those creatures that pull themselves over the ground with those damned gangling arms of theirs.”

“They’re called tornens,” Tony said, keeping his eye to the riflescope while he watched the zombie look left and right, never seeming to focus on anything. “Remember? That’s what you said those aliens on the spaceship called them, and it sounded like they were good to eat.”

“That’s right; they said it was a delicacy. I think they ate it just before it hatched out of the zombies' guts,” Jack said, taking the alien pistol from the back waistband of his jeans. The aliens had taken his Kimber pistol, but this alien gun was superior. He and Tony had practiced with it when they had gotten back to the compound a few weeks ago. They found it had some type of auto-aim feature, had strength settings, including stun, and even recharged itself. However, Jack remembered while they were outside the creature corral on Mars, that the human workers, and likely the aliens, were able to block it and render it useless. 

“Before it hatches, its flesh is probably less tough,” Max said, shaking his head. “Still had to be ugly, though.”

“I’m so hungry I’d eat one,” Jack said, rubbing his stomach in jest.

Max lowered his eyebrows and looked at Jack. “You go right ahead and do that, Jack.”

“There’s another zombie out there,” Tony said, still looking through his scope.

“How are they finding us?” Ray asked. “We’re deep in the woods; you wouldn’t think there’d be a lot of people around here.”

“I think they can smell us,” Jack said.

“I wouldn’t think their decaying bodies would have a working olfactory system, but who knows,” Max said, sniffing.

“The aliens are sending them our way,” Tony said, keeping an eye to the sight as he raised it above the treetops.

“I’m surprised you didn’t say it was the Men in Black doing it,” Max scoffed.

“It’s the spores,” Jack said. “It’s like that zombie ant spore that somehow guides the ant to where it needs to go. I can’t remember what the professor called it.”

“You have your thinking cap on again today, Jack,” Max said, not impressed. “The zombie ant spore is called Ophiocordyceps unilateralis, but I don’t know what type of spore the aliens are using. The fungus growing inside the zombies seems to guide them to places that are dark and humid . . . so that that damned tornen thing can grow inside them.”

“They should be done with all that,” Jack said, moving his shoulder length hair behind an ear. It had grown out from the time he, Max, Father, and Tony had shaved their heads and faces when they were trapped inside the Walmart store salon. Now they looked like hippies.

“That’s right, it hatches in a matter of days, not weeks,” Max said, cocking his head toward Jack. “It’s funny we’re talking about zombies like we’re hunting white-tailed deer.”

Jack laughed. “So why are these things still walking around?”

Max shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“Have you seen any of those hatched tornens out there?” Ray asked, perking up.

“Not yet,” Tony said. “But I’m lookin’.”

“At least the compound is pretty secure,” Ray said, looking at the perimeter fence. “Good thing the preppers thought ahead.”

Tony lowered his scope and looked at the fortified community. “They call themselves members of The Community, not preppers. But yeah, the compound is surrounded on three sides by an eight-foot high precast concrete fence. The front gate is made of steel tubing, but there’s no fence on the lakeside . . . hopefully, zombies can’t swim.”

“Right now they seem pretty damned dumb,” Max said. “But I’d keep an eye on them. I wouldn’t be surprised if their mush brains have the ability to think and learn.”

“Don’t worry,” Tony said. “I plan on spending most of my time up here monitoring the perimeter. In fact, I think we should all take turns in the guard tower so that it’s manned twenty-four-seven.”

Then a couple people could be heard arguing from the compound courtyard.

“I did not take the bread, Clarice,” a man dressed in dark clothes and a broad-brimmed hat shouted in anger.

“Then who was it?” a woman snapped back. She clenched the apron over her long dress. “You were the only one in the kitchen.”

“It was not me,” the man shouted with anger.

“I see crumbs on your shirt,” the woman said so loudly she was almost screaming.

Everyone in the guard tower, except Tony, who was keeping an eye on the zombies, moved to the opposite window. They looked into the center of the compound where a man and woman were airing their disgust of each other in public.

“The people of The Community are a little unstable,” Ray said, watching the spectacle.

“Yep,” Max said, shaking his head. “That biological warfare vaccine they were taking, until the professor made them stop, turned some of them into fruitcakes.”

“I still can’t get over how it made their bones grow and protrude, especially on their faces,” Ray said. “It makes their eyes bulge out and their skin sink in like shrink wrap.”

“I think we should watch them,” Jack said, crossing his arms. “Now that the zombies are back I wouldn’t be surprised if they decide to begin taking that vaccine again.”

“I agree with Jack,” Tony said, still watching the two zombies wandering in the woods. “As far as I’m concerned, the only people we can trust are the people in our group. Not even the Cartwrights, Parkers, or the Hogans.”

Jack rubbed the gold coin, still in his jean pocket, between his thumb and forefinger. He felt the portrait of the half-breed alien, Rausuca, on the obverse side, and the hieroglyphics on the reverse. “Yeah, I agree with you. I think they’re hiding something. As nice of a guy as their leader Cecil Hogan is . . . there’s something he’s not telling us.”

“Based on what you told me about that room in the church always being locked, and the odd way they say grace,” Ray said. “It just isn’t normal.”

“That room’s called the sacristy and they say heavenly brothers instead of Christ in their prayers,” Jack said. “These aren’t your usual preppers, they’re more like a cult.”

“Why hasn’t anyone asked them about it?” Ray asked, watching the man and woman continue to argue as people began coming out of their homes.

“We don’t want to rock the boat and be cast out of the compound. It’s safer in here than being out there,” Jack said. “That vaccine made them all a little moody.”

“It seems to me that when they say, heavenly brothers, they’re talking about the aliens,” Ray said. “And it’s possible that locked room has something inside that might help us.”

A loud smack of a hand against skin caught their attention.

“That woman just slapped that guy,” Jack said. He chuckled as he watched her run back inside her house.

They watched as the man stood alone in the courtyard. He put his hands on his hips and shouted, “Cecil Hogan, get out here.”

“Looks like shit’s going to hit the fan,” Max said, reaching for the pack of cigarettes he used to have in the breast pocket of his work shirt. “Damn it, I could really use a smoke right now.”

Moments later Cecil came out of the hospital, where the professor was working in the lab, and approached the man. “What is the problem, Amos?”

“The food is gone and my wife is accusing me of stealing bread. She even sees imaginary breadcrumbs on my shirt,” he wiped his mouth with the side of his hand. “We need food. I suggest you send those scavengers to find it. We would still have enough food if they weren’t here. You should never have allowed them to stay.”

“Oh, shit,” Jack said, straightening his posture. “I think we wore out our welcome. They’ll be kicking our butts to the curb pretty soon.”

“We better do something,” Max said, adjusting his glasses.

“I’ll go talk to Cecil,” Jack said. “Are you guys up to leaving the compound and searching for food out in zombie land.”

“Whatever it takes,” Tony said. “We do need food and maybe we could find fuel for the space capsule.”

Max shook his head. “And where do you propose we find fuel for Pegasus? We’re out here in the middle of nowhere.” He cupped his unshaven chin with his finger and thumb and then turned to Ray. “What kind of fuel does that thing use? Liquid hydrogen and oxygen?”

“The Pegasus uses methalox, liquid methane, and liquid oxygen,” Ray answered. “It uses smaller tanks and is easier to store than hydrogen. It can even be manufactured on Mars. Water and carbon dioxide can be converted to CH4. It’s a good choice for deep space missions.” He paused and then asked, “Why? Are we going for a ride?”

“If we get kicked out of here, I’m just . . . just looking at our options.”

“Well, if taking Pegasus for a ride is in your plans,” Ray said, turning to look at the spacecraft sitting outside the compound’s main entrance. “I’ll need liquid methane; you’ll find it in one of those LNG cryogenic tanker transport trailers. I’ll take care of getting the oxygen oxidizer ready.”

“Cryogenic? How cold does methane need to be?” Max asked, studying the capsule, tarnished from the heat of re-entry.

“The stuff you’ll be bringing to me needs to be minus two-hundred-sixty degrees Fahrenheit, that changes it from a gas to a liquid,” Ray said. “But if you’re planning a deep space mission we’ll need another spacecraft because Pegasus isn’t designed to go to Mars.”

“Where would we find a craft like that?” Jack asked.

“We’d have to go to the Intercosmic Space Program’s main base in Wisconsin and use the new deep-space craft they just developed . . . Infinity One.”

“Seems like we’d be better off just flying an airplane to get out of here,” Jack said, still watching the growing commotion in the center of the compound. “Does anyone know how to fly one?”

Everyone shook their heads except Ray. “I can fly one but using Pegasus is a better option.”

“Cattle fart out methane,” Tony said, matter-of-factly.

“So what are you saying, Tony,” Max said, annoyed. “We’re supposed to go around and gather cow manure?”

“I’m just sayin’,” Tony said, unflustered by Max’s derisive remark.

Max refocused his thoughts. “There are a lot of natural gas wells in this part of Michigan and I think there is a refinery around here, someplace. And I believe methane is the primary ingredient in natural gas. Would that work as fuel for Pegasus?”

“As long as it’s liquefied natural gas, LNG, and in a cooled tanker; not the stuff transported in trucks like propane is,” Ray said. “It won’t be pure methane, but it will be our best shot, especially since we’re not near ISP or NASA to get fuel.”

Jack saw the man point at them with a face red from anger. “We better do something.”

“I’ll go with you, Jack, to talk with them,” Max said, once again reflexively reaching into his shirt pocket for the long gone pack of cigarettes. “Since I’m staying at Cecil’s house, I may get further with them than you.”


  ​TWO

Max and Jack walked down the guard tower steps, toward Cecil and the fuming man. They stopped a few feet from them.

“Is there a problem, Cecil?” Max asked, clearing his throat.

Before Cecil could answer, the agitated man said, “Problem? Of course, there’s a problem; our food is almost gone. You and your . . greedy group of people have eaten into our reserves, leaving our families to starve.”

Max did not know what to say. It was true their group ate their food, but they kept on the rations without complaining. “I’m sorry, but the professor is working on a way to get the most benefit from the seeds we have left, without that moss affecting them.”

“The seeds are not your seeds; they are our seeds. You and your people had nothing to do with them. If it weren’t for our planning you’d all be dead,” the man said, thrusting a fist toward Max as if he was ready to fistfight.

Cecil stepped forward. “Amos, we have received benefit from him and his companions. They returned order to The Community by removing Randy from authority, and Professor Dillon has been helping with his seed experiments.”

The man stomped his foot. “Experiments, that’s all they are. How do we know they have our best interest at heart? For all we know they could be planning to take over The Community, the greenhouse, and any remaining nourishment.”

Jack watched as a crowd of onlookers began forming around them. He saw the professor, Father Mitch, Clare, and Sarah make their way through the gathered people and approach them. “We appreciate the help you’ve given us but—”

“No buts, no explaining,” the man said. He turned to Cecil and then toward the gathering. He raised his voice and said loud enough for everyone to hear, “I say they must leave the compound. We cannot support them. They are leeches. Let’s take a vote.”

“No vote,” Cecil said, raising his hands to get everyone’s attention. “I suggest we continue to work together.”

A woman from the crowd walked up to Cecil, extending her arm. “Look at my skin. I am coming down with a disease.” She pointed to several blisters on her forearm. “And it’s not just me, others have it too.”

“When did this begin?” Cecil asked, surprised by the new development.

“This morning, we woke up with it,” a man said, walking forward, his face covered with serum-filled vesicles. “I think we’re turning into zombies. We should never have listened to their professor, and should never have stopped taking the BW vaccine. They had this planned all along.”

The professor was out of breath from walking his massive body through the increasing crowd. He had come from the hospital where he had a makeshift lab set up. “That is not true. The BW vaccine was causing serious side effects and it was . . . it is in your best interest to not take it.”

The crowd was agitated, becoming noisy. Jack looked at Sarah, who seemed terrified, and then whispered to Max. “You’d better say something before we’re flogged.”

Max looked at Cecil. “Again, we mean the members of The Community no harm. We’ll go find food and bring it back to you.” He moved his eyes from Cecil, who was staying silent, and looked at the noisy crowd. Even though his knees were shaking uncontrollably underneath his khaki work pants, he continued, “As you know, I am a scientist. The professor and I have been working diligently to find a solution to the alien invasion and their ability to alter the environment. Don’t forget that we have done our best to keep the food supply safe. If you had planted your seeds in the fields with the moss, they would have been lost. If you had irrigated your gardens with the contaminated lake water . . . they would have been lost. We have protected The Community, assisted with repairs, and . . .” Max lost his train of thought when he saw one of Randy’s thugs walk into the circle of people with an M16 rifle slung over his shoulder, and then up to Cecil.

“Don’t forget they left our beloved Randy stranded on the alien spaceship,” the man with the assault rifle said, loud enough for all to hear.

Sarah walked up next to Jack as the crowd became angry and loud. She whispered, “Jack, what got into them? What happened?”

Jack whispered back, “I don’t know, other than they’re hungry and they’re blaming us.” He turned to Max. “We’d better appease them before Randy’s thugs reclaim The Community and we’re either put in jail or forced outside the fence . . . and probably without our weapons.”

Max nodded. “A few of us will gather our things, find food, and bring it back here. Is that a deal?”

“No deal,” the man with the gun shouted. “All of your gang must leave. When you return with food, then we will talk.”

Another one of Randy’s cohorts walked up, gripping a rifle. “Some of their gang must stay here because what reason would they have to return with food? I say the women, kids, and dogs stay. They will surely return with food to save them.”

“Save them?” Jack spoke up, his eyebrows raised. “What do you mean by that?”

The man smirked, raised his rifle above his head, and shouted, “Cecil Hogan has done us a disfavor by allowing these infidels to stay here and deplete our supplies. So I, Daniel Fisher, am taking control of The Community from Cecil Hogan on behalf of Randy Watson.”

Jack took Sarah’s hand and began backing away, as some in the crowd cheered, and others stood mute, likely afraid to counter Daniel’s self-appointed leadership. He whispered, “They’ll probably take our weapons next and I don’t want to part with my alien pistol.”

“What are
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