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Foreword
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Eighty per cent of this story is a dream that the main character has while in a coma. The book begins with his miscellaneous interaction with people and events that annoy him. These encounters and people are real life but then re-surface as nuisances, villains, and victims in the dream that follows. One influence on the dreamer’s subconscious is a doomsday publication he reads a week before his injury. Although the central player’s experience is a delusion, the reader soon adjust to the surreal conversations and drama. Most of the book centers on dialogue between four friends. The last chapter devotes itself to the hopelessness and horror one might expect at the end of the world as we know it.

The setting is on the west coast and takes place during the first third of the 21st century. There are four main characters. The older married couple Robby and Janis is in their late twenties. It wasn't their idea to grow up and be forced out of high school after graduation. But their age is finally beginning to dawn on them. The younger married couple, Leigh and Ursula, is their best friends. One of their commitments in life is to hang out with their two older friends.

In the dream, the world community is deceived by the propaganda of a newly established one world government, which maliciously deviates into an international alliance of dictators. Mankind basks in a false sense of peace and security. But economists warn that money will lose its value and that rich and poor alike will abhor it and use it to light campfires. Robby, Janis, Leigh, and Ursula believe the doomsayers. Quietly they build an underground shelter in their back yard before the world order of things collapse in on itself. When the earth wide chaos reaches their neighborhood, they hole up in their bunker. At great risk, they sneak out some nights to keep from going mad.
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Friends
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With the money we spend on rent we could buy a house," Janis complained to her husband Rob, as their car rolled toward the drive through window at a fast food restaurant. She caught him in a yawn and could tell that all he had on his mind was the paper cup in the hand that was about to reach out of the hole in the wall ahead. They were on their way to meet up with their friends Leigh and Ursula to go hiking.

"If you want to call going into debt buying?" Rob muttered, as he turned his head and looked out the passenger window, wishing to yawn again without being noticed. "Watch out for that guy with the pool stick arms at the curb. He's about to walk in front of you."

Janis braked suddenly. A tall bare foot man wearing a soiled muscle shirt and dirty trousers walked across the lane toward the drive through window. A tender arm reached out the window with a coffee cup in its hand. Robby caught a glimpse of a cap with a young girl's face under it. Suddenly the face was gone and the arm yanked itself back inside. The girl slid the window shut.

"Meat cutter," the stubble faced man called out as he put his forehead against the glass. He puckered his lips and began popping them, making smacking noises. "The chicken leg on the cuttin board? Who's sharin?" He moved his face from the window, pecked on it with his huge knuckles, and peered back in. "Handy hands. Tell the cooker I fount my ear." He paused for a moment and asked: "Can you slide more skin in the grease when you take out the silver can?"

A woman in the car behind them blew her horn. Startled, the bare foot man turned his head toward the noise but zoomed in on Robby's face in the windshield. His beady black eyes beamed bright because of the soot smudged around them. As more people in line blew their horns he clasped his big hands over his ears. His hands vibrated and stuck to his head. He couldn't seem to let go. Suddenly he turned and ran up the lane, slapping one ear, yelling something unintelligible. He ran into a bed of mulch and disappeared around the stucco corner of the restaurant.

At that moment a wiry little man and a rosy cheeked woman leaned over and looked in Janis window. The woman had piercing blue eyes and the man had bulging brown eyes that didn't blink. They were dressed in salmon colored uniforms that matched.

Janis felt Robby look past her. She felt the shadow of something outside her door and turned her head.

"Yiiiiii!" she shrieked and fell sideways towards Robby, landing on his shoulder.

"Young lady we'd like to eat breakfast sometime this morning," the blushed face woman said, "even if the sausage here does taste like wet dog smells. You know if you'd learn to blow your horn at the bums and jay walkers they’d get out of your way. It's that silver button in the middle of the wheel there. It beeps when you push it."

"Ok, ok," Janis said, straightening up and moving back to the steering wheel. "Please stand away and I'll pull forward."

"What's wrong with your brother?" the woman asked, snapping her fingers twice. It occurred to Robby that he was gazing at the pair as intensely as they were at him. He smiled and turned his face to the front and looked out the windshield.

"Watch your head please," Janis apologized. She eased her foot off the brake and rolled up to the hatch just as the server reached out with the coffee cup.

"Sorry about that," she said to Janis, but looked at Robby and lost her thought. A middle aged woman walked up behind her and pushed her body against the girls back. "We've tried but can't get rid of him," she said.  "He always comes back. Youngun are you going to give them their coffee or not? It’s free this morning. Let go of the cup."

"Thank you," Janis said and smiled. She handed Robby the coffee and drove out of the drive through lane toward the street. She turned onto the main road and headed for the interstate.

"You better not be rude this morning," she said, knowing it crossed his mind to attempt to stall their morning conversation despite being cornered in the car.

Then came the silence but he knew it was a pause and not a pardon.

"We're throwing our money away," she said. "At least we'd be investing."

"In repairs," he mumbled as he sipped the coffee. "This cuppa Joe is burning my lip." He knew she was jealous because he preferred a few swallows of java in the morning before listening to what she dreamed about during the night.

“We can buy a cheap one and do most of the repairs ourselves," she replied, ignoring his theatrics.

"Ain’t that the truth,” he responded. “The library has a book with pictures in it that tell you how to replace everything that falls apart in Methuselah's old roost that you took out a loan to rebuild."

"Where'd you get the book you've been reading after I go to bed?" she asked. "The hard back that had a jacket for a cover. The information page you wadded up and tossed in the basket."

"Those flappers have been annoying me since I was in grade school," he answered. "That thing kept sliding up and down and fell off. I'm nine chapters in and my heads stuffed. The writer thinks the planet needs to be ruled by one world government.”

"I didn't ask you what it was about. I asked you where it came from. Not that I want to smother you or don’t trust us but you got it from bird legs at work. There was a name written under the flap in case you didn't see it. I can't get you to read a get well friendship card and -. That is the only thing I want to bring to your attention."

"It's time I take human extinction seriously and try to survive the end of the world,” he replied. “A land slide of socioeconomic disasters is going to hit us humans on our egotistical blind side -”

“Your friend wears high heels and miniskirts. How many other men did she recruit to the cause?”

"Don’t worry, I'm done with the revelations but she’s not the enemy,” he said.  “Unfortunately the book is stored in my subconscious. Its theories got coded in my hard drive. I’m better off being just a poet. Did you know that poets are persecuted by same the ridiculers as...But we give our torment back to them when we compose a poem."

"You’re tormenting me right now," Janis replied. "All this time I thought you didn’t want to buy a house because you’re not committed to our future. Now I find out it’s the future you’re-. The real question is: why did birdie carry the book to work and lend it to... a poet like you?”

“That’s not the only book about the end of the world that crusaders are passing around,” he said. “As folks like me say, they only have to get it right once. She was sharing, that’s all.”

*
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ROBBY WAS YOUR TYPICAL guy who weighed 170 pounds and still looked six pack trim. He was a little less than tall to those who cared but had the bragging rights of being six feet since he was every inch of 5’10”. He had jade green eyes and medium light brown hair, which was straight when he was clean cut and curly with locks when it was long. He liked to brag his mother was the great granddaughter of a full blooded Indian chief with a frontier wife and that is why he had rosy beige skin even in the winter time.

Or as Janis told her girlfriends: "Yes, sometimes he looks copper tone with his clothes on. That’s why he'll tell you he's a person of color but you don't see as much of him as I do."

Janis wasn't taller than him but tall for a girl. Her mother “was one quarter Chinese Mexican, one quarter Black Filipino, one quarter French Indian and Arabic mix, she herself was shy and her father was white and European,” she would sarcastically contribute in those friendly conversations when acquaintances are getting more acquainted. Blessed with the best of her parent's features she was the model image of one more beautiful brown eyed girl who owned the room when she walked into it. Most of the time.

"She's international," Robby agreed.

Both were ordinary and down to earth with no drama, humble but proud of it, compassionate and kind if they stumbled upon the









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





