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THE DRIVE UP TO 'CAGGA was almost as bad as working down from upstate to N'Yack. Only you got to see more farms and less plantations. 

I’d driven them both and didn’t much like one or the other. But I somehow survived both trips, more than once, and so I kept getting hired to make them. Sure, they paid more, but that was the deal. You had to have a human driver to get across their borders and through their security. And you had to be a mean SOB to get out in one piece.

Of course, it didn’t hurt that my rig was built from a pair of surplus MRAPs. Built to survive even IED’s that these polite, “Tolerant” urbanites left around as their form of “free speech” to make their “statement” on the underside of one of the trucks that was bringing them their food and other vital supplies.

Food wasn’t the same as raw material like sawdust. They didn’t have no trees in there, so they didn’t make anything out of actual wood. But they didn’t mind we brought them leftover sawdust from the cutting some farmers did to make real furniture everyone else bought. In those cases (like our scrap metal salvage, plastic recovery, and gravel-rebar mix) they just had these big lots outside where trucks didn’t have to go into the city proper and security was more devoted to keeping track of their own cranes as the tractors outside filled the bucket to unload somewheres inside.

But the land outside the city was owned by some individual with connections and they took the risk that someone would sneak out and sabotage their tractors. They’d tried importing containers of raw stuff, but those usually got a hole blown in them once they were left inside the city’s high border walls and so wouldn’t be worth anything when they came back across. So that owner had a crane that reached over the city walls and would drop down to pick up a load in its big claws, then hoist it into the city to dump for re-manufacturing. 

I don’t recall the last time anything got built inside one of those places. Things just got rebuilt.

And the people in there were mostly rebuilt, too. Hardly anyone come in or out these days, except us driving fools. But we were just crazy enough to try, and had enough sense to be able to count toes and fingers to make sure we came out with the same amount as when we went in.

Anyways, I like to talk, and so I’m getting far off the mark for this story. 

You wanted to know how I got hitched and started a family all on the same day, the one where I almost lost my life a few times before I met her.
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SO I WAS DRIVIN’ UP to Cagga in my old MRAP 8x8. It was really two front ends stitched together with a special-built 18-foot trailer in between. A Cummins diesel in each end. Cab was on top, and she unloaded from either end. I could drive from either end, too. Only the back end had some overnighter quarters for me and my dog. And those had to be stripped down as they were ‘spected coming and going. Since I was up front, I couldn’t leave nothing that a ‘Specter could make off with - even though I had cameras on everything. (One time, some damn fool tried to make off with my bunk. But then he found it was welded down. So he settled for trashing my cushions and blankets, cuttin’ big holes in them. Said he was lookin’ for Contraband. Dumass.)

Anyways, me and Fido (look, you name your dog whatever you want. I’d never seen nor heard of any dog actually named Fido, so that was his moniker.) Me and Fido was moving along pretty well. And of course, things got slower the closer we got in. Cause of all the potholes where people wouldn’t fix them up no more. Out in the back of the State of L‘Nois, they had toll roads that paid to get things fixed. But closer in, like N'Yack, there were more plantations than farms, and they took to maintaining their own gated and private routes into the city, plus paid off the guards to let them come and go with a simple pass and not get inspected and personally frisked every time they went in or out. (And I heard Cal-i-Forn was even worse. Never been there, no need or want.) 

So nobody wanted to keep track of the main roads outside of the walls, since them plantation owners had their own private delivery services for stuff that come in on uni-rails above those private roads. What did they care about truckers and transport? Not like they did anything with the people who had to live inside except to pay them a little more than they were worth to keep them from quitting.

We was goin’ pretty slow getting into Cagga and I was tryin’ to miss the worst holes. My tires were armored and foam-filled, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t go bust. And I knew for dam sure that there weren’t no replacements in those towns. They always kept the Federal military out and their own Police cruisers ran on flexi-steel made from reinforced carbon-stainless composite. Talk about bullet and bomb proof...

Yeah, almost oxy-mo-ironic. That place was a war zone but they didn’t want the military anywhere near them. Go figure.

I was just thinkin’ that when some dam fool lobbed a molotov at me. I had the window down just a crack because of the heat, but was able to jimmy it up pretty quick. Right after I locked the steering to keep it goin’ straight. No, nothin’ happened except scortched some paint. Of course, the guy got run over right in the middle of his protest speech. But we were far enough out that the PC police wouldn’t pay him any mind. Besides, it was Wednesday, which is “don’t give a flying hump” day. As long as their Press weren’t around the guvment guys didn’t have to care for nothin’. 

Next chance at near-death was someone with a fiberglass javelin with a stainless armor-piercing tip on it. He (or was it a she - can’t much tell these days as they go so fluid back and forth) launched it from sling to give it enough power to go through my window. Almost got me. But his-ser aim was a bit low and I wore that thing right up to the city gates. Almost nobody figures I’m riding up high, ‘specially when the front is painted to look like a regular big rig. He got it to stick where he thought I was driving from, but I was sittin’ a couple of feet higher. 

Now he was close enough that the local patrol come screaming out with their sirens pointed at him. Then he took off runnin’ and hopped a nearby fence, leaving some of his clothes and jacket on the barbwire stretched of the top of it. Then they stopped chasing, as he was on someone’s personal backyard. And their junkyard dog went after his butt. By then, I was way past him to care much.

You think I wood-uv got tired of this mess, but I was getting paid purty good to get these rare and tasty artifacts into the city proper. All pre-packaged and boxed up in their originals. 

Rare, like I said. Like I was told. Because all those blank boxes had to arrive unopened. Every one of them. That was the deal. And they paid me a literal fortune to bring them in. Had to. No one else would. And they weren’t coming to get them for the same reason. They’d rather pay for someone to get near killed to get them delivered. 

Not to mention they hated Flyover Country with a passion. 

Third attempt was an actual IED. And close in, as well. Musta not liked my crossed stars-and-bars custom license plates. (Of course, I just does that to tease em. If anyone tries to take them off, then the gennies kick in with a few thousand volts and that’s probably the last time they grab onto anything, until they are over a couple of months or so of rehab.)

So this here IED had to be controlled somewhere close. Because they waited to blow it up in the middle of the rig. But the bottom of this deal was V-shaped armor plated and so it mostly just wiggled a bit as the suspension tightened up. But both sides of that road were missing
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