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I was reading when my day got turned upside down. 

Or as upside down, as it could be in modern America. 

If there still is an America. 

Mom thinks there’s still an America out in the Midwest and the mountains. But here in the Northeast, America has been gone a long time.

“Mikey, I’m out of beer!” dad yelled from the upstairs landing. 

I hated being called Mikey, and he knew it.

He’d been in his room listening to his short wave radio, searching for any broadcast he could pick up,  last time I’d checked on him, but now he was up and ornery. If dad didn’t have his beer, he was even less pleasant to live with than normal.

“You want to try not yelling, Harold? Just because the property was clear this morning doesn’t mean it’ll stay that way. The last thing we need is another one of those things watching the house for days on end,” mom countered. 
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