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  Praise for works by Stephen Alexander North



""Dormant" is a gripping tale of survival and mystery in a world teetering on the edge of chaos… “Dormant" is a thought-provoking and enthralling read." —Courtney Glover, author of Calypso Dreaming: A Collection of Ravens and Revenants



"I have known Stephen A. North for 40 years. Friend, Author, Brother, Poet. From the moment I met him, he had a book in one hand and a pen in the other. He never fails to amaze me with his talent and passion for storytelling. If you are seeking escape, if you crave a page turning tale, then it is time to turn your literary eyes North! Adventure awaits… — Craig Campbell



"Stephen Alexander North writes the most realistic sad sack characters, then drops them into dark places offering readers a glimpse into the train wrecks of his character's lives." — Ophelia Kee, author of Haunted Echoes
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  Story Description
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They were called Scav-miners. Men and women who did the jobs no other would do. They labored for years with the promise of a better tomorrow with Life Lease contracts. 

Under the aegis of 'Serve Your Time' there was no walking away, not for three men sent into the depths of Thetis City to find wanted criminal leaders among thousands of people who lie paralyzed—-dormant or dead from the last resort bio-weapon used on them. 

Were they permanently dead? That was the question for someone, but not Teodor Lanz. He just needed to collect certain individuals and bring them back. 
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  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter


If you enjoy apocalyptic horror, thrillers, and science fiction tales, you will love Stephen Alexander North’s prose fiction. Join his  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter to get the latest news, updates on book releases, free stuff, and more. 
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  Interview Excerpt Statements

(From Tales From Menard Songsted’s ‘At The Edge: Adventures of a Human Stellar Geographer’)




“All I know is I work every goddamned day long as I remember. Is it always hard labor? No, it isn’t. Sometimes it goes real easy. I have two years left of an eight-year stretch. There’re chems, booze, and a good selection of women. Two more years and I get my free rejuve treatment! I come outta this with my youth returned to me. Hell, I’ll be better than I was!” -Teodor Lanz, Scav-Miner, Thetis City, Boswell Penal Rehabilitation Center 3



“Many of those miners are barely human. That’s not necessarily a complaint. I like it rough. And if there’s more than one? Not to worry. This isn’t work for me. I volunteer for the new chem trials, too! There’s this new therapy…something that boosts me into orbit, baby. Say, what are you doing after this interview?” -Marion ‘Mary’ Cristos, subcontractor, Mellon Health and Wellness Providers Inc, Thetis City, Tolman Tower



“Why I don’t take a swan dive off Tolman Tower, I don’t know. Is there really a mental block in place stopping me to protect some damn corporation’s investment in me? Sure, I’m free to roam Thetis City when I’m on PTO, but the rest of my time is spent busting my ass on dirty, miserable assignments. I agreed to the Measured Work versus the Term Contract but I’d rather eat a bullet if I ever get my hands on a gun. I may have really got the raw-end of the deal. They control how much certain jobs are scaled point-wise…” -Fernando Luis Morales, Scav-Miner, Thetis City, Boswell Penal Rehabilitation Center 3



“Lanz thinks he can take anyone on with the casual arrogance of a big man, but I can see his unease around me. He’s small next to me and he knows it. He might have been a soldier years ago. Doesn’t mean he’s tough, and I’m not even sure he served. With that mouth of his, I’ve been tempted to swat him more than once, but I’ve restrained myself so far. It’s been hard since June D’Aponte, my girlfriend, disappeared, though. I’ve been questioning how or why any of this was ever worth it. June and I had a smuggling business on Huron-Cassius and lost everything. We took the Life Lease Ministries deal, and now it seems I really have lost everything on this fucking moon.” -Reide Skinner, Scav-Miner, Thetis City, Boswell Penal Rehabilitation Center 3 








  
  Dormant


The container was only half full, and they’d all be doing chems to finish this job.   
“It’s raining like a fucking bitch out there, Lanz,” Morales said. Without looking, he knew the middle-aged man was about to light a cigarette, and he’d be scratching his beard or his head. He had a dry scalp or something. There were always flakes of skin on his shirt at the shoulders and below his neck.
Lanz nodded, while running his hand over the stubble on his head and face. Morales was stating the obvious as usual. Both of them were straightforward, to the point, types. It was that damn Skinner that was always the problem.
Lanz could hear the rain on the metal roof pounding down in a staccato rhythm. He’d pulled up the map schematic of the surrounding four block grid on his handheld All-One workstation, and after some study, determined that they might hit pay dirt either in the ruined sub-basement levels of the nearest skyscraper, or in the penthouse far overhead. That would be a long climb, even in their power-assisted enviro-suits. 
The suits glowed a faint orange in the dark, and were a blend of armored fabric with hoods, and included goggles with an interactive HUD. They all wore backpacks that were empty except for food, a water bladder, and meds. On waist belts, they had tools and clubs. They wore boots and gloves, and each of them had a number inscribed on their helmets.  
Skinner was analyzing their choices on his own All-One. The device was mounted on his left wrist, embedded in the vambrace he wore. “Up or down, Lanz?” he asked. His voice was higher pitched than you’d expect for a big man. Morales called him a mock-Viking. He certainly looked the part with his immense size, craggy features, and unkempt red-blonde goatee. 
“Down,” Lanz answered. He could manufacture many reasons, but the main reason was that Skinner would be uncomfortable. He was at least three inches taller than Lanz’s five-foot ten, and five inches taller than Morales. 
There was one darker reason. 
“Morales?” Skinner asked, without blinking an eye. If Lanz’s choice bothered him, he wasn’t letting on.
“I enjoy going down,” Morales answered. 
“That’s why Mary always likes you to go last,” Skinner replied.
“You fuck!” Morales exclaimed, feigning outrage. 
Lanz needed to shut this down. “Enough, we’re not debating this. We need to get moving. Sooner we finish, the sooner we start the weekend.”
They all stood in a small building that housed a ramp and stairwell. The door to the city outside was closed now. Lanz used to wonder why it had a hermetic seal, but knew now. It was horrific, and he didn’t want to think about it, especially knowing he couldn’t open it again if he wanted to. He shrugged the thought away, but knew he’d been standing there, lost in the why of these facts for a couple minutes. He needed to be present. A bank of lights overhead provided enough light to see to the first landing of the stairwell. The power was on, but wasn’t reliable, or in good repair. They didn’t need light anyway, but it was comforting somehow, here at the edge of one world and the next.
“I hope I never see another tunnel after all this,” Morales said. “Say, you know we may have flooding down there?”
Lanz felt his irritability flare. Seemed he was always angry anymore. Morales was laser focused on how much he hated what they did, and how much longer he was trapped. “Suck it up, and get moving!” he said with a snarl. “Take point.”
He knew Morales would be hurt by this, but didn’t care. They were all drugged up and on edge most of the time, and if Morales thought they were friends, too bad for him. 
Skinner went last, with the container and Lanz in the middle. The ramp’s concrete was still in good shape. The walls and floor were stained and slick in places where mold grew and water pooled in depressions, but they could keep a steady pace as they spiraled down beneath the streets. Large swathes of Thetis City were dead. Lanz and his companions might be a dying breed. Plagues, terrorism, and war took a toll. 
They reached the first landing, and it had a panoramic view of a vast concourse criss-crossed by tramlines
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